


On Nov 10th we celebrated again, but it was a much more sombre affair, My
step-mothers birthday. She was running around trying to make my father
comfortable and much of the family were there, but not all as we knew the end
was near it was a waiting game. One that we couldn't plan for. 

On Nov 11th, my younger brother was told to get his family to come down and
see him, because next weekend would be 'too late'. His eldest daughter was
about to start her VCE exams but they decided to come down anyway. 

Late afternoon on the 11th the Palliative care nurse came and installed a pump. 

He fell asleep, and woke only once to say the word "Destiny" to his then wife of
14 years. 

On Nov 12th the Palliative care nurse came in the afternoon, he woke of the
second time and said, "Its time to take me now".

We waited the 36 hours out at the hospital, the same hopsital my younger
brother was born in, my father died in the early hours of the morning of the 14th
of Nov.

His wish was to not make anyone suffer. 

We all did though waiting for his life to end like that, not knowing when. 

My younger brother couldn't be there as he couldn't take the time off to drive the
3 hours

My older brother and I sat vigil, the nurses begged us to go home for some rest
and would call us if there was any change. 

They did, but we were too late. Nine minutes. From the time the phone rang to
the time I walked into the room, and my father died alone. 

His choice was not respected. 

We should not have had to wait 36 minutes, let alone 36 hours. 

He didn't need to have his dignity stripped away, while his children watched his
body become lifeless over 36 hours. He'd said to the nurse, 

"It's time to take me now" 

Please understand he was of a sound mind at this point still and knew fully the
impact of his words. 

We are fortunate that it was ONLY 36 hours, but even that was long enough for
us to have the memory of his dignity stripped. 
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