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Sometimes Only A Song Will Do
Going through difficult times together has a melding effect on the spirits of those involved.  At a hospital I used to work at, we successfully implemented a redesigned care delivery system.  It was patient-focused, team-driven and was sustained by the resolve and hearts of those wanting to make a difference for their patients.  The new system went cross-grain with the existing culture, disrupted personal lives, and required the status quo to be challenged daily.  Positive change often comes with negative consequences.  The nurse manager who spear headed the change went through tumultuous times.  Angry doctors, angry staff who had to put up with angry doctors, jealousy among peer managers, you name it, became a part of changing the business.  She certainly would not have volunteered to be the point person for a culture-wide change if she knew what she was in for.  Yet she stayed the course and dealt with each trial with our support along the way.  Pushing through this degree of transformation draws folks professionally and personally closer and creates bonds of appreciation that run deep.

After getting the “new” system on its feet, we were glad to hear she was going to have a baby.  What a topping after successfully steering through such a change on a large scale.  We were all so happy for her.  But not all things go as planned.  Pretty far along in her pregnancy, she lost her baby in a miscarriage.  She was devastated and we hurt for her.  My heart anguished.  I knew what it was like to lose someone special, yet I never could imagine how it would feel to lose my own child.  I wanted to help, but had no words or way to comfort.  My heart was so heavy, I could only remember a song which I clung to in a painful time.  So I did something on impulse.  I called her voicemail and sang the tune.  Now I don’t sing worth a hoot, but here were the lyrics:

Sometimes my life just don’t make sense at all.

When the mountains seem so big, 

And my faith just seems so small.

So hold me Jesus, 

I’m shaking like a leaf.

You were then King of my glory, 

Won’t You be my Prince of peace.

I wake up in the night and feel the dark.

It feels so hard down inside my soul,

I swear there must be blisters on my heart.

So hold me Jesus, 

I’m shaking like a leaf.

You were then King of my glory, 

Won’t You be my Prince of peace.

Later the next day, her friend said her manager listened to my song and it made her cry.  I prayed they were tears of comfort and not because I couldn’t carry a tune.  

You know, sometimes when words just won’t suffice, only a song will do.
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For my good friend, Mary Beth


