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    To Lin Corbin, a loving mother, a grandmother, and a great-grandmother, a fighter; my inspiration to cherish every moment as a gift from life.
You have lit my childhood brighter than Sirius, the "Dog star" of the night, more vibrant than the sun.
You continue to light my world.
Every morning you awaken to a new day, fighting the battle of time and every day, you conquer that battle. Your strength is astounding.
 I am proud of you, and I am proud to call you, my grandmother.
I love you, Grandma
 
Sirius – "Dog star" is known as the brightest star in the night sky; its vibrant hues of blue and white illuminates 20 times the shining sun.


    



  	
        
            
            "One day at a time"
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I.  Chapter: My life
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Now, feeling I have lived such a seemingly, short life; I peered into the mirror at my own reflection before me. I suddenly began to notice the little features that have significantly changed with time. How my long golden hair flows right below my shoulder blades with each wave flowing perfectly like it were flowing through the ocean or perhaps a small bed of water. My hair being one of my best features even through the pigment changes, from dark to light as I have grown older. The small curve of my upper lip almost perfectly shaped my lips. My bottom lip slightly plumper than my upper lip, yet making the perfect proportion on my slightly oval, rounded face. I drew my gaze to my chestnut, brown eyes noticing the wrinkles that have appeared around them throughout my life. I then took notice to every small detail that had also appeared on my body with time. Given my age, I did feel that I have aged with grace. I cannot help but wonder if I truly had lived a life of experiences that I could be satisfied with when my time on earth expires.

Have I lived through what people now refer to as a bucket list? Meaning all the things you’ve wanted to accomplish or achieve while being on this earth. Was there more to experience? If given the opportunity to do things differently, would I take it? Are these questions that run through every person's head who has been burdened with this type of information? The fear of the unknown; what is beyond this life? Are we in an infinite void of nothing, or is this realm what gets us prepared for what’s to come?

Have I reached my full potential in this life?

I must not be the only mind with uncontrollable thoughts and questions storming through my head like a tornado, destroying every other thought not pertaining to this topic.

The strength one must develop to conquer something such as the fear of dying when you feel so close to it. 

Taking a deep breath, the door suddenly opened, startling me. I gasped for air; while trying to disguise my fearful gaze I locked eyes with my new doctor. “Good evening Mrs. Jones.... The surgery was successful, however under the rare circumstances of your case, we will still have to continue with chemotherapy every 3 months ...,” As she explained in detail, I lost the ability to try and understand her complex terminology about my situation. I also currently misplaced my attention span, which prevented me from listening to the intricate instructions within the treatment process to come. My mind was racing with thoughts, fears, and questions I could no longer form into words, preventing me from communicating effectively. Staying still and silent, I spent most of my time nodding and pretending to pay attention. I felt time rapidly race beside me, as if I were on a crazy, broken ride called “my life.”  I was no longer the captain of “The Lydia ship” that happened to represent my life.

Not having much recollection of the conversation with my doctor, I continued my silence throughout the ride home. 

My life had become a continuous routine of the same daily events, as a retired middle-aged woman. A routine that was now disrupted by an immense number of medical appointments.

	Wake up

	Enjoy tea and breakfast with my best friend (Theo) my wonderful “hum-og” - “Human-dog” not that he is human, however I treat him as such

	Laundry and other duties on my daily “to-do” list

	Lunch dates with my “human” best friend

	Daily walks with Theo to the nearby cemetery

	Relaxation time, preferably watching my Westerns

	Play a few rounds of solitaire on my tablet to kill time







I have obtained this routine for a while now, enjoying the simplicities of life. Trying not to stress the little uncontrollable things that life offers at times. Which seems almost impossible to do now, given the past few months. My life had taken an unfortunate turn of events. There is so much I cannot fully understand at this moment. I have no choice but to gather as much strength as I can to get through this, often times I do question if I even have the strength within me needed to fight this fight.

Is it my time to move on from this life and on to the afterlife, whatever that may be. 

My energy wears thin at times which can be very discouraging for me, making it difficult to stay strong and determined. Sometimes, I fear it may be easier to give up and let the wind take my spirit along with it as it passes by me. 

Trying to ease my mind ... I let my thoughts free; It wasn’t always the easiest thing to do for me. When thoughts generate in my mind it’s often similar to a crazy rainstorm; every drop being a messy thought crashing down, creating a chaotic puddle drowning me in my disorganized thoughts. This only makes me distraught and overwhelmed. Sometimes even angry with myself for lacking the ability to control my thoughts and emotions. Trying to pull myself together, I got out of the passenger side of the car. My youngest daughter, Jenni, asked if I was okay, I nodded and walked to my granny flat on the side of my daughter’s house. My wonderful little pearl white maltase, Theo, greeted me as I walked in. He has never failed to put a smile on my face, regardless of where my day had brought my mood. 

Exhausted by today's events and unfortunate news, all I really craved was some peace and quiet. Walking through my house I guided to my bed and curled up in my fresh cotton sheets, like a baby in the womb.

Theo nudged me, before curling beside me on his side of the bed. It was almost as if he could feel that I needed his comfort more than anything at this moment in time. 

The next few days moved slower than molasses for me. I found myself getting lost on the ticking hand of the clock mounted on my nightstand. Counting every second, as the hand moved every millisecond to the next. I felt like I was frozen, stuck in time, while everyone passed by me, racing through their daily routines. 
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II. Chapter: “You can do this!”
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Forcing myself out of bed this beautiful late morning, I prepared breakfast for Theo and I, well, more like brunch considering we slept our early morning away. Toast with a smidge of butter was our favorite. Some days, we preferred sweet rather than savory, in that case we would substitute the butter for a little jelly. I try to watch my diet and stay relatively healthy when it came to my daily consumption. I also take a handful of vitamins to reduce any deficiency problems that could ultimately cause difficulties with my health. It seemed oddly silly now, the irony of it all, if you ask me. Considering, I was now in the position that forced me to make the ultimate decision, that is if I chose that fight. I had to fight for more time on this earth, but was that what I really wanted? 

Haven’t I lived a healthy life? What have those vitamins to show for?

More harm than good..apparently..

A sarcastic, almost sadistic laugh slipped through my clenched teeth at my thoughts. 

It did not seem fair to me.

Would the energy still be present inside me if I survived past the treatments? 

A walking zombie with no trace of life in my aching bones; was it worth the gamble? 

It was almost hysterical to me, how one could live such a cautious lifestyle yet still have death anxiously awaiting at the doorstep. 

I could feel the bitter taste lingering on my tongue causing a rotten stench of pain and anguish tearing me apart; most of all, I could feel betrayal burning through my skin. I didn’t feel life was being fair to me. All the suffering was beginning to darken my soul; I was becoming bitter. I could feel that bitter monster ravishing me with its attempt to blacken my soul.

I poured a glass of my fresh, sun tea that I let brew in the sunlight yesterday, prior to my appointment. Taking a big gulp, I felt a wind of refreshment. An intense, bold flavor of black tea with a hint of honey. The rich, malty, honey taste lingered in my mouth beyond my sip, which only made me want another delightful sip. Each sip became increasingly satisfying as I drank. I couldn’t possibly fathom the thought of starting a summer day without a cold glass of tea. I sat in my usual spot, on my back patio with Theo, taking in the scenery of my backyard as we enjoyed our delicious brunch. Admiring the pleasant sensory experiences as I took notice to our surroundings. 

I watched the trees flow slightly to the right, as the soft summer winds came in contact with the olive-green leaves. Taking in the fresh aroma of woody pines while the wind caught the scent of the trees before reaching me.

The grass was a vibrant green, which was not always perfect but well maintained depending on the weather, of course.

I also couldn’t help but notice the few small patches of dirt that had been piled up. The dirt piles always accumulate faster this time of year from having to fill in the occasional gopher holes that pop up. Damn gophers!

Absorbing all the different sounds around me, I could hear the birds as each one sang a different lullaby. Every bird's unique tune came together perfectly, creating an orchestra of the most peaceful music. 

Just before my tall, antique grandfather clock struck noon, I decided to pack a few snacks for our afternoon walk to the nearby cemetery. I gathered up a few extra supplies to put in my scooter for Theo, as well as a blanket and some water. Depending on how I’m feeling at the time, will normally determine whether I take my electric scooter. Still feeling a little flushed from yesterday, I decided today would be an ad venture with our scooter. Theo always sat on the base of my scooter, in between my feet. Watching people as we traveled up the small slope to the site. He really enjoyed our little outings just as much as I did, maybe even more than I, at times.

“Let’s go, Theo,” I instructed

He had been doing exceptionally well on our rides recently, that I rarely felt the need to buckle him in his harness anymore. Some may not agree with that decision, but he was a very well-behaved dog that I never felt the need to worry.

Whisking through the wind, feeling a nice summer breeze upon us, we made way to our destination. 

To my surprise there weren’t many people out and about today. It was a marvelous day for people to venture outdoors. The sun wasn’t unbearably beaming either; it was nothing less than a perfect day to be outside in the sun. 

Turning the next corner, I proceeded to find a nice, shaded area to park my electric scooter under a huge pine tree. I began gathering up a few things to prepare us for a little walk through the park towards the cemetery. I had hoped to find the perfect spot where we could sit down to relax and indulge in a snack before paying our respects prior to the sun setting for the evening.

Suddenly...... an abnormal gush of wind came racing through, sending an electrical current through my body, causing me to tremble in fear. Everything in my body began to tense up in an instant. An immediate feeling of extreme unease flooded me, filling my mind with nothing but regret. I should have thought twice before coming outside today, but before I knew it Theo had bolted! In seconds he was gone, startled by what had transpired since our arrival. 

“THEO!!” I screamed attempting to howl over the forceful winds that had formed out of nowhere. Everything happened so fast; I hurriedly ran after him in hopes he wouldn't go far. The little amount of energy I had within me was put to the test. I converted every single feeling and emotion into enough energy to push through the winds. I ran as fast as I could, forcing myself to keep going.

How could I have been so absent minded? I should have harnessed him. 

I thought to myself as I watched him dash away, going farther from me, so far that he soon became nothing but a small white speck. 

I had to stop; I couldn't do it anymore...the pain was excruciating. My body was weak, like I’d been run over by a semi-truck, yet miraculously survived. Struggling to breathe, a tear escaped down my cheek. I started to observe my surroundings while trying to keep my composure enough to now focus on my well-being and safety. But, before I knew it, I was lost; I no longer recognized where I was.

Still gasping for air, a sudden rustling noise nearby caught my attention. There in front of me in a bundle of bushes peered Theo with a playful look in his eyes; he barked joyfully. I could only see his face through the scribble bush because his body was hidden by the less revealing parts. 

I whistled, which normally would get his attention, but this time it didn’t work. He didn't come. In a slow attempt to make my way towards Theo, I slightly moved each foot successively to ensure he wouldn’t think I was playing with him. My body certainly couldn’t
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