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B momeHT, Kkoraa Tol NMPON3HOCHULLBb 3TO CNOBO BCIyX, 3eM/1d YXOAUT U3-noAa HOr. Tbl cama HenpemeHHO
no4vyyecCTBYyeLlb.

ByaTo (o4eHb KOpPOTKas) HUTKA Yepes UrofibHoe YLLIKO — Briepea-Hasaa. Cam Bo3ayX CTaHOBUTCA TOHKUM,
paspAXEHHBIM.

BokoBbiM 3peHneM BnauLlb, KaK NpoCTPaHCTBO MOMEHTANIbHO TYCKHEET. rlOJ'IyTeHb cxnmaetea. Co BpeMeHeM OoHa
npespaTtnTCcA B TOHHESb. MocToAHHO CyXaAchb. Moka ocTaBLuMiicA OTOMNECK cBeTa He YMEeHbLINTCA A0 TaKoW CTeneHw,
YTO Thbl CMOXELLb 00XBaTUTb €ro ABYMA pyKaMu. A 3aTeMm OH noracHer.

Koraa c tBoux Fy6 CpblBaeTCA C/10BO «XOCMUC>», Tbl C/ITOBHO NMPU3HaeLWb: HaAeXAbl HET.

Hukakoit Haaexabl. CroBa HeNpuIMYHbIe, HEMPOU3HOCUMbIE BCIyX. Bellb He MMeTb HaZexabl - 3HAYUT He UMEeTb
Oyayuiero.

M xyxe Toro: npusHaeas, YTo y Teda HeT OyayLlero, Tbl A0Ka3biBaeLlb, YTO «CAanacb».

M koraa cnoBo «X0Cnue» 3BYYUT BnepBblie — CO CTOPOHbI Bpaya nannuaTtMBHOM NOMOLLM (KOHeLIHO, )KeHlJ.l,MHbI), Tak
OCTOPOXHO, 6epe>KHo, — HW OH, HU Tbl HE CAbIWKUTE ero. A eCnu u CrbIlWNUTE, TO HE MOHUMAETE €ro CMbICH.

l'yn B ywax, 6yATO peB AasieKoi CUPEHbI; CUPEHbI B 3anepToi koMHaTe. M BonbLue HUYero.
Ecnu Tol ero He cnbiwana, BO3MOXHO, €ro (eLle) He NPOU3HECTN BCAYX.

Ecnu HKUKTO 13 Bac ero He cribllwiarsn, BO3MOXHO, ero (HAKoraa) He Npou3HecyT.

Ho Kakum-To 06pasomM 3TO NPOUCXOAMUT: COBO «XOCMKUC» 3BYYMT BCE Yallle U yalle.

M kakum-To oépasoM TBOWM MYX, HEOXXUAaHHO AN1Ad camMoro Ceéﬂ, 3aBOAMUT Pa3roBopbl O CBOMX «MNOCNEAHNUX AHAX>».
HaanMep: «MHe KaxeTcA, MOW AHU COYTEHbI».

ByaTto pobko. OH 3BOHWT MO TenedoHy paHo yTPOM — Halla JoroBOPEHHOCTb — cpasy MoCcre TOro, KaK Bpay 3aKoHUMT
OCMOTP.

Mo TenedoHy, UToObI MyX He BUAEN TBOEro nuua. A Tbl — ero.

HoBas po6ocTb noxoxa Ha uaHavanbHyro. Koraa Mbl Mckanu cnocoB ckasaTb «s Nodnto Teds».
HeBo3MoXHOe Ans HEKOTOPLIX NPU3HaHKe: «A N6 Teba».

Ho TBOI My KaK-To cnpaBnaeTca, U Tl BTOPULLb eMy: «fA fto6rto Teba».

M ceituac, roasl CnycTa, OH roBopuT: «MHe KaeTCs, MOW IHWU COUTEHbI».

9T cnoBa Thl CNbILWKLLL B TeNedOoHHOW TpyOKe 0TYETNIMBO, HEOTBPATUMO, OAHAKO (Thbl MOXELUb MOKMACTLCH) OH UX
He npousHocun. Het!
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Ho HeT, Tbl ux ycnbiwana. JomkHo ObiTe yenbiwana. CTeHbl MayT X0AYHOM, KPOBb NPUIIMBAET K BUCKaM, B rnasax
TEMHEeEeT, KorneHW noarnbaroTcs, U Thl 3aMKaellbes, Kak McnyraHHblii pebeHok: «41o? O yem Tl roBopuLlb? 310 Bpea.
He wyTn Tak! Y10 Thl MMEELLb B BUAY MOA «AHW COYTEHbI»»?

B TBOEM ronoce 3Byyat 6e3yMHble HOTKM. X0UeTcs OTLUBbIPHYTb TenedoH nodasbiie oT cebs.

Tbl HE CMOXELLb 3TO BLIHECTU. Thl HE BEpPMULLb. He 3Haelb B TOT MOMEHT O 663FpaHM‘-IHOVI Caxape, paCKMHyBLLIeﬁCFl
BnepeAaun, CoO BCeMU HeB3rogamu, KOTopble, Kak Obl HY cTpajana, Tbl B KOHLE KOHLOB nepexueellb, U MMEHHO Thbl.

Thl 60peLLIbCF| BCceraa, Ha KaXxaoM OoTpes3Ke nyTun.

OT0 KpyTOW noabeM. M conpoTUBNATLCA HOPMasbHO. A €CNU Tl Y)XXE CMUPHUNACh C HUM, MOXELLb YTELLUTL cebs
MbIC/bIO O TOM, YTO BCE 3TO BpeMeHHO. 1naTo, paBHMHA, K KOTOPOK Thl NPUBLIKNA, XAeT TebA, Bac oBoux. Bel
BepHeTeck ctoaa. U ckopo.

o onpeaeneHHoro AHeA, Yaca — HeNpPeMeHHO HaCTYMNWUT 3TOT AeHb, ATOT Yac — Koraa Tbl caMa HauyHellb ynoTpebnaTte
CrOBO «XOCHMUC».

MoHauany Tbl MHeLbCs, konebnelwbces. Kaxetcs, 6yATo ropno pasavparoT MeTanfiMueckmue OrnuIiKu.
MocTeneHHOo Thi y4YMLLBLCA NPOroBapuBaTh 3TH ABa Criora YeTKo, Xpadpo: «XOC-MUC».

Bckope Thl HauMHaeLlb NOBTOPATL 3TW 1BA CI0BA OTYET/IMBO, OCO3HAHHO: «HALLl XOCMUC».

3artem Tbl Aaelb knATBy. MNpuuyanvBo TBepAM b camoii cebe 3aBeTHble crosa, 6yATo npuHocHLb 06eT Bory.
Ja, Mos Hazexza B 3TOM: A NpeBpaLLly Halll XOCMWUC B MEAOBbIM MECHL.

A KNAHYCb OKPYXUTb MyXa 3a60TOW HACTOSILKO, HACKOMBKO 3TO B MOMX CUMax.

Jenatb ero cuactnuebiM. [Jenate CYacTIMBLIMU HAac 060MX.

McnonHaTb BCe ero xenanua, yero Obl OH He 3ax0Tes, KOHEYHO, B Npeaenax MoUX BO3MOXHOCTEMN.

Bo-nepsbix, Hanay Ana Hero Hosoe MecTo. HE B OHKonornueckom LeHTpe. YCTPO XOCMUC B HAaLWeM AOME, B MECTE,
KOTOPOE eMy Tak AOpOro.

ATpUYM, 3a1UTbIA COMHEYHEIM CBETOM.
"OPW30HT, YKOPOUEHHbIM BEPXYLUKAMWU AEPEBLEB, KOSbLOM 00paMAAOLLMX HALL AOM.
®rnoTnMn PuUrypHbix 061aKos.

My> cMOXeT nexatb Ha AuBaHe, Ntobyacb AepeBbAMMU U HeBOM. YA0OHO NOKOMTLCA Ha NoAYLUKAX C NPUNOAHATLIMM
(B TENNBLIX HOCKAX) HOramM.

Mnu, BepHee, OH CMOXET NnexaTb Ha (apeHA0BaHHOM) KOWKe Xocnuca U CMOTPeTh B OKHO. M A ycTpotock pAAOM C
HWUM, KaK Toraa, B O0onbHULE.

Lepxachk 3a pyku. KoHeuHo, Mbl ByZiem AepxaTtbes 3a pyku. Ero pyku Takue Tennble, Takue cunbHble. M oH Bceraa
CXKMMaET MOM Nasiblbl, KOrAa fi CXUMAato ero.

M oH uenyeT Mou ry6bl, Koraa A Lesnyo ero.

Byay cnaTb pAAOM C MyXeM, 3aKiHUYMB ero B CBOM 00bATHUSA, HE CUNbHble, NpaBAaa, a A0BOSbHO cnabkle, HO A BCe
paBHo 6yay AenaTb BWA, OyATO NOSIHA CUJT.

Hacbinnto 3epeH Ha Teppacy 3a OKHOM. He Oébl‘-IHbIX, a noAopoxe — «4nAa ANKUX NTUL», UX NOKyNnaeT MyXX.
CTaHy C TpeneTomMm Habnoaath 3a nTuyamu. XoTb pas B XM3HKU, MeaANIeHHO, HEBO3MYTUMO...

A ewle Mmyx oboxaeT My3biky! A OKyHy ero B Mope camblX YyAeCHbIX KOMMNO3ULMIA, Koraa oH He ByaeT cnaTb. [Noka aTo
He cTaHeT eMy B TAroCTb, A Byay nexaTtb PAAOM C My)XeM Ha KpoBaTh, 0BHMMAanA ero, Hacnaxaanacb BMECTE C HUM
oaon “K panoctn” betxoBeHa, “BceHolHbIM 6aeHnemM” PaxmaHuHoBa.

3acbinaTh ¢ HUM. Jaxe aHeM. [laxe Koraa TyCKrble COMHEYHbIe flyuu CTaHyT nafaTthb Ha Hawu nuya. Mos ronosa
MOKOWUTCA Ha NoAyLLKe pAAOM C ero. MpwxaBLUKUCh APYT K APYryY, LeKa K LLeKe.
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A BbIGEpy KHUrM 00 UCKYCCTBE U O €ro NMOBUMbIX XYAOKHUKAX C HALUMX KHWKHBIX MOSMOK, a C Ero - KHWUMM 0
doTorpacpuu: Bproc JeBracoH, dasapa YactoH, AuaHa Apbyc, Onuot MopTep. A Byay MeaneHHo nepeBopaynBath
CTpaHULbl, yAUBNAACb BMECTE C HUM.

Crapble poToans60oMbl, cemeiHble poTorpadum, cienaHHbIe B Hauasie NpoLnioro cronetusa. Ero cembs,
npazeayLika v npababylika, smurpupoBasLLre u3 [MNane. KoTopbiM OH 3aMHTEpecoBasics NULb COBCEM HeAaBHO.

Ero ntobvmele 6ntoga... Yo x, g nonpobyto!

Korna oH okaxeTca Aoma, BbITb MOXET, ero anneTuT BepHeTcA. A Koraa si CTaHy roTOBUTb ANf Hero, yBepeHa: fi
HENPEMEHHO CMOry NPoByAUTbL Ero anmneTuT.

KoHeuHo, UneHbl ceMbM peLuaT Hac HaBeCTUTb. Haluu B3pocnblie AeTH, BHYKWU. PoacTeeHHMku, Apy3ba. Coceau.
JaBHue LLKOMbHbIE NPUATESNN, C KOTOPLIMU Mbl HE BUAENMChL 6e3 Manoro NATbAECAT fieT. M napouka Croprpusos
[NS HEro — A opraHusyto Ux ¢ paHTasuen aupextopa Teartpa.

He npocToi xocnuc, a Haw xocnuc. He nevanbHbIM, @ paAOCTHBIM — TaKUM 3aMOMHUTCA HaM Hall MeAOBbIM MecAL,.
Mel Byaem cuacTnuBbl Tam, B Hallem rHesabllike. Kaxapli us Hac.

M ans Hac o6oux «nocnesiHvWe AHW» CTaHyT MeAoBbIM MecALeM. A KNaHyCb.

Ho Ha caMom Ziene HUYero faxe OTAANEHHO NMOXOXEro He npousoiaeT. U kak A BoobLUe Morfia 0 TakoM noaymartb!

Xocnuc, aa. Ho He meaoBbIN Mecsl,.

Once the word is uttered aloud, there is a seismic shift. You will feel it.
Like a (very short) thread through the eye of a needle, swiftly in and swiftly out.
The air itself becomes thin, steely.

At the periphery of your vision, an immediate dimming. The penumbra begins to shrink. In time, it will become a
tunnel. Ever diminishing. Until the remaining light is small enough to be cupped in two hands. And then it will be
extinguished.

For when “hospice” is spoken, the fact is at last acknowledged: There is no hope.
No hope. These words are obscene, unspeakable. To be without hope is to be without a future.
Worse, by acknowledging that you are without a future, you have “given up.”

And so when the word “hospice” is first spoken—carefully, cautiously, by a (female) palliative-care physician—neither
of you hears it. Or, if you hear it, you don’t register that you have heard.

A low-grade buzzing in the ears, a ringing, as of a distant alarm, an alarm in a shuttered room. That is all.
For if you don’t hear, perhaps it has not (yet) been uttered.

For if neither of you hears, perhaps it will not (ever) be uttered.

Yet somehow it happens: “hospice” comes to be more frequently spoken as the days pass.

And somehow it happens that your husband, surprising himself, begins to speak of his “final days.” As in, “I think
these might be my final days.”

As if shyly. On the phone very early one morning, when he calls, as he has been calling, immediately after the
oncologist making rounds in the hospital has examined him.

On the phone, so that he is spared seeing your face. And you, his.
A new shyness like the first, initial shyness. Finding some way to say | love you.
For some, an impossible statement—I love you.

But your husband managed it, and you managed it, somehow: | love you.
4
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And now, years later, it is “I think these might be my final days.”

These words you hear over the phone distinctly, irrevocably, yet (you would claim) you have not heard them. No!
But, yes, you've heard. Must have heard. For the walls of the room reel

giddily around you, blood rushes out of your head, leaving you faint, sinking to your knees like a terrified child,
ia‘lfrir:]r;e(;:fs,‘;\’{Vhat? What are you saying? That'’s ridiculous. Don’t say such things! What on earth do you mean

Your voice rises wildly. You want to fling the cell phone from you.

For you can’t bear it. You don’t think so. Not knowing, at this time, the vast Sahara that lies ahead with all that you
cannot bear, that nonetheless will be borne, and by you.

For always, each step of the way, you resist.

It is a steep uphill. It is natural to resist. Or, if you accept the steep climb, console yourself with the thought that it is
only temporary. The plateau, the flatland to which you’ve been accustomed, awaits you,

both of you. You will return there. Soon.

Until a day, an hour—always there is a day, an hour—when you began to speak of hospice yourself.
At first, you, too, are shy, faltering. Your throat feels lacerated as if by metal filings.

Gradually, you learn to utter the two syllables clearly, bravely—hos-pice.

Soon after that, you begin to say these distinct, deliberate words: “our hospice.”

Soon, you draw up your vows. Quaintly state to yourself, as if to God, a formal decree.

It is my hope: | will make of our hospice a honeymoon.

My vow is to make my husband as comfortable as humanly possible.

To make him happy. To make us both happy.

To fulfill whatever he wishes that is within the range of possibility.

First: a new setting for him. NOT the Cancer Center. Our hospice will be in our home, which he loves.
The atrium flooded with morning light.

The foreshortened horizon—for the house is surrounded by trees.

The flotillas of sculpted clouds.

My husband can lie on a sofa, staring at the tree line and at the sky. Comfortable on the sofa with pillows behind him
and feet (in warm socks) elevated.

Or, more likely, he can lie on a (rented) hospital bed, positioned in such a way that he can easily gaze out the window.
And | can lie beside him, as | have done in the hospital.

Holding hands. Of course, we will hold hands. His hands are still warm—strong. His fingers, when squeezed, never
fail to squeeze in return.

As his lips, when kissed, never fail to kiss in return.

| will sleep beside my husband holding him in my arms, not strong arms, in fact, rather weak arms, which nonetheless
can be made to behave as if they were strong.

| will scatter seed on the redwood deck outside the window. Not ordinary seed but the more expensive “wild bird
seed” my husband purchases.

Thrilling to watch the birds. Taking the time, undistracted, really watching, for once . . .

And my husband loves music! | will bathe him in the most beautiful music through his waking hours. So long as it is
5
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not uncomfortable for him, | will lie on the bed beside him, holding him, listening with him to Beethoven’s “Ode to
Joy,” Rachmaninoff's “Vespers.”

Falling asleep with him. Even during the day. Even with wan sunshine slanting through the window onto our faces.
Head on the pillow beside his head.

From the bookcases in the house, | will select art books, his favorite artists, books from his photography shelves—
Bruce Davidson, Edward Weston, Diane Arbus, Eliot Porter. | will turn the pages slowly, marvel with him.

Old albums, family photographs dating back to the early nineteen-hundreds. His family, great-grandparents who
emigrated from the Pale. In which he has only recently shown an interest.

His favorite foods. . . . Well, | will try!

When he is at home, possibly his appetite will return. When | am the one to prepare his food, his appetite will return, |
am sure.

Of course, family will come to visit. Adult children, grandchildren. Relatives, friends. Colleagues from the university.
Neighbors. Old friends from grammar school he hasn'’t seen in fifty years. Some surprises for him—I will negotiate
with the imagination of a theatre director.

Not merely hospice but our hospice. Not sad but joyous, a honeymoon.

We will be happy there, in our own home. Both of us.

For both of us, the “final days” will be a honeymoon. | vow.

In fact, nothing remotely like this will happen. How could you have imagined it would!

Hospice, yes. Honeymoon, no.
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