
  

Advocacy Everywhere 
 
Advocacy comes in many shapes and forms, from protecting patients’ rights and speaking up for 

patients when they can't. Advocacy can be demonstrated by petitioning the government for better 

health care laws or endorsing those that impact funding for nursing continuing education or research. As 

nurses, sometimes we lose sight of why we do what we do and what advocacy means personally to us. 

This story starts with a nurse providing bedside care illustrating how nursing acts of caring and 

compassion can mean the world to a patient and their family. So as you read this exemplar of advocacy 

in its simplest form remember a nurse’s voice is powerful and always needed.  

 

Dear Nurse, 

 

I lie here in bed as you come in and out of my room, checking the IV pump to make sure it hasn’t run out 

of fluid, glancing at me to make sure I’m still breathing, looking at the various monitors to make sure my 

vitals are okay.  

 

I lie here as you check on my catheter, clean my skin and turn me. I track your movement with my eyes 

as you tidy my room and put everything back in its place.  

 

I lie here as you assess me, lifting my arms, shining lights into my eyes, touching my skin, lifting my legs 

and writing your findings down.  

 

I lie here as you stand there beside various doctors who pose questions to you as you patiently answer 

them, inform them of my status and update them on my condition.  

 

I lie here as you make suggestions to the doctors on my care, bringing up questions that you have and 

that my family may have asked you.  

 

I lie here as my family stands beside me, talking with you, asking you questions while you patiently 

answer them and reassure them that my progress is getting better. 

 

I lie here as you come in at night, tired lines crease your face as you check on me, clean me and turn me 

on my side. 

 

I lie here as I watch you come in, concerned; worry lines crease your face, your eyes extremely alert as 

you check on me.  

 

I lie here as you check on the monitors, your face deepening in concern as the information given does 

not appear to sit well with you.  

 

I lie here as you leave the room, talking on the phone, hurriedly giving information to the doctor on the 

other end.  



  

 

I lie here as the doctor comes in, you beside him, listening as he gives off stat orders and you are writing 

them down. I lie here and watch as you call my family, inform them that urgent matters are at hand and 

that they need to come down to see me. 

 

I lie here as you and other nurses surround my bed, pushing me down the hallway to get MRI tests and 

CT scans done. I lie here as you comfort my family, answer their questions and promise them that you 

will get the answers they need as soon as you can. 

 

I lie here and watch while you speak with doctors on the phone, asking them questions that my family 

yearns for the answers to and what steps are next to care for me. 

 

I lie here as you talk to me, guide me with my physical therapy, watch as they exercise my limbs and go 

through routines with me. 

 

I sit here as you help feed me, no longer chained to a feeding tube and feel for the first time food going 

down my throat.  

 

I sit here as family member come visit, chat all around me and remark to you how much improvement I 

have made. 

 

I stand here as you and a CNA help guide me to the bathroom with a lift machine, I watch as you both 

effortlessly help me onto the toilet.  

 

I stand here with my therapists as you watch from the side; watch me struggle with my first steps 

walking from my bed to the chair. 

 

I stand here in the hallway, walking slowly but steadily towards the end of the hallway, walker in hand as 

you stand at the other side cheering me on.  

 

I stand here at the doorway, a wheelchair offered to me as I slowly sit down on my own, with only 

minimal assist from you. 

 

I sit here being wheeled away and wave goodbye as you stand there wishing me the best of luck. 

I stand here and struggle, doing my exercises as my therapists push me on, I force myself onwards 

knowing that I am almost there.  

 

I look back and wonder how proud you would be of me, knowing how far I’ve come from lying in that 

hospital bed. I will never know the struggles you faced in caring for me, but I know that I live on because 

of you. 

 

Thank you, 



  

 

Patient 

 

Dear Patient, 

 

I come into your room to check on you, to see you breathe in and out. I glance at your IV pump and your 

various monitors, making sure everything is running as it should be. 

 

I assess you and look at how you’re doing, your body telling me that you still have a long way to go.  

I look at your body, checking the skin, the eyes, your extremities and note if anything has changed or is 

remaining the same.  

 

I can see you track my movement even though you don't respond physically anywhere else on command 

or speak. 

 

I stand here beside doctors as they ask me about your status, asking if tests have been completed, what 

were your latest labs and vitals.  

 

I stand here as they ask if you are ready to be transferred to a different unit, but I tell them it's too soon 

to tell, to give you more time. 

 

I stand here as your family comes to visit, to ask me how you're doing, to see if there are any updates on 

what the doctors would like to do.  

 

I answer them patiently and reassure them that you are improving, that the doctors are hopeful that 

you will be moved sometime soon. 

 

I come in, my face tired from working my third shift in a row, I check on you and make sure you're ok. 

Your chest rising and falling, reassuring me that everything is safe for now. 

 

I come in concerned, your alarms are beeping, your oxygen is dropping and your heart rate is increasing. 

Monitors are blaring everywhere and I rush out of the room to page doctors immediately.  

 

I speak with them and receive stat orders along with rushing you to emergency CT scans and MRIs. 

 

I push you along outside the hallway, my fellow nurses with me as we urgently get to the tests that you 

need to perform. 

 

I call your family and let them know what is happening; I urgently tell them that their presence is greatly 

needed as their permission for more testing will be wanted. 

 



  

I stand here as I reassure and comfort your family, their worries all too present in their faces and their 

concerns for your progress deepening. 

 

I stand here on the phone with doctors, getting as many answers to questions that I have and that your 

family has about your care. I relay this information to your family who are reassured and slightly less 

frightened. 

 

I stand here watching therapists manipulate your limbs, exercising your muscles and see your progress 

slowly move forward. 

 

I come in and help feed you, remarking how well you have come along, no longer chained to a tube 

providing you liquid nutrients, your ability to swallow improving. 

 

I stand here aiding the CNA, getting you up out of the bed and towards the bathroom, you using your 

legs for the first time in a long time. 

 

I walk by and see you walking slowly but surely down the hallway, a firm grip on the walker, taking 

steady steps forward. My heart beams with pride at the progress you have made, I smile and cheer you 

on as you continue your steady journey ahead. 

 

I stand here and watch as you slowly sit into a wheel chair with minimal help from me, ready to be 

wheeled off to rehabilitation.  

 

I watch as you go, you wave slowly back to me as I wish you good luck in your continued recovery, a 

small tear going down my cheek at how happy I am to see you off. A bittersweet moment of knowing 

that you will continue to heal but that I will not be there to see it. I wish you well as I head back to my 

unit, to another patient that needs my help. 

 

Sincerely, 

 

Nurse 

 
If you have questions regarding the advocacy process, please send an email directed to the advocacy 

committee to info@aann.org, and check out our Advocacy Toolkit online at 

http://www.aann.org/uploads/FINAL_AANN_Advocacy_Tool_Kit.pdf.   
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