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			Jen’s Support System
       My proudest accomplishment this past year was being a support system for our 
granddaughter, thirty-two-year-old Jen. Although I was honored to be a Flower Granny 
what the heck was that, I wondered when she asked me, in her wedding last December, 
supporting her in the different times of her life was nothing new for me. Our relationship 
goes much deeper than that.
      Our dainty little dark haired, dark-eyed newborn beauty spent some of the first few 
days of her life in a crib placed in our dining room, while her family was moving into 
another home. 
      Later, she and her little brother spent quite some time with us as their mother went 
back to school to finish her degree. Later still, as she prepared to go on a youth mission 
trip,Jen and I baked assorted breads for a fundraiser bake sale.
     Over the last number of years, through many health crises, we’ve watched her health 
deteriorate. This eventually led to the need for a complete liver transplant. We rejoiced 
with her, when, a year ago last May, she received the awaited call “Grandma, I got the call, telling me a liver is available! We’re making the turn off the freeway, headed to the hospital now.”
     “Honey, that is wonderful! You’re in our prayers,” was my reply.
     A couple of weeks later, I received a distraught call from her. She had just arrived at to the recovery house for post- transplant patients. Because of her reaction to some of her meds, she was having a severe anxiety attack. “I don’t want to stay here, Grandma.”
Quickly figuring out what to do, I told her to connect to me through Facetime. While talking to her, I told her, “Look at me, Jen. Look. At. Me.”
When she finally did as she was told, I was able to reason with her, telling her why she          had no choice. Another crisis averted.
     These last few months have been extremely difficult for her, with ongoing pancreatitis, and other painful problems, requiring multiple hospitalizations. That’s where I came in again. 
     Whenever she gets admitted to the hospital, and it has been often, I get a call, whether eleven o’clock at night, or six o’clock in the morning, apprising me of the situation, thus beginning a series of lengthy phone calls. We both hope through this, we can distract her from the many tests, the IVs, the excruciating pain, and the extreme nausea she is experiencing at the time. We talk about the weather, her latest nurse, a bird one or the other of us sees, about her husband’s progress toward tattoo artist certification, the view from her hospital room, family gatherings, just about anything I can think of to take her mind off her misery at any given time.
     We have spent up to two hours at a time, sometimes with me getting put on hold while 
nurses, doctors, or x-ray people care for her.
     Though I haven’t heard from her in a while, it probably isn’t over until it’s over. Until then, I’m proud to be here, whenever she needs me.

