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      The weather app lied.

      All the weather forecasters were wrong. Two inches! How about two feet?

      Peter Kincaid gripped the steering wheel of his rented Ford Bronco. In front of him was pure white. The windshield wipers could barely keep up. The heat from the heater seemed to get weaker as he drove, as though it was fighting with the snow as well.

      He was so sure the cabin he’d rented would only be about fifteen minutes from Aspen’s airport, but he’d been driving for more than an hour. He should have turned around a half hour ago, but he thought sure it would be around the next curve.

      His phone had no signal, or he would have asked for directions from Siri. Peter had to face facts…he was lost.

      Suddenly, the Bronco started sliding. He turned the wheel to straighten it and instead he over corrected, plunging into a ditch full of snow. The engine sputtered.

      Died.

      One more try.

      He turned the key. The engine flared to life. The car was four-wheel drive but Peter knew, having grown up in Colorado, that not even four-wheel drive could get him out of some situations. Especially like this one. But he had to try.

      After shifting into Drive, he pressed gently on the gas pedal, but the tires just spun. He shifted into Reverse and tried to go backward but the tires still just spun. Trying to rock it loose, he shifted from Drive to Reverse, quickly, again and again. Nothing worked and then the engine died. He slammed a fist into the steering wheel, then slumped back in the seat and huffed out a breath.

      Peter shifted into Park and turned the key. The engine turned over but wouldn’t start. His tailpipe was probably full of snow, which meant there was no way for him to keep warm.

      He had a dilemma. Stay in the car and possibly freeze or head back to where he’d seen a mailbox sticking out of the snow and hope he could find the associated cabin. Of course, he could get out of the car, get even further lost and freeze to death, anyway. But it was already four o’clock and soon the sun would be going down. He needed to do something.

      Never one to just sit still, he tugged his stocking cap lower over his ears, pulled up the hood of his parka, and tied it so only his eyes and nose were exposed. He pocketed his keys, grabbed his flashlight, his satchel containing his paint, brushes, and canvas, and stepped out of the Bronco and locked it. If someone made it to his car before he did, he didn’t want them to have an easy time stealing the car. Not that they could, or would for that matter, but old habits die hard..

      The snow whipped wildly past him. He had on his night driving glasses, which allowed him to see better in the storm.

      Snow was up to his knees, making it hard to move, but he worked his way over to the tracks his Bronco left. Walking in the tracks, even though they were rutted, was easier than wading through the huge drifts. Even in the last few minutes, the snow had started filling in the twin tire tracks.

      He must have gone about half a mile when he found the mailbox sitting next to what could have been a road. He also realized he might have only walked one-hundred yards. He looked to the right, behind the mailbox, and thought he saw a light. The soft yellow glow called to him.

      As he approached, he saw a chimney and smelled smoke. Or it could have been only in his head because the snow was coming down too hard for him to smell anything.

      Peter trudged through the snow, which was now over his knees until he finally reached the porch of a small cabin. Climbing the three steps to the deck of the porch was almost harder than the walk had been. He was exhausted and almost done for.

      He stood in front of the door, trying to catch his breath, but the cold air made it almost impossible. Peter raised his fist to the door and pounded on it three times before resting his arm against his right side.

      The door opened, and a woman stood there, her face was backlit by the light from inside and he couldn’t make it out. He did identify that she was holding a fireplace poker. The woman’s red hair looked like it had a halo around it from the glow of the fire behind her.

      “What do you⁠—”

      “Help.”

      “Come in.” She rolled her eyes and placed her right shoulder under his left arm and steered him into the small log cabin.

      “Thank you,” Peter whispered the words just before he blacked out.
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        * * *

      

      Alexis Armstrong tried to keep the stranger from falling to the floor, but he was too big and heavy. She pulled him inside enough to close the door.

      Unable to see his face because of his parka hood, she untied the string and pulled back the hood and the knit cap.

      She sucked in a breath. “Oh, my God. What are you doing here?” She’d been dreaming of a moment like this for months but never believed it would really happen. Good things didn’t happen to someone like her. His dark hair was plastered to the side of his head, and she knew from everything she’d read and pictures she’d seen that he had the most beautiful, deep blue eyes. She shook her head and worked to get him out of his coat.

      Alexis finally removed his stocking hat and parka before dragging him in front of the fireplace. His dark brown hair stuck out in different directions from pulling off his hat. He’d warm up quicker there than on the floor by the door. Then she covered him with a warm woolen blanket, folded a towel for a pillow, and went into the kitchen to start a kettle of water. She would try to wake him in a few minutes after he’d had a chance to warm up some.

      She sat in her overstuffed chair and contemplated her luck. In all her thirty years she’d never been this lucky . The artist she’d been trying to get on the phone for the last six months was lying on her floor. All she needed was one painting. One painting of his to exhibit in her gallery, and she would be saved from bankruptcy. Everyone would come in to see a new Peter Kincaid painting. And they would probably buy other paintings and prints of his new painting. Could she do that? Would he do that for her?

      He groaned. He must be warming up.

      When he awoke, she’d have to get him out of his clothes so they could dry. Thinking about what he could put on, she realized when Ed left her, he left one of his sweatsuits behind. It had been in the laundry, and she’d never given it back. That was two years ago. Why she’d kept the set, she didn’t have any idea since they were too big for her. But now she was glad she did. She also had a large sleep t-shirt he could wear under the hoodie. She went into the bedroom and laid them out on the bed along with a pair of warm wool socks.

      That taken care of, she poured a cup of hot water and placed a tea bag in it. While it steeped, she’d try to wake him up. Lowering to her knees, she patted his face. “Peter. Peter, wake up. You’re safe now. Wake up.”

      He groaned, then opened his deep blue eyes and looked at her. “Where am I?”

      “What’s the last thing you remember?”

      “Seeing an angel with red hair.”

      Alexis chuckled, amused that anyone would put her and angel in the same sentence. “I’ve been called a lot of things, but an angel was never one of them.” She sobered. “You need to get up. We have to get you out of your wet clothes or you’ll catch your death of pneumonia.”

      He nodded.

      At least, he seemed to understand her.

      Peter threw the blanket to the side, rolled over, got to his knees, and then stood.

      He was a good six inches taller and at least fifty pounds heavier than her, most of which was muscle, but she stayed right beside him in case he became light-headed. They would probably both go down if she tried to catch him, but she’d try anyway.

      “Okay, good. Can you walk to the bedroom?” She pointed toward the door near the fireplace.

      “Yes, I think so.” He walked into the bedroom. His steps were stilted, like maybe he’d frozen his feet, but otherwise he seemed to be pretty steady.

      She followed him. Once in the room, she pointed at the clothes she’d laid on the bed for him. “Those should fit you and there are warm wool socks for you to put on, too. The sooner you get out of those clothes, the warmer you’ll be.” She pointed at the door to the left of the bedroom. “That’s the bathroom if you need it.”

      He nodded. “I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

      “The tea I made should be ready by then.”

      She’d get to know him more after he’d donned the clothes on the bed. Chuckling, she thought how silly her bed must look. The king-sized bed took up practically the entire room, but she’d insisted on keeping it when she moved in here. The cabin was all she could afford to buy, while still being this close to Aspen and her gallery. And she liked being here. The cabin was cozy and comfortable. The cabin fit her personality to a T.

      Peter returned wearing the sweatpants, t-shirt, hoodie, socks, and a smile.

      She was pleased to see he was steadier on his feet, and his color was better.

      “You must really love that bed.” He sat on one end of the sofa while she sat on the other.

      Alexis threw her head back and laughed. “I do. It was the only thing I insisted on when Ed, my ex-lover, left. I let him have everything else, including all the credit card debt. Since he made most of it, he should have to pay it. Despite that, he actually was a good guy. We just didn’t have enough in common.” She gazed over at the bedroom. “I’ve had that bed for more than ten years now. It was the bed Jim and I bought. It has traveled around with me. Ed liked it too and wanted it when we broke up but I wasn’t about to let him have it. In the end, he realized he was being a dick.”

      Peter smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “I’m sorry you went through that.”

      She waved off his comment. “Don’t be. The breakup was the best thing to happen to me. He was a rebound relationship, after my husband, Jim Armstrong, died. I’d known Ed in high school and then we went to college at the University of Colorado in Boulder. We went on a couple of dates to see if something was there but then I met Jim. He was it for me. All I wanted was to marry him and to have his babies.“ She stopped and took a shaky breath.

      “You don’t have to tell me if it’s too painful.”

      She shook her head and continued. “We’d been married almost five years when he got lung cancer and passed away.” She felt the tears come, as they always did, but she kept her eyes open until they dried and she could blink without them running down her cheeks. The technique was something she’d learned how to do long ago. “I’m sorry. You probably didn’t want to know all of that, it’s just I feel like I know you and trust you.”

      “It’s all right. You studied art in collage, so you’re an artist?”

      She shrugged. “Only in the most liberal sense of the word. I know art but I’m not an artist, by any stretch of the imagination. You on the other hand are the most gifted artist I’ve seen since Picasso. I love that you can work in so many mediums and still have that special something that attracts everyone to your art.”

      Peter blushed and dropped his chin. He didn’t smile.

      “I’ve made you some tea. It’s a wonderful blend my mother used to make with black tea and orange peels. Then you can tell me why you were out in a blizzard?”

      The cabin was one bedroom. The main room was the living room, which took up one side and contained a sofa, coffee table, one overstuffed chair, one end table with a radio on it, and a small square dining table with two ladderback wooden chairs. The other side of the room was the kitchen. On the inside wall and in the middle of the two rooms, was an enormous stone fireplace. She’d left the bedroom door open so as much heat as possible went in there.

      “Well, helpful lady, I would love some tea. As for being out in the blizzard, I was headed to my rented cabin. I’m avoiding the reporters and gallery owners and everyone else wanting a piece of me. I sort of crashed and burned, I guess is the best way to put it. I placed one of my latest paintings up in a gallery in Denver. It, admittedly, wasn’t one of my better pieces, but I am just so tired of everyone wanting something from me that I just handed over one of my latest that are in a new style I’m attempting. It wasn’t well received and now everyone is hounding me asking if my career is over. Am I done? I decided to get away and find out. See if I can find my muse again.”

      She frowned, a little embarrassed. “Lady? Oh, right, I didn’t introduce myself. I’m Alexis Armstrong and you’re Peter Kincaid.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “How do you know me?”

      “Uh, unfortunately, I’m one of those nagging gallery owners. I own The Armstong Gallery in downtown Aspen. I’ve been trying to talk to you for six months only to be told. “He’s not taking calls from anyone at this time.”

      He looked down at his lap and rubbed his hands on his thighs. “I’m sorry. I really haven’t taken any calls or returned any messages from anyone except my immediate family. I didn’t even accept calls or texts from aunts, uncles, or cousins. I figured someone had gotten to them since I hadn’t heard from any of them in years before that.”

      “No,” she shook her head and placed a hand on his knee. “I’m the one who is sorry. If I’d known, I might not have been as much of a pest.”

      He covered her hand with his and smiled. “Since you saved my life, I owe you. So, you have me here, a captive audience, so to speak. What did you want to talk about so badly that you would keep calling me for six months?”

      Alexis pulled her hand back, pressed it against the other, and rubbed them together. “I wanted to obtain one of your paintings for my gallery. If I had a Peter Kincaid painting in my gallery, attendance would skyrocket and hopefully sales would soar as well.” She spit it out as fast as she could, afraid if she slowed she’d lose her nerve. Talking on the phone was so much better…less personal…less chance to be hurt and to show it.

      “I hate to disappoint you but I don’t exhibit any of my work anymore.”

      Her shoulders slumped, and she looked up at him. “May I ask why? Your paintings are amazing and I’m not talking about the backgrounds and characters you do for your family’s video games. While they are quite wonderful themselves, I’m talking about your paintings, whether in oil, watercolor, or acrylic, they are so beautiful. Thought provoking and mesmerizing at the same time.”

      “The paintings are my first love.” He closed his eyes for a moment and then smiled. “And in every medium that I could paint with, I loved working with them all.”

      “I can tell by the way you talk that you don’t paint anymore. Why is that?”

      “You’ve heard of having a muse, well I lost my muse. When she left so did my desire to paint. I came up here to try and rediscover my joy for painting, without a muse. Just for the love of it.”

      “I’m sorry. Who was she and where did she go?” She lowered her chin and waved a hand dismissively. “Again, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be prying into your personal life.”

      He turned his body toward her and leaned back against the arm of the sofa. “It’s alright, since you saved it tonight. Her name was Melody. A fitting name for a muse, don’t you think? Anyway, she fell in love with someone else and left me to be with him.” He shrugged.

      She reached over and rested her hand on his knee. “I’m so sorry. That must have been painful. I guess that’s something we have in common, too.” Alexis leaned back against the sofa. Her hands clasped tightly in her lap. “One of the men I dated after Jim died, cheated on me. With my best friend actually. The one person I confided everything in, especially about him. I knew he was cheating, I just never suspected it was with her.”

      He squeezed her hand where it rested on his knee. “I’m sorry. That must have been very hard for you. Losing your husband and your best friend.”

      “Actually, I mourned the friendship more than the relationship. He and I were never truly happy. I don’t know why we even dated as long as we did. I mean, I guess we thought we were in love, but I think it was more that we were just lonely. Once we got over the loneliness nothing else was left. Turned out we didn’t even really like each other very much.”

      Peter tilted his head and smiled. “It’s a good thing you discovered that before you got married. “

      She stared at him for a moment and then stood. “Yes, it was. Let me check on the tea. It’s probably over steeped and it’s likely to be very strong. Would you like milk, sugar, or honey for it?”

      “Honey, please. Thank you…for everything. I’m very glad you found me or I should say, let me come in. I would have frozen to death on your porch otherwise.”

      She walked into the kitchen, prepared the tea and returned carrying a tray with the tea, a pitcher of milk, and honey. Setting the tray on the coffee table in front of the sofa, she handed him a full mug. “I’m just glad I was here and that you found me. I would have hated for you to become another statistic. An artist, who died at thirty-two, and whose art is suddenly worth ten times what is was when you were alive.”

      “Yes, that would definitely be the worst thing in that scenario,” he deadpanned.

      She rolled her eyes and sighed. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong. Let me start again. I’m⁠—”

      He laughed. “I’m just teasing you. I know what you meant.”

      Alexis lifted a brow. “You’re a little ornery, aren’t you?” She put honey and a little milk in her tea, then took a sip. It was definitely strong, but at least, the milk cut some of the bitterness.

      “All of us are, at one time or another. Usually, it’s only around people we know and trust. I must trust you, Alexis.”

      “Well, it’s nice to know you’re so sure about it.”

      He laughed again. “I can tell you say whatever comes to mind.”

      She felt her cheeks heat. “I do. I often get in trouble for saying everything without a filter. It’s a failing of mine, and I’m trying to rein it in.”

      He shook his head as he held his mug. “I like it. It’s refreshing to hear what someone is actually thinking, rather than what they think I want to hear.”

      She took another sip of her tea. “Why would anyone just say what you wanted to hear? I’ve never understood that. How can you get to know someone if they’re just mimicking your thoughts and feelings?”

      Peter set his mug on the table. “You can’t. That’s the point. I don’t want a mimic. I thought I’d found that in Melody. I was wrong.”

      “Well, at least she wasn’t a gold-digger, otherwise she would have stayed.”

      He shook his head. “Not necessarily. I’d already drawn up an ironclad prenup. Melody was well aware of it, and perhaps that’s why she left.”

      “I’m sorry. That’s horrible. I can’t imagine being in your position. You have to hope for the best from a person but expect the worst. That’s not a good way to get to know someone, either.” Alexis sipped her tea, which had grown cold. “So what will you do when we get out of here?”

      He shrugged and took a sip of his tea. “I don’t know. I would like to see your gallery.”

      “I’d like that.” She looked at her watch. “It’s time for the weather report.” Tuning the radio she kept on the end table, they listened to the weather forecast. When the forecaster was done, Alexis turned off the radio. “It looks like you’re stuck with me for another three or four days. Maybe longer, depending on how heavy the snow is. I haven’t seen a blizzard like this in…well…ever. My mother told me about the blizzard of ’82. They were living in Lakewood then and about two feet fell overnight in Denver. Days passed before the roads were clear. It’ll take longer than that up here. I think you’ll be with me for the duration. There’s no way you’re walking to your cabin. The next cabin is the Simpsons. They’re in Florida but their cabin is about two miles away.”

      Peter perked up. “That’s who I rented from…Joe and Estelle Simpson. I can’t believe I got so close when I was lost for an hour.”

      Alexis nodded. “Yup, that’s them. It’s a nice place, ten times the size of mine and has a great view when it’s not snowing. I’m not surprised you were lost. It’s easy to do up here in the best of conditions.”

      Peter leaned back on the sofa and sighed. “Well, I can think of worse things than being stranded in a remote cabin with a beautiful woman. But what about you and your gallery? You won’t be able to get there either.”

      Alexis felt her cheeks heat at his compliment. “With this kind of snow, no one will be out trying to buy or even look at art. I wouldn’t be opening even if I could get there.” He thinks I’m beautiful. No one has said I’m beautiful since Jim died. Not any of the men I dated said I was beautiful, cute, adorable but never beautiful. But does he really mean it or is it just because he’s stuck with me?
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      Alexis stared at him for a moment and then nodded. “Thanks. If you hadn’t come here, you definitely would have frozen to death. I’m the only occupied cabin in this vicinity. All the other places are summer homes or rentals, like the Simpsons’ place.”

      “The rental agent said I could have it all winter, if I wanted.”

      She nodded. “Sure, you could, but the bad thing is the county only plows the main road. Side roads like the one the Simpsons and I are on are not plowed unless you get one of the local guys to do it. They only do it for a fee. I have them on retainer, but I’m the last one they get to because I’m the only one occupying these parts. I know for a fact that the Simpsons don’t have their road plowed in the winter. More than likely, you’d be walking those two miles back here whenever you wanted to go somewhere.”

      She stood and walked to the kitchen. She grabbed the tea kettle, turned off the burner which had been on low, then walked back into the living room, where she topped off Peter’s cup and then hers with the hot water. Alexis returned the empty kettle to the kitchen before she resumed her place and picked up her mug, this time sitting cross-legged on the sofa. She gazed at Peter. “You’re probably hungry. When did you last eat?”

      He shrugged and took a sip of his tea. “I stopped in Aspen for brunch and then headed this way when I noticed the snow starting. The storm didn’t turn into a blizzard until I was over halfway here, and I figured I might as well go forward rather than back. I’m not sure that was the correct decision but I can’t argue with the outcome. If I’d gone back to Aspen, I wouldn’t have met you.”

      “That’s true you wouldn’t. I’ll still try to convince you to place a painting in my gallery.”

      “Well, I’m all yours. At least, until we can return to Aspen.”

      She wondered what he wasn’t saying. Was she wasting her time trying to convince him?

      “I haven’t eaten since this morning.” She looked at her watch. “It’s almost five now. How about I fix us a couple of bowls of my venison stew? It’s really very good. What was your favorite meal as a kid? Mine was when it was the end of the month and money was really tight, but Mom always had staples. In this case they were rice, bread, milk, sugar and cocoa. She would make rice and we ate it like cereal with milk and sugar, along with hot cocoa and cinnamon toast.”

      He nodded and picked up his mug. “That sounds great. Grilled cheese was my favorite meal when I was a kid. I bet I haven’t had one in more than ten years.” He took a sip of his tea. “Not since college. I remember my roommates and I took turns preparing dinners. They all groaned when it was my turn because often I’d give them that same meal. They were almost guaranteed to get it at least once a week, unless my mother took pity on us and sent home a big batch of stew or chili with fresh bread.” He laughed. “My roommates, all five of them, loved my family, especially my mother. A couple of them stayed with us one summer and worked on the ranch, but they didn’t come back the next year. I think they found that ranch work isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

      She stood and walked into the kitchen. “That must have been fun though…having your friends there.” Grabbing the pot of stew from the refrigerator, she placed it on one of the gas stove’s burners. Wiping her hands on the towel hooked on the oven door, she turned. “Do you still see them, your college friends?”

      His expression shuttered and he closed his eyes. Sadness framed his face and he shook his head. Then he opened his eyes and his gaze met hers. “No, I haven’t heard from any of them in years. I thought I would after the first video game went viral. Then after the second and the third. It’s like everything Nick, Ray, and Megan touch turns to gold. Luckily, they brought the rest of us along for the ride. But my so-called friends never reached out. I tried to contact them but was rebuffed each time. Finally, I stopped trying.”

      While she prepared their meal, she kept the conversation going. “You do the art for the Ranger’s Walk video games, right? So it’s not all Nick, Ray, and Megan. They might have designed how the game works, but you’re the one who give their vision life.”

      “Maybe, but Ray provides me with complete character description and background sheets, too. All I have to do is follow his directions.” He shrugged. “It’s not very difficult.”

      “Maybe for you, but for the rest of us, it’s incredibly hard. To do what you do requires talent that not a lot of people have. Don’t shortchange yourself. Peter? Do you ever do large paintings of your video game drawings?”

      He shrugged. “I haven’t before. I suppose I could. Why?”

      “Would you consider doing one for my gallery? I know you don’t want to do a show at any gallery now, and I’m not asking for that.” She lifted one index finger. “Just one painting from Ranger’s Walk. Maybe one that didn’t make it into the final product. It would be unique to my gallery. I’d get video gamers and art lover’s, too.”

      Peter frowned and his shoulders sagged as he stood and walked to the kitchen. “I’ll think about it.”

      Maybe I shouldn’t have asked him. He’s trying to leave all of that behind and I’m asking him to come back into it. That really wasn’t very nice of me.

      She looked at him and clasped her hands in front of her so they didn’t shake. “You know what? I’m sorry. Again. Really, I am so sorry I asked you. I don’t want to put you on the spot. You’re trying to get away and I’m not letting you. Well, you can. I won’t discuss the gallery anymore.”

      He furrowed his brows, reached over and squeezed her hand with his. “No, you don’t have to be sorry. I said you had a captive audience with me, and you should be able to talk to me about anything and ask me anything.” When he gazed at her, his sapphire-blue eyes collided with her emerald-green ones.

      For a moment, she thought they really had, the feeling was so intense. She shook her head and gathered her thoughts. “You’ve heard all I’m going to say on the subject. Now, how about let’s eat our dinner? The venison for the stew came from a friend of mine who is an avid hunter and gave me some meat during hunting season.”

      “I haven’t had venison in a long time. I haven’t taken out time to go hunting in a while. Whenever my father, brothers and I went hunting, we hunted to help with population control and then sat around the fire at night drinking beer. It was just too nice to be away from the ranch. If we managed to bag any deer or elk during that season we usually gave a lot of the meat to friends and we generally stuck with beef.”

      “This is a good batch. Very mild, not gamy at all. I made the stew earlier today. It should be perfect tomorrow. It’s always better the second day.”

      Peter placed his hand against his stomach. “I’m starving so I’m ready to try anything.”

      “Good. I picked up a loaf of crusty French bread yesterday to go with it. For now, we’ll have the sandwiches and soup, but tonight, we feast.”

      He smiled. “Sounds perfect.”

      A small round table with two chairs sat between the living room and the kitchen, directly in front of the fireplace, but far enough away that it wasn’t uncomfortable. “Have a seat and I’ll get this ready.” She jutted her chin toward the table.

      He sat, hands clasped on top and waited while she cooked.

      Alexis set out soup bowls and spoons, then brought over the tureen of tomato soup and ladled the hot liquid into the bowls before getting the sandwiches. She dished up the sandwiches directly from the skillet and set one on each plate before returning the skillet to the gas stove.

      For the next few minutes, silence reigned while they dug into the hot meal.

      Alexis broke the silence. “I heard on the news yesterday that you’d disappeared. What do you plan on doing now that you’ve escaped?”

      He wiped the corners of his mouth with his napkin and looked toward the window. “I don’t know, really. I just knew I needed to get away.”

      “I can understand that, though I’ve never hated something so much I just ran away.” She thought for a moment. “That’s not completely true. I ran, but I was running to something, not away from it, when I opened my gallery.”

      “Yes, but what did you escape to do it?”

      Alexis looked out the window next to the door. The storm was still raging probably would all night. She shivered when she considered his luck at finding her home.

      She rested her elbows on the table and clasped her hands under her chin. “My husband, Jim, died from cancer. At first, it was just lung cancer, though he had many more cancers present when he actually passed. On the June 29th, our fifth wedding anniversary, he was in incredible pain, and the Percocet and the morphine he’d been prescribed weren’t helping. So, he went to the hospital by ambulance because I couldn’t get him to the car by myself.

      “We spent about ten hours in the ER while they took X-rays and CT scans. Finally, he was sent to ICU and it was very late, so I went home, something I will always regret. Anyway, the next morning when I arrived, the doctor was waiting. He said between the CT scan the previous night and the one just three weeks prior, the lung cancer had spread to fill his lung and he now had cancer in his bones, his spine and his lymph nodes. On top of that, he had several broken ribs and his kidneys were shutting down. The doctor flat-out said he was dying, and there was nothing they could do but make him comfortable. He was in incredible pain. Jim said to the doctor, ‘Suicide. Where do I sign?’ I placed him into hospice there at the hospital. They didn’t even transfer him to another room. He stayed in the ICU. For a day and a half, he was mostly asleep, as that was the only time he was pain free. At 2:15 AM, on July 1st
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