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Twilight blooms

Antonio Yaghy, M.D.

Department of Ophthalmology and Visual Sciences, University of Massachusetts Chan Medical School,
Worcester, MA, USA

In the gentle embrace of the hospice garden, where life and death danced in delicate balance,
I found an unexpected teacher in the form of a weathered gardener named Thomas. His cal-
loused hands, marked by years of tending to the earth, moved with a grace that belied their
strength as he carefully pruned the roses that lined the path. I had come to the hospice as part
of my medical rotation, expecting to find a place of sadness and endings. Instead, I discovered
a sanctuary where life was celebrated in its twilight, where every moment was cherished like a
precious bloom.

Thomas, I learned, had been tending this garden for over 2 decades. “Every flower has a
story,” he told me one afternoon, his eyes twinkling with a mixture of mischief and wisdom.
“And every patient who walks this path becomes part of that story.”

As we walked through the garden,Thomas shared the secret language of flowers he had cul-
tivated over the years. The bright yellow daffodils near the entrance, he explained, symbolized
new beginnings. “Even here,” he said, “there are always new chapters to be written.” We paused
by a bed of vibrant zinnias, their petals a riot of colors.

“Ah, these are for Mrs. Abernathy,” Thomas said with a fond smile. “She told me once that
they remind her of the Mexican markets she visited in her youth. Now, every time she looks out
her window, she can travel back to those happy memories.”

The concept fascinated me. Here, in this place where medicine often reached its limits,
Thomas had found a way to offer a different kind of healing. Each carefully chosen bloom
became a wordless conversation, a bridge between past and present, a balm for weary souls.
Whilemedicine couldmanage physical pain,Thomas offered a different kind of solace, a comfort
that transcended pills and procedures.

As we continued our tour, Thomas pointed out the lavender that helped soothe anxiety, the
sunflowers that brought cheer to even the darkest days, and the forget-me-nots that honored
those who had passed on. Each plant had been chosen with purpose, each arrangement a silent
tribute to the lives touched within these walls.

One day, I noticed a new addition to the garden – a small patch of bright bluemorning glories
climbing a trellis outside a patient’s window. “Those are for Mr. Chen,”Thomas explained. “He’s
been here for a while now, and some days are harder than others… The morning glories open
fresh each dawn – a reminder that every day is a new opportunity, no matter how limited our
time might be.”

As the weeks passed, I foundmyself spendingmore andmore time in the garden. I witnessed
the transformative power ofThomas’s work. Patients who had been too weak to leave their beds
found the strength to sit among the flowers. Family members, huddled by beds of lilies, found
moments of peace amidst the blooms, their tears watered by both sorrow and unexpected joy.
Thomas’s garden became a lesson in the art of palliative care that no textbook could have taught
me. It showed me that healing comes in many forms, that comfort can be found in the simplest
of things, and that even in the face of mortality, there is beauty to be cultivated and celebrated.

On my last day at the hospice, Thomas presented me with a small pot containing a seedling.
“Plant this when you start your practice,” he said. “Let it remind you that in caring for others,
we must also tend to the garden of the soul.”

As I left, carrying the small plant and the weight of all I had learned, I realized that Thomas
had givenmemore than just gardening tips. He had shownme a newway to approachmedicine
and life itself – with kindness, creativity, and an appreciation for the fleeting beauty of each
moment.

Now, years later, as I tend to my patients, a cluster of sunflowers by the window catches my
eye. Each day, their golden faces turn toward the sun, a silent reminder of Thomas’s lesson: to
find beauty and hope, even in the face of life’s fading light.
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