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“Thank You, Leah Monte Litzner, and the Angel Applegate Awards Foundation!”

We Proudly Present Our SECOND PLACE WINNER for 2007:

Narine Ellen Wandrey of Chagrin Falls, Ohio
Narine received the beautiful PACE trophy and a $500 dollar savings bond.
Narine submitted her story in the 9th grade at Kenston High School. 
The Angel Applegate International P.A.C.E. Awards                                        Sponsored by:
       THE ANGEL APPLEGATE AWARDS FOUNDATION 
                            Global Awareness for Character Education

Respect, Responsibility, Compassion, Integrity, and Good Citizenship
The P.A.C.E. award stands for: Powerful Advocates of Character Education. We proudly present this award to you for trying to be the best you can be in your life. Thank you for sharing your motivating and inspirational story with us. Our wish is that other children and teens who read your story get inspired to try to be the best they can be in life as you have demonstrated. Moreover, may you always stay motivated and try to help others throughout your life with your compassion and good citizenship.
THE ANGEL APPLEGATE INTERNATIONAL P.A.C.E. AWARDS                 
                 SECOND PLACE WINNER’S ENTRY 
[image: image1.jpg]


 

“Goody inspiring work, Narine! My best wishes to you all!” --Angel Applegate

by

NARINE ELLEN WANDREY
I’m proud of how my Aunt Ellen taught me to love…
I have received a treasure and, no matter what, nobody can take it away from me.

As I spent time gazing into eyes that watched my every move, I learned how important a quiet word, a small delicate touch can be. I learned it from someone ready to leave this Earth, and who loved me more than I ever really knew. It’s just a simple story…

Eight years ago, I lived across the country on the West Coast. My mother took care of my grandma and her sister, who couldn’t drive, or get around very well. What those two little old ladies couldn’t do in a car, they made up for in loving me. In fact, they just about raised me. When my parents were working or busy (that happened quite a bit), my grandmother and Aunt Ellen stepped in and watched me, fed me, and helped me with just about everything. My grandma was kind to me, but her sister, my Aunt Ellen, adored me. Then one day, my world stopped.  Aunt Ellen met up with something nasty.

 Paramedics found her with her eyes staring open, and her head down in a puddle of orange juice she had spilled while raising the cup to her lips. She had suffered a massive stroke and life changed, in a way that was almost unthinkable. The person who loved me most, who read to me, who played with me, who was there for me, became a prisoner in a body that just wouldn’t work right. 
 
I spent almost every afternoon for the next seven months sitting with Ellen. First, it was in a hospital; then, I learned about nursing homes. Though they initially tried to help her with therapy, her insurance ran out. I would sit with a little red ball, and help her squeeze it in her one good hand that still could move. She watched me, as I watched her. I tried to see her get better, but honestly, she never did. She couldn’t eat and she couldn’t drink. I wiped her lips with a little sponge dipped in water. A tube that was placed in her abdomen kept her alive. I tried not to cry, and mostly, I did not. Ellen cried a lot, often when she thought I was reading a book, or watching television. I discovered adults cry just like children. It made me somehow love her more. I didn’t want to just feel sorry for her, I wanted to help. So I did.
 At first, she could mumble a few words--- then that ended. When she couldn’t speak anymore, I began to read to her from the storybooks I brought from home. She would put her hand on my arm and watch me with her mouth open. If I asked her a question that needed a “yes” or a “no,” she would blink her eyes, sometimes grasping my fingers in her one good hand. Some days, the smell in the room made me feel ill and I’d push her in a wheelchair down the corridors of the nursing home. We’d look in on other people, and the nurses and orderlies loved it when I did that. I’d talk to many of the other patients. Sometimes, I’d try to get Ellen to pay attention and she got jealous!  I knew it, because she’d stare over my shoulder like she was angry. But I understood---I really did. She needed me. She wanted me there every day because she knew I loved her as much as she loved me. 

 Everything has a beginning and an end. This story does too. My dad finally got a job in Ohio and we had to move away. Aunt Ellen had to stay in the nursing home because of something that had to do with the government and her Medicaid. She died eleven months after I left. I was NOT proud that I had to go, but I didn’t have a choice. I cannot begin to say how sad I’ve felt, and how much I’ve missed her. I know she suffered, but she also gave me one last gift: she taught me that we are all children. Yes, I’m proud that I took care of her when nobody else wanted to be with her; but really, I’m blessed to have been so loved. For the rest of my life, I’ll remember our fingers woven together, while reading her a story. I will never forget her, or those eyes watching over me and into my heart. I believe Ellen’s still watching. 
 
Narine Ellen Wandrey
June, 2007
Kenston High School
grade 9
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