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Cherie Rawson

Service Learning Journal


“A mind that is stretched by a new experience can never go back to its old dimensions.” – Oliver Wendall Holmes


CareSource Home Health Hospice a Community Partner who provides Hospice, Home Health and Pallative Care to seniors.

 When I read the American Association of Community Colleges definition of service learning I knew I wanted to participate. I wanted to combine community service with academic instruction.

How well do citizens of this great country fulfill their civic responsibilities as members of a democratic republic?  What do our social responsibilities have to do with a National Government and Politics Class? It wasn’t until I started reading chapter two that I started to get a clear picture of what it means to be an American. The phrase that made me think about it the most was taken from one of our reading assignments, “The laws of nature are subject to discovery and the human condition could be improved through reason”. I believe this value to be true today. The state of nature allows absolute freedom, as there is no authority to limit individual behavior. By setting up a government through a social contract the people agree to certain government enforced restrictions on their liberties in exchange for a measure of security. One is not entirely free in a civil society to do as one pleases in respect to others.   

“The meaning of things lies not in the things themselves, but in our attitude towards them.” – Antoine de Saint Exupery

The first step I took towards choosing CareSource was to look up all the community partnerships listed under the Thayne Center for Service and Learning. It was a daunting task; there were more then 200 partners to choose from. I felt like this was a very important step towards volunteering and I needed a good fit. I wanted flexible hours since I work full time and go to school part time. I also have 5 children and 10 grandchildren that I spend time with regularly. I wanted to grow in the experience and give back to the community but I also needed to feel somewhat comfortable. After going through each and every partnership I narrowed it down to all Hospice Centers. I have always been drawn to this community partner because of the experience I had of losing my little brother David Christensen to Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis (Lou Gehrigs disease) April 1, 2000 at the age of 37 years old. He left behind a loving wife and four beautiful children. His family asked for the services of hospice prior to his death. As a family member I was able to be there when he passed peacefully from this life. I feel fortunate to have been able to care for him in the years prior to his death. Because of the past experience I’ve had with death I feel pretty comfortable with the dying and because of my own illness (Fibromyalsia) I feel a special connection to those who may be suffering. I want to comfort them and help them with the burdens they carry. I chose CareSource and scheduled training so I could volunteer in their facility.

“Let your Aim be for the Good of All.” -  Bhagavad Gita

June 7th was my first visit to CareSource. I met with Misty Pendleton who trained me and four other volunteers. We filled out paperwork such as referrals and information for a background check. The course I went through prepares volunteers for patient care services giving special attention to the terminally ill and their families. My first impression of the facility surprised me it was very beautiful, in fact I thought it was quite extravagant. The surroundings were just like being at home which made me feel comfortable and eager to learn my new responsibilities. I learned that hospice provides an alternative way for the dying patient who is not in need of constant medical or nursing care to extend life. The hospice choice provides the patient relief from pain and anxiety. Skilled professionals in pain management assist the patient in living comfortably with as full a life as possible. That’s where the role of the volunteer comes into play, to give time, to be a good listener while giving comfort to someone who might need it. 

On the drive home I had many thoughts, one of which was my own health issues; would I be able to continue volunteering? Would this be a good fit for me? Would I have the emotional strength to not cry when visiting with someone who’s been diagnosed with just a very short time to live? Would I be able to contribute something of value to another human being in need? These were the many questions going through my mind. I decided to not let the questions I had bother me. Instead I would take one day at a time give a little here and a little there as time and energy would allow.     

“Thy fate is the common fate of all; into each life some rain must fall.” – H.W. Longfellow

June 8th our group was given a tour of the facility and it was our first time interacting with the patients. At first I was nervous and then I remembered the words of our trainer and the words from the many videos we watched. The comforting words in my mind said, “Just Listen.” and be there you don’t need to say any thing.

One of the growing concerns of our generation is the aging population of seniors and how to care for them in the future. This is a major problem for our government and society. Many seniors want control over their own futures and want to live comfortably during their golden years. Now, there are a growing number of assisted living centers for seniors. However, would most people rather live with family in their latter years? How does our culture view the care of the elderly? Would most seniors like to die in the comforts of their own homes? My thoughts and feelings about the subject have changed and grown with each subsequent chapter of the assigned reading assignments and with each visit I made to the hospice center.   

“Loneliness is to endure the presence of one who does not understand.” – Elbert Hubbard (An American Author). 

I’ve been thinking a lot about death lately and about the people I volunteer for. I’ve decided that it takes a lot of suffering and pain to die. The patients sit or lay in their beds for hours just waiting for the inevitable to happen. It really bothers me, I wish there was another way. It makes me realize just how important volunteer work is. I hope that when I make a visit the recipient can forget just for an hour or two their current circumstance. The gift I hope to bring is the gift of love. It’s a special time for me when I forget all about my own wants and needs and focus totally on another person and their needs.

July 15th I met my first patient, her name was Lorraine. She was a beautiful woman with large eyes. The first thing I noticed was her white hair so I asked her if I could comb it for her she said yes. When I entered the room she was watching TV and laughing at the funny parts in the show. She had a quick sense of humor. I sat down on the chair next to her and asked if I could rub her feet. I could tell by the strange look on her face that she thought it was weird that I wanted to rub her feet. She asked, “Why would you want to rub my feet”. After much coaxing she said yes. For the next 30 minutes I rubbed her feet and every five minutes or so she would tell me how good it felt. Just to be funny I started to play this little piggy. I started with her big toe she got a big smile and started to sing with me as I went through all of her toes. I could tell this made her very happy so I asked her if she knew any more songs we could sing. There was no answer so I started to sing you are my sunshine and she joined in with a big smile on her face. After about an hour I told her I needed to leave. Don’t leave she said. I’ll be back soon was my reply.

   Before I left I stopped at the nurse’s station to ask about Lorraine. I asked them if she was married and if she had any children. I also wanted to know what her terminal illness was. She had a husband but he didn’t come or stay very long. She had no children and she was diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease.

“None of us lived to himself and no man dieth to himself.” Saint Paul (2-67)

Sunday July 24th I drove to the hospice center it was about 12:00pm I was excited to see Lorraine and to feed her lunch. I walked into her room and found her sleeping she looked so peaceful. She opened her eyes and I said, “Hi Lorraine, how are you? It’s Cherie I’ve come to visit you.” I could tell she was uncomfortable so I immediately sat beside her and held her hand. What do you need I said. Do you want a drink of water? She motioned for the cup so I gave her a drink it was very difficult for her to swallow I wondered how she could possibly eat her lunch. She was very agitated and kept sitting up. I kept asking her if she was in pain. I didn’t know what to do so I asked her if she wanted me to say a prayer she didn’t answer so I held her head close to my shoulder and rubbed her back. After a minute or two she asked me if I was going to say a prayer, I then prayed for her comfort and peace. I told her how much God loved her and to not worry because I would be there for her. I fed her lunch which was a very slow process she didn’t eat much it was then that I realized why she was so frail. I stayed for a couple of hours and did what I could to provide for her needs.

As I was leaving the nurses thanked me and told me how much they appreciated me being there. They said it was hard for them to attend to all the patients needs. They shared with me their concerns for Lorraine’s emotional state of mind and were so glad I could be there for her. 

“And I saw, and behold a pale horse: and he that sat upon him, his name was death.” John the Devine (1st Century AD) 

Saturday July 30th I went to CareSource to visit with Lorraine. I signed in as usual while the receptionist printed off the patients list. I quickly scanned it looking for Lorraine’s name. My heart started racing and my eyes filled with tears when I realized her name was no longer there. The receptionist could visually see I was upset so she asked me if I wanted a copy of her obituary. She was nice enough to talk to me until I gained my composure. I sat on the couch and read her obituary it said she was brought up a devoted Roman Catholic who had a terrific sense of humor and she volunteered at the Primary Children’s Medical Center.

 With a heavy heart and sadness I walked back to the nurse’s station to see who I could visit. I met an 85 year old woman who’s name is Lucille. She had a very serious face when I entered the room. I smiled a lot I wanted her to smile too. After talking for just a short time I found out we had a lot in common. We had both divorced in our 30’s and never remarried it was then that I felt a special bond with her.  I then asked her if I could rub her feet this was my specialty who wouldn’t want their feet rubbed it feels so good. I’ve read about how important it is as human beings to have skin contact especially with the elderly because people usually don’t touch them. Surprisingly she said yes, I went to the foot of the bed and started to rub her feet. The experience I had with her that day was what some people might call walking on sacred ground. I felt it with Lorraine and now with Lucille. These two beautiful women have taught me a lot about courage and faith they have given me more then I could have ever given to them. I think about Lorraine often, I know she is happy and in a good place. I want to go back and visit Lucille again I hope she’s there when I do. I owe her a hand rub.

“I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith.” Saint Paul (3-67)

Through the study of this course I have learned the importance of civic responsibility. It takes citizens to uphold certain values written in the United States Constitution and the Bill of Rights. These values and duties include justice, freedom, equality, participation, patriotism and human rights. Classes like this teach responsibility to students with the goal of producing responsible citizens and active participants in community and government. I have learned how important it is to participant in and serve the needs of other people. I value the experience I’ve had to be a productive member of our society. 

“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.” Bible, Psalms
