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For all who are broken and hurting





Dark Unknown

T hat moment…that choice that changes everything...

The pathway before you winds through wilderness into deep 
shadows, haunting and beautiful. You stand at the edge alone, longing to 
know where it leads. You step forward, intrigued.

The sigh of the breeze calls you…
The bend in the road draws you…
The breath of the forest chills you… 
You stop, uncertain. A touch of foreboding brushes over your skin. 

What’s ahead, you wonder... Reward or destruction? Do you follow or 
Iee?

You glance back at all that you know. 't—s still there, waiting“the familiar 
and safe. 't reaches for you, pulling you into its light and warmth. You 
reconsider that unknown pathway, its hazards and risks“is it worth it? You 
waver. 'nstead, you withdraw and start to return the way you’ve come… 

Then, that nudge... That whisper again, NCo, no. ”ome this way,+ it 
entices.

You turn forward again and peer into the distance, the dark unknown, 
the cragged and twisted. 't beckons, softly.

Your breath catches, and you answer its call…





The Storm Within

Saskatchewan
May 22, 2013

M y hand rested on the small canvas bag beside me, the one I’d 
packed hastily two hours before. I sat, unmoving, alone in my seat, 

staring ahead, seeing nothing but the fragmented images in my mind, a 
kaleidoscope of my life.

Tires hummed as the bus sped along the unfamiliar  prairie  road, 
oblivious to me and the tug-of-war in my heart. My throat ached from my 
ezorts to stop the tears that spilled relentlessly down my face into my lap. 
MuAed voices drifted over me from the smattering of passengers scattered 
across the other seats. If they noticed me or my red, wet eyes, they were 
polite enough not to let on.

I lifted my gaxe to the window and the scenery that spread beyond 
the glass. H blanket of velvety green covered an eqpanse of low, rolling 
hills, interrupted by the occasional pond that glistened in the evening 
sun. Sere and there, a clumping of bushes, sNuat and feathery, broke 
the smoothness of the terrain, and a rare tree stretched upward. It was 
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beautiful, captivating, this gentle landscape under unending sky, so unlike 
the steep hills and curves and forests I was used to.

The beauty outside the window did nothing to Nuell  the ache in 
my heart. Jaces jashed before me…Cobert, Yack, Ian and Duxanne, my 
parents, baby Fthan. Fach face brought with it a rush of memories, 
overwhelming emotions of love and loneliness, unworthiness and longing, 
?oy and regret.

Hpprehension and doubt swirled together. What am I doing? This isn’t 
me. I don’t stray from what’s safe; I follow what’s expected.

I wanted securityWthe familyWthe babies that were waiting back home. 
Oet I’d already left all that behind months ago. Sow was the possibility 
ahead any worse than what I was already living5

It was all oz kilter, miqed up, foreign, this uneqpected life I’d been 
dropped into. My insides tightened, panic building. It welled up until it 
;lled my stomach, my throat, my head. It was all I could seeWall I could 
hear.

I don’t want to go! I ;nally erupted, my ;sts clenched like an angry child. 
I shrank back. My eyes darted around the bus, but no one acknowledged 
me, my silent cry contained within my own mind. Dtill, I marveled that 
they could not hear the ;erce storm within me…what might be, raging 
against what used to be. Khich was right and which was fear5

I told you, God, I don’t want this! So, why am I on this bus? My lips 
stretched mutely over each syllable, as I hurled the words in my head 
toward Seaven.

Hnd this place I’m heading, I’m not ;t forW
We’re all broken people, Sandra, living in a broken world, called by God 

to minister to other broken people… Kords that seixe me. Kords that melt 
me. The email... The invitation... H stirring in the deepest part of my soul. 
I had to know, so I would goW
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Rot so long ago, I knew the path my life would take. I was Cobert 
Elenn’s wife, married at ?ust twenty years old. I was mother of four babies, 
sweet and beautiful, each one my ?oy, my reason for living. I stayed at home 
to raise them: there was nothing I’d rather have done. Khen they went, 
one-by-one, oz to school, I spent my days keeping house and yard, making 
a home for the siq of us. The years jew swiftly. I devoured books, spent 
time with friends, served in church, and travelled. It was all pretty ordinary 
and predictable. I’d grow old in that house in ;enton, and when it all came 
to an end, I’d be buried in the little country cemetery farther down Jrasier 
Coad.

<ut last Gecember, it all changed. Hbruptly, the course of my life was 
altered by another decision…a dizerent ozer that came out of nowhere, 
one I grabbed up Nuickly and spun into action. It whisked me away, leaving 
all behind, and though I couldn’t foresee it at the time, everything I knew 
was gone forever. The mundane became upheaval…life turned upside 
down.

Khere was ordinary now, I wondered, clattering over a maxe of roads, 
drawing ever closer to my dreaded destination. I hoped it was waiting for 
me…I believed it was…for when this was over, I was going back home.

I looked down at my lap, at my ;ngers that ;dgeted with the xipper on 
my ?acket. I breathed in deeply. It would be okay, I told myself. I’d go, ?ust 
as I’d said I would. I’d look. I’d discuss. Hnd then I’d return to Moose Yaw 
like nothing had interrupted. I could do what I wanted, and that’s what I 
wanted.

Do why was I gripped with cold foreboding, like there was no going back5
The bus droned on, heedless, every mile taking me farther from myself 

and closer to a me I didn’t yet know.





Crystal and Ice

Celebration

Moncton, New Brunswick
November 14, 2012

T he nalv etea.O urs vlf. wlseMevvO

yd edef claoec wsm, wloe .m wloeI .hmfe ’bc vlimsec Mp.h etesd cld 
wms .he Wlf. delsO gebc Mlcec .hsmrHh .he hlsc f.r— .mHe.hesI hevWec eloh 
m.hesI tea.ec mrs wsrf.sl.pmafO kese Me Mese .mapHh.I ma .he m.hes fpceI 
Mp.h hmWef lac Wvlaf wms .m,mssmM nvvpaH eloh mae mw rfO

The lrcp.mspr, Mlf hm.Y.mm ,lad imcpef Wloxec pa.m fel.f .hl. wev. 
.mm f,lvv lac .mm ovmfeO ze. am.hpaH omrvc f.pSe .he ejop.e,ea. .hl. irAAec 
lsmrac ,e .hl. eteapaHO -lacMpohec paI Nrf. l weM smMf wsm, .he wsma.I ’ 
Mlf lvselcd Srfhec races .mm ,lad vldesf mw wlispoO D. wms.dRfeteaI ’ Mlf 
.mm mvc wms .he sec lac ivlox omox.lpv cseff ’ hlc ma races ,d HmMaI ir. ’ 
cpcab. olseO Thpf Mlf ,d apHh.I lac ’ Mlf cseffec .m oeveisl.eO
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yd  wspeacf  lac  wl,pvd  Mese  fm,eMhese  pa  .he  ,lff  iehpac  ,eI 
,rs,rspaH .m eloh m.hesI fhr(paH .heps WsmHsl,fI Wsmilivd imsecO ’ 
Mmacesec pw .hedbc feea ,e om,e paI pw .hed xaeM Mhese ’ Mlf fp..paHO

)pHh.f cp,,ec lac ohl..es cpec lf .he fWelxes lWWsmlohec .he Wmcpr, 
lac Mevom,ec rf .m .he apHh.bf etea.O ’ .spec .m Wld l..ea.pmaI ir. am. 
vmaH pa.m .he fWeeohI ,d ,pac MlacesecO ;paWmpa.f mw Hmvc Hvp..es wsm, 
,d cseff .Mpaxvec l. ,e wsm, .he fel.ilox lhelcI l wlpsd crf. .slpv .hl. 
WmMcesec etesd Wvloe ’bc Wlffec fpaoe ’bc Wr. p. maO yd .hmrHh.f imraoec 
wsm, mae .hpaH .m lam.hes? Let’s go out to celebrate! Emies.bf ejop.e,ea. 
l dels lHm Mhea ’bc laamraoec .hl. ’bc easmvvec pa l irfpaeff omvveHe Fhe 
frWWms.ec ,e pa Wse..d ,roh etesd.hpaH ’ cpc'I .hea .he f.srHHvef mw .he 
vlf. .hps.eea ,ma.hfI .hpf Hl.hespaH .mapHh.I .he Mmsx lhelcYnac l NmiB 
Wld ilox l MepHh.d f.rcea. vmlaO kmM Mmrvc ’ cm p.9

’ fpHhec races ,d isel.hO Not nowO …msopaH ,d ,pac ilox .m .he wsma. 
mw .he smm,I ’ Wrvvec ,dfevw rW l vp..ve f.slpHh.esO Pay attention, Sandra! 
You’re missing it!

’ njec ,d edef ma .he fWelxes Mhm Mlf laamraopaH .he aej. lMlscO 
’bc lvselcd ,pffec ,mf. mw p.I ir. p. Mlf fm,e.hpaH vpxeI …did extra work 
outside of class, practiced and researched beyond the given material…helped 
her classmates, explaining the concepts… These Mlf ,mseI ir. ’bc .raec pa 
.mm vl.eO

Oh, how nice, ’ .hmrHh.I MpfhpaH ’!c olrHh. .he Wesfmabf al,eI fm ’ omrvc 
WeshlWf Wr. l wloe .m .he om,,ea.fO Thpf Hpsv hlc Mmsxec hlsc lac Mlf 
lc,pslivd hevWwrvI .hpf ,df.esd f.rcea.O I need to be more like thatO The 
tps.ref mw m.hesf ieom,e l ohlvveaHe .m ,dfevwO

Dac ’!, cpf.slo.ec lHlpaO qlox .m .he fWelxesO It’s my privilege to present 
the award for Excellence in Computer Applications to Sandra…
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Ah! The other Sandra! Oh, Good! ’ Hvlaoec lsmracI .sdpaH .m fWm. hesO 
’bc ,e. hes maoeI hlcab. ’9 -hebc fl. l. ,d .live mae ,msapaH crspaH iselxB 
Mebc ohl..ec l ip.9

…Glenn! ,d paf.sro.ms napfhec Mp.h l f,pveO
’ fl. Mlp.paH wms .hpf Hpsv .m ,lxe l ,mte .mMlsc .he f.lHeO ’ Mlf frse ’bc 

xamM hes Mhea ’ flM hes0
Wait…! What? ’ wsmAe pa ,d fel.O EelvpAl.pma hp. vpxe l .sroxO -lacsl 

8veaaU Thl.!f ,eU glfab. .hl. Mhl. hebc flpc9 yd ovlff,l.ef Mese f,pvpaH 
lac ovlWWpaH lac vmmxpaH l. ,eO ’ Mlf .mm f.raaec .m ,mteO Is he sure?

’ ,lalHec .m He. ,d wee. races ,e iewmse .he cevld ieol,e lMxMlscI 
lac ’ f.r,ivec mr. mw ,d smMI WpoxpaH ,d Mld olsewrvvd rW .he f.eWfI I will 
not fall on my face in front of everyone!

’ ,lce p. losmff .he f.lHeI fhmmx ,d paf.sro.msbf hlacI lac looeW.ec 
.he Hvp..espaH osdf.lv lMlscI l fhmoxec f,pve Wvlf.esec ma ,d wloeO uxldI p. 
Mlfab. osdf.lvO ’. Mlf fm,e fms. mw Wvlf.poI ir. p. cpc Hvel, pa .he f.lHe vpHh.fO 
Dac p. omrvc am. hlte ,ela. ,mse .m ,e hlc p. ieea heMa wsm, .he Mmsvcbf 
vlsHef. cpl,macO …ms om,Wr.es lWWvpol.pmafI mw lvv .hpaHfU Lm,Wr.esU yeU

The  sef.  mw  .he  apHh.  Mlf  l  ivrsO  ’  lWWvlrcec  Mp.h  Hrf.m  Mhpve 
,lad  m.hes  lMlscf  Mese  HpteaI  fm,e  mw  .he,  wms  tesd  p,Wseffpte 
loom,Wvpfh,ea.fO Thea Me lvv f.mmc .mHe.hesI ,d ovlff Jrp.e f,lvv l,maH 
.he ,ladI lac nvec wmsMlsc lf mrs al,ef Mese olvvec mr. maeRidRmaeO ’b, 
Wse..d frse ’ Sml.ec losmff .he f.lHe .m He. ,d cpWvm,lI .hmrHh mavmmxesf 
,pHh. hlte feea p. cp—esea.vdO

The WsmHsl, eacec lac mrs Href.f cefoeacec rWma rfI .he Hslcrl.efO 
urs HmMaf fMpfhec lac Sml.ec lsmrac rf lf Me SraH mrsfevtef pa.m hrHf 
lac oheesf lac omaHsl.rvl.pmafO Ll,eslf Slfhec wms Wpo.rse lw.es Wpo.rseO 
’ f.mmc iel,paHI WmfpaH f,ls.vd Mp.h ,d ,m.hesI ,d hrfilacI ,d wspeacfI 
mrs ls,f smrac eloh m.hesI mrs f,pvef wsmAea wmsetes pafpce .he wsl,eO



-DGCED 8EDLPK2

The om,,m.pma wlcec lf ,d .hmrHh.f .rsaec paMlscO ’ sla ,d naHesf 
lvmaH .he Wlsoh,ea. ovr.ohec pa ,d hlacO Emvvec rW pafpce Mese ,d 
al,e pa ivlox ve..esf lac .he fpvtes felv mw .he omvveHeO Dc,papf.sl.pte 
lffpf.la.O Da pa.eafeI .MmRdels omrsfe osl,,ec pa.m .Mevte ,ma.hfO kmrsf 
mw hm,eMmsx lac selcpaH lffpHa,ea.fO 3W l. nte lO,O .m f.rcdY.hsee ma 
ejl, cldfO ;r..paH .he islpa ilox pa.m fohmmv ,mce lw.es lvv .hmfe delsfO 
Telsf lac wsrf.sl.pmaO LhlvveaHefO -rooeffefO ;seffpaH lhelcO GmMI hese ’ 
MlfI l tpo.msO

’ f,pvec .m ,dfevwI Wsmrc mw ,d lohpete,ea.I de. ’ hevc am pvvrfpmafO ’. 
Mlf Nrf. la lffmopl.e ceHseeO ’ Mmrvcab. ie sraapaH lad ceWls.,ea.fO Thl. 
Mlf mxldI .hmrHhB ’ cpcab. Mla. HslacersO érf. l f,lvv m4oe NmiYl Nmi ’ 
vpxecY.hl. Mmrvc hevW Mp.h hmrfehmvc cei. lac ejWeafefO

yd Nmd pa .hl. hlscRelsaec ,m,ea. Mlf selvI ir. iehpac ,d f,pveI l 
fhlcmM mw cmri. f.se.ohec p.f clsx naHesf lsmrac ,d ,essp,ea.O …sm, 
l,pcf. .he csmae mw tmpoefI ’ vpw.ec ,d edef mr. mtes .he lrcp.mspr,I .he 
fel.f amM e,W.dO ’w ’ Mese hmaef. hese .mapHh.I Mp.h ,dfevw lac etesdmae 
evfeI .hpf Mlf am. Mhl. ’ Mla.ecO ’ Mlfab. l olsees Mm,laO The hlffveI .he 
fohecrveI .he f.seffO Thl. Mlfab. ,eO ’ cpcab. aeec l Nmi .m weev wrvnvvec ms 
.m efolWe imsecm,O ’ Mlf oma.ea. .m se,lpa l. hm,eI l hmrfeMpweI .hl. 
mvcRwlfhpmaec MmscO yd ohmsef lac ,d WsmNeo.f ismrHh. WrsWmfeO ’ vmtec 
.lxpaH olse mw ,d hm,e lac wl,pvdO

’ vmmxec ilox .m .he wloef oeveisl.paH Mp.h ,eI .heps Wvelfrse pa ,d 
lohpete,ea.I .heps wlp.h pa ,d lipvp.pefO …msopaH .he .hmrHh.f lfpce ’ Wrfhec 
cmMa .he rafe..vec weevpaHO Ptesdmae ejWeo.ec p.Y.hl. ’ Mmrvc Hm ma wsm, 
.mapHh. lac fvpW pa.m .he smve mw lc,pa lffpf.la. fm,eMheseO

Thed ievpetec pa ,eI fm ’ Mmrvc cm p.O ’ hlc .mO
’bc lvselcd om,e .mm wls .m .rsa iloxO
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The Bomb

Moncton, New Brunswick
December 9, 2012

’. Mlf Mls, wms Ceoe,iesI limte Aesm ceHseef LevfprfO Emies. lac ’ Mese 
Hl.hesecI Mp.h mrs mvces clrHh.esbf aeM paRvlMfI lsmrac l .live wms wmrs l. 
Emies.bf wltmsp.e ymao.ma sef.lrsla.O

gebc ,e. ylaad lac émdoe mavd vlf. fWspaH l. l MeccpaH fhmMes wms mrs 
xpcfB ’ cmab. etea se,e,ies Mhpoh mw .he sevl.ptef hlc hmf.ec p.I .hepsf ms 
mrsfO Thed Mese l apoe omrWveO ’ omrvc .evv Emies. vpxec .he,I lac ’ hlc 
hmWef Me ,pHh. cetevmW l wspeacfhpW l,maH .he wmrs mw rfO

ylaad lac émdoe hlc Nrf. se.rsaec wsm, Dvies.l Mhese .hedbc tpfp.ec 
.heps fma lac mrs clrHh.esO ’ ,pffec ,d HpsvI fm ’ fmlxec rW etesd Mmsc 
.hed .mvc rf limr. .heps .spWO

urs kmvvd hlc ,mtec .m 8slace ;slpspe .hsee delsf iewmseI lac p. Mlf 
.hese .hl. fhebc ,e. .heps fmaI -om..O …raad .hpaHI -om.. I ylaadI lac émdoe 
Mese wsm, -hecploI l vmtevd ieloh .mMa Nrf. wms.dRnte ,par.ef wsm, mrs 
hm,e pa 5ea.maO The fl,e ieloh ’ Mea. .m lf l xpcI .he ieloh .m Mhpoh 
’ .mmx ,d mMa xpcfO ze. p. hlc .lxea l ,mte losmff .he omra.sd wms kmvvd 
lac -om.. .m ,ee.O

Theps MeccpaH pa mrs iloxdlsc vlf. érae Mlf l ,lHpolv cldI mae f.pvv 
fm tptpc ’ omrvc lv,mf. f,evv .he Mls, fWspaH lpsI etea .hl. Ceoe,ies 
apHh.O  yd ielr.pwrv  HpsvI  eveHla. lac Hsloewrv  pa l Mhp.e HmMa .hl. 
isrfhec .he Hslff lf fhe Mlvxec ilsewmm. cmMa .he lpfveOOO The cevpHh. 
ma -om..bf wloe Mhea he flM hesOOO Theps cmHfI Lhpohp lac -omr.Y.he 
spaHielsesfYimraopaH ie.Meea .he ohlpsfI lv,mf. vlrHhpaHI WmxpaH .heps 
amfef pa.m vlWf0
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ge Mea. wms MeccpaH Whm.mf pa .he qmdoe wl,pvdbf HlsceaI .hea ilox .m 
mrs Wvloe wms vraohemaI festec wsm, mrs xp.oheaO )lf. mw lvvI Me Hl.hesec 
races l Mhp.e .ea. wms olxe lac .mlf.fO 5p,iesvedI mrs dmraHes clrHh.esI 
Wvldec l fvpcefhmM fhebc Wr. .mHe.hes wms hes fpf.esYWhm.mf lac ,e,mspef 
mw .heps ohpvchmmcO Dac .hese Mlf ,d smox mw l hrfilac nHh.paH .m oma.smv 
hpf .elsfO

)l.e pa.m .he eteapaHI f.pvv pa mrs MeccpaH ovm.hefI Me Hmmwec lsmrac 
mr.fpceYEmies. lac ’ Mp.h kmvvd lac -om.. lac 5p,iesved lac éloxI mrs 
dmraHef.O uavd mrs mvcef.I ’laI Mlf lifea.B he lac hpf HpsvwspeacI -rAlaaeI 
hlc lvselcd Hmae hm,eO

These Me MeseI falWWpaH Wpo.rsef mw mrsfevtef pa fpvvd WmfefI ,lxpaH 
wloefYfroh wra Mp.h Emies. lac .he xpcfO

’. Mlf mae mw mrs ief. wl,pvd .p,efO
uae mw mrs vlf.O
Thl. cld pa érae pf Mhl. hlc ismrHh. rf .m .mapHh.I .m .hpf sef.lrsla. 

cpaaes Mp.h aels f.slaHesf Mhm Mese amM mrs wl,pvdO ge fhlsec mrs xpcf 
ieolrfe mw .hl. cldY.hedI Wls. mw mrs clrHh.esI lac fheI Wls. mw .he,O

Thl. .hed hlc ieea Mp.h hes Nrf. cldf lHmI hlc feea hes aeM hm,e Mp.h 
-om..I ismrHh. l .MpaHe mw Nelvmrfd pa ,eY.hl. .hedbc Hm..ea .m Hm .m 
Dvies.lI fm,e.hpaH ’ xaeM Emies. lac ’ Mmrvc aetes cm .mHe.hesO

’ cmab. xamM pw ,d weevpaHf fhmMec .hl. apHh.O ’ Wsmilivd om,Wvlpaec ma 
.he cspte hm,e .hl. Me cpca!. .lxe .spWf vpxe .hl.O Emies. fee,ec Jrpe.esI 
,mse Weafpte .hla rfrlvO kmM omrvc ’ xamM .hl. wsm, fm,eMhese hlc 
om,e .m hp, la pcel fm mr.vlacpfh9 -p..paH pa mrs vptpaH smm, pa 5ea.ma 
vl.esI he .hseM mr. .m ,e .hmfe wl.ewrv MmscfO

’. f.ls.ec mr. mxldO Why don’t you go? he lfxecO
Go? ’ Wsm,W.ecO
Use our air miles to go out west and visit the girls for Christmas.
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kmvvd  pa  8slace  ;slpspeI  Dvies.l  lac  5p,iesved  pa  ymmfe  élMI 
-lfxl.oheMla wms omvveHe0 ’bc aetes tpfp.ec ep.hes mw .he,O GmMI wsefh mr. 
mw fohmmvI pa cei.I lac NmiveffI ’ nHrsec ’ Mlf imrac .m 5ea.ma wms l vmaH 
.p,e .m om,eO

qr. ’ hlcab. omafpcesec .hmfe lps ,pvefO Thed claoec iewmse ,e vpxe 
,lHpo MlacfO yldie ’ could HmO ’ cpcab. vpxe .he pcel mw am. iepaH hm,e wms 
Lhspf.,lfY’bc aetes cmae .hl. iewmseO qr. feepaH kmvvd lac 5p,iesved 
Mlf .mm ipH l cslMO ’. moorssec .m ,e hmM ,roh wra p. Mmrvc ie .m frsWspfe 
.he,O ’ Wpo.rsec .heps cevpHh.ec f,pvefI nacpaH ,e ma .heps cmmsf.eWfO 
;vlaf Mese Jrpoxvd .lxpaH fhlWe pa ,d ,pacI etea iewmse ’ xaeM ’ hlc 
ceopcec .m cm p.O

And if you want to, Emies. Mlf fldpaH olsewrvvdO Take your sefr,7I and 
look for a job while you’re there.

The im,iO
’ f.lsec l. hp, ,r.evdO )mmx wms l Nmi9 ke ,ela. wms ,e .m f.ld9
Emies. ejWvlpaec .hl. WeshlWf ’ omrvc Mmsx pa .he Mef. wms l omrWve mw 

delsf .m He. fm,e ejWespeaoeO TheaI he nHrsecI p. Mmrvc ie elfpes wms ,e .m 
He. l Nmi hese Mhea ’ se.rsaecO Emies.I lvMldf Wslo.polvO

’. Mlfab. fm f.slaHe .m ,e maoe ’ Hlte p. fm,e .hmrHh.O Ptesdmae flpc 
.hese Mese fm ,lad ,mse Nmif mr. Mef.O )m.f mw WemWve hlc Hmae .m Mmsx 
.e,WmslspvdI veltpaH fWmrfe lac xpcf iehpac hese pa .he elf.O ghd omrvcab. 
’9

ThsmrHh .Mea.dRfetea delsf mw ,lssplHeI Emies. lvmae hlc olsspec .he 
nalaoplv irscea wms mrs wl,pvdO ke Mlf l Mevces lac l tesd Hmmc maeI am. 
l. Nrf. .he MevcpaH Wls. ir. l. cefpHapaH .he f.sro.rsefI .mmO …ms ,lad delsf 
hebc ieea l wmse,la mw .he ,lpa.ealaoe ceWls.,ea. l. mae mw ymao.ma!f 
ipHHef. e,WvmdesfB p. Mlf hpf wrvvR.p,e NmiO Thea he fWea. hpf eteapaHf 
lac Meexeacf MevcpaH pa hpf fhmW l. hm,eO ’ cmab. xamM hmM he xeW. p. 



-DGCED 8EDLPK“

lvv HmpaHO ke Mlf cspteaI Mpsec .m MmsxO EpHh. ms MsmaHI he ievpetec Me 
omrvcab. l—msc vpwe pw he cpcab. Mmsx Nrf. limr. lvv .he .p,eO

’bc .lxea fm,e Wls.R.p,e Nmif pa seoea. delsfY,maed wms .he ej.slf vpxe 
njpaH rW lac wrsapfhpaH .he hmrfeI mr.paHf wms .he xpcfI .hl. fms. mw .hpaHO 
’bc Mlp.seffec lac irffec .livefI festec oseWef l. .he wls,es!f ,lsxe.I lac 
ovelaec hmrfefO

gp.h .he xpcf amM HsmMaI ’ Mlf ce.es,paec .m cpH pa.m wrvvR.p,e 
e,Wvmd,ea. .m hevW Mp.h .he ipvvfY.hl.bf Mhd ’bc Hmae .m fohmmv .m f.rcd 
lc,paO ’ hmWec ,d oma.spir.pma Mmrvc evp,pal.e Emies.bf ejorfe wms 
Wr..paH pa .hmfe ejoeffpte hmrsfI lac ,ldie hebc fvmM p. cmMa lac eaNmd 
fp,Wve .hpaHfI vpxe om—ee ma .he ceox Mp.h hpf Mpwe ma l Jrpe. -racld 
,msapaHO ’ csel,ec mw .hl. fms. mw .hpaH Mp.h ,d hrfilacO

GmM ,d ovlffef Mese mtesI lac Hslcrl.pma Mlf iehpac ,eO The cselcec 
lac welsec Nmi hra. Mlf ma .mW mw ,eI .he f.rcea. vmla lv,mf. fr—mol.paHO 
’ Mlf l aestmrf NmifeexesI hefp.la. .m lWWsmloh ,lalHesfI lac ’ Wsmilivd 
vew. vp..ve p,WseffpmaO ;vmccpaH wsm, irfpaeff .m irfpaeffI Wr..paH sefr,7f 
pa hlacfOOO ;mvp.e f,pvefI Thanks for coming in, wmvvmMpaH ,e lf ’ croxec 
mr. .he cmmsO ’bc am. Hm..ea olvvec wms l fpaHve pa.estpeMO

ymf. m4oe Nmi cefospW.pmaf seJrpsec l. velf. .Mm delsfb ejWespeaoe lac 
Sreaod pa …seaohI GeM qsrafMpox iepaH l ipvpaHrlv WsmtpaoeO ze.I hese 
Mlf ’I am ejWespeaoe lac am …seaohO

Thl.bf Mhd Emies.bf ipAlsse pcel ,lce fm ,roh feafeO ’ Mmrvcab. aeec 
…seaoh pa .he Mef.I lac .hl. Mmrvc evp,pal.e .he feomac ipH cpflctla.lHe 
Mhpve ’ Mmsxec ma loJrpspaH .he nsf.O

-mOOO Emies.bf frHHef.pma0 -hmrvc ’ .lxe p.9 Lmrvc ’ Wrvv p. m—9 glf .hpf 
,d fmvr.pma9

The Mmscf Sml.ec lHlpaYGo, and take your sefr,7…
Dvv spHh.I ’ ceopcecO ’ MpvvO
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Hornet's Nest

3W elsvd .he aej. ,msapaHI ’ SeM pa.m WseWlsl.pmafO ’ Wrvvec mr. .he ipH 
frp.olfe lac f.r—ec pa lf ,lad ovm.hef lac aeoeffp.pef lf ’ omrvcO ’ Wpoxec 
.hsmrHh ,d LCf lac C&CfI .hsmMpaH ,d wltmsp.ef ma.m .he WpveO ’a ,d 
olssdRmaI lf lvMldfI ’ f.mMec frstptlv p.e,fY.mm.hisrfhI hlpsisrfhI lac 
l om,Wve.e ohlaHe mw ovm.hef .hl. lifmvr.evd ,rf. ie Mp.h ,e pa olfe ,d 
oheoxec ilH Mea. Dgu) ms .he xpc pa .he fel. aej. .m ,e .hseM rW pa ,d 
vlWO

Doomra.f pa mscesI l maeRMld SpHh. .m EeHpal immxecI .hea l Nlra. pa.m 
.mMa .m cm fhmWWpaH lac esslacf .hl. ’ olab. se,e,ies amMO CrspaH 
.he hlvw hmrsbf cspte .m .he op.dI .he islpa xpoxec pa.m hpHh HelsY,ea.lv 
oheoxvpf.f0ce.lpv WvlaapaHO

Dac .p,e .m WmacesI Nrf. l ip.I Mhl. ’ Mlf cmpaHO
uhI .he hmsae.bf aef. ’bc f.ps rW Mp.h .hpf maeI ’ ,rfecO ;emWve cmab. vpxe 

p. Mhea mae ceWls.f wsm, .he omatea.pmalvO ’ omrvc Wpo.rse .he lf.mapfhec 
vmmxf0omrvc hels .he lsHr,ea.fO

What are you doing?
You can’t move away!
By yourself?
What about Robert’s supper??
Thefe .dWef mw eaomra.esf cpc am. Hm Mevv wms ,eO ’!c ieea .hese iewmse 

,lad .p,efI lac p. rfrlvvd Mea. fm,e.hpaH vpxe .hpf?
3aiexamMaf. .m ,eI ’!c cm fm,e.hpaH .hl. m—eacecY’ fee, .m hlte l 

xalox wms .hl.O The m—eacec Wesfma Mmrvc He. rWfe. lac ceopce .m lccseff 
.he Wsmive, Mp.h ,eO gp.hmr. MlsapaHI he!c om,e l. ,e wmsoewrvvdI 
pacpol.paH am. .he velf. ip. mw pa.esef. pa .he whys lac .he hows ms pa l 
fmvr.pma ir. Nrf. .hl. he Mlf spHh.I lac ’bc ie..es He. ma imlscO
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’bc l..e,W. .m ejWvlpa ir. Mmrvc ie fm .lxea liloxI ’ omrvcab. Wr. Mmscf 
.mHe.hesO ’!c f.l,,es lac f.r..esI Mhpoh MmrvcI mw omrsfeI pacpol.e .m .he 
m.hes Wesfma .hl. he Mlf Jrp.e spHh. lac Nrf.pnecO ’bc omaoece pa fpveaoeO ’bc 
Mlvx lMldI hr,pvpl.ecI MmacespaH hmM p. hlc lvv Hm..ea fm .rsaec lsmrac 
lac Mhd ’ omrvcab. ,lxe feafe mw lad mw p.O I must have been wrong, ’!c 
fhsrHO Why can't I connect the dots, here?

yd hpacslaoeI ,mf. .p,efI Mlf iepaH ivpacfpcecO ’ selvvd ola fWelx sl.hes 
Mevv lac ola selfma lac racesf.lac Jrp.e lceJrl.evdO

qr. .heaI fm,e.p,ef crspaH .hefe lv.esol.pmafI l,pcf. ,d fpveaoe lac 
hr,pvpl.pmaI .he Mmsf. Mmrvc hlWWeaO ’w Wrfhec .mm wlsI ’!c seloh ,d 
iselxpaH Wmpa.I lac vpxe l ola mw WmWI fhlxea hlscI ,d Mmscf Mmrvc om,e 
fWeMpaH mr. lvv mtesO The MsmaH MmscfO klsfhI ovpWWecI ceweafpte MmscfO

érf. l fea.eaoe ms .Mm vlfhec mr.I lac ’bc ie cmaeO qr. .hmfe weM 
fea.eaoef Mmrvc ie eamrHhB .he cl,lHe Mmrvc ie psseWlsliveO ’bc fhspax 
iloxI hmsspnecO D. ,eO D. Mhl. ’!c flpcO D. .he m.hes WesfmaO

GmWeI ’ omans,ec .m ,dfevw lf ’ csmte lvmaH …slfpes Emlc .mMlsc 
ymao.maO The aeMf mw ,d MmsxRlMld Mmrvc am. Hm Mevv wms ,eO

I've decided not to tell anyone that I might stay out west, ’ .mvc Emies. .hl. 
apHh.I just that I’m visiting for Christmas. qewmse he hlc l ohlaoe .m miNeo.I 
’ Mea. maO I don’t want the hassle; I don’t want the lectures. For that matter, 
we don’t even know yet if it will work out. There's a good chance I won't find 
a suitable job, or I might not want to stay. 

Thea ’ lffpHaec .he cps.d Mmsx .m hp,O But if I do get a job and decide to 
give this year away a try, then dmr can explain to everyone what’s going on.

Dtmpclaoe pf hmM Me celv Mp.h .hpaHfO
ke lHseecI  ms  l.  velf.  he cpcab.  cpflHseeO  gheMU ;smive, fmvtecU 

;mf.WmaecO
’ ,ela selvvdI ’ Wsmilivd Mmrvcab. Hm .hsmrHh Mp.h .hpf oslAd WvlaI 

ladMldO ymte hlvw .he omra.sd lMld id ,dfevw wms l dels ms .Mm9 ;—.O 



g’G8- ’G TkP -TuEy KO

’ cpcab. hlte .he omrslHeO ’bc ie fm hm,efpoxI ’bc ie spHh. ilox hese 
pa l ,ma.hO -m Mhd rWfe. WemWve wms am.hpaH9 EelvvdI ’ Mlf Nrf. iepaH 
omafpcesl.eO

’.bf ,d ipHHef. seHse. pa .hpf Mhmve fpvvd fohe,eO ’ Mpfh amMI ,mse 
.hla lad.hpaHI .hl. Mebc fl. mrs imdf cmMa lac .mvc .he, .heps wl.hesbf 
frHHef.pma .m Mhpoh ’bc lHseecO ’ Mpfh ’bc .lvxec .m ,d Wlsea.fO ’ Mpfh ’bc 
ejWvlpaec .m ,d wspeacfO

These Mlf l cpfomaaeo. pa ,d MpspaHO ’ cmab. xamM Mhl. Mlf ,pffpaHO 
’ omrvcab. sevl.e .m WemWve WsmWesvdO ’ cpcab. racesf.lac hmM .hpaHf l—eo. 
m.hesfO Thl. cldI forssdpaH wsm, mae .lfx .m .he aej.I ’ cpcab. .hpax ladmae 
Mmrvc olse pw ’ vew.O ’ Mlf laamdpaH .m ,mf. WemWve lac oslaxd Mp.h ,d 
wl,pvdO ’ nHrsec ,mf. Mmrvc ie Hvlc .m hlte ,e HmaeI lac .he sef. Mmrvc 
ie pacp—esea.O

’w mavd ’ omrvc hlte xamMa p. .hea? ghea dmr velte Mp.hmr. fldpaH 
HmmcRideI WemWve .hpax .hed cmab. ,l..es .m dmrO

Reminiscing

Trefcld ,msapaH cefoeacecI lac .he Srssd ismxe lHlpaO -elsohpaHI 
fms.paHI fhmWWpaHI WloxpaHO …palvvdI ’ hlc ,d .hpaHf .mHe.hesI selcd wms 
ceWls.rseI lac ’ .rsaec ,d l..ea.pma .m .he .hpaHf ’bc velte iehpacO

’ Mlvxec .hsmrHh .he hmrfeI smm, id smm,O 8mfhI ’ Mmrvc ,pff p.I .hefe 
Mlvvf ’ maoe hl.ecO ’bc hevWec irpvc .hpf hmrfeI Wmracec alpvf pa.m .he smmw 
.pvv ’ hlc ivpf.esf lac xeW. hl,,espaHO ’bc Wmrsec ivmmcI fMel.I lac .elsf 
pa.m p.f wms,l.pmaO ’. nalvvd wev. spHh.O

qr.I imdI p. hlcab. f.ls.ec mr. .hl. MldOOO
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This is our land, Emies. .mvc ,eI WsmrcvdI mae -racld lw.esamma iewmse Me 
Mese etea eaHlHecO gebc Wrvvec m— l. l Wl.oh mw Hsmrac pa .he ,pccve mw 
amMheseI wlsI wls mr. …slfpes EmlcO We’ll build the house there on the hill. ke 
velaec mtes lac xpffec ,eO PkpvvQ Mlf l ip. Heaesmrf l .es, wms .he fvpHh. 
evetl.pmaI ir. ’ frWWmfec p. Mlf l Hmmc fWm.O

’ HlAecI wms .he nsf. .p,eI mtes ,d wr.rseO qrfhef HseM pa .laHvefI lac 
Mmmcf mw etesHseeaf imscesec .he csli nevcO ’ cpcab. vpxe p. l. lvvO Df l xpcI 
’bc vmtec etesd paoh mw ,d f.m,WpaH Hsmracf lsmrac ,d omra.sd hm,eO 
qr. .hpf0.hpf Mlf fm pfmvl.ecO Gm. lam.hes hmrfe pa fpHh.O Tmm wls wsm, 
etesd.hpaHO ’. wev. omvc lac vmaevd lac rHvdO

qr. p. Mmrvc ie mxldI spHh.9 ’ vmmxec l. Emies. Mp.h r.,mf. wlp.hO gebc 
irpvc l Hmmc hm,e heseI lac .he vmol.pma Mmrvcab. ,l..esO ’bc hlte l 
Mmaceswrv hrfilacI fm ’ Mmrvcab. ie lvmaeO

’ sefpHaec ,dfevw .m p.I .hea lac .heseI Nrf. lf ’ fhmrvcO ’ ievpetec ’ cpcab. 
hlte .he spHh. .m lsHreOOOam spHh. .m lfx wms lad.hpaH evfeO

…msetes lw.esI Mhea ’ om,Wvlpaec limr. .he pfmvl.pma ms .he vmaH cspte 
pa.m .mMaI You knew this when you married me, Mlf Emies.!f SpWWla. 
ceweafeO Gm.hpaH omrvc cewel. .hl.O

Thea .hese Mlf .he cld he fWselc mr. l ivreWspa. lac .mvc ,e p. Mlf 
mrs hmrfe WvlaO ’ .spec am. .m fhmM ,d cpflWWmpa.,ea.O ’bc csel,ec mw 
cefpHapaH .mHe.hesO ’ Mla.ec l .MmRf.msd Mp.h l Wse..d Mmmc f.lpsolfeO 
When we’re seventy and have bad knees, we won’t be able to climb the stairs, 
Mlf hpf selfmapaHO D ilfpo iraHlvmM Mlf ohelWes lac ,mse Wslo.polvI he 
flpcI fm .hl.bf Mhl. he Mmrvc irpvcO

Dac ’ .mmx hels. .hl. ’ vpxec .he SmmsWvlaO
ge fe..vec pa.m .he hmrfe .hl. DrHrf.I spHh. lw.es mrs MeccpaHI ir. wms 

,e .hese Mlf vp..ve ejop.e,ea. pa fe..paH rW ,d nsf. hm,eO ge cpca!. hlte 
,roh .m Mmsx Mp.hO The hmrfe Mlf l vmaH Mld wsm, iepaH napfhecYilse 
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SmmsimlscfB am pa.espms cmmsfB fhee.smoxI am. ,rccecB MlvvfI csli lac 
ceWseffpaHO gp.hmr. ,d etea xamMpaH p.I p. ieHla .m Mels lMld l. ,eO

ge hlc lv,mf. am wrsap.rseO The Wvloe eohmecI p. Mlf fm ilseO urs vptpaH 
smm, imlf.ec l omrWve mw ,rf.d mvc ls,ohlpsf imssmMec wsm, .he 8veaa 
wl,pvd ol,WO urs nsf. PomrohQ Mlf l ,e.lv .hpaH .hl. vmmxec ,mse vpxe l 
irf fel. .hla l fmwlO ’. hlc sec tpadv orfhpmaf .hl. aetes f.ldec pa WvloeI lac 
Me Mmrvc HpHHve wms delsf .m om,e l. hmM Me!c hlte .m vpw. .he ilox orfhpma 
lac hmvc p. rW mr. mw .he Mld Mhpve Me fommohec mrs Wmf.espmsf ma.m .he 
fel. iewmse p. wevv lHlpaO

The omra.es.mW ma mrs hm,eRirpv. orWimlscf Mlf Dsimsp.eYl .hpa 
fhee. mw teaees Mp.h tepaf mw omvms .m sefe,ive ,lsiveO ’. Mmrvc hlte ieea 
mxld pw Me hlcab. im.h ohspf.eaec p. Mhea p. Mlf ilsevd paf.lvvecO ’a mae 
omsaesI l vmaHI NlHHec oslox sla wsm, wsma. .m iloxI .he sefrv. mw l ,pfhlW 
Mhea Emies. Mlf fe..paH p. pa.m WvloeO Thea mae cld Mhpve ’ Mlf ohl..paH 
Mp.h hp, l. vraoh .p,eI heecveffvd HmpaH limr. ,d .lfx mw He..paH wmmc .m 
.he .liveI Me helscI SNAP! ’ vpw.ec .he hm. Wla ’bc wmmvpfhvd Nrf. fe. cmMaI 
lac f.lspaH ilox l. ,e Mese .Mm hrHeI rHvd hmvef vpxe edefI irsaec pa.m .he 
Dsimsp.eO Thmfe edef Hvlsec l. ,e etesd cld wms .he aej. .Mea.dRfetea delsfO

ge omrvcab. l—msc .m napfh .he hmrfeI Emies. .mvc ,e mtes lac mtesO ’. 
Mlf lam.hes mw .he ,lad ceopfpmaf he ,lce Mp.h vp..ve .hmrHh. wms ,eO Thl. 
he fhmrvc hlte .he fld fee,ec l Hptea wms hp,I la raomafopmrf ejWeo.l.pma 
.he Mld Me ejWeo. lps .m nvv mrs vraHf etesd .p,e Me pahlveO ’ frWWmfe he 
.hmrHh. he Mlf iepaH l Hmmc velces lac .lxpaH lWWsmWspl.e sefWmafpipvp.d 
wms mrs wl,pvdO qr. p. ,lce ,e weev vpxe l ohpvc0vpxe l feomaclsd moorWla.I 
Hsla.ec .he WsptpveHe mw l fWloe pa hpf loom,,mcl.pmaO ’ cmab. .hpax he 
,ela. .m osrfh ,eI ir. paf.elc mw ivmffm,paH pa ,d hm,eI ’ Mp.hesecO

’ Mea. pa.m ,lssplHe Mp.h la l..p.rce mw fri,pffpmaI lac ’ .spec .m xeeW 
Jrpe.I ’ cpcO ’ Mla.ec .m ie .hl. fhpapaH flpa.I ,eex lac f,pvpaHI seHlscveff 
mw hes fp.rl.pmaI wlps ms am.O 



-DGCED 8EDLPV2

qr. ’ omrvcab. hlacve p.Y.he rHvpaeffI .he vmaevpaeffOOO The lMwrv odove 
ieHlaO ’bc Hspa lac iels p. wms l MhpveO -vmMvdI ,d Wl.peaoe Mmrvc MelsO 
Ptea.rlvvd ’bc esrW.I .he Hmmc MpweI HmaeI seWvloec id .he Mp.ohO

’a .sr.hI ,d ejWeo.l.pmaf Mese .mm hpHhO qlox pa .hmfe nsf. delsfI ’bc 
Mla.ec l ipH hmrfeI lvv apoevd napfhecO ’ wev. ohel.ec .hl. ’ cpcab. hlte Mhl. 
m.hes Mptef hlcO Ptea pa ,d MpvvpaHaeff .m f.ls. mr. pa la ranapfhec hmrfeI 
’ wev. ohel.ec lHlpa .hl. p. fl. Mp.h vp..ve WsmHseff wms fm vmaHO ’ ieol,e 
Hsr,WdI p,Wl.pea.I lac sefea.wrvO

Emies. cpcab. racesf.lacI ilox .heaI hmM osroplv l Mm,labf hm,e pf .m 
hesI hmM fhebf Mpsec .m olse wms p.I wrff Mp.h p. lac Sr— p.O yd hmrfe Mlf 
,d hlteaI ,d om,wms.I ,d sef.msl.pmaO ’. Mlf ,d olatlf wms ve..paH vmmfe 
,d osel.ptp.dI .he ejWseffpma mw ,d Wesfmalvp.dO ThlaxwrvvdI ,d Mla.f lac 
ejWeo.l.pmaf etea.rlvvd lcNrf.ec .m fm,e.hpaH ,mse selfmaliveO

’ Mpfh Mebc im.h xamMaI Mld ilox .heaI 8mcbf Wvla wms .he ,la lac .he 
Mm,la pa ,lssplHeO The ,laI osel.ec nsf.I pf .he helc mw hpf Mpwe lac hpf 
wl,pvdI lac .he Mpwe pf om,,lacec .m fri,p. .m hpf velcesfhpW FLmvmffplaf 
6?K: R PWhefplaf ”?VV'O ’.bf am. .hl. hebf ie..es ms f,ls.esO ’.bf am. .hl. 
8mc wltmsf hp,O ’.bf .hl. .hesebf la msces .m etesd.hpaHO Thpf msces wms 
.he ,la lac .he Mm,la Mlf Wr. pa.m Wvloe etea iewmse fpa ea.esec .he 
MmsvcB p.bf am. l Wrapfh,ea.O -p,pvls .m .he Tspap.d mw .he 8mchelcI .he 
,la lac .he Mm,la lse eJrlvI ir. .hed lse am. lvpxeO Thed lse cp—esea.vd 
eJrpWWec wms cp—esea. WrsWmfefI cefpHal.ec wsm, .he ieHpaapaH id mrs 
Lsel.msO Lhspf. fri,p.f .m .he …l.hesB .he Mm,la fri,p.f .m .he ,laO ’. 
Mlf fpa .hl. omssrW.ec mrs cefpsef lac olrfec rf .m ,pfrfe .he Wvloef wms 
Mhpoh 8mc cefpHaec rfO

8mc osel.ec Mm,la wsm, ,labf spiI .lxea wsm, aej. .m hpf hels.O -hebf 
am. .m ie cpfseHlscecI rfecI ms mscesec lsmracB fhebf .m ie ohespfhecO The 
Mpfe hrfilac tlvref hpf Mpwebf pafpHh.fB he vpf.eaf .m hes lac omafpcesf hesO 
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ke f.sptef .m ,ee. hes aeecf lac ohespfhef hes csel,f lf .hmrHh .hed lse 
hpf mMaO

8mc om,,lacf hrfilacf .m vmte .heps Mptef lf Lhspf. vmtec .he ohrsoh 
lac .m vmte .he, lf .heps mMa imcpefO ’ ;e.es 6?O fldfI SkrfilacfI vpte Mp.h 
dmrs Mptef pa la racesf.lacpaH MldI fhmMpaH hmams .m .he Mm,la lf .he 
Melxes teffevI fpaoe .hed lse hepsf Mp.h dmr mw .he Hsloe mw vpweOS ’a m.hes 
MmscfI It's your job, husbands, to honor your wives and work to understand 
them. gmMU ;r..paH .hl. pa.m lo.pma SpWf .slcp.pmalv .hpaxpaH .hl. .he ,la 
pf imff lac .he Mm,la wmvvmMf raJref.pmapaHvdO

The ,la cmefab. spHh.wrvvd He. .m ceopce etesd.hpaH lvv ma hpf mMa Nrf. 
ieolrfe he pf .he helcI lac he fhmrvcab. ejWeo. hpf Mpwe .m dpevc pa fpveaoe .m 
etesd.hpaH he fldf lac cmefO ke!f am. hes om,,lacesB he!f hes velcesO -he 
pf hpf Wls.aes lac hevWesO -he om,Wve.ef Mhese he!f vloxpaHO D. osel.pmaI 
p. Mlfa!. Pte Mhm Mlf cenopea. lac aeecpaH l hevW ,ee.O ’. Mlf Dcl, 
F8eaefpf V?K:'O

kmMetesI Nrf. ieolrfe .he ,la olab. cm lvv .hl. .he Mm,la ola cmI 
cmefab. ,ela hebf cr,i ms palceJrl.e lac fhe fMmmWf pa Mp.h lvv .he 
lafMesfO ke cmefab. cefeste .m ie vlrHhec l.I ,lce wra mwI ms cpfseHlscecO 
ke fhmrvc am. ie olf. lf la paolWliveI ir,ivpaH wl,pvd lWWeaclHeI lf pf fm 
om,,mavd cmae pa .mcld!f Sea.es.lpa,ea.OS ’. cpfhmamsf 8mc .m cm .hl.O 
The ,la!f Wvloe pf mae mw sefWeo.O ke pf feorsp.d lac f.seaH.hO ke pf hpf 
Mpwe!f ceweaces lac Wsm.eo.msO

The Mm,la olab. cm lvv .hl. .he ,la ola cmI ep.hesO qr. fhe cmefab. 
aeec .m .sdB fhebf Hm. am.hpaH .m WsmteO kes smve pf l osmMa wms hes lac 
la hmamsO The Mpfe Mpwe racesf.lacf .hpfO Thesebf am selfma wms hes .m ie 
.hsel.eaec id hes hrfilacbf Wmfp.pmaB .hed im.h xamM fhebf am. pawespmsO 
-he lWWseopl.ef Mhl. he cmef wms hes lac .heps ohpvcseaO kes Wvloe lf hpf 
frWWms.esI hevWesI lac om,Wlapma pf hes NmdO
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8mc hlf l Wvloe wms im.h .he ,la lac .he Mm,la pa ,lssplHeO qm.h 
Wvloef Mmsx .mHe.hes .m wrvnvv l WrsWmfeY.m om,Wve.e .he MhmveO krfilac 
lac Mpwe lse ,ela. .m ie l .el,O ghese mae vloxfI .he m.hes ejoevfO )pxe 
l cmte.lpv Nmpa.I .hed lse f.smaHef. Mhea eloh mae seoeptef wsm, .he m.hes 
Mhl. he ms fhe pf ,pffpaHO Dac Mhea im.h Wls.aesf Mla. Mhl.bf ief. wms .he 
m.hesI .hed .hspteO qm.h lse wsee .m om,,rapol.e Mhl. .hed aeecI lvvmMpaH 
eloh m.hes .he Wvelfrse mw HptpaH p.O The sevl.pmafhpW ceeWeafO

…sm, .he f.ls. mw mrs ,lssplHeI ’ delsaec .m irpvc .hpf xpac mw ceeW 
sevl.pmafhpW Mp.h Emies.I .hmrHh p.!f .sre .hl. ’ cpca!. wrvvd HslfW lvv mw 
p. de.O ’ .hmrHh. Mebc .lvx lac vlrHh lac orccve etea Mhpve ’ ejWeo.ec 
lv.esol.pmafI pa.eacpaH .m Mmsx .hmfe mr. .mHe.hesO

qr. he cpcab. hlte .p,e wms .he ovmfeaeff lac .he sevl.pmafhpWO …sm, etea 
iewmse mrs hmaed,mma eacecI he WvraHec hp,fevw pa.m hpf MmsxI lac hpf 
selfmaf fmracec vmHpolvO -m ’ lcNrf.ec ,d ejWeo.l.pmaf wms rf .m ie..es n. 
Mp.h hpfO

Ptea.rlvvdI Emies. ol,e .m cefpse omatesfl.pma lac orccvef Mp.h ,eI 
lac he .specO qr. id .hea ’ Mlf .mm wls Hmae .he m.hes MldO ’ omrvcab. 
ispaH ,dfevw iloxO ’ cpcab. xamM hmM .m .lvx .m hp, lac am vmaHes Mla.ec 
.m .sdO ’ cpcab. Mla. fm ,roh mw .he hrHf lac xpffefI lac ’ sefpf.ec hpf 
l..e,W.fI olrfpaH hp, wsrf.sl.pma lac cpflWWmpa.,ea.O ’ cpcab. hmams hp, 
lf ’ fhmrvc hlteO ’ Mlfab. elfd .m vpte Mp.hI ’ xamMO

Dac fm Me f.r,ivec lvmaH dels lw.es delsI aep.hes mw rf selvpApaH .he 
hpacslaoe Me Mese .m .he m.hesO

Interior Design

Ptea.rlvvdI Emies. ve. ,e cm Mhl. ’ Mla.ec pa .he hmrfeI lac he vew. ,e 
.m ,d ceomsl.paHO uaoe ’ Hm. HmpaHI ’ Mlf raf.mWWliveI fWvlfhpaH omvmsf 
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lac .hsmMpaH Wl..esaf etesdMheseO …sm, ol.esWpvvls .m ir..esSdI p. Mea. 
.hsmrHh lHmapApaH .slafwms,l.pmaO DHmapApaH wms ,eO …ms Emies.I .mmI 
fm,e.p,ef0

…palvvd Mp.h .he Mlvvf selcd wms Wlpa.I ’ Wpoxec l smfe omvms wms .he vptpaH 
smm,O Emies. ismrHh. hm,e l nteRHlvvma iroxe. mw .he f.r— Fl irccd mw 
hpf fmvc Wlpa.'O ’. Mlf ,mse Wpax .hla etea ’ omrvc celv Mp.h pa l vpwe.p,eO

uaoe p. Mlf ma .he MlvvfI ’ flM .hl. p. Mlf Mld .mm hlsfhO qr. Mp.h ,mf. 
mw .he nte Hlvvmaf f.pvv pa .he iroxe. lac Hptea .hl. ,maed Mlf .pHh. wms rfI 
,d omafopeaoe Mmrvca!. ve. ,e Nrf. cpfolsc p. lac f.ls. mtes Mp.h fm,e.hpaH 
,mse0lh0ielsliveO

ge  eacrsec  .hl.  omvms  wms  l  weM  delsfO  D.  mae  Wmpa.  ’  .maec  p. 
cmMaYfm,e.hpaH vpxe l orW mw .he smfe Wlpa. ,pjec Mp.h .Mm Hlvvmaf 
mw Mhp.eO -.pvvI .he Wpax Mlf mtesMhev,paHO ’. Mlf l sevpew Mhea eamrHh 
.p,e hlc Wlffec .hl.  ’  omrvc Nrf.pwd  omtespaH p.  lvv  rW Mp.hY.hl.bf 
spHh.YMlvvWlWesU

’ ieol,e mifeffecO ’bc fee l c7oms ma T& ms pa l ,lHlApae lac wlvv pa 
vmteO ’bc Wmse mtes .he Whm.mf lac oooh lac aaahhO Sghese ola ’ n. .hl. 
pa9S Thea cldf mw wrspmrf Wlpa.paH lac WlWespaHI wms l Mhmve aeM f.dve .hl. 
ovlfhec Mp.h etesd m.hes hlseislpaec om,ipal.pma lsmrac p.O

’ vmtec p. lvvO Ptesd .p,e ’ napfhec l WsmNeo.I ’ ilfxec pa p.O So pretty! 
3a.pv ’bc fWeac l vp..ve .p,e pa l flaeI selfmalive frssmracpaH lac se.rsa 

hm,eO ’bc om,e pa.m mrs hmrfe lac Mmaces Mhl. Mlf MsmaHYMhd ,d 
edeilvvf Mese fWpaapaH lac ,d pafpcef Mese fosel,paHO

qr. am. lvv ,d pcelf Mese fm oslAdO Emies. Mlvxec pa lw.es Mmsx mae apHh. 
.m nac ,e osmrohec Mp.h .he NpHflMI irAApaH .hsmrHh .he Mlvv ie.Meea .he 
hlvv lac .he xp.oheaO This doorway’s too narrow. Why do we have it so closed 
in? ’ ejWvlpaecO The .Mm mw rf .mmx mr. limr. epHh. paohef mw MlvvI fvlWWec 
ma aeM olfpaHI lac .he Mhmve xp.ohea ieol,e ,mse isel.hliveO
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ke Hm. fm he vmtec .m fee ,e ejop.ec limr. l aeM WsmNeo.O kebc f,pve lf 
he vpf.eaec .m ,e Hm ma limr. ,d WvlaO Your ideas always work, hebc fldO 
ghen you’re done, it’s always better than before.

’  secefpHaec  .he  hlvv  lac  iecsmm,  ovmfe.f  .m  ,lxe  .he,  ,mse 
wrao.pmalvO ’ .rsaec mae ovmfe. pa.m l immx ammxI irpvcpaH lac paf.lvvpaH 
,d mMa immxolfefYlam.hes WsmNeo. oheoxec m— ,d vpf.O

GmMI Emies.bf ovmfe.0
Emies. hlc l ovmfe. l. .he ilox cmms .hl. Mlf lvv hpf mMaI wms hpf Mmsx 

oml.f lac omteslvvfO kebc om,e hm,eI csmW etesd.hpaH ma.m .he ovmfe. SmmsI 
lac fhr. .he cmmsO

’. vmmxec vpxe .he ceispf vew. iehpac l .msalcmO
ye? Hmmm… I was thinking…
Emies.? Don’t touch my closet, iewmse ’ omrvc r..es ,d WvlaO
-m ’ cpcab.O ze.O
yeI l weM Meexf vl.es? Oh, that closet’s such a mess!
Emies.? Don’t touch my closet.
uxldI mxldO …ms amMO
…palvvdI ’ hlc .m cm fm,e.hpaHO ’ ,elaI .he cmms Mmrvcab. etea ovmfe lad 

,mseO kpf Wvlpc lac ceap, Mese mmApaH mr. pa.m .he ea.sdMldI wms Hmmcaeff 
flxeO ’w p. Mlfa!. f.mWWecYlac fmmaYp. Mmrvc .lxe mtes .he Mhmve hmrfeO 
’. Mlf ,d cr.dI lf l ,m.hesI .m Wsm.eo. .he xpcfOOO 

ghea he ol,e hm,e .hl. apHh.I ’ hlc p. lvv .msa lWls.O ke edec p. 
frfWpopmrfvd .hea Mlvxec lMld Mp.hmr. lsHr,ea.I l .pad Hspa WvldpaH l. 
.he omsaesf mw hpf ,mr.hO qd .Mm apHh.f vl.esI .he ovmfe. smc hlc ieea 
seWmfp.pmaecI aeM fhevtef paf.lvvecI lac etesd.hpaH Wr. ilox pa.m WvloeI 
ovela lac msHlapAecO -hpWfhlWeO

ke Mlf p,WseffecO
’ ilfxec pa fl.pfwlo.pmaO
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DhI p. Mlf Wse..d amMI .hpf vp..ve iraHlvmM ’ aetes Mla.ecO ua .hpfI ,d vlf. 
cldI .he fra Weexec ie.Meea .he ovmrcfI WmrspaH oheesd devvmM .hsmrHh .he 
aeM MpacmMf .hl. selohec lv,mf. Smms .m oepvpaHO The hmrfe hlc l tpeM 
wsm, ladMhese ’ f.mmcI lac vm.f mw vpHh. ispHh.eaec etesd smm,O

What are you doing, Sandra? Forget this crazy plan. Unpack your suitcase. 
Tell Robert you changed your mind, that you don’t want to leave. Find a job 
here. Stay at home.

’ Mmaces amMI fhmrvc ’ hlte vpf.eaec .m .hl. tmpoe9 ’w ’bc aetes vew.I Mmrvc 
Me hlte ieom,e ie..es .mHe.hes9 gmrvc Me hlte velsaec mrs veffmaf9

us Mmrvc Me hlte xeW. omlf.paH lvmaH lf Mebc lvMldf cmaeI fm,e.p,ef 
HmmcB fm,e.p,ef .esspiveB aetes Hsel.B ,mf. mw.eaI Nrf. ejpf.paH9

Cpc 8mc rfe mrs cdfwrao.pmaY.hpf lMwrvI ,effecRrW fohe,eY.m 
Wvrox ,e mr.I fltpaH rf wsm, fm,e.hpaH Mmsfe9

ghl. cpc Me .lvx limr. .hmfe vlf. .Mm cldf9 ge cpcab. fld ,roh .m eloh 
m.hesO Emies. Mlf m— .m Mmsx eloh ,msapaHI lac Mhea he Mlf hm,eI he 
Mlf ommv lac cpf.la.O ke fhmMec am ,mse pa.esef. pa ,e lac ,d p,WeacpaH 
ceWls.rse .hla pw ’ Mese f.eWWpaH mr. wms la lw.esRcpaaes f.smvvO ghea 
cpc .hpf f.ls.I .hpf lWl.hd .mMlsc ,e9 LlrHh. rW pa ,d f.rcpef lac ,d 
NmiRfelsoh MmsspefI ’ hlcab. am.poecO

ghl. Mese mrs Wvlaf wms .hpf .p,e .m om,e9 klc Me .lvxec l. lvv limr. 
hmM Me Mmrvc hlacve rf9 gebc tpfp. ilox lac wms.hI al.rslvvdO us Mlf .hl. 
la lffr,W.pma pa ,d mMa ,pac Nrf. ieolrfe p. fee,ec fm mitpmrf9 glf p. 
etes lo.rlvvd fWmxea id ep.hes mw rf9

Emies. fhmMec am omaoesa wms hmM Me Mmrvc ,lxe .hpaHf MmsxO ’ 
fhmtec lfpce ,d .hmrHh.f lac ,l.ohec ,d l..p.rce .m hpfO Gm Wmpa. 
MepHhpaH ,dfevw cmMa Mp.h hmM .hpf omrvc Hm MsmaHO These Mlf ,roh .m 
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cmO Tlxe olse mw .he irfpaeff l. hlacO The ap..d Hsp..d mw hrfilac lac Mpwe 
Mmrvc fms. p.fevw vl.esO

Thpf Mlf hmM Me cpc .hpaHfO Gmimcd omawsma.ec .he hlsc f.r—B amimcd 
.lvxec limr. ceeW .hmrHh.f ms weevpaHfO Emies. lac ’ hlc aetes irpv. .hl. 
xpac mw sevl.pmafhpWB aep.hes mw rf xaeM hmMO Gep.hes mw rf omrvc fe. 
mrsfevtef lfpce vmaH eamrHh .m fee .he m.hes WesfmaO

Df ipAlsse lf lvv .hpf pf .m ,e amMYhpf feacpaH ,e lMldI ,d lHseepaH .m 
HmYl. .hl. .p,eI p. Mlfab. Mepsc .m ep.hes mw rfO The Wvla Mlf Nrf. l Wvla 
.m He. rf .m .he aej. Wvloe pa vpweO ghl. Mlf l vp..ve .p,e lWls. wms .he flxe 
mw ,d fxpvvf cetevmW,ea. lac mrs nalaoplv Hmmc9 ’a .he fWla mw l vpwe.p,eI 
l dels ms .Mm Mlf ,papforveI spHh.9

Dac amM .hl. ’!c ,lce ,d ceopfpmaI p. etea vmmxec ea.popaHO ’bc aetes 
vptec ma ,d mMaO ’. omrvc ie l Hmmc ecrol.pma pa p.fevw lac la easpohpaH 
ejWespeaoeO Lmrvc ’ cm p.9 Lmrvc ’ ,lxe ,d Mld9

The ohlvveaHe ieoxmaecO
Dac ’ f.eWWec mr. pa lafMesO

Cold Good-bye

…sm, immxolfef .m olipae.f .m .livef lac orWimlscfI ’ Hl.hesec rW 
.hpaHf ’ cpcab. Mla. .m velte fp..paHY.hpaHf .hl. ,pHh. ie pa Emies.bf 
MldYfm .hed Mmrvca!. He. ismxea ms ie la paomateapeaoe .m hp,O ’ fe. 
.he, olsewrvvd pa cslMesfI ma ovmfe. fhevtefI .roxec l. .he iloxI flwe .pvv ,d 
se.rsaO

gp.h .hl. .lfx cmaeI nalvvdI lvmae pa .he ,lf.es iecsmm,I ’ selohec .m 
.he ilox mw .he ovmfe. lac Wrvvec mr. l ceap, ,e,msd lvir,Y.he vlf. mw 
wmrsO
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The  nsf.  lvir,I  ’bc  Hptea  .m  ’la  pa  V22OO  Gej.  Mlf  kmvvdbf  wms 
Lhspf.,lfI V22:O 5p,iesvedbf Mlf ma hes .Mea.pe.h ips.hcld pa V2K2O Thpf 
mae Mlf .hpoxef. mw lvvI .he or,rvl.pma mw mrs delsf lf l wl,pvd mw fpjO

ua .he omtes Mlf l falWfhm. mw l nteRdelsRmvc imdI f,pve iel,paHI 
hrHHpaH l WrWWdO

yd imdO éloxO 
’ olsspec .he lvir, .m .he m4oe lac fl. cmMa l. .he mtesfpAec cefx pa 

wsma. mw .he MpacmMO …ms ,mse .hla l delsI ’bc Mmsxec ma .hpf xeeWflxeO 
’ SpWWec .hsmrHh .he immxI WlHe id WlHeYhracsecf mw Whm.mfI osmWWec 
lac fpAecI olsewrvvd Wvloec lac olW.pmaecO …sm, ips.h .m .mcldI élox!f vpwe 
pa Wpo.rsefO

kebc om,e .m rf vpxe l vmaHRfelsohecRwms hpccea .selfrse Mhea ’ .hmrHh. 
’bc aetes hlte .he wmrs.h ohpvc ’ vmaHec wmsO ’ ommec lac f,pvec mtes hp, 
Mhea ’ cseffec hpf vp..ve imcdO You really needed that babyO Emies. iel,ec 
l. ,eO You sure are happyO

’ vmf. ,dfevw pa .he ,e,mspef Wsefestec pa .hl. lvir,I vmaHpaH .m setpfp. 
cldf Hmae idI .m fMeeW rW .hl. vp..ve imd pa .he Wpo.rsefY.m fMeeW rW lvv 
mw ,d vp..ve maefYmae ,mse .p,e0

’ eaNmdec ,d xpcf l. etesd lHeI wsm, aeMimsa lvv .he Mld rW .hsmrHh 
.heps .eeafO ’ vlrHhec Mp.h .he,B ohlfec .he, .hsmrHh .he hmrfe pa mrs 
Hl,efB .mmx .he, ma mr.paHf lac .spWfB Ml.ohec .heps wltmsp.e ,mtpef Mp.h 
.he,I mtes lac mtes lac mtesO ge fhlsec l Hmmc sevl.pmafhpW ilox .heaO ’ 
.hmrHh.I lf lcrv.fI Mebc ie wspeacfO

ghpve ’ oeveisl.ec .heps etesd ,pvef.maeYnsf. MmscI nsf. f.eWY’ aetes 
Mpfhec wms .he, .m hrssd pa.m .he aej. f.lHeO Thmfe delsf Mp.h .he, Mese 
ir. l ,m,ea.I ’ xaeMO Thed Mmrvc ie Hmae wls .mm JrpoxvdI fvpWWpaH lMld 
Mp.h eloh frafe.I eloh .pox mw .he ovmoxO ’ Mla.ec .m wseeAe .p,eO ’ Mla.ec 
.m .lxe .he fpHh. mw ,d ohpvcsea WvldpaH0.he fmrac mw .heps vlrHh.es lac 
felv p. pa l im..veO ’bc feorse p. fm,eMhese flwe .m .lxe mr. fm,e.p,e vl.esI 
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delsf lMldI lac vpte p. lHlpaO -m,e mw .hmfe ,e,mspefY.hmfe p,lHefYlse 
irsaec ma.m ,d ,pacI lf ovels lf .he Whm.mf pa .hl. lvir,O

D. .hps.eea lac wmrs.eea delsf mvcI ’la omrvc .evv paosecpive f.mspefI lac 
he omrvc cm l vp..ve mvc ,la tmpoe .hl. Wr. ,e pa f.p.ohefO GpHh. lw.es apHh.I 
he lac ’ Mmrvc MhmmW lac vlrHh .mHe.hes l. hpf la.pofI lw.es .he m.hesf hlc 
Hmae .m iecO

kmvvd  Mlf  lvMldf  l  vp..ve  ,m.hesI  ,l.rse  wms  hes  lHeI  Ml.ohpaH 
etesd.hpaHI ,lxpaH frse lvv Mlf lf p. fhmrvc ieO  ’a l ospfpfI fhe Mmrvc Nr,W 
pa.m lo.pma etea iewmse ’ Mlf wrvvd lMlse mw Mhl. Mlf hlWWeapaHO

5p,iesved Mlf  fhd .hsmrHh ,pccve  fohmmvO  Ptea fmI  fhe vmtec .m 
Weswms,Yl fmvmI l WvldI WplamB p. cpca!. ,l..esO -he ol,e lvpte ma .he f.lHeO

élox hlc l ,eohlapolv ,pac .hl. lf.mracec ,eO ke omrvc vmmx l. 
fm,e.hpaH lac nHrse p. mr.YhmM p. Mmsxec lac hmM .m irpvc p.O

ke Mlf epHh. delsf dmraHes .hla hpf ipH ism.hesI ir. .hl. aetes ,l..esec 
.m ladmaeO ke n. pa Mevv Mp.h etesd lHeO ghe.hes p. Mlf Wlpa.ilvvI ol,WpaHI 
ms csptpaH JrlcfI ’la lac hpf wspeacf aetes Jref.pmaec .hl. élox Mmrvc ie 
spHh. .hese pa .he ,pccve mw p. lvv Mp.h .he,O

ge vmf. mrs nw.h ilid pa la elsvd ,pfolssplHeO yd wspeacI yevmcdI 
osmohe.f imm.pef wms ,m,f Mhmbte vmf. ilipefYhes ,papf.sd .m hels.f .hl. 
osd mtes e,W.d ls,fO uae ym.hesbf CldI fhe Hlte ,e l .pad Wlps mw cevpol.e 
Mhp.e imm.pef Mp.h Hmvc spiima .m hmams .he ohpvc Mhm Mlp.f wms ,e pa 
kelteaO

’ Wr. .he nalv .mrohef ma .he vlf. omrWve mw WlHefI MslWWec .he lvir,I 
lac Wvloec p. races .he .see Mp.h .he sef. mw .he Lhspf.,lf Wsefea.fO ge 
Mmrvc Hl.hes .mapHh. .m ejohlaHe Hpw.fI l oeveisl.pma .hsmMa .mHe.hes 
.mm JrpoxvdI fm ’ omrvc fee .he, lvv mae vlf. .p,e iewmse ,d SpHh. pa .he 
,msapaHO Emies. lac élox Mmrvc ie heseI mw omrsfeI lac ’la lac -rAlaae 
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Kiss the Bride

Moncton, New Brunswick
August 10, 1985

T o have and to hold from this day forward, till death do us part; we 
repeated the pledge to each other. I placed the ring on Robert’s 

,ngerm and he slid one on Tine. khe preacher spofe a uew Tore wordsm then 
sTiled at ys and waited. I tyrned toward Tx new hysbandm e…pectantlxB

I’d Tet Robert uoyrteen xears beuorem all the wax bacf in eleTentarx 
school. Wyt becayse he was two grades ahead ou Tem I didn’t reallx fnow 
hiT.

I didn’t life hiT.
ve both adAanced to di!erent schoolsm and I’d probablx neAer haAe 

thoyght ou hiT again e…cept that aboyt the tiTe I was in grade nine or tenm 
I started attending xoyth groyp at a chyrch across town. 

Snd there was Robert.
Woxm was he cyteN
khe uall ou Tx senior xear in high schoolm he asfed Te oytm and two xears 

auter thatm he proposed.
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Dom apparentlxm real girls dreaT ou their weddings and plan theT oyt xears 
ahead. I was di!erent. I did not.

vhen I was at last engaged at the ripe old age ou nineteenm I threw 
together the coTponents ou a no—uyss wedding. I wasn’t creatiAe. ?irst 
thing to coTe alongm that’s what I picfed. I coyldn’t haAe cared less aboyt 
the Tysic or the decorating:what did I fnow ou colors and TelodiesM I 
didn’t pacf in anx special e…tras life a candlelight cereTonx:I Tight catch 
Txselu on ,re. I wanted the serAice as short and painless as possible:,uteen 
Tinytes uroT in to out.

khe  things  that  did  Tatterq  khe  cafe.  khe  photographer.  ;x 
attendantsm their dressesm their long—steTTed roses. khe boyjyet I carried.

I Tet with a bafer and chose a cafe. ;x color was TayAe$ I don’t fnow 
whx. I’Ae neAer had a uaAorite colorm thoygh I thinf I claiTed this one 1yst 
becayse a uaAorite is e…pected. khe bafer fept calling it blyem and I fept 
correcting hiT and showing hiT the di!erence. Dtillm on the big daxm the 
icing roses that graced the cafe were Tore blye than TayAe. vhateAer.

I heard aboyt a 6orist who did nice worf uor a reasonable pricem so I 
loofed her yp. Dhe prodyced e…actlx what I asfed uor. I was particylarlx 
thrilled with Tx bridal boyjyet:TayAe roses with Tatching byds tied 
into trailing ribbons.

I boyght the cheapest wedding dress I uoynd:0“”H.HH. It wasn’t Okhe 
Cress.K I didn’t tear yp or gasp in awe when I saw it. Wyt hexm uor that pricem 
I pretended to loAe it. It was a 6oor saTple the shop was ,nished with. 
It sTelled life cigarette sTofem byt that was all right. I washed it in the 
bathtybm and auter it driedm I re—glyed the tinx pearls that had coTe o! in 
the water.

I went all oyt on a photographer and Tet with two ou theT beuore 
deciding which to hire. Suter allm what shows in the uraTe is what xoy tafe 
with xoy auter the dax is oAer.
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Snd there was one Tore thing I wantedq khe Yiss.
Yissing the bride was not norTallx done in oyr chyrch. I thinf sych a 

pyblic displax ou a!ection was too risjyL uor oyr people. I’T syre Robert 
coyldn’t haAe cared less. ée wasn’t craPx aboyt haAing to be yp in uront ou 
a crowd in the ,rst place:the less attention drawn to hiTselum the better.

Wyt I reallx wanted the bride—fissx thing. It was traditional wedding 
Tysh. RoTantic. I asfed uor it to be part ou oyr cereTonx and was 
delighted to be giAen the ofax.

Do  here  we  were  on  oyr  special  dax.  I  stood  at  the  uront  ou  the 
sanctyarx:chi!on and lace:ne…t to Tx hysband. OCoy Tax fiss the 
bridemK the preacher said.

vith those wordsm we stepped oAer the threshold and into oyr Tagic 
ToTent. ;x ToTent. Robert liuted Tx lace—triTTed Aeil. I was alreadx a 
little nerAoysm and this departyre uroT the conAentional had Te grinning 
life a sillx schoolgirl. ve were going to fiss in chyrchN Dips toyching lipsN

ée was awfward$ I was 1itterx. ée leaned in. éesitationBcoyld we pyll 
it o!M éeart poynding. 2Aerxone waiting. I tilted Tx uace ypward in what 
I iTagined was a graceuyl sweep. ée was alTost there. Sboyt to toych B 
khen B

I didn’t eAen realiPe I’d done it till he asfed Te auterwardm OWhyyyB?” 
St the last secondm I tyrned Tx head to the side and thryst Tx cheef yp 

to Teet his ToythB
Dife an eight—xear—old’s ,rst fiss on the plaxgroynd.
Eoor Robert uyTbled$ shoyld he chase the lipsM khis waxm that waxB 

Weuore things got anx Tore awfwardm he planted a jyicf pecf on Tx cheef 
to titters uroT the aydience.

Snd I glowedB 
;x roTanticm Tyshxm Tagical wedding fissN





Maritimer on the Prairie

Arrival

O n December 13, 2012, I boarded a plane with a suitcase, a carry-on, 
and $400—all the money I had left after my schoolyear and Holly’s 

wedding. I settled into my seat and buckled up, wondering what would 
become of me.

My thoughts were heavy. I didn’t understand Robert’s behaviour those 
last few days with me. I knew no reason for it. Caught up in the whirlwind 
of preparation, I’d told myself nothing was amiss. Now, it nagged.

I thought about little Ethan, sweet baby grandson. My excitement at 
his arrival and the tug on the heartstrings looking into his perfect face 
for the Srst time. Weeing my son step into Dad so smoothly there in the 
hospital room. Gith my being away so long, this child, this wonderful gift, 
wouldn’t know me. Didn’t I want to be the nana who visits every Wunday 
with ?randpaA Gho sweeps up the little one in hugs and kisses and gigglesA 
Gho chases him around the yard with water guns and whisks him o6 for 
ice cream on hot summer daysA I’d miss all of that now for the next two 
years.
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'or so long I’d hardly cried. Robert had said tears were useless, so I’d 
shut them o6 decades ago. On the zight to Boronto, that changed. Gith 
so much tugging at the heart, I couldnJt hold back. I turned my face to the 
window and let them fall.

I arrived in Regina, Waskatchewan to -12 degrees Celsius, light snow, and 
ice fog. I don’t know why I was expecting my eyeballs to freePe open and 
to be blown away in a bliPPard the minute I stepped out of the airport.

I buckled into the rental care and pointed it westward. Womewhere I’d 
heard about this treacherous stretch of highway leading from the city and 
was nervous as I pulled out into traKc. 7ut I made the forty-Sve-minute 
drive to Moose jaw incident free.

I didn’t own a cell  phone and had never been in a car with ?VW. 
Womewhere, I’d looked up directions to ;imberley’s address. Bhis had to 
be it. I pulled up across the street from the old house where she rented a 
room.

Bhe buiding had that empty look, like the life had gone out of it. Bhere 
was no answer to my knock. Hmmm... I hadn’t considered this. I’m a 
one-step-at-a-time sort of girl—get to the place, then worry about what 
comes next.

Bhere I stood, on the doorstep of a stranger’s place in a city where I knew 
no one, and ;imberley had no idea I was coming. Ghat if she were away 
for the nightA Verhaps I was the one about to be surprised.

I went to the house across the street and asked the lady if I could use 
her phone. I dialed the number, and when ;imberley answered, I played 
it cool. I asked what she was up to and if she had time to chat. Whe said 
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she was …ust walking home, so I agreed to call her back in a few minutes. I 
ducked back into the rental car and waited.

In moments, she and Whawn came into view, talking, looking content 
with one another. It was my Srst glimpse of this man who would one day be 
my son-in-law. Bhe man who, with a few brief words to me in the months 
to come, would help redirect my course.

I don’t remember much about those Srst few days. I slept on ;imberley’s 
zoor, I think, or maybe she had a double bed that we shared. 7ut in 
planning my ingenious surprise, I hadn’t considered the inconvenience I 
might be to her landlord, 8icki, who also lived in the house. Bhat was me, 
totally clueless about such things.

I started applying for …obs right away. If nothing came about in Moose 
jaw, it would be okay. I’d try again in ?rande Vrairie when I visited Holly“ 
that was my plan. If I couldn’t Snd anything in ?rande Vrairie, I’d go back 
home. Fnd that would be okay.

I didn’t ask for ?od’s direction …ust as I hadn’t asked for it about going 
out west in the Srst place. In fact, I hadn’t thought much about what He 
might want for me in a long time.

”oneliness and homesickness set in almost immediately coupled with 
unease about the future. I already missed Robert terribly and wondered if 
I could last even one year, let alone two. I used ;imberley’s computer to 
call him shortly after arrival. I needed contact—to know he was still there 
and things would be okay.

7ut when he answered, his voice didnJt sound as I’d expected“ it wasnJt 
the reassurance I needed. It sounded strange—sadqhollow.
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What's up, I asked. Everything okay?
My wife left me, he …oked, and she isn’t coming back.
Haha, I chuckled—typical Robert—and I …oked something in return.
7utq Gaitq Womething wasnJt right. His tone—the comment—was 

o6. Ghat did he meanA He knew I hadn’t left him, not the kind of (left 
himY I was hearing through the phone.

It had to be a …oke, rightA
Of course it was. It had to be.

Taxi!

It was early Christmas morning when I zew to ?rande Vrairie. It 
surprised me how many people traveled on Christmas Day. I …ust Sgured 
most would be at home already, en…oying co6ee in their …ammies gathered 
around the tree with their families. However, the zight was full. Wtragglers 
like me. Bhe plane erupted in applause when we touched down at our 
northern destination—passengers overzowing with holiday cheer.

Bo keep my coming a surprise, I didnJt call Holly for a ride. Instead, I 
picked up the phone by the airport exit. Bhe direct line instantly connected 
me to a taxi company. I explained the rural address and the thirty-six 
kilometers to my stop and asked for a driver willing to take me that far. 
Oh, yes, I was assured. Bhis would not be a problem.

Ghen my driver greeted me, I went over my re)uest again and presented 
him  with  the  directions  I’d  plotted  out  on  paper  to  make  sure  he 
understood what he was in for. Bhe route through back roads in the froPen 
north intimidated me, but I had complete faith in my diagram and in the 
driver who would navigate the route.
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Yes, yes, he happily agreed, tucking my little carry-on into the trunk. 
:Bhat made me nervous. I like my bags with me, nice and close, )uick 
access. 5a …ust never know.é

Ge both climbed into the front of the cab, and he zipped o6 the meter, 
promising to deliver me to my end for sixty dollars. I agreed. I settled into 
my seat, conSdent he knew exactly how to get me to Holly. I would have 
turkey dinner with my daughter todayU Gould ring her doorbell in …ust a 
few minutesU

Outside, the air was nippy, but the car was warm enough. Bhe sun 
peeped through the clouds on this crisp, white morning. Ge Pipped along, 
past Clairmont, occasionally chatting about family and the holidays.

Fpproaching the town of Wexsmith, my driver slowed and muttered 
something about taking the next entrance. I pointed out that we were not 
going to Wexsmith“ the road we should take was farther on, …ust the other 
side of the town.

He persisted—no, no this was the right way“ the next entrance was the 
street to my daughter’s, he claimed.

I shoved my paper in front of him again, Look here. This is where we’re 
going.

He was not impressed.
Gith his resistance mounting, my Srst misgivings took root. I asked that 

he pull into the Husky parking lot, and I darted into the store for help 
from the locals. Bhe man at the counter conSrmed what I already knew. 
The road you want is just up the highway a little farther.

7ack in the car, I restated the attendant’s directions and insisted we keep 
going. My driver reluctantly complied.

Wure enough, we soon came to the desired road, the one I’d believed in 
all along. Oddly, my driver did not appear at all excited with proof that the 
route was …ust as I’d told him, but he turned in …ust the same.
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He barely got the rear end of the car o6 the highway when he stopped. 
Too much snow. My car can’t go any farther. He shook his head as though 
disappointed for me, but this was our lot, too bad.

Yes, it can, I told him. It’s perfectly safe. He sat staring at the road ahead, 
at the few inches of snow that covered our path. He must have known I 
meant business because he slowly took his foot o6 the brake, and we started 
forward again.

Turn here, I told him after a few minutes. He turned the wheel but no 
more stuck the carJs nose onto the new road than he stopped again, Too 
much snow. My car can’t go there.

Yes, it can! I wasn’t backing down.
He inched ahead again.
Every few minutes, we cycled through the dialogue—stop, refusal, 

persuasion, onward. 'ear began to wind through me. Bhis man could boot 
me out of his car, me and my suitcase, in minus thirty degrees Celsius. 
I would die at the side of a ditch on Christmas morning, froPen on this 
forsaken road in the middle of nowhere, and no one would know I was 
missing.

My driver’s hands gripped the wheel tightly while he sat rigid in his seat. 
He stared at the road with eyes of fear. I could tell, even while forging 
ahead, he was still on the verge of refusal. Ridiculous, I knewU Bhe snow 
wasn’t deep, slippery, or heavy. Ge’d come all this way without incident“ 
never once had we slid or lost traction. 7y now he should have realiPed 
there was no danger to us or his car, but there would be trouble from me 
if he didn’t follow through on his promise.

'inally, I spied a dwelling …ust down a road that was coming up on our 
left“ it might be my only chance to save myself. See that house? Take me to 
it, I instructed.
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Fgain, he protested about the road and the snow and his poor car. 'ed 
up with his excuses, I had to be Srm. The snow is not deep. Your car is fine. 
It’s not far to that house. Take me there!

He inched along, exaggerating his agony, and Snally came to a stop in the 
driveway. I bolted for the door and knocked, feeling a little intrusive on this 
Christmas morning. F lady appeared with a friendly smile and seemed not 
at all interrupted. Can you please help me? I pleaded. I )uickly explained my 
predicament with the exasperating driver and asked if she knew the way to 
the address on my paper.

Oh, I know that house, she said. I taught piano lessons there. I’ll take you!
I couldn’t believe my ears. ReallyA Of all the places I could have picked 

in this vast wilderness, I had happened upon someone who knew exactly 
where I was going and was willing to take me there herselfU 7less her heartU

I ran back to the car, retrieved my little bag, and reached across the seat 
to hand the man some bills, Here’s the sixty dollars you quoted me… I pulled 
out another ten, And here’s for a tip. I closed the car door and stalked o6.

Bhe driverJs door zew open and my now-former chau6eur …umped out 
and came after me, That’s not enough! he yelled.

I’m not paying any more, I called over my shoulder.
He chased me up the steps and pushed right into the woman’s house. 

He stood before us in the porch and gave his spielN the drive was too far, 
the snow had ruined his car, and I owed him two hundred dollars for gas.

Oh, for Vete’s sakeU
I crossed my arms and glared back at him. I shook my head and stated 

one last time, It does not cost that much for gas! You didn’t even take me to 
my destination! I’m not paying any more!

Ft that, the woman added her own reprimand, shooed him out, and 
shut the door. Wow! Whe smiled at me. Now I’ll just get my coat. Fnd as 
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)uickly as she could pull it on and get keys in hand, we were o6 to Holly’s, 
…ust a few minutes’ drive.

Holly must have heard us, because she peered out the window. I kept 
my head down as I stepped out of the car and went for her door. Bhough I 
was bundled in my down coat with hood up, hiding my face, she knew me 
instantly. Tiny little thing, it had to be Mom, she said.

My Christmas angel and I had some good chuckles as we retold our tale 
to Holly. 7ut I don’t know what I would have done without that lady“ I 
wish I could recall her name. Ghat a fortunate coincidence to come upon 
someone of such kindness, …ust in the nick of time.

If you believe in coincidences.
Ghich I don’t.

Prairie Beginnings

I zew back to Moose jaw on New 5ear’s Eve with two …ob o6ers in hand. 
I’d fallen in love with that city the moment I’d Srst arrived three weeks 
before, and I was excited that I’d get to make it temporary home. I accepted 
a position at one of the spas. I’d be taking calls, booking appointments, 
processing payments, and promoting our products. Bhere was a little 
(light housekeepingY that went with the …ob, I was told, like dusting the 
mantle in the waiting room. 

Excited about my new possibilities, I determined to give this endeavor at 
least a year. Ghether at this spa or elsewhere, however diKcult things got, 
I’d do my best to make it that long. Bhat was my resolution.

I worked my Srst shift on january 2, 2013. I was a little disappointed 
to discover, soon afterward, that my position was not so much admin 
as I’d expected. Ffter all that money and my long hours of study, the 
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nagging thought that I’d sold myself short zoated through my conscience. 
I dismissed my doubts with the fact that I liked what I was doing, and that 
was more important.

I lined up an apartment right away, borrowed from a number of people 
I knew, and used my line of credit for the damage deposit and Srst month’s 
rent. Robert helped me a little here and there and let me use our …oint credit 
card for groceries.

I started buying supplies at discount stores—dishes, towels, bedding, all 
the basics. I stacked them along the wall of the guest room that 8icki had 
o6ered me until my apartment was ready.

8icki didn’t seem happy to have me back, incidentally. I wondered what 
that was about. Wurely, ;imberley was free to have guests. How can you 
expect your from-out-of-town boarder not to have family visitA 7ut you 
know that vibe that something’s not rightA I had that. Wo, I went to 8icki 
with a Sst full of rent money and hoped my o6ering would buy me her 
favor.

It got to me …ust the same, being the uninvited extra in her home. Bhe 
ever-growing feeling that she resented my presence, along with my …ob 
training and ad…usting to a whole new life, escalated my stress to the point 
I couldn’t sleep. My …itters wouldn’t settle.

Wo one night after midnight, I coaxed ;imberley to come with me. Ge 
tip-toed down the stairs and snuck outside. Fs we shivered in the cold on 
the back doorstep, I pulled out a cigar, one of those slender things, vanilla 
zavored. Holly had given it to me at Christmas. I’d always liked the smell of 
them, but I’d never smoked anything in my life till that cigar. Bhat night, all 
I cared about was calming my insides before I spun right apart. Only three 
or four pu6s and my body relaxed“ my mind stopped rushing. ”ightheaded 
and serene, I padded back inside to sleep, ;imberley close behind me.
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Bhat cigar was not only my Srst but my last smoke. I don’t even know 
what happened to the rest of it after that.

On january fourth, I moved into my tiny attic apartment in an old house 
on Ominica Wtreet, my Srst home of my own. My new place was barely big 
enough to turn around in. Bhe zoors were noticeably slanted, and over 
the tub, the sloped ceiling made it impossible to stand up straight in the 
shower.

7ut it had a cute bedroom with a gabled window, and it was dry and 
warm and cheap. Wo I was very grateful. My little home was colorless and 
plain, though. IJd have to do something about that.

I’m not a tea granny, yet I have a thing for teacups. I’m drawn to their 
elegance, their dainty shapes, their personalities. I especially like the ones 
with little feet, unusual colors, and out-of-the-ordinary patterns.

I was browsing an anti)ue shop, one day, a few blocks from home when 
my eyes alighted on one special teacup that seemed to pose …ust for me. It 
was adorned with pink roses and gold trim and had a matching spoon and 
a saucer that bowed out to give a spot for a cookie or a s)uare.

Oh, how I’d love something to lift my place with a little colorU I stared 
at the cup for a long time, going back and forth in my thinking—get the 
teacup or save my money. It wasn’t expensive but my few dollars were 
precious.

I wandered the store but came back more than once to stare at the 
teacup. 'inally, I gave in. I took my little treasure to the register and handed 
over the cash, determined to give no more thought to the money spent. I 
took the cup home and displayed it on the bookcase, angling it …ust so. It 
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was almost lost in my sea of greys and wood. Nevertheless, it shone like a 
beacon of cheer, my one small, silly teacup—one minute splash of pretty 
in an otherwise dreary dPcor.

F few years and a few more miles away, the teacup would again come 
into my story.

Bhat winter, Moose jaw got more snow than they’d had in ten years, 
so they told me. I came to realiPe how spoiled we are in the east, our 
streets and sidewalks plowed so )uickly, entitled customers on the phone 
in the middle of the night—while it’s still storming—in)uiring why their 
driveways aren’t yet cleared. 'or heaven’s sakeU

Out west, sidewalk care is the responsibility of the home or business 
owner. Wome do it, some don’t. I trudged through nearly knee-deep snow 
and slipped on icy lumps all winter long on some of those sidewalks.

Wtreets are cleaned three or four times a season, or at least that was the 
case in my corner of the west. Bhere were deep tracks down each lane which 
made driving across an intersection like going over giant speed bumps.

Wtreets were so slippery, pedestrians risked life and limb when crossing. I 
picked my steps carefully to the middle of an intersection one day, with cars 
stopped all four ways, when without warning, my feet zew all directions 
and down I wentN WV”FB. Ghy don’t these things happen when there 
aren’t any witnessesA Bhat wasn’t the Srst time, nor the last, that I ended 
up in a heap on the froPen ground.

7ut the haPards of hooSng it aside, I loved not owning a vehicle. No 
scraping frost in the morning, no insurance, no repairs, no weekly gas 
expense. I walked most places. My apartment was Sfteen minutes from 
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work—even on the coldest days, I could do it when bundled up well. Bhere 
was a grocery store on the way home, and there were city busses to take me 
the bigger stores at the edge of town and busses to towns and cities beyond. 
I really did have all I needed at my Sngertips.

Forgotten

I decided to look at my time in the west as a challenge and )uickly came 
to cherish the two years ahead of me. just the same, my emotions were 
all over the place in those early days. I even commented to Holly, in one 
of those moments of uncertainty, that I didn’t know if I was going back 
home. 5es, of course, I was, but it was true that part of me didn’t want to, 
at least not yet.

'or in truth, these months away were more than …ust a chance to stretch 
myself. Bhey were freedom, being out from under the legalism I’d lived in 
most of my life. 7eing away from the scrutiny, relief now was sweet. ”ike 
the warm sun coming out from behind a cloud, I felt it move over me, 
envelop me, Sll me. It sure would be hard to trade it back to re-enter the 
life I’d left behind.

Bhe …oy at this new freedom, though, was overshadowed with loneliness 
and homesickness. I craved contact with Robert, and I Snally splurged on 
Gi-'i, so he and I could email and call.

Wometimes Robert and I bickered during our talks, but hadn’t we 
alwaysA 7oy, did we rub each other the wrong way. 

Ghat baQed me over the years IJd known him was how solid and steady 
he seemed. He rarely showed excitement or anger, and even his irritation 
with me wasn’t overdone. I was often frustrated by his arguments that 
seemed to go every direction, yet somehow, he made sense in the end.
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7ut his odd comments and strange behaviour over that last little while 
before I’d left New 7runswick had planted )uestions inside me. I didn’t 
want to face that something had gone awry, but it was there, sprouting in 
the back corners of my mind. It infected my words during our phone calls 
and my attitude toward him.

Fbove all, though, I missed him. I ached for the home I wished we’d 
had and the marriage I still believed we could achieve. I talked with him 
about these things, but it didn’t go well. I tried to explain how hard it had 
been all those years while he was busy with work—how alone I’d been and 
how lonely, the diKculty of being left on my own to take care of house 
and kids, tasks put fully on me that should have been shared between us. 
Ghile I loved my place in our family, the extra weight was more than I could 
carry well. I told him I wanted a husband who would be my partner—my 
friend—and would support me, defend me, live life with me.

He completely missed it. Ft the time, he didn’t let on at all, and I had 
no idea my meaning was lost. 7ut I learned much later that he’d thought 
I was telling him I wanted to start over and to build this kind of marriage 
with someone else. How foolish we were not to clear this up. In truth, I 
was describing what I longed for in him, the man I believed he could be.

In our conversations over those months, from time to time, Robert 
would mention get-togethers with his family—birthdaysqanniversaries. 
He’d list who had attended and tell me what went on. I’d envision it all as 
he described it. Bhen I’d )uestion, Anyone ask about me…how I’m doing?

Bhe answer was always the sameN (No.Y
It stung me every time. I’d hang up the phone and linger on the word. 

How could it be that there in the place that was home my whole life, the 
people I called family and friends—who’d assured me I was family and 
friend to them—never asked of meA ”ike they’d forgotten me completely.



WFNDRF ?RFCE49

It was huge for me to go away on my own for the Srst time in my life, 
to try to make something of myself for me and our family. I was proud of 
what I’d achieved. I longed for their interest, even …ust a little. Did they not 
care at allA

No one talks about you, Sandra, Robert told me.
Oh, that hurt. ”ike I’d never mattered in the Srst place.

Overdose & Aci�tion

(Dusting the mantleY and (lightY cleaning duties were gross misnomers 
of my assignments at the spa. Here’s what they really meantN after we closed 
each night, we sta6 had to scrub all the rooms and vacuum and dust the 
hallways and waiting area. Wo thatJs where things got tricky.

Wee, my …oints had protested vehemently against much of what IJd put 
them through ever since my mid-thirties. Hips, shoulders, knees, and 
wristsq IJd had trouble, back then, getting up out of a chair most days. 
Having been in school for the last year, though, and away from such 
physically challenging tasks, IJd recovered. Bhe …oints didnJt hurt anymore.

Rntil now. Here at the spa, I was thrown back into scrubbing showers 
and mopping never-ending zoors. 7efore long, the old, familiar aches 
returned“ my …oints hurt all the time.

I trudged home every night, slipping and stumbling over snow-packed, 
ice-slick sidewalks, hips, knees, and elbows protesting. I worried what all 
this was doing to my …oints. Gait, wasn’t this why I’d gone to school in the 
Srst place, to get out of body-breaking …obs like cleaningA

Bhere was good reason to be concerned“ at least in my mind, it was valid. 
'or I was still small and weak from a two-year ordeal. I was doing well by 
this point, comparatively speaking, and still improving. I’d made it through 
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school and was grateful to be able to hold down a full-time …ob. 7ut I 
worried the physical demands of the spa might put me right back into the 
long misery that still frightened me.

It had started three-and-a-half years earlier, in the fall of 200!, back in 
;enton. I’d been into healthy living, without being too rigid, for a number 
of years. Womeone suggested a cleansing tea“ I don’t remember what it was, 
but I thought, Hey, I’ll give it a try. Bhis time, I confess, I overdid it with 
the dosage, thinking the more the better.

Not so.
I unwittingly brought destruction upon myself. Bhen I tried one 

remedy after another to correct my mistake, but each only made it worse. 
7efore long, every bite of food that hit my stomach caused my insides to 
revolt. I was painfully hungry all the time but could only get down three 
or four bites before I’d be in worse agony.

My  energy  plummeted,  and  I  lost  strength.  F  year  of  doctor 
appointments and tests yielded nothing. (5our results are normal,Y I kept 
hearing. Much as we don’t want to be diagnosed with a disease or sickness, 
it’s discouraging to have no cause for the condition“ therefore, no course 
of treatment.

I was eventually sent to a specialist who was convinced, with barely a 
look at me, that I had celiac disease, though two blood tests had shown 
otherwise. He insisted on a gluten-free diet, and I stuck to the wretched 
thing religiously for six months, desperate for a solution. 7ut with the 
added food restrictions, I lost more weight and felt worse still.

'or the few who knew of my aQiction, it seemed to me it must be a hard 
thing to understand. Gith no label to put to it, it didn’t sound valid. I felt 
silly. I didn’t like to give details, especially, Yeah, this all started when I OD’d 
on colon tea…

I hid myself away, so I wouldn’t have to explain.





Butterflies and Raindrops

Kenton, New Brunswick
2010

I nterspersed throughout our lives, in the humdrum and the storms, are 
fashes ob yeautc that interrupt our s—urrc and —areswa ;ord. a smile. 

the glories ob natureS Tometimes ;ith grandeur, thec astoundS Tometimes 
;ith sobt ;hispers, thec ;arm our heartsS

It ;as during this time ob phcsi—al diG—ultc that I ;itnessed t;o su—h 
unborgettayle displacsS ’hec ;ere moments tou—hed yc Hod ye—ause Ikm 
jis, and je ;aits bor me ;hen Ikm bar brom jimS

’he abternoon ;as ;arm and sunnc as I trudged alone along the roadS I 
bor—ed mcselb, ea—h dac, to maEe this mar—h ;hether I belt liEe it or notS

I ;as xust ayout to mc turning point ;hen it happenedS I didnkt even 
noti—e them till I ;as in their midstS

Tuddenlc, thec ;ere thereSSS
qDAuisite cello; yutterfiesS ’here must have yeen eight or tenS ’hec 

—ame up brom the ground in a futter, dan—ingS Neli—ate and elegantS ’hec 
—ir—led and s;irled around mewmc legs. mc torso. mc arms. mc headS 
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R Ealeidos—opeS R pageantS ’hec tooE their time liEe thec ;ere placingS 
zaughingS Bulling me into their xocS

’heckd —ome there to meet me. theckd ;aited bor meS ’o put light in mc 
heart, a smile on mc lips, and strength in mc stepS I stood transJDed, an 
undeserving guest at the —entre ob their —eleyrationS It ;as one moment ob 
indes—riyayle yeautc ;hen time paused to give adorationS

’hen thec ;ere goneS
’he se—ond event  ;as  on another  ;alES  ’his  dac  had a  mcsti—al 

aurawno yree…e, no rustle ob leavesS Rll ;as silent and still, liEe I ;as the 
onlc one on earthS ’he —louded sEc ;as yright, not liEe the usual dismal 
grec ob an over—ast dac in Ce; Wruns;i—ES

It —ame ;ithout ;arningwthere ;as no ;ind, no darEening sEiesS Fust!
5ainS
5ain is —old in Ce; Wruns;i—E. it drives the heat a;acS Wut not this 

timeS ’his rain bell straight do;n in gentle drops, bragrant and —leanS It 
;as not heavc or Jer—e yut a Auiet patter that tapped the leavesS zight. 
rhcthmi—. melodi—S Oarm yeads against mc sEinSSS Oarm air —lung to the 
earth, rebusing to feeS ’hi—E borest and lush vegetation s;elled to the 
moisture and dranE it inS Tho;ers sang. thec soothedS Mresh and ne; and 
breeS

Hlorious3
’hese moments ;erenkt xust bor meS ’hec ;ere Hodks eDpression ob jis 

maxestc liEe je fings out everc dac a—ross the universeS je is HodS Rll 
nature sings jis praiseS Ohether I had yeen there or not, the rain ;ould 
have —ome. the yutterfies ;ould have dan—edS

Wut on those dacs, je pa—ed mc steps, so I ;ould ;itness these splendors 
ob jis —reationS ’hec ;ere jis gibts, to uplibt mc spirit and remind me 
jeks thereS
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<zooE ;ho I RmS Tee ;hat I doS I dire—t the yutterfies and time the 
raindrops! 

=Rnd I hold couS>





Long Road

All Fun and Games till Someone Loses an Eye

Kenton, New Brunswick

A t some point during those months of yghting for ma hel,thI w .ent 
out one hot lfternoon lnd stlrted up the mo.erT bhisI w yguredI 

.ls l good .la to get in l xit of ecerkise lnd lkkomp,ish some ,l.n klre lt 
the slme timeT

As the mlkhine rolred to ,ifeI  xits  of dust lnd grlss yred out l,, 
direktionsT Oh, right. w rememxered thlt something hld xroRenI lnd 
voxert hld tlRen oz the gulrd thlt goes oPer the khute in order to yc itT

Well, this is dangerous! w rel,i—edT And w dukRed xlkR into the house for 
ma sung,lssesT ?rotekt the eaesI lt ,elstGho. hld w forgotten them'

Armored upI l.la w .entI pushing lnd strugg,ing ls w p,odded lkross 
the front ,l.nT SrlssI ,itt,e rokRsI lnd dexris shot ePera.hereT This really 
isn’t safe, w Rept mutteringI I could lose an eye!

Axout l hl,f hour ,lterI suNkient,a echlusted lnd sltisyed thlt wDd 
lkkomp,ished enoughI w shut oz the mo.er lnd trudged xlkR to the houseT 
w opened the door lnd tossed ma sung,lsses in onto the porkh she,fT bhenI 
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sti,, stlnding out on the xlkR stepI w s,lpped the dirt from ma ,egsI shirtI 
lnd lrmsT Really, w khided to no oneI he has to get that put back together. I 
shouldn’t have used it.

bhere .ls dexris l,, through ma hlirT blRing out the k,ipI w shooR the 
hlir ,ooseI ,elned for.lrdI lndI held xentI xrushed it .ith ma yngertipsT 
…its of grlss lnd dirt rlined do.n’ xut most of the ,l.n .ls sti,, in thereI 
lnd w didnDt .lnt to drlg it into the house to mlRe l mess ePera.hereT 
!ierke,aI w shooR ma held lglinI xringing ma hlnd up to giPe it lnother 
good tous,eI lndM

w didnHt ePen see it koming- bhltHs .hlt stlrt,ed me the mostT ja hlnd 
klme up flstI lnd w rlmmed ma thumx right into ma eae so hlrd w fe,t the 
eaexl,, moPeT ja Pision .ent x,lkR lnd xlkR lglinT

w kou,dnHt xe,iePe it- qo. kou,d w xe sukh l R,ut—'- w fumedT w stomped 
to the xlthroom lnd g,lred lt mase,f in the mirrorT Oh, good gosh! bhere 
.ls l hugeI deepUred sp,otkh on the .hite of ma eaeT Great, just great!

w glPe lnother huz lnd inspekted the in:ura more k,ose,aT wt did ,ooR 
pretta xldT Oh, for Pete's sake. I’d better get it checked. w sho.ered WuikR,a 
lnd droPe mase,f to the optometristHsT

SiPen the kirkumstlnkeI thea tooR me in right l.laI into the dlrR room 
.here thea hld me sit lt thlt mlkhineGPut your eye here and open it wideT 

w ,elned in lnd opened the eaeT wnstlnt,aI the plin strukR ,iRe l hot 
need,eI pierkingT w :erRed xlkR from the mlkhine lnd dropped ma heldT 
Onecpekted telrs gushed do.n ma flkeI unstopplx,eT ja eae,ids sWuee—ed 
tight,a k,osedI lnd tra ls w mightI w kou,d not forke them openT

wt .ls lxout nineta sekonds xefore the stinging suxsidedT w .iped up ma 
flkeI lnd on the sekond lttemptI .ls lx,e to get through l,, the preUeclm 
eclmsT 

bhen in the eaeUkhlrt roomI the optometrist met me .ith the inePitlx,e 
Wuestion7 How did it happen?
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8e,,I w fe,t l ,itt,e si,,a’ nePerthe,essI w ,lunkhed into ma nlrrltiPeGthe 
missing mo.er gulrdI the dirt in ma hlirI the thumxM

And the whole time, w ynishedI all I could think was, 'this is dangerous! I 
could lose an eye!'

bhe dok lnd w hld l ,itt,e khukR,e oPer thltI then she lssessed the dlmlgeT 
You did a good job of it, she to,d me. This is a bit worse than I normally deal 
with, so I’m going to have you see a specialist, just to be on the safe side.

w droPe lkross to.n to the spekil,ist lnd slt mase,f in l khlir in the sekond 
eclm room of the dlaT bhe ne. doktor greeted meI lnd he lsRed the Pera 
slme WuestionI if aou kln imlgine7 How did you hurt your eye?

Heh, well, funny story…

White Chocolate

bhe spekil,ist glPe me some goopa preskription krelm for ma eae lnd sent 
me home .ith l huge kottonUxltting pltkh .hikh w .ls to .elr for the 
nect t.entaUfour hoursT bhe hot need,e klme in .lPesI lglin lnd lglinI for 
lxout l dlaUlndUlUhl,fI grldul,,a xekoming ,ess freWuent lnd ,ess sePereI 
thlnR goodnessT

A dla or t.o lfter these shenlniglns hlppened to xe the .edding of 
our plstorHs dlughterI lnd voxert lnd w .ere inPitedT CheHd kome through 
some serious hel,th khl,,engesI during .hikh time sheHd fl,,en in ,oPe .ith 
this gua she .ls lxout to mlrraT w .ls thri,,ed for herI lnd nothing xlrring 
delth .ls going to Reep me from thlt ke,exrltionT

ja eae .ls l rePo,ting sightI thoughI lnd the gunRa medikltion mlde it 
l,, the more repu,siPeT Co w donned t.o plirs of sung,lssesGaesI t.oI one 
plir oPer the otherI to Reep the thing hiddenT Eot tlRing lna khlnke on 
grossing out the other guestsT
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bhe .edding .ls fliraUtl,eI high on ma ,ist of flPoritesT voxert hld some 
.orR kommitment thlt prePented his lttending the keremonaI xut he met 
me lfter.lrd for the rekeptionT w .ls g,ld not to hlPe to go it l,one thereI 
espekil,,a .ith ma l0iktionT

bhe Penue .ls xelutifu,T bhere .ere round tlx,es lxout the room .ithI 
w thinRI eight khlirs lt elkhT Vighting .ls dimI .hikh is p,elslnt lnd ko—a 
lt the xest of timesT …ut this dlaI it .ls ln espekil,,a .e,kome re,ief to meI 
ensuring thlt ma flke .ith its hideous eaexl,, kou,dnDt xe seenT

voxert lnd w .ere lmong the yrst to lrriPeI lnd w khose ln empta tlx,e 
thlt .ls out of the .laT Another koup,e .e Rne. WuikR,a tooR their p,lkes 
lkross from usT BPeraone .ls koming inI greeting elkh other’ there .ls 
noise lnd kommotionT

voxert lnd w slt do.nI lnd .hol- VooRie here- Ln l ,itt,e p,lte oz to the 
side of the tlx,e setting .ls l gorgeousI smoothI roundI .hite khoko,lteT 
wt hld to xe one of the good onesI w :ust Rne.I it .ls so perfekt lnd 
rikhU,ooRing .ith l pelr, ynishT ja mouth .lteredT

…ut food of lna Rind frightened meI Rno.ing it kou,d turn ma stomlkh 
into RnotsT 5id w dlre' 6ou,d w get l.la .ith this one trelt' bhere .ls the 
rest of the mel, to konsider tooI lnd thlt kou,d l,so xe trikRaT wt rel,,a .ls 
l konundrum of .hlt to elt lnd in .hlt komxinltionT

!inl,,aI w ,elned oPer to voxert lnd lsRed him to tra his trelt yrstI :ust 
in klse there .ls something sRetkha in the kentre thlt w didnHt .lnt to risRT 
wf he xrought xlkR l good reportI w dekidedI w .ls going for itT

qe popped his xonxon into his mouth lnd khe.edT Vong lnd s,o.T w 
.litedT

qe stlred strlight lheldI ecpression,essT w .litedT
At ,lst he s.l,,o.edT w he,d ma xrelth for the PerdiktI lntikiplting the 

tlste of this s.eet drop of p,elsureT
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Cti,, .ithout lna khlnge in his ecpressionI not l hint of his lssessmentI 
he put his mouth lglinst ma elrT The white chocolate… he .hisperedT

Yes…?
It’s butter!
8e,,- w ,ost it right thereGhis Jlt toneMhis poRer flkeTTT 2neeUs,lppingI 

unkontro,,lx,e ,lughterI w kou,dnHt stop- And he .ls ,lughing tooI ho. 
kou,d he not' bhere .e .ereI the t.o of usI shou,ders shlRingI gigg,ing 
,iRe foo,sT

A ,lda klme to :oin our tlx,e .hi,e .e .ere in the midd,e of our 
konPu,sionsT Che RikRed the tlx,e ,eg hlrdI spi,,ing our .lterI ls she pu,,ed 
herse,f into p,lkeT Goodness! I’m sorry! she lpo,ogi—ed ls .e l,, diPed upon 
the nlpRins lnd rushed to mop it upT 

bhen she notiked thlt voxertHs ,itt,e p,lte .ls emptaI Oh, dear, what 
happened to your butter? she lsRed. Did I knock it on the floor? I must have 
knocked it on the floor! Che ,ifted the edge of the tlx,ek,oth lnd kroukhed 
to peer undernelthT

voxert tooR the kueI Maybe so, he lgreedI lnd he pu,,ed up his plrt of 
the tlx,ek,oth tooT Hmmm… I don’t see it… CoI he dukRed do.n flrther lnd 
she doux,ed oPer moreT And there thea .ereI the xoth of themI prlktikl,,a 
krl.,ing under the tlx,eI skouring for the missing xl,, of xutterT

8hikh put me in stitkhes l,, oPer lglinT
8e nePer did ,et jrsT …utterxl,, Rno. it .lsnHt her flu,tT
CheH,, xe oRlaT



CAE5vA SvA6BF3

Action

March 2011

…a l aelrUlndUlUhl,f into the tumma troux,esI it .ls time to tlRe lktionT 
!lking lnother fo,,o.Uup .ith ma generl, prlktitionerI w mlde l dekisionT 
wf she didnHt giPe me konPinking ePidenke to Reep on the g,utenUfree dietI w 
.ls ending it immedilte,aT wf she hld no lns.ers lglinI this .ou,d xe ma 
,lst lppointmentT

bhe .la w sl. itI .hltePer the initil, dlmlgeI .ith these ,ong months 
of ,imited foodsI ma sastem hld forgotten ho. to digestT wt needed to ,elrn 
lglinI so .ent ma theoraT 

Co w dekided thlt w .ou,d reintroduke one ne. food l .eeRI l fe. xites l 
dlaI hoping to rexui,d l to,erlnkeT Flrieta yrstT bhen wHd .orR on WulntitaT

wtHs hlrd to grlsp the enormita of this dekision if aouHPe nePer xeen 
thereT 8ith the plin thea xroughtI wHd Jed from most foods for oPer l 
aelrTTTshuddered in felr of the untried lnd unproPenT bhe diet khlnge w 
.ls entertlining kou,d p,unge me into l deeper mess thlt kou,d tlRe .eeRs 
to oPerkomeT …ut w .orried thlt if w didnHt do something soonI there might 
xe irrePersix,e konseWuenkesT Co ma mind mlde upI w .lited in the khlir of 
the eclminltion room to helr ma resu,tsT 

wt .ls l rep,lkement doktor .ho sl. meI lnd she .ls not l friend,a 
,ldaT Why are you on a gluten-free diet? she demlndedI ,iRe ln lkkusltionT 
w got the fee,ing she thought w :ust up lnd dekided it might xe koo, to xe 
ke,ilkG:oin the going trendT Ln the kontrlraI w ,oPed food lnd .lnted 
nothing to hinder itT 8hen wDd yrst helrd of this diselseI wDd xeen horriyed 
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lt the restriktions it xroughtI lnd wDd grelt,a samplthi—ed .ith its suzererI 
so thlnRfu, thlt w .lsnDt one of themT

Co w ecp,lined to the doktor thlt it .ls the spekil,ist .hoHd put me on 
the dietGnot ma idelGlnd w didnHt thinR it .ls he,pingT w ,eft out the plrt 
.here w kou,dnHt .lit to thro. it l,, out the .indo.T

!ifteen minutes of khlstisement from herI lnd w .l,Red out xoth 
shrunRen lnd e,ltedT CheHd produked no lns.ers for meI so there .ls no 
relson to pursue this Pein lna ,ongerT 5one .ith doktorsI w .ou,d emp,oa 
ma o.n p,lnT

jonths of klrefu, mlnlgement fo,,o.edI lnd w s,o.,a reglined some 
strengthT BPera fe. .eeRs w kou,d ,ooR xlkR lnd mlrR ma progressI thri,,ed 
.ith ma stelda improPementT …a CeptemxerI w .ls koming xlkR to the o,d 
meT

bhlt xrought me to thoughts of ma plrtUtime house k,elning :oxT 
6,elning .ls so hlrd on the xodaI w ,iPed .ith konstlnt plins from the 
helPa skruxxingI lnd it .ore l.la lt the ,itt,e strength lnd energa w .ls 
xui,dingT w needed ln elsier .la to mlRe moneaT

wHd  xeen  notiking  the  ldmins  lnd  rekeptionists  in  the  oNkes  w 
freWuentedT w ygured wHd ,iRe thlt sort of thing .e,, enough’ l :ox ,iRe thlt 
:ust might suit meT …utI nlturl,,aI wHd need ln edukltion yrstT

Co w did something wHd Po.ed wHd nePer doTTT
w .ent xlkR to ko,,egeT
Eo.I l aelrUlndUlUhl,f ,lterI here w .ls in joose Hl.I :ust getting stlrted 

in fu,,Utime .orRI sti,, not l,, w shou,d xeI xut so mukh xetter thln w .lsT 
And lfter thlt ,ong xltt,e to get hel,tha lglinI it frightened me to thinR of 
ePen l sml,, s,ide xlkR.lrdsT w kou,dnHt :eoplrdi—e l,, thlt wHd glinedT

Co lfter yrst selrkhing for l,ternltiPes .ithin ma :ox lnd xeing deniedI 
w glPe ma notikeI lnd on jla II I3GJI w .orRed ma ,lst shift lt the splT





The In-Between

Broken People

Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan
2013

I  was living in the in-between—that limbo after one job, before dn.ing 
another’ Iu. been hcnting sinke the drst weeA of pyril, hocrs a .aé, .aé 

after .aé, searkhing online, han.ing oct rescmNs’
Mothing ha. kome of it éet’ Mot a resyonse’ Mot an interview’ Koneé 

was .win.ling, an. I was getting .iskocrage. an. stresse.’ I worrie. this 
might be the en. of the line for me’ Ké little a.ventcre in the west might 
be over alrea.é, an. I might have to yakA it in an. go bakA home to Benton’

'ct I wasnut rea.é to .o that éet’ I .i.nqt want to give cy so TcikAlé’ …he 
drst little hitkh?to retcrn, .efeate., after onlé focr-an.-a-half months’ I 
kocl. tocgh it oct a little while, kocl.nqt I, an. maAe it worA somehowS 
Rcrelé this bliy wocl. be resolve. soon’’’ Romething wocl. kome mé waé, 
rightS

I kame akross a yosition at an oytometristus oDke in Gegina that grabbe. 
mé attention’ Mow this was more liAe the a.min Iu. stc.ie. for’ I liAe. 
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what I rea.’ I wante. this job’ Ro I sent oH mé rescmN to the kontakt in the 
a.’

…he .oktor emaile. that he wante. to meet with me’ I yerAe. cy, 
hoyefcl, an. wrote bakA right awaé, scggesting some .ates for an interview’ 
I waite. an. waite.’ 'ct I never hear. from him’

(ell’ (hat nowS
I was hcnkhe. over mé laytoy, frantikallé skribbling online job yostings 

in mé rayi.lé-dlling notebooA’ Rhawn an. Bimberleé were jcst hea.ing 
oct mé .oor after a brief visit when Rhawn tcrne. bakA an. scggeste., You 
should apply at Cornerstone.

I yclle. mé hea. oct of mé skreen to stare at him, Really? Cornerstone? 
You think?

6ornerstone is a resi.ential, 'ible-base. rekoveré yrogram for éocth 
with a..iktions’ …he Ai.s live there for a fcll éear while atten.ing the 
on-site high skhool’ …he yrogram is highlé strcktcre. with a fcll skhe.cle 
of khores, skhool, khcrkh, aktivities, syorts, khayel, an. servike in the 
kommcnité’

)or these éocth, worAing throcgh sckh .eeylé-roote. an. bin.ing issces 
is a heavé loa. in itself’ 'ct mané of them are also .ealing with familé 
konzikts, yroblems at skhool, eHekts of abcse, arrests, yarenthoo., an. 
other .iDkclties that I kocl.nut have imagine. at their age’ Rhawn ylaée. 
an imyortant role in helying them’ Oeu. been a yart-time éocth kare staH at 
6ornerstone for some three éears, scyervising the Ai.s octsi.e their skhool 
hocrs, morning an. night, seven .aés a weeA 5one weeA on shift, one weeA 
oHY’

…he organiJation ha. been withoct a hea. a.ministrator for a kocyle of 
months’ Rhawn, who ha. been dlling in, thocght I dt the bill’ Oe oHere. 
to taAe mé rescmN to his boss the following Kon.aé’
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I wasnut so scre’ “oc see, the site was in the mi..le of nowhere in 
RasAatkhewan, Iq. been tol., aboct a half-hocrus .rive from the nearest 
town of Rhacnavon, also in nowhere’ It was an hocr from the klosest 
shoyying mall in Rwift 6crrent 5how .o those yeoyle scrviveSY an. aboct 
three hocrs from Koose ”aw, where I was alrea.é feeling yretté at home’ 
pyart from some staH hocses, a few octbcil.ings, an. the fakilité itself, 
there was nothing as far as the eée kocl. see’ pn. fake it, it was the 
yrairie—the eée kocl. see yretté far’

I don’t know… I groane. to Rhawn’ I couldn’t stand it—stranded out 
there, no car. What would I do?

(hé, I wocl.nut have to live on site, Rhawn scggeste.’ I kocl. live 
in Rhacnavon liAe some of the other staH .i.’ Oe volcnteere. Bathrén 
'ekA, the e.ckation .irektor, to transyort me to an. from worA, sinke her 
skhe.cle wocl. koinki.e with mine’ Oe ha. this all dgcre. oct, .i.nut heS

I yiktcre. the ylake, as I imagine. it mcst be, an. trie. to viscaliJe méself 
as the a.ministrator’ psi.e from the .esolate lan.skaye I saw in mé hea., 
being on staH at 6ornerstone wocl.nut be easé, I dgcre., karréing the 
stories an. heartakhes of these Ai.s everé .aé’ It was more than I wante. 
to taAe on’ I wante. a neat little job that starte. at eight a’m’, home at dve 
everé night, an. leave mé worA kares at the oDke’

Iu. rea. the brokhcre’ It all socn.e. liAe a won.erfcl ministré in a 
nee.e. sektor, bct it wasnut for me’ Moye’ I ha. mé dll of the mi..le of 
nowhere bakA in Benton, an. I saw no reason to yct méself bakA into 
sckh a ylake while here in the west’ I liAe. the aktivité of the kité’ I liAe. 
the yeoyle an. the klose yro:imité to shoys an. servikes’ I wasnqt going to 
Mowhere anétime soon, I .etermine.’ 7h-ch’ Iq. stikA to the kité, thanAs’

'ct even after Rhawn an. Bimberleé ha. left mé ayartment, mé hea. 
was still fcll of the konversation’

6ornerstone’
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I Anew I wocl.nut liAe the ylake’ xf kocrse not’ 'ct what .i. it saé aboct 
me if I .i.nut even follow a job yossibilité that was smakA in the mi..le of 
mé del.S I shocl. go throcgh the motions at least, rightS

(ell, letus see what I kocl. be getting into’
I yclle. cy Eoogle Kays an. téye. in the name’ Ké searkh brocght 

me, via satellite, to the tiné town of Rhacnavon’ I braJenlé syie. cy an. 
.own the streets of this foreign little settlement whikh ha. an ol. west 
looA to the .owntown’ I klikAe. on everé hea.ing an. skocre. everé 
bit of information’ Annual Boomtown Days are coming up the middle of 
July…parade and festivities. Cool!

I ycnkhe. in !khcrkhesV an. kame akross one that seeme. to be in line 
with mé faith’ I rekogniJe. the name of the yastor from .iskcssions with 
Rhawn’ …his is the khcrkh Iull atten., I .eki.e., if I move to Rhacnavon’

If!
All right, all right, I’ll apply. But only so it can’t be said I didn’t try.
I .i. cy a kover letter an. gave it to Rhawn with mé rescmN to yass to his 

boss, some 'laAe (ebb fellow’ I yiktcre. a .cll, rigi., kheerless kharakter 
in a bctton-cy shirt, eées on everéthing, waiting to yocnke’ Ké .cté .one, 
I never e:yekte. to hear from the man’

…he following Kon.aé I rekeive. an email8

May 06, 2013
Hi Sandra,
Shawn gave me your resumé. Because we are a Christian 
ministry, I’d like from you a brief life story, including details 
about your walk with God and your core beliefs as well as your 
references. Thank you, and I look forward to hearing from 
you.
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Blake Webb, Executive Director
Cornerstone Inc.

Och1 (ha.aéa Anow1
(ell, oAaé, I kocl. go another stey in this .anke’ I TcikAlé sent oH 

mé referenkes, then tayye. oct a brief life historé along with a fcll yage, 
octlining mé beliefs’ I rea. over what Iu. written, hit the magikal !sen.V 
bctton, an. won.ere. what Kr’ (ebb wocl. have to saé aboct that’

May 08, 2013
Hi Sandra,
I really appreciated your write-up and your core doctrinal 
convictions. It’s important that anyone who comes here agrees 
with us doctrinally.
Would you be willing to tell  about your current journey, 
victories, and challenges, and why you’d like to work here?
Thanks again,
Blake Webb

…hatus where we hit a brikA wall’ Ké kcrrent jocrneéS 0iktories an. 
khallengesS Ké latest khallenge was mé a.min kocrse’ 'ct I Anew that 
wasnut what Kr’ 'laAe was looAing for’ ps for viktories, well, mé syiritcal 
life was at a stan.-still’ I kocl.nut remember mé last viktoré’

I syent .aés yon.ering what to write him’ Iu. no intention of yrettéing 
it cy’ Rtill, how kocl. I yct into wor.s for a stranger that I was a failcre, 
that I was stagnant, that Iu. lost mé yassion for the things of Eo.S

)inallé, I sat .own an. beat oct a raw reylé’
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May 13, 2013
Blake,
Sorry I took so long to get back to you.
I believe in what you’re doing at Cornerstone. It excites me 
to see God work in the lives of kids and to see how He uses 
people like you and ministries like Cornerstone to accomplish 
His purposes.
For myself, I haven’t felt victorious in a long time. For years, 
I’ve longed for just such an opportunity as this. I’ve had a heart 
for teenagers. The excitement is still there. But I won’t pretend 
to be something I’m not. I don’t think I’m strong enough 
right now. My faith has never wavered, but my endurance 
and enthusiasm have. I’m not sure I’m fit for a ministry like 
Cornerstone.
Thank you for your interest,
Sandra

I sent it oH an. Anew Iu. never hear from 'laAe (ebb again’
…here kreyt in a twinge of .isayyointment that Iu. allowe. méself to sliy 

so far’ )or so mané éears Iu. volcnteere. in ministries, yctting in cy to forté 
hocrs a weeA an. loving it’ pn. Iu. thocght, Wouldn’t it be great to have a 
job like this?

Mow, here was a ministré job oyyortcnité, right in mé lay, an. I wasnut 
Tcalide.’ Ci.nut even want it1

5RighY Whatever.
I yct 6ornerstone oct of mé min.’
)ocr .aés later8
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Hi Sandra,
We’ve learned that we all are broken people, in a broken 
world, called by God to bring the message of redemption to 
other broken people. Your difficulties right now don’t necessarily 
disqualify you from this role.
We like to have applicants come to the site to see what all goes 
on here. We’d welcome you here for a few days next week. You 
could see what the role is like and have an interview. There’s a 
place on site you could stay if you choose to come. Please let me 
know.

Kan, this gcé .i.nut Tcit1
Ois message tockhe. something insi.e me’ I sat froJen, glce. to that 

line’ pgain, an. again I rea. his wor.s, we all are broken people, in a broken 
world, called by God? I trie. to swallow the lcmy in mé throat’ (hat was 
this ylakeS

I did want to see 6ornerstone’ Ké, where ha. that kome fromS
xAaé, I .eki.e., I wocl. go, ées’ ”cst to looA’ I .i.nut kare aboct an 

interview’ I kocl.nut worA there, no waé’
'ct I wante. to see drst-han. what Ain. of ylake cses broAen yeoyle an. 

believes in them’
I wocl. taAe the R…6Q  bcs to Rhacnavon an. dn. oct for méself’

Q’ RasAatkhewan …ransyortation 6omyané
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It was (e.nes.aé evening, Kaé LLn.’ Ké bag was yakAe. an. rea.é at the 
.oor’ pn emyté seat on the ne:t bcs to Rhacnavon was waiting for me’

pn. I was getting more an. more an:iocs as the minctes tikAe. bé’ ps 
mé .eyartcre for 6ornerstone .rew nearer, yanik set in’ What am I doing? 
I frette.’ This is ridiculous! I don't want to leave Moose Jaw, and I don't 
want to go to Cornerstone! 

I yake. mé ayartment, ranting to méself, an. bé the time Bimberleé 
kame to saé goo.-bée, I was in melt.own, .ocble. over the Aitkhen 
kocnter of mé stcHé attik’ I don’t wanna go, I waile.’

I ramble. on senselesslé, yclling oct all the reasons this was not a goo. 
i.ea’ I shocl.nqt go, I Anew it’ I shocl. forget the whole thing’ It wocl. be 
a .isaster’ I shocl. staé right here’

I .onut Anow whé I was so griyye. with fear, kertain that if I steyye. 
onto that bcs mé life wocl. khange forever’

Mom, you don’t have to go, Bimberleé soothe.’
I looAe. at her’ “es1 …he voike of reason’ ”cst what I nee.e.’ "ermission 

to bakA oct’ It wasnut too late’
Ceey breath?
Ké jitters began to still an. mé heartrate slowe.’
xf kocrse, I .i.nut have to go’ I .i.nqt? Mo, I .i.nqt?
'ct? I wocl.’
Oer agreement was all it tooA’
You're right, I sai., kalmlé. But I'll go anyway’ I'll go to Cornerstone. 

Because if I don’t, I know I’ll regret it.
…oo often, Iu. stckA to the easé rocte—no eHort, no risA’ …his time, Iu. 

not yass cy the oyyortcnité in front of me’
'esi.es, going an. looAing was not kommitting’



(IMER IM …O4 R…xGK 9Q

Bimberleé walAe. me to the bcs station an. saw me oH’ It was sweet an. 
reasscring’ I nee.e. her yresenke, or I might not have, even then, ha. the 
strength to go throcgh with it’

Ké eées dlle. with tears as we wave. goo.-bée an. the bcs yclle. awaé 
from the station’ xf kocrse, it wasnut ocr yarting that yct the akhe in mé 
heart’ Iu. be bakA in two .aés’

Mo, it wasnqt that’ It was the torment insi.e me’ …orment aboct yast an. 
yresent’ Ecilt over so mané .ekisions in mé life’ Bnowing that getting on 
that bcs was the latest in a long list of wrong khoikes’

ps the miles sye. bé, I was overwhelme. with imyen.ing .oom, an 
intensiféing yremonition that nothing wocl. ever be the same, as if jcst 
akkeyting this invitation to visit ha. somehow seale. mé fate’

I .i.nut want another khange’ Mot this Ain. of khange’ I wante. a 
komfortable job’ Mot this job’ I liAe. Koose ”aw, not in this Rhacnavon 
ylake, an. I wante. to staé where I was’

I focght against all of it the whole long, e:krckiating .rive’
I Anew I was .oome.’ If this job was Eo.us will for me, Oeu. maAe me 

want it’ Oeu. maAe me fall in love with 6ornerstone’ Oeu. worA oct all the 
.ocbts an. .etails, an. Oeu. maAe me hayyé in it’

I stcbbornlé gritte. mé teeth against it all’
pt last mé yrison of konzikt en.e. when the bcs yclle. cy in front 

of Oar.inqs Erokerteria’ ”cst after ten-thirté y’m’, I steyye. .own into 
Rhacnavon for the drst time’

…he moment mé foot tockhe. yavement, I felt kalm’ …he Tciet of night 
on that emyté street soothe.’ Ké fears, mé hesitations ze. awaé’ pn. there 
stoo. Rhawn, rea.é to taAe me oct the .arA gravel roa. to 6ornerstone’

Oe .eyosite. me at the home of Gikhar. an. Karion (illiams who, 
it hayyene., were awaé on vakation  in the Karitimes’ Gikhar. was a 
karyenter, a Kr’ )i:-it, an. the maintenanke man at 6ornerstone’ Oe an. 
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Karion were the kamycs hosts, an. their home, right there on site, was a 
welkoming haven to mané staH an. gcests’

…he .oor was oyen, an. I let méself into the emyté hocse an. settle. 
into the gcestroom that ha. been yreyare. for me’ I stretkhe. oct in the 
Tciet an. soaAe. in the solitc.e’ 'eing alone in that yretté little hocse was 
the balm I nee.e., an. I was soon fast asleey’

God is in this Place

Cornerstone, Saskatchewan
May 23, 2013

"romytlé at nine the following morning, Rhawn AnokAe. at the (illiamsu 
.oor to taAe me to the main bcil.ing an. show me arocn.’

(alAing akross the éar. after a rain, I learne. Cornerstone Essential #1: 
rcbber boots’

Iu. never before enkocntere. mc. liAe this’ It looAe. liAe regclar mc., 
bct it was a thikA klaé that globbe. on the footwear an. wocl. not AnokA 
oH’ Rhawn yointe. oct the staH hocses, the worA-oct ;conset, an. other 
bcil.ings as we sTcishe. an. sliyye. ocr waé to the kentre’ Mo hoye for 
mé sneaAers now’ xnke insi.e, oH with ocr mc..é shoes, an. we set them 
on the mat’ …he !Mo oct.oor footwear in the bcil.ingV rcle was for goo. 
reason’

'eéon. the entréwaé was a foéer, steys to the left going .own, koatroom 
to the right’ pfter that, a hallwaé ran left to right, an. a set of .ocble .oors 
sat straight ahea.’ …hatus where Rhawn tooA me drst’

…he khayel’
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It strckA me as soon as we steyye. in’
pn aisle  ran .own the kentre,  several  rows of ol. yews on either 

si.e’ pkross the front were the worshiy instrcments—a yiano, .rcms, 
amys, gcitars’ …here were stakAs of mcsik an. mcsik stan.s, 'ibles an. 
hémnbooAs .own throcgh the yews’

(hat kacght mé attention was the front of the room’ Pight streame. 
throcgh win.ows that stretkhe. akross the wi.th an. reakhe. from almost 
the zoor to the yeaA of the kathe.ral keiling’ (armth seeye. into everé 
korner’ 'ct more than that was the cnmistaAable sense of "resenke8 a 
stillness, a reverenke, a yeake’ I stoo. in silent awe’

God is in this place.
I .onut Anow what I e:yekte. in a home for trocble. teens, bct this was 

not it’
(e followe. the hall yast the skhool klassroom, where resi.ent stc.ents 

were har. at worA, an. into the .ining room where sat rektangclar tables 
with khairs all arocn.’ p large, imyressive Aitkhen, bright an. oyen, 
stretkhe. beéon.’ …he wall that seyarate. the two rooms boaste. a long, 
high serving win.ow kct above a .eey kocnter’

Rhawn an. I retrake. ocr steys, bakA yast the khayel to the oDkes’ I met 
Rteyhanie 'ri.ges, a.ministrative assistant’ Oers was the smallest oDke, a 
mcltiycryose room, reallé’ 'esi.es her .esA, there were the yhotokoyier, 
all the dles, the Aeé bo:, storage, shre..er, sign-oct sheets, an. everéthing 
that brocght all the staH in an. oct all .aé long’ It was a bcsé little syot 
infcse. with konstant kommotion’

'laAe (ebb brisAe. arocn. the korner then an. intro.cke. himself’ 
Oe was éocnger than Iq. e:yekte.’ Iq. e:yekte. hcrrie. an. seriocs, 
yreokkcyie. an. stern’ Instea., he was rela:e. an. yleasant an., as I 
observe. over the ne:t two .aés, fcn-loving an. ayyroakhable with a TcikA 
lacgh’
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Rhawn showe. me into the oDke of the hea. a.ministrator’ It was 
an a.eTcate syake with a win.ow on either si.e—one that looAe. into 
Rteyhanieus oDke, another that looAe. into an oDke 'laAe share. with the 
stc.ent life .irektor, Péle, Rteyhanieus hcsban.’

Rhawn an. I remaine. there in the oDke for the ne:t kocyle of hocrs 
while he worAe. on whatever he ha. to get .one’ Oe ha. me rea. throcgh 
the stc.ent han.booA an. other .okcments aboct 6ornerstone an. the 
hea. a.min job, an. he oHere. to answer ané Tcestions I might have’ 
plrea.é I felt ina.eTcate, with not enocgh e:yerienke even to Anow what 
to asA’ I Anew mé emyté Tcestions fell short’

pt noon we went to the .ining room, lcre. bé temyting aromas from 
the Aitkhen’ …here were TcikA annocnkements an. the blessing’ (e all 
dle. cy to the little sinA to wash han.s, then along the kocnter where we 
yikAe. cy ylates an. serve. ocrselves while ”oanna, the kooA—a bright, 
kheeré la.é—ma.e scre things went smoothlé’ 4veréone went bakA to the 
khairs, resi.ents an. staH intermingle., an. sat .own to eat together’ (ow1

…he whole lcnkh hocr, I watkhe. an. listene. to voikes all arocn. 
me’ …eenagers in a.oleskent konversation’ Pacghter’ I watkhe. their 
interaktions with eakh other an. with the staH’ I kocl. never have imagine. 
sckh an atmosyhere’ Oow kocl. this beS )or all the yain an. .estrcktion 
reyresente. here, for all the worA an. kare an. sometimes sleeyless nights 
an. tears an. .isayyointments that everé staH member mcst Anow, it was 
astonishing—the cnmistaAable tranTcilité that enveloye. that room an. 
those within’ …hese staH an. resi.ents were a familé, an. Eo. was trclé 
there among them’

Ké sekon. .aé on site, )ri.aé, was to be mé interview—the interview I 
.i.nut kare aboct, for the job I .i.nut want’ pll morning mé han.s shooA 
an. mé stomakh ziy-zoyye.’ I was kol. an. trembling an. sweating all 
at the same time’ ”cst before noon, 'laAe hayyene. bé to let me Anow 
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the !interrogationV—his wor.—wocl. begin at one oqklokA, an. then he 
lacghe. an. hcrrie. awaé’

Ro at one oqklokA, we gathere.’
I looAe. méself over, mé interview attire—jeans an. a jakAet, mckh liAe 

that of the others arocn. the interview table’ 5Cornerstone’s a farm, 'laAe 
was yroc. to saé’ 4ven bcsiness-kascal attire cscallé inklc.e. a nike yair of 
jeans’Y Iu. never looAe. liAe this for an interview before, bct kertainlé mé 
little shoes an. sAirt wocl. never have scrvive. the treA throcgh all that 
6ornerstone mc.’

I lost all konkeyt of time onke the focr of cs sat .own at a table in the 
.ining room’ …here were the three .irektors, 'laAe 54:ekctiveY, Bathrén 
'ekA 54.ckationY, Péle 'ri.ges 5Rtc.ent PifeY, an. me’

I .onut remember a whole lot aboct what was sai.’ I believe 'laAe asAe. 
me what sAills I ha. that I thocght scite. me for this job’ (hat .i. I 
answerS I .onut Anow’ I remember feeling hcmble., cnworthé, liAe I .i.nut 
dt there with those yeoyle’

'ct I wante. to, I realiJe.’ Romewhere in me, the .esire was awaAening’
Oe asAe. me how long I thocght it wocl. be before Iu. be komfortable 

in the hea. a.min yosition’ I foolishlé tol. him Qtwo weeAs,Q then worrie. 
that his .ednition of comfortable might grosslé .iHer from mine’ I jcst 
meant it wocl. taAe me two weeAs to feel at ease there in the oDke, not 
that Iu. kome to Anow the job that TcikAlé’ …here were titters arocn. the 
table’ xf kocrse1 Iu. cn.erestimate. mé learning kcrve1

No, no, Bathrén interjekte. when she saw mé embarrassment’ “Two 
weeks” is a Cornerstone joke, a Blake joke. It ha. starte., she e:ylaine., over 
a hocse that was being konstrckte. in plberta for 'laAe an. his wife an. 
wocl. be transyorte. to the site when dnishe.’ pt some yoint, 'laAe ha. 
bol.lé yre.ikte. its komyletion as, !in two weeAs1V …hat ha. been two 
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éears ago’ …he hocse was still not dnishe.’ 'ct 6ornerstone ha. latkhe. 
onto the metayhor for 'laAeus eternal oytimism’

'laAe asAe. what mé hesitations were an. how I felt aboct moving to 
a small town where I .i.nut Anow anéone’ I ha.nut éet formclate. mé 
hesitations’ I mclle. over an. ramble. an. yrokesse. oct loc.’ I tol. 
them, This is not just a job to me. It’s a total-life commitment’ I a.mitte. 
it konkerne. me to be there alone, so Bathrén tol. of the won.erfcl 
kommcnité in Rhacnavon an. the yeoyle at the khcrkh who were liAe 
familé to her’

I syoAe of mé ina.eTcaké’ pgain, Bathrén smile. an. tol. me in her 
Tciet, gentle waé that she Anew e:aktlé how I felt’ It ha. been the same for 
her when sheu. kome to 6ornerstone’ Rhe tol. me that, bakA then, theéu. 
asAe. her to sign a two-éear kontrakt’ Rheu. hesitate., thinAing screlé sheu. 
be bcrne. oct before that’ 'ct here she was, three months into her thir. 
éear’ Rtill going strong, still loving it’

…he interview wocn. .own an. konversation lightene., an. for some 
reason I got telling them mé plberta ta:i .river storé from the yreviocs 
6hristmas—how Iu. feare. heu. boot me oct in the kol. an. how Iu. ha. 
to stan. mé grocn.’ I was fcnné’ I ma.e them lacgh’ Pater I learne. the 
imyakt of that storé’

(e en.e. with 'laAe asAing me to konsi.er an. yraé aboct the job’ Oe 
yromise. the .irektors wocl. .o the same’ …heéu. be in tockh’

Rhawn .rove me bakA to Koose ”aw that evening’ I khattere. on aboct 
6ornerstone an. asAe. Tcestions’ I was elate.’ …here was a tcgging, a 
éearning beginning to swell’ …his ylake was not liAe anéthing Iu. ever seen, 
an. I was starting to thinA aboct having a yart in it’

Ratcr.aé .awne., 6ornerstone still foremost in mé thocghts’ I was 
konzikte. as I walAe. aboct town on mé erran.s’ I love. Koose ”aw an. 
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.i.nut want to leave’ Bimberleé was there, too’ …his job wocl. mean Iu. 
be komyletelé alone, there so far awaé’ 6ocl. I han.le thatS

Ci. I meascre cy—kharakter, yersonalité, heartS I have .iDkclté, 
sometimes, cn.erstan.ing yeoyle’ I .onut get them, an. theé .onut get me’ 
Ium obliviocs to so mané things’ I rattle oH mé thocghts with no konkeyt 
of how theé socn. to those who hear them’ Iuve tcrne. oH mané yeoyle 
jcst being me’ Oow wocl. I ever dt with 6ornerstoneS

…he job’ 6ocl. I .o itS I was fresh oct of skhool an. ha.nut worAe. in an 
oDke éet’ (hat if I .i.nut have what theé nee.e.S plrea.é, I .i.nut want 
to let them .own’

It was all too mckh’ I kocl.nut?
“et something .rew me to 6ornerstone’ I wante. the job, I .i.—what 

a tcrn-arocn. in jcst three .aés’
p whisyer crge.8 Go, learn, help.
"artwaé akross the Rafewaé yarAing lot, ami. mé argcments with méself, 

the thocght kame oct of nowhere8 Sandra, God will never send you to do a 
job without equipping you to do it. 

It stoyye. me cy short’ …hatus right1 If Eo. wante. me to be the 
hea. a.ministrator at 6ornerstone, Oeu. get me thereR Oe wocl. give me 
strength an. hely me learn’ pn. liAe that, mé fears settle.’

Rcn.aé in khcrkh, I kocl.nut sit still’ 4veré necron, everé dber in mé 
bo.é was wire.’ I sang’ I grinne.’ I twiste. an. d.gete.’ I ha. to get to 
6ornerstone’

Kon.aé kame an. went, an. nothing from 'laAe’ xAaé’ Iu. be yatient’ 
I khekAe. email …ces.aé morning’ Rtill nothing’ I was getting antsé’

I klose. mé laytoy an. skcrrie. oH for an interview at another sya’ ps 
the konversation yrogresse., it seeme. liAe the owner wante. to hire me’ 
(hether bekacse of mé e:yerienke at mé last sya job or not, I wasnqt Aeen 
on the i.ea’ I .i.nut thinA it was a goo. dt’ ”cst the thocght of it wearie. 
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me’ I was komyletelé cy front with the interviewer an. tol. her I was 
waiting to hear from another yossibilité, an. Iu. let her Anow bé the en. 
of the weeA mé .ekision aboct her sya’

pn. I left her waiting while I waite.’
'akA at mé attik, still no email’ …ime for aktion’

May 28, 2013 1:25 p.m.
Good afternoon, Blake,
I hope your week is going well.
I know choosing a head administrator is a huge decision, but 
please, let me know one way or the other as soon as possible.
I’ve done a complete 180 concerning my being at Cornerstone. 
From going, “Why are you sending me there, God?” to sudden 
reassurance. What a relief! It’s okay, though, if I’m not the 
right one. I don’t want to be there if I’m not meant to be.
Sincerely,
Sandra Glenn

May 28, 2019 8:44 p.m.
Hi Sandra,
Thanks for your email and for holding our feet to the fire. Is 
there a number where I can reach you?

I borrowe. Bimberleéus yhone’ …hen kame the kall’ 'laAe e:ylaine. 
that when theé konsi.er someone for sckh a yosition, he meets with the 
.irektors to .iskcss the ayylikant an. asAs them if theé see ané re. zags’ It 
goes to the boar., as well, for review’ Oe tol. me that not one of them ha. 
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a single misgiving aboct taAing me on as hea. a.ministrator1 …here on the 
yhone, he oHere. me the yosition, an. I akkeyte.’

Rhawn tol. me later, Blake said that email you wrote him, asking for the 
job, was “the last nail in the coffin." …hen he grinne., Maybe not the best 
metaphor. 'laAe sai. it showe. I ha. kocrage’ Pater still, I learne. mé ta:i 
storé was another kondrmation to 'laAe that I ha. what it taAes for the job 
at 6ornerstone’

xh, an. that oytometrist Iq. wante. to worA for’’’ Rhortlé after I was 
settle. into mé new yosition an. loving it, I .iskovere. an interview 
ayyointment in mé jcnA email bo:’ Oeu. resyon.e. after all1 "robablé 
won.ere. whé I never answere. him’ I kocl.nut hely bct smile at how even 
this small .etail ha. worAe. for mé goo., an. I wrote to let him Anow whé 
I ha.nut reylie.’





Cornerstone, Place of 
Belonging

Dropped into a Foreign World

I  returned to Shaunavon early in June to look at rentals and found an 
old house with lots of character on First Street West. The living room, 

with gorgeous woodwork, was the draw. That and the fact that it was about 
the only reasonable place in town that was available. I signed the lease and 
made a quick trip back to Moose Jaw to pack a U-Haul.

Though excited about the possibilities Shaunavon could o'er, I’d 
brought with me no expectations. Ijd come to terms with how hard it is 
to make friends, and I wasnjt looking for that. Itjs not unique to me or the 
place. Itjs Yust life, especially the older we get.

Then there are a few small things with me that make friendships a 
challenge. ;ou see, Ijm not always good at group events. The problem 
is not that there are a great number of peopleO I don’t mind being in a 
crowd. Itjs noise and commotion that can throw me. —verhead lights drain 
my energyAthey almost hurtAand that makes it hard to focus on the 
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conversationO thus, I appear uninterested. Sometimes, I’d rather Yust not 
go at all than deal with that.

?articularly in a group I don’t know very well, I spend a long time 
listening and observing, getting a feel for things. I mean, when I have 
nothing in common with anyone, what else can I do… ?eople canjt handle 
my silenceO they assume Ijm quiet, shy, moody, a snob. They might avoid 
eye contact with me or act like I’m not there. Sometimes, this doesn’t 
bother me, but other times it makes me feel like I’m intruding where I’m 
not supposed to be. That puts me o' kilter, and I become more and more 
awkward with every move I make. Then should I attempt to speak, what 
comes out of my mouth Yust proves to everyone that the weird girl is, in 
factBweird.

Nnd I am a bit odd. 8veryone is. My oddities Yust sometimes show 
more than most peoplejs. I mean, in my head things are 3ne with my 
interactions. Kut people Yust look at me and nod mutely. Ijm never sure 
whatjs wrongO I Yust know I wonjt be seeing much of them anymore.

However, Ijm usually good at one-on-one or groups of three or four. 
This is where youjll get to know me, hear me, see me. I love to have a lady 
or two over for evening co'ee. I like the intimacy of a home setting. We can 
wear comfy pants and put our feet up. We can bring conversation from the 
trivial to the more substantial. These discussions allow greater insight into 
the minds and hearts of my guests. Usually, I listen well. Kut sometimes, get 
me going, and I yammer on like a wind-up toy, then come away horri3ed 
that I never shut up.

So I wasnjt expecting to make friends in ShaunavonO however, I intended 
to be friendly. 8ven with these challenges, I was determined to put my best 
foot forward.

Kut I soon found out that friendly interaction was much more di(cult 
than expected.
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Shortly after my arrival in town, there was a shower at the church. Nway 
I went, eager to meet people and make connections. Throughout the room 
were round tables set for luncheon. I picked the one where )athryn was 
sitting, since she was the only lady I knew at all. Eonversation picked up 
around me, smiles and chatter.

N  couple  of  people  introduced  themselves  and  asked  me 
questionsAWhere are you from? What do you do? Do you have kids? 
Grandkids? zWow, that was new4 ?eople here in the west thought I was old 
enough to be a grandma4 What’s with that…5 Hello, I’m Sandra, nice to meet 
you. Why, yes, I do have kids and grandkids.

Nnd thatjs where it ended. There was nothing else for either of us to say. 
They looked at me, blinked a couple of times, then went back to their talk 
with each other.

I looked from face to face, helpless. It struck me for the 3rst time what 
a foreign world Ijd come to. Here I was, a Maritimer my whole life, now 
plopped down into a tiny prairie town Ijd never heard of till a month or so 
ago. I was disoriented Yust hearing the names of the people and places they 
tossed aboutO I had no frame of reference. What could I o'er… Nny stories 
I could tell would be Yust as detached for themO they wouldn’t be able 
to relate to my people and places either. We had no history, no common 
ground, nothing to draw on. I was aching for contact, real conversation, 
but was too shellshocked in this alien land to know what to do.

Sociali“ing was lonelier than being alone.
I think many people have no idea...no concept of how di(cult it can be 

to 3t into a new place by yourself. Most people who move to a new town at 
least have a spouse, maybe kids, with them. Nnd while I donjt doubt thatjs 
hard, itjs a whole other level doing it by yourself. ;oujve no one to prop 
you up, no one to fuel you, no one to debrief with later.
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;et I donjt know what the answer is, how to help each other along. For 
those who are settled in their surroundings, life carries them, a mind of 
its own. They already have family, friends, hobbies, and Yobs established, 
no room for any more. They might not even notice the new girl in their 
midst. —r they might 3gure someone else can connect better with her, 
while everyone around them 3gures the same.

Kut what a breath of fresh air to that new person when someone 
reaches out with an invite to supper or co'ee. Someone who steps right 
up and initiates rather than leaving it up to her to do it. Nfter all, the 
one whojs home has the advantage, being surrounded by the familiar. The 
newcomerjs still out of place and o'-kilter, still trying to dig her way out 
from under boxes and getting her feet under her. Nnd the longer nobody 
comes around, the longer shejll be out of place.

Kut donjt worry if you think maybe you could approach her. N co'ee 
invitejs not a life commitment, and you donjt have to become best friends. 
Just o'er something, once or twice, to get her started. Cuide her 3rst steps 
in learning her way around. Itjll mean the world to her, trust me.

First Few Weeks

Having never worked in an o(ce, I rested in the knowledge that Ijd 
be thoroughly trained in all the inner workings of the Eornerstone head 
admin position.

Dot so.
Shawn was assigned to train me since hejd been doing my Yob for several 

weeks until I got there. Kut he wasnjt an administratorO hejd only been 
helping out in the o(ce, taking care of the essentials while they had no 
one else. He showed me what he knew, but administration is a vast sea of 



WIDCS ID TH8 ST—GM 2Q

activities and intricacies that he couldnjt possibly have learned in the short 
time hejd been in the role.

Dot many days into my training, he and I were staring at each other with 
nothing to say. Just then, Klake strode past the o(ce, The cow got out, he 
said, and he was gone.

N few more minutes of silence in my o(ce, then Shawn put down the 
book he was holding. I’m going to go chase a cow, he announced.

Nnd with that, my training was over.
Eornerstone runs in high gear, as you might expect for a residence for 

teens, and sta' were very busy. They didnjt have a lot of time to cater to 
the new girl. So I hit the ground running and dug in to learn as quickly as I 
could. —ver and over I looked to Stephanie, 6Whatjs the ?rivilege System…: 
6Whojs so and so…: 6Where do I 3ndB…: 6How do I doB…: Luestions 
and answers shot back and forth through the window that connected our 
o(ces.

Stephanie was a gem with her patient explanationsAwhat would I have 
done without her… I didnjt know it yet, but we were building a friendship 
that wejd take with us down the path of life to come. Shejs still there to 
help and guide me when I need it, and many times I still look to her for 
answers and comfort.

I knew I had to push my function at Eornerstone. I had to 3nd a way to 
speak well in the midst of di(culties and not hide from them, as I was 
used to doing. I purposed from the start to address problems and clear up 
misunderstandingsAno more ignoring them like they didnjt exist.
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What a stretch that was for me. Ijd be nervous for days anticipating the 
discussion and break out in a sweat when seated across from the other 
person. Then Ijd delay the issue with trivialities, one after another. Ijd 
3nally bumble through my concern, making more or less of it than should 
be, asking all the wrong questions. Some things I should have Yust left 
aloneO some things I pushed too hard.

Kut  I  got  better.  Slowly,  I  learned  to  say  what  was  needed.  The 
atmosphere at Eornerstone encouraged honest discussionAit was safe to 
speakAand bit by bit, it drew out of me my thoughts. I discovered a whole 
new world for myself1 communication. I began to open up in conversation 
and in writing. Dow I wonder how I kept so much inside me all those years.

The 3rst thing to strike me about Klake was his deep love for the 7ord and 
his commitment to serving Him and the ministry. He wanted the best for 
Eornerstone and our kids.

We sent out a monthly newsletter to our supporters, and it was my Yob 
to put together the components and edit the letter. 8very issue included 
a brief note on each resident, needs and prayer requests, an opening 
paragraph by the editor zme5, and a note from Klake, 8xecutive Rirector.

Ky the time I came on board in P9L!, Junejs letter was due, and I was 
staring at the executive directorjs note in my inbox. Ijd soon learn that 
Klake could hammer out a quality-content message in Yust a few minutes, 
something that, back then, would have taken me hours to do. Kut his 
structure, seen here for the 3rst time, had my —ER screaming.

I corrected the typos and some punctuation. I read it again and again. 
What was I to do with the rest… Ijm no pro, donjt get me wrong, but I 
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knew I could improve itAclarity and Now. I 3gured it must be the head 
administratorjs Yob to reconstruct it properly, right…

—n  the  other  hand,  what  if  my  new  boss  were  the  sort 
who  didnjt  want  the  secretary  messing  with  his  words…  N 
this-is-what-I-wrote-and-this-is-how-I-want-it kind of person… I worried 
about overstepping my bounds. My 3ngers 3dgeted under my desk as I 
sweated out what to do.

Finally, when Klake was shooting by my o(ce later that day, I called out 
to him, What do you want me to do with your newsletter note?

What do you mean?
Do you want me just to fix typos and spelling, or everything, like split 

infinitives and run-on sentences?
What’s an infinitive?
I had my work cut out for me.
He told me to do whatever  you do  with the  note  and was  on his 

way. I smiled with delight and dug in. I worked hard to keep his voice, 
his personality. I rearranged out-of-order phrases, cut down sentences, 
chopped words and repetitions. Nnd when I sent him the 3nished product, 
he was pleased.

This was the beginning of a teamAKlake and me. The odd time we 
quibbled about words, he listened as I explained why Ijd made a change. 
Then he explained why hejd chosen the particular word he had. Most 
often, he made more sense than I did, and I put it back the way hejd had it. 
Kut when he saw wisdom in my reasoning, he’d graciously concede.
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Just Show up and Serve Pancakes

—ne of the 3rst things I did in this Yob was to familiari“e myself with 
the o(ce goings-on by scrolling back through the admin emails of the past 
couple of months. Most were trivial, and none of them struck a chord with 
me. 

Until the mention of a pancake breakfast, which caught my eye as I 
sailed past it. I gave it little thought, at 3rst. Kut then I came across another 
email. This time, I looked a little closer. It was a discussion back and forth 
between names I didnjt recogni“e, and then Klakejs weighing in. Time to 
pay attention.

I got buried in threads that went back for months. There were questions 
and responses about supplies and contactsO how to mix batter and store 
foodO quantities based on the expected number of peopleO instructions on 
set-up, health regulations, and a temporary permit.

Cornerstone’s doing a pancake breakfast? I called through the window 
between our o(ces.

Oh, don’t worry, Klake assured me. We just have to show up and serve 
pancakes. 

I pulled my head out of my computer and glanced at him skeptically. 
Something told me it was not that simple.

Eornerstone, I learned, had agreed to host the annual pancake breakfast 
for Koomtown Rays in July. Dot only that, this was our 3rst attempt. 
Eornerstone had never done anything like it before. Dobody on sta' knew 
how to put it together, and there were no lists or charts or documents for 
reference.
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To top it o', this Koomtown Rays of P9L! was the one hundredth 
anniversary of the town of Shaunavon. ?eople would be coming from far 
and wide to celebrate.

Just show up and serve pancakesB…
This. Was. Huge.
I had one month to pull it o', and Ijd never organi“ed anything this 

big in my life. We were responsible for gathering and setting up our 
supplies and equipment as well as tables and chairs where the customers 
would eat. We had to prepare proper cooking and washing stations with 
health-approved procedures in place. Nnd we needed volunteers to take 
payment, mix batter, cook, serve, and clean up afterward.

Where to start…
I went back to the emails and wrote to those townspeople named there, 

introduced myself, and asked what was going on and where to 3nd what 
I needed. They were patient and eager to helpO I was so grateful. I put 
together a grocery list, gathered volunteers, got our temporary vendor 
permit, and did a schedule for the pick-up and return of items we would 
borrow from businesses all over town. Sta' Yumped in to help make it 
happen.

—n July P9th, I was in the Eo-op Marketplace parking lot at 3ve-thirty 
a.m. with many others, setting up. Klake and the residents brought in the 
tables and chairs. 8veryone pitched in. Nnd at eight o’clock that morning, 
we were ready to go.

If you cook it, they will come…
The people started showing up. —ne or twoBthree or fourBhere and 

there. Kefore I reali“ed it, the line had grown to several bodies thick and 
stretched across the parking lot all the way to the sidewalk and wound 
down beyond the corner of the butcher shop. They talked and laughed in 
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line, visiting with neighbors they saw every day and friends they hadn’t seen 
in years, as they made their way toward the front to pick up their breakfast.

That day, we served pancakes and sausages to more than LQ99 people4 We 
had to keep cooking forty minutes past our scheduled end-time because 
there were so many still standing in line4

—ur sta', residents, and volunteers brought it together beautifully4 We 
were fast and e(cient with friendly smiles4 The people loved us4

What an event4 Eornerstone shone4 N win4
Just show up and serve pancakes…!



Home is Where the 
Heart Breaks

Shadows

I  swelled with joy that perhaps I’d found my place of belonging. I 
loved Shaunavon and my church. I loved Cornerstone, my job, and my 

co-workers. And I couldn’t wait to share it all with family and friends back 
home.

My oldest son, Ian, would marry Suzanne that summer, on July 15, 
2013, and I took four days oR work to go back for their wedding.

I carried many emotions with me when I —ew out of xegina on July 
12thKeDcitement over my life on the prairie, anticipation of the upcoming 
celebration and the reunions it would bring, and hurts and confusions that 
had come with my departure from Benton last Hecember. xobert and I 
were still in touch almost daily, of course. I missed him and couldn’t wait 
to see him. Nut I felt a hesitancy I couldn’t eDplain.

Ge was there to greet me when I stepped oR my midnight —ight. I don’t 
remember much about that meeting. I don’t recall —owers or a card in his 
hand or a shower of sweet sentiments, no beaming smile, no sweep of his 



SAEHxA 9xAC;W2

arms to lift me oR the —oor. Gis hug felt a bit more careful than passionate. 
I held back too, feeling awkward. I’d been gone a long time, after allF it was 
to be eDpected we’d both be a little strange with one another.

Nut  his  greeting  was  warm  just  the  same.  Eothing  struck  me  as 
troublesome. At the time, I wasn’t looking for anything unusual. I didn’t 
know yet what was coming.

Ny the time we reached home, it was the wee hours of the morning. qe 
snatched a few hours of sleep before my :rst of just a four-day visit.

qe went to the Saturday farmer’s market, where I used to work at 
Cheryl’s Sandwich Counter. I inched slowly through the long line of eager 
customers, peeking ahead, then ducking behind those in front of me to 
keep from being seen too soon.

At last I came in sight of Cheryl and Trank behind the counter, :lling 
orders. Trank’s face lit up when he spotted me, and he pushed between the 
people to wrap me in a hug. TrankKone place I was always sure to get a 
warm welcome. Nless him.

xobert and I s!ueezed through crowded aisles, between tables and 
booths, and nodded to familiar faces across the sea of shoppers. qhen we’d 
seen all we wanted to, we wandered back to the truck. It was still early, and 
we had most of the day to :ll. xobert threw out a couple of ideas“ we could 
go home where Ian and Jack were shooting skeets, or we could drive two 
hours to the 9lenn cottage on the lake.

”he lakeO Ah, the lakeO I warmed at the thought. ”he 'cottageY was 
bigger than my house, but that wasn’t the appeal for me. It was the lake 
and the beach that I loved. ;very summer, we went there with the kids, 
a day set aside for the whole 9lenn clan, and it was always a good time. 
”oday was the day they were gathered, xobert let me know.
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I wanted to see everyone, sit down with them, and chat about all that 
had happened in the last seven months. Bimberley had gotten into town 
days ahead of me, and she was already there with the family.

I eDpected xobert to smile and say, sure, let’s goF they’re eager to see you. 
Ge was usually !uite keen to get together with his family.

Nut when I talked about going to the lake, he got !uiet. Ge sat, hardly 
moving, looking anywhere but at me. It’s up to you, Sandra, was his only 
input. I saw no real agreement, rather he seemed reluctant to take me. 
qhen I asked why this reaction, he wouldn’t tell me anything. I didn?t 
know what to make of it.

”here was his other suggestion, too. I wanted time with the boys, and 
with the busyness of all that would go on over the neDt few days, today 
might be my only opportunity. Let’s go home and shoot skeets, I decided. 
4es, my boys were, by far, the better choice.

And immediately, I felt a relief that I couldn?t eDplain, one that I would 
come to understand better as my four days unfolded.

”hat  evening,  xobert  suggested  we  take  a  jaunt  into  the  nearby 
community for ice cream at the corner store. Gey, going out for ice cream 
with my guy was just about the best way to top oR our day. It was probably 
silly, but I was eDcited. qearing my best smile, I hopped into the truck and 
we were oR.

qe came out of the store, treats in hand, and started across the parking 
lot when we spotted a couple of ladies from our community. About the 
time we sidled up to say hello, xobert stepped away from meKjust a little 
step sideways, barely enough to notice. Nut I did noticeF yes, I did. Ge never 
looked at me or touched me while we chattedF he never closed the space 
between us. It was almost as though he didn?t want them to see him with 
me. qas that a bit of awkwardness I sensed in himLand in them6
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”he tug in my heart was to feel that I belonged after all this timeKfor 
just a small show of aRection like I was still his without !uestion. Nut there 
was that step away, that little bit of distance, just enough that it seemed it 
had to be on purpose.

A shadow of concern fell on the far corner of my mind.

Sunday was church, and we were all  going togetherKxobert,  Jack, 
Bimberley,  and me. I  looked forward to it,  eager to greet everyone. 
”here would be smiles and handshakesKWhat is it you do out there in 
Saskatchewan? they’d ask. And I’d get to tell them.

qe had just stepped into the building when xobert and Jack walked oR 
and disappeared into the crowd. ”hey never said anythingKnot a word. 
”hey just left Bimberley and me standing there inside the door. I couldn’t 
see where they’d gone. Must be some pre-service ushering duties, I :gured.

Bimberley and I went into the auditorium and found an empty pew that 
had lots of room for the guys to join us later, when they returned from 
whatever it was that had taken them away. qe?d just settled into our seats 
when two dear ladies came over to say hello. ”hey sat down beside us, and 
we all chatted about things I don?t remember now. Nut I do remember that 
they came and that they were sweet and friendlyKin the days to come, that 
would mean a lot to me. ”hen they made their way back to their seats just 
as the service was about to begin.

xobert and Jack were still Aq…7.
qe sang the :rst hymn and were given the usual opening remarks.
Eo sign of the guys.
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After they’re done collecting the offering, I reasoned. Then they’ll come sit 
with us.

Nefore long, the ushers went forward, xobert and Jack among them. 
”he oRering plate passedF it was only minutes before it made its way to the 
back of the room, and the service moved on to the neDt segment.

Still, they didn?t come.
qhen the sermon was underway and all the commotion had died, there 

was still no sign of xobert. I twisted around. For goodness sake, what's 
keeping him?

”hen I spotted them at the back of the room, seated in the row of eDtra 
chairs along the wall. ”here they were, both of them, looking unfazed and 
at ease with the world, as if Bimberley and I weren?t even there.

What?
I straightened back around and tried to let on that all was perfectly :ne. 

Nut inside, I wilted. ”hey were not coming. ”hey’d chosen other seats. 
My only Sunday at our church in seven months, and my husband and son 
didn’t even sit with me. It was as if they didn?t even know me.

”here was something else. ”he singing, the sermon, the closingL qas I 
imagining it6 ”hose around me, who certainly knew me and saw me, never 
met my eye. Eo one shook my hand during the greeting time, and as the 
congregation —owed out to the foyer afterward, no one approached me or 
said hello. Eot even a smile from afar. Eot one.

I pushed it aside as best I could. qas it really that big a deal, anyway6 I 
tried to tell myself it wasn’t.

xobert and Jack reappeared just as Bimberley and I approached the eDit. 
It didn’t escape me that they hadn’t come near us or spoken to us the whole 
time we were inside the church.

Another shadow.
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All in My Head

Ian and Suzanne?s wedding was to be held in the front yard of their lovely 
home on a beautiful little acreage just outside the town of Gillsborough. 
Monday morning dawned sunny and hot. Ny mid-day it was in the thirties 
Celsius, plus humidityKperfect for a sweaty, drippy outdoor wedding.

Golly had —own in from 9rande érairie on Sunday afternoon, and she 
rode to Ian and Suzanne’s place with xobert, Bimberley, and me while 
Jack took his own car.

qe got there very early, unusual for us. xobert and I were in the kitchen 
when his parents came through. ”hey both said hello to me, and his 
mother asked, 'Gow are you6Y I smiled and told her I was doing well. ”hey 
passed on by me and soon headed outside. Maybe we’d chat later.

Just before the ceremony, xobert followed me, without a word, into a 
row of chairs on the lawn where we settled ourselves to wait. I watched him 
out of the corner of my eye. Ge sat a bit too rigid in his seat, not a smile for 
me or a touch, his face, his posture set with neither sadness nor joy at my 
nearness.

”he wedding was lovely with a western theme. Suzanne was very pretty 
in her white gown. Ian was dressed in black with matching cowboy hat. 
Ian’s best man carried the ringbearer, nine-month-old ;than, who was 
adorable in his own little black cowboy hat.

After the 'I-dos,Y xobert disappeared. I thought it strange that he’d 
gone oR and left me without a word. Must have gotten distracted and 
didn’t realize, I :gured. I wandered around till  I  found him on the 
back step, chatting with Golly. I stuck myself into their midst, and their 
conversation petered out. A minute or so later they strode oR, leaving me 
to trail after them.
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After a while, I spied xobert’s sister not more than eight feet away. She 
would say hello, I was sure. qe’d greet each other and share our news. 
Nut when I looked to her for a smile, she wouldn’t meet my eye. I knew 
she could see meF she was right there. 4et she looked right past me, almost 
through me. Eo smile. Eo hello. 7ike there was no me. It seemed so odd, 
like so many other things about this visit that should have been ordinary 
and pleasant but were, instead, strange and troubling.

éerhaps I should have marched right up and addressed her, but I’m not 
at all comfortable with that when I get a sense that I’m not welcome.

I brushed aside the odd behaviour. My spirits could not be dampened. I 
still hoped, today, to be part of the family that had claimed to be mine. I’d 
been gone long enough that I was ready with stories about my new job and 
the incredible place I worked. Look what God let me be part of! I wanted to 
shout.

I took my place in line to get a piece of wedding cake. …ne of xobert’s 
brothers was just ahead of me. Ge turned to me and launched into 
discussion, and it was like there’d been no gap since I’d last seen him.

Tinally, thank goodnessO At last,  the curse was lifted, and normal 
interaction could resumeO qe commented back and forth about nothing 
in particular until someone else took his attention, ending our discussion.

”hat was it. ”he curse was back...the end of conversation for me that 
day.

I picked up a piece of cake and carried it to where the 9lenns were 
gathered in the corner of the yardKI could usually :nd them in a cluster 
together. I dragged over a chair and plopped myself down in their circle. I 
looked from face to face, eagerly. Eo one glanced my way. Eo one spoke a 
word to me. Eot once. Eo acknowledgement of any kind, not even from 
my husband at my side. I was invisible.
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I worked so hard not to let on a hint of what I felt, but inside I was 
astounded. Aching. I was doing my part to connect with them. Gow could 
they act this way6

”rue enough, we’d never been close, xobert’s familyKhis parents, his 
older sister, and three younger brothersKand me. qhen I had become a 
9lenn years ago, I thought the world of them all, and I really wanted to 
be part of them. Nut I was a shy twenty-year-old and didn’t know how. I 
was intimidated by his parents...couldn’t come up with a thing to say. I 
was awkwardF I felt inade!uate, naive, and unknowledgeable. I needed the 
mature ones, the established ones, to teach me how to do it, to reach out to 
me, to set me at ease. Instead, they’d let me know it was up to me to make 
my way in and earn their approval. Ny the time I became strong enough to 
do it, it was too late. qe were already set in our places and mine was just a 
little outside of theirs.

;ven so, they’d never been unfriendly before.
I did my best to press on like nothing had happened. ”hat was what I 

didKignore the obvious tension because I didn’t want to believe it, didn’t 
know how to address it, and above all, did not want anyone to see that I 
was hurt.

”he only other words to me from xobert’s family that day were from 
a lady as she was leaving. She paused as she passed my chair. And you like 
your job? she asked. I told her I did. That’s good, she said and went oR. It 
struck me as an odd interaction, her smile not !uite natural, her tone too 
bright.

Again, xobert was gone, and I went on the hunt. Hisappointment :lled 
me. qhy did he keep leaving me on my own6 I wanted to be with him all 
I could for the short time I was there. qhy didn’t he want the same6

I found him standing in the shade, chatting with a group of people. Ge 
had no smile for me when I approached, and I saw no light in his eyes. Ge 
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didn’t move toward me, didn’t put an arm on my waist or touch my hand. 
…nce again, it seemed like he didn’t want anyone to see that he cared for 
me.

…ver and over that day, he left me standing alone. …ver and over, I felt 
the sting. …ver and over, I pretended nothing was wrong.

Tinally, we all piled back into the truck and closed the doors. What was 
that! I eDclaimed.

What…? What was what? came xobert’s innocent tone.
That! Your family! How they ignored me! Wouldn’t talk to me! Wouldn’t 

look at me! And you, ignoring me...always walking off without me! I was 
shocked. I was hurt. I was furious. éieces were starting to come together, 
like why his family had held a wedding shower for Bimberley just days 
ago, but before I arrived home. ”hey hadn’t even told me about itKhadn?t 
invited me.

As we wound along the twisty road, xobert insisted nothing was amissF 
it was all in my head. Ge’d done nothing wrong. Gis family had done 
nothing wrong. And the girls agreed.

”his was the hardest blow of the day. Eo one in that truck acknowledged 
what had just happened or allowed for my hurt. 7ike I was half crazy, 
imagining the whole thing.

qhere was support6 qhere was comfort6 qhere was my husband for 
me6

Peace of Mind

It was the morning after the wedding. I was curled up on the love seat 
in the library with my coRee. xobert appeared in the doorway. Ge didn?t 
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normally join me in this ritual that I loved so much, though I?d invited him 
many times. Ge?d always had some reason not to.

Nut there he was, on this morning, standing across the room from me. 
I thought he would sit down and we?d chat together, even if just for a few 
minutes.

Ge put one knee up on the arm of the chair beside him and looked my 
way. I’m getting a divorce, he said.

I blinked and stared at him, mute.
Hivorce.
Ge wanted a divorce. I sat, unmoving. 
Seven months ago, he’d sent me away. ”o work, he’d said. ”o build a 

stronger resumK. ”o come back to him, :nd a job, and resume our lives. 
qhen had divorce become part of the plan6

So many things —y through the mind at this momentKthoughts that 
grapple with one anotherF they pull and tug every direction. ”he last weeks 
and months —ashed before me, a kaleidoscope of images that didn?t !uite 
:t, a drone of voices speaking words I couldn?t understand.

Hivorce.
Ge went on. I’m scared you’re going to divorce me and take everything I 

have. Ge couldn’t sleep at night, he claimed, with worry that he would lose 
it all.

I still didn’t speak. Eo tears, no horror. Just sat there and tried to take 
it in. qhy did he think I’d divorce him6 Hid he really believe I’d want his 
things6 ”hese seemed strange fears, to me. qhere had they come from6 
qhy would he entertain them6 ”here’d been no issue between us back last 
fall before I’d leftKno anger, no :ght, no split.

Gow small I must be to him to let this insult take root. qhat had 
happened to honor and trust6 qhat had happened to care and protection6 
”o cherish your wife6
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I’m doing this whether you agree or not, he was saying. I just want a legal 
document that says you can’t take my stuff, that’s all. I need peace of mind 
so I can sleep at night. Ge eDplained how he’d worked it all out with his 
lawyer, and he rattled oR the :nancial settlement he’d decreed for me. Ge 
was cancelling our joint credit card, too, he told me.

So this wasn’t just an idea. It was already in the works.
Ge never asked what I thought. Hidn’t oRer any variables. Eot even the 

courtesy of talking to me before initiating the process.
It’ll be a lot easier and cheaper for both of us if you don’t fight it. And I’ll 

pay your lawyer costs, he :nished oR.
qow.
I didn’t understand how he could give way to such fearsLhow they 

could take so strong a hold. Nut I did know that this way of thinking was 
not uncommon for him. Trom somewhere that I could never eDplain, an 
idea would come to xobert. Ge’d mull it over and over and begin to believe 
it. Ge’d be bothered and become distracted till it tormented him through 
the night. Ge’d convince himself that it was real, and then he’d act on it.

So sitting there, hearing him say words like 'can’t sleep at night,Y I got 
it. 

You just need peace of mind? I asked at last. You want a legal document to 
protect your stuff. But that’s all it means, this divorce?

Right.
You don’t actually want to end things between us and go our separate ways?
No.
Then there’s no need to tell anyone about this. I decided for both of us. If 

we’re not really splitting up… If I’m coming back as your wife, it’ll be much 
easier for us to pick up and go on if no one knows.

Right, he consented. ”hough I wonder now if he intended to stick to 
that, even then.
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Okay. I’ll sign your divorce, I conceded. Eot that I had a choice.
It all sounds crazy, I know, especially now as I look back on it. I’ve hashed 

it through many times since that day. Should I have argued6 Should I have 
fought it6 Should I have laid out all the reasons this was so wrong and how 
badly it could end6

”he truth was, I didn’t have any moneyF I couldn’t aRord a lawyer or a 
:ght. Nesides, I wanted to give xobert what he needed to ease his worryF I 
wanted him to be okay.

So I trusted what he told me. qe weren’t really splitting. ”he papers 
were just his security. ”hey didn?t mean anything to usKas far as we were 
concerned, we were still married. And if no one else knew about it, what 
would it matter6 qe would tuck those papers away until I returned, and 
then we’d burn them.

Gow does my mind that feels huge disturbances out of minor tremors 
brush aside the real crises6 ”oo trustingL gullible6 ”oo tired6 Eo :ght left6

…r did I not care, too blind to see the dangers that riddled this plan6



Don’t Miss the Boat

August 1985

O  inaicimcperwitritra,oimfabr,,nilgftnauifh,ifbi,vricnwisra,dica.i,nai
mcadi,wcngnauilrvna.i,vrilhperwAiyvoi,vric.sra,hwrwditritrwroitri

vfarRpffarwdoiRfhauiIflrw,ica.iWA
’ri.wfsrica.i.wfsroiafin,narwcwRoiafi.rd,nac,nfainaipna.AiIflrw,itcdaj,i

fari,fiegcai,vndidfw,ifbi,vnauoiChd,oiWe’ll go to Nova ScotiaA
yb,rw ic ivhwwnr.i Ccha,i,vwfhuvi,vriTclf,i—wcngNIflrw, itcd icgdfi

af,ifari,fid,feica.idprggi,vriwfdrdNtri.rmn.r.i,fivfei,vribrwwRi,fi
krtbfha.gca.AiW,itcdicigfauiwn.ri,vwfhuvi,vrianuv,i,nggitri.ndrplcwxr.i
rcwgRi,vriarP,ipfwanauic,iBfw,iyhPiqcd;hrdA
—vraitritrwrictcRicucnai,vwfhuvitvc,idrrpr.i,filrira.grdditng.rwarddi

naicibfwdcxraiewfsnamrAi’ridvfhg.ivcsrid,feer.i,firPegfwroisndn,idvfedica.i
c,,wcm,nfadSi,vrwritrwriegra,Rifbitfa.rwbhgi,vnaudi,fidrrica.i.fAi’ridvfhg.i
vcsriufari,fiJ,Ai…fvajdNn,igffxdidfilrch,nbhginai,vrienm,hwrdAiqh,itri.n.aj,A

Wanna go to Labrador?iIflrw,icdxr.idh..ragRoica.iWilwnuv,rar.ic,i
,vridhuurd,nfaAi…hd,i,vritfw.oiLabradorAi’nd,bhg!iIfpca,nm!iOvoin,i
tfhg.ilriugfwnfhdDiJfitrivrc.r.ihei,vritrd,idn.rifbi,vriewfsnamroiafw,vi
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,fi,vrign,,gridr,,grpra,ifbiJcna,iqcwlritvrwritrj.imc,mvicaf,vrwibrwwRi,fi
qgcamQJclgfaoiLhrlrmoiChd,ilrgfti,vri'clwc.fwilfw.rwA
’ricwwnsr.inai,vridr,,grpra,igc,ricb,rwaffaica.ipc.rifhwitcRi,fi,vri

.fmxi,fimvrmxi,vribrwwRjdi.recw,hwri,nprAi—vnditcdigfauilrbfwri,vri.cRdifbi
Effugridmvr.hgrdifaimrggievfardAi—vribrwwRitcdaj,inaoica.itrigrcwar.i,vrwri
tfhg.aj,ilricaf,vrwiwhai,vc,ianuv,oiaf,i,nggoiWi,vnaxin,itcdoidrsrai,vriarP,i
pfwanauA
’ri,hwar.ilcmxi,vritcRitrj.imfprica.ivrc.r.i,ficiuwcsrgien,itrH.idrrai

Chd,icidvfw,ivfei.ftai,vriwfc.AiW,itfhg.ilriciuwrc,iegcmri,fimcpeibfwi
,vrianuv,oitriMuhwr.oianmrica.ivca.RibfwifhwircwgRi.recw,hwrAi’ridn,hc,r.i
fhwdrgsrdinaifhwiwfhuvica.iwfmxRimcpedn,roiehggr.ifh,ifhwign,,griewfecari
d,fsroica.ivrc,r.iheicimcaifbidfpr,vnauibfwifhwidheerwAiyaf,vrwimcperwi
tcdiecwxr.icibrtipr,rwdictcRoiewflclgRi.rd,nar.ibfwi,vridcpribrwwRitritrwroi
tridheefdr.Aiqh,itriecn.i,vrpiafic,,ra,nfaoica.i,vrRinuafwr.ihdiwnuv,i
lcmxA
’ritrwridfirPvchd,r.oitribrggina,filr.ic,idfpr,vnauignxriMsrQ,vnw,RieApAi

ca.itrwrilf,vimfpc,fdrinaidrmfa.dAiW,itcdicilrch,nbhgidgrreoifarifbi,vfdri
tvrwriRfhi.faj,ipfsri,vritvfgrianuv,Naf,ici5namvoiaf,ici.wrcpA
Witfxribrrgnauiwrd,r.ica.iwrc.Ri,fiufAiJhaitcdiheAiIflrw,id,nwwr.AiOari

fbihdiwrcmvr.ifsrwi,fimvrmxi,vri,nprAAA
6:55! We’ve got five minutes to get to the ferry!
Iflrw,itcdina,fivndimgf,vrdignxricidherwvrwfinaicievfarilff,vAi;rilfg,r.i

fh,ifbi,vrimcperwica.ina,fi,vrimclifbi,vri,whmxoigrcsnauipri,fitwrd,gripRi
tcRina,fipRieca,dica.idvnw,Ai;ridgcppr.i,vri,whmxinaiurcwica.i,ffxif i
bfwi,vrid,wrr,ignxricipcancmAiWitcdi,vwftaicwfha.inai,vrilcmxoiha.rwtrcwi
5Rnauoicdivrilfhamr.ica.idtrwsr.ifh,ifbi,vriuwcsrgien,oicidewcRifbid,fardi
dvff,nauiheilrvna.ihdA
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;rimcpri,ficid,feinai,vrignarheiChd,inaibwfa,ifbi,vri.fmxitvrwri,vrimcwdi
trwritcn,naui,figfc.oica.iWitcdiMacggRiclgri,fieh,ipRdrgbi,fur,vrwica.iCfnai
vnpiheinai,vrimclA
’rivc.aj,ipnddr.i,vribrwwRDi—vrwrin,itcdoid,nggitcn,nauDi<cwsrgfhdDiya.i

tritrwrifagRi,vnw.inaignarAi’ritfhg.ipcxrin,oicb,rwicggAi’ribrggina,fidaneer,di
fbimfasrwdc,nfaA

I had the best sleep.
Oh, me too.
Bet those other guys back at the gravel pit wondered what on earth got into 

us, eh, ripping off out of there the way we did!
Yeah. But they aren’t going to make this boat if they don’t get moving too. 

’rilf,vimvhmxgr.ic,i,vrnwirPeradrAi
’riac,,rwr.ilcmxica.ibfw,voibrrgnauiewr,,Riuff.itn,vifhwdrgsrdA
Should start loading soon… Oarifbihdimfppra,r.A
yibrtipfwripnah,rdiecddr.icditrivceengRidfcxr.inai,vrircwgRipfwanauAAA
Hmm… They’re late letting us on… 
Not much happening out there…
Where are the workers, anyway? I don’t see anybody…
Sure is quiet…
—nmxQ,fmx!
…Wait…! 
Is it getting darker…??





Life Upside Down

Turmoil and Tears

July 2013

I  maintained  my  tough  exterior  for  the  rest  of  my  time  in  New 
Brunswick till I landed back in Shaunavon. Then I fell apart. I climbed 

into Kathryn’s SUV every day, and we sped along for the half hour’s drive 
to work. We weren’t much for chatter in the mornings; I don’t know 
if she took her cue from me or I from her. Talk might have helped—I 
don’t know—or made it worse. My thoughts rushed in through the empty 
silence, and I couldn’t stop the ache in my throat and the twist in my heart. 
I turned to the window so she wouldn’t see. The endless landscape rolled 
by while my tears overjowed. I clenched my Raw, every muscle strained to 
stop them; still, they came. I tried to reassure myself that it would all be 
okay. This silly divorce didn’t mean anything; “obert had said so.

But a dark cloud hung over everything.
Y”ou came back,A Blake greeted me when I walked in the Drst day.
Y”es, of course,A and my smile was real.
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But I lived on a constant verge of tears. I worked away in my o?ce, 
people coming and going, Blake and Stephanie facing me through their 
windows. I did my best to hold it together, forcing my thoughts onto my 
tasks.

But I could only do it for so long. Sooner or later, the spring of grief 
would jood, and I’d be overcome. I’d 'uietly get up from my desk and 
take refuge in the bathroom where I’d sink to the joor and sob—complete 
meltdown. Before I let too much time lapse, I’d mop up my mess, pull 
myself back together, and troop back to work.

Hn my lunch hours, I’d trek down the dusty road alone and let myself 
crumble. I mourned the family that had so easily dismissed me. I relived the 
events of my visit—actions, tones, words spoken and not spoken. I tried to 
sort it out. I ached. I cried.

Gs much for my own sake as for theirs, I didn’t want there to be 
problems between “obert’s family and me. But I couldn’t ignore that 
something was wrong. No matter what excuses I made for them, none Dt 
what I’d experienced. It seemed that they had some issue with me, and the 
only reason I found that made sense for the behaviour I’d witnessed was 
a misconception on their part as to why I had left. When I put everything 
together, the only thing I could Dgure was that “obert had not followed 
through with a proper explanation of my departure the previous fall. What 
had he said to them9 What did they think had happened9

But when I’d asked, he’d assured me he’d told everyone the truth; they 
knew we hadn’t split up. Gll was well. They had nothing against me, he 
claimed. It was all in my head.

Then why the things that had happened9 The 'uestions swirled inside 
me. Why had no one asked about me in those Drst seven months I…d been 
away9 Why was “obert not eager to take me to the lake with his family9 
Why hadn’t he sat with me at church, and why did he pull away from me 
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every time we were with people we knew9 Why hadn’t his family invited 
me to my own daughter’s wedding shower9 Why hadn’t they welcomed 
me into their conversations9 Why did they reRect me, for no other word Dt 
how they’d made me feel.

Gnd if they believed I’d done something terrible enough to warrant this, 
why hadn’t anyone talked to me or written me9 Not one of them had 
asked me what had happened. Not one had come to me in love, seeking 
restoration.

Nothing made sense.
I mourned the marriage “obert and I should have worked to build. I 

grieved over the husband who had so little regard for me and our home. 
I believed his words; trusted his promises. Still, I was ripped apart inside. 
I felt like he’d thrown me away. The word divorce stabbed through me, 
branded me—a big scarlet letter YC.A

Gs I walked that road, unbidden images from the past reached up to 
me:

I saw “obert bundled up, plodding out into the dark early morning to 
start the car, clean it oP, and dig it out of the snow for me, Rust as he did 
every winter Saturday for the six years I worked at the farmer’s market. I 
never asked him to. -e Rust did it, cheerfully.

There was the day he announced he’d found a previouslyJowned 
motorcycle at a dealership. Do you like it? “obert asked as we both circled 
the bike in the showroom. My coatJhanger smile was answer enough. We 
left the shop with my new little Su!uki Marauder standing proudly in the 
back of the truck, Rust because he knew I’d always wanted one.

Gnother image( Know what day it is? “obert asked when I answered the 
phone. -e was calling from work, no particular reason.

No, what day is it?
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It’s Robert’s Sweetie-Pie Day, I could hear his proud smile. “obert’s 
SweetieJ)ie Cay meant I, his SweetieJ)ie, was to take the day for me, no 
cleaning, no errands, no work. 2ust relax, go to a movie or to lunch, read 
a book, whatever I wanted. Gnd every so often, he’d declare a day my 
personal holiday. It always brought me a smile Rust for the sweetness of it.

The memory of that call faded, replaced by the image of our living 
room years ago. 1hristmas music played in the background, but it did 
nothing to cheer me. I was tired and grumpy, fussing at the tree. The angel 
topper wouldn’t sit straight, no matter what I did. I was up on a chair, 
stretching and tugging, but nothing worked. I grumbled, irritated with 
everything. “obert stepped closer to make a suggestion, and that irritated 
me more—what did he know9

Y-ereF -old the angel,A I snapped, handing her down to him.
-e looked up at me and smiled. -e reached out both arms and wrapped 

them around my waist. YI’ve got her,A he said.
Sweet  moments  that  seemed  so  far  away  now  as  I  walked  that 

Saskatchewan prairie. The 2uly sun beamed down on the Delds on either 
side of me. Cust swirled from a passing car on the distant grid road. I 
turned around and started back toward the o?ce, so I wouldn’t be late. 
Memories kept jooding over me.

Hur home wasn’t easy—whose is9 Hur Drst few years together were 
awful. Nobody knows some of the particulars of those years. I’d thought 
about leaving once or twice, and it was only the kids that had kept me there. 
I’d felt trapped and despised by my husband, and I’d come to despise him 
back.

Hver time, “obert softened toward me. -e grew more loving and 
thoughtful, and my despite turned to love. We put the di?culties of the 
past behind us and walked away from them together. Those were our 
best years, those when we both made an ePort; what had happened to 
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them9 Thankfully, we never slipped back to our horrible beginnings, but 
we slowly began to lose ground again, unnoticed.

I wish we both could have learned the full spectrum of a godly marriage( 
how a man should lead his family, put Eod Drst, then put his wife before 
all else on earth. Hur story would have gone much diPerently. I longed 
for a godly man to guide us. G wife responds to her husband’s lead; it’s 
programmed in us. I needed his strength to fuel me. I needed a partner, a 
teammate—two cords wound together are stronger than one.

I wish I’d known the ePect I had—how essential a wife’s honor and 
respect is to her husband. I had the power to build him up or tear him 
down. If I’d used it properly, would he have been strengthened, spurred to 
love our family fully and lead us well9 Was that why he spent so much time 
away from me9 Was he weary because of me9

CiPerent times I dug in, determined to make it happen for both of us 
because he was busy with work. I thought I could be a strong enough 
parent, a good enough wife, a solid enough spiritual leader to Dll in the 
gaps for us both. I struggled to hold it together, but I couldn’t do it myself. 
I faltered. I went about it all wrong. I wasn’t looking to the right Hne 
for strength. I failed every time. I grew picky, grouchy, defensive, angry, 
unyielding. I became exhausted under the weight, and when I fell the last 
time, I gave up trying to get up again.

I sifted through those last months before “obert’s proposal that I come 
west. We’d slipped back into detachment, but I hadn’t thought about why. 
I don’t think I even noticed till the very end. -ad there been signs this was 
coming9 These cycles were common for us—we…d do well for a while, feel 
closer to each other, a little more talk, a little more time together. Then 
distance, impatience, silence, harsh words Lmost often mine3. Was this time 
any diPerent9
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Try as I might, all I could remember of those last few months was the 
pressure I’d felt to Dnd a Rob, and then how “obert had cooled toward me 
those last few days.

Now, here we were in this weird whateverJitJwas.

Hn the phone with me one day, “obert let slip a comment someone at his 
church had made about us, a comment that revealed a little too much. How 
does he know about the divorce? I asked in astonishment. We weren’t going 
to tell; that’s what we agreed.

Well, he asked me. “obert…s matterJofJfact tone.
It  struck  me  as  odd  that,  after  months  of  no  one  speaking  my 

name—everyone avoiding all mention of us to “obert—this man had Rust 
walked up and out of the blue asked, Hey, are you guys getting divorced?

So you told him yes? I asked. Why would you do that?
Well, what do you want me to do, lie?
No, I  didn’t  want  him to lie.  But  he  could have  told  the  simple 

truth—Sandra and I are not splitting; she’s just away working. She’s coming 
back to be with me, it’s all good. That was the bottom line, wasn…t it9 Why 
hadn’t he said that to this man9 Why was it so hard for him to protect us9 
Glready, he’d told our black secret, had broken his promise. -ow did he 
expect to make this work, to Dt back into us when I returned9 We now had 
so much more to deal with. 4or me, the fact that he’d broken his promise 
was every bit as destructive as admitting our divorce to this man.

Civorce. Whatever his excuse for it, it was a wrecking ball. It sent me 
reeling, my feet knocked out from under me. 5ife turned upside down.
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Who Gives this Woman?

August 2013

Back on May 8Lth, when I was still living in Moose 2aw, Shawn had 
proposed to Kimberley. They would be married in their church on Gugust 
6Mth.

I was thrilled. My beautiful baby girl, getting marriedF
Hh, how fun it would beF 4amily would come for the weddingF “obert, 

his parents, maybe his sister and brothers, my mother, and others. Glready, 
I saw their smiling faces. I could picture us all walking in the downtown, 
chatting and laughing. Kimberley and I would point out places we knew 
and tell our stories. I could hardly wait.

But that was in May. -ow could I have imagined then all that would 
happen in the months in between9

By now there was no excitement about seeing family. Now I dreaded it. 
So much had changed with my visit home in 2uly, and I no longer knew 
what to do with anyone, especially “obert. -is actions when I was in New 
Brunswick had sharply contrasted with what he’d been telling me all along. 
-e hadn…t acted at all like a husband happy to see his wife.

What were we, the two of us9 I didn…t know anymore. Cid I mean 
anything to him9 Many emotions rushed in and out. Sometimes they 
changed from minute to minute. Sometimes they were all at once—at odds 
with one another. G little part of me looked forward to seeing him again, 
but most of me withdrew. Stress escalated till I was nearly sick.
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“obert set his own itinerary for his trip to the west. -e went Drst to 
-olly’s in Erande )rairie and spent most of his vacation there. Then he 
and -olly drove to Moose 2aw to spend a few days with Kimberley.

Hn Thursday evening, Gugust 66nd, two days before the wedding, 
“obert and -olly arrived at 1ornerstone Rust at the end of my workday. 
They hadn’t come in time to meet the staP or to see the place in action. If 
they’d only visited a few weeks prior, before my disappointing trip to New 
Brunswick, I’d have been proud to show them around. By now, I was Rust 
as glad I didn’t have to. Was I wrong to feel that way9

I invited them into my o?ce, and they waited for me to close out of my 
computer and pack up my things. It was a 'uiet few moments for all of us. 
No one seemed to know what to say.

We went out for supper in Shaunavon and for a stroll around the 
neighborhood, and I began to relax a little. We sat in my living room for 
the rest of the evening. Slowly, things began to feel more normal. “obert 
cuddled up with me on the love seat, and contentment Dlled me at last. So 
maybe things were okay after all.

4riday morning, we left for Moose 2aw and the wedding rehearsal. In no 
time, I found myself spouting oP in my knowJitJall tone, and -olly was 
sighing in the back seat. Why is it that I still slip back to that so 'uickly 
when I step into an environment from my past9 0ven now, years separated 
from that life, I’ve grown out of the person I once was, and in Dve minutes 
of exposure, I can be right back in the shadows of the old me.

Hnce we were in Moose 2aw, stress descended upon me in full force. Gs it 
happens, the only family that came for the wedding were “obert’s parents 
and a brother with his wife. My mother couldn’t make it. She didn’t think 
she should leave my father at that time; his health wasn’t good. There were 
guests from my church in Shaunavon and from 1ornerstone, including 
my boss—who would perform the ceremony—and his wife.
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It  was  weird  to  have old  world meet new  world.  It  was  awkward 
introducing “obert. What was he9 My husband9 My ex9 I couldn’t make 
head nor tail of it, myself. What did they think of “obert and me9 Cid we 
appear natural in our interactions, or were we stiP with plastic smiles9 Cid 
they wonder what was wrong9 Cid they see the big scarlet letter9

Gt 6(qq on the afternoon of Saturday, Gugust 6Mth, “obert walked 
Kimberley down the aisle. I met them at the front and stood on one side of 
her with “obert on the other. What an honor for me to be given this part.

YWho gives this woman:9A the preacher asked.
I think back now, and it seems out of place—
Y-er mother and I do,A “obert answered in front of everyone, like there 

was still an us.

Sunday, “obert and I went to brunch with Kimberley and Shawn and 
Shawn…s parents. By then, with the wedding guests dispersed, the intensity 
inside me had eased somewhat. Scrutiny, whether real or imagined, was 
over, “obert…s family was gone, and we were not on display anymore. With 
Rust the six of us at the diner that morning, I relaxed a little at “obert’s side.

I wanted contact, to reassure him and for him to reassure me. Gs we all 
chatted, I reached under the table and rested my hand on his leg.

No response. No reach for my hand. -e sat rigid. “esistant.
5ater, he told me how hurt he was that I’d not shown more interest in 

him that weekend...that I hadn’t been more aPectionate. I’d treated him 
poorly, he accused.

I was baOed. -ow could he hold such a thing against me after the way 
he…d treated me in New Brunswick—his cool distance:his reRection9 -ow 
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could he expect anything but awkwardness and confusion between us9 
-e wanted closeness now, yet he hadn’t scheduled any time with me on 
his vacation. -e seemed to think I should slip into his life when it was 
convenient for him—the secret wife—then let him push me aside when he 
didn…t want to acknowledge me, and there should be no conse'uences. My 
emotions were so battered and conjicted. -e was full of inconsistencies 
and contradictions,  both back in New Brunswick and now here in 
Saskatchewan. -e seemed unable to connect the dots. I don’t think he ever 
recogni!ed the part he played in our destruction.

”et it haunted me for weeks, seeing his slumped shoulders as he walked 
away from me that Sunday afternoon to catch his jight home. I heard 
his words over and over—how I’d mistreated him. “egret for not showing 
more aPection weighed heavily on me. I ached over what I’d done to him, 
and I cried for days. I told him I was sorry. It made no diPerence, and he 
grew colder.

Crumbling

Shaunavon, Saskatchewan
October 2013

I couldn’t believe I was sitting, pen in hand, across the table from a lawyer. 
I signed the papers—divorce to be Dnali!ed in Cecember.

I ploughed through the week, forcing aside my feelings. I told no one 
what I’d Rust done. It’s not that big a deal, I repeated to myself. There are 
people with real tragedies, real divorces tearing them up. I’ve no valid reason 
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for heartache, no right to feel the need to unburden myself to anyone. Mine 
is not a real divorce; I’m going back home.

But it was tearing me apart. The ache was almost more than I could 
contain. -ow I wanted someone to talk to, Rust to pour out the secret that 
kept me so bound.

It’s not a real divorce. I’m going back…
4inally, I made up my mind. Today, I’ll talk to Kathryn, I decided. On 

the drive home from work tonight, I’ll just spew it all out—my mess all over 
her car.

That’s the day she got a call from a friend whose husband had Rust 
walked out on her and their three little girls. -e’d left them for another 
woman.

I stuPed my own small troubles back down inside.

I was a mess that fall. When I was distracted with my work, I did okay—no 
time to think. But when I wasn’t immersed in a task, I couldn’t hold myself 
together. I don’t know how many times I sobbed through church or left 
before the sermon because I couldn’t choke back tears any longer. I fought 
through every 1ornerstone staP meeting to keep from crumbling. I don’t 
like the rule that everyone has to pray out loud when they go around the 
circle, as we did every week. I think it’s an unfair measure of spirituality. 
”ou Rust don’t know what someone else is going through that limits her 
ability to participate. 4or me, it took immense energy to keep control Rust 
hearing others pray, let alone having to utter words myself. I couldn’t do it 
without a Derce Dght inside me. G Dght that drained me. G Dght added to 
all the other turmoil.
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)eople told me to get out there—sociali!e. There were always things 
going on, lots of opportunities to make friends.

Eroup events could overwhelm me at the best of times. But now, I 
struggled more than ever to Dnd things to say, and I couldn’t stay focused 
on conversations. I couldn’t put myself into the action because it took 
every ounce of energy Rust to keep from falling apart right there in the 
middle of everyone. What I didn’t see for years to come was how deeply 
wounded I was—bleeding, crippled.

I saw their impatience with me—what right did I have to be lonely when 
I didn’t try9 they shrugged.

They didn’t understand. Being alone isn’t lonely. Being with people 
doesn’t take lonely away. 5onely after divorce is a lonely all its own. It 
changes the rules. It’s a constant—no relief. The more people, the worse it 
grips. It sei!es without warning, throws you down, and leaves you writhing 
on the ground. It haunts with images of everything lost—home, kids, 
marriage, husband, friends, family 1hristmas. Gnd every time you see 
those things in someone else, it cuts you up again.

Gnd it went on for years. I live with it still, though it’s not so intense.
Civorce is a trauma. When Eod Roins two people in marriage, it’s a 

mysterious, spiritual bond that can’t be unfastened. Civorce rips those two 
people apart, tearing oP pieces of each. It leaves gaping wounds that bleed 
for years, wounds that never go away.

The trauma takes over every part. The heart is ruptured; the mind’s in 
turmoil; emotions rise, engulf, and sweep you under. Try as hard as you 
can, you can’t force it away. ”ou’ll never be the same; everything’s forever 
changed. No amount of faith or reliance on Eod Dxes it, as people expect 
it to. -e doesn’t take scars away; -e’s not a magic cureJall.

)eople didn’t know. Gll they saw was the newcomer who didn’t talk and 
kept to herself. YShe’s 'uietA—the worst transgression. They had no idea 
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how much I needed friends and conversation or that I was utterly incapable 
of achieving either for myself, I was so wounded.

I tried to be what they wanted. But I didn’t work anymore; my wiring 
was cut and fried, and I couldn’t Dx me. 4unny that all those years alone in 
Kenton, I’d longed for social interaction. Now I had all I could want at my 
Dngertips and couldn’t Dnd a way to function in it. 5ife really had turned 
upside down.

I put too high an expectation on myself and ended up disappointing not 
only everyone else, but me, as well. If I’d recogni!ed the catastrophe inside 
me, maybe I’d have backed oP and allowed myself time and space without 
guilt.

)art of healing is recogni!ing loss for what it is( something that was, is 
no longer; it’s taken away—gone. Con’t try to minimi!e it; that won’t help 
anyone. 4ace it in all its ugliness. Say it with raw honesty, what you think 
and how you feel. Tell it to Eod. 5et yourself grieve.

But I didn’t know this yet, and I pushed myself through like nothing was 
wrong. Toughen up, I told myself. 0veryone else is.

I shouldn’t have worried what anyone thought or have felt obligated to 
participate the way others did. There’s no timetable on grief; there’s no 
Ygetting over itA when it comes to loss. No one gets to look on someone 
else and decide what should be done or how. There would be a time to 
pick myself up and ease into life, but before that could work, I had to go 
through deep pain and a measure of healing.

I needed to wait on the 5ord, the Ereat )hysician, and rest in -im. -e 
knew my inRuries better than anyone and brought -is loving healing in the 
time and method -e saw Dt. I relied on -im more heavily; my faith was 
strengthened. There was no relief for my pain, but there was solace for my 
soul in -im. -e works on me still. In -is wisdom, -e doesn’t erase all 
the scars. -e leaves some pain and memories so I won’t forget the lessons 
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and so I’ll stay in -is tender care. When I step from this life and leave this 
crumbling body behind, -e’ll make my healing complete.

G friend told me not long ago

Before my divorce, I was so unaware. I remember a lady in my 
church who was going through divorce. I’d ask her how she was, 
and she’d say she was doing okay. But she had the look in her 
eye… I just didn’t understand what it meant, then.
Now I know that look, my friend said. I have that look myself.

”ou never know what load she carries, the one who stands Rust out of the 
way, who Rust won’t enter the scene. The hurting heart makes no sense; 
it contradicts itself. It’s lonely, yet it Dnds comfort in solitude. It needs 
solitude to rest and reject and grieve, but it craves people. It needs to 
talk and laugh but can’t come up with a thing to say and doesn’t care. It 
needs human interaction, but isn’t capable of initiating. It needs to unload 
but doesn’t want to burden. It needs to speak the awful truth but instead 
minimi!es the damage, so it doesn’t sound needy or complaining. It needs 
to pour out its anguish, be real, and be comforted but feels obligated to 
display the positive attitude everyone pushes—after all, who wants to hear 
the depressing truth9

)lease don’t expect the grieving one to Dt into normal. She can’t right 
now. It’s not that she’s rude or uninterested. She’s Rust not able to do the 
things you think should be so healing for her. She can’t smile through 
the small talk or breathe in the crowds that you think should ease her 
loneliness.

)lease don’t give her the YIt could be worseA speech. What could be does 
not lessen the pain that is; that’s a silly notion. -er hurt doesn’t mean she 
doesn’t care about others or that she’s selfJcentered.
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Con’t toss her YIf there’s anything I can do: If you need to talk:A She’ll 
never ask. She needs you more than she even knows, but she doesn’t have 
the strength to go to you. Eo to her instead.

When she talks about her pain, she’s not complaining or feeling sorry 
for herself. It might Rust be a cry for help she doesn’t even know she’s 
giving. Talking’s an outlet she desperately needs to purge her thoughts and 
emotions. G friend once told me it takes speaking grief out loud at least 
thirtyJseven times to begin healing. I Roked, Does talking to myself count?

-e chuckled, I think then it takes longer.
I don’t know if that number’s accurate, but I do know the truth of 

the concept—speaking fears, anxieties, grief, pain, and loss out loud to 
listening ears helps reduce the intensity of the emotion and heal the heart.

It hurts to care about someone who’s grieving. It drains your energy. It 
strips little pieces from yourself.

But if you love with godly love, if Eod places her in your path, if -e puts 
her on your heart, do it. -e’ll give you strength.

Co what she can’t do. )ut yourself into her life. Invite her to coPee Lnot 
a baby shower3. Now. Gnd keep inviting. Eive her license to talk, however 
messy. 5isten. ”ou are Eod’s arms to hug her and -is voice to comfort. ”ou 
are her steps to healing. Craw her to you and tuck her close to -is heart.





Shaunavon, Place of 
Restoration

Mess Doesn’t Scare God

I  was unworthy, messed up, and broken. My failures were many; my sins 
were shameful.

Mine had been a life of struggling to live up to the standard. The 
dos and don’ts of my upbringing were severe, inconsistent, frustrating, 
unattainable. I felt looked down on by most everyone. I lived in the shadow 
of nothingness, un’t for service or fellowship. I didnNt measure up.

Go matter how close to Hod I lived, how deep my desire to honor 
Aim, many of my ejorts were ignored or met with criticism. I longed for 
approval, not the approval merely of men and women but the approval of 
godly men and woman, to reassure me I was on the right track. I needed 
support, mentorship, encouragement. I found little. I didnNt know enough 
to seek out the right kind of person and ask for help.

I  felt  pulled  apart  and  dragged  down.  Sfter  defeat  upon  defeat, 
discouragement began to win. I threw up my hands and walked away. I 
chose not to care. I never reDected Hod; I couldnNt come to that. I still 
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believed in all that was written in Ais xord. I Dust put Aim in a back corner 
of my heart and decided not to try anymore. Go more putting myself out 
only to be hammered again.

Aow foolish.
Fife declined. I stopped going to church, making one e—cuse or another.
Through my years of indijerence, Hod held me. Ae kept me from 

straying too far. I can see now, Ais hand on me, directing and protecting. 
INm so thankful Ais love never changes; AeNs always there no matter what 
I think or feel or do.

-rom the moment I ’rst visited 1ornerstone, Ae was working in 
meOmelting my resistance; ’lling me with Ais love; making me pliable, 
compassionate, willing. Crawing me to Aim.

I was in awe of the 1ornerstone staj. They werenNt superhuman, but 
they were heroes and warriors to me. I was humbled and honored to be 
among them, an attitude that never waned no matter our disagreements. I 
couldnNt believe Hod had seen ’t to place me there. Rtill, I didnNt think of 
myself as being in ministry; no, I Dust worked there, Dust an add5on to do an 
out5of5the5way Dob. More than anything, I wanted Hod to ’nd me worthy 
to serve, but I couldnNt yet wrap my head around the possibility that Ae 
would use me after what I saw as a life of utter failure.

In the Rhaunavon believers, I saw a new attitude. They didnNt shun those 
who had fallen. xith discernment, they gathered around them, cried with 
them, lifted them, mentored them. They believed in second chances. Third 
chances. -ourth. They saw their own frailties and werenNt afraid to admit 
their brokenness. The broken were not less. The failed were not unworthy. 
This was so new to me, and I basked in the warmth and light it brought 
to my heart. Eelief. Eepentance. Eestoration. Gew beginnings. -or them. 
-or me.
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Hod brought a change in my thinking, not Dust an awareness of truth, 
but truth beginning to root in me. AeNs not interested in a list of rules; Ae 
doesnNt measure me by them. My Deans and hoop earrings donNt disappoint 
Aim. Ae wants heartOa heart that beats with Ais xord, Ais love, Ais will.

xhen Hod saved me, it wasnNt based on my performance. INd done 
nothing to earn Ais favor; even the faith it took to trust Aim didnqt 
come from me but from Aim. Sll that was in me was ugly and wicked, 
everything about me.

Ae knew my mess, all my mistakes and sin and guilt. Ae forgave me of 
it all. Ae made me beautiful. Ae arrayed me in a robe of righteousness in 
1hrist.

Snd Ae didnNt set conditions. There was no probation clause tacked on 
to Ais acceptance of me. Ree, it wasnNt Dust my past that Ae knew when 
Ae saved me. Ae knew all the sins I would commit in future, tooOevery 
detail of every one to come. Ae knew INd let Aim down over and over. Bet 
Ae chose me anyway. Ae made me Ais child. Ae became my -ather.

2ven now, Ae doesnNt wait with hand raised to strike me when I make a 
mistake. Ae doesnNt throw me away when I mess up. Iqm still Ais child, and 
my sin doesnNt disKualify me from service; if that were so, no one could be 
used. Ae pricks my conscience and gives me opportunity to repent; then 
Ae chastens if INm unwilling. True, there are some conseKuences to my 
disobedience that canNt be undone. Put Dust like Ae did for Moses and !ing 
Cavid and 6eter, Ae restores me and uses me.

xhat relief to rest in these truths and to put myself in HodNs hands? 
Ae knows me better than I know myself. Ae knows the end from the 
beginning. Ae does whatNs best for me when I would only mess it up.

I reDoiced in Aim and all that AeNd done for me.
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The Potter

'ur church secretary, Faura Cirksen, approached me that 'ctober and 
asked if  she could interview me. Bou see,  Faura wrote biographical 
sketchesOinspiring little one5page storiesOon some of the church folks 
and then printed them in the bulletin. xhat a great idea?

I was surprised to be asked since I was so new to the church and to 
the community. Go one knew anything about me. I looked at my life and 
wondered what I could possibly ojer.

Put INd read those sketches sheqd written, and Iqd noticed these were 
real people who fought their battles and leaned heavily on Hod and their 
church community. They talked openly of their failings and admitted 
where they still fell down, got back up, and fell again.

This  was  not  what  I  was  used to.  I  was  used to testimonies  that 
ended with huge breakthroughs followed by displays of pure, white 
righteousness ever after; thatNs how they seemed to me. Rpiritual 1hristians 
were supposed to live victoriously every day. 'ne whoNs close to Hod canNt 
possibly have a heart that still beats with sel’shness or a mind that wanders 
into unspiritual territory, rightV AeNs not supposed to have doubts or ’ght 
ongoing temptations. Snd if that sparkling white faded, the person was 
no longer worthy. This was how the 1hristian testimonies from my past 
sounded. Snd if your story didnNt sound like that, you werenNt asked to 
tell it.

Faura was the ’rst person in Raskatchewan to ask to hear my story, and 
I agreed to the interview. Rhe cooked a fabulous meal, and we ate together 
with her husband, Hraham. Then he went oj to do other things while she 
and I sat in her living room. S ’re crackled in the stove beside us, and that 
wonderful smell of wood smoke ’lled the room.
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Rhe started into her Kuestions, and most of it was easy. Put when she 
got to current events, I wasnNt sure what to say. I was still reeling and 
was immensely embarrassed about being divorced. Though I longed for 
someone to talk to, I barely knew Faura. I Dust couldnNt tell her everything; 
what would she thinkV

I answered carefully so as to be truthful but kept it vague on anything 
to do with my marriage and divorce.

Rhe wrote the story and had me approve it. xe did some tweaks to make 
sure we didnNt misrepresent anything. Then she printed it in the bulletin 
and posted it to the church website.

xhat surprised me was that over the ne—t few years, several people, even 
strangers, commented to me on how much my story had encouraged them. 
'ne man whom INd never met called the 1ornerstone oUce one day. AeNd 
read my bio on the church website, he said. Ae spoke some kind words to 
me and asked if it would be okay to send me a C…C, something about a 
potter. I was touched.

It was in my mailbo— not long afterward. I smiled as I pulled it out. 
The ’rst chance I got, I sat down to watch. It was a beautiful commentary 
by a real5life potter. Ae demonstrated the process of the lump of clay on 
the wheel—the molding, the ’ring, the painting. Ae showed how pressure 
here or there would change the shape. Ae told about cracks and 9aws. Ae 
talked about the severely high temperatures to harden the pieces, making 
them useful. Snd all along, he brought out the signi’cance of 1hristNs 
being the 6otter and us, the clay. Aow Ais molding makes us into vessels 
for Ais use. Aow the ’re of trials re’nes us.

I was struck. xas 1hrist shaping meV Cid Ae see something worthwhile 
in one so 9awed that Ae would put Ais hands on this clay and shape it into 
a useful vesselV xas I being re’ned in Ais furnaceV
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Aow much better to be molded and shaped by 1hrist—to be tried in 
Ais ’res—than to be thrown away, a life wasted, unwilling to yield to the 
6otterNs hands.

Tumbleweed on the Prairie

Fots of new sights and new e—periences greeted me in those ’rst couple of 
years on the prairie. There were stretches of bright5yellow canola that went 
on as far as the eye could see. There were golden wheat ’elds and patches 
of soft, mauve 9a— under unending skies. Eiding in a combineOINd never 
before seen farm eKuipment so massiveOharvesting durum till late into 
the night. Snd did you know, in small prairie towns, the computer store is 
also the pet food store is also the paint store is also the 35Aaul dealerV

In my part of Raskatchewan, antelope are more common than deer. 
Rightings for me were almost weekly in rural areas, starting my very ’rst 
visit to 1ornerstone. Theyqre a humorous5looking creature with their long, 
slender faces, multi5colored; ringed necks; and patches of white. They are 
the fastest land animal in Gorth Smerica, able to run :: kilometers an 
hour. Most newcomers to the area are surprised to see them, proclaiming 
they thought antelope lived only in Sfrica. Aave they never heard the 
songV Sntelope thrive there in the ’elds and on the rolling prairie hills, and 
INve witnessed herds that had to be close to a hundred in number.

Aow beautiful is this country of oursO6rairies, Eocky Mountains, 
deserts, lakes, and forests0how vast and diverse its landscapes?

In time, !imberley and Rhawn moved to Rhaunavon, too, and they 
bought a house Dust three doors down from me. Aow great it was to have 
her close again. 'nce a month or so, !imberley and I would make the 
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one5hour drive to the city for groceries, window shopping, and maybe a 
treat at a cojee shop.

Aave you ever seen tumbleweed on the prairieV It looks alive, like 
sentient creatures, advancing with purpose. xhile our little car headed east 
on the Trans 1anada Aighway to Rwift 1urrent one day, they came. 'ne 
after another, they rolled across the ’eld like soldiers on the mission. They 
bounced up the ditch and came straight at our car. S maritime girl, INd 
never seen such a thing. !imberley and I looked at each other, They’re after 
us! Snd we hooted with laughter.

The march of the tumbleweeds.

Second-hand Treasures

In small5town Rhaunavon, there was often not much to do on a Raturday. 
Most weekends I worked on 1ornerstone documents. Peing so new to the 
tasks, I worked at turtle pace, not accomplishing nearly what I thought I 
should during oUce hours. Ro weekends were a good time to increase my 
productivity, and I kinda felt like I owed it. Pesides, I enDoyed the work.

'nce a month, a handful of church ladies gathered for brunch at a little 
diner on 1entre Rtreet. 3nlike events such as baby showers, ladiesN nights, 
and small groups, the brunch was informalz come and leave as you please, 
no structure or topic or forced participationOthis was more my style. It 
let me rela— and learn names and faces and begin to see into the lives of the 
people and the heartbeat of the town.

Snd almost  every Raturday,  I  ventured out to wander the shops, 
enDoying the sight of all sorts of lovely things INd never buy. ThatNs how I 
happened upon a spot up the far end of 1entre Rtreet one dayOFarryNs 
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secondhand$antiKue shop. I love those places? I tingled with anticipation 
as I pushed open the door.

xhat I stepped into was a frightful scene for one like me. Eows of 
shelves, stacked and crowded, closed me in. -rom front to back, the whole 
place was cluttered and dusty. I was having second thoughts.

-rom behind the counter, Farry greeted me warmly. I noticed he chatted 
with everyone coming and going, and they all seemed to know him. 
Rwallowing my misgivings, I wriggled past customers and ducked into the 
bigger room beyond.

!nick5knacks,  books,  dishes,  household  items,  furniture, 
toolsOeverything imaginable was piled upon itself in every nook. The 
deep corners were stacked high, not even accessible; I could only stand in 
the narrow aisles and peer over at them.

Put this strange and disorderly place captivated me from that ’rst day. 
There was more crammed into this shop than I could ever dig through. I 
found a funky old 9oor lamp with a weird, hairy shade. I looked it up and 
down. 1ouldnNt decide if I loved it or hated it. Put I needed a 9oor lamp, 
so this one was it. I forget what I paid for itO’ve dollars, I thinkOand I 
marched through Rhaunavon, carrying home that thing like a torch in all 
its glory.

FarryNs became my Raturday ritual, and by my second visit, he knew me. 
INd spend an hour or more admiring antiKue furniture, picking through 
bo—es and shelves of old dishes, gathering uniKue teacups and saucers. INd 
lay them all out on the counter and Farry would look them over. Give me 
five dollars for all of it, heNd say. 'r, That cup doesn’t have a saucer; just take 
it.

xhat fun to arrive home with my little bag of teacup treasures. INd get 
right to washing oj the grime. INd rinse and dry them and set them out on 
the deep window ledge above the kitchen table. 
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The weeks rolled by, and INd collected up to a couple do“en sets when I 
saw that I was running out of space. Snd I had to stop going to FarryNs.

Wheels

It was wonderful when I lived in Moose ”aw, not needing a car. Put in 
Rhaunavon, the absence of a vehicle wasnNt so convenient. In this little 
town, far from everything, I was stranded. I couldnNt ajord car payments, 
Dust yet, or all the other e—penses that go with owning a vehicle. Ro my only 
escape from the town was to hitch a ride with friends now that the RT1 
had shut down our bus route. Put most of the time, I got only as far as my 
little legs could carry me.

Then came a blessing I never e—pected. Faura and Hraham Cirksen sold 
me their M/Y -ord 2—plorer for a dollar. 'ne dollar?

That thing had been around. TheyNd lent it and sold it and bought it 
back again several times. It was a work vehicleOa farm truckOand looked 
the part. It was the color of dirt, which was perfect for the muddy, dusty 
grid roads to 1ornerstone.

Snd now it was mine? 'h, I loved that old R3…? I could haul anything.
Snd I had freedom?
'ne Raturday that Reptember of W‘4L, heading home at dusk from a 

1ornerstone event, a dark form appeared suddenly in front of me. Pefore 
I could make out what it was, it slammed into my windshield, sending bits 
of glass all over the seat and 9oor, all through my work bag, and down the 
front of my blouse.

I skidded to a stop and stared at the shattered screen. S network of cracks 
crisscrossed the entire surface like half a do“en spider webs spun one on top 
of another. I took a moment to catch my breath and pick the glass oj me. 
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Then I walked down the dark road till I came across a dead bird, a magpie 
from what I could make out. It was a safe guess this was the creature that 
had so abruptly halted my travels. Snd I his.

Sn auto shop in Rhaunavon replaced my windshield. The business was 
owned by a family in our church, and they were always gracious to the 
1ornerstone staj. They gave me a good price, and they washed the vehicle 
all shiny and slick.

I could never ’nd it in parking lots after that.
Sfter a year or so, the 2—plorer wouldnNt always start. I BouTubed how 

to change the starter solenoid and tinkered away till I got it. That did 
the trick for a while, but eventually, I couldnNt coa— it anymore. Ro, I 
kept a screwdriver on the passengerNs side 9oor to make that under5hood 
connection that would spark the thing to life.

Then it wouldnNt stay in park. I learned this new Kuirk when I backed 
into my driveway one evening, turned it oj, hopped out, and shut the 
door. It Dolted into motion, slowly rolling out the driveway toward the 
neighborNs garage across the alley. I did some fancy footwork and leapt back 
in to Dump on the brake. Sfter that, I always propped a rock under it or 
parked up against a barrier, so I wouldnNt come out sometime and ’nd it 
gone oj without me.

2ventually, the repairs were more than I could do myself and more costly 
than I could ajord. I put it for sale on !iDiDi. I was brutally honest with 
the young couple who came to buy it. I have to start it this way, and I 
demonstrated my screwdriver skills. And it doesn’t stay in park; that’s why 
I have the rock under the wheel.

Gothing could dim their enthusiasm for my falling5apart 2—plorer. Her 
dad’s a mechanic, the guy told me, big smile on his face. He’ll fix it up for us. 
They happily handed over the NY‘‘.‘‘ I was asking without any attempt 
to negotiate.
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INd see my 2—plorer around Rhaunavon every so often after that. -ar as I 
know, itNs still cruising that town. xhat an ama“ing little -ord?

Snd I became owner of a cute little AAE, my new love on wheels.

Impossible is Easy

'ur relationship deteriorated after !imberleyNs wedding. Eobert was 
brusKue with me after  the ojenses  INd committed against  him that 
weekend.  xe  rarely  spoke  on  the  phone  anymore,  and  our  te—ting 
dwindled. xhen we did talk, we argued. Ais words were often cold; mine 
were heated.

I was losing him, and it was breaking me apart. St night, I feared going to 
bedOalone with my memories in a dark room, I would surely die. Instead, 
Iqd curl up under a blanket on the love seat and let a C…C run itself out 
while my eyes grew heavy, and I slept. St some point, Iqd awake and pad 
oj to bed, ’nally too groggy for my tortured thoughts to invade.

That Govember, the need to rescue us was heavy on me. I wanted my 
home again, and I wanted my husband. I knew it wouldnNt be easy for 
us. xe had lots to confront outside ourselves and even more to confront 
between us. xhatever the ’ght would be to restore us, I was ready to go to 
battle. Together with him. -or us.

I loved my Dob so much, and I wasnNt ready to leave. INd been hoping to 
’nish my two5year work5away at 1ornerstone. Put the truth was, Eobert 
meant more.

Ro on the phone one day I asked to come home. I’ll resign right now, if 
that’s what it takes to put us back together. We’ll work on this. I’ll fight for 
us.

No, came his instant reply.
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My heart sank. INd clung to his promises since the start of this insanity. 
Iqd believed his words; INd given what heNd asked. xerenNt we still supposed 
to be togetherV

In Cecember, I was homesick; I wanted to see him. I asked to go home 
for 1hristmas. No, don’t come. Sgain, he didnNt want me. Aad he written 
me ojV xas this the endV

Sll this time, INd been praying that Hod would soften Eobert toward 
me, that heNd accept me back. I believed in marriage till death. I believed 
we could repair us. I believed we should stay together, ’— our problems, 
and grow together in HodNs strength. I wanted that for us.

Put Eobert had to believe it, too, for it to work; Hod wouldnNt force 
him, nor could I. Rimply going back and resuming our lives in that house 
was not enough to make it right. xe both needed to be willing. xe both 
needed to change our attitudes and our actions. xe both needed to put the 
other ahead of ourselves.

'ver and over, I gave my future to Hod. It was a lesson I was learning 
since INd stepped on the bus in Moose ”aw and headed for Rhaunavon that 
’rst time. INd seen Ais plan unfold time after time; I lived in it daily and 
knew it was much better than anything I could have plotted for myself. 
Though I was nearly devastated at the reali“ation that our marriage might 
truly be over, I knew Hod knew better than I. Go matter how much I 
wanted to reconcile, Ae saw the outcome of that scenario; and maybe it 
was worse than what we were already living. I knew Hod had Ais hand on 
me. AeNd take what seemed the worst situation and make it into Ais best 
for me. Ro I prayed that if Eobert still refused me, Hod would help me be 
okay.

Snd I made a decision somewhere about that time that hinged on 
EobertNs answer, a decision about my possible future alone.
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In ”anuary, I tried once more. I told Eobert again that I wanted to go 
home. I repeated my ojer, I’ll resign my job right now. We’ll work on this.

Sgain, he refused.
Okay, I told him. I have to accept that. But this, remember, is the choice 

you’ve made. Robert, I need a home. I’ve decided, if you don’t want me to go 
back, I’m going to look for a house. Once I find one, I’m staying here for at 
least five years. I donNt know why I picked that numberO’ve yearsOe—cept 
that heNd know how serious his refusal was. I couldnNt keep on in the 
uncertainty, letting him push me back and forth. My life couldnNt hinge on 
his whims. INd put down roots in Rhaunavon for the time being. I wasnNt 
giving up on us, but I wouldnNt Dust 9it back to him when he pulled the 
strings.

Gothing would change Eobertqs mind. Ae clung to his refusal.
Ro it seemed I would be in Rhaunavon longer than the two years INd ’rst 

e—pected, and I was convinced it would be more prudent to put my money 
into a mortgage rather than a rental every month. I prayed about my Dob 
and a home. I’m content in my rental for a couple of years, God. But if I’m 
going to be here longer than that, I’d like to have my own house, if that’s in 
your will. I’m not in a hurry. I want the right one. You know what I need 
and what I can afford. I’ll wait for you to bring me that house. I was ’lled 
with contentment about whichever Hod chose for me.

Rome of the Rhaunavon houses I looked at were dreadful and falling 
apart. Slmost all of them had basements with heaved 9oors and cracked 
walls. The water table is high in that area and causes much damage to the 
concrete.

Ss the realtor drove me home from another disappointing search one 
afternoon, she took a little Daunt out of our wayOdown -irst Rtreet 2ast. 
Rhe came to a stop in front of a small stucco bungalow. This one’s going on 
the market soon. When it does, I want to show it to you. I think you’ll like it.
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I peered at it through the car window. Hmmm0 It didnNt grab me. 
Swfully narrow lot. Put it was kind of cute. Rure, INd have a look, why notV

The kind of home that works for me is not what you might e—pect. ItNs 
not big or fancy or new or e—pensive. Rmall and old is great if itNs got some 
character, an interesting layout, or a pretty nook where I can co“y up.

xhen I walked into that house a couple of weeks later, I fell in love. 
2very room wrapped around me like it was welcoming me home. The 
whole place was done in shades of yellow. The nine5foot ceilings gave an 
open, airy feel. There were still the original, hand5painted light ’—tures 
in the living room. It had the cutest little hall running between the front 
room and back bedroom. The little bathroom had an antiKue clawfoot 
tubOmy dream tub. The former owners had taken out a wall to combine 
two bedrooms into a studioOa happy bonusOthe e—tra space INd need not 
to feel cramped. S sunporch, full of windows and light, graced the front of 
the house, facing east. It was Dust big enough for a love seat and a lampOthe 
perfect reading nook. Sll the interior doors were solid wood, and the same 
skeleton key ’t all their locks. The little round front doorbell looked and 
sounded Dust like the ancient doorbell on my grandmotherNs big, old house 
in Moncton, the bell INd delighted in ringing again and again as a kid.

There hadnNt been many updates done to this little house on -irst Rtreet 
2ast, and I loved that the original character hadnNt been lost. The house was 
solid, with level 9oors and sKuare corners. 2ven the basement was better 
than the average.

'ut back was a little garage with an old wooden, trifold, gliding door. 
The fenced5in plot was a good si“e for me, and I could see its potential. S 
beautiful big tree in one corner spread its bare limbs over the lifeless yard. 
Aow gorgeous it would all be come spring?
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I wandered. I lingered. I dreamed. This was my house. I pushed my stay 
as long as I could, then, reluctantly, I let the realtor take me back to my 
rental.

-or fun, I went to the bank to see what theyNd allow me for a mortgage. 
Ss a starting point, I gave them the asking price of the house on -irst Rtreet 
2astON4J‘,‘‘‘. They came back with approval, and I thought they were 
nuts.

Ro I did some calculations of my own and came up with N/‘,‘‘‘. 
ThatNs what I could comfortably handle and not put myself into ’nancial 
handcujs.

Ro I asked Hod for a house that would suit me for N/‘,‘‘‘, one I 
wouldnNt need to sink a fortune into Dust to make livable, a good investment 
house. Sny more than that amount, and INd know it wasnNt the house for 
me.

I went back to the little place on -irst Rtreet 2ast twice with friends; 
I  wanted  other  eyes  to  see  it,  other  wisdom  to  assess  it.  Eichard 
xilliamsN evaluation was super valuable. Ss a builder himself, he was Kuite 
knowledgeable, and he looked it over from top to bottom, climbing up to 
the attic and combing through the basement.

The two of us stood out front afterward, eyeing the tan5colored home. 
They’re asking $130,000,  I told him. What do you think would be a 
reasonable price?

Ae tilted his head back and forth a couple of times while looking over 
the building before us. If you could get it for $115,000, he nodded. It’s a 
good little house for that amount. What are you going to offer?

I paused, $90,000, I said. I knew I sounded ridiculous.
Ae looked at me, brows raised. Mmmm… was all he said.
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I went straight to the realtorNs oUce, and I Kuoted her my price. Rhe did 
a slight double5take, Okay… I don’t think they’ll accept that. But I’ll send it 
to them.

I know they won’t, I agreed, as she went to work at her computer.
In my oUce the ne—t day, Marion xilliams plopped herself down into 

the chair opposite my desk. It’s not enough, she said. Your offer for that house 
is too low.

I know, I told her, smiling. Ree, INd done the math0and INd prayed.
Got long afterward, I got word from the realtor that the owners had 

reDected my ojer. Ro I put aside dreams of my house on -irst Rtreet 2ast. 
God, if this is the house for me, make them change their minds. If it’s not and 
you have another house for me, bring me a good one for $90,000.

S month later, I got a te—t from the realtor. The owners had dropped 
their asking price to N44Y.‘‘‘, if I was interested. ImpressiveOthe very 
amount Eichard had suggested.

I held my ground.
Snother month went by. I was hard at work at my computer when a te—t 

dinged. If you resubmit your offer on the house, they’ll accept it.
S smile spread across my face. I’ll be in to sign papers tonight, I te—ted 

back.
I 9ew out of my oUce, They agreed to my offer! I announced to Plake as 

I sailed by. I chased down Eichard in the hall. They’ll accept my offer! If I 
resubmit, they’ll accept my offer on the house! I beamed. 

3nlikely as it was, theyNd changed their minds?
Snd right there, I knew Hod had picked this house for me.
Inspection, lawyer, mortgage, papers signed. I took possession on my 

birthday that May of W‘4L, and !imberley spent the ’rst weekend with 
me in my new home.

xhen Hod is in it, the impossible is easy.
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A House Warmed

June 2014

When are you going to be ready for us to celebrate your new home? was 
!athrynNs recurring Kuestion. Rhe was planning a housewarming party for 
me and was eager for me to set a date.

I don’t know. My stuff hasn’t come yet, was always my response.
'nce I got my house, Eobert had shipped my belongings to Rhaunavon. 

I wanted to hold oj the party till my things arrived, so INd have something 
to ’ll the space.

The truck ’nally pulled up early in ”une. xhat fun to unpack and set 
up my things in my own little home?

6arty at last? 1ornerstone staj and residents and Slliance 1hurch 
folks gathered to warm my house with me. I wound through clusters 
of people, parked in every available space throughout the living room, 
kitchen, studioOthe place was packed. There were conversations, food, 
and smiles everywhere.

Sfter some time, !athryn got our attention and herded us all out into 
the yard. It was a beautiful, warm, sunny evening, and as we gathered there 
on my front lawn, Plake prayed a blessing over me and my home. xhat a 
glorious moment. Go better feeling than to be surrounded by my brothers 
and sisters, praying there together.

xe lingered after the Oamen,P enDoying each other, light chatter ’lling 
the summer air. S soft rumble added to the sound of our voicesOa 
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motorcycle somewhere down the street. I barely noticed it, my attention 
focused on my guests.

Put as the motorcycle rolled slowly up the street, I became more aware 
of it. 1asually, I glanced overOA little like my bike, went through my head.

Ss it came closer still, I looked again. A lot like my bike…the saddlebags, 
even!

-amiliarity struck, and I stared, unable to compute. It wasnNt right; it 
didnNt ’t. The thoughts all came at once, and I couldnNt untangle what I 
recogni“ed from what simply couldnNt be.

The rider turned the wheel and came straight up my walkway. Ae 
stopped right in front of me and took oj his helmet. Saron, from our 
church, grinned at me, swung oj the bike, and stepped aside.

It was my bike? The little Ru“uki Eobert had bought for me back in 
W‘‘8? Aere in Rhaunavon? I stood staring, Daw on the ground. I couldnNt 
wrap my head around it.

O0S little something from home,P !athryn was saying to gasps and 
delighted laughter from the crowd. I stumbled forward, touched it, 
grinned like a fool, couldnNt string two words together. AowV xhenV 
xhyV 2veryone was smiling and talking; it was all a blur and a murmur.

2—traordinary? INd mentioned my motorcycle to !athryn at some point 
on one of our drives to workOthat it was too e—pensive to ship and that INd 
miss being able to ride this summer. That had sparked her plan. RheNd made 
connections with Eobert and had him send it. RheNd collected money from 
those standing around us. RheNd hidden the bike away, in her yard for days 
after its arrival, waiting for this night, hoping I wouldnNt stumble upon it 
there in the meantime.

I was truly speechless, and INm still in awe.
Many more people have blessed me in so many ways. Hod has been 

good, bringing Ais 1hurch around me to encourage and lift me up, to 
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help me when I need it. I donNt deserve this love, these gifts, their care and 
generosity. 

INm ever challenged to do the sameOblessing others in some way, passing 
on 1hristNs loving kindness.

Cereal Parties

I think my favorite food in the world is cereal. Hood cereal. Those with 
whole grains, 9akes and nuggets, not too sweet. I combine two or three 
kinds of cereal then throw in a handful of my homemade granola, maybe 
raisins, nuts, coconutOthe list is endless, reallyOdelightful garnishes to 
enhance the cereal e—perience. Top it with almond milk and my homemade 
yogurt. Bummy? Bou can see why breakfast is my favorite meal.

Then at some point, it occurred to me that even better than cereal for 
breakfast would be cereal for supper. Henius? 1ome home from work...itNs 
late...INm tired. I donNt want to cook.

Iqd started the habit back when I was having problems with food. 1ereal 
was Dust easier on the tummy that time of night than the usual suppertime 
meal. Ro INd have my protein and veggies for lunch and nuts and fruit for 
snack. 2ven in Rhaunavon in W‘4L, I was still working my way back to a 
normal diet.

Romehow my cereal supper habit got out to my co5workers.  'ne 
suppertime, a day or two before my birthday and Dust before I moved into 
my house, I was packing up the kitchen in my rental when there was a 
knock at the back door. I opened it to ’nd Aillary and Caniel, fellow 
1ornerstone staj, standing there with silly grins, holding out a bo— of 
cereal and a Dug of milk. xithout saying even hello, they broke into melody, 
OThis is your birthday song. It is not very long0P
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I waited for the ne—t line. There was none. That was it. The end. 1ut oj 
mid5phrase, tune left hanging, their faces e—pectant as though ready for the 
applause.

In they came and put their gifts on the table. I pulled out bowls and 
spoons for the three of us and all my ’—ings. It’s not just cereal and milk, 
I e—plained as I set down one item after another. It’s a creation, a medley 
of enticing tastes and textures, all the flavors together. xe scooped a little of 
this and a bit of that into our bowls, bringing together the most delectable 
ingredients for a gourmet cereal supper. Higgling and chattering, we raised 
our spoons to the ’rst5ever cereal party, soon to be famous.

Pefore long, I was hosting cereal parties with one friend, three friends, 
ten. 2veryone would bring a favorite cereal and toppings, and weNd lay it all 
out, potluck style. Aelp yourself, build your bowl.

INd get a few raised eyebrows with my unconventional supper$party 
menu, like, Where’s my meat n potatoes? Where are my chips n salsa?

Put for the rest of us, it was a grand bujet, comfort food celebrated, a 
break from the ordinary, and lots of fun and laughter with friends.

2ven now, they bring it up, Oh, our cereal parties… Let’s do it again!



Blips

Home Again, Home Again

S ometime after I’d presented to him my plan to buy a house (in January 
of 2014), Robert and I resumed our communication on a better note. 

He became gentler with me. I don’t remember just when or how it started, 
but slowly we made our way back to talking about us. Mind you, things 
had certainly become more complicated, as far as I was concerned, after all 
the divculties that had come from my 3rst Bisit home in 201C. Aut I began 
to belieBe we just might make it yet.

Ay the spring of 2014, I desperately wanted to Bisit again. I asked Robert 
a couple of times if I could go, but just as at Whristmas, he refused. I didn’t 
know why he didn’t want to see me, but I conceded to his wishes, 3nally 
telling him that if he changed his mind to let me know. I wouldn’t mention 
it again.

Nnd one day, he gaBe me the okay.
Dhen he met me at the airport, he was all smiles to see me. I was so glad 

to be wrapped in his hugs again. I slipped back into my house like a hand 
in a gloBe.
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Robert and I did well. He seemed happy to haBe me there. I don’t 
remember there being arguments. He spent each Sunday with me, and we 
went on outings. De slept in the same bed. De were still us, still married, 
just as he’d said a year ago that we would be. Maybe this was the start of 
our ascent back into some kind of normal.

xhen came some blips. Just a few Ouiet words that echoed loud and long.
So you guys are still together? Like, married? my friend, qileen, asked. 

She’d come to spend the eBening with me.
Yes, of course, I answered, smiling.
You’re just away working for a while? Then you’re coming back to live with 

Robert?
That's right.
You haven’t seen each other for a year, and now you’re only here for two 

weeks?
It's been almost a year. Yes, that's right.
Then why is he out there and not in here with you? She nodded toward the 

shop where Robert had been hard at his welding almost eBery night since 
I’d arriBed.

I shrugged, That’s just how he is, I e5plained weakly. I had no real answer.
I told you before you came, I wouldn’t have much time with you; I have a 

big job on the go, Robert defended himself when I brought it up. It was true, 
he had warned me before I got on the plane. Aut I’d missed him so much, 
I’d come anyway, set on soaking up whateBer time he’d giBe me.

I told myself it was all okay, just enjoy.
—ne day Robert told me about a conBersation he’d recently had. His 

brother had asked how he should treat me if he should happen to see me 
while I was home. I told him, ‘Treat her the same as you would any other of 
my friends,’ Robert declared to me. He seemed to think I should be pleased 
at that.
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xhey rolled o' his tongue so easily, but to me the words clanged like a 
gongFany other of my friends…

I oBerheard another strange comment when he was on the phone with 
a neighbor. I could tell by Robert’s responses that the man was surprised 
to learn I was there, staying at the house. I heard Robert stumble oBer his 
answers, one and then another. It sounded like he was put on the spotélike 
he was uncomfortable with the Ouestions being asked. Nnd then I heard 
him say, What…? We’re still friends…

àYriends.à xhere it was again.
Since I’d arriBed, Robert had talked to me like we were together. He’d 

behaBed as though we were a married couple. So I couldn’t understand why 
he was presenting me to others as a friend and not as the wife he claimed 
to me that I was.

xhen came a little bit of d6jz Bu, the one time Robert and I went to a 
family eBent that summerFa supper. Ns soon as we got in the door, he 
charged ahead, picked up his food from the counter, and took a seat at the 
table, leaBing me on my own without a word. He didnàt look at me. Eidnàt 
touch me. Go hand at my elbow. Go o'ering for me to go ahead of him in 
the line. It seemed that I was forgottenélike Iàd turned inBisible the minute 
weàd stepped inside the door.

It was awkward for me. I hadnàt seen some of his family for a year and the 
rest of them, for eBen longer. Nfter my last encounter with them, I really 
could haBe used his support. ?et heàd left me standing alone.

I took a seat at the table ne5t to himé I stuck myself at his side all 
eBening. ?et he ignored me throughout, just as heàd done a year earlier at 
Ianàs wedding.

I was getting tired of being treated like a wife when it was just the two of 
us and like he wanted nothing to do with me when we were around family 
and friends.
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xhe old shadows from a year ago fell on my heart again, this time, darker.

The Rumor Email

Moncton, New Brunswick
July 2014

Here’s what I heard,  a friend grinned. De were haBing lunch at xhe 
Rosebud Aistro, my faBorite Moncton restaurant. I heard Robert kicked 
you out because you were into weed and refused to quit. xhe two of us hooted 
with laughter. De joked about it, back and forth, and then I brushed it 
aside for the rest of our lunch, it was so absurd.

Aut no matter how ridiculous, the rumor pricked me as I walked away. 
It came back to me again and again. I shook my head in ama7ement that 
anyone could come up with such a story and spread it. I wondered how far 
the lie had gone. Eid anyone belieBe itU Surely not. Aut then as I thought 
about it, it sure appeared as though people from my Moncton life belieBed 
something outrageous. Das this what had them acting so strangely toward 
meU

Aack in Saskatchewan, it festered. I grew angry, not just oBer this rumor 
but that I was being talked about with no thought for the truth and no 
conBersation with me. Dhy had I let this go without addressing itU I Bented 
my upset to -athryn and Hillary on a walk around town one eBening, 
but my frustration didn’t go away. Maybe it was time I confronted gossip. 
Maybe I needed to try to clear up the misconceptions. I worked myself into 
a decision to act.
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“nfortunately, my good intentions are often not coupled with a proper 
approach, and I make things worse instead of better. I didn’t want to be 
hasty and shoot o' words while I was angry. So I let it simmer for the ne5t 
two months.

In  September,  I  wrote  an  email.  I  wanted  to  confront  the  issue 
head”on, no delicate tiptoeing. Nt the same time, I didn’t want to sound 
nasty, preachy, or presumptuous. I tried to be careful about jumping to 
conclusions and pointing 3ngers. I reBised and tweaked and wrote again. 
In my mind, the writing I settled on called the gossip what it was but left 
open the door to restored friendships, my deepest longing with eBeryone.

I sent it to a few people to get their opinions. xhey responded faBorably. I 
hoped that meant I hadn’t crossed a line. So I nerBously hit the send button 
and away it went to the handful of family and friends I thought might haBe 
heard this rumor. I imagine now that my approach was far too blunt. Dhile 
I don’t regret sticking up for myself, I do wish I had done a better job of it.

It was a little after 3Be one eBening. I had stayed late at work to 3nish up 
a few things. xhen just before heading home for the night, I decided to 
check my personal email. xhere, in my inbo5, was a recriminating email 
from one family member who seemed to rake me oBer the coals. Ngain, I 
was broken”hearted by the rejection.

Yirst, the pain was almost unbearableFI feel things way too deeply. 
Ge5t, I was so wound up, I was spinning. I called RobertFI’m sure I was 
franticFand told him about the response. For once, please be on my side; 
please support me through the misery I feel, I silently begged.

He denied that the email was harsh toward me and defended his relatiBe 
without eBen hearing the words that had been sent to me. xhat moment, it 
hit me hard. xhough it was a silly rumor, it had hurt me. xhough I didn’t 
know why his family was treating me as they did, I was grasping at whateBer 
I could 3nd to mend things between us. Restoration was huge to me. I told 
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Robert I needed his support, that I needed him to belieBe me, to Balue me 
aboBe his family. Aut he couldn’t bring himself to do it. His dismissal of my 
attempts and my feelings was a sharper pain yet. I didn’t know how he and 
I could eBer surBiBe, his disregard for me was so seBere. More arguments 
ensued that would go on for months.

Stephanie saw my tears and came to my ovce, so I showed her the emails, 
mine and the response. She couldn’t understand the person’s reaction 
either. She wrapped her arms around me and broke into a beautiful prayer. 
Her Ouiet words soothed. Dhat a wonderful gift of encouragement she 
has.

My attempt to reach Robert’s family, as it turned out, wasn’t a complete 
failure. In time, I got a positiBe response from one of his family members, 
and we went back and forth with a couple of emails.

—ne thing she wrote stopped me up short. Got long after I’d left the east 
for Moose Jaw back in 2012, she’d called our house for me. Dhen she’d 
asked to speak with me, Robert had plainly told her, Sandra doesn’t live 
here anymore. She’d hung up the phone, shocked, haBing gotten no more 
e5planation than that.

I was shocked, too, to learn that was how he’d presented my departure. 
Dhat happened to our agreement that if I stayed out west, he’d e5plainU 
Dhat happened to, LI’Be let eBerybody know the truthPU

I got another response, a 3rm reply from one of Robert’s sisters”in”law. 
Her letter was more eBidence that not many people had gotten a straight 
account of our story. She wrote that she felt for my familyFthat it’s hard 
and awkward when a family situation is torn apart and people are badly 
hurt. She told me I couldn’t e5pect to walk back in and haBe eBerything be 
the same as before.

Her words hurt deeply. I’d only followed my husband’s reOuests. I wasn’t 
the one who’d torn apart our family. I was trying to put it back together.
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N few months later, I was still so upset about her note, I called her. I 
wanted so much to sort things out and dissolBe the tension between us. 
I heard disgust in her tone, eBen across the miles. L?ou need to get back 
here where you belong,P she told me. xhese judgements were unfair. She’d 
neBer talked to me about my o'ence, whateBer she belieBed it was, and had 
neBer asked my side.

De talked for a long while, and I listened to what she said. xhen I 
e5plained some things. I told her that coming out west had been Robert’s 
idea, and yes, I’d Ouickly agreed to it. Aut it hadn’t been a break”up, we 
hadn’t had a 3ght, and I wasn’t aware of any issues between us at the 
time. I told her it was Robert who had diBorced me, not the other way 
aroundFthat he’d insisted on it. I told her I’d asked to go back to him 
twice, and that he’d refused my reOuest both times. My words were met 
with silence. xhen a Ouiet, LI didn’t know that.P

Ay the time we hung up, I felt we’d made progress. I was so grateful.
I tucked new hope close to my heart.

Silence

—ne day, there was no response from Robert.
I sat alone in my liBing room, phone in my hand, ache in my chest. xhe 

last few months since that rumor email had been uneasy between us. De 
were back to divculty again, touchy with each other. I don’t remember 
what we’d te5ted about that day, if I was nasty...if he was nasty. Aut I must 
haBe pushed too far, for suddenly, he wasn’t there.

I was oBercome with fear that he could be gone from my life for good. 
Dhat would I doU How would I go onU I remember the darkness and my 
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dread. Kooking into my future, where once I’d seen light and hope, there 
was now a heaBy, black curtain.

I cried out to Tod. Yor help, for peace, for comfort. Llease bring him 
back. Eon’t let him be gone foreBer. I need him, eBen if only to reach across 
the miles with a few words of friendship in a te5t. Aut whateBer happens, 
Tod, please get me through it.

Nnd then it came. Nt last, a ding on my phone. N note from Robert, as 
ordinary as eBer, that 3lled me with relief and reassurance.

He was still there. I was not alone.



Never Green Tree

Kenton, New Brunswick
Circa 2000
Believe it of not, a true story1 

I t was a drizzly Saturday in mid-November when her husband breezed 
into the kitchen, swept her up in a hug, and announced, "Guess what! 

I found us a Christmas tree! Brought it home today."
"Already?" she asked, unable to mask her surprise. Seemed to her a little 

early to cut a tree.
"Don't worry. It'll be Tne," he assured her.
Uhe fact that her normally capable husband had completed this one 

dreaded annual task without a word of urging from her and with time to 
spare was somewhat of a gift in itself. She decided not to push the issue.

So that was the end of it... Hntil a month later.
"1on, where is our Christmas tree?" she asked one morning. "I'd like to 

set it up today."

R. "She" in this story is me. Uhe "husband" is xobert. 
Uhe key elements are not e;aggeratedE however, minor details were added in order to make it 
a third-person point of view story.
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"’ou havenqt even come out to see it," he skirted the …uestion.
She paused from her sewing. "I haven't, no... But, where is it? It's in your 

shop, right?"
"HhhW well, not e;actly."
She crossed her arms and looked him s…uarely in the eye. "jhere, then?"
"Itqs, ah...outside."
"I knew it. Itqs that heap out there in the mud, isnqt it?" 1is sheepish 

e;pression was all the answer she needed. "’ou Must left it lying in the dirt 
all this time?"

1e was getting irritated with all her …uestions. "Donqt complain to me 
about the tree when youqre not even interested enough to come look at it." 
1e stalked oL.

She didnqt see what visitation of the tree had to do with anything.
”inutes later, she heard the door being thrown open, followed by the 

clomp of her husband's work boots down the hall and into the living room. 
1e plopped the mud-encrusted tree ceremoniously into its stand. "Itqs a 
Tne tree," he announced.

"Itqs dead." Anyone could see.
"Itqs not dead! Oook!" And he waved his hands at the upper branches 

that still boasted a hint of green.
"Uhe whole bottom is brown!" she argued. Indeed, a third of the tree.
"No one will notice once the ornaments are on," he insisted.
"But the needles are falling oL. It sounds like itqs raining in here!"
"It Must needs watering. It will be Tne." And he actually believed it.
"It's tilted," she pointed out. "Itqs going to fall."
"It wonqt fall! I guarantee it! Uhis tree will never fall!3
So she bit her tongue and vowed to say no more.
She spent the ne;t afternoon going through the motions of decorating 

the pitiful tree. Several times she paused to gaze at the thing and shake her 
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head. Hsually, she at least felt sorry for her bedraggled Christmas tree. Not 
for this one, though. Nope. Not a bit.

She went back to her work. Uhe mini lights Must wouldn't sit right. 
She heaved a sigh as she reached out to tuck them into the obno;ious 
branches...

Kust one touch“thatqs all it took. Slowly, her Charlie Brown tree started 
to lean and... Hh-oh! Jh, no!

UI””-B5xxx!
She lungedE she grabbedE she braced. But there was no stopping what 

comes naturally to dead things. Needles showered down, rivers 4owed 
from the freshly Tlled tree stand, and with a CxACF, that :Must Tne3 
Christmas tree split in two, right down the middle, rotten to the core!

She called her husband at work. "1on, ya know that tree“that Tne 
tree“the one you guaranteed would never fall?"

"’esW"
"It fell!"
"Iqll T; it when I get home," he sighed.
5nough was enough. "Darling, if you can't bring us a respectable tree, 

Iqm going to get our Christmas tree from now on."
"Good idea!" he declared.
"Starting this year."
"je have a tree this year. Itqs a Tne tree."
"Itqs not Tne. Itqs dead! Uhe tree is dead!"
"All right, then. You go search through the woods to Tnd a Christmas 

tree." That’ll teach her sounded through the phone.
"I will." She hung up the call.
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Uhere were so many gorgeous trees in Kack's Christmas lot. "Uhis one!" the 
kids called. "No, this one!" Einally, they chose one they all agreed on. "1ow 
much?" she asked, though she really didnqt care.

"Uen dollars," Kack replied, smiling as he stepped forward with his saw.
Uen dollars? She watched her husband hand over the crisp bill.
Ten dollars!! All the Christmas tree wannabes that had been carted in 

and out of their living room over the years when for ten dollars they could 
have had thisF a dense, shapely tree, fully branchedWfully needled!

Uen dollars.

Uhe new tree“the lush, green tree“stood straight and tall, twinkling 
brightly in their living room. She smiled and sighed...satisTed.

1er husband winked at her and nodded from the doorway. 5ven he 
had to admit that, yes, this was, indeed, the most beautiful Christmas tree 
they'd ever had.

But he couldnqt keep from muttering one last“
"Uhe other tree was Tne."



Changes

Love a Duck

Cornerstone
2014

O ur darling cook, Joanna, left our Cornerstone kitchen to marry 
Carl. They’re an adorable pair, both of them pranksters, both of 

them in love with the Lord. This was Joanna’s 'rst marriage but Carl—s 
secondIhe was a widower. Mt was a beautiful 2ay wedding in 014E. 
Joanna glowed in a long, white gown, absolutely lovely. The ceremony 
was in both Gnglish and xerman, a new eWperience for me. The reception 
was elaborate, for the bride and groom had many relatives and friends. je 
celebrated Foyously with Carl and Joanna but mourned in our hearts that 
we were losing her.

Cornerstone needed a cook.
Sor weeks, Atephanie and M scrambled to 'nd volunteers to feed us. Aome 

wonderful ladies stepped in, taking turns, but it was still a real headache to 
'll the position each day.
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GliHabeth jalker was our answer to prayer that June. -er husband, 
Raryl, had been a youth care staq for only a few months, making the long 
drive from their hometown weekly. They and their three girls planned to 
move on site as soon as their house in Outlook sold. Mt Fust made sense for 
GliHabeth to work at Cornerstone, and cook was our only opening.

M’m not a cook. M force myself to do it in bulk once a week and throw it 
into the freeHer in single!serving portions to be taken out, one at a time, 
for the neWt seven days. 2y meals are ;uick, basic, no fuss. Ao M could never 
have cooked for a place like Cornerstone. Once or twice they stuck me 
in last!minute to prepare the lunch because the cook was sick or delayed. 
Nbsolute terror7 Nnd it was only soup and grilled cheese sandwiches, for 
goodness sake7

Ao M had utmost respect for our former Joanna and now for GliHabeth.
je initiated her in full!blown Cornerstone style. -er 'rst day on the Fob 

she contended with, not only the regular kitchen and meal prep duties, but 
an evening graduation as well. je threw her into it with hardly a thoughtB 
we had our heads and hands full of all the other Cornerstone goings on. M 
felt for her, but this was the Cornerstone way. Aink or swim.

GliHabeth brought with her, her big bag of skillsIshe was organiHed, 
thorough, intense, driven, dedicated, and eWpected it done right. Ahe 
followed rules to the letter, which caused some contention with some 
people.

Ahe’d stick in her earbuds and clatter away out there, her sweet voice 
carrying through the hallway as she sang to music only she could hear. 
Aome days, she needed solitude to deal with whatever was weighing on her, 
and she’d close up the kitchen doors and pull down the window screen to 
shut herself in.

That girl dug into the Fob like nobody’s business, cooking for eight or 
ten youth, twelve to 'fteen staq members, sometimes staq families, and 
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often guests. Ahe put in long hours. Ahe cleaned and organiHed the kitchen 
and set up procedures. Ahe took over grocery shopping and recycling. Ahe 
made wonderful meals, always on time.

Then after she’d put in a full year as our cook, “lake decided to make 
a switchIhe made Atephanie an assistant cook to our new head of food 
services, who would soon Foin our Cornerstone staq. Nnd he transferred 
GliHabeth to the o”ce neWt to mine.

GliHabeth  became  Cornerstone’s  administrative  assistant  and 
bookkeeper.  That’s  when  M  learned  how  much  she’d  hated  the 
kitchen8hated cookingIevery day, every minute. jow7 2y respect for 
her swelled, having seen her servant heart in that Fob for a whole year.

Ngain, she dug right into her work in the o”ce. 2y love of teaching had 
me looking forward to training her, but M discovered on day one that she 
was already capable and needed little from me. M kept my head in my own 
work and let her have at it.

GliHabeth  was  smart,  creative,  resourceful,  and  fast.  Ahe  set  up 
spreadsheets and got some of our records organiHed for the 'rst time. Ahe 
created procedures M’d never thought of. Ahe organiHed her o”ce and our 
stock and knew where everything was all the timeIshe could hand staq 
what they needed in a heartbeat and have them on their way. M soon came 
to know her softness for people, her sweet spirit, her love for the Lord, her 
keen awareness of her own shortcomings, and her yearning to know xod 
deeply.

“ut something in me resisted, and M kept her at arm’s length. M waited 
for contention. There wasn’t any. Ahe was accommodating and respectful. 
M watched for her to mess up. Ahe didn’t. jhen she did make a mistake, 
we’d all hear, KLove a duck7? and she’d work to correct her error, whatever 
it took.
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M was more and more impressed but reluctant to admit it. Sor siW months, 
M Fust couldn’t bring myself to accept her fully.

The Teacup

Recember. Christmas. xiving.
M love to shop for gifts, to 'nd Fust the right things for those on my list. 

That makes the giving even more fun than the shopping. The problem 
is, M’m terrible at 'guring out what to give. M want to give gifts that are 
meaningful but have little imagination for it. They say you should choose 
things that you, yourself, likeIthat you should pick a gift of such value 
and purpose that it would please you, and then it will please your special 
someone.

They also say it shouldn—t be at all about what you likeB you should 
choose something your recipient likes. That shows you know the person 
and you’ve worked to please her.

M don’t know which Kthey? to listen to.
That Christmas, M found a nice coqee mug for :athryn. M liked its shape 

and colorB M’d enFoy sipping coqee from that mug. M knew she liked coqee 
mugsIshe had a collection of them in her cupboard. M’d paid attention.

“ut what about the other girls M worked withY M hemmed and hawed but 
didn’t know what to do.

Then an idea came to me. That silly teacup in my 2oose Jaw apartment 
had meant so much when M was starting out with nothing. Mt represented 
hope that better things would come, and M would one day have familiar 
around me again.

M dug through my kitchen and assessed my lineup of teacups from 
Larry’s secondhand shop, each one a small treasure. M chose carefully, trying 
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my best to match the cup to the person. Aome M chose for the color, some 
for the pattern or shape, some for the story behind it. M picked out a cup 
and saucer set for each lady on staq.

The 'rst one M gave away was to 2arion, and it was that very same 2oose 
Jaw teacup. -er hospitality and friendship had been a special gift when M 
was still a stranger and working to make Ahaunavon my home. jhen the 
moment came, though, and she opened my gift, my idea suddenly seemed 
silly. M never did tell her the story of why the cup meant so much to me and 
why M was giving it to her.

“ut M got better. One by one, M carried my boWed treasures to the 
Cornerstone ladies and told them my teacup story. 

The last one was for GliHabeth, and it was a tough one for me. The 
little green cup looked old and well!used. Mt had no saucerIlost or broken 
somewhere years ago. On the inside of the cup were little painted roses. 
The sides were straight and were marred with a 'ne crack all the way down.

“ut the crack gave more than it took awayIit made it uni;ue, it spoke of 
usefulness and of trying, of mistakes and endurance. Mt was uneWpectedly 
beautiful, that plain, ugly cup.

M told GliHabeth that that teacup was me, deeply Gawed, broken, and 
missing some parts. “ut M was still willing and would do my best to serve 
with her, she and M, a team.

That teacup changed everything. Nll my hesitations with GliHabeth fell 
away. Oh, the laughs we shared in the o”ce after that7 The blunders of 
both of us7 je Fust took turns from one silly mistake to another. Then we 
doubled over in giggles at ourselves and how much we thought alike. Kje 
share the same brain,? she’d say. Kjhich one of us is using it todayY?

That beautiful, ugly teacup began a friendship that has grown deeper 
through the years and heartaches that followed for both of us.
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Stranger on the Steps

Cornerstone
January 13, 2015

M was about to go into a meeting one afternoon when a teWt dinged.
Nt Cornerstone, staq are all re;uired to monitor their phones at all times 

in case something urgent comes up and they are needed by another staq 
member. Ao having my phone and looking at teWts were not violations of 
any Cornerstone rules or ethics.

xlancing at the screen, M saw that it was -olly. So sorry, Mom, she wrote. 
Are you okay?

M like to know what’s going on before M panic over an evocative message 
such as this one, so M asked what she meant.

Grampy MacPherson, she eWplained. He passed away. Ahe—d 'gured M 
already knew and was now sorry M’d found out by a teWt from her.

The messenger and the means made no diqerence to me. Mt was the 
message that brought me up short. M paused at my desk. The news wasn’t 
a shock. 2y father hadn’t been well the last few years, and he—d been in a 
care home for some time. Atill, it gripped me to learn that someone close 
to me was gone.

M shuHed oq to my meeting, but once there, M couldn—t keep my mind 
on the agenda. jhen my phone rang in the middle of our discussion, 
M stepped out to answer it. Mn the hallway, M listened while my mother 
repeated to me the same news that -olly had sent. Ahe went on with 
details, but M didn’t take in much. The funeral would be 2onday, January 
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43, she told me. Ahe didn’t eWpect me to go, given the distance and the 
eWpense, but she’d wanted to tell me what had happened.

M didn’t say much during that call, and M never indicated whether M’d be 
at the funeral or not. Ns my mother—s last words faded, M pressed the end 
call button, then returned to my meeting without eWplanation, and M sat 
in silence.

M didn’t know what to think or feel. M’d lost a parent. M—d never been in 
that place before. M tried to absorb it.

-ow do you mourn a fatherY

GliHabeth had dreams. Dot like regular dreamsIthose little moving 
pictures that most of us view in our sleep and often forget 've minutes 
after waking. GliHabeth—s were deep meaningful ones that could stop you 
in your tracks. You don’t want to be in one of Elizabeth’s dreams, one staq 
member chuckled.

The 'rst time she started to relate one to me, M groaned inwardly. They 
are so senseless and strange, listening to somebody tell her dream is worse 
than hearing a movie plot recounted in detail.

“ut M would soon 'nd out that GliHabeth’s dreams weren’t like most 
people’s. Nnd the one she was about to share rattled me.

-ere’s how it wentI
Elizabeth was leaving Cornerstone one evening. She had started down 

the exterior steps when a man she’d never seen before approached her and 
inquired, “Does someone named Sandra Glenn work here?”

“Yes, she does,” she told him.
“How is she?” he asked, his eyes deeply searching, his face intent.
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Elizabeth responded, “She’s good. She has her ups and downs, but it’s 
obvious she loves the Lord and wants to serve Him.

”The man’s face softened as it broke into a beautiful smile, and a look of 
great peace came over him. He nodded slowly, gazed up into the sky, and 
closed his eyes. “Mmmmm…” was all he said.

GliHabeth demonstrated this as she talked, tilting her head back, closing 
her eyes, and nodding slowly. K-e was so pleased,? she told me, Klike they 
were the best words he could ever hear.? Ahe sat in silence, eyes still closed, 
and M waited. Aomething was coming, M could feel it.

Then she opened her eyes and looked right at me. Ahe spoke very ;uietly, 
KMt was your father,? she said.

Mt hit like a slap. M’m sure my heart stopped, and all the blood drained to 
my feet. M couldn’t move. M don’t think M said anything as M stared back at 
her before 'nally shuHing away to my o”ce.

Mt was Fust a silly dream, M knewB it shouldn’t have mattered.
“ut it did.
M saw it in my head, the image of that man and his smile. M saw it all that 

day and for many days following.
Mt struck me that my father, now perfect with xod and free from his 

earthly nature, knew no regrets from this life. -is wrongs were erased, he 
was so thoroughly renewed in xod. -is life on earth could no longer hurt 
himB the parts he remembered would bring no pain. -e saw failings and 
trials in light of their fruition. -e was 'nally happy, 'nally content and 
'lled with compassion, holiness, wisdom, and truth.

M don’t put a lot of stock in dreamsB we should look to xod’s jord for 
guidance, instead. Jet this one gripped my very core. Mt grips me still. M 
couldn’t shake the feeling that xod was trying to show me something. 2y 
'rst thought was that my father was making sure M was okayIa father’s 
deepest yearning for his children. “ut M don’t think xod allows the glories 
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of -eaven to be marred for its human inhabitants by concern over the 
happenings on Garth.

The neWt thought that struck me was, Does this mean I am forgiven?





Growing Up

The Muddy Bog

Moncton, New Brunswick

A t vey ayrso ld,I i ort nf lfy lh tSloy dnttdy ucf,ra owSlld wSrnso yeysa 
kyym rf, dnotyfy, tl pa tyrwSys .sra hls co mn,ob uSy klcd, .sraI 

God, if there are boys or girls here today who have not asked Jesus into their 
hearts, please save them.

Af, kntS tSloy kls,oI pa olcd klcd, gy .snwmy, hls rdd tSy kslf’o iM, 
,lfyb —a plot oSrpyhcd onf klcd, trmy oSr.y r’rnf gySnf, pa tn’Stda 
wdloy, yayo-SlssngdyI c’da pc, rdd leys pa kSnty dyltrs,ob

i tSnfm pa pltSys Sr, enonlfo lh pa gynf’ r dnttdy dr,ab uSy ,syooy, py 
hls wScswS nf kSnty Srt rf, kSnty ’dleyo kntS oprst dnttdy .csoy nf pa Srf,b 
i kro eysa oprdd grwm tSyfI gct i sypypgys otrf,nf’ gytkyyf tSy .ykoI 
.sylwwc.ny, kntS pa ’slkfxc. rwwyoolsnyoI kSnwS i dley,I kSndy elnwyo 
hslp tSy .drthlsp ,slfy, lf kntS tSnf’o i ,n,fMt cf,ysotrf,b

—cp pcot Srey yF.ywty, tSy okyyt dnttdy dr,a nf wScswS tl yFtyf, tl 
dnttdy ’nsd rt .drab uSy .ct py nf .rtyft dyrtSys oSlyoI kSnty dyltrs,oI rf, r 
omnst tl oyf, py lct nftl tSy fyn’SglsSll,b Nls r kSndyI i tSnfm nt klsmy,b 
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i sypypgys gynf’ Slssnvy, tSy vsot tnpy i ork wSnd,syf “cp.nf’ nf pc,,a 
krtysb i wlcd,fMt wlp.sySyf, kSa rfalfy klcd, ,l tSrtb —a wlconf tld, 
py ayrso drtysI ”i Sr, tl tyrwS alc tl .dra nf tSy .c,,dyobB

Oct kSyf i ’lt ld, yflc’S tl prmy hsnyf,oI i dyrsfy, tSy “lao tSy pc, 
rf, tSy .c,,dyo wlcd, gsnf’b qf tSy hrtyhcd ,ra nf HcyotnlfI lfy lh tSy 
fyn’SglsSll, mn,o Sr..yfy, ga kSyf i kro rt .dra nf tSy ,sneykrab ;y 
kro lf Sno kra tl olxrf,xolMo SlcoyI r gla kSl Sr, r Sc’y pc, .c,,dy nf 
Sno grwmars,b 1eysalfy kro tSysyI tSno mn, tld, py… i oSlcd, wlpy tllI Sy 
v’csy,b

i krofMt ol ocsy rglct tSrtb i mfyk pa pltSys klcd, flt gy Sr..a nh 
i ’lt paoydh nf r pyoob qf tSy ltSys Srf,I tSno grwmars, gl’ ,n, olcf, 
r..yrdnf’b Add tSy mn,o Srenf’ r ’ll, tnpyT i krfty, tl Srey hcf tllb 
ih lfda i Sr, pa scggys glltoI i tSlc’Stb WSrt klcd, prmy nt rdd lmrab 
Gcggys gllto klcd, myy. py wdyrfb

Oct tSy gllto kysy otlsy, nf tSy ’rsr’yI rf, i kro tll oprdd tl .cdd c. 
tSy Sc’yI Syrea ,llsb Af, nh i kyft hls tSyp nf tSslc’S tSy SlcoyI pa 
pltSys klcd, krft tl mflk kSa i fyy,y, tSy glltoI rf, oSyM, mngloS tSy 
hcf sn’St tSysyb

WSy mn, kro otndd krntnf’ hls pyI cs’nf’ py tl wlpyb WSy ,srk kro ’syrtb 
—ragyI “cot pragyI tSy ’rsr’y ,lls klcd, gy r’syyrgdy tSno tnpy… iM, tsa nt 
rf, oyyb i ksr..y, pa Srf,o rslcf, tSy Srf,dy rf, ’rey r ’ll,I Srs, .cddb 
Wl pa ocs.snoy rf, ,ydn’StI tSy ,lls odn, c.krs, kntS pa vsot y!lstb 7yddI 
dllm rt tSrt?

Af, tSysy kysy pa glltoI krntnf’ hls py rf, pa ,ra nf tSy pc,b i 
wSrf’y, nftl tSyp Hcnwmda rf, owcssny, l! kntS pa hsnyf,b

WSrt .c,,dy kro Sc’y? iM, fyeys gyhlsy oyyf ocwS rf yF.rfoy lh pc,? 
it kro c’da rf, gyrctnhcd rf, yftnwnf’b i oty..y, nf odlkdaI tyotnf’ nt lctb 
i opndy, rf, ’drfwy, grwm rt pa hsnyf,b WSno kro lmra… SyaI kSrt r ’ll, 
tSnf’ tSrt iM, wlpyb
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WSy krtys wrpy Sn’Sys ro i pr,y pa kra tSslc’Sb i ’lt lct Hcnty ,yy. 
rf, otl..y,b WSy pc, gyfyrtS py ’srggy, rf, otcwm rf, klcd,fMt dyt 
’lb A tnf’y lh cfwystrnfta wsy.t c. tSslc’S pa tcppab i dllmy, rslcf,b 
—a hsnyf, dnf’ysy, rt tSy y,’yI krtwSnf’ pa .sl’syoob i klf,ysy, kSa Sy 
krofMt nf Sysy tllb

Add tSy ltSys mn,o kysy .dranf’… tSya .rn, fl rttyftnlf tl pyb 7yddI i 
wlcd,fMt otrf, Sysy hlsyeysI wlcd, i8 Cl rSyr, ls ’l grwmb i ’rey r Syrey tl 
trmy tSy fyFt oty.b —a hllt wrpy c.I hlskrs,I rf, ,lkfT

Af, tSy gllt otray, gySnf,I otcwm nf tSy pc,b
i otcpgdy, rf, odloSy,b J’da gslkf krtys o.drttysy, c. lf pa wdltSyo 

kSndy pa kSnty dyltrs,o odl’’y, tSslc’S tSy tSnwmI kyt ’llb i pr,y r dnttdy 
drc’S rf, kyft grwm hls tSy glltI gct tSy vsot Slsslso lh pa .sy,nwrpyft 
gy’rf tl trmy Sld,b —a nfotn’rtls hsnyf, ,nor..yrsy, rglct tSyfI rf, i kro 
flk lf pa lkf tl hrwy tSy wlfoyHcyfwyob

it kro r dlf’ rf, ,syr,hcd tsym Slpy ga paoydhb i ,lfMt sypypgys nh i 
kro rgdy tl ’yt tSy gllt grwm lf ls nh i wrssny, nt rdd tSy kra c. tSy Snddb

i otll, lf lcs hslft ,llsoty. rf, srf’ tSy gyddb i wrf otndd oyy pa 
pltSysMo oSlwm kSyf oSy l.yfy, c. tl vf, Sys dnttdy dr,a tSysy rdd 
o.drttysy, kntS pc,I gltS hyyt olrmy,I rf, dyltrs,o otrnfy, hslp tSy mfyy 
,lkfb 

WSy grwmars, gl’ ,n,fMt oyyp ol hcf rfaplsyb
ul kSyf i ort tSysy nf pa dnttdy ucf,ra uwSlld wSrnsI Syrsnf’ pa tyrwSysMo 

.srays-If there are boys or girls here who have not asked Jesus into their 
hearts-i hydt tSy ’cndt lh pa onf rf, tSy kyn’St lh pa ,nolgy,nyfwyb

Oct tSyfI ro yeysa kyymI oSy vfnoSy, kntSI Please save them todayb Af,I 
ro yeysa kyym gyhlsyI i gsyrtSy, r on’S lh sydnyhb 7Syk? Dlk iMp orey,? i 
syroocsy, paoydh rf, .ct nt lct lh pa pnf,b

1Fwy.t tSrt tSy eysa fyFt ucf,raI iM, gy sn’St grwm nf tSrt wSrnsI Syrsnf’ 
tSrt .srays rf, hyydnf’ pa ’cndt r’rnfb
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qfy ucf,ra rhtys wScswSI pa pltSys rf, i ’lt trdmnf’ rglct Pyoco ,anf’ 
hls lcs onfI rf, oSy romy, py nh i kro orey,b

i tld, SysI Oh, aes! I’m saved!
How do you know? i ,lfMt mflk kSrt .slp.ty, Sys tl rom tSrt HcyotnlfI 

gct nt kro r ’ll, lfyb
My  Sunday  school  teacher  asked  God  to  save  me, i  sy.dny, 

wlfv,yftdab Ncffa Slk tSy plot nfflwyft tSnf’o wrf wrcoy tSy ’sreyot 
pnowlfwy.tnlfob

—a pltSys yF.drnfy, tl py tSrt fl lfy ydoy wlcd, rom Cl, tl orey pyb i 
Sr, tl gy olssaI paoydhI hls pa onfb i Sr, tl rom ;np tl hls’ney py… fl lfy 
ydoy wlcd, ,l tSrt hls pyb

WSrt gslc’St py c. oSlstb it kro tSy pnoonf’ .nywy hls pyb i rdsyr,a 
cf,ysotll, rdd tSy syotI ro pcwS ro rfa wSnd, wrfb i kyft otsrn’St tl pa 
gy,sllpI mfydt ga pa gy,I rf, romy, Cl, tl orey pyb

Af, sn’St tSysyI ;y pr,y py ;no lkfb WSno tsctS oldn,nvy, nf py yeyf 
tSrt eysa plpyftb WSslc’S tSy ayrso onfwyI fl prttys kSrtI yeyf kSyf i 
kyft pa lkf kraI iMey rdkrao mflkf tSrt kro tSy ,ra i gywrpy r ,rc’Stys 
lh tSy (nf’b

Imprisoned

WSrt orpy hrdd tSrt i kro vey ayrso ld,I pa .rsyftoI Rlc’dro rf, Csrwy 
—rw)SysolfI pley, lcs hrpnda hslp tSy ocg,nenonlf kntS tSy pc,,a gl’ 
tl tSy wlcftsab 9iMp .sytta ocsyI tSlc’SI tSy pley Sr, fltSnf’ tl ,l kntS 
tSy ,nsta dyltrs,o ls pa wr.ys tSslc’S tSy pnsybz i o.yft tSy syot lh pa 
’slknf’xc. ayrso lf r oprdd Slgga hrsp kntS pa onotysI GrwSydI “cot co 
tkl ’nsdob qcs gydley, ,l’I RcwSyooI ’syk c. kntS co rf, kyft kntS co 
yeysakSysyb
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WSy dnttdy dr,a kSl wsnfmdy, Sys floy rt .c,,dyo rf, ,nst gywrpy tSy ’nsd 
kSl kr,y, tSslc’S .lf,oI .dray, nf tSy vyd,oI rf, yF.dlsy, tSy kll,ob i 
sl,y pa Slsoy grsygrwm rf, grsyhlltb i pr,y wrgnfo nf tSy tsyyo rf, dyrsfy, 
tl oknp nf tSy hsn’n, krtyso lh tSy gsllm ,lkf tSy slr,b i dley, dnhy nf tSy 
wlcftsab i ,n,fMt pnf, tSy noldrtnlf tSyfb 7Syf i kyft lctI i kro otndd r ’nsda 
’nsd-omnsto rf, sc0yob Oct tSysy nf tSy vyd,o rf, tSy tsyyoI nf pa ydypyftI 
i kro r tlpgla-hsray, “yrfo rf, ofyrmysob

)yl.dy tld, py i kro glooa ro r mn,I gct yeyf flkI i wrfMt .ct pa vf’ys 
lf tSloy nfotrfwyoI tSlc’S iMey fl ,lcgt tSya kysy syrdb i ,lfMt sywrdd olwnrd 
.slgdypo nf ydypyftrsa owSlldb Ao gyot i wrf sypypgysI i kro lct’lnf’ 
rf, wlfv,yftb i Sr, dlto lh hsnyf,ob

WSrt wSrf’y, rgsc.tda kSyf i okntwSy, owSlldo hls ’sr,y onFb it .dcf’y, 
py nftl r otsc’’dy tSrt droty, hls ayrsob i sypypgys nt ol kydd… i wrf .ct 
paoydh sn’St grwm nftl ntTwrf hyyd nt r’rnf ro hsyoS ro kSyf i dney, ntb

i kyft hslp vttnf’ nf yrondaI wlphlstrgdy kntS paoydh rf, pa .yysoI tl 
gynf’ ol oSaI nt kro .Saonwrdda .rnfhcdb Add tSslc’S pn,,dy owSlld nt wsn..dy, 
pyb i oyy flk olpy lh tSy wrcoyoI gct grwm tSyfI i ,n,fMt sywl’fnQy tSypb 
WSya kysy “cot tSy otc! tSrt dnhy tSsyk lct tSysyI rf, olpy lh nt Sr..yfy, 
tl drf, lf pyb

i kro rf l,, mn,I rf, prfa lh pa .yyso ,n,fLt pcwS dnmy pyb 9Wl gy 
SlfyotI dllmnf’ grwmI i ,lfLt tSnfm iL, Srey dnmy, pyI yntSysI tSyfbz i Syrs, 
tSy trcfto rf, kSno.yso nf ’ap wdroob i hydt tSypb Af, nt pr,y py rdd tSy 
plsy rkmkrs,b

i wlcd,fMt dllm rfalfy nf tSy yayI flt yeyf pa gyot hsnyf,b i ,n,fMt krft 
rfalfy tl oyy pyI i tSlc’St i kro ol c’daI yeysatSnf’ rglct pyb i my.t pa 
yayo ,lkfb i odlcwSy,I wcsdy, c. nfon,y paoydhI Sn,,yf hslp enykb

i wlcd,fMt trdm tl .yl.dyb it krofMt tSrt i ,n,fMt krft tl… i “cot wlcd,fMtb 
At tnpyoI iM, vf, paoydh tsr..y, olpykSysy-nf r wrsI ora-kntS rfltSys 
Scprf gynf’ kSl klcd, rttyp.t wlfeysortnlfb —a pnf, klcd, hsyyQyb Ao 
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Srs, ro i tsny,I i wlcd,fMt wlpy c. kntS r onf’dy tSnf’ tl orab Elp.dytyda 
gdrfmb DltSnf’ klsmy,b

A ’ca nf pa Sn’S owSlldI r wlc.dy lh ayrso ld,ys tSrf pyI klcd, tsa tl 
wSrt kntS py hslp tnpy tl tnpyb Dlt prfa mn,o ,n, tSrtb Oct tSno ’ca kro 
wlcstylcoI yeyf tl pyb i kro plstnvy, yeysa tnpy Sy r..slrwSy,b 7Srt 
klcd, i ora8 iL, gsyrm lct nf r okyrtI rf, pa mfyywr.o klcd, oSrmyb iL, 
otrsy rt Sno plctSI wlfwyftsrtnf’b Focus, Sandra! Lis-ten! iL, wlpprf, 
paoydhb iL, oyy Sno dn.o pley… iL, Syrs olcf,o wlpy lctI gct .rfnw klcd, 
syf,ys py pcty rf, fyrs ,yrhb i wlcd,fMt cf,ysotrf, r kls, Sy orn,I rf, 
iL, gy nfwr.rgdy lh cttysnf’ r onf’dy oaddrgdyb Ao SyL, krnt hls py tl syo.lf,I 
pa gsyrtS klcd, wrtwS nf pa tSslrtb WSy ondyfwy klcd, ,lcgdyI tsn.dyI 
scoSnf’ .rot pa yrsoI r sr’nf’ lwyrfI tSy olcf, lh fltSnf’I ol dlc, nt 
,slkfy, lct yeysatSnf’ ydoyb

i kro tld, tSrt gynf’ oSa no oydvoSI yeyf r onfb ulpy .yl.dy pr,y 
wlppyfto ro tSlc’S tl oSrpy py lct lh ntI dnmy tSya pn’St l.yf pa yayo 
tl pa l!yfwy rf, gsnf’ py tl sy.yftrfwy… iM, 3n. tSy okntwS rf, gywlpy 
“cot dnmy tSypb

ifotyr,I i krfty, tl ,nor..yrsI erfnoS sn’St tSysyI fyeys r’rnf tl gy oyyf 
ls sypypgysy,I rf, i kntS,syk plsyb i klf,ysI flkI Slk tSya wlcd, flt 
oyy tSy y!ywto lh tSyns kls,ob i knoS tSya mfyk tSy .lkys tSya Syd,b )lkys 
tl Snf,ysb )lkys tl yfrgdyb

Dlgl,a wSlloyo tSnob i krofMt oSa gywrcoy i kro oydvoSb i krofMt tsanf’ 
tl Slrs, tSy gyot lh py nfon,y paoydh tl myy. tSy tsyrocsyo lh pa Syrst 
rf, pnf, hslp ltSysoI ro kro orn,b 7Srt tSya ,n,fMt mflk kro tSrt i kro 
np.snolfy, nf r eysa oprdd glF lh np.yfytsrgdy ’droob i wlcd, oyy tSyp rf, 
Syrs tSypb i dlf’y, tl “lnf tSyp gct wlcd,fMt gsyrm hsyyb

uSafyoo trmyo r .slwyoo tl leyswlpyI rf, yrwS .ysolf pleyo tSslc’S nt 
rt Sys lkf .rwyb i wlcd,fMt hlswy ntI rf, fl lfy wlcd, hlswy nt hls pyb
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i ’lt leys gynf’ oSa kSyf i gywrpy rf r,cdt-nt oyypy, tl gy r frtcsrd 
wlcsoyb Oct iMp otndd lhtyf drgyddy, ”HcnytbB itMo srsyda o.lmyf nf r hrelsrgdy 
krab

Oct iMp flt l!yf,y, ga Hcnyt… ntMo .ys.dyFnf’ tl py tSrt ol prfa .yl.dy 
rsyb —ragy iMey gywlpy plsy wlphlstrgdy kntS paoydh rf, kntS dnhy tSrf 
tSya SreyI rf, i ,lfMt Srey tl Sn,y gySnf, flnoyb i wrf yf“la gynf’ fyFt tl 
olpylfy rf, flt Srey tl vdd tSy o.rwy kntS wSrttysb

4cnyt rf, oSa rsy flt tSy orpy tSnf’I tSlc’S tSya olpytnpyo ’l Srf, 
nf Srf,b WSloy kSl .looyoo tSyoy Hcrdntnyo rsy flt ,y.syooy, ls or,I 
fywyoorsndab WSyaMsy flt dllmnf’ hls rttyftnlfb WSya ,lfMt tSnfm tSyaMsy 
gyttys tSrf rfalfy ydoyb WSyaMsy flt klsoyI yntSysb

Oynf’ Hcnyt ls oSa no fl plsy kslf’ tSrf gynf’ trdmrtney ls lct’lnf’b Add 
tSyoy wSrsrwtysnotnwo wrf gy otsyf’tSo rf, kyrmfyooyob Dl lfy Sro r sn’St tl 
,nwtrty tSy .ysolfrdnta Cl, Sro ’neyf olpylfy ydoy… ;y ,notsngctyo ro ;y 
wSlloyoI hls ;no .cs.loyb 7yMsy yrwS syHcnsy, tl klsm lf kSrt rttsngctyo 
Snf,ys co ro Cl, syeyrdo tSyp tl coI flt ro ltSyso tSnfm ky oSlcd,b

uSa .yl.dy lhtyf Srey dlto tl ora rf, rsy ,anf’ tl gy Syrs,b —rfa rsy 
,yy. tSnfmysob WSya krtwSI dnotyfI rf, .slwyoo tl ’rnf cf,ysotrf,nf’ rf, 
vf, oldctnlfob ulpy rsy dlfyda… tSya pra gy rwSnf’ hls hsnyf,oSn.I gct 
tSya ,lfMt mflk Slk tl gy’nfb WSya dlf’ tl gy nfwdc,y,I gct tSya klfMt 
hlswy tSypoydeyo lf rfalfyb Cyttnf’ tl mflk tSyp trmyo tnpy rf, y!lstb 
WSyaMdd ora tSy kslf’ tSnf’o rf, pn’St yeyf oyyp r dnttdy l,, gywrcoy 
tSyaMsy fyselcob

)rtnyfwyb Inmy r 3lkys tSrt l.yfo odlkda tl tSy krsptS lh tSy ocfI nh alc 
krntI alcMdd oyy tSyaMsy klstS ntb
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Sisters

—a onotysI GrwSydI no vey ayrso alcf’ys tSrf i rf, tSy l..lonty lh pyb 
uSyMo gdlf,y rf, ’syyfxyay, kSysy iMp ,rsm rf, gslkfxyay,b uSy kro r 
.sytta wSnd, rf, r ,ydn’St tl yeysalfy kSndy i kro rkmkrs,I cfrttsrwtneyI 
rf, cf.dyrorftb

uSy rf, i ’lt rdlf’ hrnsda kyddI ,yo.nty lcs r’y ,n!ysyfwyb if lcs alcf’ys 
ayrsoI ky o.yft Slt ocppys ,rao nf tSy gsllm rf, sl,y ,lcgdy lf lcs 
Slsoyb 7y .dray, nf tSy grsfI gcnd,nf’ wrgnfo lct lh tSy grdyo rf, “cp.nf’ 
hslp tSy Sn’SI kll,yf gyrpo nftl otrwmo lh Sra hrs gydlkb 7y wrc’St 
hsl’o rt tSy .lf, ,lkf Cnddyo.ny Irfy rf, gslc’St tSyp Slpy nf .drotnw 
wlftrnfysoI lfda hls lcs hrtSys tl sydyroy tSy .lls wsyrtcsyo oywsytda grwm tl 
r okrp. olpykSysyI rhtys kyM, ’lfy tl gy,b

7Syf GrwSyd kro otndd oprdd yflc’S tl gy ’cddngdyI gla i tllm r,erftr’yb 
i  coy,  tl  pnF  c.  rdd  mnf,o  lh  wlfwlwtnlfo  rf,  gsngy  Sys  tl  ,snfm 
tSyp-lsrf’y “cnwyI pndmI mytwSc.I wSnwmyf hrtI pldrooyoI rfatSnf’ i wlcd, 
vf, nf tSy hsn,’yI rdd .ct tl’ytSys rf, gdyf,y, nf r oplltSnyb I’ll give you a 
nickel, iM, wlrFb i wlcd, rdplot rdkrao ’yt Sys tl ,l ntI rf, tSyf iM, ”hls’ytB 
tl .ra tSy fnwmydb iM, ’yt rkra kntS pa wlfo tSsyy ls hlcs tnpyo tndd oSyM, 
wdcy nf rf, ,yprf, .rapyft c. hslftb 7lstS nt hls py “cot tSy orpy-i 
’lt r dlt lh pndyr’y lct lh lfy oprdd fnwmydb 9;lk no nt oSy yeyf o.yrmo tl 
py flk88z

7Syf i kro yn’St ayrso ld,I lcs wlconfo dney, kntS co hls r hyk plftSob 
Pl,n kro r wlc.dy lh ayrso ld,ys tSrf i rf, ESrsdnyI “cot r hyk plftSo 
alcf’ysb

qfy yeyfnf’I pa pltSys ,nopnooy, ESrsdny rf, py hslp kyy,nf’ tSy 
’rs,yf rf, oyft co nf tl gy,b 7y kysyfMt myyf lf ’yttnf’ lcsoydeyo tcwmy, 
nf “cot ayt… nt kro otndd ,radn’St lct tSysyb 7y ort nf lcs .r“rproI nf tSy Srdd 
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lcton,y lcs gy,sllp ,llsoI o.nffnf’ trdyo tl lfy rfltSysb At drotI glsy, 
kntS lcs otlsnyoI lfy lh co ,yenoy, r .drfb

7y odn..y, nftl GrwSydMo sllp kSysy oSy kro olcf, rodyy.. It’s morning. 
Come on. Time to get up, ky oSllm Sys rkrmyb

uSy kro lfda hlcs ayrso ld,I gct oSy kro oSrs.… oSy ,n,fMt gca nt yrondab 
Yeah, yeah, it is, ky .ysonoty,. Look outside. It’s daytime. Mum and Jodi 

are already working in the garden, see? WSy owyfy tSslc’S tSy knf,lk kro 
.lkyshcd yen,yfwyb

it tllm olpy ,lnf’I gct rt drotI ky Sr, SysI rf, ky hydt .sytta .dyroy, 
kntS lcsoydeyob uSy ’lt c. rf, ’lt ,syooy, rf, kro rt tSy mntwSyf trgdy 
wSlp.nf’ ,lkf Sys wysyrd kSyf Rr, krdmy, nf rf, wrc’St Sysb J.otrnsoI 
lcs wydygsrtnlf wrpy tl rf rgsc.t Srdt kSyf ky Syrs, Snp gyddlkI What 
are you doing out of bed??

qSI lSI ky kysy ’lnfM ,lkf?
GrwSyd otrppysy, lct Sys yF.drfrtnlf onfwy ky kysy tll wlkrs,da tl 

hrwy tSy pconw kntS Sysb Rr, oSlly, Sys grwm tl gy,I rf, ESrsdny rf, i 
,n,fMt vf, lcsoydeyo ol wdyeys rfaplsyb

Oct pragy pa .rsyfto ’lt r wScwmdy lct lh co rhtys rddI tSlc’S tSya 
,n,fMt yeys r,pnt ntb 7y fyeys Syrs, rfltSys kls, rglct ntI rf, tSya fyeys 
,n, sy.snprf, co hls lcs .srfmb

Oct wSnd,Sll, 3yyo rf, tSnf’o wSrf’yb 7Syf ky ’lt r dnttdy ld,ysI GrwSyd 
.dray, plsy kntS tSy mn,o fyFt ,lls tSrf kntS py-.yshywtda frtcsrd hls 
Sys tl .syhys hsnyf,o Sys lkf r’yb i o.yft r dlt lh tnpy rdlfy rhtys tSrt… tSysy 
kysy fl mn,o pa r’y fyrsgab
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WSyf rt yn’Styyf ayrso ld,I i kyft rkra tl wlddy’yI rf, ga tSy tnpy i wrpy 
grwmI oSy kro lf Sys kra tl wlddy’y Sysoydhb uSyMo dney, nf tSy Jfnty, utrtyo 
yeys onfwyI prssny, kntS vey wSnd,syfb qcs tsn.o grwm rf, hlstS rsy oSlst 
rf, o.rsoyb

GrwSydMo otndd r gyrctnhcd dr,aI otndd ,ydn’SthcdI kntS r Hcnwm Scplsb 7yMey 
gltS ’slkf c. onfwy ky dney, lf tSrt rwsyr’y rdd tSloy ayrso r’lb ul pcwS 
lh dnhy Sro nftyseyfy,Tol prfa wSrf’yob i knoS ky mfyk yrwS ltSys gyttysb 
7noS ky wlcd, o.yf, plsy tnpy tl’ytSysb



Family

Moments

I mages play through my mind—fashes o, ,amily moments: happy 
memories o, time togetherF

balling asleep in the cakSseat o, the kar on -undayve.ening dri.esW 
MaSing up in the darSnessW -o,t murmurs ,rom the ,ront—Dum and qad 
talSing TuietlyW

Krips to Dk’ayEs qairy on wlmRood qri.e ,or ike kream on hot summer 
nights: Aakhel and I Rith Sittens in toRW MeEd drip our treats on the ground 
on purpose: and theyEd skurry in to lap  up the spillsW

BlRays: sitvdoRn ,amily suppers together Rhen my ,ather RasnEt at 
RorS: a priority that karried through into my oRn home: one thatEs sadly 
lost in many homes noRW

Dy ,ather lo.ed all things -kottishW Hagpipes sounded throughout our 
khildhood ,rom the turntacle in our li.ing room: one .inyl rekord a,ter 
anotherW Aakhel and I greR up Rith an apprekiation ,or that enkhanting 
'ighland instrument and the ceauti,ul: haunting songs o, -kotlandW

qadNs hoccy Ras RoodRorSingW 'e ,ashioned many o, his piekes cy 
hand Rithout elektrik toolsW 'eEd disappear into the casement: to his 
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RorSshop Rhere heEd lacor long o.er e.ery tiny komponent: intent on 
getting eakh pieke per,ektW 'e kreated ceauti,ul: intrikate gi,ts ,or ,riends 
and ,amily and toys ,or my SidsW Kreasures and heirlooms are these things 
noRW

I rememcer Dum tocogganing Rith us on the hill akross the road ,rom 
our houseW Me kouldnEt Rait ,or her to try out one o, our 1rajy 1arpets: 
they Rere so mukh ,unW I can’t get this machine to work, she giggled as it 
cleR up in the Rind e.ery time she tried to get onW

I rememcer those times Re gathered around the dining room tacle—my 
mother: her Bunt 'elen: Aakhel: and me—JoSing and khortling o.er game 
a,ter game o, Bggra.ationW

Bunt 'elen akkompanied us on many ,amily outingsW I kan still see her 
and Dum cent o.er Rith laughter inside a humanvsijed hamster Rheel at 
an amusement parSW Khe tRo o, them tried again and again to maSe it turn: 
stepping out o, synk: losing their calanke: and landing in a heap: only to 
erupt in greater laughterW Bunt 'elen alRays crought loads o, giggles and 
,unW

1hristmas  morning  Ras  acout  ,amily:  not  di.ing  in  to  rip  open 
pakSages: ocli.ious to e.eryone elseW Me Rould gather around the tree 
and read the story o, LesusE cirth ,rom the sekond khapter o, …uSeW Khen 
someone Rould pikS a gi,t and hand it to the person named on the tagW 
MeEd all pause to Ratkh and enJoy the moment togetherW Khen another 
gi,t Rould ce passed to someone elseW Khe gi,ts: the caSing: the dinner: the 
traditionsO I donNt SnoR hoR they managed it: cut my parents alRays put 
on a most elacorate 1hristmases ,or usW

Dy parents taught us and lo.ed us Rell and tooS .ery good kare o, 
usW Khey tooS us to khurkh and instrukted us in the …ordW Khey poured 
e.erything into us to gi.e us a good khildhood and prepare us ,or li,eW 
I alRays SneR that cut sometimes resisted itW  I misinterpreted their 
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intentions and resented the strukture in our home: as many Sids doW I o,ten 
reakted se.erely to things I didnEt understandW I Ras not grate,ul to them 
,or a long timeW

Dy perspekti.e khanged as I raised my oRn ,amily and in the years sinke 
my Sids ha.e ceen groRnW bunny hoR that happens: Rhen ReEre slammed 
in the ,ake Rith realityW

In Lune o, 0x76: our mother ga.e us a Ronder,ul gi,tW
I made the nearly Y.evhour dri.e ,rom -hauna.on to the 1algary airport 

Rhere I Ras to meet her and AakhelW It Ras my Yrst e;perienke there at 
Brri.alsW I Ras all eyes as I rolled sloRly cy: trying to taSe in the instruktions 
on the .arious signs and searkhing ,or a plake to pull in and kollekt my 
passengers: all Rhile trying to a.oid moRing doRn pedestriansW -ekurity 
Ra.ed me o8 a kouple o, times ,or some transgression IEd unSnoRingly 
kommitted: and I had to kirkle and maSe another approakhW I Ynally lokated 
an appro.ed spot that Ras empty: and I pulled o.erW

Aakhel and Dum appeared instantlyW &ouNre carely permitted to stop in 
the pikSvup jone—itEs patrolled liSe bort ’no;W I dashed out o, the kar: 
and Re all stu8ed suitkases into the hatkhcakSW Me didnEt ha.e time to sort 
the rest o, the cags: Just threR them into the ,ront seatW Get in, get in, I 
kalled: and they feR to the nearest doorsW Dum piled into the cakSU Aakhel 
klimced o.er the mess in ,ront and parSed her ,eet up on the dash: the 
only spake a.ailacle Rith all our furryW I peeled o8 ce,ore sekurity kould 
lead us aRay in handku8s ,or stopping in the sakred spake too longW Hut 
they might still ha.e our mugshots: taSen ,rom the sur.eillanke kameras: 
RouldnEt surprise meW



-BGqAB CAB1w76!

Me headed ,or the AokSy DountainsW Dum had rented us a suite in 
1anmore: and Re spent Y.e nights in the gorgeous -olara Aesort 9 -paW 
Khis suite Ras cigger than my house and ,ar more lu;uriousW 

brom there: Re did day tripsW Me pikSed a destination eakh morning and 
Rent o8: ne.er in a rushW Me stopped Rhen Re Ranted ,or as long as Re 
liSed and khanged up the plan as neR things presented themsel.esW 

2ur dri.es tooS us up and doRn Rinding narroR roads Rith inkredicle 
.ieRsW Me Rent to -pray …aSes: Han8: …aSe …ouise: wmerald …aSe: and the 
1olumcia IkeYeld Rhere I saR my Yrst glakierW Aakhel Ras ca?ed to see 
patkhes o, snoR still on the groundW It's June! she e;klaimedW 

&es: it is—Lune in the AokSiesW 
wakh e.ening: Aakhel mar.eled at hoR long it stayed lightW In the 

southern Pnited -tates: Rhere she li.es: e.en in summer: it gets darS earlyW 
2ut on the calkony o, our lo.ely little home in the AokSies: at 77Fxx pWmW 
it Ras still tRilightW

Mhat a Ronder,ul .akation it RasW Me had the cest time4 2ne o, my 
,a.orite tripsW

Dy parents sold our ,amily ,arm in the ,all o, 0x7xW Dy mother still li.es 
in Donkton cy hersel, in a kom,ortacle apartment Rith enough spake ,or 
her thingsW -he has neighcors and ,riends Rho khekS on her and help her 
out Rhen she needs itW -heEs strong: kourageous: ,aith,ul: and ,orgi.ingW 
-he has a Seen mind and a memory liSe an elephant—she kan tell you e.en 
the Reather ,or most any day that cears any signiYkanke ,or dekadesW -he 
has a sense o, humor and lo.es to teaseW -he stays akti.e: tra.els: and Seeps 
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cusy Rith her khurkh and her ,riendsW -he has a lo.e ,or Cod and a desire 
to ser.e 'imW -he puts into praktike her lo.e ,or othersW

-heEs an amajing and elegant ladyW
Khings are good cetReen us a,ter years o, struggle that IEm TuikS to 

admit is mostly my ,aultW MeE.e RorSed at it: coth o, usW I Rorry acout her 
Just the sameW I Ronder i, she li.es in hurt o.er stupid things IE.e said and 
done: ,or IE.e sure ceen stupidW I Rorry that sheEs lonely Rith Aakhel and 
me so ,ar aRayU I donEt Rant her to ce lonelyW I Ronder i, li,e Rill e.er cring 
us all near eakh other againW

The House on Pleasant Street

I donEt SnoR a lot acout my ,amily—my parents or grandparents: 
aunts: unkles: and kousinsW It Ras my ,atherEs sisters Rho Rere the ,amily 
historians and lo.ed to gi.e akkounts o, Rho Ras Rho and Rhat had 
happened to themW Bs a Sid: I tooS them ,or granted: these synopses 
o, my relati.esW I kouldnEt Seep straight the names and ,akes in the old 
photographs theyEd shoR me: and the narrati.es re,used to stikS in my 
memoryW

Mho Rill ce the storyvSeepers noR: noR that they are gone(
Dy grand,ather: Ble;ander Dak)herson: died in his eighties Rhen I Ras 

only se.en years oldW I carely rememcer himU I kan no longer pikture his 
,akeW Dy grandmother: CRendolyn: Rho Ras clind sinke ce,ore I Ras corn: 
kontinued to li.e in their house Rith my tRo aunts: qorothy and Less: and 
my kousin: MadeW Khey spoiled me Just a little—Take a second cookie, one 
for the other hand, theyEd tell meW -till: they made me ceha.e and use my 
mannersW
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Dy grandparentsE house: a cig: old: gorgeous tRovstory on )leasant 
-treet in …eRis.ille: Ras my ,a.orite plake in the Rorld to ceW It Ras a 
duple;—the main foor Ras a tRovcedroom suiteU the sekond foor: a 
,ourvcedroom suiteW Hut my ,amily oRned and used the Rhole houseW

Intriguing nooSs and korners dreR me to e;plore and daydreamW Dost 
entiking o,  all  Ras at  one end o,  the upstairs  SitkhenW  Khere stood 
an ordinary door that konkealed an e;traordinary sekret—an askending 
stairkase that cegged me to ,olloRW

Mhen I Ras .ery little: I RasnEt alloRed to klimc those stairs cy mysel,U 
they Rere too steep and dangerous: I Ras RarnedW 2ne o, my aunts Rould 
taSe me cy the hand and go up Rith me: cut Re ne.er stayed long enough in 
that lo.ely upper roomW Mhen I Ras older and more surev,ooted: IEd sneaS 
alone up the stairs: still ,eeling a little liSe I Ras creaSing the ruleW

Khe dusty attik Ras home to old trunSs and cooSs and longv,orgotten 
itemsW I ne.er did learn the treasures curied inside those trunSs—I SneR 
cetter than to snoop into things that didnEt celong to me—cut oh: Rhat 
the imagination kould konJure4

Bt one end o, the attik Ras a kojy room Rith large draRers cuilt in under 
the sloped roo,W Khis Ras my ,atherEs old cedroomW 'oR lukSy he Ras: I 
thought: Rith that hidden little room4 Khen he told me: onke: that he used 
to RaSe on Rinter mornings to see ikikles hanging ,rom the nails o.erheadW 
…ukSy is a relati.e thingW

Pnder this mar.elous attik stairkase Ras a small door to a tiny kuccyhole: 
and I lo.ed that little spake Just as mukh as the mysterious attik aco.e itW I,: 
as a .ery young khild: IEd had an imaginary ,riend—not saying I did: Just 
i,—IEd ha.e gi.en her some madevup name that I no longer rememcer: and 
that little kuccyhole Rould ha.e ceen her homeW
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War Hero

Dy ,ather Ras the youngest o, eight khildren—Y.e crothers and tRo 
sistersW Bll o, his crothers ,ought in MMII: and I thinS as a coy: he Ras in 
aRe o, them—his heroesW

2nly the oldest crother didnEt kome home—Aoland: the unkle I ne.er 
metW

2n Luly 3: 73/5: at 00/7 hours: akkording to the in,ormation IN.e 
gathered: 'andley )age 'ali,a; comcer LH 300 le,t the …eeming Aoyal 
Bir borke station in Gorth &orSshire: wngland: headed ,or CelsenSirkhen: 
CermanyW Khere Rere se.en kreR memcers on coardF blying 2“ker KW AW 
Dak)herson ”pilotMU blying 2“ker wW 1roukh ”comc aimerMU -ergeant CW 
-W )ikSering ”fight engineerMU blight -ergeant MW AW )rentike ”air gunnerMU 
Marrant 2“ker 7 BW GW )i;ley ”Rireless operatorNair gunnerMU -ergeant MW 
CW Millis ”air gunnerMU and -ergeant MW 'W )leRman ”na.igatorMW O!xx lcsW 
o, e;plosi.es rested ceneath their ,eetW

Mhat  sort  o,  kon.ersation akkompanied their  Journey o.er  those 
long:  darS miles(  Mhat thoughts  Rent through their  minds(  Mhat 
resol.eORhat ,earsORhat regrets tooS hold( qid they ha.e any inSling o, 
Rhat Ras to kome(

Bpproakhing their target: they Rere met Rith hea.y faS ,rom celoRW 
Ge.ertheless: they dropped their comcs: akkomplishing their missionW 
Khen Just as they Rere heading out o, the target area: enemy artillery ,ound 
its marSW Khe 'ali,a; Ras on YreW

Dak)herson put the plane into a di.e to get the Yre outW Hut carely had 
he sukkeeded Rhen they Rere hit againW blames Rere streaming out past the 
tail o, the planeW Khe interior Ylled Rith smoSe: and the fight engineer: 
)ikSering: Ras ha.ing troucle reading his instrumentsW
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-uddenly: a pieke o, shrapnel tore through the ,uselage: carely missing 
)ikSeringW PBre you hit(Q he kalled to the pilot: seated Just ahead o, himW 
PGo:Q Dak)herson ansReredW Hut )ikSering Ras ne.er sureW

Khis time: there Ras no sa.ing the 'ali,a;W Dak)herson ,ought to Seep 
the plane steady as he ga.e the order to his kreR to cailW Dethodikally: the 
men per,ormed the mo.ements that Rere so Rell rehearsedW Khe eskape 
hatkh Ras fung openW Khe Yrst ,orm Ylled the 0E ; 0E hole: then disappeared 
into the clakSnessW Khe sekond man JumpedU then the thirdW Khe ,ourth 
man dropped TuikSly through the hatkhW Ge;tWWW

Hoom4 Khe Yrecall lit up the sSy: and the clast sent piekes o, the plane in 
all direktionsW blaming decris rained doRn as the kreRmen foated silently 
to the groundW )ikSering Ras the last to JumpW

Lust ,our o, the kreR Rere spared that nightW bour out o, se.enW
Dak)herson: 1roukh: and )rentike Rent doRn Rith their plane in the 

early morning o, Luly 7x: 73/5W Khey rest noR: side cy side: in AeikhsRald 
borest Hritish Dilitary 1emetery in CermanyW

)ikSering: )i;ley: Millis: and )leRman Rere kapturedW )i;ley died in 
Bpril o, 73/O Rhile still a prisoner o, RarW

Dy Pnkle Aoland Ras 0! years old Rhen the 'ali,a; Rent doRnW 'e le,t 
cehind a young Ri,e: tRo small daughters: and a host o, Sin Rho Rould 
ne.er ,orgetW

Dak)herson Island is a small spit o, land in an 2ntario laSe: named in 
honor o, my unkle: blying 2“ker )ilot Khomas Aoland Dak)hersonW

An Old Photograph

I donEt rekall anyone telling the ,amily history on my motherEs sideW -he 
didnEt talS mukh acout her khildhood: not that I rememcerW -he had a 
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sister and tRo crothersW Khe older o, her crothers Ras Silled Rhen he Ras 
only Y.e years old—he Ras elektrokuted Rhen he toukhed a doRned poRer 
lineW Dy mother and her sister Rere there Rhen it happenedU all three o, 
them had ceen out playing togetherW I donEt SnoR hoR old the girls Rere: 
cut they Rere Just khildrenW 'oR horricle a thing it must ha.e ceen ,or 
them to RitnessW 'oR tragik ,or their ,amilyW I mar.el that the little coy 
Ras the only one o, them to toukh the Rire that dayW

Dy motherEs parents Rere di.orkedW I donEt SnoR the story or hoR old 
she Ras Rhen it happenedW -he has three more hal,vcrothers ,rom her 
motherEs sekond marriageW Khey alRays seemed more liSe kousins to me 
than unkles: they Rere so mukh younger than all my other unklesW 2ne o, 
them taught me to mush my ike kream: and to this day: I still liSe to krush 
it Rith my spoon to so,ten itW Khe same unkle strung me along: Rhen I 
Ras .ery small: that he and I Rould run o8 to li.e in the Hig AokS 1andy 
DountainW I made a list in my head o, my toys and treasures that I Rould 
taSe Rith me: and I thinS I e.en started to pakS onkeW IEm losing hope o, 
that trip: noRW I donEt thinS he intends to Seep his promiseW

Mhen Re .isited my grand,ather: my motherNs ,ather: it Ras an okkasionW 
I rememcer Dum and I going there together e.en ce,ore I had a little sister 
to taSe Rith usW Crampy Hissett: Re alRays kalled him: and his sekond Ri,e: 
Bunt AuthW Khey had a tiny house at the korner o, ’illam qri.e and )akiYk 
B.enueW Dy grand,ather seemed a little reser.ed: cut there Ras something 
acout him that intrigued meW Bunt Auth Ras Tuiet cut elegant: at least in 
my little mindW I lo.ed those times Rith themU they Rere too rareW

2ne thing: though: I didnEt liSe acout those .isitsW w.ery trip: I dreaded 
that it might happenW

Kheir only cathroom Ras an outhouse in the carn: and I Ras alRays 
skared o, ,alling into the deep clakS hole o.er Rhikh I perkhed: klinging 
,right,ully to the kold seat under meW
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Crampy Hissett and Bunt Auth coth passed aRay dekades ago: and their 
little house is long gone noRW

I spent a lot o, nights at my maternal grandmotherEsW Bt cedtime: sheEd 
skruc my ,ake and hands and get me into my paJamasW -heEd taSe out 
my toothcrush: and IEd stand at the sinS: head tilted cakS: mouth openW 
Khroughout the prokedure: sheEd rekite a poem that I only e.er heard ,rom 
her and only Rhen she crushed my teethW Khe story cegan in a nursery 
khamcer and told o, little Rhitevroced ’atie Sneeling doRn to pray on 
1hristmas w.eW ’atie tells Lesus hoR lonely she is sinke little Crakie died: 
and I alRays Rondered Rho Crakie Ras and Rhat had happened to herW 
’atie asSs Lesus ,or a kompanion: a sister—sheNs so tired o,  coysW Bnd Rhen 
she RaSes the ne;t morning: she Ynds her 1hristmas Rish kome true—a 
neR cacy sister Raiting ,or her under the treeW 

I still rememcer that poem: most o, it: Rord ,or RordW It made the 
dreaded toothcrushing ordeal into a spekial e.ent and a little less pain,ulW

Dy grandmotherEs name Ras 'opeW -he had a sister 'elen: three years 
older: and se.eral younger siclingsW Dy mother onke told me that 'ope had 
had a hard khildhoodW 'er mother: 1lara )oRers: Ras a PmeanQ Roman: 
to use my motherEs RordW Khe girlsE little sister: 'ajel: Ras their motherEs 
,a.orite: and she didnNt kare that they SneR itW PDy little lady:Q 1lara kalled 
herW Bt Just eight years old: 'ope and 'elen had to maSe cread and Seep 
the house Rhile their younger sister ne.er had to RorSW

2ne day: their mother acruptly tooS 'opeEs only doll and ga.e it to 
'ajelW You don’t have time to play with dolls, she told 'opeW 2n another 
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okkasion: she ga.e aRay the ,amilyEs dog: Rithout Rarning: Rithout a 
reasonW

In  737!:  the  -panish  fu  hit:  the  deadliest  pandemik  in  historyW 
-omeRhere cetReen se.enteen and Y,ty million people diedW Dany in the 
)oRersE neighcorhood Rere sikSW wakh day: 1lara kooSed and pakSed up 
,ood: le,t her house and her khildren: and Rent ,rom home to home to aid 
those ,amilies that Rere a?ikted: an akt o, kompassion that crought Rith it 
great risSW I Ronder at hoR the 1lara o, sukh selfessness Rith her neighcors 
kould ce the same 1lara Rho so treated her oRn little 'ope and 'elenW

Inkidentally: 1lara ne.er got the fuW
I ha.e a photo o, that ,amily: my greatvgrand,ather: qa.id:  in his army 

uni,orm: seated: my greatvgrandmother: 1lara: standing at his side: a hand 
on his shoulderW Mhat Ras he liSe: qa.id )oRers( Mas he gentle and Sind( 
qistant( 1old and se.ere( I donEt SnoR a thing acout himW

'ope and 'elen are Just little girls in the photo: ce,ore the younger ones 
kame alongW KheyNre Rearing Rhite dresses and hair ricconsW Kheir ,akes are 
solemn: all ,our o, them: as in all old photographsW I looS into the eyes o, 
1lara and Ronder Rhat dro.e herW I looS at the tRo little girls and try to 
imagine hoR it altered and shaped them to groR up in that homeW

A Little Girl and Her Dad

KhereEs a pikture that hangs on the Rall in my motherEs apartmentW It 
hung on the Rall in the house I greR up in all the years I li.ed thereU I 
rememcer it ceside the telephoneW

In the pikture: is a man and a little girlW Khough the pikture is clakS and 
Rhite: I SnoR that the thikS: pile koat that the little girl is Rearing is redW I 
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SnoR that cekause the little girl is meW I thinS I Ras threeW I rememcer that 
koatW

IEm standing on the ike in ,ront o, a hokSey netW Dy ,atherEs cehind 
me: kroukhed doRn ,or the photo: his smile handsome: as it alRays RasW 
I thinS itEs real Joy in his eyes as he poses there: genuine pride in his 
little daughterW 'eEs dressed in his uni,orm—caggy Jersey: clakS sSates: cig 
goalie pads—his stikS resting on the ike in ,ront o, usW IEm not smiling: my 
,ake tukSed into the hood o, my koatWWWkhuccy kheeSsW

ItEs intermission: or mayce prevgame Rarmvup: and pukSs are fying past 
usW Khey donEt shoR in the pikture: cut I rememcer themW IEm terriYedW 
Dy ,atherEs many Rarnings to stay aRay ,rom the pukSs are all I kan thinS 
acoutW I kanEt understand Rhy heEs crought me doRn on the ike: right into 
the dangerW I rememcer my ,ear: that day: and his reassuranke that this time 
it Rould ce oSayW 'e Ras all around me: my guard: my protektionW Bnd I 
Ras sa,eW

In my earliest memories: he Ras my reskue Rhen my mother Ras upset Rith 
meW It sometimes RorSed the other Ray: thoughW Mhikh parent Ras that 
shelter .aried Rith the situationW

I rememcer those nights Rhen: as a tiny girl: I RouldnEt eat my supperW 
I didnNt liSe peas—the Ray they sTuished and mushed in my mouthW Khe 
looS and the ,eel o, them made me sikSW

Cru8 Rords ,rom my ,ather—Eat your supper!—and I pikS at another 
small citeW Dy potatoes are kold as I push them around my plateW Khey stikS 
to the roo, o, my mouthW
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Khe Rords get louder—Eat, Sandra! Dy ,ather slaps the tacleWWW qishes 
klatterW 

INm terriYed: soccingW I ,orke in another cite: the lump in my throat 
maSing it almost impossicle to sRalloRW

Hy noR: my parents are angryOat meOat eakh other: their .oikes raise in 
argumentW Khese times: itNs my mother Rho inter.enes ,or meW

Khere Ras the suppertime that ended Rith my ,ather RalSing outW 'eEd 
had enough o, the Yghts: o, us: and RasnEt koming cakSW 2r so I celie.edW

I rememcer the tRo o, us in my cedroom: my mother in tears: trying to 
konsole me as she helped me into my paJamasW I rememcer my kon,usion: 
unacle to understand Rhat Ras happening: and my ,ears ,or my ,atherW I 
kouldnNt grasp the idea o, not ha.ing him there anymoreW

I donEt SnoR hoR long he Ras goneW 'ours( Bll night( qays(
Hut my ,ather did kome cakS: and I donEt rememcer his e.er lea.ing us 

againW
KheyEre lodged in my memory: these instankes—the ,eelings: the sounds: 

the imagesW Khey Rere konfikts sukh as all ,amilies e;perienkeW Hut I Ras so 
little: they Rere procacly mukh cigger to me than they Rere to either o, 
my parentsOmy ,ears: procacly greater than RarrantedW

Khere Ras a time: I thinS: Rhen Re Rere klose: my ,ather and meW PB little 
girl and her dad:Q they tell me I used to say Rhen Re RalSed handvinvhandW 
I ha.e fashes o, memories ,rom Rhen I Ras .ery small—memories o, him 
that are Rarm and goodW I kanEt Tuite maSe them outW 1anEt Tuite get hold 
o, themW I Rant to grasp themU I Rant to see them klearly: yet they are 
feeting and dimW

-ome nights Rhen I Ras a little older—si; or se.en: mayce—IEd RaSe 
up and hear my ,ather puttering in the Sitkhen: home ,rom his late shi,t 
at the airportW IEd sneaS doRn the stairs and kroukh cehind the railing to 
peeS cetReen the spindlesW 'eEd ce pulling out coRl and spoonW Khen heEd 
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Pdisko.erQ me in my hiding plake: Just as IEd hoped he RouldW 'eEd in.ite 
me to kome doRn and ha.e a snakS Rith himW -hreddies ne.er tasted cetter 
than Rhen I Ras perkhed at the tacle in those sekret latevnight lunkhes Rith 
my dadW

Dy ,ather didnEt hunt mukh: and I donEt thinS he e.er crought home more 
than a ,eR partridgesW Hut one summer e.ening he tooS me Rith himW I Ras 
mayce tenW I donEt rememcer i, Re e.en saR anything that mo.ed: cut Re 
tramped around the Roods and had a good timeW

Bs Re RalSed cakS through the Yeld toRard home: the sSy turned grey 
and the rain let goW 'oR good it all ,elt—the kool drops on my ,ake and 
my arms: the krash o, thunder: the fashes o, lightningW Mhat did Re talS 
acout: my dad and I( I kanEt rekallW

Me returned to an empty house: my mother and Aakhel gone out 
someRhereW Dy ,ather made us hot khokolate or a kan o, soupU I donEt 
rememcer RhikhW Khese Rere the cest times: Just the tRo o, usW Khe 
Rarmth o, the coRl on my hands: the soup in my celly: the simple little 
meal: those moments togetherW

HayNeld on an August �ight

w.en noR: one Rhi8 o, ,reshly kut hay: ,ragrant and sReet: and IEm cakS 
in that Yeld akross ,rom our house on an Bugust e.eningW IEm ten years old: 
heading home to get ready ,or ced: the Yrst one to ce dismissed ,rom the 
RorSW
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ItEs kooling o8: the air is damp: and the sun is starting toRard the 
horijonW 1rikSets khirp—the song that means the end o, the day and rest 
and homeW I RalS through a haje o, dust that seems ali.e in the ,ading 
lightW …ittle insekts ho.er Just aco.e the Yeld: and cugs Jump through the 
sharp stuccle le,t a,ter the kutW IEm terricly skared o, anything that kreeps 
or kraRls: cut out here: itEs oSayW Khe pleasure in e.erything else around 
me on these magikal e.enings kankels out my ,earsW

2n these nights: my Joc: most o,ten: is to dri.e the old Dassey bergusonW 
I try not to Jolt as I RorS the le.ers and let out the klutkhW Dy ,ather tells 
me IEm doing a good Joc: cut itEs hard to get the speed Just rightW I do my 
cest to Seep a nike steady pake Rhile the men pikS up the cales and load 
them onto the Ragon that I toR cehind meW

Mhen itEs my turn on the ground: I struggle to li,t the cales: theyEre so 
hea.yW I tug and gruntW Khe tRine digs into my handsW Khe men tell me IEm 
strong: cut I kanEt throR the hay the Ray they kanW

Mhen  IE.e  had  enough  o,  the  hea.y  RorS:  I  klimc  up  onto  the 
Ragon—my ,a.orite partW Khose on the ground toss the cales to the men 
up here Rho pakS them in tightly: maSing sure the load is calankedW

I perkh on a ledge se.eral tiers up and sur.ey the Yeld: my hand raised to 
shade my eyesW B hundred yards o8: I kan see my dog: her tail Ragging in 
,urious delightW -he sni8s at the ground: darting a,ter mike that skurry ,or 
neR shelter noR that the krop is kutW

Khe Ragon sRays on the cumpy YeldW -omeone kalls to me to get out o, 
the Ray: and I dart to the other side Rhile they Yll in the spot I Just le,tW I 
Ratkh the stakS groR: the clokSs Yt together liSe a JigsaR pujjleW

Khe traktor and Ragon are cehind me noRW Khe men are throRing on 
the last ,eR cales ce,ore kalling it TuitsW I treS home alone—dirt in my 
hairWWWsReat on my nekSWWWitkhy arms and legsW Khe slanted e.ening sun 
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Sisses my ,akeW B ,amiliar Rarmth Ylls me: though I donEt SnoR Rhere it 
komes ,romW IEm happy and satisYed at the klose o, another summerEs dayW

I thinS my ,ather liSed those e.enings maSing hay: in spite o, his sneejing 
and itkhy eyesW Mas it RorSing Rith the men( Heing outside( Mas it the 
Yeld: the smells: the sounds o, summer( 

2r Ras it that Re did it together: he and I: ,ather and little girl(
Dayce thatEs Rhy itEs one o, my cest memoriesW 

Dy ,ather and I outgreR these timesW I donEt SnoR Rhen things started to 
khange or RhyW Hy the time I Ras a teenager: he Ras o,ten distant: gru8: 
rigidW 'is Rords sounded harsh to me: liSe reprimands ,or things I hadnEt 
e.en SnoRn acoutW I rememcer my resentment and ,rustrationW Khere 
Rere no more sReet moments o, usW

Mhen I cekame an adult: his Rords seemed harsher yet to meW Mhether 
they Rere direkted at me or not made no di8erenkeU they kut me Just 
the sameW I kouldnEt stand the noise and khaos that seemed to surround 
himW Mhether it kame ,rom him or ,rom the tension inside me: I donEt 
SnoRW Dost o, the time I endured in silenke: cut sometimes I ,ought cakS: 
e;ploding in a mess o, ,rustration and hurtW Mhen I Ras Ynally stretkhed 
to my limit: IEd say things e.ery cit as harsh as he didW

bor a long time: INd stay aRay: determined not to let these di“kulties 
into my li,eW Khen INd dekide to put mysel, asideW Lust go: listen: smile: and 
crush it all o8 Rhen I RalSed out the doorW Hut it Ras hardW IEd lea.e ,eeling 
cattered and RearyW

I Ra?ed cetReen the tRo—.isiting and a.oiding—till something Ynally 
put me o.er the edgeW I Ras ,uriousW Bnd I Ras doneW
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I thinS I only saR him one more time a,ter that—KhanSsgi.ing: I 
celie.e: in 0x70W Dy mother kooSed an elacorate: delikious dinner ,or us 
allW I didnEt speaS to my ,atherU I a.oided him as mukh as I kouldW

KRo months later: I kame Rest and didnEt ha.e to Rorry acout it 
anymoreW I kame Rithout telling themW 2n tRo .isits home: I ne.er Rent 
to see himW Dy third trip Ras ,or his ,uneralW

Khe ,ull impakt o, my aktions didnEt hit until 0x7z Rhen my mother 
.isited me in -hauna.onW Me got pounded Rith a storm on KhanSsgi.ing 
qay: so Re sat in my li.ing room Rhile the Rind and snoR cleR past the 
RindoRW

IEd ceen hoping ,or a khanke to e;plain to her Rhat had happened 
cetReen Aocert and me: so I Ynally spit out the topik in the midst o, the 
silenkeW bor onke: this day: I didnEt cumcle and maSe things Rorse ”that I 
SnoR o,MW I told her o, AocertNs suggestion that I go aRay to RorS and o, 
his insistenke on a di.orke se.en months laterW I told her things heEd said 
and done and things IEd said and doneW I thinS it Ras the Yrst she SneR o, 
a lot o, it: and at times: she seemed surprised at Rhat I saidW

Khen kame her Rords that haunt me still: acout the day theyEd learned 
IEd mo.ed aRayW Dy ,ather had kalled our house in ’enton: asSing ,or me: 
and Aocert had told him IEd gone out RestW KhatEs procacly all heEd said: 
Just as heEd done ce,oreW

I kan pikture my ,atherEs looS as he put doRn the phone and turned to 
my motherW 'e sat there: slumped in the khair: croSenW PDy little girl le,t 
me:Q he told her: Pand she didnEt e.en say goodvcyeWQ





Lace

Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan
2013

H ow special are those intermissions from life that come out of 
nowhere...those intervals that are infused with a beauty you didn't 

expect...the ones that make you forget your worries for just a moment so 
you can soak in their magniIcence.

Mt was ,onday nightA 2pril 9Oth. M was on my way to my tiny attic 
apartment on Sminica Jtreet in ,oose Faw after another long shift at the 
spa. M was eager to get homeA weary with the familiar aches and stiTness that 
came from scrubbing showers.

M stood alone on the sidewalk at the corner of Cairford and ,ainA waiting 
for the walk light. zhe streets were empty at that hourA and it was as if 
the whole city belonged to me. zhe darkness of approaching midnight 
wrapped around me like an 2ngora shawl.

Sn the opposite corner stood Nity Hall with its clock tower. zhe 
building always reminded me of the old post oDce on ,ain Jtreet in 
,onctonA my hometown. 2s alwaysA M gaRedA captivated by its marvelous 
stone blocksA smooth pillarsA and regal dome.
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2s the hands of the clock ticked away the last few minutes of the dayA 
huge snowqakes drifted slowlyA silently to the ground. zhere before meA 
the streets transformed into an enchanting fantasy as nature draped its 
Inest lace over the downtown. zhe intricately woven coveringA fresh and 
whiteA sparkled in the light like a veil of tiny diamonds spread out across 
the ground.

M forgot how tired M was5 M forgot my hurry to get home. JlowlyA M turned 
to take in the scene from every direction67inter's encoreA interrupting 
the Jaskatchewan Jpring. Jmile growing ever biggerA M breathed in the coolA 
pure air and reveled in the 8uiet stillness and splendor of the night.

zhe beautifulA  ordinary everyday...often the  source  of  your  most 
tran8uil moments and uplifting memories...the small respites amidst your 
cares.



Hope and Loss

Absent from the Body

Moncton, New Brunswick
January 2015

F unerals don’t scare me. I’m not afraid of death. I know where I’m 
going. Absent from the body is present with the Lord.

When I was ,rst told of my father’s passingv I didn’t think I’d attend the 
funeral. We’d had our troublesv after allv my father and I.

And I’m awkward around sensiti;e situations. I don’t know what to say 
or how to show my feelings' sometimes I don…t e;en know what I feel. I 
worried I wouldn’t look sad enoughMthat people would think me callous. 
I’d surely oSend with something.

jy limited ,nances were a legitimate reason not to gov I reasoned. I 
could skip itv if I wanted tov stay in Bhauna;onv and zustify it to myself.

:ut as I battled o;er the decisionv I came to realiTe somethingN this wasn’t 
about me' it wasn…t e;en about my father. Dhis was about my mother. I 
knew it would mean the world to her for me to be there. I needed to do it 
for her.
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Bo in 0anuary 5x6qv I went home for my father’s funeral.
I walked into the churchv zust minutes before the ser;ice beganv with 

a calm I hadn’t e—pected. I ignored the casket at the frontv went straight 
to my motherv and sat down beside her. Bhe took hold of my hand 
and sHueeTedv a grip that begged supportv cried of lossv and sighed with 
gratitude that I’d come.

And I knew I’d made the right decision.
It would be nearly two years before I’d let myself think any more about 

my father.

In the weeks zust prior to my homegoingv Cobert and I had been doing 
better again-our con;ersations had been gentler. Againv hope began to 
spring in me that we were on our way back to each other.

9;erything was diSerent that trip. Oe spent more time with mev and he 
didn’t seem to mind being seen with me.

Ois  familyv  toov  had  changed.  It  was  after  my  long  call  with  his 
sister7in7lawv and she seemed more open to me. I spent an hour or so at her 
place one afternoon-no deep communicationv but it was comfortable. I 
hoped it was the beginning of rebuilding. Cobert’s mother in;ited himv 
our girlsv and me for supper one night. Bhe hugged me when I arri;edv and 
both Cobert’s parents seemed pleased to see us looking happy together.

Dhe funeral brought all four of our kids to Cobert and me againv sweet 
moments so rare by then. It ga;e me cuddles with little 9than and my ,rst 
meeting with sweet Wyattv 9than…s three7month7old brotherv our second 
grandson.
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It felt so good-this new atmospherev reminiscent of our old li;es 
togetherv before I…d mo;ed away. We might zust be starting to make real 
progress. 9;erything in me rela—ed into the ;ery real possibility of us.

Bo it was time to confront a big problem.
Cobert had ne;er belie;ed me when I’d told him that our friends and 

family in Rew :runswick didn’t seem to understand the purpose of my 
stay in BaskatchewanMthat their reactions to me seemedv insteadv to betray 
resentment or at least discomfort with me. Oe’d always denied there was 
anything wrong. Oe’d insisted they knew the whole truthv and my concerns 
were completely unfounded-Nobody's upset with you, Sandra.

I’d wrestled with it a long time-how to approach this problem. I’d 
thought about writing to e;eryone myself and e—plaining why I’d gone 
away. :ut my last letter to clear up a rumor had bombed badly. And though 
in that emailv I’d oSered an e—planation to anyone who wanted itv only 
a couple of people had responded to me fa;orably. Dhe restv apparentlyv 
weren’t interested in hearing me. ?erhaps another letter was not the way 
to go.

I’d considered talking with each person one7on7one since face7to7face is 
best to deal with misunderstandings. :ut I wouldn’t be home long enough 
to get around to e;erybody. :esidesv I suspected thatv being absent all 
this timev I wouldn’t carry enough weight to debunk their sympathies 
for Cobert. jost of these people were his friendsv familyv and neighborsv 
loyal to him. I ,gured they weren’t likely to accept my e—planationsv which 
showed his responsibility in the circumstances thatv it seemedv they held 
against me.

I knew they had to hear it from Cobert. :utv like mev addressing issues 
was not his strong suit. I’d seen his approach before-a look that seemed 
to sayv My wife is making me do this. Raturallyv in these instancesv it was 
hard for anyone to belie;e he stood behind his message. Instead of sol;ing 
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the problemv all I…d hear were accusations aimed at me for causing the riftv 
whate;er it was.

:ut I knew he could do it. I knew if he truly cared about me and belie;ed 
in his wordsv he would be able to speak with sincerity. Oe could sayv Hey, 
it was me. I did this, not Sandra.

Bo I pulled out my laptop and the two of us stretched across the bed 
while he read my email correspondence with his sister7in7law. Dhe things 
she’d written to me when I was in Bhauna;onv in response to my rumor 
emailv were in sharp contrast to what Cobert had tried to con;ince me 
e;eryone belie;ed. Oer letter was a clear indication that she didn’t ha;e 
our story straight. Oere he wasv now face7to7face with proof. At lastv he 
couldn’t deny it.

1oncern spread across his face. For the ,rst timev he seemed to belie;e 
me. I’ll go talk to her, he stated. I’ll straighten it out with everyone. But I 
don’t want to take time away from you while you're here; your time is so short. 
I’ll wait till after you leave.

Rot take time away from meM” Oow could I disagree with that”

Marion's Words

jy return !ight landed in Cegina.  I  rented a  car  and dro;e into 
the wee morning hours to Cichard and jarion Williams’ place. Dhey 
had mo;ed from 1ornerstone months before and now li;ed in Oerbertv 
Baskatchewanv about an hour7and7a7half from Bhauna;on. I let myself in 
and tumbled into bed in their guestroom.

Dhe ne—t morningv jarion and I sat with coSeev and for the ,rst timev 
she asked what the situation was with Cobert and me. I was bursting 
with e—citement o;er what I’d zust e—perienced-the whole week had been 
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only positi;e. Bo I rattled oS our story with smiles and hope for the 
future-why I’d left Rew :runswick in the ,rst place and why he’d had 
to di;orce me.

Bhe listened Huietly from her place on the couch until I ,nished. Dhen 
she looked me straight in the eye and saidv YBounds like he wanted out.K

I was taken aback. Rov that wasn’t it at all3 No, no. It’s all good, I rushed 
to defend. I understand his concerns. I know, I know it sounds weird, but I 
get why he did it. We’re still together; we are. I’m going back. We're going 
to keep working on things; we'll sort it all out, and I'll go home again. Dhese 
were the words I told e;eryone who looked at me like I was craTy e;ery time 
I attempted to e—plain Cobert and me.

For I’d heard it straight from him. I knew the real story. Oe…d reassured 
me we were ,nev and he…d straighten out the problems.

I pushed aside jarion’s bold remark and pulled the zoy of progress with 
Cobert back around me.

It was a couple of months after I’d returned to Bhauna;onv and Cobert had 
still not talked to anyone as he’d promised he would. 9;en worsev he no 
longer sounded concerned. I held the phone in my handv wondering what 
was going on and how he…d so Huickly changed. We argued again about 
these misunderstandings and their damaging eSects. Oe !atly denied it all.

I couldn’t wrap my head around his thinking. Oe wanted mev he said. 
4esv we’d resume our li;es together as soon as I mo;ed backv he kept telling 
me. In his mindv it was seamless. Do mev it was a mess of broken pieces that 
would take years and great care to put back together. Ceality was probably 
somewhere in between.
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:ut the crucial diSerence between us was that I was willing to do what 
it took to mend thingsv yet I saw no eSort at all in him.

Pther than his brief moment of concern to me when confronted with 
his sister7in7law’s emailv he refused to acknowledge a thing-not how he’d 
treated me and not how his family had acted toward me for so long. Ois 
denial of problems wasv itselfv one of the biggest problems for me. jaybe 
that sounds petty. :ut we had enough to repair zust in our marriage. 
Fighting the attitudes around us and sorting out the misunderstandings 
was an e—tra pressure. I t was true that Cobert couldn’t control what people 
thoughtv but he could do his part to set the rumors straight and lay the 
groundwork now for when I’d return.

jore importantlyv I needed a man who would own up to his actions 
and admit when something was wrongv e;en if it in;ol;ed his own family. 
I needed my husband to belie;e mev support mev defend me.

At lastv e—asperatedv I threw out two ultimatums if he wanted to be with 
me. Dhe ,rst was to keep his promiseN go to our families and clear my name.

All right, I’ll talk to people, he surrendered.
I took heart. I couldn’t wait to hear how these con;ersations went.
It surprised me that the ,rst person he spoke with was my mother. Oe 

said he’d spent two hours with herv and I was impressed. When I asked 
what he’d told herv all he said wasv I just told her what happened. I’m an 
ad;ocate of a word7for7word con;ersation recount at times like this. :ut 
that’s about all I could get out of him.

After thatv Cobert went to his brother and sister7in7lawv the same 
sister7in7law I’d talked to on the phone. I thought this would be an easy 
,— since I’d already made some headway with her.

What did you tell them? What did they say? jy usual Huestions.
I just told them what happened.
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Dhis was not good enough. I dug for detailsv and when he couldn’t dance 
around it any longerv he threw out to mev as though proud of all he’d 
achie;edv They said, ‘Maybe someday people will get over it, but not yet.’

Dhe words hung between usv and for a moment I didn’t know what to 
say. What did that mean” I hadn’t done anything for them to get o;er. Dhe 
comment didn’t ,t. Againv there was no further e—planation from him.

9;en some of my kids couldn’t make sense of our situation. I’d mention 
some sweet te—t Cobert had sent mev or I’d comment on how we looked 
forward to my mo;ing back home with him. Dhey’d shake their headsv I 
don’t understand. That’s not what Dad’s telling me.

Dhe stories didn’t add up.
:ut whene;er I confronted Cobert about such discrepanciesv he denied 

them or claimedv YI don’t remember that.K
What I didn’t know yet thenv that day on the phonev and not for a long 

time afterwardv was that he’d already written me oS. I'm done with herv he…d 
e—claimed to one person right after I…d left joncton that 0anuary following 
the funeral. I’d ne;er learn his reasons or why he didn’t discuss any of it 
with me.

Now’s Not the Time

Dhings between us unra;eled e;en more following that phone callv and 
our interactions deteriorated again. Was there no end to this rollercoaster 
ride” Cobert was cold toward me. I grew angry and frustrated. Pur words 
were harsh. Reither of us would yield. Oe was done with mev it seemedv 
and I was crushed once again.

Dhere was no way to ,— our problemsv being so far apart. I knew our best 
chance was away from the mess and interferences in Rew :runswickv in a 
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place where he could clear his head and allow for a deeper grasp of peoplev 
lifev Eodv marriagev and lo;e. Bo I asked him se;eral times to come west with 
mev to spend a year and work with me on our marriage. Dhere was so much 
we needed that he’d ne;er get while immersed in his limited surroundingsv 
separated from me. Do let go of his need for his family’s appro;al and to 
put our family ,rst were two big ones.

jy reHuest might seem e—tremev but the harder he’d pushedv the deeper 
into diHculty he’d sent usv and the greater the steps we needed to take to 
get back out. If we could zust get our feet under us for a few months alonev 
we might be able to stand strong together back in Ienton' this was how I 
saw it.

Tell him to come out here, one friend agreedv recogniTing our complicated 
situation. If he wants you back, tell him he has to come here!

jy idea wasn’t zust a craTy notion without basis. It was my e—perience. 
I’d come to this town with open mind and open heartv and Bhauna;on had 
poured in all its treasures in greater abundance than I’d thought possible. 
I’d gotten to know Eod better than e;er before and to see myself for what 
I really am. I’d learned to better understand people and relationships. If 
Cobert allowed himselfv he’d e—perience the same.

Row that  Cichard and jarion Williams had mo;ed to  Oerbertv 
1ornerstone had been months without a maintenance man. I knew 
Cobert was a good candidate since he was capable at many things. Oe’d said 
more than once that he was unhappy in his zob. Why not try something 
else” I thought I should let him know about the maintenance position.

When the idea ,rst came to mev I immediately had second thoughtsv I 
admit. Gid I really want Cobert at 1ornerstonev in;ading my sanctuaryv 
and bringing with him all our problems” I battled it out for se;eral days. 
:ut I felt a tug at my heart from Pne who knew betterv I want you to be 
willing, Sandra.
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jy wants began to change. jore than anythingv I desired Eod’s best. 
If this was Ois willv I had to yield. Oow wonderful it could bev this 
opportunity for Cobert and me to learn together and come to understand 
each other better.

And in no timev I wanted it too. I recommended Cobert to my bossv 
and :lake contacted him with the zob information. I prayed Cobert would 
accept. I waited e—citedly.

I dreamed of walks through Bhauna;on togetherv of talks in coSee shopsv 
of laughingv of sitting together in church and ;isiting with friends. In my 
dreamv he started to see me againv we got to know each otherv we stopped 
arguing and started listeningv I learned to honor himv we put each other 
,rstv we grew in one another.

:ut it was zust a dreamM
Dhe salary wasn’t enoughv he said. And he couldn’t part with the 

property in Ienton and all that was there. Oe wouldn’t take the zob.
jy hopes de!atedv and I had to adzust my wants again.
I dropped down my reHuestN come to Baskatchewan for si— months. I 

sent him an ad from a welding shop near Bhauna;on for a zob that paid 
well. Why not gi;e this one a shot” I suggested that he wouldn’t ha;e to 
gi;e up any of his things. 0ack could li;e in his house and take care of 
e;erything in his absence. 0ack was responsible and didn’t ha;e his own 
place at that time. All Cobert’s stuS would be kept safe and waiting for 
him when he returned-maybe the two of us together. Oe had nothing to 
lose and much to gain. I held my breath and prayed that he would come.

Oe wouldn’t hear of it.
Bov my second ultimatum was thisN If you want mev come ;isit me for 

two weeks.
Oe !at7out refused. YRow’s not the time.K
I felt time running out for us.
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Dhen one dayv it happened.
Put of the bluev Cobert askedv If I came to Shaunavon for a visit, would 

you let me stay with you?
A ;isit” Cobert wanted to come ;isit me in Baskatchewan” At last3 I 

could hardly belie;e it. Oe was ,nally coming3 jy breath caughtv and I 
brightened at the thought.

Dhen I realiTed what he’d asked-would you let me stay with you…?
Wait3 :ack it upM3 Dhat wasn…t so simple anymore.
:y nowv some time had passed since we’d last discussed a ;isitv and a lot 

had changed o;er those inter;ening weeks of dispute between us. When 
I’d ,rst in;ited himv of course I’d e—pected him to stay with me. :ut he’d 
refused-not zust oncev but o;er and o;er again. I’d argued and pushed. 
Oe’d reasoned away all my points. Oe would not yield. Dhe con;ersation 
had heatedv and e;en nowv we’d still not reco;ered from the contention 
that had followed. 

Btay with me” We’d sunk too far for me zust to hand him that pri;ilege.
When I was last with himv he’d seemed to want me ne—t to him. Row 

that I was gone and there were tough things to face on his ownv he 
showed apathy and disregard for me. I was tired of being ,t in when it was 
con;enient. I felt used and tossed aside. Ois right to call me his wife had 
e—pired.

Bo I told him nov and I waited to see what he’d do with that. Would he 
still come e;en if he didn’t get what he wanted” For mev a lot hinged on 
his decision. I needed to know he ;alued time with mev not sleeping in my 
bed.
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So are you still coming? I asked.
YRow’s not the timevK he told me again.

Pn my ,ftieth birthdayv Cobert called me. I thought it was to wish me well. 
:ut I heard no tone of well7wishing or of missing me. I was gonna go visit 
and surprise you for your birthday. I had it all planned, he said. But then 
you told me I couldn’t stay with you, so I changed my mind.

jy heart sank. I wanted so much for him to come. It was all I’d thought 
about since 0anuary. Dhrough all our argumentsv I’d held to the hope and 
kept the in;itation in front of him.

Row this-I couldn’t stay with you, so I changed my mind…
I held the phone in my hand as the sound of his words faded and my 

dreams slipped away. I didn’t tell him thatv of coursev I would ha;e let him 
stay with me if he…d zust comev for it didn’t matter now. I had my answer. 
Ois decision told me he wasn’t interested enough in me or in restoring us. 
Oe would ne;er come. Oe would always ha;e an e—cuse.

jarion’s words came rushing backN Sounds like he wanted out.
At last I released my hold.





Beauty on an     
Unexpected Path

Phoenix, Arizona, USA
March 2020

I n heartache, God wraps with comfort. With loss, He adds His riches. 
When betrayed, He gives security. Through uncertainty, He is stability. 

This is the God I’ve come to know.
I wait for my friend, Melody, while she shops. I stroll through the store, 

up and down aisles élled with home d—corLcoBee mugs, silk qowers, 
ceramic vases. …ike stepping back into my own home, there’s a welcome 
familiarity here. I used to browse like this for pretty things to bring color 
to my world. Aut it’s been a long time now. …ife’s brought many changes, 
and I’ve no room for this kind of thing anymore.

The wall hangings draw me in. I move slowly between the stands and 
read Suips about home and family, love and laughterN

Dnd suddenly, I’m struckLout of nowhere, without warning. I gulp 
back tears. I scurry to another department to get away from the scripts and 
the sentiments, but it’s too late. In every direction are reminders of the 
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past. They reach up with cold éngers and grip my heart. They choke oB 
my air. I want to run. I want to fall apart right there in the photo frames 
and the throw pillows. I wander, seeking relief and feeling lost. The tears 
keep coming. Rilly.

Dfter all this time, the simplest thing can trigger the memories. It can 
still hit like a slap, that ache in the heart that renders me a sniveling mess. 
I miss what once was. Cothing can replace it. I don’t understand why 
some things happened as they did. Time doesn’t always heal. There is no 
happilyxeverxafter.

I’m not alone. Most likely, you know zust what I’m talking aboutLthe 
tragedy that’s left you scarred and limping. …ike me, you can probably 
be taken oB guard by fresh waves of hurt, brought to tears in an instant, 
standing in line at the bank or sitting in a church service. Dnd I’ve not 
gone through nearly as great di?culties as so many others have. “ou may 
be much better acSuainted with sorrow than I.

I wonder why God doesn’t zust éO me, so I’m no longer crippled by this 
pain. Ro I can go on in strength, conSuer life’s problems, and come out 
victorious.

Then I reali9e He’s done something better.
Aecause of adversity, my path was altered. My new path took me into 

places I would not have otherwise gone. Eesert places. Mountaintops. 
There, God showed me beauty I’d not have seen if I’d never lived the 
di?cultyLa beauty that élls me with warmth and worship at zust a 
glimpse of it. He taught me. He strengthened me. He eOpanded and 
enriched me. He drew me into His arms. He loved and protected me. Dnd 
I wonder, would I have come to know God this way if He’d left me where 
I was” Would I be who I am today”

I  cling to a  beautiful  promise  in 2omans Y,  (Dnd we know that 
God causes all  things to work together for good to those who love 



WICGR IC TH8 RT)2M -j:

God, to those who are called according to His purpose.! ?CDRA@ How 
precious this truth. Co matter what comes at meLwhat tragedy, mistakes, 
weaknessesLHe’ll turn it into my good, for His glory.

Dnd here’s the icing on the cakeA Though time doesn’t heal, eternity 
does.  Dfter  this  life,  God  will  wipe  away  all  tears  and  sorrow  and 
painLsweet promise.

My happilyxeverxafter is HimB





Fingerprints of God

Tornado

Cornerstone, Saskatchewan

B ecause Cornerstone’s a non-proht Cirystyan ciaryt,l hnances are 
awga,s a wyttwe ty.it2 But yn 016ml ge gent tirou.i fontis od 

.reater-tian-usuaw Eyzcuwt,2 bwyvaketi gas sofetyfes yn tears as sie poreE 
oTer tie kooIsl dearyn. sie’E causeE tie EryeE reserToyr iersewd synce sie’E 
taIen on tie kooIIeepyn.2

I had a dream last night, sie ke.an one fornyn.2 Siys tyfe “ Ineg to 
syt up anE pa, attentyon2

“n ier Ereafl bwyvaketil BwaIel anE “ gere gorIyn. yn tie ozce to.etier 
gien sofetiyn. outsyEe tie gynEog cau.it ier e,e2 Aie turneE to .yTe 
yt ier duww attentyon anE .aspeE2 !” tornaEoxL sie eqcwayfeE gyti iorror2 
!“t’s iu.ex YooIx “t’s cofyn. tiys ga,xL

!Siere’s no tornaEolL BwaIe responEeE 'uyetw,l gytiout wooIyn. up 
drof iys cofputer2

!Wesl tiere ysx YooIxL bwyvaketi towE us2 !“tNs ry.it tierex De iaTe to .o 
nogx De neeE to .et to sadet,xL
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“ sag yt tool approaciyn. dast2 !Siere ys a tornaEol BwaIe2 Aie’s ry.it2 “t’s 
cofyn. ry.it at us2 De neeE to .ol noglL “ conhrfeE2

Wet BwaIe gouwEn’t kuE.e2 ”.aynl ie neTer tooI iys e,es drof iys gorI2 
!Siere’s no tornaEolL ie towE us2

baci tyfe ge wooIeEl tie tornaEo gas cwoserl ky..erl hercer2 bwyvaketi 
gas near drantyc2 Oear gas kuywEyn. yn fel as geww2 “ couwEn’t unEerstanE 
iog BwaIe couwE ke so sure tiat giat ge gere seeyn. gasnNt tiere gytiout 
eTen wooIyn. outsyEe2 bwyvaketi anE “ koti tryeE a.aynl pweaEyn. gyti iyf 
to cofe gyti us kedore yt gas too wate2

BwaIe EyEn’t foTe2 Je neTer wooIeE at us2 jne hnaw tyfel ie cawfw, 
stateEl !Siere’s no tornaEo2L Aofeiogl ie gas conTynceEl anE tiere gas 
notiyn. ge couwE sa, to cian.e iys fynE2 bwyvaketi anE “ .aTe up our 
attefpts anE turneE to tie gynEog a.aynl Inogyn. our tyfe gas surew, 
up2

”nE tierel tie sI, gas kry.it anE cwearl tie gynEs gere stywwl anE tiere 
gas no tornaEo2

”.aynl ier syww, Ereaf .ot f, attentyon dor tie unEenyakwe ywwustratyon 
keiynE yt2 Diywe Ereafs are certaynw, not a profyse drof HoEl to fel tiys 
one pyctureE HoENs daytiduw care dor us tirou.i tie storfs anE BwaIe’s 
ungaTeryn. dayti yn Jyf2 Siou.i tiyn.s wooIeE yfpossykwe as ge .aveE at 
our EgynEwyn. hnancesl BwaIe Ineg HoE gouwE proTyEe dor Cornerstone2

Sie staM neTer  gent gytiout a  pa, cie'ue Euryn. tiat  hnancyaw 
Erou.itl anE tie resyEents neTer fysseE a feaw2 3eioTai 3yreix

Siere gere fan, otier tyfes “ sag HoE’s ianE on our or.anyvatyon anE 
yts staM2 Siese gere tie .ooE Ea,s at Cornerstone2 “ woTeE f, 7ok anE tie 
fynystr,2 “ refefker tiynIyn. iog ieartkroIen “’E ke yd HoE asIeE fe to 
weaTe2

Ounn, iog Je aE7usts our gants dor usl sofetyfes2
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Idaho Peak

B, 016—l “ iaE a wot od kanIeE iours anE Tacatyon Ea,s saTeE upl so “ 
gent on a deg eqcursyons tiat suffer2 “ tooI a 7aunt souti ynto Kontana 
dor a deg Ea,s k, f,sewd yn tie .or.eous cyt, od Hreat Oawws2 Yaterl “ gent to 
4eryti Fetreat yn ;ryEEysl ”wkerta dor a geeI od reciar.e anE counsewwyn. 
dor peopwe yn fynystr,2 Diat a kwessyn. to fel tiat pwace anE yts staM2

Sien yn Aeptefkerl “ EroTe out to RaIuspl Brytysi Cowufkya2 “t gas 
f, hrst tyfe yn tiat part od CanaEal kut yt gas akout to kecofe one od 
tie iy.iwy.its od f, eqpworatyons yn tie gest2 Bry.it anE earw, tie neqt 
fornyn.l “ fet up gyti a dryenEl anE ge spent tie giowe Ea, eqpworyn. 
tiat keautyduw area5AywTertonl Reg GenTerl Rewsonl 4aswo2

Diat gas to kel dor fel tie fost fofentous part od tiat tryp gas a 
fountayn iyIe2 “t starteE oM gyti a EryTe on a gynEyn. roaE up tie kase 
od tie fountayn2 Sie siarp turns anE sieer Erop-oMs gere refynyscent 
od tie fountayn roaEs “NE EryTen yn tie ”nEes od Aouti ”feryca fan, 
,ears kedore2 “t iaEnNt occurreE to fe tiat tiere fy.it ke tie safe IynE 
od unprotecteE cwyMs anE curTes ry.it iere yn CanaEa2 But tiese gere tie 
FocIyesl adter aww2

De wedt tie Teiycwe yn a parIyn. wot tgo or tiree Iywofeters up anEl drof 
tierel tooI a dootpati tie rest od tie ga,2 “t gasnNt a Eyzcuwt treIl so 
tiere gas no neeE dor specyaw .earl 7ust .ooE gawIyn. sioes2 Sie Ea, gas 
sunn, anE garf enou.i tiat “ soon refoTeE f, 7acIet anE tyeE yt arounE 
f, gayst2 baci turn yn tie trayw presenteE anotier .or.eous Tystal anE ge 
pauseEl fan, tyfel to snap pyctures2 

bTentuaww,l tie pati narrogeE to syn.we hwe2 ” gaww od rocI crogEeE on 
one syEe giywe tie otier syEe deww aga, ynto kottofwess Tawwe,2 “ iesytateEl 
contefpwatyn. tie steps aieaE2 “t seefeE as tiou.i a fere stufkwe gouwE 
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pwun.e fe oTer tie eE.e2 K, kreati cau.it yn a siyTerl anE “ tiou.it akout 
turnyn. kacI ry.it tiere2

But yt gas aww so captyTatyn.l “ EyEn’t gant to fyss yt2 DywEïogers .reg 
Eogn tie swopes? tie, noEEeE yn tie kreevel an ynTytatyon to Ieep .oyn.2 “ 
dounE tiat yd “ 7ust put a doot dorgarEl one step anE tien anotierl tiere gas 
enou.i roof dor f, sade passa.e aww awon. tie ga,2 K, coura.e yncreaseEl 
anE tie gawI .ot easyer2

Dyti tie wast deg steps od tie cwyfkl tie steepl ru..eE trayw deww aga, 
keiynE fel anE at tie top od tie fountaynl f, dear swyppeE aga,2 “n rusieE 
a gonEer at tie fa7est, stretcieE across tie ioryvon wyIe a payntyn. on 
a Tast canTas sI,2 Rorti? souti? east? gest222 Diat spwenEor Eyspwa,eE yn 
eTer, Eyrectyonx ;eaI adter peaI reacieE up to touci tie cwouEs2 GarI-.reen 
dorests carpeteE tie fountayn swopesl anE dar kewogl a ryTer ïogeE awon. 
tieyr kases2

”t an eweTatyon od oTer —P11 dt “ stooE spewwkounE2 Diat fa.nytuEe od 
iey.it anE sI, anE Tawwe,x Siys gas gi, ge iaE cofe5giat iaE spurreE 
us ongarE tirou.i tie ciawwen.e2

Yet yts .wor, hww tie ieart2 Yet tie fountayn kreeves caress tie souw2 Oeew 
yts kreati on ,our sIyn2 Jear yts sy.i222

“Eaio ;eaI2
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Letting Go

Saskatchewan
2017

Oor tiree-anE-a-iawd ,ears yn AiaunaTonl “ wooIeE dorgarE to eaci neg Ea,2 
“ gas so eqcyteE akout wyde anE f, gorI at Cornerstone tiat sweep kecafe 
a ciore2 “’E gaIe at tiree:dour yn tie fornyn.l Can I get up now? anE ke 
EysappoynteE tiat tiere gere styww iours od ny.it ,et to .o2

jn tie surdacel yt seefeE oEE5a contraEyctyon5tiat “ couwE ke so 
iapp, giywe .oyn. tirou.i tie ky..est ieartacies od f, wyde2 Wetl yt gas 
HoE gio .aTe fe Jys 7o, afyEst sorrog2 “t gas HoEl tool gio iaE krou.it 
fe to tiys pwace anE to tiys 7ok tiat suyteE fe so perdectw,2

Cornerstone2 “’E entereE yt as a recent cowwe.e .raEuatel kranE neg to tie 
kusyness gorwEl an outsyEerl na9Te anE awone2 BacI tienl “ Ineg notiyn.l 
anE “ Ineg “ Ineg notiyn.2 “ Iept e,es anE ears open anE fouti cwoseE2 
“ soaIeE yn eTer,tiyn. wyIe a spon.e yn tie raynl yntent on wearnyn. aww tiat 
“ couwE2 “ poureE f,sewd ynto eTer, tasIl eTer,tiyn. yn fel f, ieart anE 
souw2

Awogw,l “ ke.an to speaIl f, tiou.itsl f, yEeas craTyn. an outwet anE 
sofeone to iear anE consyEer tief2 K, cowwea.uesl eTen f, kossl gere 
tiere dor fe2 Sie, wysteneE2 Sie, accepteE f, ynsy.its anE wet fe tr, f, 
yEeas2 “ .ayneE conhEence anE steppeE ynto ky..er unEertaIyn.s2 Dien “ 
dounE .apsl “ hwweE tief? gien “ sag proceEures tiat geren’t as ezcyent as 
“ kewyeTeE tie, couwE kel “ yfproTeE tief2 “ gasn’t krywwyant k, an, feans? 
sofe tiyn.s “ tryeE EyEn’t gorI anE otiers gere a process to kryn. ynto tieyr 
kest2
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;ersystence2 JarE gorI2 Fesuwts2 Byt k, kytl “ earneE f, pwacel anE f, 
co-gorIers cafe to kewyeTe yn f, akywytyes2

Cornerstone2 “ .reg yn yt anE yt yn fe2 K, iaTen2 K, support2 K, 
passyon2 K, iofe2 K, pwace od kewon.yn.2

” dun part od f, 7ok gas to assyst yn a neg Eepartfent2 “t starteE out not 
won. adter “ hrst cafe to tie or.anyvatyonl anE f, pwace gas Ter, sfaww yn 
tie ke.ynnyn.57ust a wooI at a pro7ect iere anE tiere to .yTe f, deeEkacI2 
“ woTeE tiat sort od tiyn. gyti tie creatyTyt, yt awwogeE fe to eqercyse2 jTer 
tyfel “ gas put ynto fore tasIs yn ky..er capacytyes2 “ gas gyEe-e,eE anE 
ea.er at tiose opportunytyes to stretci f,sewd2

B, Aeptefker od 016ml ge iaE a sfaww teaf yn pwacel anE ge Eu. ynto 
EeTewopyn. anE eqpanEyn. tiys Eepartfent5ky..erl ketterl gyti .reater 
yfpact2 “t gas aww Ter, eqcytyn.2

But “ neTer consyEereE giat tiys resiapyn. gouwE fean dor fe2 ;eriaps 
yd “’E keen fore eqperyenceEl “’E iaTe Inogn2 ”s yt gasl “ pwun.eE ynto f, 
gorI as usuawl ieeEwess tiat fan, cian.es iaE keen faEel anE yt gas geeIs 
kedore “ starteE to reawyve tiat “ gasn’t feetyn. tie neg eqpectatyons2 B, 
tie tyfe yt gas eqpwayneE to fel “’E awreaE, causeE Eyzcuwtyes dor our teaf2 
“ gas Eeepw, efkarrasseEl anE yt gas iarE dor fe to recoTer2 “ ganteE to 
hq tiyn.sl kut coupweE gyti f, eqcessyTe neeE to rescue f,sewdl f, eMorts 
onw, faEe fatters gorse2 “ gent akout yt aww gron.l .ettyn. iun. up on 
Eetayws anE syEe yssues tiat EyEn’t fatter2

Sie prokwef soon oTerïogeE ynto f, JeaE ”Efyn rowel anE “ no 
won.er unEerstooE sofe od tie eqpectatyons tierel eytier2 “ reaww, EyE gant 
to serTe to tie kest od f, akywyt,l ,et “ gas condronteE a.ayn anE a.ayn gyti 
iog “’E wet Eogn tiose arounE fe2 “t gasn’t won. kedore tie tensyon “ dewt yn 
tie ozce gas a constant2 “t seepeE ynto fe anE hwweE fe? yt put an yntensyt, 
to f, gorEs anE f, tones tiat “ neTer ganteEl anE tiat onw, yncreaseE tie 
pressure ynsyEe fe2
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Oor a ,earl “ ïounEereE2 “ sorteE tirou.i conTersatyons anE eTentsl kut 
“ couwEn’t pynpoynt tie reaw okstacwe tiat iynEereE us2 Diat iaE .one 
gron.é Diené Jogé Di,é Sie, sgyrweE ynsyEe fel 'uestyons tiat gouwE 
neTer ke ansgereE2 Aofetyfes an.er gouwE oTertaIe fe5tiat tiyn.s 
gere kroIen anE “ couwEn’t hq tiefl tiat “’E keen wedt keiynE2 Sien 
gouwE cofe condusyon2 ”nE hnaww,l a won.yn. dor restoratyonl stron.er styww 
tian tie an.er2 “ acieE to return to tie wau.iter anE cafaraEerye ge’E 
once siareE? iog iaE yt keen so 'uycIw, wosté Orustratyon ïooEeE5tie 
searciyn. anE neTer hnEyn.:tie not Inogyn. giat to Eo2

Awogw,l “ cafe to wearn iog tie cian.es to f, rowe gere necessar,2 “t’s 
7ust giat iaE to ke dor us to pro.ress2 Siat gas aww oIa, once “ unEerstooE 
ytl dor tien “ couwE .uyEe f, ynTowTefent accorEyn.w,2 “ gorIeE to set asyEe 
f, Eysappoyntfents anE docus on f, tasIs2 “ styww iaE a necessar, 7ok to Eo 
anE ganteE to Eo yt geww2

But  tiat  okstacwe5tie  one  “  couwEn’t  pynpoynt5gas  styww  tierel 
kwocIyn. our pro.ressl  tryppyn. us up2  De’E foTe dorgarE gytiout 
ynterruptyon dor a giywe tien crasi ynto yt a.ayn2

Sien one Ea, “ gas cawweE ynto a feetyn. onw, to ke ciastyseE a.ayn2 Siys 
tyfel as “ wysteneE to f, watest siortcofyn.sl “ EeïateE2 ”.aynl “’E fysseE 
a farI “ iaEn’t seen2 Jog won. couwE tiys .o oné Jog won. couwE “ Ieep 
deewyn. f, ga, arounE yn tie EarIl tr,yn. to Eo a 7ok gytiout Inogyn. yts 
parafetersé

“n tiat fofentl “ daceE tie yneTytakwe2 Sie enE cafe screafyn. at fe 
wyIe a trayn grecI yn swog fotyon2 “ iearE yt tien? “ sag ytl anE tiere gas 
notiyn. “ couwE Eo to stop yt2 “ sat fotyonwess as f, h.it swyppeE aga,l 
f, Eeterfynatyonl .one2 JeartkroIenl “ reawyveE ge’E reacieE an yfpasse2 
Oor giateTer reasonl ge couwE not restore tie unEerstanEyn. tiat iaE once 
.uyEeE our teaf so keautyduww,2
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“ dewt wyIe an utter daywurel a deewyn. tiat gouwE iaunt fe dor a won. 
tyfe to cofe2 “t gas as yd f, wo,awtyesl f, passyon dor Cornerstonel f, 
contrykutyonsl anE aww tiat “’E ynTesteE iaE keen tirogn aga,l feanyn.wess2 
Diat gas to kecofe od fel nogl yn tiys pwace tiat “ woTeE so fucié

K, e,es gere Er, tiat Ea, as “ wysteneE? “’E awreaE, cryeE aww f, tears yn tie 
fontis kedore2 FesowTe settweE oTer fel tien a cawf2 ”nE at wast “ accepteE 
giat iaE keen so won. anE so paynduw yn cofyn.K

”notier EyTorcel a ryppyn. anE tearyn.l a part od fe .one2
Aofetyfesl HoE pwucIs tie deatiers drof our nest to .et us out od 

our comfortable anE ynto Jys neg purpose2 “t faEe no iufan sense tiat 
ionest attefpts on koti syEes couwE not fenE sofetiyn. so syfpwe at 
Cornerstonel ,et iere ge gere2 “ woTeE tiys fynystr, anE yts peopwe? tie, 
iewE no yww gyww togarE fe eytierl “’f certayn2 But sofetiyn. iaE to ke 
Eone2 “t gas f, nest tiat iaE keen pwucIeE cwean2 Sie onw, out gas fe2 “ 
iaE to wet .o2

Siree Ea,s waterl yn jctoker od 016—l “ ianEeE yn f, resy.natyon2
Cornerstone2 K, pwace od kewon.yn.222
”notier woss2 ”notier .ryeTyn.2
”notier .ooE-k,e2

Just Happened

Sie Ea,s tiat dowwogeE gere a fyqture od uncertaynt, anE rewyed2 “’E cut 
tie corE:taIen f,sewd out2 K, tyfe at Cornerstone gas 'uycIw, cofyn. to 
an enE2 Diat gas aieaE dor feé DouwE “ hnE gorI yn AiaunaTonl tiys wyttwe 
togné Diat akout f, woTew, iouseé DouwE “ iaTe to weaTe yté Diere gouwE 
ke iofeé :Siat deewyn. od keyn. un.rounEeE:uprooteE:od kewon.yn. 
nogiere:
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Wetl surprysyn.w,l a gey.it iaE wydteE2 Sie tensyon iaE easeEl anE tie 
yssues tiat iaE iynEereE dor a ,ear no won.er fattereE2

“ tawIeE gyti bwyvaketil one Ea,l akout giere “ fy.it .o anE giat 
“ gouwE Eo gyti tie neqt ,ears od f, wyde2 “t gas .ooE 7ust to speaI yt 
out wouE5f, Eysappoyntfentsl f, fys.yTyn.s5to put ynto gorEs f, 
iopesl f, yEeasl eTen ones tiat seefeE dardetcieE2 “ kraTew, ToyceE to ier a 
Ereaf “’E iewE dor a won.l won. tyfe5to wyTe yn anotier countr, dor a ,ear2 
Aofegiere yn our conTersatyonl “ fentyoneEl tool tiat “ ganteE to gryte 
a kooI2 ” wot od peopwe sa, tiatl kut “ iaE one yn fynE2

Aie wysteneE 'uyetw, tyww “ gas Eonel a iynt od saEness yn ier e,es2 Sandra, 
sie sayE2 I don’t want to lose you here, but I think you’ve gone as far as you 
can go. You’re meant for big things. Sirou.i tie saEness sione ier iope 
anE kewyed dor fe2

It’s time for you to move on, sie aEEeE2 You need to go soar with the eagles.

Rotyce a patterné “ Eo tiyn.s kacIgarEs5resy.n f, 7ok kedore “ iaTe 
anotier one to .o to2 “ dear one Ea, HoE gyww tirog up Jys ianEs anE 'uyt 
kaywyn. fe out od tie hqes “ .et f,sewd ynto2

“’E set f, wast Ea, at Cornerstone dor tie enE od 3anuar,l 016&l tiree 
fontis aga,2 SiatNs a kyt outsyEe tie usuaw tgo geeIsN notycel “ Inogl kut 
tiere gas reason “ oMereE to sta, tiat won.2 Sie stuEent wyde Eyrector gouwE 
ke on weaTe dor tie fonti od RoTefkerl anE BwaIe gouwE ke .one dor aww 
od 3anuar,2 “ EyEn’t gant tie pwace to ke siort-staMeE giywe tiese essentyaw 
Eyrectors gere oM2 “t awso wedt fe wots od tyfe to hnE anotier posytyon2

Diere to .oé Diat to Eoé “ dewt Eragn to Caw.ar,l ”wkerta dor sofe 
reason2 “t gas a nyce areal a ky.-enou.i cyt,? tiere siouwE ke opportunytyes 
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dor an aEfyn assystantl “ h.ureE2 But iog to faIe yt iappené Jog to hnE 
tiat 7ok tiatNs gaytyn. tiere dor fe yn anotier cyt,l hTe iunEreE Iywofeters 
aga,é

“t gas AaturEa,l 7ust tgo Ea,s adter sukfyttyn. f, resy.natyon2 “ gas 
teqtyn. gyti KewoE, YyTyn.stonl a Koncton dryenE gio gas k, tien wyTyn. 
yn ”ryvona2 “t iaE keen a giywe synce ge’E wast cau.it upl anE ge Iept at 
yt aww Ea, yn spyts anE spurtsl upEatyn. eaci otier on giat gas iappenyn. 
yn our separate gorwEs2 “ wet ier Inog “’E resy.neE f, 7ok2 By February, 
I might be living in a cardboard box, begging on a street corner2 De 7oIeE 
akout tiatl tawIeE akout f, pwy.itl anE tien foTeE on to otier topycs2

“nto tie adternoonl tie tone od ier fessa.es akruptw, cian.eE to 
kusyness2 Aie sayE tiat giywe ge’E keen teqtyn.l ier iuskanEl CwyMl iaE 
keen on a caww gyti Gennysl iys krotier2 3ust as tie, gere hnysiyn. up tie 
conTersatyonl CwyM iappeneE to fentyon tiat AanEra Hwenn gas wooIyn. 
dor a 7okl tiat yd Gennys Ineg od an,one iyryn.l to pwease pass ier nafe 
awon.2

I’m hiring! Gennys iaE towE iyf2 Have her send me her resumé.
Gennys  ogneE a  kroIera.e5YyTyn.ston “nsurance5yn AtoEEarEl 

”wkertal akout dort, fynutes’ EryTe outsyEe od Caw.ar,2 De’E fet as 
unyTersyt, stuEentsl kacI gien “ gas dresi out od iy.i scioow2 “ neTer Ineg 
iyf gewwl kut ge refefkereE eaci otier2

Isn’t that something! Cliff and Dennis hardly ever speak on the phone! 
KewoE, towE fe2 You’re going to see God’s fingerprints all over this, if this is 
where He wants you2

Bedore noon on AunEa,l “’E efayweE Gennys f, resufM2 jn KonEa,l ie 
cawweE fel anE ge koti testeE tie gaters2 Sien ie sent fe a fessa.eK

Hi Sandra,
Nice talking with you today. If you’re ever in our area, we’d like 
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to take you out for supper and catch up a bit.
Take care,
Dennis Livingston

“ grote kacI tiat “’E woTe to .ol anE “ faEe a coupwe od su..estyons akout 
Eates2 Sien “ .otK

How about the end of this week? We’ll put you up in a hotel and 
show you around the town and the office. Let me know if that 
works.

“ EasieE oM a response tiat adternoon to tianI iyf anE to conhrf tiatl 
,esl tie Eates gorIeE? “NE ke tiere2 DeEnesEa,l ie sent fe tie Eetaywsl anE 
SiursEa,l jctoker 0mtil “ gas on f, ga, to AtoEEarE2

“ iaE a wot on f, fynE on tiat hTe-iour EryTe to f, ”wkerta Eestynatyon2 
Sie scenes anE Toyces od tie wast ,ear pwa,eE oTer anE oTer2 “ gaEeE tirou.i 
a wot od if onlys… Kan, tiyn.s “ siouwE iaTe sayE anE Eone EyMerentw,2

”nE “ gasn’t sure akout tiys foTe to AtoEEarE or akout YyTyn.ston 
“nsurance2 “t iaE aww iappeneE so dastl “NE iarEw, iaE tyfe to tiynI yt 
tirou.i2 “t feant anotier neg pwacel neg 7okl neg peopwe: ”nE tr,yn. 
to ht yn aww oTer a.ayn2

Siat eTenyn.l Gennys anE iys gyde pycIeE fe up at f, iotew yn ”yrErye 
anE tooI fe to Eynner2 De cau.it eaci otier up on IyEs anE dafywyes2 De 
refynysceE akout our unyTersyt, Ea,sl ga, kacI yn tie ey.ityes2 Je towE 
fe tie stor, od iog ie’E kou.it iys ynsurance kusyness awfost ten ,ears 
kedorel anE ie hwweE fe yn a kyt on tie receptyon 7ok2 Sie, gere a dryenEw, 
coupwe anE eas, to tawI gyti2 “t gas a Ter, pweasant ny.itl .ooE dooE anE 
reconnectyn.2
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Sie neqt Ea,l “ wedt f, iotewl kutterïyes yn f, stofacil anE EroTe 
to AtoEEarE to ciecI out tie ynsurance kusyness2 “ 'uycIw, dounE tie 
kuywEyn.l kut yt gas noon5wunci iour5anE tie dront Eoor gas wocIeE2 
Sie ozce gouwE reopen at one oNcwocIl so sayE tie sy.n2

“ iaE awfost an iour to Iywwl so “ gent kacI to f, car anE set out on 
a reconnayssance fyssyon2 “ iaE to Inog fore akout tiys pwace2 “ steereE 
f, car swogw, Eogn tie fayn streetl wooIyn. wedt anE ry.itl taIyn. yn 
eTer,tiyn.2 Sie wyttwe togn yn wate-jctoker .ark EyE notiyn. to rewyeTe f, 
fys.yTyn.s2 Sie sun iyE keiynE .re, cwouE? tie kare trees stareE kacI at fe 
cowEw,2 “ gounE tirou.i tie syEe streetsl searciyn. tie ney.ikoriooE dor 
sofetiyn. to watci ontol kut eTer, turn 7ust yncreaseE tie acie yn f, ieart2 
bTer, kuywEyn.l eTer, aTenue representeE woss5a 7ok “ woTeE anE a iofel 
.one? a rewocatyn. tiat neTer siouwE iaTe keen2

“ wooIeE up anE Eognl This is going to be my home2 “ wet yt synI yn2 
Yonewyness ïooEeE tirou.i fe wyIe neTer kedore2 AaEness iyt gyti a dorce 
“ couwEn’t EedenE a.aynstl anE “ puwweE tie car to tie curk anE cryeE2

”t one o’cwocIl “ gawIeE tirou.i tie Eoor od YyTyn.ston “nsurance dor tie 
hrst tyfe2 “ fet tie staM anE tien spent tie adternoon at tie dront EesIl 
okserTyn. tie gorI scene2 Cwyents cafe anE gent? piones ran.2 “ tryeE to 
pycture f,sewd tiere on tie 7ok eTer, Ea,2 CouwE “ cofe to Inog yt anE woTe 
yté

“ wooIeE out tie dront gynEogs to tie street ke,onE2 “ Ineg f, hrst 
yfpressyon od AtoEEarE gasn’t a dayr one2 Sie togn wooIeE wyIe eTer, otier 
”wkerta togn yn jctokerl ,et “ Ineg yt gouwE ke keautyduw cofe spryn.2 
CouwE yt kecofe iofe to fe wyIe AiaunaTon iaEé
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Ka,ke2
Gennys anE iys dafyw, tooI fe out to Eynner a.ayn tiat eTenyn.2 Je towE 

fe ie gas conhEent tiat “ gas a .ooE ht dor tie 7okl anE yt gas fyne yd “ 
ganteE yt2

“ towE iyf “’E iaTe an ansger to iyf k, SuesEa,2
YyTyn.ston “nsurance iaE keen gytiout a receptyonyst dor a won. tyfel 

anE Gennys gas ea.er to .et sofeone iyreE2 “ Ineg ie couwEn’t gayt tyww 
f, enE-od-3anuar, hnaw Eate at Cornerstone2

“ ganteE to taIe tie ynsurance 7ok5“ neeEeE a 7ok2 But “ gouwEn’t 7ust 
gawI out on BwaIe anE weaTe tie staM tiere iy.i anE Er,2 Dien “ returneE 
to AiaunaTonl “ tawIeE to iyf akout ytl wettyn. iyf Inog tie sytuatyon at 
YyTyn.ston kut tiat “ gouwE styww Ieep f, profyse to Cornerstone yd tie, 
neeEeE fe to sta,2

I won’t hold you back from another job, BwaIe towE fel anE ie .aTe iys 
kwessyn. dor fe to weaTe at tie enE od RoTefker2

Ao “ cawweE Gennys anE towE iyf “’E start gorI Gecefker 66til giyci 
gouwE .yTe fe a geeI-anE-a-iawd adter f, wast Ea, at Cornerstone to foTe 
to AtoEEarE anE settwe yn2

“ sioppeE dor an apartfent onwyne anE sy.neE tie wease gytiout eTen 
seeyn. tie pwace2

”nE eTen gyti tie ciawwen.es od Cornerstone’s refote wocatyon anE 
uny'ue t,pe od fynystr,l BwaIe iaE f, repwacefent tiere yn tyfe dor fe 
to spenE f, wast geeI traynyn. iyf2

“t aww deww ynto pwace gytiyn a coupwe od geeIs2 Orof f, wyTyn. roof 
yn AiaunaTonl to ”ryvonal to AtoEEarEl tie fessa.e iaE kounceE tiat “ 
neeEeE a 7ok2 “t 7ust iappeneE tiat CwyM gas tawIyn. to Gennys at tie safe 
tyfe “ gas teqtyn. gyti KewoE,2 “t 7ust iappeneE tiat Gennys neeEeE tie 
Ter, tiyn. dor giyci “ gas trayneE2 3ust iappeneE “ dounE an apartfent “ 
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couwE aMorE2 Sien a repwacefent dor ieaE aEfynystrator at Cornerstone222 
BwaIe’s kwessyn.222

God’s fingerprints all over this…
” truti “ cwun. to hercew, dor tie neqt tgo ,ears2

Daughter of the King

Sie Ea, “ resy.neE f, posytyon at Cornerstonel bwyvaketi towE fe a 
stor,2 Last night, I saw this picture in my head, sie eqpwayneE—

I saw a king on a beautiful throne, wearing a beautiful crown. At his feet, 
in a heap, lay a child, heart-broken and sobbing.

The king looked lovingly on the child, his face twisted in anguish as her 
pain gripped his heart. He took off his crown and set it aside. He reached 
down and scooped up the child, his arms encircling her close to his chest. She 
wrapped her arms around him, her face buried in his neck as she wept. A 
shield of light surrounded them both, protecting them; no harm could come 
to either of them.

Tears fell from the child’s eyes—black tears; they hit the king’s chest, each 
one electric with her pain. They pierced his heart, yet without wounding it. 
He held her tightly and whispered, “Daddy’s here… It’s okay… Daddy’s got 
you… Daddy loves you… I know it hurts right now, but Daddy’s here…it’s 
going to be okay…”

As he spoke, his own tears flowed down his cheeks, golden, like liquid light, 
falling on her, penetrating her heart. His tears gave her comfort, and they 
brought to her healing, deep within.

bwyvaketi’s Eescryptyon hnysieEl sie sat 'uyetw, dor a fofentl ier dace 
earnest2 “ gayteEl eqpectantw,2
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Sien sie wooIeE at fe2 The child, sie towE fel was you, Sandra. The 
King was God, the Father.

”nE “ gas strucI ,et a.ayn k, bwyvaketi’s stor, od a datier’s woTe2 Aeel sie 
Ineg f, an.uysi oTer f, 7okl tiat “ acieE dor tiyn.s to ke set ry.it2 Aie 
Ineg iog iurt “ gas to weaTe Cornerstone2 Aie Ineg sofe od f, stru..wes 
gytiyn f,sewd2 Aie Ineg f, ieartkreaI oTer Fokertl EyTorcel anE fan, 
otier tiyn.s2 Aie iurt dor fe tirou.i f, payn2 Siys stor, cafe drof ier 
ieart2

“ Eon’t attaci a wot od spyrytuaw sy.nyhcance to Ereafs anE Tysyons2 De 
siouwE not .o ciasyn. adter Eeep feanyn. yn tief or Eyssect anE ponEer 
or wooI to tief dor .uyEance2 De siouwE wooI to HoENs DorE anE feEytate 
on ytl ynsteaE2 “n ytl ys eTer,tiyn. ge neeE2 “t’s not tiat HoE can’t teww us 
sofetiyn. tirou.i a Ereafl kut yt’s Ean.erous to iowE Ereafs anE Tysyons 
eTen cwose to tie safe Ee.ree od autioryt, as tie DorE2 Sie Bykwel ytsewdl 
garns tiat HoE’s reTewatyon to us ys perdect5cofpwete5yn tie pa.es od 
Acrypturel anE ge’re coffanEeE not to aEE to or taIe aga, drof yt26 

But “ kewyeTe tiere are tyfes gien HoE paynts a pycture yn our fynEs to 
reyndorce a truti2 “n tiat respectl “ woTe tiys yfa.e od HoE tiat bwyvaketi 
siareE gyti fe kecause yt kawances koti syEes2 Sie tironel tie crognl tie 
wy.it tiat efanates drof Jyf siogs Jys Iyn.siyp anE iowynessl tie ciywE 
on ier dace kedore Jyfl .yTyn. Jyf tie reTerence Je EeserTes2 Sien Jys 
wa,yn. asyEe tie crogn to taIe ier yn Jys arfs siogs Jyf as tie Oatierl 
reassuryn. ier od Jys woTel cofdortyn. ierl ieawyn. ier2 Je ys styww tie Iyn. 
on tie tirone giywe keyn. tie woTyn.l protectyn. Oatier gio cares ynhnytew, 
akout Jys iurtyn. ciywE2

“t faEe a Eeep yfpressyon on fel tiys yfa.e od tie Oatier 4yn.2 “’E 
awga,s iaE a iarE tyfe seeyn. HoE as f, woTyn. Oatier2 “t gas fuci easyer 

62 FeTewatyon 00K6& N 6L
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to see Jyf as a stern 7uE.el gatciyn. f, eTer, foTel reaE, to punysi gyti 
wyde-won. conse'uences tie fynute “ steppeE out od wyne2 Wesl HoE ys 4yn.l 
anE Je ys f, 7uE.e2 “’f accountakwe to Jyf2 Je ys iow,2 Je gyww Eeaw gyti 
syn2 “t gouwE ke yrreTerent to Eyfynysi tiat2

But Je ys 7ust as fuci f, Oatier gio protects fe anE woTes fe2 Je 
Inogs f, sorrog anE deews yt gyti fe2

Je ys koti2 3uE.e anE Oatier2
“’f tie fuci-woTeE Eau.iter od tie herce anE .entwe 4yn.2



Untethered

December 3, 2017

I  spent a somber morning with Kimberley and her little one, Thomas, 
my third grandson, just one year old. The familiar ache of good-bye 

Olled me as I gathered them into hugs. —h, how I was going to miss 
this’this little boy with big, blue eyes and white-blonde hair. Ivd been in 
the delikery room when he was born, had seen him taWe his Orst breath, 
had heard his Orst cries. Nith their home just three doors from mine, Ivd 
enkisioned him in a few years, trotting down the sidewalW to Banavs house. 
?ut now, instead, Ivd be so far away hevd soon forget me.

I walWed through my pretty little house one last time, my footsteps 
echoing in the empty rooms. —ne last lingering looW at the home that had 
been such a joy and comfort to me. Nould I eker Wnow again a place that 
suited me so wellA

Cnd with that I droke away.
I was heartbroWen to leake Sornerstone, my lighthouse, and Mhaunakon, 

my place of restoration. xy last looW at that tiny prairie town was with 
miDed emotions’deep sadness, loss, regret, failure, resignation, relief.
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Cfter nearly siD hours on the road and then seemingly hundreds of trips 
up and down too many stairs, my things were at last unloaded into my 
new apartment in Mtoddard late that night. I walWed to the door with 
my Mhaunakon friends whovd come to help’2liLabeth and her daughter. 
Please don't leave me here, I begged. Clready, my air was choWed o… amid 
the stacWs of boDes that Olled the tiny rooms and the looming walls that 
cut up the space. Joneliness and fear reached around me, eken before my 
friends were gone, and threatened to sucW me under. This town, this job, 
this apartmentHnothing Ot me, I was certain. “ust that Orst few hours there 
and already I wondered how Ivd eker be oWay.

?ut Eod had brought this job and this apartment together for me, I 
reminded myself, and ”e wouldnvt let me fall. 1JiWe an eagle that stirs up 
its nest, that hokers oker its young, ”e spread ”is wings and caught them, 
”e carried them on ”is pinions.'3 

Livingston

Stoddard, Alberta

Cll I remember of my Orst day on the job at Jikingston Insurance was how 
lost I felt. I didnvt Wnow a thing about insurance. ?ut it wasn:t just that. 
2kerything about this position was so di…erent from what I:d been doing 
for the last four-and-a-half years. Ct Sornerstone, I:d spent most of my 
worWday alone in my o(ce, plodding systematically through tasWs. ”ere 
I had to be the front-line person, always on, bouncing from one thing 

3. Reuteronomy )8933 qBCM?V
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to another and bacW againHphones ringing non-stopHclients coming and 
going one after another. This job tooW multi-tasWing to a whole new lekel. 
xy introkert self was depleted of ekery ounce of energy by the end of each 
day.

The insurance terms and jargon were foreign to me. xany times, I didnvt 
Wnow what clients were talWing about when they called. —ker and oker I 
had to put them on hold to asW for help from a broWer.

Cnd people:s namesH It was something I:d neker thought of all the years 
that I:d liked in xoncton. ?ut di…erent areas hake their own collections 
of uni0ue family names. Ne had ours in Bew ?runswicW’?astarache, 
?oudreauD, Gobichaud, xelanfant, and ;autour. I came across some 
of these names again from time to time in the Yrench communities in 
MasWatchewan.

Nhen  I  went  to  Sornerstone,  I  learned  a  bunch  of  new  family 
names’they popped up regularly in my interactions.

?ut here on the job at Jikingston, I was bombarded daily by names I:d 
neker heard before. Slients would call and introduce themselkes, and I 
couldnvt maWe out what they were saying oker the phone.  I felt foolish, 
asWing them to repeat it oker and oker and Onally resorting to, Could you 
please spell that out for me?

2kery di(culty put me behind in my tasWs, and that just added to the 
pressure. Mtress oker the conse0uences of potential mistaWes hit in that Orst 
weeW and only intensiOed with time. It got me o… on the wrong foot, and 
I was neker able to set myself right again.

Nhat were challenges for me were all pretty standard for an o(ce such 
as ours. It wasnvt the job, the sta…, or the clients that made it so hard.

It was me.
I wonder now if I was truly unsuited for the job or if the circumstances 

of my life at that time’Onally facing that the dikorce was real and losing 
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my place at Sornerstone’had just taWen too much out of me to allow me 
to thinW and function well.

Ivd come to Jikingston with a determination to sticW with it for at least a 
year! I owed it to myself and to Rennis, and I was just stubborn enough to 
do it. Ne had a terriOc sta… team, and our boss and his wife were eDceptional 
to us. I hung on, and in time, things did get better. Ne had wonderful 
clients, I discokered, and serking them was where I found joy in my job.

I gake ekerything in me’learning, adjusting, rushing to Weep up, 
striking for eDcellence...

$et feeling WicWed again with each mistaWe.
I wish I could say I found my niche at Jikingston’that I came to Ot in 

it and it suited me well. ?ut I couldnvt 0uite bring it together.
Nhy couldnvt it hake worWed, something that should hake been so rightA

Escape

Cn immediate bright spot after my moke to Mtoddard that Recember was 
our upcoming Shristmas breaW which I would spend with ”olly. It would 
be my Orst trip to 5eace Giker, where she now liked. ”ow I looWed forward 
to those few days with her and her darling little boy, 2ric, nine months old. 
Ivd seen him only once before, the prekious “uly when shevd brought him 
to Mhaunakon. Souldnvt wait to cuddle that little baby againU

The annual o(ce party was scheduled for Yriday morning, Recember 
88nd. Jikingston Insurance would be business as usual but with sta… in 
our ugliest Shristmas sweaters and on constant parade to the Witchen for 
reOlls of all the tasty dishes spread out bacW there on the table. Nevd eat 
lunch together when we closed at noon and then eDchange gifts. Then, 
Rennis had already let me Wnow, I could leake for ”ollyvs before the o(ce 
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opened again at one o:clocW. ”e was concerned about my eight-hour drike 
and wanted to gike me an early start.

I thinW it was only two or three days before that Yriday party that I got 
bacW the report from my out-of-prokince inspection on my beloked ””G. 
The diagnosis was not good. It was all jibber-jabber to me’I donvt speaW 
mechanic’but when I set the report in front of Rennis, he looWed up at 
me with concern, You can’t drive this car way up there to Peace River. It’s 
not safe.

”e went through the list of problems, and my heart sanW. Gepairs would 
be eDtensike and costly. Ivd already put a chunW of change into my little 
buggy, and it wasnvt worth any more. xy trip was in a couple of days, and 
I had no way to get to ”ollyvs.

I’ll make a few calls, Rennis told me. We’ll find you a good car.
In no time, hevd located a 8PPF Yord 2scape about to go on the lot for 

4FFFK.PP. Rennis wielded a Willer deal’he Wnew the guy’and got it for 
me for 4KPPP.PP. ”e handed oker to the dealer the cash for the full amount, 
then helped me out with a monthly repayment plan. Bot that I was special. 
”e just did that sort of thing for people.

I whiLLed o… to 5eace Giker in my pretty, red ML;. Rennis called me a 
few hours into the trip to asW how it was going and if the car was handling 
well, giking me the chance to try out my Orst eker ?luetooth.

It  was  a  wonderful  holiday  with  my  girl  and  my  grandbaby,  a 
much-needed escape’a respite from the new job with its pressures and 
the new town where I didn:t yet Ot. Cnd Rennis helped maWe it happen.

Thus, my third kehicle came into my life, and with it, my Orst-eker 
monthly car payment.

I had it paid o… in seken monthsU Cgain, how Eod tooW care of meU
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Undone

The tasW of setting up my apartment had okerwhelmed me that Orst night 
in Mtoddard. ;isions of boDes and furniture stacWed to the ceiling, barely 
a pathway between, had haunted my dreams. Nith ekerything Gobert had 
shipped to me, Ivd had too much eken for my house in Mhaunakon. $et this 
new dwelling seemed half the siLe. There was a second bedroom, thanW 
goodness! Ivd stu…ed in a cabinet, booWcases, treadmill, and my eDtra bed.

The apartment was One, really, but to me, the layout was an ine(cient 
use of space. There was nothing attractike about the design, either’no 
coLy little nooWHno pretty woodworWHno lokely old hardwood Moors.

?ut I pulled out all the 1Mandra' touches I could muster just the same 
and went to worW. I arranged the furniture and hung up curtains and 
pictures, determined to maWe it homey and pretty. Then, tasW completed, 
I felt it out.

I walWed aroundH
JooWed it okerH
Surled up on the couchH
It didnvt worW.
I couldnvt relaD. I could not cheer the darW, galley Witchen or the starW 

white paint that was ekerywhere. The walls closed me in. Bothing could 
open up the boD and maWe it breathable.

Nithin weeWs, an unreasonable feeling of isolation tooW hold and 
wouldnvt let go. It gripped me, not only in the apartment, but ekerywhere 
I went in Mtoddard.

The stress of worW increased daily and neker left me. Ct Oke o:clocW 
ekery afternoon, I scurried home, seeWing sanctuary. I breathed a sigh of 
relief ekery Yriday ekening, sakouring the weeWend ahead! but by Maturday, 
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tension increased again, anticipating the coming xonday. Munday nights 
I was almost sicW. I was wound so tight, my insides buLLed all the time. 
There was no release. xore than eker, I was desperate for my recokery time. 
?ut my home wasnvt the reprieke I needed. It didnvt welcome me! it didnvt 
soothe.

—n weeWends, I went to the nearby city of Cirdrie just to escape. I picWed 
up my groceries and sometimes splurged at a co…ee shop or wandered the 
mall to lose myself in the crowds. In Salgary, I attended church or met with 
friends. I tried to forget reality and pretend I was oWay.

Those  times  away  let  me  breathe  again.  ?ut  they  were  always 
okershadowed by my impending return to Mtoddard and that apartment. 
Cs those sweet hours wound down, uneasiness tooW hold and my stomach 
tightened.

Ct last Ivd climb into my car and head north on the highway. The closer 
I:d get to Mtoddard, the darWer the night, with each familiar landmarW a 
symbol of my isolation. Ivd pull into town and slip the last few inches bacW 
into the pit.

I began a downward spiral into a depression I didnvt eken recogniLe. I 
didnvt hake the strength of spirit to create a social life for myself. I couldnvt 
thinW anymore and couldnvt eken carry on a reasonable conkersation. 
Nhen people talWed with me, I stared bacW at them blanWly. I couldnvt 
absorb their words or sort through the meaning. Those who met me 
during those months neker saw the real me. I must hake seemed an empty 
head, koid of personality. I didnvt recogniLe myself anymore.

xy house in Mhaunakon had become a liability. I couldnvt get a tenant. 
I put it up for sale but neker got a bite. I watched my banW account begin 
to dwindle’another thing that held me captike. I might hake looWed for a 
coLier place to like, but I couldnvt a…ord it. I was trapped. Bo way out.
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There was nothing wrong with the components of my life, I Wnew. 
Mtoddard was a lokely town Olled with friendly, wonderful people who 
welcomed me. I had a solid job in a good company with terriOc co-worWers, 
and I brought home a good income’Eodvs prokision. xy apartment was 
a safe place, warm and 0uiet, with good neighbors. I had health and food 
and clothing. I lacWed nothing physically. Yor all appearances, I should hake 
been thriking.

I tried to shift my thinWing and looWed for the cause of my troubles. 
Murely, I was doing something wrong. I searched my attitude’thatvs 
always the problem, right, when things arenvt worWingA Just put your trust 
in the Lord… Be positive… There’s always somebody worse off than you…

In truth, I was grateful for what Eod had giken me, and I thanWed him 
regularly. I was eker conscious that ”e was all that was holding me together, 
Onancially, mentally, physically, emotionally.

?ut none of this lessened the misery. xisalignments were not the cause, 
nor was addressing them a cure. Bot that I donvt hake wrong thinWing and 
wrong attitudes’I do. They were just not the case this time.

I sat in my liking room, time after time, and came undone. xy body 
tensed! my head pounded with my pulse. I swirled in the current, round 
and round. I sobbed and clenched my Osts. I didnvt belong. Bothing Ot. 
I was alone with no place, no roots, no solid ground. I was hopeless and 
helpless. Lntethered.

”ow much longer could I go on liWe thisA Murely, I would crash.
If it werenvt for a handful of friends who let me pour myself out to them 

in teDts, I donvt thinW Ivd hake surkiked. 2liLabeth, Mtephanie, “oy, xelody. 
They were my therapy, my salkation. xelody once wrote9

At the moment, there is no way you can see a sunrise. But that’s 
okay because it isn’t your problem to solve or control. God will 
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orchestrate it, and you will see His fingerprint; that will be 
your comfort, confidence, and security. You just wait. I will keep 
praying.

I clung to these tender messages. They were my lifeline.





Blessings

Stolen

Stoddard, Alberta
June 2018

W alking home from work the last Friday in June, I tapped the 
voice message that was waiting on my phone. It was the local 

motorsports shop, letting me know that my motorcycle pants were in. Yay!!
I still had my very 'rst pair of leather riding pants, the ones Ibd Nought 

in Bew 2runswick when Ibd 'rst gotten my license. 2ut they were way 
too Nig for me now since Ibd lost weight with all my food issues Nack in 
01—1. I had to hold them up, in fact, if I didnbt want to walk right out 
of themSnot such a cool look. zince I wouldnbt ride without full gear, a 
new pair of armored denim pants, a few siTes smaller, was my replacement 
choice. Phey were in, the message told me, and waiting for me at the shop.

Wonderful! I would have them Nefore I headed oR to xeace Hiver the 
nejt morning to visit Aolly for the July long weekend. I Nooted it the rest 
of the way home. I would Dust drop oR my Nag, graN my car keys, and hurry 
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to the shop Nefore they closed. I should have plenty of time if I didnbt 
dilly?dally.

I rounded the corner Dust Nefore my Nuilding, stepped into the parking 
lot, and... ztopped dead in my tracks.

Eone! 
…y parking space was empty!
Somebody stole my car! …y Daw hit the ground, as the truth knocked into 

me.
…y gracious! Aow had this happenedO I mean, I was hearing of stolen 

vehicles in ztoddard and surrounding areas, Nut Ibd never ejpected it to 
happen to me. Po me! Why meO Why’ Lh, how am I victim of this 
heinous crimeO!

I have to call police!
I need to let Aolly know I won9t Ne coming this weekend after all!
I have to inform my insurance Nroker!
Bo time to waste. I raced inside and up the stairs and changed into Deans. 

…ayNe, if I acted fast, I could still walk to the sports shop in time to get the 
pants. Phen that one chore would Ne taken care of. I could confront the 
mess of the stolen car and all its procedures and reports when I got Nack.

Aurry, hurry! Jeans Tipped up. Lut of the Nedroom, down the hall, hand 
on the doorknoN, pull’

Wait’!
I halted, door half opened... zlowly, it seeped into my thoughts’ Is it’O
I dashed down the stairs and Nack outside and hoofed it down the 

sidewalk, all the way Nack the way I9d come. Phe picture in my head 
was slowly coming into focus’ I reached the edge of the lot Nehind the 
insurance oqce and...

Yup, there it was. …y Ford 8scape’
’parked Nehind Vivingston Insurance’
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’where I9d forgotten it’
Yesterday’

George

Gnd there was EeorgeS
Eeorge was a seventy?plus?year?old gentleman who lived in apartment 

—1, right across the hall from my numNer 4. I9d met him 'rst thing, the 
day I was moving in. Aebd Neen out in the hall, all smiles, upon hearing 
our racket, introducing himself, watching us come and go with Nojes, his 
curiosity mijed with welcoming spirit.

I soon learned that there never was George without laughter. What a 
character! Ae was sharp and 7uick?witted. Ae loved to Doke and tease Nut 
was always gentle in his humor toward me. Ae9d regale me with stories of 
the pranks he9d pulled and then throw Nack his head and laugh, thoroughly 
delighted with his own humor.

Ae9d ring my Nell, Nringing me my weekly paper. It was never Dust aNout 
the paper, though, with Eeorge. Ae9d linger, make small talk, any ejcuse to 
chat. I’ve got something to show you, he9d say. Gnd he9d take me to his studio 
where his latest painting waited on the easel. Ae9d talk to me aNout the 
colors and the Nackground and ask my opinion, Should I make this shadow 
deeper? Should there be a cabin right here under the mountain?

…y 'rst ;alentine9s Cay in ztoddard, I got home from work to 'nd a 
little gift Nag outside my door. In the Nag was a 3aramilk Nar and a potted 
silk Gfrican ;iolet. Phe note read,

Sandra,
A  girl  should  not  go  without  flowers  and  chocolate  on 
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Valentine’s Day.
George

…ade. …y. Cay.
Gnother night, I trudged up the stairs after work, eager to kick Nack on 

the couch. Phere stood Eeorge Dust outside his doorway, smiling, towel 
neatly draped over his arm like a waiter in a high?end restaurant. Ae 
nodded politely, Your dinner is ready, my lady.

Ae ushered me to his taNle, already set. Ae pulled out my chair. Ae 
Nrought out the food and the wine. Ae told stories and chortled at his own 
punchlines. Ae insisted I take his most comfortaNle living room seat while 
we watched a 2ee Eees concert on P;. Ae made us tea.

G sweet, unejpected evening.
zunshine in my dreary world, this Eeorge!

Lee

Phat 3hristmas of 01—” with Aolly, my 'rst 3hristmas in GlNerta, had 
Neen one of my Nest. For those few days, ztoddard and Vivingston had 
slipped from the forefront. It was paDamas and morning coRee in the living 
room, chats and giggles and movies, and hugs and cuddles with little 8ric. 
Phey were treasured moments when I needed them most.

Phose precious days :ew Ny. Phen reluctantly, I9d said good?Nye and 
climNed into the 8scape for the long drive Nack to ztoddard.

When I9d stepped Nack into my apartment, utter loneliness had engulfed 
me. It was so hard to move to a place and not know anyone. ztoddard 
seemed so small to me and so far from everything, how would I make 
friendsO WhereO Gnything Neyond the edges of this little town meant 



WIBEz IB PA8 zPLH… 0“—

driving on cold, dark nights over winter highways. Phe thought only made 
me lonelier.

2ut then it occurred to me that I had one avenue for making connections 
right at my 'ngertipsSmy online dating account. Ibd signed up for it the 
previous July Nut had Neen away from it for the last three months. I had a 
sij?month memNership, though, so there were still a few days left. …ayNe 
this was a way to get to know people in the area. Phough it seemed like a 
long shot, I decided to give it a try.

I signed into the account and typed in a search of the 3algary area, 
hoping to 'nd someone who9d Ne willing to meet for coRee and mayNe 
lead me to friends and laughter and life outside of ztoddard.

I reached out to some people who seemed to match my Neliefs and 
interests, and a few struck up conversations with me. We continued with 
lighthearted discussions for several weeksSthese people were a real Nright 
spot for me in a diqcult time. 2ut they lived too far away for us to Ne 
any more than online ac7uaintances. …y few days on the site yielded 
nothing useful in the area. …y memNership ejpired, and I gave up hope 
of socialiTing through that route.

zomewhere near the Neginning of FeNruarySmayNe I was NoredSI got 
curious aNout what had Necome of my ejpired account. zo, I hopped Nack 
onto the site to check it out.

Vook at that! zomeone in 3algary had viewed my pro'le! 8ven without 
renewing, my information was still there. I hadnbt ejpected that. xeople 
could still 'nd me, go on my page, and I9d get noti'cations that theybd 
seen it. I could go on their pages, too, to read what they9d written aNout 
themselves.

I don9t know why this 3algary guy pi7ued my curiosity, Nut I snuck a 
look right Nack at him. Interesting. Ae spoke of Eod and of his faith in a 
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concrete, personal way( not everyone does that. Ae wrote well, and I saw 
we had some things in common.

2ut we couldn9t ejchange notes, I learned. …essages wouldn9t go 
through, not unless I renewed my memNership.

Oh well, doesn’t matter. I’m off of here, account closed, no way to get 
in touch. I tinkered around, trying to delete myself so no one else would 
attempt to contact me and think I was a snoN for not responding. 3lick, 
click, click. Yup, that should do it. Account deleted. Done.

G day or so later, I went Nack in to make sure I9d succeeded in removing 
my pro'le, and...

Bope, it was still there. 2ig and Nold as ever.
Gnd lo and Nehold, I had a message!
From that same guy from 3algary!
February 10, 2018

Hi, Sam, (My dating site handle)
I saw your profile a while ago but don’t believe I had written 
you. Thank you for viewing my profile, BTW.
I invite you to think and pray about opening a conversation 
with me. Whatever you decide, I’m sure God will lead you to 
what He has for you. Take care, please.
Sincerely, Lee

I sat up in my seat. Aow did that happenO Aow had the message come 
throughO

Well, turns out, suNscriNers can purchase ejtra memNership privileges 
that allow communication with any memNers, even those who aren9t 
active, like me. zo that was howShe had one of those special )plus5 
memNerships.
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Phe guy impressed me, and I wrote Nack the same day. I told him, yes, I9d 
like to start a conversation. I told a Nit aNout myself and asked some things 
aNout him.

Gnother message came from him soon after6

February 11, 2018
Hi, Sam,
Thank you for writing back. It was great to hear from you and 
to see we have so many common interests. I’ll try to answer some 
of your questions.

It went on with much aNout his kids, his interests, his relationship with 
Eod, and more. G lot of things aNout this guy I already liked. What I saw 
't my criteria. Yes, I had criteria6

…ust love the Vord aNove all else(
Cesire to serve Aim and others(
zhare some common interests with me(
If he touches me once in an inappropriate way, he9ll get no 
second chance(
xlay  guitar  and  sing  éthat  last  one  was  an  ejtra,  less 
importantK.

Gs it happened, Vee was a high?school Nand teacher turned college music 
teacher, now retired. Ae was a former symphony memNer, sang and played 
guitar in DaTT and folk Nands, was a 3hristian song?writer, and played piano 
and tuNa. Huh.

Gnd so it Negan.
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Vee and I went Nack and forth with emails, and Nefore long, he suggested 
we meet.

Good Morning, Sam. May I take you out for supper? Why 
don’t I come to Stoddard?

We set it up for FeNruary 01th. We agreed to meet at Heilly9s restaurant, 
Dust down the street from my place. I planned my departure carefully that 
Puesday evening. I would take all the time availaNle to get readySold face, 
much workSNut I wanted to get to the restaurant ahead of Vee. I9d much 
rather Ne the one at the taNle watching for him than walk in while he was 
at the taNle watching for me.

I walked the two?and?a?half Nlocks in the cold and the dark. I was 
Nundled  in  my  puRy  coat,  gloves,  and  scarf  with  hood  up  in  the 
minus?seventeen temps. Phe cold makes my nose run, so right inside 
Heilly9s door, I stopped to 'sh in my pockets for tissuesSget the nasty 
stuR out of the way Nefore meeting the cute guy.

Gs I fought to get out of my gloves, I noticed a man, seated at a taNle 
and looking my direction. Was that VeeO Was he here alreadyO I s7uinted 
across the room. It could Ne him’mayNe’ I tried to match the face to the 
pictures on the dating site. It was hard to tell from this distance’did he 
even see meO

Bo, no, it seemed he was looking at someone else out of my view on the 
other side of the wall that ran Neside me. Ae gave a little nod and grinned, 
responding to something the person had said. Bope, not him( I still had 
time, oh good.

…y purse kept falling oR my shoulder, my nose kept running, my gloves 
kept refusing to go into my pockets that the tissues were now hanging out 
of. I forced and fumNled Nut was losing the 'ght.
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In the midst of muttering to myself, movement caught my eye. …y 
attention whipped Nack to that same man who was now getting up from 
the taNle.

WhatO Lh, no! Ae9s coming this way! It is Vee! It9s Vee after all! It was 
me he was looking at all this time, not some guy Nehind the wall, and was 
witness to my awkward contortions in the 2attle for the Pissues.

GNort mission! GNort mission! Forget the gloves! 3atch the drip! éFor 
heaven sake, Ne discreet!K ztuR those tissues Nack into the pockets! ztand 
up straight! xut yourself together, woman!

I think I managed to get out of my hood, at least, as I made my way into 
the dining room. Ais eyes shone as he greeted me. Ae had a gorgeous smile 
that lit up his whole face. G shock of white hair rose Dust aNove the centre 
of his forehead and fell perfectly into the Nrown hair that swept around it. 
Ae had a haNit of running Noth hands 7uickly through it as he talked, I 
couldn9t help Nut notice.

I don9t rememNer a lot of our conversation that night. 8ven though the 
restaurant wasn9t Nusy, it was loud and hard to hear. I strained to catch his 
words more often than not.

Vee talked Nrie:y of his marriage and of his divorce a few years ago. 
Ae told me aNout the months he9d Dust spent in a caNin in …ontana, 
soul?searching and reconnecting with Eod. I saw how he cherished that 
time and the reverence and yearning for Eod he9d come away with.

Ae talked  aNout  his  kidsShis  love  for  them,  diqculties  in  their 
relationships with him, and his desire for them to live for the Vord.

Ae spoke of his youngest daughter, lost to cancer at Dust 've years old. I 
couldn9t imagine the pain to their family, Nut I saw a hint of it still in his 
eyes.

Gt the end of the night, he oRered to drive me home, and I was grateful 
to Ne rescued from the cold. ztopped outside my apartment, he came to 



zGBCHG EHG380“U

my side of the car, opened my door, and walked me to my Nuilding. I 
was impressed with this man, and I hoped, somehow, I9d made enough 
impression on him that he9d ask to see me again.

I9m rather independent. I9m 7uite good at Neing alone, and most of the 
time, I don9t mind it. 2ut there9s a deep part of me, way down in my soul, 
that longs for a good, godly man to share my life, to talk and laugh with 
me, to take walks hand?in?hand, to sing and dance, to love and serve our 
Eod together, to fold me in a hug and kiss me goodnight.

Gnd it came.
G second invitation from VeeSto Nowling and then a cheese Noard and 

live music at Eravity cafN in 3algary. What I rememNer learning that night 
is’

I. Co not. Vike. 2lue cheese.
Vee and I planned our third date for conversation and dining. We9d 

already spent two evenings in noisy settings( this time he chose a 7uiet 
Indian restaurant in 3algary, so we could talk easily and get to know one 
another.

Ae pulled out my chair and helped me get settled. Gfter we9d ordered, 
he slipped an envelope across the taNle. I lifted the :ap and pulled out the 
card that was inside.

Hi, Sam,
You’ll notice that this card starts empty and clean. Much like 
every day of our lives, we are free to write on it as we see fit. We 
can fill it with whatever we like.
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Today, I’m very happy to fill my evening enjoying time with 
you.
Thank you for being here. Thank you for being cheerful, 
thoughtful, and…just a little bit goofy!
And the rest of this card is blank. Do with it what you wish.
—Lee

Bejt time I saw him, I gave Nack the card, my own note written under 
his. It Necame a thing for usSa card Nack and forth, adding our thoughts 
for each other till we 'lled it, then one of us would start a new card.

Aow sweet they are, those notes. Aow many times Ibve pulled them out 
to read them again. Phey9re now in my Noj of treasures, carefully tucked 
away.

Lver the nejt couple of months, we saw each other two or three times 
a week. Vee even took me dancing. I have always wanted to learn to dance( 
it looks like so much fun. 2ut I9m a klutT, I can9t get the rhythm. I go left 
when I should go right. 

Phere on the dance:oor, I9d Nlush and apologiTe. Vee, ever gentle, would 
tell me I was too hard on myself, that I was graceful and Neautiful. I can 
still see his smile as he spun me on that :oor, his delight in my laughter’ 
3aptured my heart.

Ae invited me to a weekly singles group at his church. It was there that 
I met Joy, and Joy introduced me to her friend, Oristen, Noth of them put 
into my life for Eod9s purpose. Gt times when I hit rock?Nottom, these 
wonderful ladies helped pick me up and put me Nack together.

Vee and I went to church together. Aow good it was to have him at my 
side. We walked the trails in Bose Aill xark( enDoyed Japanese, Indian, and 
8thiopian cuisine( and we talked of many things. We grew closer.
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I had no reservations aNout Vee. Bo 7uestion, Eod had orchestrated 
our unlikely meeting. Vee was sweet, caring, and always treated me like 
a lady. Ae guarded me. Ae had a good sense of humor Nut never at my 
ejpense( he would not speak a word that might hurt my feelings. When I 
said something stupidSThere’s always a cushion of grace for you, Sam. You 
don’t have to worry about your words with me.

I relajed knowing he would never act inappropriately toward me. Ae 
took good care of me, noticed things I might enDoy, and Nrought them to 
me. Ae was honest and open. Ae spoke of his dreams, his uncertainties, 
his successes, his weaknesses and strengths, his mistakes and regrets. Ae 
studied the Word and was discerning and careful to stick to the truth( Ae 
wasn9t interested in a feel?good message that told only one side of the story. 
Ae asked my opinions, listened to my insights, and wanted to know my 
heart Nut never pushed for more than I was ready to tell. I was thrilled that 
we shared a real love for Eod.

Vee seemed to fall 7uickly. …y only worry was he might go too fast and 
stop short when hit with a reality neither of us yet saw.

Olive Tap

Vee was part of the …edicine Aat JaTTFest that June. Ae drove out 
on …onday to play guitar in diRerent Nands, eight or nine performances 
scattered throughout the week.  For his  last  performance,  he would 
accompany his friend, DaTT singer, Badia. Pheir event would Ne held at 
the Llive Pap where they would Ne the entertainment for zaturday nightbs 
sij?course dinner Ny a red seal chef.

Vee invited me to go, and he Nought me a ticket.
8jcitedly, I drove that zaturday afternoon from ztoddard to …edicine 

Aat, GlNerta. I followed Veebs directions to the motel where hebd Nooked 
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me a room. Vee wasn9t there when I arrived, so I went to the oqce to 
get myself checked in. Phe man at the desk looked at me, Your friend has 
already paid for your room, he said.

Vee lives on a Nudget. Ae9s set up ade7uately Nut does need to take care 
with his spending. zo this weekendSmy ticket, my roomSI knew he9d 
made a sacri'ce in order to give me this special gift.

Vee met me at my motel room later that afternoon, handsome in his vest 
and matching dress pants. I wore a simple, long navy dress with tiny :owers 
and a matching sweater.

We arrived at the Llive Pap lots early so Vee could set up. Phe owner of 
the venue seated me at the front taNle with Badia9s Noyfriend. I was ejcited 
to see Vee in action and couldn9t have had a Netter spot.

For two?and?a?half hours I was captivated. Phe chef produced one 
ej7uisite dish after another, course after course. I don9t think I9ve ever 
tasted food so delicious. 

Gnd while we ate, Badia sang, her soft, lovely voice 'lling the room, 
accompanied Ny Vee on guitar. Ais 'ngers moved deftly over the strings, 
releasing the most Neautiful melodies. Ae looked so content, perfectly 
at ease. Phis was where he NelongedSmaking music for an appreciative 
audience, like those of us gathered there that night.

Phe music’the meal’ What an evening!
Vee and I 'nished it oR with a moon?lit walk on the hill overlooking the 

city, then down along the river. I couldn9t get over all that he9d done for 
me. I wanted you to feel special, he told me when I thanked him.

It was one of the most special nights of my life.
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Vee and I spent my Nirthday together in 01—MSthe whole day, hiking and 
talking. G young man walking Ny took a notion that we should have a 
picture of us. )You two look so good,5 he said. I handed him my phone, 
and we Noth smiled into the camera.

In that photo, we9re sitting on a large tree trunk that grows out sideways, 
a few feet oR the ground. Phe 2ow Hiver9s Nehind us. 2are Nranches reach 
up to the sunlight, the early …ay warmth having not yet tempted out the 
leaves. Vee has his arm carefully across my shoulders.

Aow many times have I picked up that frame and touched 'ngers to 
those facesO Phe hopes and dreams, the love and Doy re:ected in those 
smiles.

The Incident

Calgary, Alberta
June 7, 2018

…y Neloved 0#1 zuTuki, my housewarming gift, was still in my garage 
in zhaunavon. Gs the weather got warmer that spring of 01—M and 
motorcycles Negan to appear on the roads, I started to think aNout Nringing 
mine to ztoddard. Vee had a sleek, ——11cc, matte?Nlack, Indian zcout, and 
we were eager to cruise together.

2y that time, though, I9d driven around those GlNerta highways enough 
in my 8scape that I had some reservations. Praqc was mercilessSNig 
trucks, congestion, cars darting in and out, frightening speeds. Gll that 
with the steep mountains and 'erce winds meant my little Nike was much 
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too light and powerless. I9d get thrown all over the place and wind up Dam 
on the pavement.

zo I went shopping on OiDiDi.  Gnd on June ”,  Vee came with me 
to 3hestermere to pick up my gleaming, Nlue 011U zuTuki 2oulevard, 
M11ccSa Neautiful Nike. It was Nig! It had the power and weight I needed 
to Ne steady and safe. Gnd so comfortaNle to ride with its :oorNoards and 
wide, cushy seat.

…y 2oulevard needed a new Nattery, the seller let us know, Nut we9d 
take care of that tomorrow. I donned my gear, we Noosted the Nike, and 
I nervously set out for 3algary and into rush?hour traqc on the Ceerfoot. 
Bo tip?toeing into  this Nikebs initiation.

It was a Phursday evening, our singles9 night. We went straight from 
3hestermere to the church, Vee in his )Vittle Hed5 8ntourage, keeping a 
close eye on me and the zuTuki.

Hight after our group that night, Vee had a worship practice. Ae came 
with me to the parking lot to Noost my Nike again and see me oR. Will you 
let me know you made it home safely?Shis usual re7uest. Phen he went 
Nack into the church, and I set out.

Just a short run up the street, I stopped at a traqc light on the …cOnight 
overpass, waiting to make a left turn onto the P0 highway, going north. 
Phat was the moment the 2oulevard chose to stall. I 'gured I must have 
mishandled the clutch or something, and I pushed the ignition switch 
again.

Bothing.
Phe Nike would not start, no matter how I coajed.
With its massive front end, the Nike was much too heavy for me to push 

up the slope to get it out of the road. I was in the middle of the lane, 
Nlocking traqc, and cars were steadily pulling around me to Ne on their 
way.
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Lne man stopped and helped me push the Nike to a small dead space at 
the side of the lane, which put me out of the chaos. Ae didn9t have Nooster 
caNles, though, so that was all he could do for me. I thanked him, grateful 
for the help he9d given. I tejted Vee and hoped he9d see it Nefore he started 
for home, the other direction.

2efore long, a car headed the opposite way came to a stop alongside me. 
G young woman rolled down her window and oRered to help. When I told 
her the proNlem, she swung her car around and pulled up tight Nehind me. 
Aer name was Oelsey, she said, and she always carried Nooster caNles.

We got the Nike started, Nut it stalled again Nefore we could get the seat 
Nack into place. Lver and over we tried, Nut no way would it keep running 
long enough for me to get on it. Gll the while, I kept calling Vee and leaving 
messages on his phone. 8ventually, I gave up hope that I would reach him 
in time.

Gt last, he appeared. Ae9d left his phone in his car during practice( that9s 
why he9d taken so long to get my message. Ae was so relieved to 'nd me 
and to see that I was okay. Ae tried his hand at the 'nnicky Nattery Nut had 
no more success with it than I9d had.

What to doO It would soon Ne dark. We couldn9t leave the Nike there on 
a hill on a Nusy overpass.

Let’s get it to a parking lot, then we’ll figure it out, Vee suggested. Ae 
turned the Nike around, and I hopped on. Ae pushed me out into the 
lane toward the crest of the hill, Nack the way I9d come more than an hour 
Nefore. Oelsey, our Eood zamaritan, followed with her four?ways on, to 
keep motorists from slamming into us.

Vee held the Nack of the seat, keeping me upright. Ae pushed, and I 
started, wheels turning slowly, over the crest and then downward. Phe Nike 
picked up speed. Vee Dogged Nehind, clinging to the seat. Faster and faster 
I went.
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Put on the brake! he yelled, Nreathless. You’re going too fast! Slow down!
Why do I need to slow down? I called Nack over my shoulder.
Because I can’t keep up!
Why do you need to keep up? I laughed.
Oh yeah…, it dawned on him. Ae let go of the seat and Dogged to a stop, 

watching me coast down the hill.
Eravity took me to the Nottom where Vee pushed me again, around the 

corner and into a parking lot across from a Cenny9s. 2y that time it was 
dark, and Oelsey drove him Nack up the hill to his van.

Phat9s when I realiTed our solution. 
I called GGG.
Qpon Veebs return with his van, he and I wandered over to Cenny9s for 

some food and chit?chat and a few laughs at the nightbs events. We kept a 
careful eye on the Nike through the window.

GGG 'nally came Dust Nefore one a.m. We helped the guy load the 
Nike and secure it. We unloaded it again at Vee9s in the north end of 
3algary, a disturNance that might not have Neen so much appreciated Ny 
the neighNors at that hour.

Gt two a.m. we were Nack on the highway, cruising toward ztoddard in 
Vittle Hed. We chuckled again aNout how he9d run so hard to keep up to 
me, so intent on taking care of me and the Nike that hebd forgotten to let 
gravity do its DoN.

You know, Vee said, This was a really fun night.
I agreed.
8ver after, Vee referred to this event as )Phe Incident.5 We still smile at 

the memory. We had a lot of good times together, and Phe Incident is still 
near the top of my list of favorites.

I think he9d say the same.
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Gone

Stoddard, Alberta
2018

Vee was there for me through one of the lowest periods of my life. Ae 
encouraged me, supported me, and challenged me. Ae Nrought me humor 
and conversation.

Phen came the day that something changed. I knew it as soon as he 
walked in the door. For the 'rst time, when he greeted me, Vee9s smile 
didn9t reach his eyes.

We had a very long conversation. Bot an easy one. Ae told me of his 
inner turmoil. Ae was unsure of us. Qnsure if we were right for each 
other. Qnsure if he should marry again. Qnsure of himself, if he could 
love someone enough and Ne the right kind of husNand. Ae was afraid of 
repeating his mistakes( he feared he9d fail again.

I knew it was more than Dust his own struggles that Nothered him. …y 
shortcomings were a concern too. I wasn9t willing to settle for less than my 
standard, so I understood that he didn9t want to settle for less than his.

Ais words were like a knife to my heart. Ae cried as he talked. It was 
tearing him up, too, Nut he Nelieved he had to end it.

Gnd when I closed my door that night, my Vee was gone.



He Directs My Steps

Kenton, New Brunswick
Early 2000s

A s a teenager, my son, Ian, did frequent campouts with his friends in 
a pretty spot they called Rusty’s Bend (Rusty was our dog). They 

often invited me to hike to their campsite with them, about a kilometre 
from home. We’d trek across the Oeld opposite our house, and I’d follow 
them through the woods on a path that I never could see. We’d have lunch 
around the campOre, then before evening, Ian would guide me out again 
to the edge of the Oeld. That’s why I never had to learn the way.

Nne Kovember afternoon, after Draft -inner and hot dogs that the 
guys had prepared on an open Ore, we left the camp together, Ian and 
me, and set o— toward the Oeld that would take me home while his buddy 
stayed back at the site, setting up for their weekend. We talked as we went. 
We weren’t in a rush, but we couldn’t dilly'dally, eitherjhe had to get me 
out and get back to the camp before dark.

-istracted with our conversation, ISd picked my path Gust a little way o— 
from his, I noticed. But I didn’t correct my steps. It was okay. I could still 
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see him and hear him. We continued walking parallel with one another, 
neither of us concernedjthere were only a few feet between us?

I passed behind a tree?
And he was gone.
I stopped in my tracks and looked over to where Ian should have been. 

Fe wasnSt there. I peered through the trees again, stepping forward and 
backwards, searching for movement. There was no sign of him. Fow could 
he have disappearedP It was like I’d slipped through a portal into another 
dimension.

I called and called. Ko answer. Kothing.
But heSd have noticed by now that I wasnSt with him anymore. Curely, 

he would call out to me. I listened...
But the only sound was the rustle of trees and the sigh of the woods. It 

whispered out an eerie welcome, I am vast and beautiful; I will swallow 
you up, and you will wander me alone.

Reality slammed hard. I’m alone in the woods with no idea how to find my 
way out.

;or those on the prairie,  it’s hard to imagine the scope of a Kew 
Brunswick forest. zeople don’t Ond their way once they’re lostM they donSt 
come out, not without some skill or a compass. I had neither. All directions 
look alike, and one can go round and round in circles. The lost can wander 
for days, become disoriented, even emerge and cross paved roads without 
reali7ing it and lose themselves in the woods again on the other side.

I breathed in sharply and scanned my surroundings. ISd never seen this 
part of the woods before. Where was IP These trees...the underbrush...the 
ground...  It  all  looked  completely  di—erent  from  anything  ISd  ever 
encountered on the trail. xy stomach tightened. Fow did I get hereP 
Which way should I goP
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I took another breath and forced my fears away. I’d never get out if I let 
panic take over. I prayed for Eod’s guidanceM Fe was my only hope.

I hadn’t yet changed my courseM I was still headed the direction Ian had 
been taking me. I stood on my spot and looked straight ahead, This is north 
and home is east. I raised my right arm, straight out at my side. Then I 
turned my head to Ond a landmark beyond where my outstretched Ongers 
pointed. I picked a distinctive tree in the distance and then a second one 
beyond that. Clowly, I turned my body till I was lined up with them.

I Ogured if I kept picking two points, aligning them one with the other, 
and walking straight for them, I’d eventually come out at the edge of our 
road, across from our house. This was my mission.

I started forwardjOrst point reachedM pick a new pointM walk. Cecond 
point reachedM pick the ne9t pointM walk. And so I plodded.

;rightening thoughts invaded. I had nothing in my pockets to eat. It was 
already afternoon. Kight would soon come and blackness would envelop 
the woods and the sky. I imagined hoots and howls and snapping twigs 
coming ever closer to me in the dark. It was a warm day for Kovember, and 
I was One now, though wet to the knees by this time from wading through 
swamps. But it would be cold tonight, and I had no matches or lighter to 
start a Ore. Fow would I keep from free7ingP

Fow many days would I wander?P
Not now, I chided myself and pushed the thoughts aside. Focus on the tree 

ahead. Walk, tree, focus, walk. I stumbled onward. 5very time I reached 
an impasse, I charted an alternate course, choosing my markers carefully, 
before leaving my path. The afternoon wore on.

Without warning, I stepped onto a logging road. It could lead out, I 
knew, if I chose the right direction. I looked up and down. Eo to the right 
or to the leftP The road probably intersected other logging roads, too, and 
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it would be impossible to know which ones led out and which only led 
deeper into the ma7e.

Co... RightP Nr leftP
There was no way to tell.
I went left and walked up a gentle slope, all the way to a bend in the 

road. But something made me hesitate. I stopped. Was this the right wayP 
I looked ahead, then turned to look behind. I didnSt know. -aylight still 
shone down, but I had to hurry. xake a decision.

;or reasons unknown, I thought I should go back, and I began to retrace 
my steps. I was about a third of the way to the point where ISd entered the 
logging road when, up ahead, two large black balls tumbled out onto the 
road, bounded across, and disappeared into the woods on the other side.

Bears.
Ko mistaking them.
I fro7e in my tracks and stared after them. TheySd been far enough o— 

and were in too big a hurry to notice me, thank goodness. I smiled as relief 
washed over me. I paused there a moment to steady my heartrate, then I 
made my way forward againjpast my point of entry, past where the bears 
had crossed. Nnward and onward.

A footpath branched o— the road and over a hump into a little hollow. 
Without knowing why, I followed. I waded through more water and 
skirted some debris to what looked like a shallow ditch. I traversed the 
ditch...

And stepped up onto a road.
Kot Gust a logging roadM a real road. Two lanes. 2ars and trucks.
And I knew ISd be okay.
There were no houses in sight. I didn’t recogni7e my surroundings at all. 

It was odd, but the scene before me didn’t add up to what my head had 
calculated. Which way's home? Where am I? 
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I picked a direction and started walking.
In minutes, I reached a signjAarvis Road it proclaimed in white letters. 

;inally, I knew where I was. It wasn’t our road, the one I’d thought I was 
headed for, but it was close.

Aust as night fell, I turned around and, picking up the pace, headed for 
home, the opposite direction. A few more kilometers to go.

I was sure I’d kept a straight course, I mused to Ian later. How did I end 
up on Jarvis Road?

But we weren’t headed north, like you thought, when I lost you, Mom, he 
e9plained. We were going east.

5astB We were already going eastB
I’d lost track of our direction way back at the beginning of our day, 

shortly after we’d entered the woods. And once surrounded by tall forest, it 
was impossible to see the sun on its low, westward course. Co when ISd lined 
up those points that I thought were eastward, theySd led me southward 
instead. That’s how I’d come out on the wrong roadB

But the mistake that could have been disastrous hadn’t turned out 
wrong. xy misdirection had been made right by Comeone who knew 
the way. As ISd stumbled through the forest that day, the Eod of the 
universe had commanded my steps. FeSd kept me from panicking and 
running in circles. FeSd brought me to the logging road. Fe steered me 
on a straight'enough course to get me to a place I knew, Gust at nightfall.

FeSd brought me home, my ;ather, my Euide.
I know today’s no di—erent. Fe still directs. Fe knows my way. Fe 

corrects when I misstep. When I’m afraid of what’s ahead, Fe takes my 
hand and leads me through, onward on the path Fe’s chosen...

5ver closer to home.





Bridge of Tears

L ee and I endured our separate agonies. I played over his words, again 
and again. I was so sure we were meant for each other. Yet, I didn’t 

want anything that wasn’t right for me or for him. I shuddered to think I 
could end up the wife he came to regret.

Then one morning he sent a brief note, wishing me a good day. Just 
those few words from him were like a cup of cold water to a thirsty soul. 
How I missed him.

That led to longer letters. We poured out our feelings for each other, 
our fears, our pain. He talked of maybe trying again, but he needed to go 
more slowly. He was afraid of plunging ahead too fast, blinded by what we 
wanted, unable to see what was right. He needed time to be sure.

He asked to see me. No promises. We don’t need to solve our whole world, 
just enjoy each other for a time, he said. 

He picked me up and took me to Airdrie for dinner, an evening of sweet 
togetherness. Such sadness came over me as he drove me home. Would 
there be another night for us like tonight? He walked me to the door and 
pulled me into a hug. He held on just a little extra. Then we said good-bye 
with no promise of again.

A few days later, He invited me to church. Slowly, we eased back 
into dating. I hoped that our more-careful approach would give Lee the 
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assurance he needed. I soaked up every minute with him, always afraid it 
might be our last. I never could relax, and we never settled quite back into 
what we were before.

For the next year, we were on-again, o—-again. Lee battled the same 
tug-of-war in his heartBhe seemed to want to be with me, but something 
kept bringing him back into turmoil. I can’t speculate about all his con;ict, 
for only he knows it.

I could always see when he’d slip again into the torment, and sooner or 
later, one of us would confront it. He was always honest with me, even 
when it meant dashing my hopes. He was gentle with my heart, worried 
about what he was doing to me. I told him I believed in us, that I went in 
willingly, and I knew the risks. It might not work out, but I wanted to give 
it every reasonable chance.

Those months gave us wonderful times togetherBhikes and talks and 
bike rides and many laughs. I still cherish the memories. Through it all, 
we both ran our own careful assessment. I faced that we couldn’t keep 
repeating this cycle. We’d given lots of chances for fears and uncertainties 
to work themselves out. Oy now Lee would have gained assurance if it were 
ever going to come. This was a bigger issue. I had to accept that this kind 
of relationship wasn’t for himM I’d never want to force it.

The next time we hit that wall, it was the last for me. I hated what it was 
doing to him, and I’d gone as far as I could go. We both needed to be set 
free. I think he’d come to the same decision.

We said good-bye again.
That last break-up was a new beginning. We took some time apart and 

limited our communication. It was hard at 3rst, but gradually it got easier. 
I knew we’d done the right thing as much as I knew we couldn’t go back.
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Out something kept us knit together. We still missed each other. I’m so 
happy we were able to go on from there into friendship. I wouldn’t trade 
a thing, not even going to Stoddard, if it meant I’d not have known him.

Incredible, isn’t it,  how lives intertwine to become forever woven 
together in heart and memories? Yes, we went through some tough stu— at 
times, Lee and I. Out we found our place with each other. And a wonderful 
place it was.

He told me once, he was sorry for the tears he’d caused me. True, there 
were tears. Out they were a necessary bridge to the beautiful friendship that 
followed. I’m thankful for him. I’m thankful for all of it.

Out not even Lee could lift the darkness. 4y life, my world was all wrong. I 
was so deep in a black hole, I couldn’t even see the sky. For thirteen months, 
it took everything in me just to survive. I vented my feelings into emails to 
myself;

November 16, 2018
There’s  nothing normal, nothing right,  nothing that fits, 
nothing that works. Nowhere to retreat from the attack, no 
haven, no family, no home, no place of comfort and recharging. 
I feel like all the mess is building, pressurizing, and I’m about 
to blow, shooting pieces of me everywhere. I don’t know how to 
find an outlet, a way to keep from being destroyed.



SANDRA GRACE26<

January 4, 2019
I don’t like the person I am now. I rarely laugh, I have very little 
sense of humor, and can’t carry on a reasonable conversation. 
I’m wearisome to everyone around me. I cry frequently and 
almost have a breakdown at the thought of having to continue 
this way. I’m so off that I’m tense and anxious and exhausted 
all the time. There’s no break from it. All of life is draining 
with no refilling.

Even now, when I look back, I shudder, the blackness was so heavy. I 
couldn’t understand why this was all so hard for me, and I had no idea how 
to 3x it.

Relief was in God, pouring out to Him in prayer, being encouraged in 
His Word.

Then one day, the answer came=



Dark Curtain

P urpose. Meaning.

For today. For tomorrow. For life.
Purpose is wired in us by God. An innate human need. We have to have 

something to live for, a reason for doing what we do.
Purpose keeps our minds active and focused; less negative; less centered 

on self. It brings a sense of achievement and competence. It keeps us living, 
working, hoping.

We look for purpose in the happenings that interject into our lives. 
Especially in the tough stux, an eBplanation makes persisting a little easier.

’ut what about when we can?t see the purposeN When the days ahead 
look dark, like a black curtain hangs across our futureN We search. We ask. 
’ut there?s nothing there. Ho answer. Ho reason.

We?ve asked for God?s leading. We?ve not pushed our own agenda. We?ve 
done what we?re certain Ye?s shown us. qet it seems to have come out all 
wrong, we can?t DB it, and there?s no way out. It?s hard not to Suestion, 
did God really orchestrate thisN Rid I misread the signsN Miss a turn 
somewhereN

I spent days and nights staring at that black curtain, dreading, fearing it 
would never lift. I wanted a reason to hold onto for why Ye?d led me into 
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this darkness. Comeone I might help”a lesson I might learn”the making of 
a better me” ’ut weeks and months slipped away, and nothing happened.

A friend looked straight at me one day and said, JIt might not have 
anything to do with you.U In the moment, it hit hard. 6ould all this be 
happening for a purpose completely separate from meN For a mysterious 
someone and I?d never know who or whyN Oust a shadow to cross my path 
someday. —nseen. —nheard. —nfelt.

2eassurance,  however  weak,  came  from  knowing  God  makes  no 
mistakes. Ye knew I wanted what Ye chose for me. Ye?d never have let me 
make a wrong choice, believing it was from Yim, and then chastise me for 
it. Ye?d planned this for me whether or not I knew why. And Ye enriches 
and strengthens through every circumstance, even when I don?t feel it.

My situation wasn?t right for me, I knew, but it was right for me for the 
time. zne of those perpleBities, at odds with itself, yet in harmonyTGod 
masters in them.

Cometimes God puts us into di!culties and leaves us there just long 
enough. Ho great eBperience comes from it, no ama7ing revelation.

1hen Ye urges  us  to  act.  JWhy are  you sitting  in  the  messN  Ro 
something4 What are you waiting forNU

And, like that, it?s over.
1hat?s how the curtain lifted for me. zne day, I knew it was time to 

take action. Where once I was trapped, there were now opportunities. A 
decision, a change, momentum, release.

And God removed obstacles, one after another. Ye worked out unlikely 
details while I was still ba:ed as to how they could come together. 1hen, 
there I was, peering down a bright new path, taking that Drst step in a new 
direction.



WIHGC IH 1YE C1z2M …“3

I still don?t have any answers for those dark months. ’ut it?s not for me 
to know what God chooses not to reveal. Ye?s just as right and just as good. 
And Ye will accomplish with it whatever Ye will.

Perhaps” Might those di!cult days have been a stepping stone to what 
was coming neBtN

Maybe I?ll never know.
And that?s okay." 

". Psalm "(…)5. &When my spirit is overwhelmed within me, qou know my path.& LHAC’K
Proverbs 5)V 8 “. &1rust in the Jord with all thine heart and lean not on thine own 
understanding. In all thy ways, acknowledge Yim, and Ye shall direct thy paths.& LKOLK
2omans M)…M. &And we know that all things work together for good to them who love God, 
to them who are called according to Yis purpose.& LKOLK





Lifted

Wings

T hough most birds take refuge from a gale, did you know eagles 
?y right into the stormp They scread their wings to let the winds 

varry them, lifting them higher, abo.e angry vloudsU ’c out of the stormBs 
reavh, they glide on gentler airU Weyond the raging temcest, eagles soar 
unhinderedU

Ihen G trust in Hod, “e strengthens meU Iith “is cower, GBm able to 
fave what vomes, to rise abo.e the storms of trials and heartavhesU LThey 
who wait for the ;ord shall renew their strength” they shall mount uc with 
wings like eagles” they shall run and not be weary” they shall walk and not 
faintU1!  Weautiful cromiseO

Sne day, it ovvurred to me, why did G ha.e to wait for the house in 
zhauna.on to sell before looking for another clave to li.e, a home that 
suited me betterp Ihy vouldnBt G do something right nowp G no longer 
had a var cayment” with that money freed uc, G should be able to a4ord a 
clave elsewhere if G were varefulU G assessed my 0nanves again and reali:ed 

!U Gsaiah 3(EV! )AzND
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the numbers in my bank avvount were going bavk uc, not downU -aybe 
there was a way out for meU

Gt was time for avtionU G gathered my vourage and ocened uc a searvh of 
acartments for rentU

Time to scread my wings and rise abo.e this stormU

RirdrieBs a lo.ely little vity situated Pust north of the Malgary limits, right on 
the JAGGU G found a beautiful acartment on the west endU zcavious kitvhen 
and dining area, in—suite laundry, nine—foot veilings, two big bedrooms and 
a master en suiteU xatio doors ocened uc to a tuvked—in balvony with a .iew 
to the west, o.erlooking a big cond and 0elds and farmsU R walking trail 
wound cast, right below the li.ing roomU $ust uc the knoll was a sclash 
cark, clayground, baseball 0elds, .olleyball, and moreU Then, Pust the other 
side of the building, was full—blown vity lifeU

Gt would be an easy route from ztoddardU G vould lea.e work behind at 
the end of eavh day, and with a short dri.e, GBd be home in a whole new 
surrounding that suited me well'ceocle, shocs, carks, trailsU ;ifeU

Wut a clave like this would be eqcensi.eU G knew G vould ne.er a4ord itU 
G tried to crecare myself for the let—downU How much is the rent? G wanted 
to knowU

$1300 a month.
F!V((O ThatGs allp G vould manage thatOO G vouldnGt belie.e itO Ihat an 

uneqcevted blessingO Rnd it was Pust in time'my ztoddard lease was ucU G 
vould mo.e the end of -arvhU

G signed the new lease and started cavkingU
Rt last, the dark vurtain liftedU
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Good Neighbors

Stoddard, Alberta
March 2019

G vame uc the stairs one night after work to 0nd Heorge waiting for me in 
his doorway, arms vrossed. I want to talk to you…to help you out a little, he 
saidU

Gn my eqcerienve, a statement like this, avvomcanied by that costure, 
is usually followed by a recrimand of some sortU G traicsed after him 
into his acartment where he dawdled, showing me his tomato clants and 
forget—me—nots, tiny scrigs Pust coking uc through the soil of the window 
boqes lined uc along the ?oorU Ie vhatted about ?owers and scringU “eBs 
easing in gently, G thoughtU

So, he got down to businessU The day you move out, he motioned me to 
the window and cointed to the streetU If you want to use the back door, I’ll 
make sure those trucks—you see down there? I'll make sure they aren’t parked 
thereU I know both those guys. I’ll have them leave that space open, so you can 
get in nice and close with your moving truck.

Oh, okay. That would be great. G relaqedU That wasnGt so badU Thanks, G 
told him, truly cleasedU

I want to help, he smiledU I can’t do the stairs or lift much, but I can do this. 
Then he sobered, I never thanked you for the Valentine’s chocolates you left 
for me last month. I feel really bad about that, he saidU

G brushed him o4, Pfft, don’t worry about it, George. I just wanted to give 
you a little something.
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And…, he caused, looking more forlornU I’m gonna miss you when you 
go.

Two days later, 7oger rang my bellU 7ogerBs my neighbor in number !!U 
“e mo.ed in the summer after G didU “e, too, is an older man, retired, li.ing 
aloneU “eBs not the goofy vharavter that Heorge isU “eBs softer scoken, but 
Pust as sweetU

G ceeked through my scyhole and there he stood, looking dePevtedU I hear 
you’re leaving, he greeted when G ocened the doorU

I am, G noddedU
I’m gonna miss ya, he stated, sadlyU You’re a good neighbor.
Rh, G was so fortunate to ha.e these two wonderful gentlemen looking 

out for meU Hood neighbors, indeedO
zuddenly, 7ogerBs fave brightened, And after you're gone, I’m getting 

your parking space! he announvedU

$ust weeks before my mo.e, clans started to unra.elU G needed to be out of 
my ztoddard clave, vleaned and steamed, by noon on -arvh V!stU Then G 
learned my new clave wouldnBt be ready till Rcril 3thU The management 
there needed time to cower—vlean and caintU Hood grief, what do G do in 
the days between my mo.e—out in ztoddard and my mo.e—in in Rirdriep G 
mean, G vould crobably go to a friendBs for a few nights, but what about all 
my furniturep
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Skay, okayU GBd Pust fork o.er the vash and rent the mo.ing truvk for a 
few eqtra daysU zurely thereGd be someclave G vould cark it till the fourthU 
zo G valled to book a truvkU

We can’t do that, the agent told meU We only do one-day rentals at the end 
of the month.

Rre you kidding mep
Don’t worry, a friend told meU I have a big trailer. We’ll pack your stuff 

in it for as long as you needU
That was a cretty big invon.enienve to her, G reali:ed, to vlean her stu4 

out and bring the trailer to meU Gt was invredibly good of her to o4er, and 
G was so gratefulU

IhewO Skay, bavk on travkU G kect on with my cavkingU Then a few 
days later, she vame to meU zomething had vome uc” she vouldnBt scare the 
trailerU ’hO G was bavk to sHuare oneU

G vhevked into storage vontainersU They were outrageously eqcensi.eU 
G vouldnBt Pustify something like that if G wanted to eat for the neqt siq 
monthsU Cow whatp G was out of ideasU G vouldnBt imagine how this would 
work outU Ihere would G 0nd a scave big enough that G vould a4ordp

$ust days to goU G had almost e.erything cavked uc and labelledU I still 
don’t know what to do, G told ;ee on the chone one nightU I might have to 
stack my stuff at the curb like a fort and sleep inside it.

I don’t know either, Sam. God will work it out. Let’s pray and give it to 
Him.

G talked again with the manager of my new buildingU G eqclained my 
credivament and asked if there were any way she vould uc my mo.e—in dateU 
Rt last, she surrendered, You can have it at noon on March 31st. 

G sighed with relief and gratitude, knowing the savri0ve it meant for her 
and her sta4U Wless themO
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Rbout the same time, the friend with the trailer had another ideaU zhe 
remembered that her vhurvh used to ha.e a ministry helcing ceocle mo.eU 
zheBd get in touvh with them, she told me, and see if they still did itU

Malls were made, arrangements cut in clave, and sure enough, these 
wonderful ceocle were at my door at eight on zaturday morning, -arvh 
V(thU GBd barely let them in and they were varting out the boqesU They went 
about their work vheerfullyU They were so eIvient'so fast'they were 
done and gone in two hoursU Rll my things were loaded into their own 
trailers and truvks and dri.en away, safely carked for the nightU The neqt 
day, they dro.e uc to my new clave in Rirdrie and unloaded it all into my 
acartment, Pust as Huivkly and Pust as eIvientlyU

They ne.er asked for caymentU This was ministry for them'a way for 
them to gi.eU Ihat an ama:ing vrewO Ihat ser.antsB heartsO

We were so blessed, Sam, ;ee said again and againU There’s no way we could 
have done all that by ourselves. God did this for you. God has blessed your 
decision, Sam.



Out of the Coma

Airdrie, Alberta
2019

B efore Stoddard, I knew I was sensitive to my surroundings, but it 
wasn’t until I lived there those long months that I came to realize just 

how great an e.ect they have on mep It’s imxossible to eqxlain it adeTuately 
to someone who doesn’t understandp Fo many xeoxle, a room is just a 
roomp If it has four good walls, a solid —oor, and a roof that doesn’t leak, it 
serves them wellp

Mor me, a room can soothe and comfort3I feel stress slix away3or it 
can make me unsettled and anqious the minute I stex into itp It can mean 
the di.erence between being relaqed and able to xarticixate in what’s going 
on or sitting rigid and Tuiet, being distracted, feeling awkward and in the 
wayp It all dexends on the layout, the colors, the xlacement of furniture, 
and the lightingp

By suxxertime on that 1arch ANst, the movers had left me amidst my 
boqes to do the unxacking in my new Dirdrie homep Fhey’d made sure the 
big things were in xlace for me, so I got right to workp Setting ux my home 
is a job I enjoy, and I worked late into the nightp I’d booked the neqt day, 
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1onday, o. work, and I was ux early in the morning to go at it again till 
eveningp

I  Onished  it  all  in  a  few  daysp  I  stood  back  to  look  at  what  IHd 
accomxlishedp I walked from room to room, feeling it out, a smile on 
my face, a thrill in my sxiritp Fhe colorsp Fhe sxacep Fhe light from the 
windowsp Dll brought together with my little treasures and cherished 
furnishingsp Inviting ppp 2omfortablep

Fhis xlace workedp
It snowed many times that Dxrilp 0ind whixxed across the xond and 

dumxed a cold, white blanket on my balconyp But when it was warm 
enough, I was out there with co.ee in the mornings and suxxer in the 
eveningsp I watched ducks and geese come and gop I scanned from bank 
to bank in search of the two great blue heronsp I could usually Ond one or 
the other, but the sight of both of them together was a rare treatp

Lne warm sxring evening, I stayed there Tuite latep I sat on the loveseat 
in  the  glow of  a  lantern  and listened  to  night  fall  around mep  1y 
heart warmed as I stared out into the shadowsp Fhis little balcony, this 
home3beautiful gift from Eod3was a solace for my soulp

Mor the Orst couxle of weeks living in the city, my head was still in a fogp I 
worried I might not get back the ability to think and to createp

Fhen, slowly, Dirdrie woke me from my comap I began to relaqp Fhe 
vibration inside me stoxxedp I started to think about writing againp

It was already siq years since I’d begun making notes on my time at 
2ornerstonep Mrom the very beginning, I’d been keenly aware of how Eod 
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had xlanned my entrance into that refugep It was imxortant to me to record 
it and to tell it wellp It kext calling me to Onish itp

It had haxxened that one fall evening back in Shaunavon in 6?NW, a 
church friend, Cose Dcker, and I had taken a long walk down a dirt roadp 
IHd told her of our di!culties, Cobert’s and mine, over the yearsp IHd told 
her how I’d come to Shaunavon and of Cobert’s reason for the divorce 
shortly afterwardp IHd sxilled out the back and forth of our relationshix, my 
hoxes of reconciliation, Cobert’s dismissal of my o.ers, and my resignation 
at lastp 8ike most xeoxle, sheHd been surxrised by my strange storyp I don’t 
understand it myself, I eqxlained, as I did to everyonep I don’t expect anyone 
else to.

0hen IHd Onished, Cose had turned to me in earnest, Sandra, sheHd said, 
You have to write this.

IHd mulled over her words and tucked the thought awayp But not too 
farppp

-ou know, there was a time I didn’t think I had a storyp Everyone has a 
story, I was chidedp -es, everyone doesp But one worth writing… Lne anyone 
would want to read…

Fhen  one  day  I  noticed  with  amazement  some  of  the  things  in 
my life3the adventures, the trials, the laughs, the tears, the treasured 
moments with so many eqtraordinary xeoxle, my incredible Eodp

Ddded to that were my family, the divorce, and the e.orts to restore 
our marriagep I’d struggled long and hard in that con—ict that touched 
all of us3Cobert, the kids, and mep It had left me both damaged and 
strengthenedp Eod had been with me in that toop Yis work there was just as 
evident as it had been in my time at 2ornerstone3Yis leading, Yis lessons, 
Yis increasep

I do have a story, I realizedK D beautiful story of Eod’s grace and rich 
blessingK
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Yow would I write it, I wondered… D journal@style telling of those years 
in Shaunavon… D letter about our family… Dnd when would I ever Ond time 
to write both of these accounts…

Fhen it occurred to me3the two stories go togetherp Fhey’re both my 
storyp Fhey are onep Intertwinedp

Fhe keyboard drew mep I xulled ux my old document with my notes 
about 2ornerstone and Cobert and us, and I xushed all that I’d entered 
over the years down to the second xagep I brought my curser back to the 
tox, just under the titleA

I went back to the beginning32ornerstone and Benton3and I started 
to tyxep

Fhe story sxilled out as I relived it, my head and my heart xulled right 
back inp



Easter Morning

Airdrie, Alberta
April 21, 2019

I ’m bundled in jacket and blankets, out on the balcony in zero-degree 
temps. It’s Easter morning. The air is clean and crisp with April 

freshness. This is the last morning I’ll be able to see the moon as it wanes. 
By tomorrow, it will set too far south to view from my perch here. Airdrie 
traRc is sparse but constant. Between the hum of passing cars is a delightful 
stillness, broken only by the song of ducks and geese on the water below.

Easter. GeSection.
As a kid, I just accepted Nod’s love for me. It was told to me every week 

in Munday Mchool. I knew of it like I knew my name. I never thought it 
through.

Uow, I marvel at it. Hystery. Beauty. Wndeserved gift.
!is is a perfect love, a love that cost !im !is Mon. Fhat a price to pay 

for the likes of meD
That !is love is only one side of the coin makes it that much more 

incredible.  Cor  the  other  side  is  !is  holiness  and justice.  Mobering. 
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Cearsome. Because !e’s holy, !e cannot eJcuse sin. Because !e’s just, !e 
must punish it.

I1m accountable for my wrongs. Hy sin is a stain I can1t wash clean. 
Momehow that I can1t eJplain, Nod looked at me and loved me anyway. 
!e sacri3ced !is Mon to pay my debt. Oesus took my punishment for me.L  
Fhen I repented, !e cleansed me white as snow.0  !e gave me a new heart.;  
!e rescued me. !e took me in and made me !is own. It was not because 
of me that !e did it. I was nothing. qnly !e could give me value.

5ove balances judgment: they are e6ually Nod. It was Nod’s love that 
chose me and purchased my freedom from !is judgment. Cor !is glory.

This is what makes me marvel.

L. Isaiah "; ;-(. K!e is despised and rejected of men: a man of sorrows, and ac6uainted with 
grief  and we hid as it wereVourVfaces from him: he was despised, and we esteemed him not. 
Murely he hath borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows  yet we did esteem him stricken, 
smitten of Nod, and a)icted. But heVwasVwounded for our transgressions,Vhe wasVbruised 
for our ini6uities  the chastisement of our peaceVwasVupon him: and with his stripes we are 
healed. All we like sheep have gone astray: we have turned every one to his own way: and the 
5qG2 hath laid on him the ini6uity of us all.K …EOFG

0. Isaiah L Lx. KH Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow: though they be 
red like crimson, they shall be as wool.K …EOFG

;. Ezekiel ;( 0(. KHoreover, I will give you aVnew heart and put a new spirit within you: and I 
will remove theVheart of stone from your Sesh and give you a heart of Sesh.K …UAMBG



Airdrie, Place of 
Awakening

Nana's House

I  commented to Lee, once, that my new apartment, much as I loved 
it, was not what I’d envisioned as 'Nana’s house' for my grandkids. I’d 

pictured a little more space for them and their toys and a yard where they 
could run and play.

Wherever you are, Sam, will be Nana’s house to your grandchildren, he 
said.

Kimberley came out with Thomas and spent the long weekend in May 
with me. It was cruelly cold, but that didn’t stop Thomas from taking full 
advantage of “Nana’s” playground. I bundled up in my winter coat and still 
shivered, but the delight on his cute little face as he laughed and climbed 
all over the play equipment, just steps away from my apartment building, 
was warmth enough. They visited again in October with second baby, 
Oliver, three months old. His darker complexion, dark hair and eyes are 
the exact opposite of Thomas’s fair coloring, but he’s every bit as adorable. 
Kimberley’s so patient with her boys. How sweet to have them there again, 
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to hear the pound of little feet and their delighted squeals peal through the 
rooms.

Kimberley, months later, texted me this:

Thomas was pretending to be an airplane today and said, “I’m 
flying to Nana’s house.”
And he still points out your house here [in Shaunavon] every 
time we walk by.

Holly and Eric came in August that summer. By then, it was warm 
enough for the splash park. What kid doesn’t like to splash! I traded in my 
winter coat for shorts and t-shirt and chased after Eric through the spray. 
Another day we went to the Calgary Zoo. Eric loves animals, and at only 
two-and-a-half years old, he knows all their names.

One day, weeks afterward, Holly called me just to say, Eric talks all the 
time about going to the zoo with Nana Pepper and seeing the hippos and 
crocodiles with Nana Pepper!

Ah, my heart...!
Nana Pepper is his nickname for me because of my salt and pepper hair. 

It’s gracious of him to choose the pepper.
I’m really mostly salt!

Awakened

Within a few weeks of living in Airdrie, I was feeling like my old self. I'd 
stopped crying. My insides had settled, and my head was clear. What relief! 
My mind had awakened. Creativity was bursting within me and needed an 
outlet. 
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I had to write.
I wanted to be useful. I wanted to help people, in some way—those who 

were hurting.
Back in New Brunswick, I’d been so sheltered, I was clueless about many 

things. My parents took good care of us girls when we were growing up. 
Nothing touched us. I stepped from their house into Robert’s. He was a 
good provider. He gave a home and food and security to me and the kids. 
He came home to us every night. Through the ups and downs, I had it 
quite good. I thought tragedy struck only the few.

In Shaunavon, I had my eyes opened. I was living my own tragedy by 
then, and it made me recognize tragedy in others. It was everywhere—so 
much hurt and loss and tears. So many women, picking themselves up and 
going through their days with wounds on their hearts.

Here in Alberta was more of the same. It seemed everyone I met had 
endured divorce, betrayal, the death of a loved one, or serious health 
problems. I wanted to reach out to them. To help, to encourage, to listen. 
I didn’t know how. I had no skills or training in these areas. All I had was 
my own experience.

I’d start a blog, I decided. Nothing preachy. No lectures. I had no stu… 
to strut. It was a small thing, but it was something. It would give me a 
chance to scratch my writing itch and see what people thought. I would 
write about everyday things—di"culties and blessing0the beauty around 
us. Stories that I hoped would encourage and show them they’re not alone.

So I started my own website, googling 1how to1 every step of the way.
Then in early September 294;, heart pounding, my 5nger hovered over 

the “Publish” button. At four p.m., right on schedule, I sent out my 5rst 
real article telling of the incredible scene right below my balcony—a praise 
to the Creator God.
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Home for the Night

Airdrie, Alberta
September 2, 2019

Tonight, I’m waiting for it. Watching.
The brilliant sun slowly makes its way toward the horizon. Deep blue sky 

stretches downward and merges into pink, then orange where it touches 
the hilltops to the west. ReVections shimmer on the waters below my 
balcony. The warm air stills with expectation.

Then I hear them calling) it's faint at 5rst, they’re so far o…. I search the 
sky and soon locate tiny specks to the west, moving through the blue. As 
they approach, I can make out the sweep of their wings, carrying them on 
the air, light and sure.

Canada geese. 
They begin to take shape: long, sleek necks) plump bodies) slender black 

heads) blazes of white.
Anther Vock appears from across the sky, calling to the 5rst, announcing 

its arrival. It’s the beginning of a ritual that will go on for the next hour. 
Arcing toward the water, the geese begin their descent. I know their 

pattern, yet it’s new every time. Suddenly, they break formation. They 
duck and swirl, darting opposite directions and back again, circling each 
other) down, then up—a spontaneous dance, mid-air. They move as 
though unaware of each other, yet the whole performance is an intricate 
choreography, timed to perfection, playful, elegant.

Magni5cent.
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My breath catches. I’m riveted, an unseen intruder, witness to this 
spectacular display.

Then, their recital ended, they drift downward, gliding on the soft 
breeze. With a Vutter of wings, they touch the surface, skimming across 
the water in e…ortless grace.

And skein after skein, they arrive home as darkness deepens. The last 
of them come in droves as though they are late. They hurry in to join the 
others. There are two or three hundred, now, in all. They settle in groups 
all over the pond, honking, fretting, squawking. The night is 5lled with 
their noise, and I know why they are called a gaggle.

Above them, the sliver of white moon glows brighter, reVected on the 
water. Moments pass, and a tinge of yellow seeps across the white. The 
stain slowly darkens as deep blue sky around it turns velvet black. The 
moon edges downward. At last, it glows orange just before it’s gone.

The racket on the pond fades to resigned babbling. A slight chill brushes 
my skin. I slip away now.

Their clucking will go on all night. I sink into the melody, lulled by 
the rhythm. My geese are home, guided back by the One who gathers the 
scattered and brings order out of chaos.

We tuck into His hands.
The night folds in around us0
Peace. Rest. Home.4 

4. Psalm 4;:2. 1The heavens declare the glory of God) the skies proclaim the work of His hands.1 
JNIKL





Gypsy Heart

L ee and I took the motorbikes out many times that summer of 
2019. We rode in warm sunshine, in cold, through verce winds that 

nearly blew us oAer, and under dark clouds and streaks of lightning that 
crisscrossed the big Slberta sky. We were awed by the breathtaking scenery 
along those back roads around Sirdrie, Cundre, Garstairs, Gochrane, 
Bhost Lake, Dlack piamond, Dragg Greek, a —retty little community 
called pog—ound-you read it right-and to the hoodoos in desertPlike 
WritingPonPCtone1  /roAincial /ark near the SlbertaMHontana border.

We discoAered Dig jill C—rings, a —roAincial —ark ;ust west of Sirdrie. We 
hiked a winding —ath through loAely forest and along a creek to gorgeous 
waterfalls. jow I miss the woods’ I donzt realiTe it until Izm there. Nhey 
soothe eAery time I walk them-the rustle of leaAes, the sna— of twigs 
underfoot, the way sunlight vlters through branches and dances on the 
forest Roor.

I was so grateful for my loAely new home and for Sirdrie, the city-for 
the light and life they brought to my soul. Nhose months there saAed me, 
resurrected me. What relief to feel like myself again, to function —ro—erly, 
to create. I could neAer haAe imagined, those vrst few months, the dee—er 

1. /etrogly—hs of the Dlackfoot —eo—le
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—ur—ose for my moAe, what that awakening would do in me or how far it 
would take me. I could not haAe guessed how brief would be my time in 
that sanctuary oAerlooking the —ond and its creatures.

Hy Aacation that summer was the vrst time since Izd come to Slberta, 
more than twoPandPaPhalf years before, that the stress of work released me. 
It left me com—letely, and for those two weeks that I was oO, I was free 
of the worry. Nhis was the shift Izd waited for for so long, I was certain. 
Izd been telling myself for months that my new surroundings would reset 
me-would v… the glitch inside me-and I would come to vt into my ;ob 
and be able to learn it inside out. Izd —erform the tasks with ease and vnish 
them well. Izd do my work with the same leAel of com—etence as the rest of 
the staO. Nension would lift and Izd be okay. I began to look forward to a 
fresh start.

Within days of returning to the o:ce after that Aacation, howeAer, it all 
came back. Nhe knot tightened again’ it twisted a little more each day. I 
told myself it was my imagination-;ust kee— —ressing on’ it will fade away 
soon. Nhe sick feeling in the —it of my stomach took hold and increased as 
the weeks went by. What was wrong that this ;ust got harderq

What if it neAer changedq Izd giAen LiAingston more than a reasonable 
chance by that time. jow Izd wanted it to work. Dut I couldnzt seem to 
oAercome whateAer had thrown me oO track. Ss much as my Sirdrie haAen 
healed-as much as I wanted it to be the answer-there was this one thing 
that it could not change. Would I liAe like this for the rest of my lifeq Was 
there no way to v… itq

jow do you know when to try harder and when to admit something 
;ust isnzt right and let it goq

Chould  I  look  for  another  ;obq  Comething  a  little  less  intenseq 
Gould there be a ;ob out there that suited me betterq Izd had it once 
at  Gornerstone.  Gould I  vnd it  againq  I  felt  horrible  ;ust  thinking 
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it-LiAingston had been so good to me’ how could I leaAeq Nhe thoughts 
bounced inside me for days-for weeks-before I vnally let myself take the 
vrst ste—.

I vred u— my la—to— one afternoon and scrolled through online ;ob 
—ostings. SdministratiAe Sssistant. !ne after another they rolled by, but 
they all seemed to be more of the same-fastP—aced o:ce, answering busy 
—hone lines. piscouraged, I closed the screen and set it aside.

Ctarting againJ Learning all new —rocedures and systems ;ust to be back 
in the same old stress, diOerent o:ceq What was the —ointq Snd where 
else would I vnd a work enAironment as great as the one right where I was 
alreadyq

Eo,  I  didnzt  want  to  trade one stressful  o:ce ;ob for  another.  I 
drummed  my  vngers  on  the  counterto—.  What  to  doq  I  —aced  the 
a—artment. Ctay —utq Was this what I wanted for the ne…t twenty yearsq 
Gould I kee— it u—Jsomehow learn to do it without being almost sick eAery 
dayq

You need to go soar with the eagles, Sandra…
Sgain, came the thought of liAing oAerseas. It nudged a little harder this 

time.
Izd been drawn to other countries eAer since my —arents took our family 

to DoliAia when I was vfteen years old. I could still —icture that into…icating 
land Izd fallen in loAe with way back then, still feel the ;olts in the back of the 
—ickPu— truck as we droAe oAer the Sndes, still see the smiling faces of the 
beautiful —eo—le who came out to greet us. Eothing broadens a —erson like 
getting into other cultures. x…—lore. Heet the —eo—le. jear the languages.

I yearned to go. S year abroad. Snd now the dream had e…—andedK 
I wanted time to write-to vnish my story-a call that was eAen more 
com—elling.
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Dut that was ;ust craTy. I shook it oO. I couldnzt Uuit my ;ob to go away 
for a year. Snd, oh yeah, to write. Who does thatq /eo—le would think Izd 
lost my marbles'

Dut the thought wouldnzt leaAe me. Nhe desire grew bigger.
!n Sugust 1, 2019, I vnally got a tenant in my house in ChaunaAon on 

a onePyear lease. With the mortgage taken care of till at least the end of the 
ne…t “uly, I realiTed this could be a good time to take the —lunge. I might 
not get another chance.

I’m thinking of going overseas for a while, I tested it out on ”risten and 
“oy, my two friends from the singlesz grou— at Leezs church. We each had 
a seat on my balcony, snuggled under blankets, waiting for the sunset. It’s 
been my dream for years. I just might do it.

Dreams can get us into trouble, “oy said.
Dut ”risten saw it diOerently. Chezd followed her own dream after her 

diAorce. Chezd Uuit her ;ob to s—end four months in Couth Sfrica and a 
month in 3ganda. Che said itzs where sheFd healed. You should do it. And 
if you need a place to stay anytime, I have an extra room, she told me.

I had a lot to vgure out, yet. I still didnzt know how or when or whereJ 
Izm not really a éducks in a rowY kind of girl. I mean, sometimes I start to 
gather my ducks, but it takes too long. Snd if I do get ducks all assembled, 
somebody tosses a stone right into the middle of them. Nhey scuttle oO, 
sUuawking. Cee the ducks scatterq

I signed u— for an !…ford Ceminars course that would run through 
EoAember at the 3niAersity of Galgary. Izd get my NxCL2  certivcate, so 
I could teach xnglish if I needed an income while I was gone.

2. Neaching xnglish Cecond Language
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Hy ducks were beginning to come to order. Dut I was hesitant to tell 
—eo—le what I was —lanning. No go away with no ;ob was ;ust craTy’ I 
worried theyzd haAe me committed.

I vred oO a message to each of my kids, and they all came back with 
su——ort for my strange Aenture. jolly was my biggest fan, éIzm so —roud 
of you, Hama'Y she said again and again.

Hy courage boosted, I went into my bosszs o:ce on the morning of 
Ce—tember 1?th and handed him my resignation, eOectiAe !ctober V1st. 
4or ;ust a moment, his shoulders slum—ed. Dut when I told him my 
intentions, he straightened again and smiled. 4rom then on, he seemed 
e…cited for me and, I think, a little —roud of me. je announced to eAeryone 
who came to the o:ce, We’re losing her. Know where she’s going? Costa Rica 
to teach English! I had no big reason for choosing Gosta 8ica, only that Izd 
heard of its —leasant climate, that it was a gorgeous country, and the cost 
of liAing was reasonable. It sounded like a good —lace to start.

Ee…t, I called my building to vnd out the —enalty for breaking my lease’ 
Izd ;ust —ay it and go, I decided.

Nhey donzt let —eo—le out of their leases, I learned. Nhe only way I 
could leaAe was to vnd someone to take it oAer. It was my res—onsibility 
to adAertise, and then the interested —arty had to a——ly and be a——roAed. 
Bood gosh, what a stone in my ducks' I had ;ust Uuit my ;ob' I could be 
stuck here for vAe months with no income, —aying rent. What would I doq 
I chided myself for my foolishness. I should haAe waited till my lease was 
u—-thatFs what I should haAe done-before resigning my ;ob.

Dut I was im—atient to get going. Sn urgency was growing within me 
to do it now, to take full adAantage of my tenantzs lease while I had it, 
and more im—ortantly, to get this story written. What if this were my only 
chanceq Who knew what the future might bring that could —reAent my 
—lan should I delayq
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Eo, I had to do it now. I had to hurry.
I wasnzt worried, not yet. I was certain things would work out. It was as 

if Bod were saying, Just watch and see what I do here.
I —osted my a—artment on ”i;i;i’ I wrote u— its features in the most 

enticing ad I could create. éItzll all come together,Y —eo—le told me. Snd 
before the end of !ctober, Izd found new tenants.

I searched online for —laces to stay and found a —retty cabin in the Gosta 
8ican mountains, about an hourzs driAe south of the ca—ital city, Can “osI. 
If it was anything like the —ictures, it was the —erfect setting to immerse in 
writing. I reserAed it for the month of “anuary. Izd go somewhere else for 
4ebruary, to e…—erience more of the country. Dut Izd vgure out the second 
location after I got to the mountain-get a feel for things vrst.

I booked my Rights for pecember V1st. Izd arriAe in Gosta 8ica on Eew 
Jearzs xAe.

Ss it ha——ened, my mother had, months before, —lanned a tour of Israel 
for herself, my sister, and me-a tenPday tri—, starting the end of 4ebruary. 
Nhat meant I had to be in Noronto on 4ebruary 2?th to catch a Right to Nel 
SAiA, so I booked for myself the Noronto Right at the same time.

Hy —lan was to head south again right after the Israel tri— and vnish my 
year abroad, maybe back to Gosta 8ica or —erha—s to another country. Dut 
I didnzt haAe that —art worked out yet.

!ne Nhursday, I went to lunch with my friend, Leslie, a coPworker at 
LiAingston, and I gaAe her the rundown-my idea in all its foolishness. 
I told her how I wanted to liAe my adAentures now while I still had the 
chance. I’d rather get to the end of my life and say, "that plan didn’t turn 
out so great" than to look back and say, "I wish I’d tried."

I vgured shezd work to hide her ohPmyPgoshPyouzrePinsane look, but 
of course, Izd see it anyway. Instead, Lesliezs eyes brightened. Che was 
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im—ressed that I was following my dream and e…cited for me. Now’s the 
time to do it, Sandra, she beamed.

jer su——ort gaAe me courage. Haybe, my idea wasnzt so stu—id, after all. 
Haybe it was okay to hold onto it and okay to tell it.

It occurred to me then that I hadnzt truly felt like I was home since Izd 
ste——ed onto that —lane back in 2012 and headed to Hoose “aw for the vrst 
time. /erha—s being so unsettled in life was the Aery thing that would giAe 
me wings. I smiled at Leslie as I sli——ed out of my seat to head back to the 
o:ce. Maybe I’ll become a gypsy, I told her. Maybe I’ll wander the world.

Nhere was still one im—ortant —erson left to tell.
Cunday, !ctober 1V on a driAe back from ”ananaskis Kalley, I took a 

breath and vnally s—illed my —lan to Lee. I resigned my job, Lee. I’m done 
the end of this month, I began. And I’m going to Costa Rica after Christmas, 
maybe for a year. I didn’t tell you before because I was hoping to have it all 
figured out first. I didn’t want you to be disappointed in me…to think me 
irresponsible.

I told him about the —arts that werenzt coming together, hitches and 
glitches-what to do about this and that’ Where will I store my furniture?

Lee was Aery Uuiet as he listened. je was thinking it through, he said. jis 
eyes looked sad as he took my hand. je told me he was glad Izd made this 
decision. je wanted me to be ha——y. je didnzt think I was irres—onsible. 
I think you’re doing the right thing, Sam.

Co  I  —rattled  on, Maybe  I’ll  just  stay  a  year,  or  maybe  I’ll  stay 
permanently. Maybe I’ll wander the world for a while. But sooner or later, 
I hope I find home.
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Nhe miles fell away behind us as we s—ed oAer the highway. What will I 
do with my motorcycle? I continued. I tried selling it. Nobody buys a bike in 
the fall…

Nhere was a choke and a sniMe beside me, and I turned to look at Lee. 
Who am I going to go biking with? he blurted, staring out the windshield, 
straight ahead, as tears ran down his face.

Lee and I tossed around ideas for where to —ut the bike. I needed eAery 
—enny I had to make my —lan work, so I was ho—ing to aAoid a high storage 
fee. I thought about my garage in ChaunaAon, if only I could get it there. 
Dut it was too cold this late in the season for that long a driAe, and I 
couldnzt de—end on road conditions. It could snow any day. I had to get 
it somewhere fast. I was running out of time.

!n !ctober 21st, Lee called. je e…—lained hezd been at his Dible study 
and had mentioned to the grou— that his friend needed a —lace to store her 
motorcycle. jezd asked that if anyone knew of something to let him know.

I have an extra parking space in my building, one lady —i—ed u—. She can 
have it for her bike!

Snd there it was'
Lee droAe my motorcycle from Sirdrie to Galgary, and I followed in the 

car. We got the bike all the way to her —lace and tucked in for the winter 
while the roads were still bare and before it got too cold. Nhe —arking s—ace 
was in a loAely, heated underground garage. Eo cost-the lady didnzt want 
—ayment, she told me when I tried to hand her cash.

Co I got to kee— my beautiful bike. Snother detail éfallenY into —lace.
St ;ust the right time.



Faceless Unknown

Airdrie, Alberta

I t’s November 1, 2019. Today, I’m home, even though it’s Friday. 

This is my prst day unemlwoyed. I breathe in the sfeet cragranje oc 
antijilation as I lutter afay at lroMejts that need to be pnished becore I 
move.

-idkmorning, I luww my head out oc my tasAs and wooA around. O toujh 
oc mewanjhowy brushes over me. I fawA through the alartment. I’m sad to 
weave. !h, I wove it here, my Oirdrie haven acter being wost cor so wongz Om 
I jra?y to wet it goG Is my siwwy idea forth aww that I’m weaving behindG Sood 
MobG This homeG FriendsG

Wometimes I’m acraid oc the jourse I’ve jhosen cor mysewc. Lhat fiww 
hallen to meG This jouwd be the stulidest thing I’ve ever done. I might 
never rejover crom it.

I stand at the gwass doors and wooA out beyond the bawjony. The lond is 
cro?en over nof, and aww the geese are gone.

I’ve never wiAed caww. It ceews wiAe the end...wiAe the woss oc something 
vivajious  and  beauticuw.  Obrultwy,  summer  fithdrafs,  and  crigid 
mornings and earwy dusA rush in to pww her lwaje. Deaves, onje wush and 
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cuww, turn brittwe and drol to the ground. WtarA branjhes Mut ulfard, wonewy 
siwhouettes against a crosty sAy.

…et Faww has a beauty aww her ofnJ
Outumn. ;ust the ford evoAes images oc russet and gowd. Feew the jrisl, 

cresh stiwwness as morning wight siwentwy lushes bajA the darAness. Wunshine 
bursts above the hori?on, lainting the sAy a radiant lawette. Its shimmering 
rays jatjh the siwver crostH the tiny jrystaws slarAwe wiAe a diamond veiw slread 
out ajross the ground. Bere in Owberta, most oc the trees turn yewwof. xut I 
jan stiww see the e:lwosion oc jowor bajA east— stoij brofn, waughing yewwof, 
briwwiant orange, and bwushing jrimson rose. Their lwaycuw weaves danje and 
tfirw on the bree?ePa jewebration.

Outumn. 6wegant. Cegaw. xeauticuw metamorlhosis.
Dice  is  jhange.  !cten diUjuwt.  Bere  I  stand jwinging cearcuwwy  to 

the camiwiar, even fhiwe reajhing cor something nefPfhiwe Anofing 
something better afaits. Fingers fralled tightwy around yesterday’s lri?e, 
my hands are jwosed to tomorrof’s refard.

Ehange means woss but oVers hole and nefness and ollortunity. 
'romise gwistens fhen I wet go oc my comfortable and taAe howd oc the 
strange unAnofn. Ceweasing my gril on a cading last, I olen my hands to 
the cuture... 

6:jitement. Odventure. 3njertainty. Ehawwenge. Sain.
"ibrant and creeing.
DiAe the slwendor oc autumn.1 

I turn crom the gwass, my hesitation gone and the thriww oc fhat(s to jome 
bajA in its lwaje in my heart. 

1. 6jjwesiastes K1—Y. )To everything there is a season and a time to every lurlose under heaven 
J a time to get and a time to woseH a time to Aeel and a time to jast afay.) 7é;"H



LINSW IN TB6 WT!C- 29I

This month, I’ww lajA ul my alartment. I’ww seww curniture and drol 
things oV at Wawvation Ormy. Dee fiww taAe me to my prst T6WD jwass 
bejause he Anofs I’m nervousH he’ww fawA me to the door and Aiss my jheeA 
cor wujA. Near the end oc my jourse, he’ww lretend to be my student, and 
wet me rehearse my lrajtijum on him. Be’ww rent a 3kBauw cor me, hewl 
me woad the rest oc my bewongings, and drive it to Whaunavon fhere fe’ww 
unwoad it into my basement cor storage fhiwe I(m gone.

In Rejember, I’ww move into éristen’s guestroom. I’ww frite my T6WD 
e:am, she’ww jheer me on, and I’ww lass. I’ww visit éimberwey and her boys in 
Whaunavon. I’ww slend Ehristmas in 'eaje Civer fith Bowwy. ;ust three days 
becore I weave cor Eosta Cija, I’ww pnd a buyer cor my wovewy jar.

Dee fiww taAe me to the airlort in the earwy morning oc Rejember K1st. 
Le’ww winger as fe say goodkbye. !ne wast hug...wast fords to eajh other.

I’ww stel onto a lwane and weave behind aww that I Anof. Bours water and 
a forwd afay, I’ww stand on a rooctol latio and fatjh preforAs over Wan 
;osJ. Lith a handcuw oc strangers in Eosta Cija, I’ww jheer in the nef year, 
the nef dejadeP

2020.
Bole. Fuwpwwment. !llortunities.
I’ww loise on the edge oc another adventure, and Ky into the cajewess 

unAnofn.





Costa Rica, Place of 
Healing 

Mountain Cabin

Jardín de Dota
January 2020

T he cabin is always cold. I wrap up in teece and pad oum inmo mhe 
sunroo, wimh cerealB cokeeB lapmopB and fible. I mucv blanvems in 

around ,eB and ig I need imB I haAe a limmle space heamer mo veep ,e gro, 
shiAerin“. G limmle ”-od mi,eBM mhen I “em mo worvB clicvin“ away am mhe 
veyboard.

The svy be“ins mo li“hmen am ’Aej’gmeen a.,. Sosm days IN, oum here mo 
wamch mhe sunrise. Gs soon as imNs bri“hm enou“hB I “o oumside and circle mhe 
cabin mo unlocv all mhe shummers and lem in mhe li“hm.

The bacv og mhe cabin is a“ainsm mhe ,ounmain wimh Dusm enou“h roo, 
mo walv bemween. The gronmB mhis roo, og “lass mham runs mhe gull len“mh og 
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mhe cabinB loovs mo mhe normhwesmB oAer a lush AalleyB mo mhe ,ounmain rid“e 
on mhe omher side.

Jierce winds haAe ha,,ered ,y limmle abode gor sií days and ni“hms7 im 
waves ,e so,emi,es gro, ,y sleep. The cabin “roans and shudders under 
mhe smressB and I wonder how lon“ begore IN, blown oAer inmo mhe Aalley 
below. Sy limmle place in —ardWn de Eoma sims am an almimude og ,ore mhan 
Ox;; geemVno wonder imNs cold and windy here in —anuary.

áhen mhe winds arenNm moo smron“B I hear mhe whir og hu,,in“birds as 
mhey darm in and oum am mhe geeder7 mheir iridescenm colors shi,,er in mhe 
sunli“hm. Im moov Dusm a day or mwo gor mhe, mo “em used mo seein“ ,e here 
behind mhe “lassB and ,y ,oAe,enms no lon“er gri“hmen mhe, away.

Hnce mhe day war,s upB I wander oumdoorsB eíplorin“ and snappin“ 
picmures wimh ,y phone. áham beaumy here on mhis ,ounmainVshades og 
“reen mham blanvem mhe slopesB smamely mreesB Aibranm towersB and crops spread 
down mhe ,ounmainsides. áay mo mhe normheasmB on a clear dayB I can see 
1olc…n Turrialba and mhe gunnel og s,ove mham hoAers oAer im.

Ci“hms are Aery darv...eerie. 0oyomes howl close by. I peer down am mhe 
AalleyB bum all I can ,ave oum are Aa“ue shadows og shrubs and mreesB barely 
dismin“uishableB blacv on blacv. There are li“hms in mhe dismanceVa s,all 
mownVand a gew mo mhe easm co,in“ gro, mhe gar,s mham share mhis hillside. 
fum mheyNre moo gar away mo shine on ,y yard.

Ro,e ni“hmsB mhe darv slopes are aliAe wimh ’retiesB mwinvlin“ pinpoinms 
og whimejblue li“hm. Their dance is capmiAamin“B and mhe beaumy og mheir 
,oAe,enmsB live ,a“icB dispels mhe eeriness Dusm a limmle.

Hnce I close mhe shummersB mhe cabinNs pimch blacvVnom eAen a shadow 
a“ainsm ebony darvness. I gorce ,y mhou“hms away gro, mhe solimude begore 
clausmrophobia oAermaves ,e.
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The only hom wamer here in ,y cabin is mhe shower. Sameo had mold ,e mham 
ig I murn mhe wamer on moo garB im will co,e oum cold7 nom gar enou“hB im will 
scald ,e.

Ro modayB a“ainB I mwismed mhe map and waimed. 0old wamer poured oum. I 
adDusmed mhe map and waimed a“ain. Rmill cold. I ’ddled and mwismedVa limmle 
,oreqa limmle less. éem mry as I ,i“hmB I could nom “em eAen a hinm og war, 
wamer. IN, be“innin“ mo mhinv mhere was ,ore mo SameoLs insmrucmions mham 
INAe gor“ommenVa swimch mo tipB ,aybe.

fum imLs so cold in mhe cabinB I donLm mhinv I could brin“ ,yselg mo smrip 
ok gor a showerB anyway. INAe ,ade do wimh spon“e bamhin“. I heam wamer 
on mhe smoAeB scrub ,yselg oum og a pomB one secmion am a mi,eB and bundle 
bacv up begore barin“ mhe neím area.

Rñueavy clean and sweemjs,ellin“B I “em suimed up in sweamers and Dacvems. 
Then I “o am ,y hair am mhe vimchen sinv. ImNs a bim og a processVmhe pom 
doesnNm hold ,uchB and seAeral mi,es I haAe mo waim gor wamer mo heam on 
,y limmle elecmric burner begore ,y hair is mhorou“hly rinsed. Gs soon as 
IN, ’nishedB I “em bacv mo ,y seam in mhe sunroo, where imNs war,er.

Eespime  mhese limmle  inconAeniencesB  IN, loAin“ ,y cabin and mhis 
,ounmain. The bus smopB aboum a vilo,emre down mhe roadB “ems ,e mo mhe 
mown og Ranma Saria mo mhe wesmB where I shop gor “roceriesB or all mhe way 
mo 0arma“o and Ran —osz ig I need a cimy ’í.

INAe already had lunch am 2a 0abaPaB mhe resmauranm mhamLs Dusm down mhe 
roadB aboum a menj,inume walv gro, ,y cabin. Fla4arB mhe ownerB speavs 
Fn“lishB so I enDoyed a gew ,o,enms og chimjcham wimh hi, oAer a masmy ,eal 
og mroum and rice and beans. Ye serAes a “ream cokee and tanB mooB I was 
pleased mo discoAer.
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The omher dayB I crossed pamhs wimh a nei“hborB 2ilyB who liAes Dusm up 
mhe driAeway. Yer cabin smands on mhe hill aboAe ,ineB mhou“h gro, ,y 
windows I canNm see im mhrou“h mhe mrees. Rhe mold ,e she doesnNm speav 
,uch Fn“lishB bum she asved ig IN, doin“ ovay here. ”Sy house is your 
houseBM she okered as we parmed. 

Gnd suddenlyB I donNm geel so alone.

Headlights & Co4ee Honey

January ,N 2020

The narrow road wound up “ianm ,ounmainsB aboAe mhe cloudsB and down 
a“ain. Jro, mhe gronm passen“er seamB ,y Aiew was unhindered. Hum mhe 
side windowB I could see smrai“hm downB and am mi,esB mhere appeared mo 
be no shoulder am all bemween our mires and mhe sharp dropjok inmo mhe 
deep Aalley below. G s,all shiAer wenm mhrou“h ,eB and I had mo gorce ,y 
mhou“hms away gro, mhe i,a“es og doo, mham toamedB unbiddenB mhrou“h 
,y head. The views, Sandra, not the drop-offs. Look at these views!

These mreesqmhis Ae“emamion ILd neAer seen begoreq To loov am mhese 
,ounmains risin“ upB one agmer anomherq ILd neAer “em anomher chance.

Gnd in no mi,eB ILd gor“ommen all aboum our precarious roume as ,y 
ammenmion was drawnB insmeadB mo smunnin“ scenery in eAery direcmion.

Gn hour begoreB SameoB mhe owner og ,y ,ounmain cabinB had popped 
in mo checv on ,e and mo brin“ ,e a pair og tuky slippers mo veep ,y 
moes moasmy on mhe cold toors. Ye and his ga,ily were on mheir way mo mheir 
sismerLs cokee planmamionB he ingor,ed ,eB and mhey inAimed ,e mo “o alon“.
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FAen begore ILd landed in 0osma 3ica gour days earlierB ILd had a wish 
lism og gour adAenmures mham ILd hoped mo eíperience while in mham beaumigul 
and ,ysmerious counmry. Reein“ a cokee planmamion was on mham lism. fum 
mhese mours are ñuime pricey and are ,any ,iles gro, ,y ,ounmain cabin. 
I wondered ig INd “em mo see any og mhose ILd hoped gor.

Gnd mhen mhere im wasVmhe ’rsm adAenmure dropped ri“hm inmo ,y lap. 
Gnd wimh mhamB I was on ,y way mo a priAame mour og a cokee planmamion.

áe arriAed ,idj,ornin“ and walved oum mo where mhe ,en were hard am 
worv. Sameo showed ,e mhe cokee bushes and eíplained mham mhe berries 
had mo be picved by hand7 im couldnNm be done wimh ,achines mhe way we 
harAesm wheam and omher crops.

0osma 3icans donNm live mo picv cokeeB he saidB so mhey hire worvers gro, 
Cicara“ua and !ana,a. The worvers “em paid wellB so mhe sa,e ones remurn 
eAery yearVeAeryoneNs happy.

Coffee bushes need shade, Sameo mold ,e. That’s why there are banana 
plants. I “a4ed oum across mhe minms og “reen mo mhe banana mrees mham 
“rew mhrou“houm mhe planmamionB all down mhe ,ounmainsides. The mallB 
u,brellajlive mreesB a,on“sm mhe sñuam cokee shrubsB “aAe mhe slopes a 
meímured loovB live mhe gu44y mhreads on a puky mied ñuilm.

Sameo mold ,e mo picv a cokee ”gruimM and mry im. Because it’s a new taste 
for you, he said. I sucved mhe gruim ok mhe seed. The red berry was sweem and 
DuicyVI donNm vnow why we donNm eam mhe,. The seed inside was mhe cokee 
beanB mhe real harAesm.

Eown a dirm lane we ca,e mo a parved mrucv and a “roup og worvers. 
Hn mhe “round in gronm og mhe, was a marp wimh a sñuare ,emal bucvem 
sem on mop. Hne ,an poured cokee berries gro, a sacv inmo mhe bucvem7 
anomher ,an swepm his hands across mhe ,ound mo leAel mhe,B mhen heaAed 
mhe bucvem oAer his shoulderB du,pin“ mhe berries inmo mhe mrucv boí. Thus 
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was mhe be“innin“ og mhe cokee beansL lon“ Dourney gro, mhe 0osma 3ican 
,ounmains mo mhe percolamors og our 0anadian vimchens.

The workers get two dollars a bucket, Sameo said. That’s good money.
FAenin“ gell in a beaumigulB haunmin“ dusv and mhe son“ og cricvems. fi“ 

tuky clouds hun“ Dusm beyond mhe nearby ,ounmainB al,osm eye leAelB 
“or“eous in mhe mwili“hm.

Im was agmer ni“hmgall when we legm. See that dark line on the road? Sameo 
poinmed ahead og us as he droAe. That’s 'coffee honey.' It drips from the 
trucks loaded with coffee berries. It’s very slippery. Trucks lose a lot of honey, 
especially when they go up hill.

I looved am mhe darv line and mhou“hm aboum cokee honey and aboum 
eAerymhin“ else INd seen and heard mham day. áham a ,e,orable eíperience 
Sameo and his ga,ily had “iAen ,e.

Hur car hu,,ed oAer mhe crooved hi“hwayB up and down mhe sa,e 
,ounmains weLd mraAeled earlierB now shrouded in blacvB AelAem ni“hm. In 
mhe pamh og mhe headli“hmsB I wamched mhe road and mhe mrail og cokee honeyB 
leadin“ us ho,e.

woI K SnoI HoI WnoI Fhite 6elt

January fN 2020

áhen Sameo and his  ga,ily  had brou“hm ,e gro, Ran —osz  mo mhe 
,ounmain on —anuary 'smB heNd maven ,e on a walv around mhe cabin. 
YeNd shown ,e towers heNd planmedB mreesB and succulenms. Im was all Aery 
beaumigulB and his pride in his “arden oasis showed Dusm a limmle mhrou“h his 
,odesmy.
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YeNd poinmed mo a mree where hun“ an oblon“ gruim. That tomato will be 
ready to eat in a couple of days. You can have it, heNd said. Yow deli“hmgul6 
INd “em mo mry a masme og 0osma 3ica gro, ri“hm here in ,y yard6

Ro I picved im modayB ,y mo,ame de …rbolB nice and red. Im would “o “ream 
wimh ,y lunch. Gs always wimh a mo,amoB I washed im and sliced im. Then I 
pum im on ,y plame neím mo ,y chicvenB and I scarged im all down am ,y mable 
in mhe sunroo,.

The mo,amo had an inmeresmin“ taAorB I ad,immed mo ,yselg as I swallowed 
mhe lasm bime. Im didnNm masme live any omher mo,amo INd eAer eamen. Ro I looved 
im up onlineB Dusm mo see wham I ,i“hm ’nd. Turns oumB youNre supposed mo 
cum im in halgB scoop oum mhe teshB and add a limmle su“ar. Yuh. Tham ,i“hm 
haAe ,ade im masmier. I should smarm checvin“ inmo mhese mhin“s begorehand.

I scanned mhe armicle gurmher in case mhere was anymhin“ else I should 
vnow. éaddaB yaddaB yaddaq Then ,y eyes ali“hmed on mhe wordsB Don’t 
eat the skin.

I did a doublejmave. áhamQ áhy nomQ INd cho,ped ri“hm mhrou“h im. 
éives6 I was be“innin“ mo haAe so,e second mhou“hms aboum mhe culinaries 
og 0osma 3ica.

0onminuin“ ,y search ,ore ur“enmlyB I myped in mhe ñuesmionB ”Is im sage 
mo eam mhe svin og mo,ame de …rbolQM and I landed upon a conAersamion 
aboum mhis curious limmle gruim. The skin is poisonous. Don’t eat it. G lady had 
wrimmen. The words Du,ped am ,eB reached upB and “rabbed ,e round mhe 
mhroam.

!oisonous6 -K2!6 HhB no6 Too lame6 Sy plame was bare6 Sy whole body 
smarmed mo min“le and mhe world wenm blacv. áhy hadnNm Sameo ,enmioned 
mhis limmle gacm when he was showin“ ok his hormiculmure6 Oh, by the way, 
don’t eat the exterior of this pretty little treat, or you die!



RGCE3G -3G0Fx;8

There wasnNm a mhin“ I could do. I had no way mo “em anywhereB no one 
mo call. I was moo gar gro, eAerymhin“ mo walv gor help. TheyNd ’nd ,eB 
eAenmuallyB slu,ped oAer ,y dinnerplame.

If it’s your time, Sandra, you’re done! Face your fate. fold wisdo, gro, 
,y conscienceB bum where was she before I ame mhe apple og deamhQ

Get a grip! I co,,anded ,yselg. Maybe they’re not lethal. Find out what 
to do. I wenm bacv mo ,y screen and ,ade ,yselg gocus on mhe neím gew lines 
og mhe enmry. There were seAeral lau“hy gaces gollowed by so,eone elseNs 
co,,enmB Where did you hear that? They’re not poisonous! They just taste 
bad.

I blinved am mhe words. They Dusm. masme. bad.
ThamNs imQ
Jor“em poisonin“B mham limmle galsimy had near “iAen ,e a hearm ammacv6
Co ,ore mo,ame de …rbol gor ,e6 Khjuh6 Cope6
I ,essa“ed ,y hosm Dusm mo be sure I ’nally had ,y gacms smrai“hm. Ye was 

unconcerned and said he didnNm mhinv mhey would eAen ,ave ,e sicv.
HvayB so ,aybe I wonNm die moday. fum checv bacv wimh ,e mo,orrowB 

pleaseB mo ,ave sure IN, smill here.

Desires oL My Heart

I sim on mhis ,ounmainB “reen Aalley below ,eB blue svy aboAe. G mhicvB 
whime cloud han“s bemween ,e and mhe dismanm hillside. The wind is bacv 
agmer days og cal,B bum nom so smron“.

áeLre nearin“ mhe end og —anuary. In a gew daysB INll ,oAe mo :uepos on 
mhe coasm. INAe reserAed an aparm,enm mhere where INll spend ,y lasm gour 
weevs in 0osma 3ica. IN, eícimed mo be on mhe ocean. IN, a ,arimi,e “irl7 I 
,iss mhe wamer.
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I smill donNm vnow where IN, headed agmer mhe Israel mrip wimh Su, and 
3achel. I wanm mo ’nish ,y year abroadB bum can I gund imQ I ,i“hm haAe mo 
sem aside mhe wrimin“ mo mave up meachin“ Fn“lish gor mhe re,ainin“ ,onmhsB 
and mhamNs ovay.

áham happens agmer mhamB I wonderB agmer ,y yearQ I yearn gor a ho,e 
where I can pum down rooms and i,,erse ,yselg in a Dob I enDoy. Yow lon“ 
will I wander begore I ’nd imQ Is im oum mhere waimin“ gor ,e so,ewhereQ

Sy premmy house in RhaunaAon was mhe closesm INAe gelm mo bein“ ho,e 
gor a lon“ mi,e. Gnd 0ornersmone will always be ,y place og belon“in“. Is 
mhere anomher RhaunaAonVanomher 0ornersmoneVgor ,e so,ewhere in 
mhe days aheadQ

I mhinv aboum ,y “randvids. I hame mham I donNm vnow mhe,7 mheyNre 
“rowin“ up wimhoum ,e. fum eAen ig I could “o bacv and semmle near mhe,B 
which ga,ily do I chooseB mheyNre all so scammeredQ

I wanm mo be near ,y vids. I ,iss mhe,.
Sy “irls are bomh wondergul ,omhers. (i,berley runs a day ho,eB so she 

can be wimh her boys. Yolly was a Dourney,an parms person unmil she legm 
her career mo raise limmle Fric. Rhe runs a day ho,e nowB mooB and has builm 
her own successgul ho,e,ade gud“e business.

I wanm mo see ,y boys a“ain7 imNs been moo lon“. Ian worvin“ consmrucmionB 
now liAes in CoAa Rcomia wimh Ru4anne and mheir boys. —acvB a heaAy 
eñuip,enm ,echanicB smill liAes near (enmon. YeNs ,arried nowB mooB and 
has a son.

Gll gour og mhe, ,essa“e ,e gro, mi,e mo mi,e. Ei“imal Aisims are mhe 
besm we can do. Yolly and I are in mouch al,osm eAery dayB sharin“ lige and 
lau“hs. Ro,emi,es we wamch a gaAorime show mo“emher in our separame liAin“ 
roo,s. ”Gre you winejin“ yemQM sheNll meím ,e. INll pour a “lassB and weNll 
bomh sim down mo sip and cham mo“emherB a world aparm.
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Ro where will I “o when mhis adAenmure is oAerQ áhere is ho,eQ INAe 
sacri’ced eAerymhin“ mo be here. INAe mhrown ,yselg inmo -odNs hands in 
eAery way. Then I worry imNs nom Yi, direcmin“ ,e am all7 imNs Dusm ,e bein“ 
smupid. Ro,emi,es I ñuesmion mhe wisdo, og wham INAe done.

I wamch mhe clouds chan“e shape as mhey pass oAer mhis beaumigul Aalley. 
CoB I reali4eB eAen mhou“h I wanmed mhisB I could neAer haAe brou“hm im 
mo“emher so pergecmly Dusm mo suim ,yselg. I rein in ,y gears and re,ind 
,yselg og all -od did mo “em ,e hereVmhe inmricame demails I couldnNm resolAe 
mham gell inmo place lasm ,inumeB gro, uneípecmed sources. Sy con’dence 
is vnowin“ I didnNm Du,p in carelessly or sel’shly. I only answered mhe call 
in ,y hearm mham becvoned louder day by day. Ye sparved mhis idea in ,e. 
Then Ye ,oAed mhe pieces inmo place.

Gnd -od blessed. -od solAed. -od enabled. -od promecmed.
G line gro, -enesis 5?"5O co,es mo ,indB ”qIB bein“ in mhe wayB mhe 

2ord led ,eqM 9(—1R G griend ,ade a mwojgold obserAamion" '. mhe 2ord 
leads ,e in mhe way IN, “oin“B down mhe pamh YeNs pum ,e onB and 5. 
eAen when IV,y willB ,y ideasV“em in mhe wayB Ye smill leads ,eB around 
,yselgB ,y wanmsB and ,y gu,blin“s mo mhe place Ye wanms ,e mo be.

I wouldnNm chan“e ,y choices. Jor I vnow mham when I wanm mo gollow 
Yi,B Ye “uides ,y decisions. Ye pums in ,y hearm a desire gor mhe mhin“s 
Ye wanms gor ,e.'  Gnd eAen when I ,ave ,ismavesB Ye s,oomhs mhe, 
oumB murns mhe, aroundB and chan“es mhe, gor ,y “ood. Jor Yis “lory. Ye 
will brin“ ,e mhrou“h mhis and wham gollows and mhrou“h whameAer co,es 
agmer mham. Ye has a purpose gor im all.

ThamNs ,y securimy.

'. !sal, xO"?. SEeli“hm yourselg in mhe 2ordB and Ye will “iAe you mhe desires og your hearm.S 
9CGRfR
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?ily9

January 2(N 2020

This ,ornin“B  I  legm  mhe “rocery smore in mhe nearby co,,unimy og 
F,pal,e and smarmed down mhe lon“ hillB headed bacv mo ,y cabin. The day 
had brou“hm pleasanm weamherB and I looved gorward mo mhe mwojvilo,emre 
walv.

I hadnNm “one gar when a Aehicle pull up beside ,e. 9IN, always a limmle 
wary og mham.R I “lanced oAer mo see mhe —eep window slowly roll downB and 
a cheery lady called oum in Rpanish. I didnNm vnow mhe words she usedB bum 
she was clearly okerin“ a ride. Tavin“ a closer loov am mhe wo,an behind 
mhe wheelB I reali4ed im was ,y nei“hbor. Yow nice6

I opened mhe door7 ”2ilyBM I said. Rhe s,iled and noddedB so I hopped 
up inmo mhe —eep and away we wenm. áe chammered bacv and gormhB neimher 
og us undersmandin“ mhe omher bum noddin“ anywayB Dusm pleased wimh each 
omherNs co,pany.

Im was only a gew ,inumes mill we reached mhe lane mham led mo ,y cabin 
and mo her ho,e. fum insmead og murnin“ inB she pulled mo mhe shoulder og 
mhe road and smopped mo lem ,e ok. áe said “oodbye and she whisved away. 
Rhe ,usm haAe been headin“ mo Ranma Saria gor ,ore shoppin“B I ,used.

I svipped down mhe lon“B dirm laneB pasm mhe bi“ mree and mhe towerin“ 
bushes. The do“sB which belon“ mo eAerybody and nobodyB bounded oAer 
mo “reem ,e. 0o,in“ mo ,y nei“hborNs placeB I “lanced oAer am her yardq

There was 2ily.
Gnd her —eep.
Com eAen mhe sa,e color.





Fragments

I ’m back at the writing today in my sunroom on the mountain. With 
keyboard and copee in l,ace' I’m soon lu,,ed into the last' and some 

l,aces arenvt that easy to reLisit. Aoss is heaLy. fnd some things can’t be 
brought back.

I lour oLer that story oM the hayBe,d on an fugust night ,ong ago' and 
I’m translorted to a time I thought I’d erased. ?y Mather. ?e. TeMore it 
went wrong. WhateLer hallened to that ,itt,e gir, and her dadS When and 
how did things changeS

Hhe iml,icit ,oLe and trust oM a chi,d became anger and resentment. 
…weet moments together turned to rigid ob,igations. ;is words were too 
harsh—his attitudes were destructiLe' so I be,ieLed" and I Bna,,y remoLed 
myse,Mxlrotect my energy—maintain my boundaries— Hhe jwisej adLice 
oM the jeYlerts'j rightS I stomled down my hurt and wa,ked away" it was 
Oust too hard.

Fears lassed as I lu,,ed indiperence tighter around me' a c,oak oM 
lrotection. I think I got rid oM resentment and angerxI didn’t want to 
,iLe a Lictim oM their ruin. Tut sti,,' I cou,dn’t go back to him. I was saLing 
myse,M' so I was OustiBed. Nr so I be,ieLed. Dor a ,ong' ,ong time' I didn’t 
care about restoring that Mather and ,itt,e gir,.
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I see in my hand a sma,,' white enLe,olexFor Sandra, from her dad, 
written across its Mace. It’s the slring oM J-02' and Ivm ,iLing in ?oose zaw. 
I’m seated across the tab,e Mrom the Mriend' a ,oca, lastor’s wiMe' whom 
my Mather had sent to de,iLer the enLe,ole to me. Inside it is a BMty<do,,ar 
bi,,xno note' nothing e,se. I stare at it. I smi,e. Ah, how sweet, I say and 
mean it.

It  didn’t  occur  to  me  thenxwhy  did  it  take  ti,,  now  Mor  me  to 
wonderxbeyond his obLious care Mor me' what were his holes with that 
,itt,e enLe,oleS Was he reaching Mor one ,ast chance to make things rightS

I lass on to my Mather a message oM my thanks' and I neLer hear Mrom him 
again.

;e’s in my thoughts a,, the time now' the dad who ,oLed his gir, so much' 
unconditiona,,y. I’Le come to rea,i=e that' Oust ,ike me' there was more to 
my Mather than met the eye' lieces I neLer saw that' lut together' made him 
who he was. fnd I wonder now' what were those liecesS IM I’d known in 
time' wou,d things haLe been diperentS

;ere I sit in the Ma,,out oM our actions' the debris and the Mragments 
that are ,eMt oM Mather and daughter. It took a,, these years' these tears' 
writing this story to bring me Mu,, circ,e. Hhe ,itt,e gir, who turned her back 
on her dad. Row she carries a wish' a ,onging Mor restorationxa word' a 
momentxknowing it wi,, neLer come.

;ayBe,d on an fugust night—
Aoss is heaLy. …ome things can’t be brought back.



Down from the 
Mountain

Wilderness Majesty

January 31, 2020

T his morning, I packed up the last of my belongings and did a 
walk-through of the cabin, checking for anything I might have 

forgotten. I swept the Foor, wiped down the sinks, and put away my dishes. 
'rom the washer, I pulled the bedding and towels I’d used and hung them 
up in the sunroom to dry. I wanted to leave the cabin as clean and tidy as I 
could make it, as pretty as the day IMd —rst entered.

Jy host had arranged my transport with a driver he knew, and my ride 
arrived late morning. I climbed into the car with a tug on my heart. I kept 
my eyes at the window as we pulled awayía last longing look at my beloved 
cabin home on the mountain there in DardSn de Aota.
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!hen the scene disappeared from view, I turned forward and set my 
sights on the road ahead. The drive to Ouepos turned out to be the 
highlight of my trip thus far.

Nuch beautyz I was on the edge of my seat, looking every direction at 
onceícouldnMt take it all in.

Jost of the way, we followed a dirt road, narrow and twisty, through the 
mountains. xften, our route wound along the edge of a sheer drop-oj no 
more than a couple of feet from our tires, straight down on one side, with 
a wall of rock straight up on the other.

Then at one point, the road abruptly widened. Jy driver pulled over and 
stopped the car, ojering me the chance to get out and take a look. I stepped 
through the long grasses to the edge of the drop-oj and gaPed in awe. R 
green eYpanse stretched out below. Jountaintop after mountaintop rose 
up around us and pierced the sky. !ay in the valley wound a dirt road to 
a house, and Lust beyond that, the earth dropped away again, plunging yet 
deeper into another valley. xj in the distance, the (aci—c xcean was barely 
visible, a light-blue line on the horiPon.

Aown from the mountain heights, we were suddenly surrounded by 
hundreds of chicharraícricket-like bugs, unseen in the trees. The air 
was —lled with their steady chirp that sounded like the hum of electrical 
wires but shriller and louder. Their noise was so penetrating, it seemed 
impossible not to catch sight of them. )et try as I might, I could see not 
a Ficker, not a hint of even one.

Rll along our route, lush, thick foliage burst everywhereíIMd never 
before  seen  such  color  and  variety  of  wild  Fora.  1Yotic  Fowers  of 
satin-white stood along the roadway. Heaves of red, pink, purple, and 
burgundy lined the trail like theyMd come out in their —nest garments to 
watch us pass. Npider-looking epiphytes 5plants that are not parasitic; grew 
on the trees, dressing the limbs in ruqes and making the foliage even 
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thicker. Throughout the upward slopes were huge patches of elephant 
earía plant that reminded me of giant rhubarbíand I felt dwarfed as we 
passed by themU I could curl up on one of the leaves and still have leaf left 
over.

'arther on, still going through forest, I noticed something. Nomething 
not Buite right6 R power pole stood at the edge of the road. IMd almost 
missed itía tree among trees. The coloring was odd, but6

(ower lines out here in the wilderness7 Rnd where were the wires7 It 
didn’t make sense.

I looked closer, and it took me a minute to realiPe the truthíit was not a 
power pole at all but a living, growing tree trunk, smooth without its bark. 
Then I recogniPed it6

Cainbow eucalyptusz
This  unusual  species  grows  so  rapidly,  it  sheds  its  outer  bark. 

énderneath, is bright green. xnce eYposed, the color changes to darker 
green, then to blue, then purple, orange, and —nally maroon. 8ecause it 
sheds in strips, not all at once, the trunk displays a uniBue color palette, 
each strip at a dijerent stage in the process. Go two trees and no two 
palettes are ever Buite the same.

Then I saw that there was a whole row of rainbow eucalyptus lining 
the roadway. I asked my driver to stop, and I hopped out for a closer 
look. I took my time, admiring and taking pictures. It was like being in a 
cartooníthe tree trunks didnMt look real but like giant rolls of playdough 
colors that had been twisted together in the hands of a child.

xnce back in the car, we bounced through forest and clearings, past 
a —eld of pineapple, and back into the shaded woods. In time, we drove 
under the canopy of the rainforest, the thick treetops preventing most of 
the sunlight from penetrating to the forest Foor.
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)es,  the  rainforest.  This  was  another  of  the  things  IMd  hoped  to 
seeínumber two on my 3osta Cica adventure wish list.

!e drove right through a Fowing riveríno bridge. Jy driver said that 
in winteríNeptember, xctober, Govemberíthe water comes up to the 
edge of the bank, which was higher than our car as we drove along the river 
bed. No driving across then, he said.

8ack up the other bank, and we were on a road again, leaving the river 
behind us. R few more miles of twists and turns6

Then6
It was Lust as we were approaching a village6 It came out of nowhere6 

Nomething Fying toward usía Fash of color in the sky. Jy eyes snapped 
to it, this thing that seemed too bright and too vivid to be real.

A Lapa Roja, my driver told meía Ncarlet Jacaw. I had a perfect side 
view of this beautiful bird as it Few past us and alighted in a tree.

I was captivated, trying hard not even to blink. I wanted to get a picture 
of this incredible creature but couldnMt risk taking my eyes oj it to look at 
the camera. I didn’t want to miss even a Ficker, not even a nanosecond, of 
that moment so eYBuisite and rare.

Jy driver was able to snap a Buick shot of the bird before it took Fight 
again. This time, it headed away from us, allowing me a view from behind, 
its wings and tail spread like royal fans. Ntunning, brilliant huesz Hike a kid 
had painted it, each part a dijerent vibrant color.

It was over so Buickíthe Hapa CoLa come and gone almost before I had 
time to take it in.

This unforgettable drive through the 3osta Cican wilderness was an 
uneYpected gift. The sights and sounds...the variety...the wonders of 
creation6

!hat an amaPing Eodz
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City on the Coast

Quepos, Costa Rica
January 31, 2020

3ristian met our car in front of his house, which sat right at the edge of the 
road, on a hill overlooking the city. Jy driver helped me unload my luggage 
and then sped away, probably relieved to be rid of the lollygagging tourist 
who took pictures of absolutely everything.

I turned to 3ristian, my new Rirbnb host and owner of my Ouepos 
casa. …e showed me to a narrow steel gate set into the wall that eYtended 
from one end of his house. …e inserted a key, unlocked the padlock, and 
opened the gate, then led me down a Fight of eBually narrow cement steps, 
sandwiched between two more walls.

…e stopped at a landing where the right side opened up into a little 
courtyard-like space, boasting a tiny strip of dirt that held several old paint 
cans and plastic tubs —lled with Fowers. 8elow this open space was a second 
house and then another house below that, both of them cut into the side 
of this hill that dropped steeply away from the road weMd Lust left.

To our immediate left was a door in a bright green wall, its cement 
cracked and chipped. 3ristian unlocked the door and waved me inside. !e 
were under 3ristian’s houseíin its basement, also built into the side of the 
hill.

The interior of the apartment was bright with sunlight that streamed 
through the windows on the only eYposed side of the basement. The d9cor 
was a combination of dijerent paint tones and tiles of various siPes and 
colors, and none of it matched the large pattern on the linoleum Foor. It 
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was a hodgepodge of designs and teYtures that struck the eyes and left the 
senses trying to recover.

Rt the far end of the apartment was the royal-blue-tiled bathroom. !ith 
hot showerz )es, oh, yesz Rnd hot water in the sinksz !hat luYuryz Go more 
bathing from a potz

There was a hole in the bedroom wall, I noticed, where the R3 pipe 
ran to the outdoors, the eYtra space around it not sealed. Jy eye Lust goes 
to such situations, drawn to the risks. xther cracks and holes throughout 
the apartment looked right out to daylight or went down into the ground. 
Rnything could crawl through, I knew, but I decided not to think about 
it. AenialMs a wonderful place to live.

The apartment looked Lust like the pictures online, so I smiled and 
thanked 3ristian. This is great, I told him, and I meant it.

Rfter pointing out some of the features of my new home, 3ristian took 
his leave. I closed the door behind him and got myself settled. Then I 
ventured out to Noda NancheP, which he had recommended. R 0sodaï in 
3osta Cica is a small, family-owned restaurant, and more often than not, 
these less-touristy places serve some of the best local food for cheap. Jy 
—ve-dollar plate of rice, —sh, beans, and mashed potatoes was more than 
enough, and I carried home the leftovers for my lunch the following day.

I walked the few blocks back to my place, taking in everything I passed, 
snapping pictures and delightedly eYploring my new surroundings while a 
gorgeous sunset hung over the city.

Ouepos. This was the seacoast IMd waited for.
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Ouepos was a poor city, at least around my stomping grounds. Jany of the 
tiny shops and homes were not in good state. Eutters ran along the streets, 
and I thought I recogniPed garbage, sewer, and raw meat in the smells that 
followed me everywhere.

It was hot, even in 'ebruary, nearing forty degrees plus humidity every 
day, dipping down only to twenty-seven at night. Jany stores didnMt 
have air conditioning. 3hocolate bars at the checkout stands lay limp, 
pathetically misshapen in the heat. IMd wait my turn in line, grocery basket 
in hand, while little rivers of perspiration poured down my face. 'rom 
shivering on the mountain to stiFing on the coast, I came home after every 
outing, soaked in sweat, making a beeline to the shower.

Ntill, I was eYcited about the home IMd chosen. Jornings began with 
cojee out on the steps in my 0garden.ï 1very day, I took time from writing 
to go out, even if Lust to eYplore a new street. I strolled a long, wide walkway 
that ran beside the waterfront while sunlight glittered on the ripples. I 
visited shops and returned several times to Noda NancheP. The 'armerMs 
Jarket came on 'ridaysíI sipped coconut water straight from the shell 
and nibbled homemade yucca cake.

I hiked a shaded Lungle trail, up a clij to look out over the sapphire water 
and waves that crashed against the rocks below. The mountains, the Lungle, 
and the ocean all met down there, beneath that bluj, right at the edge of 
the sand.

It didnMt rain the whole time I was in Ouepos. 1very day closed with 
a brilliant sunset over the water. I watched the changing colors through 
my living room windowípink, to orange, to deep red as the sky slowly 
darkened and the sun disappeared.
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One Simple Word

The sidewalk from my Ouepos apartment, down into the city, leads past 
a run-down dwelling thatMs perched right on the edge of an embankment. 
R fence runs between the sidewalk and the property, and the little gate is 
closed. The tiny spit of yard has an overhanging roof, an eYtension of the 
building. R white plastic chair sits at a table under the roof, Lust a step or 
two outside the door of the house. Trees and vegetation crowd the space, 
so itMs shaded and cool.

The —rst time I walked by the little shack, I didnMt pay much attention. 
IMd already passed it when a cheerful voice called, 0…ola.ï I stepped back 
and peered into the shadows. R shirtless man sat in the chair, likely trying 
to stay cool in the heat of the day. I smiled and called, 0…ola.ï …e nodded 
and grinned, and I was on my way.

GeYt time I approached, the man was there with his wife, and she looked 
Lust as pleased as he did when I smiled. …e came to the gate and talked to 
me. I couldnMt understand his words. !hen I asked if he spoke 1nglish, he 
shook his head sadly. No we waved to each other and parted with, Bien día.

1very day, I follow the cracked and pitted sidewalk down the hill past 
that shack and call out a hello to my neighbors. 8aby chicks scurry ahead of 
me. Coosters crow from every direction, and liPards scuttle into crevasses. I 
make my way through the streets, dodge the never-ending traVc, and step 
carefully over holes and around broken concrete.

I pass many more houses, fenced and gated. Haundry dries in the sun, 
hung from a line or spread out on the bushes. (atches of garden and pots 
of Fowers line the walkways. The people sit under their porches or in the 
shade of the alley. They talk and eat together and chase after their children. 
Jany homes, many lives, many stories.
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This city will forget me the moment IMm gone, but for a little while, it 
knows me. IMm immersed in its life, and its pulse —lls me. This is my home. 
These are my people. The man and his wife are my neighbors, separated by 
language, brought together by smiles and one simple wordí

…ola.W 

Free

Quepos, Costa Rica
February 10, 2020

I hammer at my keyboard in the heat of my apartmentíthank goodness 
for R3. Jany tears, today, as I work on this story. Jemories Food. The 
ache returns. I donMt know why.

That Jay of "KW?, when Cobert refused to visit me, was the end for 
me. 'or so long before that, I hadnMt been able to accept that heMd do this 
to me. I couldnMt believe heMd send me away or that heMd let me take the 
fall for his choices. IMd been willingly naQve. 'inally that Jay, I saw itíIMd 
been holding on to something that had died already. I couldnMt pretend 
anymore. I had to accept that the divorce was real. !hat was, was gone, 
and I could not bring it back.

The last time I saw Cobert was a year after that, in Rugust of "KW“. …e 
came to Nhaunavon to see new baby Thomas. 1ven that far into the death 
of our marriage, I’d held a Feeting thought that he might show some real 

W. (salm "QRW. SThe earth is the Hord’s, and all it contains, the world, and all who dwell in it.S 
5GRN8;



NRGACR ECR314""

interest. 8ut again, he whisked through with his own agenda and never 
checked with me about his plans. …e ojered me, after the fact, a day to do 
something together, like he might to an old friend he hadn’t seen in years. 
I didnMt see the point.

Instead, I invited him for a walk one evening, but it only made me more 
grateful to be where I was, for what Eod had brought me through, and for 
the life I now had.

…e spent only two or three days at TimberleyMs and then went oj to 
…ollyMs. The afternoon he left town, I came home to twelve red roses in a 
vase on my living room cojee table. …is sweet gesture touched me deeply, 
memories of a past that was gone. 8ut the weeks that followed were the 
most vicious between us, and I —nally stopped all contact with him.

Gearly four years have passed since then. IMm happy in my life now, and 
I wouldnMt go back to the past.

Aivorce is not the real disease. ItMs only the death of a marriage thatMs 
been sick a long time. …olding the relationship together to avoid divorce 
is like keeping a brain-dead body on life support. It accomplishes nothing 
to continue the marriage without treating the disease thatMs killing itíour 
sel—shness and pride. It brings no honor to Eod, either, if we donMt change 
our toYic behaviours and attitudes.

0IMm to blame,ï I used to tell people. I believed my horrible words 
and actions all those years were the reason our marriage had never been 
strong and that that had ultimately led to our divorce. Nlowly, I came to 
see that wasnMt so. I am to blame, one hundred percent, for my actions 
and attitudes, yes. I take responsibility for them. 8ut Cobert played a 
signi—cant part, too. …e was the head of our family. …e held the keys to 
lock or unlock our relationship, to take us into right and solidarity or into 
mediocrity and instability. Rnd in the end, he chose to seal our failures 
with divorce.
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I used to wonder why Eod took me down such a long path. !hy 
plant the idea of reconciliation and ask me to work toward it when …e 
knew Cobert would refuse most everything I ojered7 !hy the back and 
forthíthe promises, the reLections, the hopes and disappointments7 !hy 
didnMt Eod Lust let it end when I signed the papers and be done with it7

Gow I see …e took me through all the possibilities, so when it was over, 
IMd know IMd done all I could. If Cobert and I had walked away when the 
ink dried, IMd always have been haunted with I should have tried this; maybe 
we could have worked it out.

Then one day, …e let me know it was over. You’ve done all I’ve asked, 
Eod whispered. You’re free.

8ittersweet release.
To the best of my knowledge, IMm not angry, though I had to defeat 

anger again and again. I work through this stuj regularly, checking myself. 
I donMt resent Cobert. …e did what he had to do, whatever his reasons, and 
now we live with it. I keep reminding myself it doesnMt matter what heíor 
anyoneísays or does or thinks, that I have Eod with me, my 3omfort, my 
3ompanion, my Ntrength. IMve done my best to follow …im through all 
these events. …eMs kept me and brought me to where I am, for …is purpose.

I donMt know why there are sometimes still tears. 8ut I think I came out 
with peace and Loy while Cobert was the loser in his own arrangement. …e 
got what he wanted, but I fear he doesnMt like the life he brought upon 
himself. I worry about him. I donMt want him to be sad or lonely. …eMs 
living with some health issues now, too, I learned about three years ago. I 
remind myself heMs not my responsibility anymore.

!eMve resumed a careful smattering of communication recently. IMd like 
us to stay on friendly termsíwe still share our children and grandchildren. 
Dad speaks only well of you, …olly told me this past 3hristmas. I thought 
you should know, she smiled. I was pleased to hear it.
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IMd like to say that IMm healed and IMm strong6that IMve overcome 
my hindrances. This isnMt true, though. Nee, we eYpect that —nale. That 
all-conBuering victory. !e wait for the breakthrough that sets us right 
again.

8ut there is no end to the battle. Got in this life. Triumph follows 
struggle, and before we reach the crest of our success, weMre knocked back 
down by hardship. AiVculty and relief intertwine. …appiness picks us up 
to carry us brieFy and sets us down again. 'or those who know Eod, there 
is Loy and comfort through whatever comes. …e is our peace in the storms, 
our shelter from the winds and the rains.

I still canMt focus enough to read, though I used to have three or four 
books on the go at a time back in Tenton. I canMt pay attention long enough 
to get through a movie. I still canMt stay long in a social situation. I donMt feel 
settled anywhere I go. These are the symptoms of the trauma of divorce.

The last seven years since leaving Gew 8runswick have been the most 
diVcult of my life. TheyMve also been the best. Eod has become more real 
to me than ever before. …eMs taught me lessons IMd never have learned if IMd 
not walked through the —res. IMm still a mess, and I might never be —Yed. 
Eod doesnMt heal all the hurt or take away the scars. …e keeps us in our 
weakness, so weMll rely on …is strength. …e gives …is comfort and peace to 
sustain us. …e carries us through our pain.

06'or my soul takes refuge in )ou 5Eod;U and in the shadow of )our 
wings I will take refuge until destruction passes by.ï (salm ?”RW. 5GRN8;

Paci#c Sunset

I wait at the bus stop, eager for my afternoon. Neveral kilometers south 
of the city is a tourist townU thatMs where IMm headed. I look down the road 
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eYpectantly, and at last, my ride lumbers into view. I step into the bus and 
pay the fare, about siYty-—ve cents one way.

I settle into my seat and watch the Lungle slip past outside the windows. 
IMve seen it many times, but I never get tired of it. !e twist over the road, 
up and down, and make many stops for passengers to get on and oj. Rs we 
draw closer, I crane my neck for the familiar scene thatMs new every time. 
!e round a turn, and there it is over the ridgeí

The (aci—c xcean.
Januel Rntonio, our destination, is an oceanside village. The bus stops 

at the end of the route and we all spill out. I kick oj my shoes and 
traipse through the sand. This seashoreíeYotic haven, palm trees and 
coconutsíthis is the reason I came to Ouepos.

R long, white beach stretches both directions to rocky clijs that Lut 
out into the warm water. I walk barefoot alone and canMt stop smiling to 
myself. The undertow sucks the sand from beneath my feet and nearly 
pulls me over, though IMm only knee-deep. …uge whitecaps crash against 
outcroppings of volcanic rock. (elicans Fap above and dive into the surf. 
Rn ibis lifts from the shadows to rest in the branches of a tree. R tiny crab 
pokes out from his hole, then scuttles back inside when he sees my shadow.

I pick my way out onto the black rock and —nd a Fat surface on which 
to sit. I gaPe across the shoreíI hadnMt realiPed how striking palm trees 
are along a beach. I look out over the sparkling water, its rhythmic waves, 
mesmeriPing. I soak in the sun, the air, the fragrance.

R cruise shipMs anchored in the distance, its passengers here on the beach. 
R couple of smaller boats linger, and !aveCunners skim over the cove. The 
colorful balloon of a parasail drifts overhead.

(aradise.
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I wade out up to my chest and ride the waves back to the shore. Uoices 
call across the water. (eddlers push their carts along the sand. TranBuility. 
Haughter. énhindered beauty.

I donMt want the day to end.
1verything stills at evening, and the people gather on the beach to gaPe 

out across the (aci—c. I stand among them, all of us trans—Yed, as the 
sun slowly sinks downward. R shimmering path of light stretches across 
the surface of the ocean as though reaching for us. The sky turns yellow, 
then gold. The moment lingersU it hangs in space, soundless, unmoving, as 
though punctuating its own beauty. Then the ball of —re picks up speedU 
it slips Buickly now, every second changing. !e hold onto the scene before 
us, never turning, barely daring to blink.

In a —nal Fash, the orange sun dips below the horiPon and is gone. Nilence 
hovers.

Rnd I let go the breath IMm holding.



Oscar

Quepos, Costa Rica
February 17, 2020

A wake this morning ahead of the sun, I turn on my bedside lamp 
before putting feet to the .oorF I poke my head out into the hallwayF 

jor vust this purpose, I leace on a light in the licing room all nightF I s—an the 
path to the bathroomTnothing —rawlingFFFno —reepiesF ’he —oast is —learF

’his is my morning ritualF
I walk the length of the apartment to the light swit—h, lo—ated by the 

entran—e, and .ip it onF ’hen, puttering in the kit—hen, I-m startled by a 
roa—hUlike —reature on the —ounterF !ghB

Rut I-ce got thisF I —ross the apartment a se—ond time to grab a shoe from 
under the bamboo shelf that sits by the doorF (eturning to the —ounter, 
I moce some things out of the way to set up for a —lear shotF ’he roa—h 
s—uttles, and I pull ba—k, startled againF Y)ou —an hear these things —li—king 
on the tile as they s—urryFS

I take a moment to gather my —ourageF Nhoe —lasped tightly in my hand, 
I start to go ba—k in for the bug andFFF

’hat-s when I see itFFF
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zy gaHe darts to the thing per—hed on the —eiling as though ocerseeing 
its kingdomF ’he blood drains from my headF

NpiderB All eight legs of itB OugeB
I-ce already walked ba—k and forth twi—e, right under itB I start to 

hypercentilateF zy skin tinglesF I break out in a sweatF Wh, my goshB Wh, 
my goshB Wh, my goshB

?hat do I do; ’here-s no way I-ll attempt to wha—k a spider that-s ocer 
my headTgracity —an be most in—oncenient in su—h situationsF Resides, 
I-ce nothing to rea—h itTno .y swatter' no broomF I go half a step forward, 
half a step ba—kF ?hat to do; ?hat to do;

’hen it mocesF
It —rawls a—ross the —eiling toward the far end of the house, then down 

the wall to the .oorF I beg it not to —ome to the kit—hen where I —owerF
Instead, it —rawls under the bamboo shelf and seems to settleF I don-t 

know how long I stand froHen in pla—e before I re—ocer enough to get my 
breakfast, eyes always on the —orner where, somewhere in the darkness, the 
enemy waitsF

’hen it9s on the moce againTa—ross the open spa—e toward meF I grab 
the lid oL the —ro—kpot and slide up to 3l EreepoF Don't slap it down too 
hard, Sandra. We don't want spurting spider any more than we want to 
break the glass lid. ?hen I-m —lose enough, I bring down the lid, hoping 
to trap the intruder underneath itF Rut he9s too fast' he darts away, and I 
missF zy se—ond attempt misses againF zy rical ra—es ba—k under the shelf, 
then up the wall, down the wall, taunting meF

Hey, I realiHe, if I could get the door open, he just might call off his assault 
and go outside. I moce —arefully as I enter the spa—e he has —laimed in 
my homeF I rea—h for the lat—h and pull it openF Nunlight gleamsF ’he 
outdoorsFFF jreedomFFF Go on, Oscar Ythat-s his nameSF I will him ba—k out 
into natureF
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Nlowly, Ws—ar starts for the doorF I hold my breathF Yes, yes, keep going. 
Oe rea—hes the threshold and pauses, poised for es—apeF Oe lifts up his two 
front legs and wriggles them in the hot airF Go! You’re free!

DoB Oe withdraws abruptly, —at—hing on to my tri—keryF ’he ruthless 
ara—hnid turns to —onfront meF xike lightning, he —harges meB I verk ba—k, 
terriJedF ’hen vust as 0ui—kly, he —hanges dire—tion and retreats to his 
hacen under the shelfF

’here he staysF
Dow you-re probably thinking, For heaven’s sake, Sandra, that little 

thing? It won’t hurt you.
WhFFF, but Ws—ar-s not littleB Oe spans as big as my handB
And one of the most poisonous spiders in the world, the RraHilian 

?andering Npider, lices in Eosta (i—a and looks suspi—iously similar to 
giant Ws—ar, hereF

xogi— has no pla—e when we-re talking spidersF
No, the hours go byF I hardly take my eyes oL the —orner where he hidesF 

Oe waitsF I wat—hF Nometimes the shadows play tri—ks on me, and I-m not 
sure if he-s ecen still under thereF I shine my .ashlight into his lair, and two 
white ocals glare ba—k at meF OideousF I dread nightfall and darknessF

Ry dusk I —an-t take it anymoreF I grab a few things, stuL them into 
my ocernight bag, and make a resercation at a nearby hotelF I gather all 
my remaining possessions into my suit—ase and Hip it up, se—ured against 
incadersF I stash it in a handy spot, ready for 0ui—k retriecal when I get up 
the nerce to —ome ba—k for itF

Dow I .eeF
’he neét day, I return with Eristian to pi—k up the suit—ase and —lean the 

apartmentF Oe insists the spider9s not poisonousF Aust the same, he turns 
the pla—e inside out, but there9s no sign of Ws—arF
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Decertheless, I don9t want a roommate and won9t take any —han—es of 
being here should he returnF I book a room in Nan AosCF I board a bus that 
whisks me from the west —oast to the —enter of the —ountryF

I-ll spend my last week in Eosta (i—a in the bustling —apital —ityF I9ll make 
friends and we9ll eéplore togetherF It9ll be the best week of my whole tripF

And I9ll necer see Ws—ar againF



San José

February 19–27, 2020

Heaven’s Door

M y San José accommodation was a pretty room dubbed, “Heaven’s 
Door.” Ah, just the solace I needed after rooming with Oscar. The 

second-story apartment was within walking distance of restaurants, cafés, 
mall, grocery stores, and bus stops.

Temperatures were a beautiful twenty-Cve to twenty-eight degrees 
Eelsius, not so cold as the mountain but not so stiqing as the coast.

In the room across the hall was another guest, Eharlene, from Bngland. 
She knew Ruite a few people in town, was always on the go, and was a 
fountain of information about what to see around San José. 2ecause of her 
and her connections, I was a very busy girl that last week, and the writing 
went by the wayside while I enjoyed a taste of life in the lovely capital city.

It was through Eharlene that I learned about the Toucan 0escue 0anch 
in Heredia, about a half hour’s drive from where I was staying. The 
ranch was founded in 477' to rescue sick and injured toucans, rehabilitate 
them, and when possible, release them back into the wild. In 477x, theyNd 
eGpanded their mission to rescue sloths as well.
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Les, sloths— They were number three on my Eosta 0ica adventure wish 
list. And I Cnally found them— :ots of them—

One little guy let me Clm him eating his lunch, hanging belly up and 
reaching back over his head to pick up carrots and green beans to stuí 
them into his mouth, all while eyeballing me and my camera. Another 
sloth climbed slowly down his wire cage and stopped, posed upside down, 
just inches from my face. He looked me over curiously while I snapped his 
photo, giggling to myself. He was so adorable, he could have been mistaken 
for a kid’s stuíy toy.

One afternoon, Eharlene suggested we hop the train to EartagozcostW 
about a dollar each wayzjust for the fun of the ride.

She took me to the 2asFlica 3uestra Senora de :os Angles, Eartago’s 
most famous siteza stunning grey and white stone building trimmed with 
gold. The building was set at the far end of a long, wide brick plaPa. The 
interior was gorgeous with marble railings and hand-painted columns, rich 
wood, stained glass, and high arches. I lingered over one incredible artifact 
after another, taking pictures.

óe eGited at dusk to see the beautiful face of the church bathed in yellow 
and blue lightszbreathtakingzand its evening bells rang out after us as 
we walked away across the sRuare.

1rom the basilica, we hiked a few blocks west to the ruins of 5arroRuia de 
Santiago Ap…stol, the last of several church buildings that have occupied 
that spot, going all the way back to ("x". All of the previous buildings 
were destroyed by earthRuakes. The current stone structure was damaged 
by earthRuakes so many times they never Cnished building it. 3ow the 
rooqess interior is a beautiful oasis with stone walkways that wind through 
lush lawns and around trees and shrubs loaded with colorful blooms. 
The gates were closed when we got there, but I got some of my favorite 
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pictureszthe serene garden in haunting splendorzshot through the bars 
at dusk.

Then came one of the coolest things I’ve ever done)

Jewel Behind the Clouds

February 21, 2020
Number four on my Costa Rica wish list—

óe set oí on foot at record pace. Skies were clear, which isn’t common in 
a cloud forest, and we all knew it wouldn’t last. 

Eharlene and I had been on the go since before the sun was up, starting 
with a '7-minute walk to downtown San José where weNd met up with 
two of her friends. Then a !7-minute bus ride to a second bus in Alajuela. 
Another hour humming along mountain roads had deposited us here at 
the park gate. Our tickets were checked, and we were granted entrance with 
no guarantee we’d get to see what we’d come for.

óe knew we must hurry. 2ut some of us were already out of breath and 
having di;culty keeping up. ?VSome of usV was me.á The steep ascent can 
be a challenge for anyone who’s not used to the altitude, even for an avid 
walker like myself.

Our race was abruptly halted at the visitor’s center where we were called 
insidezprecious time lost8 sunshine wasted.

óe were each handed a hard hat and directed into a theatre. It was 
reRuired that everyone watch an information and safety video. I Cgured, 
hey, I don’t want to die on this mountain, so maybe I should pay attention.
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Once armored up and informed, we were ushered outside and assembled 
into a group of twenty-Cve or so. óe stood, impatiently shu9ing to 
and fro, while our guide warned us that we’d be permitted only twenty 
minuteszit wasnNt safe to stay any longer, he said. óhile he talked, fog 
closed in, and disheartened, we watched the grey sky swallow up visibility. 
óould we get to see anything up there6

1inally, he led us out, on a trail through the forest, and we continued our 
upward trek. Bven this far away, some of the thick vegetation was brown 
from acid rain.

0eaching the top at last, we fanned out along the railing. Ominous signs 
looked down on us, admonishing of the risks we’d taken just being here.

2y now, thick cloud hugged the mountain, and we couldn’t see beyond 
the cragged rim of rock just on the other side of the barrier. It was a strange 
eíectzthe bare brown twigs and dried leaves that lined the edge and then 
nothing but a sheet of white, like the artist never Cnished the painting.

The clock was ticking...
I moved along the railing, stopping at diíerent points, as though I might 

hit the magic button that would draw back the white veil. I snapped 
pictures and waited, hopeful...

Slowly, yes, the cloud was thinning, wisps hurrying away on the wind. 
I could now see down the barren slope to my right. “It’s lifting,” I called, 
never taking my eyes from the scene before me. óherever my companions 
had wandered, I did not want them to miss this.

Then suddenly, the curtain pulled back...
And I was looking into the crater of an active volcano.
OolcPn 5oPsW elevation QQ'Q feet.
Down its bleak slopes lay one of the largest craters in the world, last 

erupted just Cve months agozSeptember of 47(Rzfollowing an eruption 
seven months before that.
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2ut the real gem was :aguna Ealiente. The crater lake qashed before 
us, its ash-rimmed bowl of luminous, milky-green waters, eerie under the 
constantly-moving streaks of fog that were already closing in again.

The early-morning dash to busses, the smell of sulfur, toGic gasses, the 
wait here in the wind and the mist, the risk of eruption. It was all for this. 
A chance...one look at this beautiful jewel.

Eelebrate it. Drink it in. Don’t turn away.
It was no more than three minutes when cloud wrapped around, 

shutting us out, and the lake was gone.
2ut that one breath-taking momentzthat glimpse of the crater and its 

lakezwas a gift...a memory we’d take with us to cherish forever.
OolcPn 5oPs...
The emerald jewel behind the clouds.

I Plan

“The mind of man plans his way, but the Lord directs his steps.” Proverbs 
16:9. (NASB)

It was down to the crunch for me as to where I would go after the Holy 
:and trip with Mum and 0achel, what would be the neGt phase of my 
adventure abroad.

I up and decided, about halfway through my eight days in San José, that 
I’d spend four weeks with Melody :ivingston in AriPonazYour room’s 
still waiting for you to come back, she told me over and over. Come here 
after Israel. Stay a good month. So I booked the qight from Toronto to 
5hoeniGzto Melody’szfor March Rth.
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2ut after the beginning of April, I’d need a destination. I spent hours on 
my bed in Heaven’s Door, laptop in front of me, trying to pick. I went 
round and round on Yooglez5eru, 2olivia, Bcuador, 5anama.

One afternoon, Eharlene was telling about some of her cycling tours in 
various countries. So of all the places you’ve been in South America, I asked, 
What’s your top recommendation?

Cusco, she said without hesitation. Because the new structures are built on 
top of ancient ruins. It’s really amazing!

I had my answer. The neGt day, I booked qights from 5hoeniG, AriPona 
to Eusco, 5eru for April Qth. I’d stay two weeks and then go to on Euenca, 
Bcuador on another recommendation. I reserved accommodations in 
those two cities for most of April and May. 1inally, I was ready for the neGt 
three monthszIsrael, AriPona, South America.

On with the adventure. On with the story.



Israel, Place of             
Reflection

February 28—March 8, 2020

Beautiful Gift

M y treasured days in Costa Rica ended much too soon. I said 
good-bye to the lights of San José as my kight rose into the swy 

at tFo in the morning on 2ebruary 8Hth.
Israel.
’oF incredible to thinw that Ipd soon be in this country of such rich 

history and Tromise. ,hisG the land Fhere vod came doFn to liWe among 
’is created. jhere ’e fulAlled ’is Tlan of salWationG our Tardon from sin. 
jhere Jesus Fill one day return to set uT ’is wingdom.

jhat a Fonderful gift our mother gaWe Rachel and meG to tawe us Fith 
her on this Falw in the steTs of our SaWior.

I met uT Fith Rachel and Mum and the rest of our tour grouT in the 
,oronto airTort about four-thirty T.m.G Nust in time to board our kight to 
,el DWiW. My second night on a Tlane.
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Israel Fas the oTTosite of the leisurely tFo months Ipd sTent in Costa 
Rica. zur days Fere boowed solid from the moment Fe landedG early 
morning till AWe or siB at night. I neWer did catch uT on sleeT and ran on 
fumes the Fhole timeG head in a fog. jhen Ipm that tiredG I canpt hearG so 
no matter hoF much our guide eBTlainedG I Fas neWer sure Fhere Fe Fere 
or Fhat Fe Fere doing. I soon gaWe uT trying to stay on toT of it all and 
Nust let myself strayG haTTily clicwing my cameraG then running to catch uT 
Fith the grouT that Fas constantly leaWing me behind. Dt nightG I Fas too 
Forn out to mawe notes on Fhat Fepd done. ,he days FhiUUed by in a blur.

—ut some thingsG I remember Fell.
…Ton arriWal dayG Fe stoTTed Arst in JaPa. je all sTilled out of the tour 

bus that had brought us there from the airTortG and I got my Arst real taste 
of this Tlace'this toFnqthis eBotic countryG so familiarG yet so neF to me 
and strange.

 ,here  Fere  narroF  alleyFays  and  Falled  gardensG  buildings  of 
sand-colored  stone  and  cobbled  sideFalws.  ,allG  sTindly  Talm  trees 
stretched uTFardG comTeting Fith minarets and church toFers. !eoTle 
milled about the TarwsG and cars Tutted Tast.

je sTent some time touring through the streetsG our guide Tointing 
out Tlaces of interest liwe St. !eter9s Church and the home of Simon the 
,anner. ,hen she sent us oP to And food.

Mum and I steTTed into a Tretty bawery'all stoneForw inside. ,able 
after table Fas laid out Fith the greatest assortment of sFeets I9We eWer 
seen'trays of s“uares and mounds of tFisted Tastries and treats. —ut Fe 
Fere loowing for lunchG not sFeets.

jait” 2orget lunchq” I sTotted halWa”
I stood before the disTlay and staredG mouth Fatering. Ipd neWer heard of 

halWa beforeG but the sTread before me Fas irresistibleG and I Nust had to try 
some.
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’alWaps made from sesame or nut butters and resembles a big bricw 
of fudgeG but as it turns outG is not nearly so sFeet. I Anally made my 
choice'so many enticing kaWors'and handed oWer Tayment. ,he serWer 
cut me a Fay bigger chunw than I9d eBTected'I Fas delighted. Ipd nibble 
aFay at it oWer the neBt feF daysG I Agured. I added to the Turchase a couTle 
of little Tocwet-liwe Tastry items that loowed liwe they might haWe meat 
inside. je needed our TroteinG after all.

zut Fe Fent into the streetG Mum and I Fith our entréesG to a kight of 
stairs leading uT from the sideFalw. je sat on the steTs in the sunshine to 
nibble our fare. zn closer insTectionG I realiUed my mistawe Fith our 4meat 
Tocwets.0 ,hey Fere bawlaWa. 3uhG hoF did I miss thatL —awlaWa didnpt do 
us much good as a lunchG but ohG Fas it delicious”

Dnd my Fonderful halWaq I oPered it aroundG then carefully Tacwaged 
uT the leftoWers'most of the Tiece'guarded it all dayG and carried it bacw 
to my hotel room that eWening.

,hen forgot it in the fridge Fhen Fe moWed to valilee the neBt morning.
I mourned the loss.

2rom JaPa Fe droWe to our hotel in ,el DWiWG Nust a feF blocws from the 
Fater. Dfter dumTing oP our luggage in our roomsG a bunch of us Falwed 
to the shore. zP came the shoesG and I ran through the surfG heedless of the 
sTlashes I sent uT onto my clothes.

I couldnpt belieWe it” I Fas standing in the Mediterranean Sea”
je toow Ticture after Ticture of beach and swy and crashing FaWes 

against the rocws. Itps addictiWeG this Ticture-tawing'Nust as Ipd start to turn 
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aFayG a bigger FaWe Fould breaw and a higher sTray Fould shoot uTFardG 
escaTing caTture by my lens.

jhen most of the others headed bacw to the hotelG MumG RachelG and 
I lingered. ,hat day Fas our only chance to be there on that beachG and it 
Fas so beautifulG I hated to leaWe. ,he sun Fould soon setG and I Fanted 
for us to see it.

It made its sloFest descent eWer as Fe shiWered on a bench oWerloowing 
the Fater. je Tulled our Nacwets around us in the cold and tied our hoods 
uT tight. je Faited.

Dt last the orb touched a Fide stretch of cloud that stood uT out of the 
horiUon. ,hen it sanw gradually till it disaTTeared comTletely behind the 
cloud. Rays of light shot uTFard into the swy and streamed out through a 
slit in the cloudG turning eWerything they touched to gold. MagniAcent.

znly after the brilliant yelloF had dimmed and the beams had faded did 
Fe turn to go.

D  beautiful  moment  for  the  three  of  us'our  sunset  on  the 
Mediterranean.

Galilee

7oF 4mountains0 rim the other side of the laweQ they curWe around the 
end of the basin to form the bacwdroT for a neat roF of houses in the 
distance. 7iwe in a TaintingG each ridge rises a little higher behind the one in 
front of it. Clouds rekect on the FaterG and grasses groF along the shore.

,his is the Sea of valilee. !eaceful. ,ran“uil. I Tause at the Faterps edge 
and loow out oWer the lawe and the shore. Ipm strucw by images'WiWid 
recollections of the stories IpWe wnoFn since childhood. !art of vodps 
Terfect TlanG unfolded right here around this sTot Fhere I stand.



jIEvS IE ,’O S,zRM x;K

zur grouT Tiles into a little boatG and Fe sail out to the middle. je 
sing hymns and read from the —ible. vulls kocw around usG circling for 
the crumbs our valilee guide throFs out to them. ’e casts a big net into 
the Fater and Tulls it uT againG shoFing us hoF the disciTles Fould haWe 
Ashed.

,he  Sea  of  valilee  is  much  smaller  than  I  eBTectedG  tFenty-one 
wilometers long but only thirteen wilometers Fide. Eestled betFeen 
surrounding hillsG it sits about 81: meters beloF sea leWelG the second 
loFest lawe in the ForldG after the 3ead Sea. ,he calm surface today belies 
the Aerceness of the storms that hit this little lawe. Vuicw changes in 
temTeratures and air Tressure can FhiT the sea into a Wiolent temTestG liwe 
the accounts Fe read of in the vosTels.

I sit on the bench at the side of the boat and drinw it all in. Ipm lost in 
my thoughts. ,his Tlace'the EeF ,estament come to life. It Fas at this 
laweside that Jesus called !eterG DndreFG JamesG and JohnG 42olloF MeQ I 
Fill mawe you Ashers of men.0

I see ’im in the stern of the boatG arms raised to still the raging storm. 
4jhy are you afraidL0 ’e asws.

I Ticture the disciTlesG eBhausted from Ashing all nightG coming bacw 
emTty. 4,hroF your net on the other sideG0 the 7ord calls. ,hey cast one 
more timeG and the catch is so greatG they canpt haul it in. ,hereps Jesus on 
the shore Faiting for themG coowing breawfast in the early morning sun.

SomeFhere out hereG !eter Falws on the Fater. In a momentG hepll tawe 
his eyes oP Christ and begin to sinw. Still in faithG he clambers out of the 
boat onto the angry sea. Imagine”

,heypre not Nust stories in a boowqnot Nust characters in a noWel. ,heypre 
historyG true accounts in ’is jord. ,hey Fere real TeoTle Fho Falwed Fith 
our 7ordG right here.
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I reNoice that I wnoF their SaWiour tooG this &ingG this friend of AshermenG 
the Most ’igh vod.

Just in Time

—et ShepDn is one of the most ancient cities in the ’oly 7and. It Fas on 
the Falls of this city that &ing Saulps body Fas hung by the !hilistines after 
hepd fallen on his oFn sFord to aWoid being tawen by the enemy. ’ereG in 
the remains of a Arst-century theatreG our grouT stood together and sang 
hymns Nust to hear the marWelous acoustics in the old stone amThitheater.

je Falwed among Roman and —yUantine ruins. Crumbled stones and 
browen columns lay against one anotherG toTTled by an earth“uawe in 
:;? D3. D sideFalw of a loWely mosaic Tattern folloFed an old street 
lined Fith more columnsG still uTrightG that somehoF escaTed the “uaweps 
destruction.

Mysterious and haunting are these remains of a once-thriWing city and 
trade-route betFeen MesoTotamia and OgyTt.

je Fhiswed from one site to another6 EaUareth 5illage Fhere real TeoTle 
and animals reTlicate life in valilee at the time of ChristQ ,he old stones of 
Jerusalemps main street'the street that Jesus Falwed'barricaded noF to 
TreserWe themQ Dncient synagogues Fhere Jesus might haWe taughtQ ,he 
Trison beloF Fhat might haWe been CaiaThasp house Fhere Jesus Fas held 
the night before ’is cruciABionG aFaiting trial in the morningQ ,he hill 
that loows liwe a swullG Tossibly volgotha.

je loowed out across the &idron 5alley to the 3ome of the RocwG 
glistening in the sun. More beautiful to me Fas an unadorned sTot farther 
doFn'the Oastern vate. ,hough itps not the same gate as in OUewiel ;; 
Z ;Y nor the same gate as in the millennial wingdom to comeG its TlainG 



jIEvS IE ,’O S,zRM x;x

Feathered stone is a glorious reminder to me that Christ Fill one day enter 
Jerusalem as &ing and Fill remain foreWer Fith ’is TeoTle.

je Fent to —ethlehem on March ;th. je Wisited the SheTherdps 2ield 
and loowed out oWer the 2ield of —oaU. je Faited in a throng of Wisitors for 
a ten-second turn to touch the medallion that marws the Tlace Tresumed 
to be Fhere Jesus Fas born.

,hey closed —ethlehem to tourists on March (th due to coronaWirus.
je Fent to Masada on March Yth. Masada... znce ’erod the vreat9s 

grand Finter Talace. 7aterG a fortress Fhere ked a band of rebel JeFs'the 
)ealots'to escaTe Roman oTTression. ,he story goesG the nearly one 
thousand )ealots'menG FomenG and children'chose suicideG rather 
than caTture and slaWery to Rome.

It Fas sunny and clear and Fe could see for miles atoT that rocwy height. 
4It only rains here tFice a yearG0 they told us. March Yth turned out to be 
one of those tFo times in 8181. je rode the cable car bacw doFn from the 
Masada cliPs and headed oP in the bus to our neBt stoT. je hadnpt gone 
far Fhen the swy browe oTen and emTtied itself in torrents.

,hey closed the road from Masada behind us because of kash kooding.
2rom MasadaG Fe Fent to the 3ead Sea. I couldnpt Fait to koat in its salt 

Fater. je Tulled uT to the entrance and Fere told the beach Fas closed 
because it Fas too sliTTery from the rains. je Fere granted entrance to a 
diPerent beach a little farther onG and I got to do my koat. I shiWered and 
steTTed in timidlyG it Fas so cold. I loFered myself sloFly into the thicwG 
milwy Fater and laid bacw. Rachel snaTTed a “uicw TictureG and I beat it 
for the Farm shoFers.

,hey closed all the beaches at the 3ead Sea on March Hth.
zut of the rains at lastG Fe had one more stoT that day. zur bus Tulled 

into a Tarwing lotG and Fe all Tiled out. je stood togetherG cell Thones in 
handG delighted at the tFo camels that lay on the ground in front of us. I 
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Fas eager to ride double Fith Mum'I really Fanted her to try it. Oh, I 
don’t think so, she shoow her head. So I teamed uT Fith Rachel instead.

je all Fatched uncertainly as the Arst tFo couTles from our grouT 
climbed into the saddles. ,he camels rose on their gangly legsG bacw end 
ArstG throFing their riders forFard. ,hen uT came the front legs. DFay 
they FentG led by the oFnerG around the large lot as the rest of us traiTsed 
after them Fith our cameras.

zne or tFo at a timeG our grouT toow their turns on a camelG to much 
chatter and laughter. Rachel and I Faited TatientlyG round after round. Dt 
lastG the camels came bacw and stoTTed on their sTotsG they loFered to the 
groundG and the riders got oP. OWeryone else had goneG I thought. je might 
be neBt.

zut of the corner of my eyeG I caught sight of Mum. She marched ahead 
of us right uT to a camel and sFung onto its bacw. jellG for goodness saweG 
loow at that” Dnother of our ladies got uT behind herG and they lumbered 
oP. I donpt wnoF Fhat magic Fords that lady used to conWince herG but 
Ipm so glad she didnpt miss her oTTortunity for this once-in-a-lifetime ride.

,heypre among my faWorite snaTshots of the triT'Mum on that camel.

The Lamb

zn our Fay through zld Jerusalem late one afternoonG Fe stoTTed at a 
storefrontG and our tour guide called out a hello to DrelG the Tainter Fho 
oFned the shoT. Drel had been in Jerusalem for Afty yearsG she eBTlained. 
’e Fas the Arst JeFish boy to groF uT in the old city after Israel became a 
country in K?;H.
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zut came Drel to greet usG and he inWited us inside. Before they built these 
shops, he told us Fith a grinG I used to come here as a child, to this very spot, 
to hide from my mother when she wanted me to bathe.

EoF Drel comes eWery day to sell his artForw.
,he Falls Fere Alled Fith beautiful Taintings of all siUes. 3isTlay stands 

Fere stacwed Fith doUens and doUens of AWe by seWen coTies in celloThane 
FraTTings. I Ticwed out one to buy'the Oastern vate. ,hereps Nust 
something about that image that caTtiWates meG the glorious eWent to come. 
Seven dollars, Drel told me. Take two, still only seven dollars.

So I Ticwed uT another TrintG a lamb Fith a croFn of thorns on its head. 
Drel steTTed beside me. Oh, this one has a good story. ’e held it uT for 
eWeryoneG I want to tell you about this picture, he said to our grouT.

A long time ago, I saw a picture like this one, he eBTlained. One day 
many years later, the picture just came to mind. So I painted the lamb as I 
remembered it.

There was an American woman who lived here in Jerusalem with her 
husband and little boy. She used to come to my shop, and we became friends. 
She saw this painting one day, and she asked, “Arel, what have you painted?” 
I told her, “A lamb.” She said, “Yes, Arel, it’s a lamb. But what have you 
painted?” So I explained to her that I just had an urge, one day, to paint 
this lamb from my memory of a similar picture. She said, “Yes. But Arel. 
Do you know what you’ve painted?” And she took out her Bible, sat down in 
the middle of my shop floor, and read Isaiah 53; she explained to me that 
passage.

D Farm smile sTread across Drelps faceG and a glint touched his eyes. I 
understand this Lamb now a lot more than when I first painted the picture, 
he told us.

zn March (thG Fe Fent to the varden ,ombG the Tlace Fhere they might 
haWe laid ’imG the 7amb jho Fore the croFn of thorns.
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Son of the Father

In a danwG darw Trison cell stands a man condemned to die. ’is hands on 
the cold stone FallG he loows uT at the narroF shaft of light from the only 
FindoF high aboWe his head. zutside is commotion'the croFd groFing 
eWer larger and louder. ,heypre angry and shouting. jhatps haTTeningL 
’e stretches uTFardG but thereps no Fay to seeQ no Fay to reach the small 
oTening.

’e turns from the Fall and resumes his Tacing. ’oF much longer till 
they come for himL ’is heartbeat “uicwens desTite his resolWe. ’eps liWed 
a Wile life. ’eps a thiefG a terroristG a murderer. EoFG he stares death in the 
face'eBecutionG as he deserWes. 7ongG sloF torture. ’e clenches his NaFG 
his faceG set.

2ootsteTs cloT on the stones in the corridorG closer and closer to his cell. 
Metal Nangles Fith each steT'weys that hang from the guardps belt. ,he 
locw clangs and the door oTens. 4Come onG come onG0 the guard grabs 
him roughly and shoWes him into the narroF TassageFay. 2rom beyond the 
FallsG he hears the throngG 4Crucify him” Crucify him”0 they shout. ,he 
chant rings louder as he stumbles uT the steTs into the bright courtyard.

—ut instead of being led aFay Fith the other TrisonersG heps brought 
before !ilate. ,he Roman goWernor reads out his release and stamTs it Fith 
his seal.

Dnd the condemned man is Tardoned.
!ilate glances doFn at himG a loow liwe stoneG then Fhisws aFay. —arabbas 

stares after the goWernorG unable to moWe. It has to be a mistawe. Eo one 
Fould Tardon him.
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4"oupre freeG0 the guard tells him and nudges him bacw doFn the steTs 
from the Tortico. ’e nods toFard the road that leads out of the city. 
4,heypre tawing ’im instead.0

—arabbas cranes his necw and Teers through the croFd. D manG beaten 
and bloodyG stumbles under the Feight of a heaWy cross. 4jho is ’eL0 he 
asws.

4Jesus of EaUareth. ’e says ’eps the wing of the JeFsG0 the guard 
snicwers. 4,he wing Fho Fill die in your Tlace.0

4,he wing Fho tawes my Tlaceq0 —arabbas reTeats sloFlyG tasting each 
Ford. 4Jesus of EaUareth Fill dieG and I Fill go free.0

,hursday  morningG  March (G  8181G  I  stood in  the  emTty  tomb in 
Jerusalem. ,hey Fere sobering moments as I gaUed on the Tlace FhereG 
TossiblyG the Son of vod had laid. Itps not wnoFn if this is the actual tomb 
of ChristG and there are arguments for and against it. —ut Fhether or not 
itps the oneG I wnoF ’is graWe is emTty.

2rom the tombG our grouT gathered in a garden alcoWeG a communion 
tray set on a marble table before us. !recious moments of rekection 
together on the sacriAce freely oPered for us. ,he gift of vodps Tardon and 
eternal life to those Fho reTent.

It Fas our grouT leader Fho Tointed out the connection betFeen 
—arabbas and us  me[6

4—ar0 in Dramaic means 4son0
4Dbbas0 means 4father0
'Son of the father
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I am —arabbas. I am the guilty one set free. Jesus of EaUarethG vodG 
innocent zneG toow my Tlace so that I could become a son  daughter[ of 
the 2ather.

’alleluNah” jhat a SaWiour”K 

K. My deTiction of —arabbas is Actional. ,he true account is in 7uwe 8x6KH-8(. ]—ut they cried 
out all togetherG sayingG 4DFay Fith this ManG and release to us —arabbas”0T He wasTone Fho 
had been throFn into Trison for a reWolt that toow Tlace in the cityG and for murder.[T—ut 
!ilateG Fanting to release JesusG addressed them againG but they weTt on crying outG sayingG 
4CrucifyG crucify ’im”0TDnd he said to them a third timeG 4jhyG Fhat has this Man done 
FrongL I haWe found in ’is case no grounds forTa sentence ofTdeathQ therefore I Fill Tunish 
’im and release ’im.0T—ut they Fere insistentG Fith loud WoicesG demanding that ’e 
be cruciAed. Dnd their WoicesTbeganTto TreWail.TDndTsoT!ilate decided to haWe their demand 
carried out.TDnd he released the man for Fhom they Fere aswingG Fho had been throFn into 
Trison for a reWolt and murderQ but he handed Jesus oWer to their Fill.]  EDS—[
MattheF 8:6xK. ]q they q led UJesusV aFay to crucify ’im.]  &J5[
valatians K6;. ]jho Uthe 7ord Jesus ChristV gaWe ’imself for our sins.]  &J5[
7uwe 8;68-Y. ]—ut on the Arst day of the FeewG at early daFnG they came to the tombq Dnd 
they found the stone rolled aFay from the tombG but Fhen they enteredG they did not And 
the body ofTthe 7ord Jesusq ,Fo menTsuddenlyTstood near them in gleaming clothingqthe 
menTsaid to themG 4jhy are you seewing the liWing zne among the deadLT’e is not hereG but 
’eThasTrisen.]  EDS—[
Romans x68x Z Y68x. ]Dll haWe sinned and come short of the glory of vod. 2or the Fages of 
sin is deathG but the gift of vod is eternal life through Jesus Christ our 7ord.]  &J5[
I John K6?. ]If Fe confess our sinsG ’e is faither and Nust to forgiWe us our sins and to cleanse 
us from all unrighteousness.]  &J5[
OThesians 86H Z ?. ]2or by grace you haWe been saWed through faithQ and this is not of 
yourselWesG it is the gift of vodQ not a result of ForwsG so that no one may boast.]  EDS—[



Arizona, Place of 
Thankfulness

March 9 – May 27, 2020

A World on Lockdown

Phoenix, Arizona
April 2020

T he streets are eerily quiet when I walk today. Cars are parked in the 
driveways and at the curbs with no place to go. Houses are still, like 

the people are barricaded inside, afraid to look out. The cheerful twitter 
of birds is a stark contrast to the silent, lonely neighborhood. I walk on 
alone, like an intruder, thinking maybe I’m not supposed to be here. When 
I xnally come across a man puttering in his yard, I’m reassured the human 
race still eSists.

When I turn the corner, I see three or four people seated in chairs, lined 
up along the sidewalk. They’re chatting with three or four more folks who 
sit across the street, facing them. This is how we visit now. I step onto the 
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road and pass between them, leaving a good distance on either side. Dot 
that I’m afraid, but I respect the space of those who are.

Mur tour group 8ew back to Toronto from Tel Nviv on 2arch 'th, BOBO. 
I said goodbye to 2um and Gachel there in the airport, not sure when Izd 
get to see them again. I spent the night on the airport 8oor, my coat tucked 
in around me, my carryon clutched in my arms as I slept.

When I walked into 2elody and CliZ’s house the neSt day, the world 
closed behind me. Porders slammed shut. Country after country locked 
down and urged their citiVens home. Aports were cancelled. Achool, music 
lessons, and coZee houses turned to -oom. Atreets emptied as people shut 
themselves up in their homes. Nll eyes were on the media. Waiting.

2y Aouth Nmerica  8ights  were  cancelled.  2y 1eru and 3cuador 
accommodations were refunded.

CM9IR—“”.
This wasn’t part of my plan.
We  have  a  whole  new  vocabulary  now  in  our  everyday 

speechLcoronavirus, social distancing, self—isolation, quarantine. Dew 
laws control usLstores and businesses are forced to close, churches aren’t 
allowed to meet, no gatherings of more than ten, xnes for going out, report 
those who break the laws. We call it 6the new normal.:

What a weird world this is.
How innocent, now, seem my days at the cabin. How carefree my 

decisions. To move about as I wished. To turn ideas into plans. To choose 
the mountain, the beach, then the city. To go from Costa Gica to Israel to 
NriVona. To set my sights on 1eru.

Then that screeching halt. 2ovement suspended. 1lans interrupted.
6The mind of man plans his way, but the (ord directs his steps.:“ 

“. 1roverbs “)F” jDNAP?
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Canada, too, called its people back. ;riends and family messaged me in 
earnest. Come home while you still can. I have no home to go to. Do 4ob. 
With businesses closing, my chances are slim. I’m pulled back and forth, 
afraid to stay, afraid to go.

Nnd I think, isn’t this the xrst time in history the whole world has been 
caught up to this degree in the same crisis" Aeems every country’s aZected 
in some way. It’s frightening, but it’s not the virus that scares me. It’s all 
that comes with it. The repercussions are astronomical.

Put nothing that comes to this earth or to us is beyond Eod’s reach  it’s 
all 4ust as He decreed it.B  He doesn’t cause evil or make anyone do wrong, 
but He uses every choice of every living soul to achieve His purpose. He 
knew every detail of these events before the world began, and every stroke 
xts eSactly into His blueprint.

Eod has written Himself across the universe since the beginning of 
time.5  He’s there for anyone willing to see Him. Dow, more than ever, our 
generation’s brought face—to—face with the truths of His Word. Ao much in 
Pible prophecy that once seemed impossible is happening now across the 
globe. The Pook of Gevelation come to life.7  Dot that this is it, necessarily  
no one can know that at this point. Put our current circumstance sure 
shows how easy it will be for the world to fall to fear and hysteria, blind 
obedience, ready and open for a savior0  jsmall s? to swoop in and rescue.

B. Isaiah “7FB7. JTheU(ordUof armies has sworn, saying, zCertainly,U4ust as I have intended, so it 
has happened, and 4ust as I have planned, so it will stand.zJ jDNAP?

5. 1salm “”F“. JThe heavens declare the glory of Eod  the skies proclaim the works of His 
hands.J jDI9?

7. (ast book of the Pible. I Thessalonians 7F“5—“'. II Timothy 5F“—….

0. II Thessalonians B. Gevelation “5.



ANDRGN EGNC350B

It’s coming, one day. Eod’s Word is sure.
When !esus told His disciples in 2ark “5 about the persecutions to 

come, He told them not to be afraid. The Holy Apirit would sustain them 
and give them the words to say. In 2atthew B7, He said we should not fear 
the horrors of the last days, that all these things have to happen before the 
end can come when He will set up His kingdom on earth.

Pefore that time,)  !esus will come in the clouds for those of us who’ve 
repented of our sin and put our faith in Him. He’ll call His Church to 
Himself and take us home. 2illions of believers will disappear from the 
earth, shocking the world, plunging those who are left into confusion and 
fear.

I look for it now. It seems current events have catapulted us to the brink. 
I wonder how many days are left for us, though Eod alone knows the day, 
the hour, the year. It could be decades, centuries away yet. It could be today.

Ns much as I fear what believers might have to endure before !esus comes 
for us, I’m overcome with peace and assurance that nothingLno laws, no 
government, no punishment, no technology, no man on earth, no angel in 
Heaven or HellLcan hold me here when my Aaviour gathers us home.
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Desert Morning

Phoenix, Arizona, USA
April 2020

The sky’s already getting light when I pad out to the kitchen for my coZee 
at xve a.m. N shiny sliver of moon hangs over the desert. Alowly, the orange 
horiVon brightens till the sun peeks over Auperstition 2ountain.

N new day begins.
The  backyard  comes  to  life  with  the  gurgle  of  the  waterfall.  N 

hummingbird lights on a shallow pool and 8icks his wings in playful 
splashes. Pirds of all siVes and colors crisscross in the air, chasing one 
another. N gecko darts across the ground, sleek, brown body against the 
dirt. Mnly her movement betrays her presence.

N tanager has made her nest in the vines high on the wall above the 
backyard patio. 2elody and I watched her, weeks ago, come with tiny 
twigs and tuck them into the framework, her mate close by, watching over, 
protecting her. Then, her task completed, shezd settled on her eggs, her 
little head barely visible above the edge of the nest. Mur coming and going 
doesn’t bother her. Ahe knows us, but she keeps a close eye on us 4ust the 
same.

;rom time to time, her mate comes for her and the two 8y oZ together. 
When she returns, she lights on the vine and chirps to us. It’s as if she’s 
telling us where she’s been and what’s going on outside the garden walls.

Her mate perches on the stones a little way oZ and looks us over. When 
he’s satisxed we’re not a danger, he warbles his song to herLto anyone 
listeningLa lullaby for the little ones to come.
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The other day there was more commotion than usual. Ahe 8uZed and 
fussed. Her mate came more often to the edge of the nest, tilting his 
8ame—colored head to peer inside. Tiny tweets responded from little beaks 
that I couldn’t see. 2other and father 8apped eScitedly. Was it pride that 
swelled his chest a little broader"

Peyond these walls, the world’s gone sideways, overcome with upheaval, 
uncertainty, fear. Put the creatures in the garden carry on without worry, 
for they know their 2aker. He guides. He sustains. He feeds, He clothes, 
He sees them fall. Dothing touches them outside His control. The (ord 
Eod who directs the universe and all who are in it.

They rest in His hands.… 

Arizona Home

I hunker down in NriVona to wait it out, my visa good until Aeptember. 
Kncertainty has never been so strong. Where will I go when this is over" 
When" What do I do" Whatzs coming neSt"

The other day, 2elody and I went to pick up a few groceries. The 
store was so quiet. Ahelves were bare. Dot many people, hushed voices, 
and few smiles. The world looks so bleak. It seems therezs no safe place 
anymore&no freedom anywhere. I fear the cure for this coronavirus is far 
more destructive than the disease.

2y NriVona JhomeJ is a refuge from it allLa place of support and 
security and comfort. The concern that I might overstay my welcome 
creeps in from time to time. Stay as long as you need to, 2elody told me 

…. 2atthew )FB). J(ook at the birds of the airF they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, 
and yet your heavenly ;ather feeds them. Nre you not of more value than they"J j3A9?
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before I’d even mentioned it. I don’t know what I’d do if you weren’t here. 
You’re a distraction from some very hard things right now. Don’t hurry 
away. 

Aee, aside from the lockdowns and the threat of the virus, CliZ and 
2elody are revisiting a tragedy from a year agoLthe loss of their newborn 
granddaughter. This month is the anniversary of the death of this sweet 
little one. 2elody pulls out pictures that pierce the heart, and we pour over 
them together. I listen as she retells of that day, the weeks leading up to it, 
and the days and weeks following. Ahe relives the memories, and I share in 
her tears.

They are a sweet blessingLthis family&this homeLdelivered by the 
hand of Eod. Nnd I’m reassured this is my place for now, a purpose beyond 
myself.

2y time here in NriVona isn’t wasted. I’m driven to xnish what I 
started, the urgent summons on my heart. 1revented from work and travel, 
it’s easier than ever to immerse in words, guilt—free. N long—buried story 
brought back to life, pounded out at a keyboard. I pour out everything in 
me. I empty mind and soul onto the page.

Ngony. Tears. Gelease. Healing.
Nnd I’ve nearly achieved the result I’d almost given up on.
How will you end it? people ask.
;or a long time, I didn’t know.
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Desert Birthday

Saguaro Lake area, Arizona
May 2020

I lift my eyes to the window 4ust as the city drops away behind us. N vast, 
rugged desert rushes by beyond the glass, an incredible landscape that takes 
the breath away. The NriVona sun beats down and bakes the wilderness 
8oor with white light almost too bright to look at. 9ivid hues of olive—, 
apple—, pear—, and army—green sprout up from the colorless ground. 9ibrant 
blooms crown spiny cacti of all shapes and siVes. ;lowering trees in brilliant 
yellow, rosy pink, and deep fuchsia pop against greys and browns of the 
dry eSpanse.

Can we stop? I call from the back seat. I want to get pictures. CliZ pulls the 
car to the edge of the road, and I hop out with my camera. I walk back to the 
spot where a saguaro cactus rises from amidst rambling bushes and squat 
vegetation. The trunk and branches are swollen with water, eSpanded like 
a stretched accordion, from the late spring rains. Its blossoms perch on its 
head like a daisy hat  its arms eStend with xsts full of 8owers, comical and 
striking at the same time. It takes xfty to a hundred years for these cacti 
to grow their xrst branch. Aome branches reach out long and twist like a 
pretVel.

I hop back into the car, and we drive on, the desert in bloom all around 
us. Gugged mountains line either side. Reep—blue cloudless sky stretches 
out endlessly above. We stop several more times for 2elody and me to take 
pictures. I’m in awe again of this beautiful world, struck by yet another 
terrain completely diZerent from anything else I’ve ever seen.
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This  is  my  birthday  present,  this  eScursion  into  lonely,  ma4estic 
wilderness, and I can’t stop the smile that’s xSed on my face. What a 
marvelous Eod, this CreatorO Incredible, too, how He directs His children, 
His timing, His movements, far beyond anything I can see.

I settle in my seat, alone with my thoughts, as we head back toward 
the city. Mne hand rests on the wicker shoulder bag beside me. The other 
clutches my phone, my connection to the people who xll my life, my 
storehouse of memories captured in pictures.

I 8ip through those pictures now, in my mind, treasured images of a life 
lived outside the ordinary. I don’t need to look at the phone to recall the 
many faces and places along my way.

I see Penton. The pale—yellow house, the double—doored workshop. I see 
us laughing, Gobert and me. I see our four children at play in the yard.

I see Cornerstone, me at my desk. I see Atephanie through the window 
between our oQces&her pretty smile. I saw a King, wearing a beautiful 
crown… I hear 3liVabeth’s soft voice.

I see sun8owers on my patio in Atoddard that xrst summer in Nlberta. 
I see Eeorge at his door with the towel over his arm. The light in (eslie’s 
eyes, Oh, Sandra, I’m so happy you’re following your dream.

I see Nirdrie, the sparkling pond, the geese coming home. !oy and 
Pristen on my balcony at sunset. (ee’s smile for me on the dance8oor. His 
last words when we parted at the airport, Sam, remember, you’re beautiful.

I see the mountain cabin, always my xrst image when I think of Costa 
Gica. The volcano with its plume of smoke. (ily and her !eep.

I see Israel. The three of us framed together in the cold, waiting for the 
sun to set over the 2editerranean. I see us laughing on the camels, the quiet 
shadows around the peaceful !ordan Giver, the gulls on the Aea of Ealilee, 
the red cross painted above the garden tomb, the olivewood communion 
cups.
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I 8ip through pictures of my family I love. 2y father. 2y mother. 2y 
sister. I look at my four children, every one strong and beautiful. Nnd 
their children, scattered across the country. The last time I was in Dew 
Prunswick, !uly BO“', I met three—week—old Nrthur, !ack and !ocelyn’s 
beautiful baby boy. Nnd I have a seventh grandson nowLdarling Callum, 
born last Aeptember, little brother to 3than and Wyatt. I watch him grow 
in the pictures they send me. I add his face to the other siS, each one 
precious and sweet.

That choice, that moment that changes everything. I’ve had a few of 
those. 3ach one took me places I longed for and places I despised. 3ach one 
revealed my strengths and my weaknesses. 3ach one built me stronger and 
showed me Eod a little closer.

How far I’ve come since that bus ride into the unknown over seven years 
ago. How rough the walk on that cragged and twisted path I took. How 
beautiful the sunshine that broke through the clouds and shed light on my 
steps.

I soared with eagles into the storms. When I was too weak to 8y, Eod 
spread His wings and carried me.'  He took me out of familiar and safe and 
brought me into challenge and tears and splendor. He 8ipped my failures 
upside down. He turned my mistakes into good.

Put it isn’t over. Eod isn’t xnished. Aee, He is the author for His 
children. He writes the chapters of our lives, the plots and events in His 
eternal narrative.

Mur stories go on, even after we leave this earth, in8uencing, shaping. N 
legacy in our children, our grandchildren, and all who knew us. They reach 

'. II Corinthians “BF” R “O. JPut He said to me, z2y grace is suQcient for you, for my power is 
made perfect in weakness.z  ;or the sake of Christ, then, I am content with weaknesses&for 
when I am weak, then I am strong.J j3A9?
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far beyond us to touch people we’ll never meetLEod’s masterpiece, much 
bigger than ourselves.

Mne day, He’ll take me to the home I long for. He’ll xS me  He’ll heal my 
scars and take away my pain. He’ll bring meaning to every hardship. Mne 
glimpse of His face, and all the sorrows of this life will disappear.

The storms will be over. He’ll pen the last chapter. He will write my 
ending&

2y happily—ever—after.




