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“Are you OK?” she asks.
Gagging, dry-heaving, I stop, straddling my bike.
“Let it go.” 
A minute later she says, “When you’re done, we’ll continue.” 
“I’m Good,” I respond, but I’m not really.
“Take as much time as you need,” she says.
We continue slowly down the road.
Quitting will not be an option.
Lisa, my coach. 
Pushing me.
Because of her, I’ll recover. 
Put cancer in the rearview mirror.
Live my life again.

