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Home Depot had many brands of paint and color charts 
with dozens of variations, each color with its own name. 
They don’t have paint ready to go it has to be mixed. I 
asked the paint clerk a lot of dumb questions and selected 
an expensive line and a color that closest resembled 
the one already in the living room. On the way home, 
I stopped at Subway for a turkey on whole wheat but 
got a meatball with melted cheese instead. I planned on 
going home working through the afternoon and eating 
the sandwich for supper. But I ate the sandwich soon as 
I’m home washed down with a Doctor Pepper. Then I 
brought everything to the living room—paint, brushes, 
sandpaper, covering for the furniture, a ladder, rollers 
and masking tape. I’ve done nothing but walk around 
it all for days. I struggle over what to eat so I’ve been 
eating practically nothing but a few crackers—a piece of 
toast with butter. The few mornings I do walk I rush to 
get home and watch television. I like the reality shows 
where the theme is to embarrass someone about their 
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problem and force them to change while the world 
watches. There are hoarders, drug addicts, gamblers. 
One guy became addicted to eating raw meat and other 
people live in filth. A skinny dominatrix of a woman 
hosts a show about fat people who can’t stop eating. 
She documents everything the person eats during one 
week then duplicates it on a large table so the person 
and viewers can see all the chips and steaks and burgers 
and beers and pies and cookies and bacon sandwiches 
consumed in seven days. She verbally humiliates them 
until they cry. Then contestants lift bags of fat that 
weigh the amount they are overweight and she tells 
them that’s what you are a bag of fat. The highlight is 
when she takes the contestant’s stool samples and has 
them analyzed. Laura loved Halloween. She went all 
out and often made Freddy’s and Jan’s costumes. She 
carved pumpkins, put cutout witches and ghosts in 
front of the house, and made her own costume for when 
she handed out candy. Her family threw an annual 
Halloween party with a prize for the best costume. I put 
the bags of candy in the basket—Reese’s Peanut Butter 
Cups, Almond Joys and my old favorite, Snickers. 
Helen says hello, haven’t seen you lately. She caught me 
off guard. I’ve been busy doing lots of work at home. 
There’s no one behind me in the line. I’ve gained weight. 
I ask is she doing anything for Halloween, pointing to 
the candy. No, she lives in a building—apartment. I 
spend the afternoon watching television or browsing 
through magazines. All of Laura’s subscriptions still 
arrive regularly even though they’ve run out. There 
are health magazines, exercise magazines, magazines 
about herbs, magazines about nutritious foods. My 



58

body’s changing—the weight returning with the overall 
lethargy. I’ve pain in the bottom of my back and can’t 
get comfortable. I get lulled into an article about fats 
and what they do to the heart and arteries. Then read 
a recipe for a vegetable sauté with whole wheat pasta. 
I’ve gone over, given in. I’ve got chips and Dr. Pepper 
and frozen dinners. My father kept beagles for rabbit 
hunting. They lived in the yard. There were usually two 
or three of them. My brothers and I had to clean the dog 
pen, and feed them. There was a female named Polly. 
One time my father bred her with one of the males. She 
had a litter and for some reason most of them died. It 
went on all night the puppies dying. My father called 
a vet to help but there was nothing to be done. I was 
seven or eight. He buried them in the back yard at the 
edge of the woods. I cried that night like I never cried 
before. My father threatened stop crying or he’d give 
me something to cry about. I remember walking to that 
spot at the edge of the woods and staring down over 
the remains. Once, I took a shovel to dig and find what 
had become of them. I dug several different spots but 
never found a trace—nary a bone. I consider turning 
off the lights and not answering the door but the 
weather’s turned warm so I sit on the front steps with 
a bowl of assorted candy. There are so few children on 
the street now. On Halloween nights when Freddy and 
Jan were growing up the street swarmed with creatures 
of all sizes—for what seemed to be hours. Most of the 
families on the street had three or more kids. Now two 
children are rare, and some couples have no children at 
all. A few kids come and go—younger ones with their 
parents and within an hour, it’s over. I put the bowl 
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of candy on the kitchen counter, grab a Snickers and 
reach into the fridge for a Dr. Pepper. The holidays are 
coming. I want to paint the living room as a kind of gift, 
or gesture to Laura. I’ll start tomorrow. No, I won’t set 
myself up that way—I’ll wait until morning and see how 
I feel. Laura’s sisters planned a memorial one month 
after she died, at an Italian restaurant—mostly Laura’s 
extended family and friends. People were invited to say 
a few words, and many did, eloquently. I spoke briefly, 
mostly to thank everyone for coming and told them 
Laura would be happy to know. I sat in a far corner of 
the room, my back against the wall. A number of my in-
laws approached and sat to converse with me. Laura’s 
sisters gathered pictures from everyone in the family, 
and had them made into a movie—flashes of Laura’s 
life—from infancy to the previous year’s Fourth of July 
bash. There were even a few of me—a wedding shot—
everyone voiced a spontaneous ah and looked over at 
me—a few from the early camping trips—one of Laura 
and me in a canoe on the pond. I can’t recall ever being 
in a canoe with Laura. I couldn’t wait for the event to 
end and wanted the entire post-Laura death thing to 
be over and done with—tired of people calling on the 
phone to see how I was doing, or to share their thoughts 
about how much they missed Laura. The hospice people 
visited to check on Laura and ask how things were 
going. Often one of her sisters stayed overnight. I didn’t 
mind and felt as if I’d been transported to another world 
since Laura came home to die, that I lived in a separate 
time dimension with her in and out of consciousness 
twenty-four hours a day. I never slept more than a few 
hours straight. People came and went. Sometimes for a 
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short time Laura gained enough strength to talk—she 
and her sisters reminisced about the past. Often, near 
the end, there were long silences. Laura mostly slept—a 
combination of being so weak and all the morphine. 
She woke fewer times, only able to nod a yes or no did 
she want more morphine? Each day passed like three. 
We rotated the care. I’d be alone, her older sister Karen 
would come in the morning and I’d try and rest. Then 
I’d take over later in the day and perhaps at some point 
Laura’s younger sister Jenny would come. We mostly 
talked about Laura—how she’d been sleeping, how 
much pain she seemed to be in, when would the hospice 
person be there again.


