Lorna Deane

MICRO MEMOIRE SIX WEEK SERIES. WEEK TWO
DIVINE INTERVENTION; MERITED OR UNMERITED FAVOUR
Fourteen days passed since I entered the hospital for routine surgery, and a projected five day stay.  My medical team now included my nephew, a heart specialist in Louisville, Kentucky. He took charge of my case, and my surgeon consulted with him remotely, twice daily. 
The second surgery contemplated, was abandoned. My options narrowed. I communicated my wishes, other details, and location of titles to my worldly possessions, to my sister, Pauline. 
Many nights, sleep eluded me. I greeted the staff on arrival for their mid-night rounds, to check and record my vitals.
However, just before dawn, I fell into a dream-filled sleep, The Matron and head nurse looked forward to hearing my dreams. Each morning. I took them on an action-packed adventure, filled with details, people and colour.
 	One night was different. I dreamt I was surrounded by several stick figures. This was alarming. In fear, I recoiled, thinking, these must be demons. I do not know how to fight demons. Teachings from my Christian faith, surged into memory…at the name of Jesus, demons fear and tremble….  I cried out,
 “The blood of Jesus, the blood of Jesus”.
The following morning, unsettled, I shared my dream with the Matron and company.  
Then I made an unusual request;
 “May I get some ginger tea, please?”  
The Matron brought the tea, and assisted me to sip it. 
Up until then, since the day after my surgery, I had nothing to eat or drink.
Within a couple hours, the matron observed that my symptoms had started to resolve.
Three days later, I was discharged form the hospital. The smile on the Matron’s face reflected love, mixed with relief. 
She left the reception area, hugged me, and whispered, 
“After I heard your last dream, I knew you would get well.”
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