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I knew Isaac was dying. He was limping now, his left leg following him slowly and pathetically whenever he was forced by hunger or some other bodily function to make his way toward some physical peace. He was dying, and I hated watching, but I couldn't let him go. He still slept in my bed every night, his body big and warm next to mine, even his snores a comfort. When he started coughing, I took him in again. They said he had pneumonia, and they gave me more medication and told me to say my goodbyes, because they didn't think it would be much longer.
They were wrong. I had stroked his head in my lap while he coughed and wheezed, and my tears fell onto him in the darkness. A few times, he had stopped and I thought, Oh my god, this is really it! But he had drawn another breath—a harsh, raw sound—but there it was, and he was still with me.
Isaac liked to follow me around the house, although it was obviously painful for him, so I tried to stay in one place when I came home at night. Work had become a nightmare. I spent eight hours worrying that he was in pain; that I was going to come home and find him gone.
I wanted to be there at the end. I wanted him to remember my hand stroking his graying chin, my voice singing to him, even if it was choked with hot tears.
When my sister called, the obligatory weekly call, I could hear her children arguing in the background.
"You need to let him go, Claire. What you really need to do is sell the house altogether and move on. Get a little apartment somewhere. Start dating again. Seriously."
I knew that she wanted to help. I thanked her politely for her advice, changed the subject, and listened to her ramble on about her life, her job, her husband, her kids. Then, I would go snuggle in bed with Isaac.
There was just nothing else I wanted to do more.
Of course, that wasn't entirely true. Even I knew that.
* * * *
"Isaac?" My voice was panicked already.
He hadn't been at the door when I unlocked it and stumbled in with groceries. He wasn't lying on the couch, or even in front of it, a spot he was settling for now that he couldn't manage the painful step up without my help. I tossed the groceries on the kitchen counter, my purse and briefcase forgotten in front of the open door, my keys still swinging from the lock.
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