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My sincere thanks to all of you who responded to my 
plea for help in obtaining volunteer notes. I really 
appreciate you sending them in regularly. 

As I am writing this article for April, I look out my 
window and see the beautiful, new falling snow and 
remember that just two days earlier, I was playing 
outside with my grandchildren in 74 degree weather; 
flying kites and planting new fruit trees and grape 
vines. Now the new and tender budding leaves on the 
trees are covered in white. How can it change so 
quickly?  

That is how it can be with some of our patients. One 
day they may be doing quite well and enjoying a nice 
visit with their volunteer, and the next day they are 
gone. This can be very upsetting to the whole team, 
but especially to the volunteer who is not used to this 
type of an outcome to what had been a sweet 
friendship with the patient. We get very close to our 
patients and their families, and it’s hard to see these 
relationships come to an end.  

This is an important time to take care of YOU. Allow 
yourself to be nurtured and cared for emotionally, 
physically and spiritually. I would also encourage you 
to eat nutritious meals, get sufficient rest and enjoy a 
brisk walk outside or on the treadmill. Take time to 
reflect back on your experiences with the patient and 
their family. What have you learned from them? What 
have they learned from you? What, if anything, would 
you change? Know that you made a difference for 
them with your willingness to be a part of their life by 
unselfishly giving of yourself and your time.  

Please keep in mind also that every volunteer is a 
huge part of our hospice team, and the whole staff is 
here to encourage you along this journey and to be 
supportive in every way possible. We love and 
appreciate you more than you know. 

Hugs, 
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Describe your type of volunteer 
assignment(s): I have three ladies 
(patients) that I visit.  

Personal background: 
I was born in Salt Lake 
City, Utah to Evan G. 
Black and Thalia Baird 
Black.  I was a surprise 
baby –no one knew I 
was coming except my 
family. I have three 
brothers and three 
sisters.  In 1976, I 
graduated from Granite 
High School. There I 
was involved in Concert Choir, Drama Club, Hello 
Dolly, House of Reps, Library Club, and Ski Club for 2 
weeks.  I had some very good teachers throughout my 
schooling.  In 1977, I went to Snow College for a year 
and then in 1978 I took some business classes at LDS 
Business College.  I went to work for my dad at the 
Rite-Way Cleaners for about two years.  In April of 
1980, I went to work for the ZCMI snack bar. I worked 
there for about 7 years.  During this time, I spent five 
summers participating in the Hill Cumorah Pageant 
(1982-1986).   
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� � Volunteer Spotlight: Ann Ransom 

� � Meet the Staff: Beth Jolley 

� � An Eleventh Hour 

� � Living True 

Spotlight continued on page 3 
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Describe your role:  I 
meet with families of 
potential admits and 
explain the hospice 
benefit to them.  I also 
meet with our main 
referral resources in 
facilities and do a little 
hospice education with 
them, as well as 
checking to make sure 

that everything is running smoothly with our patients. 

Personal background:   I have spent all my life right 
here in Ogden, Utah.  I am the fourth of five children in 
my family.  I have been married to my wonderful 
husband for almost six years and I have an adorable 
one year old little girl. 

One thing I love about my job: I love being able to 
explain the hospice benefit to patients who otherwise 
might not get hospice.  I also really enjoy doing 
admissions because for me it is like a puzzle, trying to 
put the pieces together to find a diagnosis that works 
the best for the patient.  

Best things about working for Inspiration:  
Inspiration is the only hospice I’ve worked for that 
really does put the patient as the first priority (and 
believe me, I’ve worked for a lot of hospices.) Not to 
mention all the wonderful people who work for 
Inspiration.  It is more like working with friends than 
with co-workers. 

Best advice I’ve ever been given:  Before making 
any major life decision, ask yourself, “Would a stupid 
person do this?” If the answer is yes, don’t do it! 

People who have influenced my life:  My mom 
influenced me tremendously growing up.  It was her 
influence that made me want to be not only a nurse, 
but a hospice nurse.  My husband is my biggest 
supporter, and my daughter teaches me something 
new everyday. 

Favorite Place in the World:   Okay, it’s so corny, but 
my favorite place to be really is home, as long as all 
my family is there too. 

Favorite Song:   I don’t really have a favorite song.  I 
listen to all music, but I couldn’t tell you the name of 
the song or who sings it.  Ask Ben, he knows 
everything.  

Favorite Movie:   My all time favorite movie is Gone 
with the Wind, followed by the Harry Potter movies. 

Favorite Food:   Anything Mexican or Italian.  Oh, and 
anything my hubby makes.  He’s a better cook than I 
am (aren’t I lucky?) 

What talent do you wish you had been born with:  I 
wish I could draw. The best I can manage is a stick 
figure, which really isn’t very impressive. �  
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Happy Volunteer Appreciation Month! 
Volunteer Appreciation Night:  April is Volunteer 

Appreciation Month.  I would just like to say how awesome 

you all are.  I get to hear from Linda all the wonderful things 

you do for our patients and our company.  Thank you for 

making our volunteer department so incredible!  So please 

join us WEDNESDAY, APRIL 21ST AT 6:00 P.M. as we celebrate 

and honor YOU!  Linda has planned a terrific night and it 

would be great to see everyone there.  So please come, eat, 

relax and let us show you how much we truly appreciate you. 

Upcoming Volunteer Training: Upcoming Volunteer 

Training will be held in our Murray office on MAY 5, 7, 11 AND 

13 FROM 5 TO 9 IN THE EVENINGS. Please share these dates 

with your family and friends who may be interested in having 

amazing volunteer experiences. 
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On January 3, 1987, I received my mission call to 
serve in the Texas San Antonio Mission for 18 months.  
I served in six areas with ten companions.  I was 
released from my mission on July 24, 1988.  Two 
months after I returned from my mission I went to work 
for ZCMI in housekeeping.  I have been in 
housekeeping now for about twenty-eight to twenty-
nine years. In 1993, I got married to Garth Ransom.  
We were married for thirteen years and he died two 
years ago.  Just before he passed away we put him on 
Inspiration Hospice.  I enjoy reading, music, hiking, 
singing, and everything that comes my way. 

Why I decided to be a volunteer:  I felt the great 
need to serve because I have been on the other end.�

One thing I love about volunteering and best 
things about volunteering with Inspiration:  I get to 
meet people and visit the ladies. 

Best advice I’ve ever been given:  Never give up! 

People who have influenced my life:  The teachers I 
had in school and my sister, Karen. 

Favorite place in the world:  New York and Texas. 

Favorite song:  Let There Be Peace on Earth. 

Favorite movie:  The Music Man, The 6th Day, White 
Christmas, Brigadoon, and Hello Dolly! 

Favorite hobbies/food:  Tuna Puff. �  

� � � �

�
�
�

�
�
�

�
�
�

�
�
� � � � � � �

� � � 
 � � � � � � � � � ! " �
� � 	 � � � � 	� � � � � � 	� � � � � � � � 
 	 � � 
 	� � � � �
 � � � � � 	� � � � � � � 		

A few weeks ago I received a call from Inspiration 
Hospice. They asked if I would be able to attend a shift 
for one of our patients at a nursing home who was in 
her Eleventh Hour. I stated I would be able to take the 
eight to midnight shift. 

When I arrived at ten minutes to eight, the patient’s 
adult children had already come and gone, with only 
the adult grandchildren remaining. 

We introduced ourselves, then we were silent for a few 
minutes, each with our own thoughts. It’s always been 
my understanding that the last sense that remains as 
death approaches is our sense of hearing. I asked the 
grandchildren about their grandmother. One of the girls 
asked if I was a native of Utah and did I remember a 
local drive-in theatre. I stated I did indeed recall that 
particular drive-in and we all began talking about 
happy times we’d experienced there. 

At one point one of the grandsons (he was there with 
his fiancé) moved closer to the bed. He took his 
grandmother’s hand and looked into her face and said, 
“Grandma, thank you for being the best grandma in the 
whole world. Thank you for making Mickey Mouse 
pancakes. Thank you for singing Zippidy-doo-da every 
Saturday morning and for always making everything so 
much fun.” 

All the children, in turn, stepped to the bed to tell their 
grandmother they loved her and to say good-bye. Her 
eyes remained closed during all of this, but I like to 
think she heard every word - every happy story they 
shared that day. 

Shortly after, her breathing became very labored. I 
summoned the nurse and told the grandchildren they 
might want to call their parents. Their grandmother 
passed from this life at about 9:30 that night. 

The family began to gather quickly and I informed them 
that the Hospice nurse was on her way. The family 
began to thank me and I told them, “No, the thanks 
should be all mine for allowing me to be there at the 
last moments of her life.” It was very moving to see the 
love and the high regard they all held for their mother 
and grandmother. I was blessed to have shared in her 
passing. 

Spotlight continued from page 1 
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Good Enough 

When I was 7 years old, my 
parents were divorced.  My 
mom gathered all eight of us 
(ages 9 and under), put us on a 
prop jet, and brought us from 
Minnesota to live in Utah.  My 
dad virtually disappeared.  
(Until 35 years later…but that’s 
another story.) 

My memory is this—and now as an adult I know this 
could be a faulty memory, but it’s the one I 
internalized—I asked my 27-year-old mom (and no, 
that is not a typo—she was 27 and she had eight kids) 
why my dad left.  And she said, “Because he found 
someone he loves more than us.” 

And thus, in the twinkling of a seven-year-old eye, was 
borne my core belief about myself:  I am not good 
enough.   

(It’s astounding how a child’s mind will take a set of 
words—thoughtless or not, true or not, intentional or 
not—and make their own meaning from it.) 

I spent the next…oh…40 years or so…believing this 
thought without question.  I worked hard to prove it 
wrong, to “make up” for not being good enough.  I 
excelled in school, I was responsible and hard-
working, I went to church, I helped my mom, I got 
married and had my own children, I was a star 
employee, I ran marathons, I tried to be kind.   

I eventually finished college and then eventually went 
to graduate school (counseling student of the year, of 
course).  I constantly read self-help books that I 
thought could help me get “good enough.”  

 But lo and behold…I still wasn’t good enough. 

Then it finally occurred to me to question the belief.  
Who says I’m not good enough?  Good enough for 
who?  For what?  Why do I need to be anything other 
than who I am?   

My experience is that 40 years of reinforcing a self-
limiting belief don’t become undone in an instant.  But 
with time, patience, a good therapist/coach, amazing 

friends, an unflinchingly honest and supportive spouse, 
and lots of fearless self-examination, I see that I’m 
making progress.  

Writing these monthly messages for you has been part 
of my journey to recover myself.  To undo the fallacy I 
lived with for so many years.  To internalize a new 
belief—that I am absolutely perfect just as I am.  One 
extreme to the other, you might say.  But that’s okay.  
It’s my own new truth. 

And as I say goodbye to Inspiration Hospice 
newsletters, my message to you is this:  Find your 
truth.  The truth of who you are.  You are bigger and 
better and more wonderful than you ever dared to 
dream.  Don’t hide it.  Share it every day with everyone 
you meet.  Live it.  Be it. 

Learning to live true, 

 

 

 

 

 

Share your thoughts and experiences by writing to:  

 diana@seven-sisters.org 

Copyright 2009 Seven Sisters, Inc.  – used with permission  �  
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