2009 - The Phone Call
I know it happened late in the year. It was either September or October, because all the family were together for a celebration. It was either Father’s Day, September, or October, my birthday. I know, too, it was a Saturday night. Apart from that, it was a very special night because we were having a full baked dinner, one of my favourites, and it was the third baked dinner for the year. Not that I was counting. We had only just laid out all the food – and there was plenty of it. Baked vegetables: potatoes, pumpkin, onions and sweet potato on a large serving plate. A bowl of honeyed carrots, and another of mint peas. In the middle, a lamb roast. Scattered here and there bowls of sauces and chutney. 
I’d just taken my first mouthful when the phone rang. My son sat at the other end of the table, next to the phone, and he answered the call. ‘Good,’ I thought, ‘Don’t have to worry.’ I returned to a conversation with my daughter, when I noticed my son making unusual expressions, as if perplexed. 
He looked at me, shook his head, as if to say ‘Don’t understand,’ and held the phone up in the air, as if to say ‘It’s yours.’
I walked down to the other end of the table, and picked up the phone.

“Hello.” I answered.

“I can’t get up!” a voice announced, in a rather raspy tone.

“You can’t get up?” I repeated, somewhat taken aback.

“I can’t get up!” the voice repeated.

I thought for a moment. Is this guy loony, or has he had a bit too much to drink?

“Where are you?” I asked.

“I’m on the floor. I just told you. I can’t get up!” 

Thoughts raced through my mind. If he was drunk, he’d be better off sleeping it off. It would be easy to just hang up, and go back to my dinner. But the voice contained a sense of panic, a sense of reaching out. Just enough to make me curious.
“Are you at home?” I asked.

“Yes. On the floor.”

“And you can’t get up?”

“No. I’ve tried. I can’t.”

“OK. Where do you live?”

He told me his street. It was not more than five minutes drive away.

“What is your number?”

“I’m opposite the church.”

“What is your name?”

“Wilson.”

“Just a minute.”

I took out the phone book. I found a Wilson, in the street he mentioned, and noted the street number. I also knew of a church there. 

“Do you want me to come around?”

“Please. There is a light on at the back. The back door is unlocked.”

“OK, I’ll come around now.”

“Thank you.”

I hung up, and wondered what I was getting into. I was visiting a total stranger, in a house I’d never been to before. Was I crazy? I looked at my baked dinner, steaming hot, sitting on the table. Delicious. I shook my head.
“We have to go.” I said to my son.

We quickly threw a couple of things into the car: a torch; a mobile phone; a phone book, and drove out the driveway.

Were we doing the right thing?

Within a few minutes we were in the street, and found the house, exactly as it was described, opposite the church.  Being well after sunset, it was extremely dark. Along the whole street, there were only three street lights blazing.  Behind the house, in the distance, one dim light lit up a small area of the yard. The driveway was totally dark. I could not see any lights on inside the house. It looked deserted. 
I hesitated. There is something really creepy about walking down a stranger’s driveway, late at night, in the dark. It just doesn’t feel right. We hear stories of people who have been lured into dangerous situations, only to be robbed or attacked. Such stories ran through my mind now, walking down the driveway. It was quiet. Too quiet. At the end of the driveway I could see the rear of the house. It looked empty. A ramp led up to the back door. After looking around, I cautiously walked over towards the door, and yelled out: “Hello!” 
“Come in! Please!”

I pushed the door open, and walked inside.

What a sight. A frail old man lay on the floor, a pool of blood under his head. A wall phone lay on the floor, behind his back, covered in red finger prints. He couldn’t move. I placed a blanket over him, and my son quickly rang for an ambulance. 

What did we manage to piece together? Some time before the old man had walked out of his bedroom, turned into the hall, and suffered a stroke. One half of his body immediately collapsed. As he fell, his forehead struck the sharp edge of the wooden doorway with force. Once on the floor, with half his body paralysed, he couldn’t get up again. Living on his own, there was nobody there to help. He yelled out, but nobody heard him. Somehow, he managed to yank the old wall phone off its mounting, until it was on the floor and within reach.
While my son stayed with him, I grabbed the torch and waited out on the street. Within a few minutes I saw the ambulance turn the corner, slowly making its way along, looking for numbers. I waved the torch around, and instantly the ambulance surged forward, stopping outside the house. From there, things happened quickly. A nurse, efficient and professional, took in the situation and gave the old man an injection, then did some preliminary tests. The ambulance driver, a tall, barrel-chested man, took down some details.

Writing in a notepad, he asked:

“What is the man’s full name?” 

“I don’t really know. His last name is Wilson.”

“O.K. What is your connection to him?”

“None at all.”

This really caused some consternation. “So how did you find him?”
“He told me he was on the floor and couldn’t get up.”

“Why did he ring you?”

“He was dialling numbers at random.”

The ambulance driver paused, tried to digest this, and stared at me. “I’ve been with the ambulance service for fifteen years, and I’ve never heard anything like this before.”

“That’s what happened.”

Fairly quickly, the old man was taken to hospital and given proper treatment. A friend arrived to look after the house. 

With all the fuss over, we returned home. My baked dinner was in the oven, still warm.  Life returned to normal.
The one thing that still really makes me think, though, is this. After he fell, he kept pulling at the wall phone until he managed to pull it right off the wall.  It landed on the floor behind him. He couldn’t see the front of the phone. The phone was one of those old plastic bodied types with several rows of square buttons. He managed to reach behind him, and dial numbers at random. I don’t really know how long he tried to ring someone. But I think he was stuck on the floor for two or three hours. But the thing I have trouble getting my head around is this:  somehow, eventually, he managed to reach behind his back, and dial a random six digit number. A local number. Out of all the possible combinations, and it would have to be thousands, he eventually rang my phone, a mere few blocks away from his house. 
How can that be? 
All this reminds me of a quote by Joel Goldsmith: 

“The wave is one with the ocean, indivisible and inseparable from the whole ocean. The wave has access to all that lies beneath it, for the wave really is the ocean, just as the ocean is the wave, inseparable, indivisible, one.” 

We are like waves in the ocean, individual, yet all connected to each other. There has to be a common thread. There must be.
       

                    oooooOOOOOooooo

Postscript
On the following Monday, driving home from work, I thought of the old man and dropped into the hospital. I was told that due to the shortage of beds he was still in the Accident and Emergency ward. I made my way there. The sister assumed I was related to him, and took me to see him. I spoke to him, but I don’t think he recognised me. On the way out, the sister said he sometimes became agitated and needed to be sedated. 
Note
The name of the gentleman involved has been changed for privacy. 
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