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The Wake Up Call

Noah was a surgeon at Saint Joseph’s Hospital in Chicago. He had an established career and was married to his college sweetheart whom he used to refer to as “the color in his life.” He had five beautiful grown kids between the ages of eighteen and thirty, and a large house with an enormous back yard. He fit the criteria of ‘successful’ and had what many people were trying to attain believing it was the recipe to happiness. Although his life was not nearly close to bad, his attitude about life was awful. Noah’s intensely growing pessimism radiated on everything he came across, and everyone he ran into. He was unappreciative, ungrateful and bitter.  Growing into his old age, he stopped caring for anyone but himself, which was further destroying his life because it was pushing those that he loved further away from him. Even his own children avoided him when they could, knowing he would only criticize them and pick fights. As he sat thinking by himself, he felt his eye lids getting heavy…


Traffic. Of course there was traffic. He was on his way home from the hospital after a twelve hour day, and was finally off the clock. He was meeting his wife, his oldest son and his son’s fiancé for dinner, and because of the traffic, he would be late. Noah hated being late. As he sat in his black, shiny polished Lexus RX, he cussed at the cars in front of him that were backed up for about two blocks. He was angry that the sunshine was making him perspire, causing his back to stick to the tan leather seats of his car, almost as angry as he was at whatever was causing him to be late. 

Noah rolled down his window and stuck his head out to see if he could see the source of this traffic. It looked like an accident. There was a lot of commotion. He saw people standing out of their cars to get a better look. He had seen enough accidents throughout his career that had taken over his life, so this little car crash did not faze him. With all those people around, he was sure someone had called 911, and surely the ambulance was bound to be on its way. In fact, he thought he heard the sirens in the distance. Now that he was done with work for the day, he was not about to try to get involved and try to be a hero, especially because he had plans. Noah put his car in reverse, made a three-point turn and took a different route home.

As Noah walked into his house, the smell of fresh cooking herbs and spices filled the room. He saw a pot of thick cream of chicken with wild rice soup on the stove, heating on low to keep it just at the right temperature for dinner. He peeked into the oven to find chicken with a raspberry jam spread and walnuts—he hated walnuts. Evalynne knew that, and she still put them on there. So one would think after knowing someone for 32 years, they would know not to add walnuts. Noah opened the pot right beneath the pot of soup, and realized that the rice was burning. 

“Evalynne, ugh! First the walnuts, then the burning rice, where is she anyway?” he grumbled to himself. “EVALYNNE, COME DOWN! THE FOOD IS BURNING!”


“Dad, Mom ran to Whole Foods around the corner about half an hour ago. She said she’ll be right back!” yelled a voice from upstairs. 


“Whole Foods?” Noah thought to himself. “Karrie and Dave will be here any minute, and she ran out. It must have been important…or maybe she wasn’t thinking again. I’ll call her cell.”


Noah called Evalynne’s cell phone, only to hear her phone ringing in the drawer across the kitchen. 

“Of course she left her phone at home. She always does that,” he grumbled to himself. 

As he walked over to get her phone out of the drawer, he found a note on the counter. It said:

Noah, I ran to Whole Foods to get some of your favorite Hawaiian bread. I’ll be back in a jiffy, so don’t start picking at the food! I hope you had a good day today, and I can’t wait to give you a hug. Love you forever- Ev

Five minutes later, the doorbell rang three times, Dave’s signature arrival announcement. The two let themselves in and instantly headed towards the kitchen. 

“Hello!” yelled Dave. “Mom? Dad?”
 
“Dave, Karrie, glad you could make it. Make yourselves at home. Evalynne ran to the store and should be getting back any minute. She must have gotten a little side tracked. How are you two doing?” he asked in a stern, unfriendly voice that seemed forced, as though he was trying to upkeep the image that had grown to be associated with him.

After about half an hour more of small talking and catching up, Noah began to get worried. It wasn’t like Evalynne to be gone for this long, especially knowing company was coming. Then again, Evalynne was easily-distracted, and she could have ran into old friends, which was very likely since Evalynne was friends with almost everyone in the neighborhood. For Evalynne to stop and chat about life, the kids, and even someone’s problems in a grocery store for a long time was typical. Evalynne would never tell someone she was too busy or didn’t have time to listen. That was Evalynne’s character, and her sweet nature and bubbliness was the reason Noah had fallen in love with her in the first place.

As Noah was deciding what to do, the phone rang. At the first sound of the ringer, he got a bad feeling in his gut. When he started to move to answer the phone, his legs felt like tree trunks planted in the ground, and each step walking to the phone was a greater struggle than the last. Immediately he knew something was wrong, because no one ever called the house phone anymore, but rather everyone’s cell phones to reach them directly. Noah answered the phone, preparing for the worst, but hoping for a wrong number, a prank call, or a telemarketer; anything but the worst.

It was only seconds before Noah hung up the phone. He had no expression on his face, and his pale complexion faded to an even ghostlier white. He stood motionless for a few seconds, not breathing, not saying a word, until he began to slowly sway back and forth a little, like a drunk man with impaired balance. Dave ran up behind him, placed his dad’s arm around his shoulder and sat him down. Noah didn’t need to say anything for Dave to recognize something was wrong. 

“Dad, is Mom OK?” Dave asked quietly, with a quivering tone. He felt his heart slowly begin to speed up until he felt like his heart was sprinting while his body stood still.

Noah stared at him with a blank expression on his face nodding his head back and forth. 
“We have to go to the hospital.”


Within minutes, Noah, Dave, Karrie and Jay, their other son who was in his room, arrived at the hospital. They were greeted by Noah’s coworker and the head doctor of this accident, who explained the extremely critical situation. Evalynne was not allowed any visitors yet, not even her own husband who worked at the hospital.  

“We are doing everything we can to save her life” were the most positive words that came out of the doctor’s mouth, but Noah knew what that meant. 


Teary eyed, Noah did not have the strength to speak, or even stand. He walked away and sat himself down in the waiting area, and put his head into his hands. Never had he been on this end of the hospital. Never before had he thought about the families of the victims he was treating although every day, he walked through this very lobby over powered with emotions in the air. After witnessing it every single day, he had grown immune to the crying and grief of families and friends. But today, the tables were turned, and it was him sitting in the exact chair people sat in every day, praying they get more time, even a few more days, with their loves. 

“Dad, a police officer from the scene of the accident just gave us this. It’s mom’s purse she had with her in the car. You should hold on to it,” said Jay, his youngest. He looked up at his children standing a few feet in front of him, whose eyes were red from crying, and cheeks were stained with dried tears. Noah wanted to hug all of them, but felt awkward since it had been so long since he showed them any affection. They kept their distance as if they were scared of what he would say or do. “Dad, we’re gonna go walk around, we’ll be back in a few minutes to check back, but sitting here is driving us nuts.”

Noah sat alone clutching the soft light brown leather purse. It was Evalynne’s favorite purse, the one she always wore over her right shoulder. He unzipped the purse and looked inside. He found a pack of gum, half eaten, a compact mirror, a box of mints that was almost empty, tissues, a thick daily planner and her black leather wallet. He took out her planner and carefully flipped through it, treating it as though it were a fragile antique and he did not want to break it. Inside, she kept a picture of every kid as a baby next to a recent photo. She also had a picture of her and Noah from when they were in college, as well as one from a few years ago. Noah realized that they did not even have a recent photo together, because he decided he hated taking pictures and always refused to take them. He regretted that at this very moment.

He continued to flip through the pages. At the end between the leather binding and the hard cover, there was a small pocket. Inside, he found a folded, worn down piece of paper that looked ready to tear apart at the slightest touch. He carefully opened it, and studied it. It was an email he quickly recognized to be one he had written her in 2007, the summer before they got married. He never knew that she had printed it out and kept it. He had forgotten all about it, since they often corresponded through email. Noah reread it: 
I don't think this message is going to be really long, but I guess I've just been thinking about you a ton lately (obviously). And I was thinking about what I love the most about you...and I think...the thing that I love most about you...is the way that you LOVE. You love HARD. Totally. Completely. Unconditionally. You go all out. For me and for the people you care about you totally forsake your own wants to make others happy. You go the extra mile. You're thoughtful. You're loyal, you're trustworthy. You love as if you don't have anything else to do...even when you have hours of hw or have had a long week. You love as if nothing else matters...and most of the time it doesn't. You love the little things which I love about you. You notice them. You don't just love on the surface, but you love from the depths of your soul to those of others. And to mine too!

I think that's why I know in my heart that when I come home from a long day of work and I'm 27, there's no one I would rather sit down on the couch with...or there's nobody I would rather have kids with and see raise and love them...or there's nobody I would rather bring home to my family to share with them...I think that's why when I'm 74 and sitting on a bench I envision myself smiling with a beautiful woman smiling next to me. At the heart of everything that we do...there is love. And there is. A ton of it. TONS AND TONS of it. More than we can type. More than we can say. And I think that's why some people in the past have been intimidated by you. I'm not sure most people find that kind of love anymore these days. Because it doesn't matter if we are in the middle of a bar, watching a movie, lying on a bed for 5 hours alone, ice skating, going to a comedy show, or doing anything. Because it's what we make of it with each other. And that, to me, is why you are the most beautiful woman in the world, so beautiful that it feels as if you are the only one that exists to me.

OK this turned out slightly longer than I expected. Anyways...don't worry about me going anywhere, because I won't...and I think, more importantly, because I can't. I'm in love with you. And I love you. And there's nothing I wouldn't do for you. 








Noah


By the time Noah was finished reading his email, he was crying. His heart felt like needles were being stabbed into it one by one, and his stomach had dropped. He felt hollow. His lungs felt as though he was being suffocated and he couldn’t grasp an ounce of air. The email triggered a memory in his mind from before they were married.  They were lying in his bed at his apartment on campus. She lay with her eyes closed, but he saw tears slowly falling down her rosy cheeks, one by one.


“What are you thinking about?” he remembered asking her softly.

She hesitated to answer, but he didn’t push for one. After some silence, she had said quietly “I know you love me, but I’m scared that one day you’re going to stop. That scares me.”


“Do you think about that often?”

“I do.”


“Eva, you have nothing to worry about. I’m going to love you forever. There is no way that I couldn’t, that anyone could just stop loving you,” he reassured her. “I’m going to love you hard until the day that we die.”

He sat in the hospital waiting room, crying at the person he had become. He loved Eva with his whole heart, but had stopped showing her. He felt the heart ache he had been causing her without realization. Still, she told him everyday she loved him, and did little things to show him, hoping to bring back the man she fell in love with when they were only eighteen years old. She was dying right now because of him, because she wanted to show him her love by buying his favorite bread. He felt his stomach begin to turn, he wanted to throw up. He looked up to see Dr. Cyzonski walking toward him. Noah stood up.

“Noah, unfortunately I have some bad news for you. Evalynne passed away a few minutes ago. I’m really sorry, but the medics just didn’t get to her soon enough. There is nothing anyone could have done.”


Noah fainted.


He suddenly woke up with a jerk to find himself sitting in his living room, covered with sweat. The warm sunshine was beating directly onto him, and his back was sticking to the back of the chair. He checked his watch, looked around the room, and realized what he had just dreamt. 


Noah got up and walked briskly to the kitchen to see Evalynne standing by the stove, cooking. He sighed heavily, walked over to her, and wrapped his arms around her waist from behind.


“Sweetie, I love you so much, and I know I don’t tell you enough,” he said to her.


She giggled, and said “Wow, where is this coming from all of a sudden?!”


“I’ve been thinking a lot lately, and I have so much in my life, but most importantly, I have you, and I can’t imagine my life without you. I’m so sorry if I have said or done anything to hurt you.


“Oh, sweetie, I know you love me, even if you didn’t say it. Now go wash up for dinner, Karrie and Dave will be here soon. And look over there…I picked up some Hawaiian bread for you on my home from the store.”

