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      This book rides rollercoasters of both physical and emotional nature, confronting death head-on while exploring grief and acceptance. It includes a light intimate scene and a death that is neither violent nor graphically described. However, the narrative is not solely characterized by darkness; unexpected and uplifting moments are prevalent, revealing a narrative that transcends initial impressions.
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      In nine days, my life will be over. There isn’t an asteroid plummeting to earth that will wipe out humanity. Alien ships aren’t on the horizon, poised to attack us. There isn’t some huge natural disaster imminent either. No, nothing as dramatic as that is happening. The world will go on as usual. It’s just me, Kavan M. Garcia, that isn’t.

      Some people might know approximately when they will leave this life due to an illness and/or disease, but most have no idea. Just one minute, they’re here, and the next, they’re not. I haven’t decided yet if knowing down to the millisecond when I will leave this life is lucky or not. All I know is that in nine days, this will all be over.
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        Bangor, Maine

      

      

      Finding out that you only have nine days left to walk this earth is a mind fuck. I stared at the ceiling, not wanting to leave my bed yet. How can this be happening to me? My life was boring, yes, but I was attached to it. There wasn’t much time to dwell on denial. This was happening as unbelievable and sudden as it was.

      Before doing anything, I needed to cash in some vacation days. I could quit, but that felt mean. I liked my boss, Anderson, but I couldn’t exactly say I wouldn’t be around anymore. That’s a conversation I didn’t want to have. Thankfully, work was slow, so I didn’t feel too guilty about leaving him in the lurch. I called with a made-up family emergency that would take me home halfway across the country. I told Anderson that I wasn’t sure how long I’d be gone but took two weeks off to start.

      After reassuring my boss that I would call him if I needed anything, I went back to bed. I was already mentally drained. I eventually needed to accept the fact that my time was now very finite, but coming to terms with my new reality was akin to the grieving process. I suspected that in the next nine days, I would go through some form of the stages of grief.

      I stared at the backs of my eyelids while my mind went everywhere and nowhere. I thought back on my life. I supposed at forty-six, I’d had a decently long life. I had hoped for at least a few more years, but forty-six was a good run. I’d traveled a fair amount and had my share of loves, and if I was honest with myself, I had been coasting along almost stagnant for the last few years. Maybe now was a good time to leave this life behind before things went on the decline. Well, it's not like I had a choice now.

      There were so many things I should probably do, yet I was immobilized to do anything. I wasn’t even sure how long I’d been lying on my bed, my mind a jumble. There were people I should talk to or see, places I should go, affairs to order. I was thankful I had no kids, pets, or lovers to deal with. I don’t think I would have accepted my fate if I had major anchors in my life such as those.

      Most of my affairs were, in fact, already in order. I did have a will and enough insurance to cover any debts and pay for cremation. My inner circle of friends already knew what I wanted done with my ashes. Most of those plans were originally made in my twenties because I didn’t want anyone to be stuck with the burden of trying to make those decisions if anything happened to me while I traveled the world. My mind drifted through the laundry list of things that typically happened when someone passed, and I checked off each one as already arranged.

      So, now what?

      I looked at the watch on my left wrist. I had eight days and a little over fourteen hours left. What to do? Maybe I should have made one of those bucket lists when they were popular? They seemed so cliché and over-hyped then, but it sure would have been handy now.

      One important thing was going to put a crimp in any plans I made—money. My credit wasn’t the best. I made enough to cover the mortgage on my little house and take one decent vacation a year. Some would think that with my education and intelligence, I should have been rolling in the dough at this age. And I could have been. I could have taken some corporate job that sucked the soul out of me but earned half a mil a year. Had I gone that route, I would have burnt out from working sixty-hour weeks long ago and probably died of a heart attack in my corner office years before.

      I would have been miserable and ultimately bored. I want to think that if I had gone that route, I would have left before I died alone in my office, just out of boredom alone. But that’s not the route I took. The wanderer and nonconformist in me balked at that kind of life. Instead, I spent my thirties traveling while doing remote freelance work. I did anything from small graphic design jobs to editing college papers to being a virtual assistant. I made enough to keep gas in my VW Beetle. I wasn’t suave enough to drive around an old one or handy enough with a wrench. But in 2002, as a graduation present to myself for my bachelor's, I bought a brand-new Beetle in cornflower blue.

      The Beetle got left at my mom’s house while I went to Ireland for my post-graduate degree. Well, the first one, anyway. I originally went to study policy-making and global market analysis. It was all very boring in the end, and I got distracted by medieval history. Living in Ireland and so close to England, it was easy to get sidetracked by the history that surrounded you daily. After I finished my practical degree, I stayed and got the not-so-practical degree in history.

      Unfortunately, by the time I returned home four years later, the economy was in the dumpster. I had briefly contemplated staying in England and pursuing a doctorate program. But I’d learned what I wanted to, and I had no desire to hole up in a university for who knew how long doing research. I attempted to find a job utilizing my seldomly used statistics and analysis skills. I had a brief dream of working for one of the ABC agencies as an intelligence analyst. It turned out that if you weren’t fresh out of college, they rarely hired you unless you were some genius, and the closer you were to the cut-off age, the less hirable you were.

      I shrugged that disappointment off with the fact that I probably would have been bored to tears within a year and then stuck there until I died in some basement office out of obligation. That left the corporate world, which I had the opportunity to join after a stint in Georga for a research and analysis job . That offer had vast potential for career growth and ladder climbing, which would have required suits every day and conforming to the corporate model. I recoiled at the thought and fled quickly before I was lured in with a higher salary offer. Because, again, I didn’t want to die alone in an office, overworked, over-stressed, under-sexed, and lonely.

      I realized then that I’d given a lot of thought over the years to how I didn’t want to die. I’d spent the last two decades hell-bent on not dying of boredom and locked in a box, no matter how fancy that box was. I wasn’t going to do that now either. An idea sparked in my brain before I went back to thinking about one of the last times I saw my mother.

      With my Beetle in all its shiny blue glory packed and a hug from my mom, I went east. I spent those years primarily traveling around the south before slowly making my way north along the coast. Maybe it was growing up in the southwest, or maybe it was the years I’d spent in Ireland and England, but the East intrigued me. I’d never traveled there besides the airport layovers on my way to and from the other side of the pond.

      Almost six years into my odyssey, I landed a job with the company I worked for now. It’s called Transcribe, Inc. Yes, it was very original. All they did was transcribe anything and everything from documents to dictation in any language. I started in medical transcription but quickly moved up to legal. When Anderson found out I had a background in European history, he stole me from the legal department to work in his office, which handled historical documents from Western Europe.

      That kind of work required that I be more stable and have a better home office than just my laptop in whatever small room I happened to be renting at the time. I had just arrived in Maine, specifically Bangor, when Anderson offered me my current position. I had saved a decent chunk of money and decided that Maine was as good a place as any to set down a root or two. I could hop over to England or mainland Europe easily or travel down to New York, where one of Transcribe’s corporate offices was if needed.

      I opened my eyes to the dark blue ceiling of my room that had hand-painted unicorns and dragons on it in various sexual positions. Those were the kinds of things that I spent my money on. Who else did you know that commissioned pornographic artwork painted on their walls and ceilings? Because, yes, other rooms in my little house sported the custom artwork.

      I had built myself a comfortable life here where I didn’t feel tethered permanently but had a home nest, so to speak. I had a few local friends and had a lover or two since I’d been here, but those, like all the others, were fleeting. No one felt like home or made me want to hold onto and never let go. Perhaps that was for the best since I was leaving soon. It would have been sad to leave behind someone who truly loved me to grieve for me and the years we missed out on.

      I took a long, slow breath and let it out just as slowly. I couldn’t do anything until I knew how much money I could get. I got out of bed, running a hand over the short, mostly salt and pepper curls on top, and walked across the hall to my office. I tried not to get distracted with making a mental list of what I should take on my last road trip. It was the only logical thing for me to do.

      I knew that out of the very small number of people I’d want to see in these last few days, one was in Seattle. If I timed things just right, I’d have enough time to get there. Being on the opposite side of the country was perfect for me to make the other stops I couldn’t live with myself not taking.

      While I could have flown from place to place, I didn’t want to be confined to the timetable or the hassle of the airports. I would much rather have the open road and my schedule dictated only by my bladder, stomach, and the charge on the SUV.

      It was time to hit the road. I didn’t have my old beetle anymore. I finally traded it in a year after settling in Bangor. Now, I had a bright blue electric VW SUV straight off the assembly line in Tennessee.

      With charging stations attached to all gas stations, making a trip across the country wouldn’t be a problem. But if this was my last trip, I wanted to do it in some style. No scary roadside motels this time around. I’d spent enough time in those over the years. I took a seat at my desk and started making reservations and a travel plan.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Day Two]
        

      

      I took one last look around my house. It was simple, and because I had lived out of a suitcase for nearly a decade, I didn’t have much in the way of trinkets or decorative items that some people tended to collect. My neighbor Paul commented once that most people might go the other way if they’d lived as minimally as I had and filled a whole house with stuff. I agreed but was glad the urge to buy things to fill space never hit me.

      I did like my color though. Each room had different colored walls, and my office and bedroom had the custom art. My bedroom had a wall with an entire dragon filling it, which I would miss watching over me as I slept in these coming days. My office walls had several prints and a few original pieces from an artist who did spectacular drawings of men naked and half-naked doing the most scrumptious things. What I liked most about his art was that it portrayed realistic-looking men; the hairier, the better. They came in all sizes and shapes. I found them inspirational. I had thought about taking the ones that were going to be left to one of my best friends whom I would see on this trip, but then he’d ask questions about why, and I didn’t want that. He’d just have to come get them when it was time.

      I turned off all the lights, set the
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