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Condensed Novels and Short Stories

1. “He Has Not Left Me”
By Joyce Brothers

My husband was tall, trim and handsomelll, He played
W three times a week and rode his bike for miles. Weekends
he gardened, cut brush, sanded floors, put up shelves. Milt
was a Whealthy man.

Then in his early 50s, he developed hypertension. His internist
put him on medication and advised him to stop smoking. A .
few years later, he developed a heart flutter’ His doctor
prescribed more medication and again asked him to stop
smoking.

Milt was a physician. He knew that tobacco causes
cancer and death. Yet he smoked like a furnace. Now he told
me he wasn’t going to smoke anymore. But he didn’t really
stop — he just wouldn’t smoke when I was aroundP!.

On the morning of July 2, 1987, two days before our
38th wedding anniversary, Milt noticed blood in his urine.
On July 9, he checked into New York’s Mount Sinai Hospital,
where he has been on staff almost all our married life.
The surgeon found a malignant polyp! inside his bladder.
He cut it out and told us he thought he had gotten it all.
‘Milt would need a checkup every three months, but the
prognosis was good.

Though Milt was optimisticc I remained worried. I
learned that bladder cancer kills some 9700 Americans a year,
and half these cases are caused by smoking.



By late summer Milt resumed his practice. At times his clothes
smelled of smoke when he came home at night. I think he tried,
but even knowing he was putting his life at risk, he found it
impossible to stop. Still, he was feeling stronger, and we picked
up the threads of our lifel’! . It was a time of closeness for us,
happier still because of our narrow escape from disaster(® .

In October, Milt went into the hospital for his first checkup.
“Everything appears fine,” his surgeon told us.“But we won’t
know for surell until we get the biopsy results on Monday.”

Monday dragged on and onl®l . It was after 5 p.m. when
the call came. Milt listened intently. At one point, a tear trickled
down his cheek. I had never seen him cry before.

Finally, hesaid, “Well, thank you,” and hung up. The cancer
had reappeared. I threw my arms around him. “You're strong,”
[ told him. “You can beat it.”

He ran his finger around my face and summoned a
half smile®”. “I’ll do my damnedest,” he promised. “I've got
a lot to live for.” ‘ T

I'd had a dream that death was in bed with me. Death was
a man, a strong, burly man. Curled up facing away from him,
I could feel the hair on his chest, the stubble on his chin.
I could smell his breath. I knew death had me in his grasp.

Milt underwent a risky but successful eight-hour operation
to have his bladder removed!" . I learned that he would almost
surely be impotent. But I assured him that life itself was all
that mattered ') now .

Milt never smoked again after the surgery — it took a scare
of this magnitude to make him stop. As soon as he quit, his
heart flutter went away. I could not help thinking, if you had
only stopped 20 years ago, none of this would have happened.
How could he have been so stupid! T was angry. I am still angry

2



about this.

Milt’s recovery seemed to go well, and he began seeing pa-
tients again. But in January, 1988 he got a pain in his abdo-
men, and another exam showed that the cancer had spread.

Miit’s oncologist started him on chemotherapy. The side ef-
fects 'were horrendous: his hair began to fall out, he got ex-
hausting hiccups!'? and he was in constant pain. I was able
to stop his hiccups with gentle massages. 1 would also brush
his hair. He grumbled that I was babying him{B3! , but he
loved it. I loved doing it. These were peaceful hours, and I felt
overwhelmed by my love for him.

By spring, Milt had to close his office. He got hundreds of
letters and calls, which cheered him immensely. I don’t think
he had realized quite how much his patients liked him and
how very important he was to them.

Milt’s had been a very special practice. He took medicine se-
riously, but he liked to have fun. He told terrible jokes, and
every Friday afternoon he held a “medical conference.” That’s
what he called it, but it was really a party for nurses.

A saleswoman who examined Milt’s accounts before we
sold the practice told me, “I have never seen a doctor who car-
ried so many people on the books.” After final negotiations I
took one last look around. The lawyer said, “There’s nothing
special about his office, except that the walls are filled with
laughter.” <

Milt was now in and out of the hospital so often that my
visits to him there seem like a blur. In our conversations we
never talked about death. Imstead we would say, “When I get
back on my feet...” or “As soon as you regain your strength...”
We always kept the future open.

For both of us, reminiscence, too, became a pleasure and
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comfort. “Remember when...?” Milt would say, and we’d start
talking about old times. We had a lifetime of memories. I held
every one of them close.

He seemed to be feeling stronger one sunny October morn-
ing, so I drove him up to our farm in the country. We
stopped to buy eggs from the woman down the road so we
could have our ritual weekend breakfast. Milt made the coffee
and eggs. Fried eggs were his culinary specialty. He had a
frying pan dedicated to eggs. I was not allowed to use it for
anything — he never even let me wash it. I made the toast
and squeezed the orange juice. He ate everything. I was thrilled
— he had not eaten that much for weeks.

After breakfast, he went upstairs alone and looked around.
Each bedroom represented long weekends of hard work. Over
the years we had scraped and painted until each room was
fresh and welcoming. .

Then he went outside. I watched him stand looking at the
meadow where our daughter, Lisa, had been married 12 years
before. I watched as he walked down to the brook where he
and our grandson Micah used to fish.

He rested awhile, and then we got ready to leave. The last
thing he said as he locked the door behind us was, “It’s so
beautiful here.” There was a wistful note in his voice. We both
knew he would probably never see the farm again.

That falll™ and winter, Milt’s health went steadily
downhill. The cancer spread to his bones.

He grew weaker, thinner — and angrier. I understood. After
all, life is sweet; who wants it to end?

When Lisa’s fourth child, a girl, was born January 6, 1989,
I booked a flight to Iowa to see the baby. “Give her a Kkiss
from me,” Milt told me from his hospital bed.
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The next day, I held little Ariel in my arms. I kissed her,
and kissed her again for her grandfather. But I stayed only ‘an
hour. T felt uneasy being away from Milt.

Once homell5} | T was tired and thought I'd wait to see Milt
in the morning. Something made me change my mind. I went
to the hospital and up to his room. When I teok his hand, he
opened his eyes.

“Oh, Joyce,” he said. “Sit down.”

He closed his eyes again, and I sat beside him, holding his
hand.

I talked for hours, telling him about Lisa’s new baby and
about our other grandchildren. I reminisced about our
courtship, about the farm, about everything that had been im-
pottant to me in our life together. Then I told him over and
over how much I loved him and how happy he had always made
me. I do not know if he heard me. Finally, well after mid-
night, the nurses told me I had to go. My telephone woke me
before 6 a.m. Milt had just died.

When I walked into his hospital room, Milt was still lying
in the bed. He looked peacefully; the cruel lines of pain had
left his face. I kissed him good-by.

There was no time for grief. There were only details: people
to notity, flowers to order, the funeral to arrange. I was too
busy and numb to feel anything, which was a blessing.

At the service, two of Milt’s colleagues spoke about him,
and their sweet words pleased and comforted me. I was hungry
to hear people talk about him. The hardest moment came at
the cemetery. There is nothing worse than watching the coffin
of a loved one being lowered into the raw ground.

Still, it was not until a few days later that I really grasped
that Milt was gone. Then it hit me: he would never walk
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through the door. Never hold me again. I got up and made
coffee and contemplated the rest of my life, with tears
streaming down my face.

As a psychologist, I had lectured and written about grief
and loneliness hundreds of times. But suddenly I was facing
them myself, a new, unknown territory, and the pain was
horrendous, unceasing and cruel. I'd cry when I reached out
in the night and Milt was not there. I’d pass a restaurant he
and I used to like, and tears would start anew.

The standard reaction to a widow’s tears is to say, “There,
there, You mustn’t cry. Tears won’t help.” But tears do help.
They are a kind of emotional first aid. A widow will stop
when she no longer needs to cry. I went through months of
obsessive remembering. And every memory triggered tears.

When someone asked me if I felt angry at Milt, T was
shocked. Angry with my husband? Never!

But I was. Whenever I thought about his having smoked all
those years, knowing fully well that cigarettes can kill, I was
enraged. There were so many things we had looked forward to
doing together. Our life was truly golden. Now all of it had
been snatched away by those lousy cigarettes. '

It was nearly a year before I was able to think of Milt with-
out crying. The turning point came when I remembered how he
used to call me the Cabinet Lady. I tend to leave cabinet
doors open when I'm cooking. Milt would say, “I see the
Cabinet Lady is here. You're going to hurt yourself one of
these days.” And I'd reply, “I'm too short to hit my head.’

One day I ran head-on into an open cabinet door and
raised a huge bump on my forehead. After the “ouch!” I
thought about Milt’s millions of warnings. Despite the pain,
I smiled.
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But my greatest weapon for recovery was something Milt
had told me after my father passed awayl!®l. “He has not left
you,” Milt said. “Children always carry with them a part of
their parents’ souls. Husbands and wives remain part of each
other.”

I knew he was right. Milt was part of me. From that time
on, life gradually began to brighten again. I still said “our”
and “we”, and T still cried, but less and less. It had been a
hard year, a terrible year. I had felt that loneliness would eat
me alive. But I had survived.

Today I am more accepting of the changes I've faced. I've
started looking beyond my own horizon. My grief has also, I
think, made me more sympathetic and sensitive to people. I
have learned how comforting a few understanding words
— and shared tears— can be.

I will always have a pocket of sorrow in my heartll7] | but
that will not keep me from plunging into life again. It will
make me value every living minute, because I know how pre-
cious each one is. And I will speak out against smoking when-
ever I can.

The second spring after Milt died, I had another dream, and
it was like a gift. We were at the farm, just the two of us. It
was snowing, but the house was warm, with a fire blazing on
the hearth.

Then, suddenly, Milt and 1 were outdoors in bright sunlight.
We were holding hands and laughing, slipping on the snow as
we made our way down hill. But when we got to the brook, a
miracle: daffodils were blooming on low, woody bushes. The
trees blosomed with roses and daisies. And Milt was no longer
bone-thin and drawn, no longer angry, no longer ravaged by
cancer. We went back to the house together, our arms full of
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flowers.

Notes to the text:

1. handsome: It is often used to limit a male person or thing
while beautiful is used to describe a female person or thing.
Ex.

His wife is said to have been very beautiful in her youth.
Tibet is famous for its beautiful scenery.
When the handsome young actor appeared on the stage,
all eyes were fixed on him.
The word pretty is used to express the meaning of small
and lovely, so it is often used to praise a little girl
or young woman.
She looks very pretty in that blue sweater.
There is a pretty lake inside Peking University.
2. a heart flutter: an irregular movement of the heart. We have:
atrial flutter L FF$h3)
diaphragmatic flutter b3}
impure flutter A% F b3
mediastinal flutter ZAK%$h3h
3. I was around: I was in the area, in some place near. Ex.
Please stay around the house.
She is around somewhere.

4. a malignant polyp: a type of small diseased, unnatural growth
in the body, which is serious enough to cause some kind of
cancer and death if not properly treated. ¥ EH.

5. the threads of our life: also the thread of life, meaning
lifeline.

6. narrow escape from (disaster): with a small margin. Ex.

His father got a narrow escape from death last year.
The two boys skating on the river with thin ice had a



narrow escape from drowning.
7. for sure: for certain, certainly, undoubtedly. Ex.
Who could know for sure how the public respond to this
new film?
Her mother won't live long, and that’s for sure.
8. drag on and on: go on slowly in a dull manner, make or
be too slow. Ex.
The events of the day dragged themselves on tediously in
such a country house.
The meeting dragged on for more than three hours.
9. half smile: to pretend to smile, smile not heartedly, not very
happy. The opposite is all smile.
10. to have his bladder removed: to have sth. done, to suffer
or experience it. Ex.
When I went to town yesterday, I had my pocket picked.
You had better have that bad tooth pulled out.
She is going to have her hair cut.
11. all that mattered: Matter here means to be important, so all
that mattered means to be the most important thing.
12. exhausting hiccups: the hiccups that make the sick exhausted.
13. I was babying him: to treat sb. like a baby, to show a great
deal of care or attention to. Ex.
That boy gets very angry if he thinks he is being babied.
14. That fall: AmE autumn. Ex.
I am going to visit my Danish friends of AArhus
University in the fall.
In the fall of 1960 I graduated from this university and began
to work as a translator in No 4 Ministry of Machinery.:
15. Once home: Once she returned home or came back home.
16. passed away: also pass on, pass over, meaning to die. It is
used politely to express the idea of death. Ex.



His father passed away peacefully at the age of 90.
She was grieved to learn that her mother passed away.
17. a pocket of sorrow in my heart: my heart was full of
sorrow. Here a pocket of is used to express “an amount
of ” or a hollow place or enclosed place. Ex.
a pocket of silence
a pocket of air

Questions about the text:

1. At what age did Milt begin to suffer from hypertension?
And what advice did his doctor offer to him?

2. Is smoking as lethal as arsenic viewed in the final analysis?
Why do some smokers spend so much money to buy ills
and death?

3. Why did Milt check into New York’s Mount Sinai Hospi-

- tal?

4. How many Americans died of bladder cancer caused by
smoking every year according to the author?

5. How did Miit’s wife know that he did not really stop
smoking?

6. What are the side effects caused by chemotherapy?

7. Why did Milt close his office?

8. Did Milt and his wife more often talk about death? What
did they talk about?

9. Where did Milt go and see when he went outside alone in
his farm?

10. Did he have the heart to leave his farm?

11. Milt said, “It’s so beautiful here”. Could you add
something more that Milt thought of and didn’t want to say?

12. Why did the author stay in Iowa for only one hour?

13. What is the hardest moment for the dead person’s family
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