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The Call of  Death

– March 29, 1996 –

I turned over in bed, sleepily wondering, What is that noise?
Once again the phone rang, and this time I recognized the sound.
I sat up quickly and reached clumsily for the receiver. Squinting
my eyes, I stared at the blurry numbers of my digital clock. They
stood out in stark contrast to the dark room. I tried to make sense
of the woman’s voice on the other end of the line. 
“Hello? Is this Kay Evans?” she asked. 
“Yes, it is.” 
“Mrs. Evans, if you want to see your husband alive, you had

better come in to the hospital right now. He is going downhill very
quickly.” 
I was standing now, barefooted, on the cool, hardwood floor.

My heart thumped as I answered, “Yes, I’ll be right in.” 
Slamming down the receiver, I grabbed my glasses from their

place next to the phone. The clock read 1:38 a.m. 
In the living room, my brother David and his wife Sue Beth

were sleeping on an air mattress. They had been staying with the
children and me during the past few weeks while Ron was so ill.
I shook David awake. 
“David, the nurse just called and said that Ron is dying. Could

you get ready and go with me to the hospital?” 
“Yeah, sure,” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes.
Back in my room, I closed the door behind me and switched on

the light. “I can’t waste any time,” I told myself as I dashed over
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to the closet. “Let’s see, my blue printed dress will be fine,” I
decided, jerking it off the hanger. Can this be real? Is it true that
Ron is actually dying? My thoughts spun around and around as I
hurriedly dressed.
Minutes later, David and I were on our way. The street lamps

cast shadows on the vacant thoroughfares as we sped toward the
Houston Medical Center. Lighted billboards flashed by: “Coca
Cola . . . the real thing.” Another read, “Got Milk?” and showed a
young girl, smiling and displaying a milky mustache. The gaiety
of these advertisements seemed to mock the gravity of the
moment. 
Glancing at the speedometer, I slowed down a bit. My brother

and I stared blankly ahead, lost in our own thoughts. Could it
really be true that the man I loved so deeply, my husband of
twenty years, was actually dying? A verse kept flashing through
my mind. God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in
trouble. Therefore will not we fear, though the earth be removed,
and though the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea;
though the waters thereof roar and be troubled, though the
mountains shake with the swelling thereof. Selah.1

As we hurried into the hospital, everything was quiet except
for the staccato of our footsteps down the empty hall. We turned
into the familiar surgical intensive care unit where Ron had been
lying motionless for weeks. There was no time to greet the nurses
as we rushed into his room. Where he lay all was dark; the only
light was streaming through the open door behind us. Ron’s
mother, Jan, sat in the corner, as still and blank as a statue. No
monitors beeped. No oxygen hissed. No IVs dripped. All was
eerily still and quiet. I glanced at the monitor, which for days had
traced Ron’s every heartbeat. 
Glancing over at Jan, I broke the deafening silence, “Why isn’t

the monitor on?” 
“He is deceased, Kay,” she responded hoarsely.
In my heart, I screamed, NO! It can’t be! And yet, one look at

my husband’s ashen face told me it was true. I leaned over the
metal railing of the bed and kissed the cold lips of this man so
dear to me. As the horrible reality began sinking into my very
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being, I started to pray silently. 
A nurse tiptoed in and led Jan out, leaving David and me alone

in the room with the still form half-covered by a white sheet.
Minutes later, two nurses slipped in and came over to me. They
had become close friends of ours in the past few months, volun-
teering to help our family with Ron’s many needs and often stay-
ing up with him through the night. 
Debbie wrapped her arms tenderly around me. “I’m so sorry,”

she said. “Are you going to be okay?”
I nodded. Debbie was always reassuring and understanding;

her kind words were such a comfort. Seeing I was okay, the two
women left together quietly.
I had known this horrible moment might come. While Ron had

been alive, I had been determined he would be healed. My in-laws
had focused on the doctors and every decision they made. When
things had gone well, they praised the doctors. But I had deter-
mined to approach it differently. 
The children and I had prayed for Ron’s healing every day. I

had carefully selected Scriptures that focused on healing, and we
had faithfully read them aloud every day to encourage ourselves
and Ron. But now that he was dead, I switched to Plan B. 
“Surely this means God is going to raise him from the dead,” I

told myself, mustering up my courage. My brother and I had even
talked about it, and he felt the same way. 
With mounting excitement I picked up the phone in the hospi-

tal room and dialed our home number. 
Hannah answered. “Hello, Evans’ residence. This is Hannah

speaking.” 
“Hannah, this is Mommy.” 
“Yes, Mommy, what is going on?” 
“Well, Hannah, it happened. Your daddy has died.” 
“Oh, Mommy, I can hardly believe it. Sue Beth, Lissa, and I

have been praying ever since y’all left. I just know this means
God intends to raise Daddy from the dead. Isn’t it exciting to
think that He would do such a thing in our day and time?” 
“Yes, honey, it is. I’m proud of your faith. It bolsters my

courage just to hear you.”
As I left the room, I noticed Jan standing alone in the hallway.
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She looked so empty and crushed. The dreams she had for her
eldest child now lay broken and unfulfilled. She had loved him,
too, and watched him grow from an active little boy into a prom-
ising trauma surgeon. And now he was gone.
I walked up and hugged her. “How are you doing, Jan?” 
After a moment of silence, she replied coldly, “I’m grieving,

Kay,” and pulled away from my embrace.
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Years of  Training and Trial

Ron and I had met in high school and married while he was in
college working toward a medical degree. Becoming a doctor had
been his childhood dream, but he still had many years of hard
training before it would be realized. During his four years of 
medical school in San Antonio, Texas, the Lord richly blessed us,
and we joyfully received a precious baby girl, whom we named
Hannah. About three years later He sent Lissa, another darling
daughter. 
After completing medical school, Ron was accepted into a 

general surgery residency in Phoenix, Arizona. I needed to sup-
port our growing family, but I hated leaving my children in the
care of someone else. I found I could baby-sit for other working
mommies and still stay at home with our daughters, which was
where I wanted to be.

Cooper pounded his spoon on the high chair, and screamed,
“Food!” 
The microwave chimed and I popped open the door. “Cooper, be

patient. I’m getting your food right now.” Stirring the warm
spaghetti in the bright yellow bowl, I set it in front of the hyper
little boy. 
“Okay, Daniel, Amanda, Geri, put away the Legos and go wash

your hands. Mandy, Kimberly, and Hannah, did you already wash
your hands? Good, then come to the table. It’s time to eat!” 
Lissa was already asleep in the high chair, her lunch smeared
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