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A few weeks ago, I lost a friend. Not to COVID-19, but to a completely unexpected and 
"non-recoverable stroke event." She leaned over to tie her shoes one morning, and she was gone. And 
she was only 45 years old. It shook my world. 

Karyn and I taught piano at the same studio--in fact, we were the only piano teachers there. Our 
rooms were right next to each other, and we shared so much--music, ideas, bathroom breaks, 
sometimes even students. She was one of the kindest, most generous people I know, and she had 
many students who loved her and looked up to her. She could handle the "gentle" stressors of life 
with patience and grace, and I kept hoping she would rub off on me! 

Her death came so suddenly...she was her characteristic vibrant self, in the studio teaching one day 
and gone the next. I tried really hard to remember my last interaction with her--only the day before. 
We were standing together in the lobby, waiting on our students, and I told her I liked her mask. She 
said thanks and told me where she got it, but I wasn't really paying attention and I think I just said 
"Oh." Then she said she was waiting on a student she hadn't seen in a while, and instead of inquiring 
about the student, I think I just said "hmmm"--by now I was focused on my own student who didn't 
appear to be coming in.  

"Oh" and "hmmm"...not really meaningful interactions. Yet we had this brief moment in time to say 
our "good-byes," not realizing that's what this would be. My heart ached that I didn't focus on our 
"light" conversation and give a more vested response. Her absence has left a hole in me, and 
sometimes I'll go into her room just to feel her sweetness and her presence. It's hard for me to 
understand why she was taken away when she still had so much to give. I know God has a master 
plan, but it's hard for this earthling to see how something like this fits into His plan. 

There are unheralded tipping points, a certain number of times that we will unlock the front door of 
[our home]. At some point, you were closer to the last time than you were to the first time, and you 

didn't even know it. You didn't know that each time you passed the threshold you were saying 
good-bye."  

Colson Whitehead 

We never know when a conversation we have with someone will be our last. It might be a sudden 
good-bye or a gradual good-bye, but at some point, it will be the last. Let's remember to focus on the 
people we interact with, and especially those we love--it may be our last opportunity to open that 
door. 

Charlene  

 

 


