Dear all,

As you know, Eli has been very ill for the last few months and though his condition had deteriorated, he was at home until a couple of weeks ago.  There was someone coming in a couple of times a day to take care of him, and he did it very well and with all his heart…

But about three weeks ago Eli started having great difficulty in swallowing and could not eat or take his medication.  He had some infection though it was not clear where.   We took him to the hospital and after receiving antibiotics there he felt much better, was alert and communicative and was able to eat at times.  He was (too) soon released and after a couple of days had the same trouble again and got into some kind of coma and we had to take him back to the hospital. I wanted him to have a gastro tube inserted but it was just too late.  He developed pneumonia (as is usually the case with these things) and had difficulty in breathing.  He did wake up though and was quite alert and communicative at times.  At other times he was sleepy and groggy and often in pain. (head or chest or both..it was hard to know).  

At times I had a hard time getting the doctors and nurses to give him medication for the pain and a couple of times I made quite a fuss at the hospital before things were done.  There are some very excellent and caring staff who were quick to respond…BUT there are a few who are not so terrific… and they rotate the people with the patients.

Yesterday I came to the hospital in the early afternoon – (as I usually would and would then stay till about midnight when the night shift begins) and I found Eli moaning and uncomfortable.  It was more than an hour before the nurse found time to come..and that was after I started creating a scene there.  She had the gall to say she could not put up with such outbursts and it was only after I said to the doctor there that I did not want this nurse taking care of my husband that she came around and said lets not fight and lets take care of the problem bla bla bla.

Anyway, he was given something to sleep.  After a few minutes I saw that the iv was dripping very slowly so I went to call the nurse – who had gone out for a minute just then.  So another nurse came and fixed things but Eli did not seem to respond to this medication.  The nurse said he should respond to it right away…so she decided to give him some morphine.  He had gotten both medications before and they helped him a lot.  The dosages were very small (5cc).  So soon Eli fell asleep and I was glad because I hated to see him in pain.  I started to get ready to settle down and read or watch tv but first I called my friend Shelly on the phone because he did not know Eli was in the hospital.  As I was talking on the phone the first nurse came back to check on things and asked “has he calmed down?” I said yes and then we saw that Eli had stopped breathing.  He must have stopped just a few seconds before when my back was turned. 

Some moments before I had just been saying to someone that it seemed he was going to hold on for quite some time and wanted to find out about arranging care for him at home. He had been alert often, understood a lot of what was said to him and responded with a muffled ’yes’.  I felt badly about leaving him alone for many hours in the hospital…I just could not stay there around the clock and leave the kids alone…I managed to be there only about 9 or 10 hours a day.  He was in the hospital for a week. ( I stopped teaching my summer course)

We all knew this was coming but when it actually happened I was surprised and it is  so hard…Someone brought the kids to the hospital, and Shelly came down from the north to be with us (he slept over).  I called the Rabbi whom Eli was most close to and he started to organize everything very quickly.  It was about 5 pm when it happened and everything was arranged like lightening to have the funeral by midnight and things set up for the ‘Shiva’ (which means seven days of mourning).  That means prayer sessions at our house daily morning and evening, notices in town and on internet bulletin etc. We are supposed to stay home for this ‘shiva’ time and everything is done for us by the community congregation.  Netivya also got together to help and many people came to the funeral.

I think you, Ann and Stu, were here for my mother’s funeral and I don’t know if you remember how pitiful the whole procedure was.  Well, our town has come a long way since then and Eli had the most touching ceremony.  Three rabbis and our friend Shelly spoke and everything they said was true and was from the heart (not like some eulogies that are just empty words).

We miss you all and wish you were not so far away, but we know you are with us in your hearts.

Judy

