A Lady of Courage
Her hair was many shades of blonde, curly, and short.  She normally stood short, but appeared tall with her 1 inch heels and her shoulders pulled back. Her makeup was bright and her clothes fit snug against her body. Her confidence was obvious through her appearance.  She was known for her kindness and generosity. The way she could see beyond the faults of a person and see potential was remarkable.  Her ability to love and forgive was unimaginable.   She was a giver and would help anyone she could.  She was a working mother of four that adopted two sisters that had no home. She was a wife, a friend, and the lady that impacted my life.  Her name was Pat Whitlock.  
  She battled cancer once, but went into remission.  At the time, I was too young to realize the seriousness of the illness, but as long as she was present in my life that was all I needed.  Life continued until one day the cancer came back.  This time the cancer was much worse.  Her hair began to fall out due to chemotherapy.  I can remember the night my dad shaved her head.  He tried to make it as comical as possible.  He even went to the extent of shaving his own head to support her.  She continued to smile, even with her bald, shiny, pale scalp.  Her face transformed appearing childish and her once plump body became thin.  Months passed as I noticed things changing in the house.  She was unable to be the independent working mother that she once was and was now confined to a couch on the sun porch. Her eldest daughter was now her caregiver twelve hours a day. She not only stands short, but extremely short as her immune system weakened her ability to stand.  Her clothes were now loose and her makeup only consists of a little rouge.    She had gone from young and vibrant, to young and frail.  The cancer had overtaken her body.  She would not have long to live, but it was not apparent to me. Her smile seemed to give me reassurance.  The illness eventually overwhelmed her body, but the battle she fought so bravely.   She continued to smile through a journey that defeated her.  It took a lot of courage and dignity for one so independent to embrace such chaos. I only hope that one day if I must battle such an illness in my life that I embrace it with dignity and courage as she did. Although she is only here in spirit today, I live out my life full of her memories. She was my mom, Pat Whitlock.

