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THE TEDDY BEAR
	In 2006 my 97-year-old mother was in residence at a Greensburg, Pennsylvania nursing home. My brother, Bob, and I selected a home-care facility located approximately half-way between each of our homes, so we could alternate weekly visits. 
One day, my daughter, Lisa called, “Mom I really believe we should visit grandma today.”   
“Ok, we can do that”. I answered. 
	We found Mom somewhat disoriented, her hand grasping at the air as though she were looking for something.
	Lisa pressed, “Grandma wants to hold something.” 
We had no idea what she was searching for but on her nightstand was a small floral display with a little brown stuffed teddy bear sitting next to it. Lisa picked up the bear and placed it in Mom’s hand. That seemed to do the trick and Mom settled down as we had a nice visit.
	Later that evening, my brother called: “Mom passed away this afternoon.”  
Through my tears I listened as he explained, “The nursing home called with the news awhile ago. We are there now and wondered if you would like to come and say goodbye.” 
     	 “No, Lisa and I were just there this afternoon to visit, I don’t think I need to come.”
	He went on, “Mom looked peaceful lying in her bed and she clutched a little brown teddy bear in her hand”. I later hung up and immediately called Lisa to inform her of her grandmother’s passing. 
“Grandma passed away after we left today.”  I told her, 
“Uncle Bob called and told me she held a teddy bear in her hand when she died. I wanted you to know, in your grandma’s final moments, she felt comfort holding the little bear you placed there.
	That small blessing released the flood gate of tears from us both. 

