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Some time ago I wrote a story entitled “The Gift,” intending it to be a short story. As time has 

passed I have decided that I would like to develop that story a bit more. It is my intention to write 

small segments to the larger story and continue where the original left off, using it as sort of a 

prologue. At this point I really don’t have any idea where or how it will go but I guess we will 

find out together. 

 

With a slowness born of age and knowledge, especially tonight, he slowly inserted the 

key into the lock, turned it, and opened the door. On the one hand the simple fact of the matter 

was that he was getting on in years. In fact he and his wife had celebrated his 78th birthday only 

a couple of months before. But if he were to be honest it was really the knowledge of what lay on 

the other side of that door that gave him pause. You see, he knew very well what awaited him. 

There was nothing. There was nothing but quiet, cold, dark, emptiness. For so many years he had 

been greeted with warmth and companionship when crossing the threshold of the small house 

and though the companionship had slowly deteriorated over these last weeks there had still 

remained a certain warmth that permeated the home. And that, really, when it came down to it, 

was the difference. No longer did it seem like a home. No longer was there laughter, or crying, or 

even simple conversation. No longer did the smell of freshly baked pumpkin pie or freshly 

brewed coffee waft through the air and envelope him. No longer could he smell the subtle scent 

of his wife’s perfume or the distinctive scent of pine from the cleaner she used. No, the building 

that for so many years had been a home was now simply a house once again. 

Wearily he shuffled over to the counter, laid his keys next to the canister of flour, and 

continued into the living room, collapsing into his favorite chair. The exhaustion brought on 

from the experiences of the last few weeks swiftly overtook all conscious thought and within 

mere seconds he was asleep. Mercifully and graciously asleep. 

The chime of the grandfather clock that sat on the opposite side of the living room jolted 

him awake. Though he knew where he was he was somewhat confused because it was light out. 

He was certain it had been dark when he had arrived home. Yes, he was sure. Mostly because 

though he really wasn’t supposed to drive in the dark, he had done so. Fumbling for his glasses, 

which he discovered must have fallen off at some point while he slept, he put them on and 

peered intently at the clock as the echo of the chimes slowly faded. It was 9:00 a.m. He had slept 

for nearly thirteen and a half hours and the stiffness he felt in his legs and back were a testimony 

to it. 

Unlike the day before however which had been sunny and warm, somewhat unusual for 

mid October, this morning the sky was filled with clouds which it seemed at any moment could 

unleash torrential rains or snowflakes the size of goose feathers. With much effort he gradually 

stood up and made his way into the kitchen to make some coffee. It was not until he noticed his 

wife’s apron hanging on the hook by the back door that he was fully taken with the realization 

that he was alone. With shaking hands he made a cup of coffee and walked over to the sliding 

glass door in the dining room. Gazing outside the reality of the past few weeks seemed to slowly 

surround him and finally overtook him but try as he might, he couldn’t cry. It seemed that there 

were simply no more tears left. In a way he almost felt guilty. One would think that after sharing 

life with another for 53 years the tears would never end. 



Three weeks ago to the day his wife had commented to him while clearing the breakfast 

dishes from the table that she had been having a lot of headaches recently and in fact could feel 

another coming on but was decidedly nonchalant about it, as had always been her way. Not 

giving it much thought he had gone about his day puttering around the yard. It wasn’t until he 

went into the house for lunch that the seriousness of the situation began to dawn on him. The 

breakfast dishes remained in the sink, something she never allowed to happen, and his wife lay 

on the couch in the living room in obvious pain. Throughout the afternoon the pain had become 

more intense until finally they had decided to see their doctor. 

They had traveled the eight miles to the hospital in silence; she because of the pain and 

he because of the concern that he now felt for her. She had been admitted to the hospital almost 

immediately and the following afternoon his worst fears were realized. 

Her doctor had entered the small room and greeted both of them in his usual friendly 

manner but his eyes betrayed that there was something wrong. 

“Well,” he said quietly, “we have results from some of the tests we performed last night 

and I would like to share them with you.” 

Noting the serious look on the doctor’s face he had taken his wife’s hand in his own and 

patiently waited for him to continue. 

“I am afraid that the results we have aren’t very good. It appears that the pain you have 

been experiencing, for some time I expect,” he ventured, looking at the man’s wife as she slowly 

nodded assent, “is the result of a tumor. Because of where it is located there just isn’t any way 

we can get at it without causing irreversible damage. I am afraid there is nothing we can do.” 

For a minute or two the man and his wife could only sit in stunned silence. Slowly he 

turned and looked at his wife and was surprised to see that she was actually quite composed. 

Could it be that she hadn’t heard the doctor correctly? 

“I suppose the first question is how long do I have?” she asked. 

“Well, that’s difficult to say. It appears to have progressed quite far and is likely quite 

aggressive. I guess it could be weeks or it could be months.” He slowly stood up and walked 

over to the bed where she and her husband sat. “I am so sorry, Jenny and Bill, to have to give 

you this news,” he said as he put his hand on the old man’s shoulder. “I’ll leave the two of you 

alone for a while. Please let me know if there is anything I can do,” he said as tears welled in his 

eyes. Slowly he turned and walked through the door leaving behind two people he had known for 

a long time to sort through this terrible thing. 
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