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	Angels help us through when the going gets tough 
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By ROSARIO TRIOLO
2/19/2002


It wasn't always this way. I used to walk three miles every morning. It was invigorating and enjoyable. Now I gaze out the window, see people walking, running and cycling, and think and dream about how it used to be. Life isn't as much fun when you need help doing the most basic, simple things. 

When you're well and busy, you forget to be thankful for the most important things in life. Why do we wait until we lose what we took for granted - the ability to walk, or use our hands, arms and legs - to realize how really wealthy we are? 

After I was diagnosed with a neurological disorder at Veterans Affairs Medical Center, my physician recommended the hospital's outpatient Adult Day Health Care program to improve my balance, flexibility and overall morale. I was not looking forward to this new experience. I was, to put it mildly, "down in the dumps," depressed and afraid of the future. 

On my first day as an outpatient, I was full of fear, anxiety and apprehension. I arrived with my daughter, Paula. I entered a room with many patients. Most were sitting in wheelchairs, staring out of windows. Others had vacant eyes looking ahead or downcast. 

At the end of the room, one man was sitting alone sipping coffee. He looked friendly. I sat behind him with my daughter at my side. In a matter of seconds, he turned to me and said, "Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't know you were here. My name is Matty. Is this your first time here?" 

I looked at his kind, gentle face and said, "Yes, but I feel so down and scared. I don't know if I can do this." 

He paused, pointed his hand and said, "Don't ever give up like some of the others do. If you quit and give up, you will only go downhill. No matter how bad it seems, you always have to keep your chin up and always look ahead. Please, don't ever give up. Remember, you are the only one who can do this." 

I looked at my daughter, and we both had tears streaming down our faces. 

He looked at me sadly, and softly asked, "Oh, I'm so sorry. Did I say something to upset you?" 

I looked at this gentle person and said, "No, you said exactly what I needed to hear. I've heard it before from my family and friends. But how could you have known those words of inspiration were exactly what I needed to hear now? Your words have given me renewed hope and determination. Who are you? I needed you, especially here. I sat next to you when I could have sat any place. Why did I choose you?" 

I thought of the TV show "Touched By An Angel." I looked at Matty, tears in my eyes, my throat choking with emotion, and said, "You are my angel, an angel sent from heaven." 

Matt has many problems of his own, but he tries to help everybody keep a smile on their face and a positive attitude. I owe him so much. He helps me and I help him. Thank you, God, for sending me an angel. 

I love Veterans Hospital. I love the staff and volunteers of the Adult Day Health Care program. But most of all, I love my angel from heaven, Matty. 


ROSARIO TRIOLO, a retired dentist, lives in Williamsville.


