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[bookmark: _GoBack]A lesson from Father’s Advice
It was Jane’s second day at Shiriarizi hospital. She had just secured the chance in the hospital as a nurse some weeks ago. The chance came as luck to her. For her, it was like a dream working as a medical practitioner in such a big hospital. As she was sitting in the seemingly gilded cubicle, she tried to pinch her right arm to make sure that everything was real. She had just landed on the job after several attempts that almost saw her giving up. Doctor Donald, the doctor in charge of the institutional operations warmly welcomed her. For sure, Jane felt at home. She felt rejuvenated. She had all the energy and vigor to start offering her service which for a long time she had longed to render. 
Mr. Ephraim, Jane’s father, could not as well hide his joy. He was indeed overwhelmed with joy seeing her daughter realize her long term goal. As he was living Jane in her new working station, he embraced her tightly and whispered something to her closely “never give up’’ and immediately left for his journey back home. In response, Jane gave an assurance and an affirmably sign acknowledging that she was more than ready to do her very best no matter the circumstances. Soon afterward, Jane took charge and started performing her operations. She listened to most patients and analyzed their emotional and physical needs thus giving them hope. Jane also took the frontline role of providing healthcare education and counseling services that gave hope to most patients.
Nngggrrrr…., Jane’s phone rang. To check it well, it was her mother Margaret calling. Over the phone, Jane heard a faint voice saying “…Dad has had an accident, make haste and save his life.”  At first, Jane could not believe her ears. She felt as though the perfectly carpeted floors had dropped out from under her. The last words Mr. Ephraim whispered to her came fresh in her mind. She was indeed in a total state of confusion, not sure of which move to make next. 
As they always say, in any state of confusion, one has to choose between fight or flight. As a fact, Jane had no option, she chose to fight. She hurriedly contacted the ambulance and within a short while, Jane and the other paramedics were at the scene of the accident. The scene was indeed scary. It was the most gruesome scene that she had ever witnessed. The two passengers on board with Mr. Ephraim had died on the spot. The medical personnel took the lifeless bodies in the ambulance. Jane stood transfixed on the ground. Her father’s body too lay lifeless on the ground. He had sustained serious injuries on his head. His entire body was soaked with blood. On seeing her father, Jane did not hesitate. She immediately rushed and lifted her father off the ground. The other paramedics were surprised by her quick actions. It did not take more minutes and they were on their way to the hospital.
Mr. Ephraim experienced breathing difficulties in the ambulance. He was gasping heavily. To Jane, it was unbelievable seeing the man he had just talked with some hours ago. Her father’s advice was still fresh in her mind. She resorted to going by her father's motto: never give up in life. She convinced herself to offer whatever she could for the dear life of her father. Edward, the ambulance driver, also kept on giving her hope that her father will be okay. Moreover, such words of encouragement seemed not to perfectly work for Jane, she could not control her emotions. She kept on sobbing and praying ceaselessly for the life of her dear father.
The ambulance finally arrived at the hospital. Mr. Ephraim was immediately taken to the intensive care unit following his critical condition. As Jane recounts, “I was so scared at first, I was preparing for the worst. I became sicker but asked God for one thing: wisdom and strength to handle the situation…”   Jane did not hesitate to wait for the doctor to arrive. She went straight and connected the artificial ventilators for breathing assistance. This is something she had never done before. She was just convinced to offer any remedy that would see his father come back to his senses. Dr. Edward's arrival in the ICU room was a bit late. He arrived when Jane had connected the machines and was busy monitoring the breathing rate of his father.
As Jane was seated by her father’s hospital bed, thousands of thoughts rang in her mind. She recalled with nostalgia those memorable moments she had with her father. Growing up as the only girl among three boys was the most fortunate thing that had ever happened to her in life. She was accorded an immeasurable love. She could get whatever the parents deemed suitable to make her happy. She was not only pampered but also given the right teachings that nurtured her into a morally upright girl. As a teenager, she was fond of her father than other people. After school, she would sit by the gate and wait for her father to report from work. However long the father would stay, Jane would never give up. She would even fall asleep by the gate just to ensure her father came and woke her up. Upon her father’s arrival, she would welcome him into the room with the new welcoming songs they learnt in school. While in the sitting room, Jane would enjoy playing with her father’s masculine hands. She would press the veins and see them reappear. This gave her more pleasure and she kept pressing even harder to make sure that the veins remained still. Now, all the pleasure was gone. Jane could not believe that her mentor, fatherly figure, and role model was in that critical condition. She was devastated. For sure, she must have said several intercessory prayers for God to take away all things but rather spare the life of her father.  
It did not take two hours when a glimmer of hope was seen at the end of this dark moment. Jane’s father made a cough that came as a sigh of relief. On realizing that, Dr. Edward took charge and performed more healthcare operations that would make Mr. Ephraim regain some of his senses. As the doctor continued with his operations, Jane stood next to him just with the hope of seeing a move from his father’s body. She was confused and at the same time transfixed at her father’s breathing rate. Turning the eyes sideways, she saw her mother by the hospital door. She rushed to her and hugged her tightly as they sobbed bitterly.
“Ja-a-n-n-e my daughter…., I know you’ve gone through a lot…, but let’s not give up for God will do wonders and your dad will regain her normal health …’’ Mother whispered. On hearing such words, Jane shade some premium tears and assured her mother that she was strong and hopeful for the best outcome.
Three weeks later, as Jane was catching some sleep in the adjoining room, the doctor came and broke the good news. “Your father has had a chance to utter a word this morning..., he called out your name…” the doctor said. On the other side, Jane and her mother in unison enquired if they could be allowed to go to their father's room. Notwithstanding the whimpers, while making their utterances, their tone was indeed assuring. Jane had all along believed in his father’s spirit of not giving up easily. As they walked towards the ICU unit, Jane was a little bit nervous but was convinced that her father would fight back and regain his consciousness.



