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“The love that can’t be learned”
My wife Caroline was a bright spark of life. Just ask our three children,  
Katie, Marylou and Ethan. For years, she fostered dogs and she absolutely  
loved it. She could make anyone laugh. 

When cancer came, it came far too quickly.  
It started when a scan found a tumour behind 
her eye. I was in absolute shock, broken. But 
Caroline was an amazing person. She had 
further tests scheduled and said she’d worry 
about it then. She could leave tomorrow’s 
problem for tomorrow. 

Her treatment was a rollercoaster. Radiation and 
chemo got rid of the tumour, but another scan 
found two spots on her pancreas and spine. This 
was right before a family holiday we’d booked. 
Caroline refused to cancel it. Tomorrow’s 
problems tomorrow. I think she knew how 
important those memories would be. 

After we’d got back, she was in a lot of pain. 
The doctors called the cancer “angry” because 
of how fast it spread and the pain it caused. 
The tumour came back and she lost sight in her 
eye. It was one nightmare after the next. But she 
always played down the awful pain she felt.

She was in deep trouble, but she  
was always protecting us.

She’d just turned 45 and the kids were doing 
their Leaving Certs, Junior Certs, going through 
life’s big milestones. It was impossible to 
imagine that she wouldn’t be there. But things 
were going downhill fast. The cancer quickly 
became totally unmanageable.

That first day in hospice was truly amazing. For 
weeks at home, she’d been forcing a smile. But 
here – the smile was genuine. I’ll never forget the 
image of my wife, the girl I’ve  

loved since I was 17, pulling up the blankets,  
her real beautiful smile returned, saying  
“Ah, this is perfect.” 

She said it felt just like home. And it really did 
– for all of us. It was such a gift. The hospice 
couldn’t do enough. They immediately felt like 
close friends. It was always, ‘What do you need, 
what can I do for you?’

You have to believe in callings after you’ve 
experienced that kind of care. You can just 
see, from the people there, it’s absolutely their 
calling. That warmth and love can’t be learned.

On the Sunday, the nurses said it was probably 
her last day. The whole family came. When she 
died, she had what she wanted most – peace, 
comfort and everyone she loved around her.

To see somebody who is in so much pain in their 
last moments smile because of where they are 
– and how good they feel in that place – that’s a 
priceless gift.

Once you’ve seen what donations to the hospice 
actually do in practice, you wouldn’t think twice 
about giving – and remember, anything you can 
afford makes a big difference.

Everything about the hospice  
is just love and help. 

They look after not only your physical health, 
but your heart and soul too. They help you say 
the best goodbye possible.  For that, we are 
eternally grateful. 


