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    Bobby Thomas

 

I would like to dedicate this book to Bobby Thomas

Thank you for an amazing time, a lifetime of memories , 

You will never be forgotten. 

I also would like to dedicate this book to anyone who has lost a partner or going/went through similar experiences, remember prayer will see you through, and  always remember no one can take away from what you and your partner shared.  

      

    



It had been a year since my partner and I found out about his cancer. I would never forget the first day he told me. I was at work; my partner, Bobby, called me with the horrible news. All I could do was cry. Ever since my mother passed, I've been kind of an emotional wreck.
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My supervisor pulled me to the side and asked, "Ken, what's wrong? Are you okay?" I just held my head down as tears ran down my face. As I formed my lips to utter the horrific news that my love had just delivered to me, nothing came out. "Ken, take a deep breath," my supervisor said to me. "Now, what's going on?" he asked again. "I just found out my partner has terminal cancer." Just saying those words made me cry more.
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My supervisor immediately said, "I'm so very sorry. Go ahead and go home; you should be there with him. Don't worry about clocking out; I'll handle it." "Thank you," I said as I tried to dry the tears from my face, but fresh tears continued to roll down my cheeks.
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I left my supervisor's office, walking through the back of the building and out the door, hurrying to my car before anyone could ask what was wrong. As I opened my car door and got in, I started the engine, but the hurt and sadness I felt were overwhelming. A thousand things ran through my mind. I finally got myself together and headed home.
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I made it to the house, where I found my partner, Bobby, in the living room. I gave him a big hug. "Hey, babe, are you okay?" I asked, knowing that was a dumb question to ask.

He replied, "Yes, just a lot to take in." But I could tell he had been crying and was very emotional as well.
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"I love you," I told him. "And I'll be here for you, and we'll get through this." "Thank you, babe," he said, as we gave each other another hug.
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"Did you tell your mom?" I asked him. "Yes, she and my aunt are supposed to fly out next week," he said. "Okay, that'll be good. Do they have everything together?" I asked. "Yes, they're just looking for a hotel or Airbnb close by," Bobby responded.
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"Let me know; I have some Airbnb credit I could let them use," I said. "Okay, that'll be nice," Bobby said.
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I remember when that week came. Usually, whenever his mom came into town, he would go stay wherever she was. I remember him saying his mom kept trying to get him to move back to his hometown, telling him his treatment would be six hundred dollars, knowing he had insurance, which he had to pay out of pocket, less than fifty dollars, and he doesn't have any support here.
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He reassured her that he had a great support system and that he didn't want to leave me. She even went as far as saying he can't be around dogs, which, of course, she didn't like dogs. The doctors said yes, he can be around pets, that's not a problem. We had four Great Pyrenees. To which I already had two when we met, and they had two separate litters. From the first litter, Max came into our life, and Bobby loved Max, and so we decided to keep him. Then my first two, Bambi and Bentley, had a second litter, and we found forever homes for everyone except for Lola, and I just couldn't bear sending her to an animal shelter, so we ended up keeping her until we can find her a forever home.
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I believe all of this started because when his mom and aunt first arrived here, they couldn't check into the Airbnb until 1:00 p.m., so Bobby texted me saying they're coming to the house until 1:00, and he needed to pack a bag, which I told him it was fine, but the dogs couldn't go outside because the maintenance man was repairing the fence, just a heads up. I guess she felt some kind of way because of that.
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Bobby never wanted to move back to his hometown. He had about six or seven doctors here in Texas. He stayed in Atlanta before he moved to Texas, and he had to go back to his hometown from Atlanta because he had some type of mental breakdown and had such a hard time switching doctors. He told me he was just so stressed, and it was so
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much work trying to find doctors that he didn't want to have to go through all of that again.
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I told him if he ever wanted to move back to his hometown, we could do that, just let me know, I totally support you in any decision you make. He said, "No, I'm staying here.

Thank you for being so supportive. I love you." "I love you more," I told him.









He said his mom was going to stay for another week so that she could be here for his first round of chemo, and she may have to stay at the house. He mentioned that she said she would sleep on the couch if she had to; if not, we could stay at my best friend's house. I told Bobby that I didn't mind if she stayed; it was completely up to him and what he was comfortable with. He was like, "Or we could just get a cheap hotel." But I would rather be at home where I can have a bed, but I don't want to inconvenience anyone or make anyone uncomfortable. My best friend already has people staying with her.
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I said, "Okay, that's cool. I don't care if she stays." It seemed like he felt like it was a problem. He replied, "The other day, I told you we had to stop by, and you didn't do anything to accommodate it. It seemed like you didn't care. It's just so stressful."
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I replied to him, "What did you want me to do? You told me while you were on the way. I didn't have time to clean up. The guy was fixing the fence. I didn't know he was fixing the fence. I was just letting the boys back in, and he asked me to keep them inside. They tell you what time you can check into the Airbnb, so you guys should have already known that, and you guys could have come over, and we could have made accommodations. It's your mother; you should have made accommodations for her.

That's not my responsibility. And I'm sorry that this is stressful for you, but don't stress about it; we'll work it out."
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Around this time, bills were due, so I asked him was he able to take care of his bills, car note, and insurance. He said not yet, because if she stays, he will have to pay for her hotel, which I didn't understand, because she already knew he wasn't really working, and I was paying most of the bills at the house, because he wasn't really feeling well, and he would just help out when he could, which was fine with me.
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So, she ended up not being able to stay and said she would be back for the second round of chemo, which she didn't come, because she decided to go on a girls' trip instead of coming to check on her ill son, and he was really upset and sad about that, and I comforted him and let him know that it'll be okay, maybe she'll come another time or sometime soon. She never did, until a year later, which brings me to now. As I said in the beginning, it had been a year since we found out that my partner, Bobby, had cancer. We have been through so many ups and downs within the last couple of years. We've had good times, fun times, bad times. We made a lot of memories.
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As I lay there, with tears running down the side of my face, staring up at the ceiling, I thought, how did all of this happen? We had just come back from vacation in Los Angeles, and Bobby started not to feel well again. The cancer was already aggressive, and now it was even more aggressive. It had started to spread to his brain and other organs.
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His mom had been here for a whole week. He stayed with her. I used his car, because my car was in the shop. When I took him the car, because I was off for the next few days, his mother tells me, as we're pulling back up at my house, that she needs to talk to me, and to send her my number on social media, which I did, and she never responded, but I could see that she checked the message.
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Before they left, she asked me if I wanted to go to the doctor with them the next day, which I told her I couldn't, because I had an appointment, and she looked at me with a surprise look on her face, "How are you getting there?" as if I was going to ask her to take me. "Uber", I replied.
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Bobby had his job set up to where he would start receiving disability benefits. But his mom called his job and told them that he quit and was moving back to his hometown. So now he wouldn't receive benefits. He was really upset about that, crying and telling me how extra she is. He told me that she was even supposed to take him to his job so they
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could give him a farewell and say their goodbyes. Even people who were off that day came to his job to meet at the specific time. She stood his job up; she never took him.
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I remember we were on the phone, Bobby and I. He was at his best friend's house, and I heard a guy that he hung with say, "So you're leaving?" Then it got quiet, as if Bobby was signaling for him not to say anything. As it sounded like he shifted the phone from his ear, and then I heard the guy say, "Oh, okay." So I asked Bobby what was that about, and he said nothing. And once again, reassured me that he wasn't going anywhere.
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As the week went by, it was the day before his mom was supposed to leave. She texted my phone, saying, "I'm guessing Bobby told you I was taking him home." And that she was on the way to my house to get his things, saying that the doctor said it will be best for him to be around family. Which was incredibly insane, because that exact week that she came, Bobby and I went to about two doctor's appointments, and he needed to start brain radiation ASAP. We even went to get his mask fitted and all of the paperwork and the information that we needed to get him started with his brain radiation. She had been here the entire week, and he didn't get a single radiation.
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Once they arrived at my house, she sat on the couch, Bobby went in the bedroom. She said that, "I really want to thank you for helping and taking care of my son, and I love you for loving him." We are a family. In my mind, I'm like, if that's the only reason you love me, please don't. I haven't had much interaction with her, other than the things that
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I saw and that Bobby told me. And to me, it wasn't more of a motherly love; it gave me more sister and friend vibes. He even told me himself that was their relationship, which is okay, but be a parent first.
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She said that she was going to admit him into the hospital once he got there. He has an appointment with an oncologist to get his radiation started. And said that I could come visit and stay for however long I would like. The entire time that she was saying all of these things, I didn't say a word. All I could do was sit there and cry. She knew he needed brain radiation immediately. She knew my car was in the shop, and I was using his car. She decided to take the car to his best friend's house and park it in the yard. But she told me she was putting it in storage, which I thought was a little strange. The fact that she knew the entire week she was taking him back and didn't say anything to me really didn't sit well with me.



––––––––

[image: ]



Bobby admitted that he wasn't in his right mind at the time because he needed brain radiation. And I just found all of this out the night before he was leaving. We have been together for so long, in this lifestyle, it's like twenty years. What parent in their right mind would just pull someone out of a relationship, from their home, from everything that they know? But most importantly, why would you pull him from brain radiation treatment, which the doctors already told us was very urgently needed?
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Deep down, I knew this would be the worst thing to ever happen. His best friend came over to the house to help his mom pack his stuff. They just threw everything into black trash bags, saying he probably would never wear these things again. And put the trash bag full of clothes into his car and acted as if they're taking it to a storage, when reality, they were taking it to her house.
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As I stated before, Bobby wasn't really working, so I had to pay all the bills, and he helped where he could. I needed a way to work, and she knew that. People's actions show how they feel about you. At this time, I wasn't aware of how she really felt about me, because I was just so hurt and distracted at everything that had just happened.



––––––––

[image: ]



While his mom and best friend left to drop the car off, I tried to tell him that this was a bad idea that you need to stay for your brain radiation, the doctors wanted you to start it ASAP. It's already been a week. He was just so stressed, trying to please his mother, trying to please me, and everyone
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All he could say was, "That's my mom," and, "It's not about what I want." I looked at him in a confused way. "What do you mean it's not what I want? It should be what you want, to stay here and get your treatment as the doctors suggested, and then if you feel you want to go back to your hometown, then go. I totally support you in anything that you do. I've told you that multiple times," but he had no reply.
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Even his best friend had something to say, saying that he should go back home instead of staying here for his treatment. "Hurt people hurt people," I thought to myself. I can tell his mother had never been in a real relationship, had never been loved, so how could she show love properly? If your relationship with your son is more of a friend, sister connection, how could you properly show motherly love? How could you disrespect someone's relationship? How could you go about handling things this way? Why would you wait until the last minute to tell your son's partner that he's leaving? It should have been planned properly.
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