The Last Day 

My three daughters walk in and out of the room, like tag-team boxer coming in for another round, if there were such a thing. I'm sure they wouldn't put it that way, but that's the way they look. Instead of being doused by a wet sponge as they leave, they walk down the hall, where Mrs. Carter plays the piano. She never says much anymore, but from the look on her face, it seems like her conversations have just shifted, to a warm place with old friends. She plays old tunes from the 30s and 40s and the occasional classical piece. Her songs never seem to begin or end. One song blends into the next, seamlessly. After an hour or two, she trails off, stands up, and leaves. No crescendo or coda, no tidy afterthought. The folks who roll in and sit for a while never notice her finish exactly; they hear the silence, look up, and know she's done. I never traded more than a few sentences with her, but I always liked her.
The last month has been too long. I was relieved when my doctor told me I didn't have much time left. People live too long anyway. Anyone who knew much about me died a long time ago. I'm left with cheery doctors hell-bent on doing good and old ladies walking around like ghosts. It would be nice if someone were still around who saw me as I used to be, not the pathetic form who can't even pull his pants up by himself. I did things, you know. I was important. Don't doubt that for a second.
All I want is for one of my daughters to run her fingers through my hair, like my mother used to do. I loved when she did it during a rainstorm, when I could feel the fury and the peace outside. It always felt like things had become blessedly still, just for a moment. Every piece of me was firmly pressed against the ground, with an added push that made things feel solid. My wife ran her fingers through my hair right before she died, and no one has thought to do it since then. I'll probably forgo that last request. What kind of man would ask his daughter to run her fingers through his hair?
[bookmark: _GoBack]I do wish it would rain. A hot, drenching, overwhelming summer rain. All I ever see when I look out my window is plush, neon-green grass and palm trees with shallow roots. I'd love to walk around in the rain, fully clothed, and feel the accumulation build on me. I'd love to feel the weight as the water slowly pulled me down. These drugs make me feel like I'm floating, and I can't imagine a more nauseating experience. I have beautiful dreams of blue, of sliding deeper and deeper into the ocean as the pressure builds.
I don't have much of a place here anymore, and the place I do have I don't want. No more hanging around. It's time to go.
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