
Chapter 1.  No Options.

Merry, my wife, looked at me and said, “It is too early. I’m not 

ready”.  I would argue with my grieving mind later over whether she 

had said the second part, “I’m not ready” or not.  My grief convinced 

that she was telling me she was not ready to enter hospice care.  

My rational mind telling me that she had not said it at all.  The part 

of me that was trying to reconcile the two minds telling me that in 

her condition, she may have meant anything.  At the time, I replied 

telling her that we were nearly an hour past when we were 

expected.  I did not say that I knew there was no other choice.  

! It was a January Wednesday, a little past noon.  The 

month leading up to this time had been one long nightmare.  Merry 

was dying.  There was no escaping it.  The cancer was so 

advanced that her liver was not really functioning at all.  The toxins 

that her liver was supposed to cleanse from her blood, had it been 

functioning, had built up to the point where she was having 

delusions.  But that was just part of it.  They told me that pancreatic 

cancer, once it spreads, especially to the liver is not curable.  It is 

treatable, but the chemo just postpones the inevitable. In Merry’s 

case, by the time the cancer was found, it was too advanced to 

even get started on chemo.  So much for happily ever-after.  Once 



the train wrecks, there is no repairing it.  Too broken, too many 

pieces, nothing but a pile of scraps.   

! The admission went smoothly.  Better than the drive to 

the hospital had.  Each bump and turn caused Merry to grimace in 

pain.  The pain meds clearly were no longer having  much effect.  

Part of that was no doubt due to the cancer.  She couldn’t digest 

the pills.  The skin patch for transdermal pain medication was of 

little use.  Even though I was glad she had it, it wasn’t enough and 

she was too thin for it to have enough fatty tissue to allow it to be 

absorbed.  I can imagine little that could be more painful than 

advanced cancer of any sort.  In Merry’s case, her liver was so 

involved that the tumors were erupting through to the outer surface 

of the organ, irritating the lining of the sack it sits in.  Swollen to 

more than 4 times its normal size, like a very large cocklebur on the 

inside.  It hurt her to inhale as her diaphragm expanded and hit the 

liver.  Every step caused pain.  The most comfortable position she 

could find was sitting up, leaning forward with her elbows on her 

splayed knees.    She tried that on the ride to the hospital, but with 

little success.  I am glad it was a short drive and that free valet 

parking was available.  We went from the truck into a wheelchair.  

After a short break we made a very slow roll to the hospice ward.  I 

breathed a sigh of relief once she was gowned and into a bed.  I 



knew that I could not have faced another night trying to take care of 

her by myself.  It was into the hospice or another trip to the 

Emergency Room. 

  

! We settled into the room.  The staff reviewed her case, I 

handed over the collection of drugs she was taking and explained 

her condition.   They had her latest tests and the abdominal scan 

results from a few days prior and knew where she stood.  Or rather, 

they knew where the cancer had taken her.  What point in the 

progression it had reached and dragged her to.  I’d like to say it 

was an epic fight but it wasn’t.  Merry, as healthy as she was, 

running six miles at a time, playing golf, eating as you would expect 

a registered dietitian would; simply did not stand a chance.  The 

disease did every cruel thing that it wanted.  To it, Merry was not a 

vibrant, loving person.  She was nourishment.  The cancer 

devoured her organs like a starving man at an all you can eat 

buffet.  I know that sounds overstated and that it attributes human-

like qualities to the cancer, but it is pretty accurate from my point of 

view.  Odd that cancer seems intent on killing the very host that it 

needs to live.  Blindly growing as rapidly as possible all the while 

shortening the life of what it needs in order to exist. 



! I returned home, intending to check the mail and grab 

some food on the way.  I thought Merry had settled into her room 

and was resting.  One of the odd side effects she had was an 

inverted sleep cycle.  For the weeks leading up to the hospice 

admission, she was much more awake and active during the night, 

between midnight and 04:00 AM then she was during the day.  So, I 

assumed she was resting, but I was wrong.  I was also wrong to 

assume that she could be left alone.  Because of the pain she was 

in, the staff at the hospice had started her on a pain pump.  An 

external device that would provide a steady stream of pain 

medication and a bump up, called a bolas, if needed.  The pump 

fed into the “port” that was implanted under the skin in Merry’s 

upper right chest area when we thought chemo therapy may be an 

option.  It fed the pain meds directly into her vein.  She was also put 

onto an anti-psychotic drug, also administered  through the pump.  

Except, in her case, it didn’t work.  For some reason, she pulled the 

line out that supplied her meds.  Since this line led into her vein, 

she began to bleed.  Nobody was there. I was not there.  The bleed 

was not discovered for nearly half an hour, until the staff came in to 

check her vitals.  I learned of it when I returned nearly an hour later.  

More guilt.  More anger at myself.  More speed says the engineer 

as the train continues down its course. 


