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Daily Cleaning (69 words)
“Lisa,” I yelled, fresh from the shower.
“Coming,” came the reply from the living room.
I lay on the bed, a towel underneath me. 
Lisa had the bandages and ointment. She donned gloves. 
Gentle hands, guided by loving eyes, cleaned around the feeding tube and then placed gauze around it.
Our daily ritual.
“Love ya,” I said, inadequately. 
I should have said “You’re saving my life”, because she was.  

Kisses (75 words)
“It’s been three hours and fifteen minutes since our last kiss,” I said, holding my watch for her to see.
“Your timing is impeccable, as always,” she said without looking up, her attention on her computer screen and a game of bridge in progress.
“You know I need kisses.”
“You can wait a minute”
“OK, now”
I gave her a kiss, then another, and another, and yet one more.
Good for a couple more hours.

Riding Bike (71 words)
“Are you OK?” 
Gagging, dry-heaving, I stop, straddling my bike.
“Let it go.” 
And then a minute later, “When you’re done, we’ll continue.” 
“I’m good,” I say, but I’m not really.
“We’ll take as much time as you need.”
We continue, slowly, down the road.
Quitting will not be an option.
Lisa, my coach. 
Pushing me.
Because of her, I’ll recover. 
Put cancer in the rearview mirror.
Live my life again.


