
wants and needs
 I need you to be an “it” doctor for me. I need to hear words of hope whenever
appropriate. There will be times when you are my best source of courage and
strength. Even when remission and/or a cure are not in the cards, I still need hope.
Please be truthful with me, compassionate with me, and patient with the questions I
ask. I am new to this final act of dying, so share with me what to expect and do not let
me suffer. 
Doctor, if you have bad news, I want to hear it, too. I understand, however, that you
may tell my family first so that they can process their emotions, too.
My body is forsaking me; I have no control over it. This diaper I have to wear
embarrasses me as the stench sometimes can fill the room. Nurse, loved one, please do
not let me wait long in my filth. That makes me feel less human. Please treat me with
dignity as you would want to be treated. 
While I do not want to be a burden to my family or friends, I also do not know how
not to be. Teach me. 
I cannot face the reality of death all day every day. If I need to talk about normal
things, or make a joke, or tell a story about the crazy neighbor next door, please know
that this is just a short distraction from my preparations for death. 
The little things bring me joy now: the laughter of a child, a silly “knock, knock”
joke, seeing my love walk in the room with a rose, fresh air, the smell of grass being
cut, and the sound of the birds in the morning and crickets at night. So many things I
took for granted along the way are like treasures to me now. 
Let me know that after you grieve for a time, you will be okay. This will give me
peace. 
Help me to get my affairs in order. I stay up thinking about all that I should have done
but cannot do now, at least not without help. It is okay. In fact, I want you to bring
up these things. As hard as it is, as awkward as it feels, talk to me about my funeral. 
I worry about my kids/my elderly parents who will survive me/my adult disabled child
who I have been caring for. I would love to have solutions to these deep worries
before I go. Will you help me think through and talk through these matters?
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Sometimes you ask too much of me, sometimes you ask too little. Please know me
well enough to know the days when I am a prisoner, captive to my body. Please
celebrate with me on those days when I am a warrior, captive to nothing. 
Sometimes when you visit me, insecurity is all over your face. I can tell you do not
know what to say or do. Instead of standing awkwardly in the corner of the room,
as if you are afraid of catching my death, engage me. Listen to me. Or be okay
with the fact that I do not feel like engaging. For the record, I do appreciate you
coming and showing you care.
If I am depressed, allow me to express my sorrow. Please do not tell me not to be
sad. I am preparing for my losses. Listen to me, hold my hand, be still. And it is
okay if you cry along with me. 
I am afraid. I am afraid. I know not where I go. My fear will be etched in my face.
Is it too late to believe?
Please don’t give me platitudes. I need truth and love. 
I have losses in life, failures, regrets, and hurts that I still carry. If I bring up such
things, will you sit and listen to my concerns? I do not need a solution from you. I
am merely hoping to lay these things down, forgive and/or find forgiveness before
I rest. Let me know that my life had meaning, value and purpose, even in (and
especially in) my final hours. 
I will not feel like eating at times, and not at all near the end. I know that you mean
well, but please do not pressure me to eat. 
When my lips are dry or my mouth is parched, small sips of water or a mouth
sponge dipped in cold water will ease this suffering.
I may not feel like talking, but I love to have friends and loved ones near me.
Sometimes I feel afraid, and your presence comforts me. 
Whatever my regrets or guilt or shame, this is the time I need most of all to
remember love. Help me remember this. It is love and lovely things that settle my
soul. 
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When my eyes are closed and I no longer wake and interact, I can still sense your
presence. Thank you for being here. Will you quietly play that beautiful “Clair de
Lune,” or perhaps the hymns that comforts me? My last sense to leave is my ability
to hear. Please know me well enough to know what is beautiful and lovely to my
soul.
If you step outside and that is when I take my final breath, please know I wanted to
spare you and in doing so, I am comforted.
I may speak to loved ones departed. I may sing on my way home. 
If my body is hot soothe me with a cool washcloth. If my body is cold, cover me
with blankets. Do not be afraid to lie down beside me. 
When I am ready to depart this life, please let me go. Please do not make me feel
guilty for leaving. I must detach in my final hours to prepare for my final breath.
This process will be gradual, and I may no longer speak. Do not be alarmed; this is
normal. 
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