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A CHRISTMAS STORY THAT WILL BREAK YOUR HEART 

  

For three years I was chaplain of several convalescent hospitals in Southern California. I saw first-hand the 

plight of the elderly. In most cases they are abandoned by family and friends and left to waste away and die in 

an institutional situation that is, for them, a prison. God has put the elderly on my heart and feel I must speak 
out on their behalf. There is no society on earth that treats their elderly with less respect and honor than the 

American people do. In Asian countries the older one becomes, the more honor they receive. The Bible over 

and over admonishes us to honor the elderly, even to the point of standing up when a person with grey hair 

enters the room as a gesture of honor and respect. 

  

I came across the following article some years ago in a newspaper and it touched me so deeply that I felt led 

to share it with others. I cry every time I read it. Ask the Lord to show you how to minister to the elderly. 

There are convalescent hospitals in every town. Ask the administrators if you can start a Bible study in their 

facility. In most cases they will be all too happy to invite you to come and spend time with their patients just 

to show love to them. If you really want to bless them, take a small child or a baby with you. It will bring a ton 

of cheer and hope into their lives!  

  

THEY WAIT, BUT NO ONE COMES 

  

It was Christmas morning and Nellie woke up early. Everyone else was still asleep in the small convalescent 

hospital. But Nellie wanted to get up and get ready. Her son was coming to visit. 

 

When you're 87 and your hands and arms are crippled with arthritis, it takes a little longer to get dressed and 

fix yourself up. And she wanted to look special for her son. She hadn't seen him for two years. 

 

By 6:30 a.m. she was sitting on the edge of the bed and had fixed her gray hair in a little topknot. She wanted 

to put a red ribbon around the topknot but her arms and hands ached so she waited for the nurse who would 

make her rounds at 7. 

  

"My son's coming today," she told the nurse who was putting the red ribbon in her hair. "He's all the family I 

have left." 

 

She didn’t want to wear her regular housecoat because it was faded, and besides, it didn't match the bow in 

her hair. She had been saving a new red housecoat trimmed in white lace that someone from the Salvation 

Army had given her. it was a special house coat, and this was a special occasion. 
 

By 7:30 a. m. she had put powder on her face and brightened her cheeks with rouge.  

  

The rouge hadn't blended in too well, but another patient fixed it for her. Then she put on her lipstick and put 

on some perfume she had been saving. 
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By 8 o'clock she was in her wheelchair sitting by the front door in the lobby waiting. She didn't want to eat 

breakfast because she was afraid she'd miss her son. At 9 o'clock she was still sitting by the door --waiting.  

  

She fell asleep in her wheelchair around 11, but she woke up as a nurse was wheeling her back to her room. 

She didn't want to go to her room. She wanted to stay by the front door so she wouldn't miss her son. 

  

At noon she was too excited to eat lunch. Besides, it would smear her lipstick and she wanted to look nice for 

her son. He should be there anytime. A nurse talked her into drinking a glass of milk. 

  

At 2 o'clock a man came through the door and Nellie brightened up and started to wheel towards him. But it 

was someone else's visitor . . . someone else's son. 

  

At 4 o'clock visitors were coming and going through the door, but Nellie's son hadn't arrived. "He’ll probably 

be here any time now," she told a nurse at 5:30, "The traffic is bad today. I know he'll be here because he 

wrote me and said he would." 

  

At 9:30 p.m. Nellie was still sitting by the front door staring out into the darkness-waiting. He was still coming. 

She was sure of that. 

  

Some high school children came by to sing Christmas carols at little after 9:30. Nellie started to sing "Silent 

Night" with them, but her mouth began to quiver, and tears streaked her rouge. Strands of her silver hair had 

come loose from her topknot, but she didn't seem to notice. 

    

At 10 she was still sitting in the lobby right by the front door, still waiting. Then the nurse came and gently 

asked if she might like to go to bed. She shook her head from side to side and the tears started once again.  

  

At 10:30 she was asleep in her wheelchair, still at the front door and two nurses put her to bed. 

  

The next day her son called. He told a nurse to tell his mother that he was sorry he didn't make it but "things 

came up." He said, "Tell her I'll be there next week." 

 

But next week never came for Nellie. 

She died two days after Christmas.  

  

Author Unknown 

 
 


