: By Roger Dean Klser
“ "hat is'it that Mrs.

: “onabout?” I askedl the
nurse atthe front desk of the pursing
home where Fhad. been workmg for

. _about aweek..
I don’t know. She constant]y goes
on about some darn little white plastic
; ‘box,” the nurse .
‘replied. |
“Abox?” 1
questioned.
“Just get her
dressed for bed

instructed.
"Yes .ma‘am,” ] said as Iwalked
away.
. Every day Twentto worl; Mrs.
Mathers chattered about that little
white box. She’d constantly lie in bed .
with her hands partially covering her.

face. When I moved herhands to wash .

them, [ saw tears. rollmg down her- -
cheeks. -
“Before Idle My httle whne box
“Please,” she said-out loud.
. “Mis. Mathers. I don’t know what
yowimean,”I'd tell her, :
““My house, My little white box
Bléase,” she said, over and.over. '
Finally, one day when 1 was about
to get off work, { walkeduptothe -
desk, pulled out Mrs. Mathers’ chart,
and wrote dowri her last known ad-
‘dress. Wheir1 drove up, 1saw there

was an estate sale going on, with cars

and people everywhere;-

. I'walked arcund inside the house for
about 10:minutes looking at what-had
been tagged for sale. As [:entered the

_:Wlth an elderly;_,._«a

¥/ Mathers keeps talkmg‘

-and forget abont herramblmgs ‘she

dihirigroom, T saw.a gentleman wrap-
ping variousitems and stuffingthem .
into cardboard boxes. Sitting onthe. "
edge of the. table was a'white plastic -

" box.

- “Excuse me, Dlﬂ you buy thls htﬂe '

* . white box? *1 asked him.

“ITbought everythlng in this roem.”
“Could I look inside this little box?”
- “Sure. There’s nothing in there of -

& any vatue,” he told me.

Slowly I opened the box. “Oh; dear

. God!” 1 said to myself. “Can [ have this

box3” I asked the man..
“Not worth nothin’ to me,” he said.
1ran out of the house and Headed:
back to the nursing home. When I

- . arrived; F walked into Mrs. Mathers” -
- room. “Mfs. Mathers, It's me, Roger

Look what T found.”

Slowly, she opened her. eyes then
started to'shake as she reached out
‘and took the httle white box from- my

hand: '

“Thank you, dear,” she said softly.

“You are very welcome,” 1 said; as I

" pattedher hand. Then, like a gentle-
man, | bowed my head and left her

TOOML.-
-Of ail my years of workmg in nurs-
ing'hoines, although there were many

. . deaths, I'attended only two funerals.
" 'One was that of Mrs. Mathers.

I'stood by the casket for more than-

" an hour as many people filed past. 1
“could not cout the times:1 heaid her -

friends say, “Jane looks atleast 20
years younget with her denturesin.”
oo
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