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No Rest for The Living 

 
The kitchen was in a disarray and the smell hit him the moment he walked in. 

Something ghastly was wasted all over the dinner table, and dirty dishes filled the sink and 
spilled out onto the counters next to it. The floors were sticky and covered with what looked 
like juice spills. The trashcan wasted out onto the floor and smelled of rotten food.  

Peter sat his briefcase down on the ceramic tile floor beside the small round breakfast 
table. He hung his jacket on the long back chair, rolled up his sleeves, and grabbed the dish 
gloves. He started with the table and worked his way around to each counter and then the 
dishes. He was working up a sweat before he realized it. His eyes grew blurry as tears and sweat 
mingled together on his face. He wiped it away with his arm and kept working. 

Thoughts of regret held him captive. He would come home more often to see his father. 
His mom had been gone for years and he just up and left his father all alone. His father needed 
him now and he was going to do better and spend more time with him.  

Several hours had passed and he had made it to each room, including the bathrooms, 
and cleaned and sanitized to the best of his ability. He changed the sheets in his father’s room 
and laid down some new pads and moved the bedside commode closer to the bed. His home 
was ready to receive him. He had just started a load of clothes when he heard the car pulling 
into the driveway. He was finally home.  

Peter rushed out to greet his sister Mandy and brother-in-law Jeff to help with his 
father. He immediately noticed the tears in his sister’s face and the frown on her husband’s. 
Something is wrong. They got their father into the wheelchair, up the ramp, into the house, and 
into bed all in one piece. Peter cornered his sister brining in the luggage.  

“What are you not telling me?” he said with a temper.  
“Peter, can’t we talk about this later? It’s been a rather long and disappointing 

weekend.” 
“I know! You haven’t called me once to let me know anything except to get the house 

ready for his return. I want to know right now!” Peter could feel his heart racing in frustration 
and fear.  

“Fine! You want to do this now? Fine, here it is! Dad is dying and there is nothing they 
can do. You happy now? That’s why I haven’t called you because it was all bad news and I was 
waiting to tell you at a more appropriate time then over the phone.” 

“What do you mean, dying?” Peter said stunned.  
“Exactly what I said. He is dying Pete. No cure or treatment will help him.” 
“That doesn’t make any sense. He had a fall! How can someone be dying from a fall?” 
“Pete, he fell because he was already sick. You saw the house. He’s been sick for a while 

he just didn’t tell us. He has stage four stomach cancer.” 
“What do we do now?” Peter said with tears in his eyes.  
“We make him comfortable,” Mandy said as she brushed past her brother dropping a 

bag at his feet for him to carry inside. Peter grabbed the bag and slunk inside. It still didn’t make 
sense. How does someone go from living to dying over a weekend?  

Peter walked inside his father’s room and took a look at the fragile and feeble father 
that he had once known. He was pale and washed of all color. His skin appeared to lay over his 



bones and his eyes had sunken into his head and made his forehead protrude further out over 
them.  

How did he miss this? He longed for the years of business that had consumed his time 
and kept him away too long. The empty promises to his father of trips home again now plagued 
his mind. He looked around the large bedroom that was full of memories that will haunt him 
now. There is only rest for the dying and no peace for the living.  

 
 


