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The Last Conversation 
By William Wentink 

 
 
 
The end of THE DAY 
 
The tall, slim man walked out the door from an upscale office building to the parking lot. 
His usual perfect posture doesn’t carry him today; neither do his male model looks. The 
gloomy sky mirrors his mood. 
 
“What an unbelievable disaster of a day.” I am reluctantly recalling one of the worst days 
of my life. The downward spiral began last night. 
 
The day started off on a sour note. I tried to convince my senior partner that he should 
take some time off to think things through, and not just resign. He said that he isn’t 
happy. I thought, ”Who the hell is happy? Join the club.” I’ve had similar thoughts 
myself lately, but what the hell would I do if I just up and left? Maybe I’d buy that 50 
foot yacht I’ve been drooling over and cruise the Caribbean. Decorate the deck with a 
couple of bikinis. Yeah, right. Wishful thinking. Like that’s going to happen. 
 
“Where is Lisa?” My secretary informed me that Lisa hadn’t arrived and hadn’t called in. 
I wasn’t really surprised. Lisa, my employee-girlfriend, isn’t exactly happy with me. 
She’s usually an island of calm in a sea of chaos. She totally lost it when she let herself 
into my apartment last night and found me in bed with my 20-something neighbor. I 
guess the odds are not in my favor when I bring girls home a couple of times a week. I’m 
wise enough to do it only when Lisa is out of town or otherwise occupied. Didn’t work 
this time, did it? 
 
I had better not call her today. The weekend’s here. Let her cool down for a few days and 
then see if I can smooth things over. I’ll have to take a different approach than, “It didn’t 
mean anything.” Saying that to her last night just added more fuel to the inferno. Usually, 
I can think better on my feet. Of course, that wasn’t the position she found me in. 
 
Oh well, if the relationship is beyond repair, it won’t be the first time that I’ve had to start 
over. I just hate the start up phase with a new woman. Be the gentleman, send flowers, be 
attentive. A lot of effort and crap just to get the broad in the sack and have a nice, low 
maintenance relationship. 
 
What was next? Oh yes. My normally rock-solid employee who’s always ready to “do 
what it takes.” Gina now feels “used” and “unappreciated.” I do count on her to do the 
heavy lifting. I guess I’ll have to put in some effort to stroke her ego, and lay a reward or 
two on her. I don’t know if a raise will do it. I’ll give it some more thought and hit her 
with a few accolades to tide her over. Maybe a relaxing weekend will get her feet back on 
the ground. Being a single mom with an alcoholic ex, and two bratty teenagers is not 
helping the situation. 
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As I hit the start button of my new Porsche, I don’t even have to try to recall what came 
next. It was like a “bomb” that took out the office. “How the hell could that happen?” 
Everything was under control one minute and in chaos the next. I really need to put this 
out of my mind for now and try to relax. 
 
A healthy dose of rare bourbon while sitting on the dock and looking over the lake is just 
what I need. Spending a weekend at the lake with a full bottle and sleeping-in should help 
recharge the batteries. Not thinking about the events of last night and today would be a 
good way to stop draining the batteries. 
 
The sky is clearing as I leave the city. Maybe it’s a good omen. 
 
Traffic is almost nonexistent as my new baby winds along the twisting, tree-lined, two-
lane road. I’m about 20 miles from the lake. I can stretch her legs with little worry about 
rear-ending some old geezer in his Buick. 
 
The shadows are getting longer now, but I’ll still get to the cabin well before dusk. It 
seems a bit of a misnomer to call a four thousand square foot log home a cabin. However, 
it does impress the babes when you invite them to “the cabin” for the first time. Their 
jaws drop when they see it. It does seem to be a great icebreaker for romance in the 
woods. 
 
I’m rounding a gentle curve and the trees are shading the roadway, making it appear like 
I am entering a tunnel. There’s been no traffic for several miles. I bear down on the 
accelerator. The tension in my neck eases and a smile forms on my lips. Ah, the freedom 
of the open road. 
 
As I’m pushing 80, I don’t have time to utter a sound as two deer appear directly in front 
of me. Swerving is not recommended, but instinct takes over. The usual result is loss of 
control and even in my state-of-the-art sports car, I do just that. I hit the underbrush on 
the side of the road, miss several trees and then plow headlong into a tree that hardly 
flinches from the severe impact. 
 
Even with the horrific noise from the grinding metal and exploding glass, I can still hear, 
or maybe it’s feel, the breaking of bones. The world goes black. 
 
 
The Stranger 
 
Everything is blurry, but I know that I am conscious. It takes a few seconds to remember 
where I am and what happened. 
 
Then I realize that I’m still alive. At least I think so. 
I don’t feel any pain. I don’t feel anything. I know that I’m in shock, but I force myself to 
assess my situation. My ears are ringing, but I can still hear. I can’t seem to move and I 
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don’t really want to try very hard. I can hear the car hissing. The motor isn’t running. 
Thankfully, I don’t sense that the car is on fire. I don’t smell any smoke or hear any 
sound that would indicate a fire. I can’t hear any road noise. I’m off the road, but 
hopefully not too far to be found. I don’t hear any sounds from the woods. The noise of 
the crash probably silenced any animals nearby. Something foreign has invaded their 
world. 
 
My head is turned, facing the passenger side of the car. I know that my neck isn’t broken 
or I wouldn’t be conscious. When my vision clears a bit, I’m startled when I see a 
youngish woman sitting in the passenger seat looking at me. She’s about 30 and 
attractive, not beautiful, but attractive. My instincts are intact. I always rate a woman’s 
looks on first contact. What are beautiful are her eyes and her smile. I’ve never seen 
anything so beautiful. Where in the world did she come from? Before I can say anything, 
she speaks first. 
 
“What is your name?” 
 
I don’t really think that I can talk, but I hear myself say, “My name is Paul.” I need to 
take charge here. “I need help. I think that I am dying.” 
 
She calmly responds, “Yes, you are dying.” 
 
I am thinking more than speaking, “Please call 911. I need immediate help. Tell them that 
my lung is punctured, and I’m likely bleeding internally. I won’t last long.” 
 
She responds, “Yes, you have diagnosed your condition reasonably well. However, there 
is actually quite a bit more damage than what you realize.” 
 
I’m now starting to panic. “Are you a doctor? If so, you know that I need immediate 
help.” 
 
She smiles and says, “No, I’m not a doctor, but I do understand everything about the 
human body … well beyond your comprehension.” 
 
Full panic sets in. “Call 911 immediately! Get me help now!” 
 
She replies, “That is not why I am here.” No smile this time. 
 
I repeat my demands several more times, but she does not respond. Unexpectedly and 
involuntarily, I calm down. It’s like someone let the air out of my overinflated balloon. I 
ask her, “Then why are you here?” 
 
She gives me the most beautiful smile and says, “You and I are going to have a 
conversation.” 
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I don’t know why I don’t lose it at this point, but surprisingly I respond, “Yes, I know.” 
Reason cannot explain my response, but I make the response anyway … somehow it feels 
right. 
 
She continues to speak, allaying my worst fear before I can even think it. “You will not 
die while we are having this conversation. You don’t have to trust me to know that 
everything I say is true. You just know that I am speaking the truth; that I can only speak 
the truth. You will amaze yourself as you realize that you will only speak the truth in this 
conversation. I know that the truth is not inherently in your nature, but it is at this time.” 
 
 
The Conversation 
 
I can’t help myself. I will do what the young woman wants. However, since I am used to 
being in control, I begin the conversation. “Who are you? Do I know you?” 
 
She laughs. “Habits die hard, don’t they?” I know that she’s referring to my “take 
charge” manner. “No, we’ve never met. I am simply the one sent to have this 
conversation with you. You may call me Hope.” 
 
(P): “Sent by whom?” 
 
She smiles once again. I sense that while we’ve just met, she knows me very well. “We’ll 
get to your questions, but I get to ask my questions first.” 
 
(P): I know that this is not negotiable. 
 
“Are you married?” 
 
(P): This is not going to go well. “I was, but am divorced.” 
 
“What caused the divorce?” 
 
(P): “There are a number of reasons, but my habitual lying and infidelity were the 
primary causes.” 
 
“Why did you behave that way?” 
 
(P): “I suppose that my behavior pattern began to develop as a young child. My father 
was an alcoholic and was verbally and physically abusive to my mother. He abandoned 
us before his rage turned on me. My mother became a single mom when I was four.” 
 
“Did life improve for you and your mother when your father left?” 
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(P): “Not really. She drank to dull my father’s abuse, and the drinking became worse 
when he left. She was hospitalized when I was six and I never saw her again. I was raised 
in foster homes.” 
 
“Were your foster parents caring people?” 
 
(P): “Unfortunately, the ones that were didn’t keep me long. My behavior resulted in 
them giving up. The ones that weren’t caring probably kept me for the money they got 
from social services. They used fear and abuse to keep me in line.” 
 
“How did you get an education and move beyond that life?” 
 
(P): “Fortunately, I was very intelligent and honed my skills for manipulating people to 
my advantage. I lied and cheated to maximize the scholarships and financial aide. I 
supplemented that with stealing from those who befriended me, and some others.” 
 
“Were you ever caught?” 
 
(P): I can’t believe that she is not being judgmental. She just keeps plowing ahead. This 
won’t last. “I was very good at what I did.” 
 
“Did you love your wife?” 
 
(P): “I think I did. Sarah is beautiful and kind. I had never known love before she said 
that she loved me. She knew that I was a damaged person, but she saw beyond that. 
When we were dating and early in our marriage she said that she knew there was a 
beautiful person inside me. That I just needed to release it. I’m not certain, but I think that 
I still love her to some extent.” 
 
“Why did you lie to her? Why were you unfaithful?” 
 
(P): “Habits are hard to break. It was in my nature to lie and manipulate others to my 
advantage. I know that I’m handsome and ooze wealth and power, so it’s easy for me to 
attract women. I love the fact that I can control them, enjoy them, and then drop them at 
will.” 
 
“Do you ever feel bad about the way you treat these women?” 
 
(P): “My needs and wants come first. I’m not sure that there is a second. I don’t feel 
empathy for others. However, I did feel something when Sarah left me. At least I didn’t 
feel good about it.” 
 
“Why did she leave you?” 
 
(P): “She found out about the other women. I begged forgiveness. Her love for me and 
inherent kindness helped her forgive me. Our reconciliation didn’t last long. I 
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immediately went back to my old habits, and it didn’t take long for her to figure that out. 
She quoted the old adage, ‘fool me once, shame on you; fool me twice, shame on me.’ As 
she learned more and more about my “parade of women” and life of lies, her love and 
kindness turned to anger and hate at the depth of my betrayal. We haven’t talked since 
the divorce became final six years ago. She was hurt too badly to make the effort and I’ve 
never tried.” 
 
“Do you have any children?” 
 
(P): “Sarah didn’t tell me that she was pregnant when she filed for divorce. By the time 
the divorce was final, she was almost full term. My lack of interest in the baby was 
another nail in the coffin ending our marriage.” 
 
“What is your relation with your son?” 
 
(P): “My son? So you knew before you asked. Why ask?” 
 
“We are having a conversation. I want to hear your story from you.” 
 
(P): “I’ve never met John. He’s named after Sarah’s father. He’s six and I understand that 
he looks a lot like me at that age. I’m not surprised to also understand that Sarah is a good 
mother.” 
 
“How do you know all this?” 
 
(P): “My senior partner’s wife is a good friend of Sarah’s. He drops tidbits now and then, 
probably hoping that I’ll do something. He’s a real teddy bear.” 
 
“What do you do for a living?” 
 
(P): “I’m a doctor.” 
 
“What do you do as a doctor?” 
 
(P): “I’m an OB/Gyn specialist.” 
 
“Specifically what do you do?” 
 
(P): “You know. Why ask?” 
 
“I want you to tell me.” 
 
(P): “I think that you’ve asked enough questions. It’s my turn.” 
 
“It’s our conversation, but I’m currently asking the questions. You know what happens if 
the conversation ends.” 
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(P): “I perform abortions. My practice exists to perform abortions.” 
 
“Do you counsel women on other options?” 
 
(P): “We do abortions. We aren’t in the counseling or adoption businesses. If the patient 
is interested in something other than an abortion, they have the option to go elsewhere.” 
 
“I know that in your “truth” you feel that there is nothing wrong with abortion and it’s 
perfectly legal. Do you ever have second thoughts?” 
 
(P): “Not really. When a former patient comes back to us with emotional problems or 
feelings of guilt, we refer them to a psychiatrist friend of mine. She specializes in 
hysterical women. We do abortions. It’s all we do.” 
 
“Let me present another version of “truth.”” 
 
“Hitler and his henchmen murdered 6 million Jews during World War II. The number is 
higher when you add in the murders of homosexuals, gypsies, disabled and the other 
“undesirables.” The Holocaust pales in comparison to the more than 50 million unborn 
children murdered since abortion became legal in the United States. This number 
increases every day. The world aborts over 40 million unborn every year. Hitler and his 
gang aren’t around to compete, but if they were, they couldn’t keep up.” 
 
“An unborn child is the product of a human male and a human female. By definition, it is 
human. It doesn’t take much time in the womb for the fetus to look human and its body to 
function as a human. By 6 weeks its heart is pumping blood. The DNA of an aborted 
fetus matches the human species. Aborted late term babies are indistinguishable from 
babies born prematurely. Partial birth abortion babies would live a normal life other than 
they are killed in the process of delivery.” 
 
“Your mother was sorely tempted to abort you. Some of your family and “friends” would 
say it was a missed opportunity if they knew. She changed her mind after her 
conversation.” 
 
(P): Her conversation! So this isn’t the only time that there has been such a conversation. 
“Tell me about my mother’s conversation.” 
 
“I know that your interest is genuine, but you need to focus on this conversation.” 
 
“Part of your defense of what you do would be that the mother should not have to suffer 
the consequences of incest or rape or a one night stand or whatever. Evil exists. It’s what 
we do about evil that can make us noble. It really is true that a wrong is not negated by 
another wrong. Two negatives do not make a positive in human life. It is not excusable to 
kill one person to make another feel better. In many cases, it just adds more trauma to an 
already bad situation for the woman.” 
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“You will stand before Jesus on judgment day. You now know this, and I can feel your 
soul and mind shudder from this reality. You’ve never known this truth in your life or 
would allow yourself to consider this possibility.” 
 
“When you stand before Jesus on that day, do you think that He will say, ‘Well done my 
son. You have done Me a great service in killing the unborn?’ You know in your 
damaged soul, and now even in your mind that He will say, ‘You are no longer my son. 
You are unrepentant. You have murdered many of my children. The unborn that I love as 
I love all my children, and as I once loved you.’ You know very well what follows that 
ominous meeting with The Christ.” 
 
(P): The image that follows is like a quick snapshot, but it’s so horrible that I feel like I’m 
melting … disintegrating where I sit. The terrible, unexplainable feeling passes quickly. I 
know that I’ve seen something really, really bad, but I can no longer remember any 
details. 
 
“Do you have any friends? I don’t have to ask about girlfriends.” 
 
(P): “I am friendly with some of my work associates and golfing buddies.” 
 
“Are they true friends? Would they be there for you for the long haul, if you were 
permanently disabled?” 
 
“Your silence speaks for you.” 
 
“Do you do any charity work?” 
 
(P): “Sometimes our patients don’t pay us.” 
 
“You meant to say, ‘Sometime our patients can’t afford to pay us, and our collection 
agency fails to collect on their debt.’ Your reality distortion does flavor your thinking, 
doesn’t it? You don’t have to answer.” 
 
“So that’s the extent of your charity work?” 
 
“Again, your silence speaks for you.” 
 
“I know that there is nothing listed for non-profit donations on your tax returns, so we 
won’t have to pursue that subject. Don’t worry. When I skip over a topic, it doesn’t 
terminate the conversation. No pun intended. See, I even have a sense of humor. 
However, your sad story doesn’t give me much of a chance to express it. If I were more 
in a mood for humor, I would have asked you if you smelled smoke some time ago.” 
 
“I digress.” 
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“So, let’s summarize to understand where we’re at in this conversation.” 
 
“You are a 48 year old medical doctor who murders unborn children for a living. You’ve 
lied, stolen and been a fraud all your life. You lied and were repeatedly unfaithful to your 
wife, Sarah, who divorced you, and continues to hate you to this day. You have behaved 
similarly with the other women in your life, treating them as objects. Most of them hate 
you as well. You have no relationship with your son, John, and have contributed nothing 
to his upbringing … neither financially, nor as a father figure. You have little or no 
contact with your small, extended family. You have no real friends. You do nothing to 
help the needy. Did I miss anything?” 
 
(P): “You are too harsh.” 
 
“Would you describe yourself differently?” 
 
“Once again, your silence answers for you.” 
 
“Let’s talk about today. You were disturbed when your senior partner talked to you about 
resigning. Why would he want to resign?” 
 
(P): “He’s having second thoughts about what we do and the way we guide women into 
the abortion decision. I can’t believe it. He’s been doing abortions longer than I have. 
He’s a national voice for Pro Choice, yet he’s been shaky for several months. I think 
dealing year after year with patients’ post-abortion issues is finally wearing him down. 
The mounting medical knowledge about fetal development is also bringing up ethical 
issues in his mind.” 
 
“The fact that he’s questioning the foundation beliefs of your practice, does this shake 
your beliefs?” 
 
(P): “No … maybe …I don’t know.” 
 
“Where do you think Lisa is today?” 
 
(P): “She was really upset with me last night. She probably didn’t want to see me today.” 
 
“Yes, she experienced a whole range of emotions and was very angry with you, but no, 
that’s not why she didn’t come to work today.” 
 
(P): “Oh no.” 
 
“Your soul and mind shudder, again. I would have expected even a more shocked 
reaction, but your inherent indifference is very strong.” 
 
“Lisa left your apartment and during her walk home, she stepped in front of a truck. Her 
body hasn’t been identified yet, so that’s why you haven’t heard about her death. In her 
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haste to get away from you, she left her purse with her ID at your apartment. The police 
aren’t certain whether it was an accident or a suicide. But you know, don’t you?” 
 
(P): “Yes” 
 
“I’ll offer you a little comfort. Lisa’s emotional and physical pains are forgotten. She is in 
heaven in the presence of God, her family and friends. She has no memory of you. She 
only retains the good memories of her life.” 
 
“Let’s move on to the last of today’s topics. You referred to it as a “bomb.” Tell me about 
this.” 
 
(P): “This is hard … even for me.” 
 
(P): “We lost a patient today. Mandy was 18 years old and pregnant. Her boyfriend was 
the father. Her parents are religious and staunch Pro Life people. They tried to talk her 
into giving birth to the baby and putting it up for adoption. They offered to pay for 
everything and help her in any way they could. Her boyfriend isn’t religious, but he, too, 
was really upset with the thought of an abortion. He told Mandy that he would marry her 
… would do anything it took for her not to abort the baby.” 
 
(P): “My nurse, Gina, and I talked her into having the abortion. It was primarily my 
doing. I twisted every statistic I could, and threw all the scare tactics at her. I played the 
‘I’m the doctor’ card, ‘I know what’s best for you.’ We’re all very practiced in turning an 
already distraught woman to our way of thinking. If there are any second thoughts, we 
make sure that they come after the abortion, not before. Our profitable business depends 
on high volume.” 
 
(P): “The procedure was going fine. Textbook. Then it all went out of control. I can’t 
believe that I’m saying this, but the fetus seemed to be fighting back. It couldn’t be. It 
was way too young. Even though she was anesthetized, Mandy was fighting, too. She 
was moaning and thrashing. She started hemorrhaging. It went bad so quickly that there 
was nothing the team nor I could do. I’ve never faced such a dire situation during a 
procedure. She was gone so fast. We were all shocked.” 
 
(P): “The scene with the parents, Mandy’s siblings, and her boyfriend was horrible. Her 
mother started screaming and couldn’t stop. I had to sedate her. All the father would do is 
repeat, ‘I want to see my little girl.’ The boyfriend was cursing me. Mandy’s siblings just 
cried; I don’t think that they understood what had happened. They were upset because 
their parents were upset.” 
 
(P): “Our lawyer had been called. She arrived in the middle of this chaos, had one of my 
partners take over with the family, and told me to get out of there. I did just that.” 
 
“Again, I’ll offer you some relief. Mandy and her baby are surrounded with love, peace 
and joy. Mandy retains only the good memories from her life.” 
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“Now I’ll let you ask your questions.” 
 
(P): “Am I going to die?” 
 
“We will see.” 
 
(P): “Is there a heaven?” 
 
“Yes, but there is a more important question.” 
 
(P): “Is there a God?” 
 
“Again yes, but your chance of seeing him hangs by a thread.” 
 
(P): “Tell me about God and heaven. No one spoke of either when I was growing up, and 
I’ve avoided religious topics as an adult.” 
 
“Both are so wonderful that you could no more comprehend God or heaven than you 
could comprehend what life is like on the other inhabited worlds. God is the embodiment 
of love, peace and joy. Heaven is everything that this world is not. It is perfect in every 
way. It is perfect for each and every being that gets to heaven.” 
 
(P): “You said, ‘other inhabited worlds’ … other life?” 
 
 “Life that is trillions of years more advanced than your species. Yes, billions of years 
more advanced for those in your universe, but trillions of years in other universes. God 
has infinite power, knowledge and love. Do you think that he would underachieve by 
creating only one world and one people?” 
 
(P): “Are the inhabitants of these other worlds human?” 
 
“All souls are made in God’s image and likeness. The vessels that house those souls 
differ widely.” 
 
(P): “Who are you?” 
 
“You have a living son, but you also had another child. Right?” 
 
(P): “You must be referring to my wife’s miscarriage.” 
 
“Your ‘wife’s miscarriage!’ You cannot even refer to me as your child, can you, Father? 
Your years as an abortionist have truly warped your reality. How tragic.” 
 
(P): “You are my daughter!” 
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“I am an example of the truth that every child conceived on earth is human, loved by 
God, and if unborn, lives with the Lord.” 
 
(P): “Why did He send you?” 
 
“Jesus loves me too much to refuse me.” 
 
(P): “So you asked to come.” 
 
“I am your only hope. Jesus revealed that to me.” 
 
“Our conversation has now come to an end.” 
 
(P): “Will I die now?” 
 
“If you live, what would you do?” 
 
(P): “My life is such a mess that I’m not sure what I can do.” 
 
“Would you do good?” 
 
(P): “I would try.” 
 
“Then you will have a chance to make things right. Don’t squander that chance. Jesus 
made it clear to me that this would be our one and only conversation in this life. He will 
send no others.” 
 
“You will remember the parts of our conversation that apply to you personally. You will 
not remember the things that are not yet meant to be revealed to man.” 
 
 
Exit 
 
I close my eyes from exhaustion. When I open them again, Hope is gone. 
 
In her place is a person with a paramedic badge. He says, “hang in there buddy, we’re 
going to get you out of here.” 
 
 
Epilog (11 years later) 
 
The day is beautiful: pleasantly warm with a blue sky, puffy clouds, and a slight breeze. 
The grass, shrubs and trees are brilliant green. The songs of the birds echo across the 
rolling terrain. 
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A woman and a man stand under a tree. They are observing a burial ceremony in the 
cemetery. 
 
Those gathered around the casket are the pastor, Sarah, John, a few of Paul’s family 
members, all of his partners and staff from his practice, and a small group of other 
friends. 
 
Paul’s pleas for forgiveness took the better part of two years, but Sarah finally did accept 
his sincere apologies and she did forgive him. They settled into a comfortable friendship. 
Most of their time together revolved around John’s school events. 
 
Once Paul and Sarah were reconciled, Paul and John developed a healthy father-son 
relationship. Time spent with his son was the highlight of Paul’s life. 
 
Paul managed to reconnect with some of his family. Not all were interested, but the ones 
who did were rewarded with Paul’s love and friendship. 
 
The partners and staff members from Paul’s practice were his dear friends. They worked 
and played together.  The new practice specializes in the most difficult of pregnancies. 
Their success rate is described as “miraculous” by medical associates. 
 
Shaded by the tree, the woman smiles and looks at the man. “You have done well, 
Father”. The man smiles in return and replies, “I did try, Daughter”. 


