Revised Version of:

“A Hospital Christmas”
(Scroll down to see original version)

Her little eight-year-old body looked so frail in the big hospital bed, as if she might slip away at any moment.  Motionless, except to vomit, she was too weak to even open her eyes.  It was the year of the Cabbage Patch doll; this was the only item on her wish list for Santa.  My only wish for Santa was that she live. We had intended to do fun family things this holiday season.  But Alisa’s cold caught at Thanksgiving was unshakable.  By mid-December she had bronchitis, complicated by severe flu symptoms.  Antibiotics could not ease the high fever, vomiting and dehydration; she was admitted to the hospital. The drug to clear her lungs made her violently ill. The diagnosis remained a mystery, but Reyes Syndrome was at the top of the list. 
As I sat hour after hour in the chair beside her bed, I could not shake the memories of her short life; the pain of not being able to conceive, the toll of infertility on our marriage, the terrible feelings of inadequacy at other women’s baby showers.  But then one morning there was joy; all of the sudden there was life within me.  A tiny heartbeat, strong and determined, willed its way into our life.  Would the same strong desire keep her with us?  Would our only child leave us too soon?  As I watched her breathe, I remembered that one of my clients was a local toy store owner.  Even though the elusive cabbage patch doll was impossible to find, somehow I had the pick of the litter at my disposal.  I chose “Lindy” whose blonde hair and brown eyes were most like Alisa’s.  Helpless in every other way, I was determined to give this gift to her. 
A nurse convinced the doctor that the medicine for Alisa’s lungs was making her sicker. Soon after they agreed to discontinue the medicine, she stopped vomiting and slowly came back to life.  Respiratory therapy replaced the drug and the doctor said she could go home if there was no fever or vomiting for 24 hours. We watched and waited.


By Christmas Eve, Alisa was one of the few children still in Pediatrics.  
Carolers came and went before my husand, a pastor at the time, arrived from the candlelight service at church.  Our original plans for a meaningful holiday season via fun family activities had been thwarted…but our girl was getting better.  In that quiet hospital room we watched our only child sleep and talked about another couple, 2000 years ago, alone in a quiet stable, watching their only child sleep.  We thanked God for sending His Son, for answering  prayers and the recognition that what truly mattered to us was here in this room.
That night, I slept again in the chair in Alisa’s hospital room.  Before he went home for a few hours sleep, my husband placed the brightly wrapped cabbage patch doll by the small tree on her nightstand.  I was awakened Christmas morning by a squeal and the tearing of wrapping paper.  Alisa was sitting up with a huge smile on her face, hugging her precious Lindy.  When the doctor said she could go home that afternoon, Alisa said it was the best Christmas ever. She was right. We received the precious gift of life for the second time in her lifetime.  We had our daughter and she had her doll
.
Original Version of:

A Hospital Christmas

It was the year of the Cabbage Patch doll…impossible to find but the only gift our eight year old Alisa wanted for Christmas.  Fortunately, I had a connection…the local toy store owner was a client and I had the ‘pick of the litter.’  I chose “Lindy” whose blonde hair and brown eyes were most like Alisa’s.

With Lindy hidden away, my husband and I intended to do fun family things this holiday season.  But Alisa’s cold, caught at Thanksgiving, was unshakable.  By mid-December she had bronchitis, complicated by severe flu symptoms.  Antibiotics could not ease the high fever, vomiting and dehydration; so she was admitted to the hospital. The drug to clear her lungs made her violently ill. The diagnosis remained a mystery, but Reyes Syndrome was at the top of the list. 

By Christmas Eve, Alisa was one of the few children still in Pediatrics.  A nurse convinced the doctor that the medicine for her lungs was making Alisa sicker and she stopped vomiting soon after it was discontinued.  Respiratory therapy replaced the drug and the doctor said she could go home if there was no fever or vomiting for 24 hours. 

Carolers came and went before Doug, a pastor, arrived from the candlelight service at church.  Our plans for a meaningful holiday season had been thwarted…but our girl was getting better.  In that quiet hospital room, we watched our only child sleep and talked about another couple, alone in a quiet stable, watching their only child sleep.  We thanked God for sending His Son, for answered prayers and the recognition that what truly mattered to us was here in this room.

Doug had a service to lead on Christmas morning so I would sleep again on a chair in Alisa’s hospital room.  The only gift we had for her was the nearly-forgotten Cabbage Patch doll.  Before he went home for a few hours sleep, Doug placed the gaily wrapped package by the small tree on her nightstand.  I was awakened Christmas morning by a squeal and the tearing of wrapping paper.  Alisa was sitting up with a huge smile on her face, hugging her precious Lindy.  When the doctor said she could go home that afternoon, Alisa said this was the best Christmas ever…and she was right!

