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Chapter 1

THE DREAM

 


“I never wanted this house.
I never wanted to be here. This is all your dream and I feel like
I’m just along for the ride.”

 


My heart froze as these startling words
rolled from my husband, Bob’s, lips. They would change my life in
ways that I could never have imagined. I felt like I’d been hit in
the stomach with a bat. I was speechless, very uncharacteristic for
me. I stammered, “It didn’t occur to you to say something in the
last four years?” He said he was confused.

I needed time to process what just happened.
It was surreal. It was as though I’d just crossed over into a
different dimension. Had the past three and a half years of my life
been based on a lie? No, we’d made every decision together. What
about his secret dream to own the top of a mountain and his
happiness and excitement at the party before we moved? What the
hell was going on?

The next morning, I told him that I really
didn’t know if I could continue to live with him. How would I ever
know if we were doing what he wanted? He offered no answers,
nodded, and walked away.

Later, I asked him to explain what had
changed, what he wanted. He didn’t have a plan. He seemed to know
what he didn’t want. Finally he mentioned several things he wanted,
none of which seemed to involve me. In the middle of our
discussion, he went outside leaving me in utter amazement.

I took off my wedding band, placed it on his
side of the dinette, and cried. He came back in and asked if I
wanted to talk about “it.” Apparently “something” was upsetting me.
Ya think? I didn’t know how anyone could be so disconnected from
the reality of what was occurring. I felt like a complete and utter
failure.

Over the next week, I suggested going to
counseling to understand what was happening. After no response from
Bob, I made an appointment with a local psychologist. He
reluctantly agreed to go, but the day before the appointment he
backed out. He declared, “There was no point,” since he’d always be
the person who stole my dream house. I told him he hadn’t been
listening to a thing I’d said. I was crying over a relationship
that was dying not a house! Our official separation began that day
when he moved from our camper. I will never be able to fully
express the utter sense of disbelief, hurt, and failure that
consumed me.

My dream-turned-nightmare began ten years
earlier while vacationing in the North Carolina Mountains. Bob
wanted to retire in the New York Mountains. To avoid longer
winters, I asked if he could be happy in the Carolina Mountains. He
thought so.

We returned to our farm in New Jersey and
spoke with my parents, who owned the farm with us. They agreed to
move, but it was too much for them at their ages. In deference to
them, our plans were shelved for the time being.

As much as I loved our farm and equine
hospital, I was experiencing too many aches and pains from the
physical demands of the farm. I was anxious to let go of all of my
responsibilities. When the move got delayed, it was hard to
accept.

I realized I needed to let go of the
expectation of moving. I kept telling myself that wherever we were
supposed to be wouldn’t be available until we were ready. By
surrendering to this belief, I moved out of my preoccupation with
the future and went back to living in the NOW: the only place we
truly live in. I had to accept that everything happens for a reason
and have the faith that all was in perfection, which isn’t always
easy to do.

Both my parents died of
cancer in 2000. Their close proximity on the farm had made
care-giving a thousand times easier. It was clear that postponing
the move had been in everyone’s best interest. Everything does happen for a reason….

After their passing, I began searching the
Internet for property in the Carolina Mountains. We wanted land, so
we could build our dream retirement home. My search began as a
diversion from all my grief and sadness. I had been blessed with
terrific parents, and coping with their absence was tremendously
difficult.

We went to North Carolina with a list of
prospective properties. The realtor showed us photos of a property
that had just come on the market a week earlier. Well, the little
light bulb in my head flickered. Was this my special spot that
wouldn’t be available until we were ready?

I knew a short time after walking onto the
land that my soul was home. Bob said he felt the same way. We spent
the rest of our week hiking and enjoying the area that was to be
our new home. The property included the top of the mountain and 40
percent of it was bordered by State Game Land; simply perfect. Bob
shared with me a secret dream he had to own a mountaintop. (Not
that we ever own anything in Nature.) “Wow, he does love it as much
as I do,” I thought.

Feeling as though my soul had found its home
was something I’d never experienced before, although I’ve lived in
several beautiful places. In my 50s, I was moving into a home of my
own choosing for the very first time.

Over the next three years, we prepared the
land for our new home. Although I still had all of the
responsibilities of running the farm, hospital, and veterinary
office, I spent untold hours getting educated about all aspects of
house building. To my surprise, I felt such joy when I was working
on the house and property.

As the move got closer, I had to focus on
the downside of relocating – like leaving the farm that I’d loved
and worked for the past 27 years. It was a very special spot that
held the graves of a number of my cherished animals, not to mention
the ashes of my parents. It was the place where I’d learned so many
lessons.

Having a farm is a lifestyle choice you
make, a 24/7 job. My lifestyle centered on Bob, the only man I’ve
ever loved. I gave up my pharmacy career to concentrate on what I
truly loved: Bob, our farm/hospital, and the animals. We were
blessed to truly love what we did everyday. The poet, Rumi, wrote,
“Let what you do, be what you love:” very wise words that offer an
enjoyable life, if you follow them. We had done just that.

The farm allowed me to experience the thrill
of birth. Each time a mare foals, it’s as miraculous as the first
time. The farm allowed me the privilege of assisting individuals at
their time of transition back to spirit too. Nature is always about
balance. Hopefully, you enjoy the highs, and remember what the lows
have come to teach you.

The farm, my animals, and some of our
patients taught me the most powerful lessons. They uncovered my
animal communication and healing abilities. The farm facilitated my
opening to my soul’s true purpose. Without my husband’s practice
and the farm, I might never have discovered my true calling. Now, I
was making a choice to let go of my home for 27 rewarding years,
which had taught me my purpose for this lifetime.

For 53 years I had lived within an hour of
where I was born in New Jersey. I am blessed with so many
wonderful, close friends. My move would take me 600 miles away from
everything I was familiar with. I knew I’d be leaving everyone, but
it didn’t really hit home until the day arrived.

Our town bought the farm to reincorporate it
into township acreage that surrounded it. We felt the farm deserved
to be protected and not developed. The farm had given us a great
life, so in return, we sold it for preservation. The closing was in
late December 2003, with an agreement for us to remain until the
following May 1st, our 27th anniversary.

We made many trips to the
mountain moving everything we could pack onto or into our trailers.
We moved everything. It was exciting, but extremely stressful. We loaded the
trailers in between veterinary, farm, and office work, drove down,
unloaded everything, and drove back the next day. It seemed
never-ending.

We moved old tractors, a new tractor, a
sailboat, thousands of tools, veterinary equipment, an operating
table, not to mention all of the treasures from our home. I moved
all of our art and fragile things in my car and horse trailer. Many
were my mother’s and contained memories of her and my
childhood.

It finally came time to move the horses. I
had two brothers remaining, Randy and Stormy, who were the last of
a line I’d begun in the early ‘80s. They were both very big with
very little experience trailering. I hired a friend from North
Carolina – who would keep them for me initially – to ship them in
her large trailer. We followed with a trailer of stuff for her
farm. The trip took 12 hours.

The horses arrived in great shape, but I
didn’t. I was responsible for their safety and well-being, and
until they got into their new stalls, I’d been on edge. The next
morning they both looked wonderful, but I was ill-prepared for the
trip back. I had been so focused on getting the horses to their new
home safely, I hadn’t thought about the fact that I was leaving
them so far away. In 40 years, my horses had never been more than
an hour away. For the last 27 years, they had lived with me. I
hadn’t considered that my relationship with my horses would be
altered in ways I didn’t yet comprehend until it happened.

Bob and I argued about the best way to drive
back. He suggested a route that I knew was way out of the way. When
I expressed this, he snapped at me. Maybe he was emotional about
leaving the horses as well. I was having enough trouble leaving the
horses; I didn’t need his attitude. I didn’t utter another
word.

Separation anxiety struck, and it struck
hard as I went in and out of tears. It was killing me to walk away
from several things in their stalls that looked potentially harmful
without correcting them. My emotions overwhelmed me for the rest of
the day.

I couldn’t let go of
worrying about my horses. I really couldn’t let go of them. What
did I expect? Of course, I had to let
go. I’d never considered how moving would
change my relationship with my horses, so I was grieving an
unforeseen loss.

Bob took the route he wanted, which added a
couple of extra hours to the trip, and he knew it. He was angry
with himself, but directed it towards me. All of a sudden, he
pulled over. He had run out of gas. I didn’t say a thing. The
tension in the truck was unbearable. We had to be towed in after a
part broke while trying to start the diesel with too little
gas.

After the repair was completed, Bob needed
to fill up with gas. I thought he turned the wrong way, but didn’t
say a word. I’d learned my lesson hours earlier. When he realized
what he’d done, he turned around and still missed the road.

I mentioned that I’d been afraid to open my
mouth. He was glad I was. “It was about time!” I was stunned,
deeply hurt, and bewildered. What was going on? Who was this
person? How dare he speak to me like that? Doesn’t he know the pain
and hurt I’m feeling? Doesn’t he care? I kept my mouth shut, but
came so close to saying we better rethink our plans. I decided to
give him the benefit of the doubt. After all, this was the person I
loved and who loved me, or was it? I let it go.

I never said another word that day or the
following. I spent the time bouncing back and forth between the
loss I was feeling over the horses, and the utter confusion about
what was going on with my husband. I truly didn’t understand where
all of this anger was coming from. What had I done? He certainly
didn’t want to talk about anything.

We got back to the farm and went back to
business as usual. Nothing more was said about the trip. Later, I
would realize this was probably the biggest mistake of my life. My
spirit was weary for the first time ever.

A few weeks later, we held an auction. My
parents left 80-plus years worth of things, beautiful things, but
things I couldn’t use in a mountain house. Again, I was totally
unprepared. I thought people would value my folks’ amazing
furniture, crystal, dishes, glassware, and linens, but instead they
stole them. I was appalled as I watched all of the familiar things
of my childhood be bid on by strangers. It was the hardest day of
my life. I felt my parents, whose ashes were spread around trees
not far from where this whole fiasco was occurring, were being
disrespected.

There were some happy moments when friends
would tell me about something they’d bought to remember us by. This
was the only thing that saved the day for me, plus the fact that
most everything was gone. I was utterly exhausted by day’s end.

One powerful lesson was that things are just
things. I’d always heard the cliché: one man’s trash is another
man’s treasure. Well, in this instance, it was the exact opposite.
My family’s treasures had been treated like trash, or at least that
was how I felt.

I learned the real value lies in the
memories stored in the treasures. In losing my parents, I had
learned that all you really have are your memories, so you better
make good ones. This was definitely not a good one. It took a long
time to let go of the pain of that day.

After three years of planning and
preparation, it was time. I walked around the farm, in tears,
making a video and saying thanks and goodbye to everything that was
so dear to me. My heart was ready to move. I knew I couldn’t keep
up the pace I had for the past 40 years of caring for horses.

I kept reminding myself, while shedding
tears of gratitude, that “to everything there is a season and a
time to every purpose….” My time in this special place was over. I
was moving on to the next chapter in my life; whatever that was to
be. I let go of the place I had identified with for more than half
of my life. I said goodbye and it hurt, but my heart knew it was
right for me.

I’ve returned to my friends
and the farm numerous times since moving. I harbor only fond
memories of life on Fair Chance Farm, which proves my choice was
the right one.
The farm was my slice of heaven; my life of peace and serenity
amidst hard work. It holds the memories of joys and sorrows, births
and deaths, but then, aren’t these what life is about? I was the
farm, but now I had to let go completely. My soul was ready to move
on.

Upon arriving at our new mountain location,
I felt the joy of what the future held for us. I didn’t really know
exactly what that was, but I knew I was where I was meant to be. My
mission was building our home for the rest of our lives.

Bob returned to New Jersey the day after we
arrived, which confused and upset me. He’d made dental and medical
appointments for the week after our move. He was planning to speak
with people from the Christian Veterinary Mission, which was
meeting in New Jersey. He was planning mission work with them. My
eyes got huge and I said, “But we’re building a house!” He assured
me that his mission work was in the future. I just shook my head
and walked away. He drove out, as the moving truck arrived, leaving
me the frustrating job of setting up our new base alone.

I called Bob with some
problem and heard a lot of background noise. I asked where he was.
He said at lunch. Where? He was at the Christian Veterinary Mission
meeting. In a very angry tone I said, “You’re at a meeting!” I never said
another thing after that and never initiated another call.
Obviously, this meeting was more important than building our home.
The thought of that was too painful, so I ignored it. I felt lied
to by the person I trusted most in this life. I didn’t have time to
deal with this, so I let it go. I was building a house…

I have two close friends with the same name,
but spelled differently. Michelle, dubbed little Michelle,
introduced me to Michele, dubbed Master Michele, because she’s a
Master Gardener. Since they will be mentioned a lot in my writing,
I wanted to clarify this.

I’d spoken with Master Michele before my
discovery about the meeting. I thought Bob was staying with her,
but she hadn’t heard from him. I was surprised and wondered where
he was staying. Since this was Bob, who I trusted implicitly, I
figured he must have gotten a motel room in town. Well, he did,
just not in our town.

Bob called a couple of times. I answered his
questions without engaging in any conversation. I was hurt and
confused. He returned and I said nothing about his trip. My friends
were crazed that I would let this go. I assured them that I
wouldn’t. I wanted it to be a constructive discussion, which would
take proper timing.

A couple of weeks later, while out to
breakfast, it felt like the proper time. I began calmly, but it
escalated into a very emotional scene. I accused him of lying. He
said he didn’t lie. I said he lied by omission. Eventually, I
walked out of the restaurant in tears. The hurt was intense. My
lover, best friend, and life partner had deceived me. My emotions
were raw, so no matter when I’d have chosen to talk about this, the
result would have been the same.

The house parts were delivered the day after
Bob’s return. Because of the access to the house site, we had to
unload everything onto our trailers to move them up. It never
occurred to me how much material is involved in building a house. I
felt a great sense of accomplishment when everything arrived
safely. We had hired a field expert, whose job was putting together
Deltec houses, which are round. He made the process flow
perfectly.

Over the next two weeks, our expert guided
the group of contractors in erecting our home. Bob’s youngest son,
a house framer who lived in Florida, came to help build for the
first month. I knew this was time my husband would cherish. To be
able to build a home with his son was something not a lot of men
could experience.

Watching something you’ve put so much of
yourself into begin to take shape is an amazingly satisfying
experience. I had never done anything quite like it before. It
wasn’t without its frustrations, but they always seemed to be
followed quickly by solutions. What was becoming stressful was the
skyrocketing cost involved. I’d worry about how much we were
spending, and then feel the joy of seeing our dream come to life.
My mind led me down the path of stress, worry, and fear. My heart
told me this was the right thing to do.

A few weeks into construction, Bob informed
me that he was flying to New Mexico. He had plans to donate his
operating room table to a Native American group that trained
veterinary technicians. This gift had been arranged through the
Christian Veterinary Mission several years earlier. I was stunned
that he would consider a trip while we were building our home. I
started to express my feelings about the timing of the trip as he
handed me his flight schedule. I was speechless. A man, who’d
hardly made a flight reservation in almost 30 years, already had
his. Obviously, my input was of no importance to him.

While Bob was gone, one of our cats was
missing. Lucky was always around and came when called. I used my
telepathic communication skills to ask him to show himself. The
next morning, he was lying in the steel building. I simply said
“thank you” and went on my way. A little while later, I found him
lying in the rain by the camper. I froze. He was limp. I felt so
guilty that I hadn’t paid more attention to him earlier. I was 600
miles away from the small animal vet that I had confidence in; one
of those dear friends I’d left behind.

I rushed Lucky to the vet’s office. He was
admitted to their hospital and died the next day. Poison was the
diagnosis. The vet guessed antifreeze. I’d worried about my animals
confronting the wild ones on the mountain, but it was an inorganic
predator that took Lucky. We did have the construction crew’s cars
and trucks around. I watched my remaining three cats and two dogs
very closely.

After my parents lost their last dog, Lucky
had become my mother’s companion and comforted her following my
father’s death. After my mother’s passing, I found him numerous
times sitting under the tree we planted for her on top of her
ashes. I was in awe of this. He had been such a support to her, and
now he was gone. I was having a hard time letting go of him. I had
no one to share my grief with.

None of my other animals got into whatever
Lucky had. Over time, I realized that he was ready to go. The
person he had come to help in this life didn’t need his love
anymore. His job was done and done well. When Bob got back, we
tried to bury him. Our rocky mountain wouldn’t let us dig a grave.
Bob was determined and got his tractor stuck. Later, I realized
that he really wasn’t doing it for Lucky or me. He was doing it to
assuage the guilt he felt about the lie he was living; the lie that
I was still in the dark about. Lucky didn’t want to be on the
mountain, which I really didn’t understand at the time, but would
in the not too distant future.

After Bob returned, I headed to see my
horses that lived 125 miles away. He could deal with the
responsibilities of house construction for a change. My horses had
lived outside my door for the past 27 years, so this scenario was a
tremendous challenge for me. As I got in my car, Bob said he was
depressed about how much the house was costing. I told him that we
were too deep into it now to stop. If we had to put it on the
market later, so be it. The value was there. It would have been a
perfect opportunity to get into a discussion about what was going
on with him, but I needed to see my horses.

So, I drove two hours to
the barn thinking of nothing but his comment. I left a message the
next day saying we needed to talk. This was just a house. What was
more important was our relationship. When I got back, my husband
was genuinely pleased to see me. I hadn’t felt that kind of energy
from him in years, which made his astonishing words, the next
evening, even more inconceivable. “I never
wanted this house. I never wanted to be here. This is all your
dream and I feel like I’m just along for the
ride.”

After Bob’s “confession,” I was an
emotional, crying wreck one minute, and then the next someone
focused on getting the house finished enough to be protected from
the weather. My fantastic dream had now turned into my worst
nightmare. The depth of that nightmare I wouldn’t really know for
some time to come.

I just couldn’t understand why he let us
start the house, and neither could anyone else. We were a mere six
weeks into construction. I was in a place I had never been to
before in my life, and I was there alone. As far as I was
concerned, my best friend and lifelong companion had just died. He
looked and sounded like Bob, but he wasn’t him.

I was 600 miles from my
home, my friends, and my support. I was devastated and
very afraid. I was
exhausted – physically, mentally, emotionally and especially,
spiritually. I felt isolated, abandoned, and betrayed. My life was
out of control. I was one sad and confused soul. I felt so alone. I
wanted to simply stay in bed and cry, but I couldn’t. I had animals
that needed me and business to deal with.

Several days later, I was getting ready to
meet with realtors about listing my dream. It was hard enough to
think about that concept, but to actually do it was unbearably
painful. I wanted to give the listing to the realtor that we had
bought the land through, but Bob felt we should interview several
agencies. I would leave in the middle of the meetings, because I
was so overcome with emotions. I couldn’t stand to hear all of the
raves about the house design and the views. One realtor kept
calling it a “World Class Home.” Just before running out in tears I
said, “It’s just a house. It’s not a home.”

We chose the realtor I
wanted from the start making my torture completely unnecessary. I
will never forget
signing the listing agreement. The realtor brought another new
realtor along to learn the process. We reviewed marketing strategy,
pricing, whatever. I felt like I was in the other dimension now. My
business mind allowed me to get the paperwork done without any
outbursts.

As I described the best way
to market the property, my tears fell. To me, the property was
about the views and the energy on the mountain. You had to be on it
to feel it. When
I tried to talk about the view, I couldn’t get the words out.
Reality struck hard. The poor young realtor was fighting her own
tears, and she didn’t even know me.

Bob seemed devoid of emotion and oblivious
to my agony. Never once during any of my outbursts of raw emotion
did he try to comfort me. To this day, I think that was the hardest
thing for me to accept. He didn’t care about me. Where had my
husband gone? What had I ever done to deserve this treatment?

After the realtors left, Bob asked if I
wanted to go out for lunch. I looked at him in disbelief. We ate
lunch hardly speaking a word. So, what was that about? One minute
we were dissolving our life together, then we’re not, but we are. I
just couldn’t keep up with it all. It was an emotional roller
coaster, and I was falling off.

After lunch, Bob call his father. Later, I
called my father-in-law, Vince. He was really confused and
concerned. I explained what was happening, my shock, and utter
confusion. I was trying to be sensitive, since I was speaking about
his stepson. I told him that I feared we were heading to divorce,
but I wasn’t sure yet. He fell silent. I knew I had just stunned
him with that fact.

Bob had told him the house had gotten too
expensive, so we just listed it and would build a smaller house on
the property. Hello, what just happened; slipped into that other
dimension did we? I assured Vince that we were not building another
house. Talk about denial and deception.

Several days later, I
called and told Vince my worst fears had become reality. We were
separated and filing for divorce. I could feel his sadness and
disappointment. Vince was quick to tell me that I would
always be his
daughter-in-law, no matter what. His words affected me deeply. I
missed my own father terribly, especially now. My father-in-law has
filled that void for me as well as anyone might. My father had
really big shoes to fill. I couldn’t have withstood another loss,
and I wasn’t going to have to. I was so pleased and greatly
relieved.

So there it was: my marriage was over. I
thought I’d been a good wife, and we’d lived a wonderful life
together. I assumed our relationship was forever. The mountain,
which was my spiritual home and where I expected to die, was up for
sale. The magnificent house would never be my home. My best friend
had disappeared. My future was uncertain. My identity was gone. I
was afraid, devastated, and alone. Who was I? Where would I go?
What would happen to me? Oh, my God, I don’t have anywhere to live!
I can’t stay in a camper on the side of a mountain in winter. What
a shocking realization to wake up to one morning. I was lost.

I handled the construction issues and any
office chores in my usual, efficient way. Then, I’d transform into
an emotional, blubbering idiot in the camper. My dogs didn’t
understand what was happening. They were so worried about me. I
knew from my animal communication practice the damage that could be
done to the animal members of a family undergoing the stresses of
divorce. I explained to everyone that they didn’t have to take on
my negative energy. I was capable of dealing with it myself. My
animals knew better than I what a joke that was. I needed them to
stay healthy.

Without them, I might not be writing this.
There were times when it seemed easier to simply leave this life
and try again at another time. What always loomed before me was my
responsibility to my animal friends. Who would take care of them?
They became my salvation. As I look back, I was more concerned
about my animals than myself; an unhealthy pattern of mine. This
was a lesson I was trying to teach myself, although my trauma
wasn’t allowing me to see it.

The day after “those” words were uttered, I
was on the phone to my dearest friends. I needed help, support, and
sympathy/empathy. I needed to hear that I wasn’t losing my mind. I
needed to talk to someone I could trust. I needed to be loved. I
got all of that, and so much more. I am blessed with many wonderful
friends. I called on them all, and they responded regardless of the
difficulties of their own lives. Being so far from everyone I knew
and loved was devastating. I was so needy, which was something I’d
never felt before. I was usually the one trying to be there for the
other person. Now, I was experiencing the opposite role.

I felt so much better after my
conversations, but soon after I felt alone, isolated, and abandoned
again. How could that be? I was still on my mountain that had been
so healing, so special, and so powerful. How had I gotten into this
mess? I never saw it coming. I’d lost all confidence in myself.
Until this happened, I felt I was pretty in tune to what was
happening in my life. I was normally very intuitive. This shook me
to the core.

I split time between fear and grief. Fear of
the future, fear of the unknown, fear of the Now – fear, fear,
fear. Where would I go? What would I do? How will I survive? Why
did this happen? Grief over the loss of my husband and best friend,
the person I most trusted, took control of me. I grieved the loss
of the life we had planned together. It was overpowering,
debilitating, and all consuming. My heart was broken. It felt like
stone.

Bob told the folks we’d bought the land from
that it was for sale. I assumed he’d told them the truth. Bad
assumption, I found out later. It took a month until I could get
through a discussion without getting emotional. I didn’t want to
appear uncaring or rude, so I stopped by to apologize to Fred and
Eunice. I felt so guilty.

I rambled on about my disbelief over our
separation and eventual divorce. They just looked at me stunned.
Fred got very quiet and went outside to putter, while I continued
to talk to Eunice. She shared her disbelief about my news.
Apparently, my husband told them the same thing he had told his
father. I couldn’t believe it.

Fred died later that fall. I felt so bad for
Eunice, since I knew how painful it was to lose a husband. We
became better friends simply because we shared a common tragedy.
After Fred’s death, Eunice told me Fred went outside that day
because of his shock over our pending divorce. He was upset and
didn’t want me to see it. Eunice and I continue to visit when I
check on the property. I always plan for a quick hello, but I never
leave before an hour.

My business mind sent me to
the bookstore for resources on divorce. I would study it just like
anything else I’d done in my life. I came back with a book,
The Unofficial Guide to
Divorce, by Sharon Naylor. It was set up
like a tour guide. I highly recommend it. It satisfied my mental
needs. Divorce was my new project.

The other book fed my
spiritual side. It was Spiritual
Divorce by Debbie Ford. It was just what
the soul doctor ordered. Debbie shares her own experience with
divorce and the possibilities for the life that follows. It was
inspiring and hopeful. Normally, I’m a voracious reader. After I
finished these two books, I was unable to read for nine
months.

Reading was something I always loved, but I
simply couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t stop my conscious mind from
creating negative images of my future, or painful memories of my
past married life and expectations never to be realized. I was a
prisoner of my thoughts. My ego wouldn’t allow me to live in the
present. I seemed to have no control over the negative thoughts in
my mind. Distraction was my solution. TV was the answer to my
incessant, destructive thoughts. As luck would have it, the
Olympics were on that summer. Whatever it takes to get you through,
just do it.

I remember watching the drama of the death
of President Ronald Reagan. I spent the entire time crying and
utterly distraught. I was unable to stop watching coverage. Why was
I so upset over the loss of this man? I was sad when John Kennedy
was killed, but I didn’t fall apart. Now, I was falling apart. I
was grieving lost love, not of the Reagans’, but my own.

Bob and I had been so in love in the
beginning. Our love was everything a girl hopes for. Time and life
stole it from us, and we let it. Why? I couldn’t answer that. I
marveled at the Reagans’ accomplishment, and Nancy’s strength and
self-control. I felt a deep sense of loss, which overwhelmed me,
but I kept watching. When she finally gave in to her emotions and
laid her head down on his casket, I became despondent. Tears poured
from me. I finally surrendered to my deep sense of lost love.

Desperation was an unfamiliar emotion for
me, and I didn’t like it. It’s not a place you want to make major
decisions from. All I heard from everyone was, “Don’t make any big
decisions.” In an ideal world that might work, but I was a long way
from the ideal. I wasn’t given a choice. I had to find a house. As
easy as it was to find the mountain property, it was proving to be
the exact opposite to find another place.

Because of the animals, I knew I couldn’t
rent, which would have been the ideal solution. How could I be
expected to do this all over again? No one cares, so “Just do it”
like the ad says. My time was divided between ending an old life
and beginning a new one. I didn’t want a new one. Who decided I
needed a new one? It certainly wasn’t me. I was trying to manage
the chaos that arose from one person’s decision to change his
mind.

To this day, I’m still not
sure which is harder; ending or beginning. I will never forget
splitting our assets and liabilities for the property settlement.
My business mind was making things equitable, while my
emotional/spiritual side was struggling with ending a 29-year
relationship. Things on paper – 29 years of a life shared with
someone – was so much more than things. Yet, there it was a list on
a page. After it was completed, I went into the camper and just
cried. I still couldn’t believe this was happening. Our 29-year
relationship distilled down to stuff on a page.

I seemed to be losing everything, or at
least many of the things, that mattered to me. Why? The time I
spent in the camper seemed like ten times as long as it was. I was
used to being busy. I never had enough time in the day to get it
all done. Now, I had nothing but time, and I hated it. I was so
unhappy, which was another powerful and unfamiliar emotion. I was
lost and despondent.

Thanks to my ego, I spent
time either grieving over my past or fearing for my future. I was a
human doer, not a
human being. I
couldn’t live like this. I kept questioning everything I had done.
What could I have done better or differently? Was I a bad person? I
was honest, and did the best I could. I treated others well. There
was a nonstop dialog in my head, as I questioned everything about
me. Who was I? I certainly wasn’t the vet’s wife anymore. I played
that role for 27 years. It was my identity and it changed in a
heartbeat, but not by my choice.

I felt like a failure and
struggled every waking minute with the unwanted changes happening
all around me. My turmoil was the result of another’s choice to
live his life without me. My confidence and self-esteem plummeted.
If it weren’t for my friends, I would have fallen into an even
deeper depression. The grief over my losses was overwhelming. I had
fallen into a darkness of spirit, which I nicknamed the Abyss. It
was frightening and lonely in the Abyss.




Chapter 2

THE ABYSS

 


I emerged from the Abyss to search for a
house for my animal family and me. I wasn’t having much luck,
because my heart wasn’t in it. My heart was on this mountain. To me
it was nothing short of a cruel, sick joke. It’s like someone
handing you your dream, and then pulling it away. I looked at
hundreds of listings. I couldn’t have a house with stairs into it,
because of my old dogs. I needed a house that wasn’t close to
traffic for my outdoor cats. My biggest problem was I hadn’t let go
of the expectations I had when I moved here. I was supposed to be
living on a spectacular property, which made my soul sing, with my
husband “until death us do part.” No wonder nothing was working. I
had found my perfect spot, but it had been snatched out from under
me.

My heart was shattered into
millions of pieces. Throughout my life, my heart has always led me
in the right direction. Follow Your Heart was my last foal’s registered
name. Whenever I struggled with decisions, following my heart was
the answer. The most important life decisions I’d made taught me
that you didn’t want to make those choices with your
mind.

My mind’s decisions might
have seemed right at the time, but usually I’d been led astray.
Decisions made from my heart always
stood the test of time. For me, the ideal was to
let my mind assimilate the information, and then make the choice
with my heart. No wonder I was having trouble finding a new
location. My heart was home on the mountain.

The guiding force of my life was
out-of-order. I felt abandoned, not just by my husband, but by me.
This disconnected feeling fed into my increasing lack of
self-confidence. How could I ever make a decision that I would be
sure of? Winter would be here before I knew it! So, I spent my days
wandering about the mountain trying to keep myself out of the
Abyss, while looking for a house to live in. At night, in spite of
my friend the TV, I tumbled back into the Abyss.

While I fought the Abyss, Bob was away for
almost three weeks driving his operating table to New Mexico. It
was easier without him around. The tension when he was there was
horrible, although he seemed unaffected, which made me sad and
angry.

During his trip, my Yellow Lab and dearest
friend, Shadow, became very ill. Having run a vet hospital for so
many years, I’m usually not an alarmist. I’d been treating Shadow
for a diarrhea problem for a few days, which appeared to be
resolving. Early one morning, he started throwing up blood. Fear
gripped me, and I panicked. I wouldn’t survive another loss, and
especially not Shadow.

I rushed Shadow to the vet and they took him
from me. I was overcome with emotions, because I didn’t realize I’d
have to leave him. When I got teary, they immediately took me to
him. I couldn’t have another soul taken from me, even just for a
few hours. I regrouped and communicated to him that he had to stay.
Luckily, the vet felt he’d be fine after a round of antibiotics. He
had picked up digestive bacteria that were prevalent in the area. I
was only without him for a few hours: that I could handle.

I was riddled with guilt. I knew that on a
spiritual level my animals were absorbing my negative energy. I
accepted full blame, whether true or not. I had dealt with this
type of problem in my animal healing practice many times. Our
animals are continually trying to help us deal with our
challenges.

While working with one family and their
animal’s health challenges, I was given an explanation about
companion animals. I was “told” that companion animals come to
answer cries for help from human souls on earth. We are in need of
their love and support. I knew in my heart that this was truth. I
experience their help constantly.

I knew I’d be relying heavily on them in my
current crisis, my most difficult yet. I had another long
discussion with my animal family about not taking on my negative
energy. I assured them I could handle it myself, but they knew
better how incapable I was of dealing with my negative emotions.
This was also about learning that I could handle life on my own. I
kept telling the Universe, “I got it. You can stop now.” I’m afraid
I was telling the wrong player. I needed to be telling my Self. The
challenges continued until I started to grasp the lessons.

My mission for now was to get out of the
Abyss. My help came from my friends and my animals. They were my
rocks, my angels, and my salvation. You really find out who your
true friends are when you fall into the Abyss. They helped me,
regardless of their own troubles, climb from the Abyss and enter
the Tunnel. At least with a tunnel you have something to aim
toward: a way out.

Years ago, I was told by a
clairvoyant counselor that I would go through a tunnel and emerge
from the other side a different person. I would need to do this in
order to come into the full power of my abilities in this life. I
didn’t know what the heck she was talking about. Her interpretation
of the tunnel sounded like an awful thing. My life was great, so I
just smiled and let it go. It was one of those significant bits of
information, which at the time seemed so innocuous. A decade and a
half later, I was thrilled to be in the Tunnel. Anything was better
than the Abyss!

Just prior to Bob’s confession, I’d taken my
three-year-old horse, Randy, to a lameness specialist in
Charlottesville, Virginia. He’d developed a progressive hind-end
lameness early in his yearling year. With digital x-ray equipment,
we were finally able to see the damage in both of his stifle
joints. The stifle is the knee joint of the hind leg. It is unique
in that the horse can lock his stifle joint, allowing him to relax
all of his muscles and sleep standing up – a tremendous advantage
in the wild. To have this much damage in a horse that had never
been ridden was devastating.

As each new x-ray appeared, my heart broke
further. From what I saw, I knew I would never have a sound horse.
I started to cry, but the vet said he didn’t think it was hopeless.
He felt Randy was young enough to remodel the joints given time. I
had lots of time. He injected his stifles with a combination of
agents to quiet inflammation and promote healing.

My heart told me it wasn’t
going to make any difference. Nothing that we’d done over the past
two years had helped, including my spiritual healing techniques,
which were successful for many animals. When we hadn’t gotten
positive results from our medical and spiritual treatments, I knew
Randy’s soul didn’t want its physical form to be healed. I just
kept ignoring what my heart knew. Talk about denial and avoidance.
I just couldn’t let go of him, not Randy. I was happy to try anything that might
relieve his discomfort and delay the inevitable.

It’s amazing what animals
are willing to go through to teach us. They stay so we can learn
how to say good-bye and let go. I was faced with it repeatedly in
my practice. I’ve witnessed animals endure almost no quality of
life for years, until their person was ready to accept their fate
and release them. I have vowed to my animals that I will
never allow them to
suffer for me.

My expertise doesn’t make it any easier or
hurt any less. My experiences allow me to recognize it sooner and
hopefully save my friends from unnecessary suffering. I’ve always
felt euthanasia is the last great gift you can give your animal
friend(s). It’s something that you never take lightly, you hate to
have to do, and it is always difficult, regardless of whose animal
it is.

Many times animals have expressed their
confusion during euthanasia consultations. They simply didn’t
understand the intense sadness within their person regarding their
impending transition. Animals understand reincarnation. They
perceive death as a beginning rather than an ending. To them it is
the start of a new, and inevitable, cycle of spirit. Their teaching
has dissolved my fear of death and shown me the continuity of our
spirits.

I was trying to embrace this lesson with
dear Randy without much success. To me, it has always appeared a
conundrum. Our animals hold on in order to teach us. We have to let
go in order to learn. The more we can’t let go, the harder they
hold on. When we finally let go they let go, and hopefully, the
lessons are embraced.

It was very hard to have Randy so far from
me. I’d spent 27 years providing nursing care and intense
observation for our clients’ horses. Now, I couldn’t do that for a
horse that meant the world to me. As I drove out of the farm, I
prayed my feelings about this treatment would be wrong.

I came back in a few days, and then as often
as I could over the next two months. What I found was really no
improvement. In fact he was worse. Based on my own shoulder
injections and my pharmaceutical education, I knew I should see
improvement quickly. It just wasn’t meant to be. I was supposed to
call the vet in a month or so. It ended up being twice that. I kept
trying to give him more time, because the alternative was
unacceptable to me. I was still unable to let go and terrified of
what another huge loss might do to me.

Days turned into weeks, weeks into months.
My stone cold heart was making finding a house impossible. I knew
the closing process would take time, so I couldn’t wait too much
longer. I knew I’d never find anything that could even approach the
sense of home that this mountain gave to my soul. I needed
somewhere that would allow me to undergo the immense healing
process that was inevitable.

Before I moved, I’d bought a ticket to see
Josh Groban near Philadelphia in late July. This young man’s voice
touches my soul just like my mountain property. Leaving in May, I
knew I’d be seeing my gal pals at the end of July. The trip back to
New Jersey was a gift, one of those coincidences. I met with the
divorce lawyer for about an hour, which sealed the deal. There was
no going back now: counsel had been retained. Besides this meeting,
my trip distracted me from my trauma in North Carolina.

I visited with my in-laws, Vince and Gloria,
while I was in the area. I wasn’t sure how they would handle the
situation. I didn’t want either of them to be uncomfortable. They
were very caring and supportive. I could sense how concerned they
were for me. Nothing had changed between us, which encouraged
me.

I had such a great time with my friends, and
Josh Groban didn’t disappoint. My soul was touched, and my broken
heart even started to stir, which was hopeful. The time I shared
with my gal pals was healing. They actually had me laughing
uncontrollably. Laughter had been absent from my life for the past
month.

One of my most treasured qualities is my
sense of humor. Without humor, life is dreary. I’d totally lost the
ability to smile or laugh. My friends gave that back to me while we
were together, which was a gift I treasured immensely. I will never
be able to thank them for giving me the strength to go back and
face what I had to. Exemplifying the old cliché, “timing is
everything,” the timing of this concert trip was perfect.

I had dinners with four of my oldest and
dearest friends. I’d known Amy since we showed horses as kids. Her
husband, Peter, was our lawyer. They’d known us for years and were
as bewildered as I was. Peter was the first call I made after Bob’s
confession. He had the ideal one word description of Bob’s
behavior, which was “incomprehensible.” One word that reflected
what I’d felt from the start.

The other couple consisted of Kit, who
showed with Amy and I, and Gary, who worked for my husband before
specializing in small animals. He was my small animal vet until I
moved. I had introduced Kit and Gary forever ago. Their concern and
support meant the world to me.

I hated to leave, because I felt so much
stronger and almost happy in New Jersey. I couldn’t stay, because I
had animals that needed me as much as I needed them. One of which
was Randy. I had to talk with the vet about Randy’s lack of
improvement. The vet was very sorry, but he didn’t have any other
ideas. He’d thought it was worth a shot, but with no positive
change more injections wouldn’t help, which I already knew.

This was the end of the
line for Randy. I began to cry, knowing what I had to do. Why this
dear soul? Why did this happen to me? Like I was the one getting
ready to leave. I was devastated all over again, but I had to make
the best decision for Randy. I’ve had to decide for all of my
animal friends, but normally at the end of a full life. Randy was
only three years old. I thought we’d have many years together. I
had to stop making this about me. It was about Randy and what his
soul wanted. I had to keep my promise. I had to let go.

After talking with the vet,
I communicated with Randy, and he assured me that he wanted to go.
He was happy to have helped his mother, Squiggles, achieve her
soul’s purpose (another story for another book), but it was time
for him to leave. My soul was raw from all the pain of my broken
marriage and now this. I had
to let go, because he was ready. I had no right
to keep him here.

In my work as an animal communicator, I’ve
learned from the animals that reincarnation happens. It happens for
us all. After I discovered my spiritual skills, I began asking if I
had known the animals that came to be with me. I have one of my
deepest love-bonds with Randy’s soul. He was my Labrador, Gentle
Ben, who came just after I was married and stayed more than 13
years. He returned as my tiger cat, Rainbow. He stayed about eight
years, and then disappeared. I felt I had let him down. You can
imagine my delight, just after Randy’s birth, when I heard his soul
was Ben/Rainbow.

This decision of Randy’s also cost me my
friend, who was boarding the horses. I value my friends above all
else. I have great friends, and I think I am a great friend. A true
friend should be understanding, forgiving, and supportive. My
friend sat in total judgment of me and my decision to euthanize
Randy. I didn’t share the history I had with Randy’s soul or our
conversation. I knew she wouldn’t accept the reality of it.

She had to know how hard this was for me,
but she was unyielding. She didn’t want to hear what I was saying.
If I didn’t agree with a friend’s decision about something, I would
voice my dissent, but be there to support my friend regardless. I
knew that Randy would return again. Our bond is that strong. I miss
him dearly and look forward to the day when I hear that my new
friend is really an old friend. Mark my words, it will happen…

When you make the final decision to send
someone Home, you need to do it yesterday. Knowing what awaits is
excruciatingly painful. Bob was away again, so I asked my friend to
make an appointment with her vet. It had to be the following week,
which was agonizing for me.

While I waited, Bob reappeared. I told him
about the conversation with the Virginia vet, and my appointment to
have Randy put down. He just listened and nodded. I was stunned. I
fully expected him to tell me he would take care of it. Again, I
was confronted with the realization that he didn’t care at all
about me.

I drove to the farm to meet
a stranger to do the most difficult thing any animal loving person
will ever do. A stranger! I waited half an hour for the vet, which
gave me time to say goodbye to Randy, and explain to his younger
brother, Stormy, what was happening. I expected my friend to be
there, but she never showed. I have never felt so
alone in all my life. I
tried as hard as I could to send Randy off willingly, but I broke
down into torrents of tears as the vet injected the poison. It
didn’t matter to me that he wanted to go. I didn’t want him to. I
couldn’t let go.

His soul was out in a flash. He was free of
the physical body that was so impressive, yet gave him so much
trouble. I thanked the vet and drove my broken heart back to the
mountain in floods of tears. Bob never made one comment when I
returned. He really doesn’t care! When am I going to get it?

I know it’s not the spiritually evolved
thing to say, but I don’t think I will ever be able to forgive him
for my ordeal that day. He did teach me a huge lesson. I was on my
own, and I’d better start to accept it. This was when I finally did
get the lesson, but it took extraordinary pain in order for me to
learn. I desperately needed to change my method of learning, if I
was to survive this life experience.

Compounding my pain, I received some
outrageous news that Bob had been to the local court asking about
divorce before he’d ever said a word to me. I’ll never forget my
shock when I first heard this. How could he let me go through that
agonizing week trying to get him to talk and attend counseling,
when he wanted a divorce all along?

Confused… Didn’t have a
plan… I don’t think so. Who was this person? How dishonest and
cruel. This was not the man I fell in love with and married so many
years earlier. Accepting what was
allowed me to change my focus towards my future.
However, I couldn’t focus too far into the future, or I’d tumble
back into the Abyss.

After Randy’s death, I returned to my house
hunting. I made arrangements to look at a few properties. These
were new log houses with lovely long-range views. I thought to
myself, I could heal looking out there. When we met with the
builder to discuss his houses, he seemed disinterested, so we
left.

We stopped at an open house for lunch at a
house I’d seen before and liked, except the driveway was too steep.
I really had no intention of doing anything but eat. This was the
nicest house I’d seen. The rooms were large with a stacked stone
fireplace similar to what I had imagined in my Deltec. The more we
talked, the more I started to consider the possibility of this
house. The builder was agreeable to changing all of the master bath
and half bath fixtures to mine. He was agreeable to anything, so I
decided to buy it.

There were things about the place that
weren’t ideal. Besides the steep driveway, the house was in a
forest, which made me claustrophobic, and there was no view. But,
other important things were present. It was new, so I wouldn’t have
things to repair. There weren’t stairs into the house for my old
dogs. The house was up a gravel road, so my cats wouldn’t be near
the main road. There was another house near me for security, in
case I needed help. I was concerned about the gravel road’s
accessibility in winter, but my realtor assured me it wouldn’t be a
problem. There were more pluses than minuses.

My ultimate motivation was
one of concession. I was tired of looking, tired of worrying, tired
of being disappointed, and tired of everything in my life
going wrong. I
gave up my hopes for something better and settled. I think Randy’s
loss sapped what little strength I had left. The grief over losing
my dear friend wore me down. I felt so defeated.

I really didn’t care where
I lived, just that I had a house before winter. I just couldn’t
fight whomever I was fighting any longer. What I wouldn’t realize
for a long time was that I was fighting my Self, my soul,
me! I had no more
resiliencies, no more reserve. I accepted my fate for the time
being. What other choice did I have? I just gave in. Let go, you
ask? No, it was more give
up.

I still couldn’t, and wouldn’t for a very
long time to come, let go of the life I anticipated living down
here. I couldn’t let go of the mountain property. I couldn’t let go
of the Deltec house. I couldn’t let go of the dream. I really
couldn’t let go of the grief over the loss of Bob and my marriage.
Is anyone seeing a pattern here?

It was interesting, because I was able to
let go of the physical person that had been my husband. His choice
to live apart from me required that I release him. There’s not much
one can do when that happens. I accepted it on the physical level.
I still was trying to understand and accept it on the emotional and
spiritual levels.

I did learn that you don’t
have to understand something in order to accept it. Acceptance led
me to a less volatile place where I could look at what I’d
accepted, and then find the understanding. If I didn’t understand
and learn from it, I would simply recreate another similar scenario
to teach me. Eventually, I did accept that Bob preferred to live
without me. I kept trying to understand why. I have accepted that
it is, and that’s
all that really matters.

My inner voice reminded me of a significant
lesson Nature taught me while Bob and I vacationed in one of my
favorite spots in the entire world, Saba. Saba is an island in the
Lesser Antilles near St. Maarten. Saba is a place where people and
nature live in complete harmony, thus creating a tremendously
healing energy. Saba has a mountain covered by rainforest, which we
climbed. The trail is actually a set of stairs, and is a fairly
strenuous climb.

On one of our hikes, I was
getting anxious to get to the top. I kept looking far into the
distance. Each time I did, I felt overwhelmed. I’ll never make it. I’d have to
shift my attention back in front of me to keep from slipping and
falling. Each time I focused in front of me, I felt much better.
Then, I’d look ahead and become exhausted again. Eventually, I saw
what Mother Nature was teaching. Don’t look too far ahead; just
focus on what’s in front of you, and you’ll be fine. These were
powerful lessons, which I would need to truly embrace if I were
going to survive this dark night of my soul.

My life on the farm had been so jam-packed
with responsibilities that I spent my days fully in the moment.
Working around animals, especially horses, teaches you to stay
present. You can get hurt if your attention isn’t on the horse.
It’s a lesson that can be taught very quickly and powerfully. The
Now was where I spent most of my time, although I really wasn’t
aware of it.

Once the proverbial rug got snatched out
from under me, I hardly ever stayed in the Now. I split my time
between past and future, but mostly my uncertain future. For my
whole life, I always knew what I was doing and what I wanted. My
conscious mind was holding me prisoner with the unending barrage of
thoughts concerning my fearful future.

I didn’t even recognize
what my mind was doing. It was debilitating and exhausting. My
spirit was weary. I was handling the Tunnel better than the Abyss,
since I wasn’t paralyzed by my emotions anymore. I’d found a house
to live in, which gave my immediate future a tad less uncertainty.
I had to pull my focus back into the present moment, as I got ready
to move all of me off my mountain. Moving would distract me from my
pain.

I was somewhat excited about the fact that
I’d found a house to live in. It showed me I could function on my
own. My mind was busy with all the things necessary to purchase the
house. Luckily, thanks to my family inheritance, I could qualify
for a mortgage and meet my living expenses. I didn’t have an
income-producing job, and I wasn’t getting any support from
Bob.

Our divorce would net half of whatever we’d
accumulated during our 27-year marriage plus the money from my
family inheritance that was invested in the mountain dream. I could
take care of my animal family and myself, which was crucial to me.
A friend sent me an email with something his Grandmother used to
say. “If someone turns away your love, they didn’t deserve it to
begin with.” It really gave me pause. Bob didn’t deserve my love or
me anymore.

Many of my friends felt I should go after so
much more, but I didn’t. They didn’t agree or understand, but they
accepted my choice. It was interesting that my friends held so much
anger towards Bob. I hadn’t gotten to anger yet. I was hurt and
grieving. Anger would come later. It made me realize how much they
cared about me.

I spent countless hours trying to reflect on
what I could have done better, or differently, over the past 29
years. I know that it takes two to make a relationship and two to
lose one. I searched our past trying to learn from what might be my
mistakes, my opportunities for learning. The only way I could keep
from repeating those was if I learned from them. I couldn’t really
learn from them if I didn’t recognize them.

It was a long and painful process. I don’t
know if I’ll ever truly finish it. My mistake was that I assumed
too much of the blame. I was left with such a feeling of defeat
that I felt a failure. This was another feeling that was completely
foreign to me.

I’d always been successful at whatever I’d
done. I had a successful show career with my horses. I had been
voted most likely to succeed in high school. I graduated third in
my class, with highest honors, from Rutgers College of Pharmacy. I
found a wonderful man to marry and managed our
farm/hospital/veterinary practice with him until he retired. I
accomplished everything I’d chosen to do in life. I had been
blessed.

I didn’t understand failure. To have failed
at the thing that was most important to me seemed ludicrous. I
spent my time focused on what I had or hadn’t done. You know:
shoulda, woulda, coulda. The only thing I knew about failure was if
it happened, you’d done something wrong. I lived my life trying to
do only right. It was imperative that I figure this out for my
future sanity.

For years, I shouldered all the blame for
our intimacy problems, since they centered on pain in my lower back
and right pelvic joint due to congenital birth anomalies. It was so
agonizing to think about that I chose not to. My avoidance
ultimately resulted in my attaching all sorts of negativity to the
issue. Bob didn’t need to blame me, I did that all by myself,
whether I admitted it or not.

Being raised in a family
that kept their feelings hidden made it difficult for me to even
think about my intimacy issues, no less talk about them. It was
neither right nor wrong;
it was simply how I was. As long as Bob didn’t press it, I could avoid the agonizing
topic.

It never occurred to me, until recently,
that he really wasn’t concerned about my pain. He wouldn’t even
remember that pain was the reason behind our inactivity. It never
occurred to me that if he truly loved me he ought to be concerned
about me, ought to be supportive and sympathetic.

I did exactly what he did. I made it all my
fault, my inadequacy, and he let me. It wasn’t just about me. It
was about us. I didn’t deserve my guilt or my anguish. I had
suffered for the wrong reasons for a person who truly hadn’t cared.
He had no idea the deep suffering I experienced. It was in my
subconscious always ready to rush to my conscious mind whenever
anything reminded me of it.

Once I realized this, I
could let go of
it all. Now, it was finally gone, and all it took was recognition,
acceptance, and release. What took me years, and great suffering to
uncover left so effortlessly, which was another valuable lesson for
my future survival.

My days became consumed with the new house.
I’d waver between the excitement of having a house of my own, and
the disappointment over my lost dream. The house I’d just purchased
was the antithesis of everything I wanted in a house: one floor,
low maintenance, a stunning view, and round.

I have childhood memories of sleeping in a
round room in my Grandparent’s house that I always loved. I didn’t
understand why, but I’ve remembered it my entire life. When I saw
the ad for the Deltec Company, I thought an entire round house
would be fabulous. The mountain property was the perfect location
with its spectacular views. So, I end up with a high maintenance
log house, all wood interiors, stairs to a second floor, and no
view. But, it was mine.

Months later, when working
with a trance channel/spiritual counselor, he told me something
that he hears often in the work he does, “we don’t always get what
we want, but we always get what we need.” This house was the epitome of that Truth. It wasn’t what I
wanted, but I had to accept that it was what I needed. Of course
that acceptance wouldn’t happen for a very long time, and not
without a tremendous amount of personal self-evaluation. My
acceptance, and eventual surrender, would lead to understanding,
change, growth, and ultimately, spiritual evolution.

For now, though, I had a house to get ready
to move into. As luck would have it, the log house was about 16
miles from the mountain property. I wasn’t aware of it when I
purchased it, but it made moving fairly convenient. Although it was
only 16 miles, it took me 30 minutes to drive from one to the
other. Welcome to winding, two-lane mountain driving!

The builder worked on the renovations that
we’d agreed to. I hoped using parts of my dream house would make it
a little easier to move into the log house. I wouldn’t feel like
I’d lost everything. These were things I’d spent a great deal of
time choosing. I hoped they’d help alleviate the feeling of having
totally wasted the time spent planning the Deltec.

So, I moved stuff, and the builder made the
log house take on some of the elegance of the Deltec. The master
bath was transformed into a more rustic version of my dream master
bath, but still quite lovely. It gave me a great sense of pleasure
and accomplishment to see that the fixtures I’d chosen looked so
pretty. I felt a tiny glimmer of success.

It was a time of mixed emotions for me. I
was relieved that my animal family and I had a house to live in
before winter. New seemed like a smart thing to buy. While I
somewhat enjoyed getting things for the house, I didn’t like the
amount of money I was spending on a house that meant nothing to me.
I didn’t know where I wanted to live other than my mountain
property, but the dream of ever living there was gone. This house
was transitional. I took things one day at a time, and still do.
Anything other than that gets me into big trouble.

As the renovations moved along, I started
bringing carloads of things over. We hadn’t unpacked anything, so I
simply had to load it in my car. Every time I moved a little more
of me off the mountain, the reality that I’d never live on this
special, powerful mountain began to sink in. I had known this for
months, but I tried not to focus on the inevitable.

I tried to make the most of the time I had
left on the mountain. I just couldn’t get past the grief I was
still experiencing over the loss of my marriage. It tainted
everything in my life. I no longer felt the same wonderful feelings
I had on the mountain. I couldn’t see the beauty in the gorgeous
long-range views that used to make my heart sing. All my heart did
was ache. The energy of the mountain hadn’t changed nor had the
views. I changed, and I didn’t know how to change back. I was
powerless.

I walked the dogs around
the property many times a day just to give us exercise. They still
loved it. They didn’t know anything had changed. I tried to learn
from them to appreciate it for as long as I lived on it. I needed
to stay in the Now with them. No lost expectations, no depression,
no pain, just happy in the moment. I simply couldn’t do it. I
couldn’t imagine ever being happy again, or ever laughing again.
The Tunnel was a definite step up from the Abyss, but I had a
tremendous journey ahead to return to the person I used to be,
and needed to be
again.

I arranged for Bob to take care of the dogs
and cats while I returned to New Jersey to see my dear friends.
Once I moved, I’d be staying put, since I was solely responsible
for the two dogs and three cats. It is restrictive to have dogs and
cats, but I wouldn’t have traded them for anything. Without my
animals, I would have never survived.

As I pulled off the mountain with the last
of my belongings, I burst into tears and cried all the way to the
log house. There was no going back. It was real. I no longer lived
on my mountain. Bob didn’t come running after me saying it had all
been a terrible mistake. Please don’t go! To this day, he has never
even said he was sorry. The only thing he said was that it was sad.
Ya, think? I guess I kept hoping he’d realize he’d made a terrible
mistake, and decide he wanted this house, this mountain, and most
especially, me. But, that never happened.




Chapter 3

THE LOG HOUSE

 


I followed the movers to my
new the log house. When they finished, I headed for New Jersey. The
thought of staying in that
house without my animals terrified me. I stayed
at a motel in Virginia, which taught me what alone really feels
like: absolutely dreadful. My animal friends never allowed me to
feel alone. They are consummate companions, especially my dogs. I
was on my own, and the empty motel room gave me a huge dose
of alone. It was
the first time that I got a real sense of just how alone I was
going to be.

The realization of what I had done that day
was overpowering me. I tried to distract myself with TV without
success. My aloneness consumed me with destructive thoughts about
my uncertain future. It was a long night, but I survived. For some
reason I didn’t feel so alone in the car. Driving forced my mind
out of the pattern of disparaging thoughts that it seemed so
comfortable in. I headed off repeating, “Today is the first day of
the rest of my life.”

I drove towards my old home, my dear friends
and in-laws, and away from all the pain that North Carolina held
for me. Once again, my friends and in-laws renewed me. I was kept
busy the entire time meeting everyone around meals. I felt so much
better in New Jersey, so much stronger, less alone, almost happy.
My mind stayed out of the dastardly past and future and focused
only on the present. I felt once again supported and loved, which
was something that I needed terribly and meant the world to me,
then and now.

My dear friends, Michele, David, and
Michele’s Mother, Marie, who made their home my home, were dealing
with a tragedy of their own with Logan, a wonderful four-year- old
Golden Retriever. Logan lived life to the fullest every waking
minute. You couldn’t help but be happy in his presence. Logan was
diagnosed with stage four cancer, which was devastating.

Michele and David committed themselves to
doing whatever was necessary to help him, while still retaining
quality of life for whatever time he had left. I was shocked at the
diagnosis in a dog so young. Logan taught me that the Golden breed
is fraught with cancer.

So, my friends began the fight that little
Michelle’s husband, Mike, had been engaged in for quite some time.
Mike had been diagnosed with melanoma cancer before we moved. None
of their support for me ever wavered despite the crises that they
were experiencing. Given my medical background and my experiences
with my folks’ cancer, I was able to provide help and support to
them. I was thrilled to return some of the strength they’d provided
me since my separation. What they were dealing with helped put my
own drama in perspective. My trauma, although painful, wasn’t
fatal. Friends helping friends is what life is about.

I drove to the shore, which I’d wanted to do
before I moved. It was something important that would have
fulfilled a need in me, but I let other responsibilities interfere
with it. At the time, I wasn’t even aware I put everyone else’s
needs ahead of mine. It would take time and great pain to even
begin to recognize this unhealthy pattern of my life, this negation
of Self.

As a young child, I’d spent
my summers in a house next to my grandparents’ home. I lived those
summers on the beach and in the waters of the Atlantic Ocean and
the Shrewsbury River. In High School, I learned about the right of
eminent domain. The state took our family’s shore property to build
a road into a nearby park. My parents bought a spectacular home
across the river from our stolen
one.

I will never forget the
beauty of the full moon creating zillions of twinkling lights on
the river and ocean. I never took that view for granted,
ever. Each month, when
the heavenly miracle appeared, I ran around the house making sure
everyone saw it. It touched my soul deeply.

Bob and I used to walk the dogs at that same
park. We spent many wonderful hours on that beach, which afforded a
fabulous view of Manhattan and the Verrazano Bridge. The area held
so many special memories for me: happy memories of the wonderful
life I had been privileged to lead until we moved. I wanted to
wander around my home turf and bathe myself in happy memories of
the wonderful times I’d spent there.

I drove past my old house, my high school,
and then out to the park. We always walked the dogs at the far end,
because it was less crowded and provided the best view of the “Big
Apple.” I pulled into one of the closer parking areas and walked
toward the water. Once again, I was totally unprepared for my
response.

When I gazed out at the ocean, sadness
consumed me and tears flowed. The emotions ignited were not the
ones I’d hoped for and needed to feel. The happiness of my time
spent there was buried too deep beneath the pain of my lost
husband, expectations, and dream. Instead of feeling the emotions I
experienced on the beaches and in the water of my happy childhood,
I felt overwhelming sadness, grief, and abject pain. I didn’t stay
long. I couldn’t.

I walked back to the car and just cried
until I had no more tears. I thought my wonderful memories would
provide a route back to the happiness of my past. Was I ever wrong.
I know; there isn’t any right or wrong, only what is. It was hard
to accept that concept, while I sat absolutely distraught and alone
in my car. This had been a huge mistake. Hello! Remember, there are
no mistakes, no accidents? There are only opportunities for
learning. Bah!

I always tried to keep my emotions in check
while visiting friends. I didn’t want to become some whiny, clingy
so and so, that drained my friends of their energy. In retrospect,
the barrage of childhood memories that had flowed from the far
reaches of my brain served to heighten the sense of loss my heart
and soul felt.

I was hopeful there’d be a time when I’d
remember those happy times at the Jersey shore and feel the joy of
my wonderful childhood. It just wasn’t that time yet. As with my
last visit, it was over before I knew it. However, this time what
loomed ahead was horrifying: the log house and my fearful
future.

The overnight in the motel was better, but
still difficult. I was feeling nauseous when I got to the mountain.
I figured I was having a panic attack over being in the log house
alone. I didn’t encounter any resistance from Bob as I piled the
dogs into the car. He knew he’d be in for a big battle if he tried
to separate them. I told him I’d be back the next day to pick up
the cats. I didn’t have room for everyone in the car.

Once again, I drove off the mountain an
emotional disaster. I arrived distraught and in a panic. I was
afraid of being alone, of the uncertainty of my future, of
everything. I tried so hard not to cry, because I knew how much it
upset my dogs. The boys were confused enough. I didn’t need them
worrying about me and getting sick themselves. I had to be strong
for them. Could I really be creating this nausea with my mind? I
knew I could.

A little radio I’d bought helped drown out
the dreaded silence. In the silence, my conscious mind had a field
day bombarding me with grievous thoughts about my past, and fearful
thoughts of my uncertain future. The music saved me from the
cruelty of my ego. I made it through the first night with my dogs
by my side.

The next day, my TV man erected a temporary
dish for me. I’d been concerned that he might have trouble finding
a signal, because of all the trees around the house. He found one,
but only with the dish on a tree. I had to have TV to combat my
ego.

Before my trip, a young man, who was
installing Corian® surfacing in two bathrooms and on the kitchen
island, asked if I had my horse in the area. I told him about the
perfect farm that wasn’t taking boarders. He’d been past that farm
recently, and thought they were. I tried not to get my hopes up,
but I needed something positive to happen.

When I returned, he’d left
a message saying the perfect farm was accepting boarders. Thank
You! My dead heart stirred. Could I be this lucky? I called and
asked the barn manager, Kim, if she remembered me. She did! They
had a stall for Stormy. I almost cried, but this time tears of joy.
My equine salvation would be in the mountains soon. What perfect
timing. Everything happens for a
reason….

I wanted to rush right over for Stormy, but
I was inundated with new house responsibilities. I had all manner
of contractors: electricians, plumbers, cabinetmakers, landscapers,
and of course, the builder to deal with. It became a nuisance and
very frustrating. It was so different from my experience with the
Deltec.

I loved the Deltec: it was my dream and
creation. Everything flowed with it. Nothing flowed with the log
house. Things got accomplished but nothing flowed. In my heart, I
didn’t really want it. I liked the house itself, but I absolutely
abhorred the location. I felt closed in by all the trees. I had no
view. I felt no connection to the acre it sat upon. For me, it was
nothing more than a place to survive the winter.

The differences between the two properties
were stunning – opposite ends of the poles, so to speak. I was
naïve about a new house. Based on my experience, I would never buy
a new house again. Building a house of your own is a completely
different thing. It is your intention to build. You expect to have
challenges and frustrations, but you are ready to accept those in
order to manifest your dream.

A new house is someone else’s creation. This
presented a big challenge for me. I had to work within the
parameters of the house itself. I did have some of my Deltec things
incorporated into this house, but they were just things, which
didn’t restore my lost happiness.

Once I moved in, I soon realized another
stark contrast to my perfect mountain property: the communications.
I had to have dial-up with the connection speed of ten years ago.
It was a constant frustration for me and another thing that fueled
my anger at where I was living. Due to the dial-up, I couldn’t
receive incoming calls while on the Internet. I was so desperate
for contact with my support staff that the thought of missing any
calls was paralyzing to me. I’d have to drive two miles to a
cresting hill to find a cell signal. In my fragile emotional state,
my ego created fear about being unable to reach someone in an
emergency.

Shortly after I moved in, the phone went
down. I truly panicked! I’d lost my lifeline to everyone. I
couldn’t believe my reaction. I’d been an independent, capable
woman. Now, I sat in a panic. In hindsight, I recognize that my
disconnection with the physical world was simply reflecting my
deeper fears of feeling disconnected from Self, my soul, universal
knowing, God, Source, All That Is, whatever you want to call it. My
response arose from deep within my wounded Self. It would take me
many, many months before I’d recognize this.

My fear and angst disappeared the second I
heard a dial tone back in the log house. I couldn’t believe the
level of fear that had overwhelmed me, how fast it came, and how
fast it left. My inefficient communications in the log house was an
outward reflection of what was going on within me: unrest, constant
turmoil, frustration, fighting. These were things I wasn’t used to
experiencing. They would fester, causing a constant state of stress
and anxiety for some time to come.

The most challenging time was at night. Even
my TV wasn’t getting the job done. I fell into a terrible
depression filled with unhappiness and loneliness. My mind created
a constant flow of negative thoughts of both past and future.
Initially, I wasn’t even aware that my ego was in control. I got so
caught up in the destructive thoughts and how to cope with them
that I didn’t understand what was happening.

Years ago, I worried constantly. It had been
a way of life for me. About 15 years ago, when I started along my
spiritual path, I let go of worry. The more I learned, the less I
worried. It was a slow process that occurred as I learned spiritual
truths and embraced them within my life. My lifestyle, working with
and caring for animals, kept me present. What luck.

When you’re dealing with critically ill
horses, you have to be in the moment. It was an added bonus for
living the life I loved. As a result, the time I spent worrying
about the future disappeared. When my husband changed the rules and
decided to abandon me, my time spent in the Now came to a crashing
halt.

Moving afforded me some
relief from my relentless ego. I learned it takes far longer to
unpack than it did to pack. All the decisions, choices, memories
slow the process down incredibly. Many were items from my
childhood, my mother’s treasures, and my father’s things. I didn’t
know when I made the decision to bring these treasures with me what
a significant role they would play in North Carolina. They afforded
me a look back into my happy
past, not the sad
past that I had found myself in lately. It was a
wonderful reprieve that I truly needed.

As more and more of my prized possessions
were positioned around the log house, it started to feel like it
was really mine. I felt like I was still being taken care of by my
dad, because my sole source of income was my family inheritance. At
54, I still felt like daddy’s little girl. As I was unpacking my
office boxes, I found the pocket protector my dad used in our
family drugstore. You know, one of those silly plastic things that
probably cost less than a dollar. To me, it was priceless. It still
has the pens, pencils, and grease pencil that I watched him use all
my life. While packing up the office in Jersey, I just couldn’t
bring myself to throw it out. It had been a part of him for as long
as I could remember.

The rush of emotions I experienced when I
unpacked it in the log house was overpowering. The floodgates
opened and the tears poured out. I missed my dad so much. I could
have really used his guidance and support at this most difficult
time in my life. It was a powerful release of a great deal of still
repressed grief, sadness, and pain involving the loss of my father
four years earlier, and my husband only recently.

I’ve recognized my father’s influence in my
decisions many times during these terribly challenging times. He
taught me well throughout his life. He was a marvel in dealing with
people, which was something I aspired to learn. People that knew us
both tell me how much I’m like him. It is the highest compliment
anyone could give me. I am proud to be his daughter.

A week before my father died, he told me
that he thought everyone would be okay. I had to fight back the
tears. I saw in that simple statement what his whole life had been
about. To him, he was our provider, our caretaker, and our
protector. He was here to make sure his family was safe and secure.
It was so shockingly simple, yet profound, to learn what he felt
his purpose in life was.

I assured him we would be
all right. It was okay for him to go. That evening, with those
words, my heart let go of him. Eight days later he died; I hope satisfied that he
had achieved his purpose. Because of his disclosure, I have an
image of his spirit smiling that special smile of his knowing that
he is still providing for and taking care of his little
girl.

Yes, Daddy, you will always be taking care
of me. The mark that you left on my soul is permanent. I am
grateful for you and your contribution to my growth. It is the
strength of character that you displayed throughout my life that
will form the basis from which I will heal from my dark night of
the soul. I am forever in your debt. I couldn’t have chosen a
better father.

The tears that flowed, as I
unpacked his penholder, which contained all of these emotions,
insights, and memories, were positive and good. What a wise decision to move
that little gem to the mountains. Was it a coincidence? Not on your
life.

Hanging the artwork and photos was the last
of my moving-in chores. Each held a happy memory, but given the
circumstances of my current life, they also inflamed my sense of
loss and grief. Seeing the many treasures from our married life was
challenging for me. I just couldn’t let go of the disappointment I
harbored over my lost marriage and mountain home. I envisioned
myself hanging them in the Deltec.

The artwork went up first and then the
photos. I unpacked “my life” in black and white and color. The
memories these pictures held were powerful. Many were of my various
show horses and held wonderful memories. Countless pictures were of
the farm and my animal family, which ignited special memories of my
“children.” My soul called them to me over the years. I’d been
their provider, caretaker, and protector while they shared their
teaching, their lives, and their love with me. I was a conglomerate
of the knowledge they shared during the short time they stayed.

It is only a relatively short time that we
get to share with our animal friends. We know it when we enter into
a relationship with animals, and we’re still willing. The
unconditional love that we receive from them is well worth the
cost. To me, unconditional love is companion animals’ greatest
lesson to humanity. A lesson we’re missing, and I include myself in
the collective “we.”

Each of the pictures took me back to the
specific show, horse, and experience. Especially wonderful times
that reminded me of how truly fortunate I was. Each was reflecting
my happy and fulfilling life. They were helping me heal, which I
hadn’t anticipated at all. How could I not be grateful?

All of a sudden, I realized most of the
animals in the photos were dead, but still teaching me a valuable
and necessary lesson for my survival, my healing, and my growth.
They helped me believe that I could return to the once happy,
joyful, successful, and satisfied woman they knew and loved.

I am grateful for two particular photos of
me. One was taken by a professional photographer when I was about
two years old. It’s always been a favorite of mine. I have a big
smile, Shirley Temple ringlets, and a mischievous twinkle in my
eye. It just gives me a lift every time I see it. I feel the light,
joyful energy of that child. The other photo was a candid shot
taken at a Cornell reunion. Once again, I have this great smile. It
radiates happiness and contentment. Both sit on my dresser and
remind me of the person I have been all my life. They challenge me
to become that woman, to release the little two-year old within, to
have fun, and to love living again.

My greatest gift from the pictures that now
surrounded me was the gift of seeing. I began to see how lucky I’d
been. I was trying to be grateful for what I had, since it was more
than many had. I had good health, a wonderful family and animal
family, and fabulous friends. I could meet my monthly expenses, had
a reliable car, and a new log house. I worked hard trying to
embrace gratitude, but it was work, and it shouldn’t be. It should
be a place of being.

The recent events of my life blocked my
ability to feel grateful. Instead, I felt abandoned, alone, and
isolated. I was cranky. The most important person in my life had
deceived, lied to, and betrayed me. You got it. I felt sorry for
myself. As much as I tried, my ego would send me there in a
moment’s notice. Wham, there I’d be.

When I first saw the lesson, I felt guilty.
How could I feel sorry for myself? Shame on me: I’d lived a
spectacular life for 53 years. How dare I complain? I felt ashamed.
So, I had a bad year and a half. With all my memories in view, the
log house was starting to look more like a home, though I was a
long way from ever considering it one.

Although my familiar things were scattered
around, there was still something missing: house plants. I was so
busy unpacking and trying to find a place for everything (and
everything in its place.) I can’t tell you how many times I heard
my Grandmother say that to me. I hadn’t even thought about plants.
I just knew something wasn’t right yet. I didn’t have enough of the
plant nation in the log house.

Wal-Mart was having a sale and I came home
with six huge, beautiful hanging baskets. Their presence changed
the energy in the house immediately. The house felt warmer,
happier, more balanced, and harmonious. Now, thanks to my new plant
friends, the log house felt warm and inviting. If I could only get
that sense of harmony within my spirit, I could be happy again.

In addition to the demands of moving, I was
also concerned that the separation agreement still wasn’t finished.
The lawyer was taking forever. Bob was to teach in the fall at the
Indian reservation in New Mexico. I feared he’d be leaving soon,
since it was October.

We finally got the paperwork to review and
sign. There were some areas that Bob didn’t understand, so I told
him to call Peter for someone to help him. I didn’t want anything
coming back at me. His new lawyer was trying to make it much more
complicated than necessary.

Eventually, Bob told me when he anticipated
leaving. I was worried that he’d leave before the settlement was
signed. It had been hard enough trying to get things accomplished
when we were in the same area. I was also very concerned that
someone would convince him that he shouldn’t return my family’s
inheritance. If he had been the man I married, I wouldn’t have
given it a second thought, but that man was gone.

Bob asked to visit Licorice and arrived with
a pile of mail to discuss including papers from Ford Credit. My car
had been registered in his name for tax reasons. I’d been trying to
get my name on the loan, and then eventually register the car in my
name. Ford required that Bob remain as co-signor. Bob wasn’t happy,
but oh well! It had taken me three months to get to this point. I
was so glad they had come before he left, since they had to be
signed and notarized.

Next, Bob handed me a four page letter from
his lawyer. I’d known something was up. I didn’t get too far into
it, before all of the anger I had been suppressing erupted. The,
proverbial, s___ hit the fan! This lawyer was telling Bob that the
property settlement was totally inequitable, and he should sue me
for alimony. I went ballistic! Apparently, he hadn’t explained
about my management of the veterinary office, hospital, and horse
farm. She questioned my integrity and my honesty.

I tried to calm myself down in order to have
a constructive conversation. The minute I started to ask him about
how he felt about what she said, I felt abject rage overtake me.
I’d been attacked and became very defensive. How dare she question
my motives and me? Who the hell does she think she is? Did he agree
with what she wrote? Did he think I was being unfair? I could
hardly get the questions out. I was seething, and he knew exactly
what I was thinking. If looks could kill, he would have been
dead.

Bob didn’t think he should get alimony, but
he felt he’d worked really hard and should end up with more to show
for it. I looked at him in utter disbelief and shock. After I’d
spent so much time trying to make everything fair, equitable, and
understandable for him, he was questioning it. I began to explain
how incompetent his lawyer was to miss a large component of our
assets.

Bob’s response totally floored me. He’d
forgotten about our annuity and felt better considering his equal
share in it. How can someone forget about such an important thing?
How fortunate that he married such an honest woman. Obviously, I
could have made off with a vast sum of money without him even
realizing it. Lucky man!

We drove to the bank to sign and notarize
the Ford papers. What happened at the bank was another shocker:
another piece to the puzzle that would come together eventually.
Bob pulled out his Jersey license for identification. I just
couldn’t believe he still had a Jersey license. I told him I’d be
by later to get the car insurance papers I needed for Ford
Credit.

All I did was obsess over the lawyer’s
attacks against my integrity. Why did he still have a Jersey
license? The only reason was that he never planned to stay in North
Carolina. I found that inconceivable. I was concerned that he
agreed with his lawyer, was considering fighting in court, and/or
reneging on returning my inheritance. I flew in and out of anger
and rage. While I was in rage, I really couldn’t function. What she
wrote was disrespectful and attacked every part of my being.

After discussing this with friends, each one
pointed out that it was her job. She was representing Bob, and the
only information she had was what he told her. I did agree with
that, but it didn’t make me feel any less violated. I planned, very
carefully, what I would say to him. I was mounting my counter
attack as though my life depended on it.

Bob was waiting for a call from his lawyer
when I arrived. I told him that I was still furious. I wanted him
to know the facts as they would appear in court. I reminded him
that the only thing coming to me that was not being split equally
was my inheritance money. If we had finished the house and lived in
it, then I’d feel differently. I told him this lawyer wanted us to
fight in court to create more billable hours.

Since he’d forgotten about the annuity, I
couldn’t be sure what else he forgot about. I assured him that
everything from our 27-year marriage was being split equally. I
reminded him that I’d given up going to veterinary college to begin
our relationship, and I’d also left my pharmacy career to run his
business. I didn’t need to tell him how this would appear in a
divorce case. Angrily, I told him that if it hadn’t been for my
folks and me, he would have never had his vet hospital and breeding
farm. He listened without any comment.

I expected him to tell his lawyer the entire
truth about me, and my extraordinary contribution to our marriage
and his business. I spoke my piece, got the papers I needed, and
the dogs and I left the mountain. I felt better as I drove away. I
had defended myself. I was proud of the person I was. I had no
regrets.

When I got to the log house, I was spent.
The emotional toll of the day was enormous. From Bob’s lack of
response, I wasn’t sure what to expect. The last thing I told him
was that I wanted the papers signed before he left. Early the next
morning, the phone rang. Bob wanted to sign the papers, so we
agreed to meet at our bank. I felt such a tremendous sense of
relief. I would get my family’s money back. I had succeeded in
convincing him how big a mistake it would be to end up in court.
The next step would be the divorce hearing in the New Jersey
courts. Bob left the next day. So be it…

 





Chapter 4

REUNITED

 


I was totally drained from the past day. The
anger and rage I had experienced was unlike anything I had felt at
any time in my life. I needed my horse back in my life, and I
needed him now! After Randy was euthanized, my friend kept saying
Stormy should be in training. I didn’t agree, but I just didn’t
have the strength to fight, so I let her start him. Starting him
was something that I wanted to do, but I just gave in. This
decision forced me to let go of another significant expectation. I
wanted to get on him for the first time at a place where he’d feel
safe and behave himself. I made arrangements to go ride him and
meet her mother for lunch.

I hadn’t told them yet about finding the new
farm for Stormy. I wanted to tell them in person. It was important
to me that they understood my reasons. I thought it had always been
understood that their farm was temporary, since it was 126 miles
from my house. There was no point having Stormy if I couldn’t ride
him.

I never anticipated what happened. I was so
tired of being surprised by people and their reactions to my
decisions. This was another of those emotional events for me. It
had taken three years of my life and many hours of hard work to get
to this moment in time. I’d been with Stormy everyday from the
instant he appeared from his mother’s womb, until I left him at my
friend’s farm seven months earlier.

How would he behave? How would he feel? What
would my friend say when I told her I was moving him? Stormy was
wonderful. He behaved and was very comfortable. I hadn’t ridden in
a while, so my focus was totally on him. I’d expected my friend to
help with him, but I didn’t wait. I was too anxious to finally
achieve what I’d been waiting three years to do.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my friend
drive her truck to the barn. The next thing I saw was her driving
out. I didn’t understand, but I didn’t care. I was busy on my baby.
I was hoping she’d return, so I could tell her my news. She did
return, so I spoke with her before lunch. Mrs. B., who I considered
my second mother, had trained me 30 years earlier. I rented her
garage apartment while I was in college and became more than a
boarder to her. I knew it was special for Mrs. B. to see me once
again in her ring.

I was the closest thing to
happy since June. I’d just ridden my horse for the first time, and
I’d found a gorgeous farm half an hour from my house. What more
could I ask for? I was very
apprehensive about my impending conversation.
Horse people are a strange group. I’d learned that through the 40
years I spent dealing with them. I was one, so I felt qualified to
make that assessment.

I knew our relationship had changed because
of Randy, but I didn’t realize how much. She seemed cold, almost
angry, which I didn’t understand. I shared my good news. I kept
telling her it didn’t have anything to do with her or her care. I
was thrilled that I’d found a wonderful place for him. I knew
Stormy was going to be a tremendous aid to my healing.

Something about her attitude just kept me
trying to get her to understand. She was very distant. At one
point, I reached for her shoulder trying to comfort her, since she
seemed so hurt. Why was this all of a sudden about her? Angrily,
she snatched her shoulder away from me. Well, that was it. I felt
anger surging up in me, so I didn’t say another word.

She asked when I would move him. I said in a
few of days if that was convenient, since I was anxious to have him
closer. She said she usually got 30 days notice. My anger swelled.
I told her if she needed an extra month’s board fine, but I’d be
back for him in three days. I’d been involved with horses for over
40 years and had never heard of such a thing. I followed Mrs. B. to
lunch and shared my news with her. She accepted it better, but I
could see how disappointed she was. I knew she imagined her
daughter and her adopted daughter riding into the sunset together,
so to speak. I tried to get Mrs. B. to understand how hard it was
to live so far from Stormy, that I needed something positive to
focus on, and I couldn’t have found a better farm.

I am blessed with an amazingly beautiful,
young horse. At the time of his conception, I could never have
known the significant player he would be in my healing. What I
truly enjoyed was working with youngsters. I didn’t know or care if
he ever went to a horse show. His sole purpose was to make me
happy, and he couldn’t accomplish that living so far away. Mrs. B
tried to understand, but at 93, with her life focused on showing
horses, it was very difficult for her to let go of what a fabulous
show prospect he was.

A month earlier, I’d come to give Stormy
some vaccinations. When I called the night before to tell my friend
I was coming, she told me she had dewormed him. I was quite
confused, since we’d agreed that I’d be responsible for the horses’
routine work. Apparently, once my husband was out of the picture,
she started treating my horses without my knowledge. I needed to
know what my horses were being given and when. I was livid!

The next morning, I arrived at the farm with
the vaccines drawn up in syringes. I told my friend what
vaccinations I was about to give him, and she screamed at me that
the vet gave him shots the other day. Confused, I asked what
specific shots. She just said whatever he needed. Why didn’t she
say this last night? I’d just driven 126 miles for nothing, and the
vaccines would have to be thrown out. I was seething.

I had a short visit with Stormy and started
to walk out of the barn. “You’re leaving?” I had plans to meet Mrs.
B for breakfast and then get back to my other obligations. My visit
to vaccinate happened a few weeks after I’d put Randy down. Did she
expect me to want to spend time with someone that had left me to do
that alone? I thought to myself, she’s in the same dimension with
my husband. I walked angrily out of the barn and never looked
back.

I hadn’t gotten a bill yet for those shots,
so I called her vet’s office to find out what I owed them. The
secretary couldn’t find any record of Stormy having any
vaccinations in September. Then, she said the vet was due there
that morning. I told her to tell the vet not to give Stormy
anything. I was moving him in two days and didn’t want him stressed
with shots.

I knew my friend was angry at me about my
decision with Randy, but I never thought she would do anything to
jeopardize my horse no matter what she thought of me. Well, I was
wrong. She allowed my horse to be unprotected for several deadly
diseases. She lied to my face, while her right hand gal looked me
right in the eye and never said a word.

Now, I was about to do what
I’d advised our clients to never
do. I had to move my horse to a new environment
knowing he was unprotected for these diseases. I was willing to
assume the risk. I had to get him away from her and back under my
care.

I called my friend to remind her I was
coming for Stormy. I arrived at the farm to find all of my stuff
piled out in front of Stormy’s stall, and only a worker present. My
bridle and two spare halters were missing. When we went for the
keys to unlock the tack rooms, the keys were gone. I was stunned
and deeply hurt, since my integrity and honesty was being attacked
again. I loaded Stormy in the trailer and told her worker that I’d
be back the next day for my missing equipment. Another 250-mile
trip! Once more, I felt disrespected by someone I considered a
friend. First I was hurt, but then I flew into rage.

Stormy shipped wonderfully to his new home.
This was the first time he’d been on the trailer alone. I spent the
long trip obsessing over what I’d just been subjected to. I went in
and out of hurt, anger, and tears. Why was all of this happening to
me? Why was everyone treating me so badly? Well, everyone wasn’t.
It just felt like everyone.

Eventually, after much soul-searching, I
came to realize it wasn’t just about me. I was a player in their
dramas as well as they in mine. They each had their own issues, but
that realization would take time for me to see. I arrived at the
farm exhausted from worrying about Stormy’s inexperience on the
trailer and the insulting way I had been treated.

Later that day, an email alerted me that my
bridle was in the mail. She’d forgotten my halters, which she
mailed a few days later. I probably should have expected her
behavior regarding Randy and moving Stormy, but I’d never forgive
her for putting my horse’s health and well-being at risk. For me
that was the final blow. She had lost a good friend.

The fact that she owed me money from another
horse would force me to have to keep her in my awareness for a long
time into the future. If it weren’t for that, she’d have been
eliminated completely from my life. Mrs. B was still a good friend.
She was trying to understand and be supportive.

The next day, I went to see my dear Stormy.
It was so wonderful to arrive in half an hour rather than two. He
was out in his own huge, grassy pasture. I called him. He answered
and galloped over. He was genuinely happy to see me. I started to
cry, because someone cared for me, and I so needed that. I missed
being with my horses so much. They are a part of me and always will
be.

Now, I had my last one back in my daily
life. My salvation had arrived. This was the first positive thing
that had happened to me in four months, except for buying a house.
But, this was so much more important to my healing, my recovery,
and my sanity. He was my angel with four legs, who would give my
life some sense of purpose again.

Two months after Stormy arrived in the
mountains, an old friend in New Jersey emailed this poem that
embodies the significance of Stormy to my life.

 


“In The Heart of A
Horse”

When your day seems out of balance and so
many things go wrong...

When people fight around you and the day
drags on so long...

When parents act like children, in-laws make
you think "Divorce"...

Go out into your pasture...

and wrap your arms around your horse.

His gentle breath enfolds you, and he watches
with those eyes.

He may not have a PhD, but he is, oh so
wise!

His head rests on your shoulder.

You embrace him oh so tight.

He puts your world in balance, and makes it
seem all right.

Your tears they soon stop flowing.

The tension is now eased.

The garbage has been lifted, and you're quiet
and at peace.

So when you need the balance from
circumstances in your day...

The best therapy that you can seek...

is out there eating hay!

 


The unknown author had obviously spent time
with horses. I just burst into tears, when I read the poem. It was
truly synchronistic. It spoke the truth about how much all of my
horses have meant to me over the years, and how much they’ve
enriched me.

The farm was simply beautiful and absolutely
perfect. Kim, his daily caregiver, was very capable. She was a
younger version of me. I couldn’t have asked for anything better. I
had absolutely no concerns for his well-being. I’d be a mere half
hour away if anything serious came up.

The downside of having horses in the
mountains is the lack of veterinary service. For me, it wasn’t too
much of a concern. I had all those years of experience. What I
didn’t have was a veterinary license. For all of the worrying and
stressing that I did in all other areas of my life, I did none
regarding Stormy. I knew I could handle anything that might come
along. If not, he’d ship to wherever to deal with whatever. I
wouldn’t let negative thoughts create an unhealthy reality for
Stormy.

It was interesting because my thoughts were
still out of control in the rest of my life. With Stormy it was
different. I found it intriguing that I had all the confidence in
the world with him, but absolutely none with my Self. I had spent
my life caring for and loving horses. It had been my true joy. I
was very good at what I did, and it showed in my self-confidence
and knowing around them.

I needed to get to that
same level of self-confidence about the care and well-being of my
Self. I was terribly inept at caring for me. Through my experience with
Stormy, it became painfully apparent that I had spent a life
focused totally away from me. I had been completely unaware of it
until that moment in time. This would prove to be one of my biggest
lessons as I clawed my way out of the Abyss, into the Tunnel, and
eventually, out of the Tunnel.

I trained Stormy about four days a week. He
was only two, and didn’t need too much exercise. He was wonderful
and seemed to enjoy the attention. I felt like I had purpose to my
life again. I have a wonderful rapport with horses, which is rooted
in my deep respect and love for them. Working with Stormy boosted
my deflated self-esteem, which had taken a severe beating over the
past six months.

When I was at the farm, I was fully in the
moment. In that intense state of presence, I felt the joy I used
to. There is something so serene and peaceful about anywhere horses
are. To look out over the pristine pastures and see them grazing in
these huge, grassy fields touched my heart. My heart was stirring
with life again, albeit slowly. Being at the farm bathed in the
energy that I’d spent so much of my life in was nourishing to my
soul.

One of the most spiritual times for me was
at night in my old barn, when I’d just listen to the sounds in
total darkness. I’d hear the horses munching hay, moving around the
stalls, snorting hay dust out of their nostrils, breathing. Those
sounds and the stillness bought me as close to Being, to Presence,
to my Essence, as anything. They were magical, healing, mystical
times that touched my heart deeply. With the arrival of Stormy, I
hoped to recover some of that. It was imperative I reawaken those
feelings in order to heal my heart, and ultimately, my
soul.

The rest of my days were spent in
frustration dealing with house related things. It seemed unending.
At night, if I didn’t keep my ego occupied with mindless TV, it
would launch a barrage of negative thoughts and emotions regarding
my past and future. I still found myself unable to concentrate
enough to read.

I felt alone, isolated, abandoned, and so
unhappy. My dogs and cats were my sole companions. Without them I
would never have been able to deal with the nights. I owe my life
and my sanity to them. They worried about me and showered me with
unconditional love.

After a month in the log house, Shadow came
down with a urinary infection, which I recognized from a past bout.
I called my dear vet friend, Gary, to verify my diagnosis and
treatment plan. He agreed. On Monday, I brought Shadow to the local
vet to confirm the diagnosis. She dispensed another antibiotic, and
he recovered without complication. “Okay, I handled it. I can do
this. You don’t have to keep creating things to teach me that I can
handle life on my own.” My trouble was still thinking it was
something or someone other than me that was creating. I was just
not getting it.

Living alone for the first
time in my life was the hardest thing I’d ever done. I wasn’t very
good at it. It was my life now, and I’d better figure out how to
deal with it and soon. I checked on the mountain property fairly
often. It was agonizing for me, and I’d drive away either utterly
depressed, in tears, or both. My heart was broken. I just
couldn’t let go of the lost dream of living in that spectacular spot with my
husband. I couldn’t accept what had happened. I judged it as bad,
which made it hurtful. So much of my energy had been put into its
manifestation.

All of these feelings took
over while I was up there, leaving me in a terrible emotional state
when I left. It just kept the wound raw. Healing was never going to
happen until I could truly accept what had happened. I needed to
embrace my belief that everything happens
for a reason and apply it to my dream,
which seemed my “mission impossible.”

Acceptance was quite a long way away for me.
I returned to this glorious spot many more times and left it a
beaten mass of negativity with a heart that ached and a wounded
soul unable to heal. My fantastic dream morphed into a hideous
nightmare. I truly couldn’t understand how something that had
seemed so meant to be, flowed so easily, been so joyful, and made
my heart sing could have ended so disastrously.

My belief that
our thoughts create our
reality, therefore we create our reality,
was being deeply challenged. I would never have created this. Why would
I? I just wouldn’t, or couldn’t, believe that I had any
responsibility for creating the trauma in my current life. I did
accept my share of the blame for the loss of our relationship.
However, I felt this was his creation, not mine. I couldn’t accept
responsibility for creating so much hurt and pain for my
Self.

The work on the log house was moving along,
but I began to have doubts about the integrity of the builders. I
had a hard time getting information from them regarding the outside
contractors in case of any future issues. Once they finished the
work agreed to, I paid the remainder of the purchase price. Did our
relationship change after that!

The real estate agent claimed there was a
one-year warranty on all new house construction in North Carolina.
I had some things that needed repairs, but my calls were ignored by
the builders. People, who appeared so nice and helpful in the
beginning, now wouldn’t respond at all. The real estate agent
wasn’t much help either. My mistake had been considering him a
friend. I was getting increasingly frustrated with everything
involving the log house. No one was being accountable for their
actions.

After a couple of months, I decided I needed
legal counsel. My realtor referred me to a local attorney. Our
meeting lasted for over two hours. Bottom line was I didn’t have
enough claims against them to make it worth the cost of his legal
fees. I felt so defeated. Honesty had lost another battle to
disreputable people. I didn’t have the financial resources to be
able to fight on principle. To this day, I have not met one person
who had a good thing to say about these builders.

I walked around with a tremendous weight on
my shoulders. My realtor saw how beaten and unhappy I was. I
admitted that living in North Carolina with no friends, feeling so
alone and abandoned, depressed me. He said that I should list the
log house and go back to New Jersey where I belonged. “What if the
log house sells first?” I couldn’t abandon the mountain property
like my husband had. He said I could dictate when I would sell.

My depression was growing. All the trouble
with the builders, plus all the frustrations getting things done in
the house made me want to run from it. After giving it some
thought, I told the realtor to list it. I’d been struggling with
the concept of staying in North Carolina for months. It was
draining me physically, mentally, emotionally, and most
importantly, spiritually. I told anyone who suggested I simply move
back home that I couldn’t afford to move back to Jersey. I knew my
income would cover my expenses in Carolina, which did bring me some
peace of mind.

While I couldn’t afford to move back to
Jersey financially, I couldn’t afford to stay in Carolina
emotionally. I was a wreck, and I wasn’t getting any better. I
needed my friends first hand, not just on the phone. It got to the
point that I felt leaving this life might be the best option. What
brought me back from that thought were my animals. Who would take
care of them? What would happen to them? It wouldn’t be fair to
them.

Many months later, I looked at my reasons
for choosing life and noticed that none of them had anything to do
with me. The reason I stayed was for others. This was one of the
lessons I was trying to teach myself, but still wasn’t recognizing.
My animals saved me from making a terrible mistake.

The decision to move back to New Jersey was
finally about me. I thought it was best for me on all levels. Once
I made the decision, my spirit lightened somewhat. The door to the
prison that I’d been living in had been unlocked. It wasn’t open
yet, but unlocked was encouraging.

I was distraught over the
lack of accountability I seemed to encounter everywhere along my
path. I continually felt disrespected, which had always been a real
hot button for me. Once more, another of those spiritual lessons my
soul was trying to teach was being completely overlooked. I was too
busy looking outside rather than within. I’d always been
accountable for my actions. I respected people and animals. Lack of
accountability and lack of respect certainly weren’t
my issues.

Many times I’d heard about our shadow self,
but I really didn’t understand the concept. I felt I was a good
person, who lived the right way. My shadow self must be
insignificant. It would take me a long time to acknowledge that I
did indeed have a shadow self. It can be our greatest teacher, once
we recognize and accept its existence. We shouldn’t feel guilty
about having one, because it’s not right or wrong, it simply
is.

For now, I’d simply keep ranting and raving
about the lack of accountability and respect in my little world and
the world in general. I was living within my own blindness. It’s
all about timing. Eventually, the student would be ready…

Bob and I talked on the phone regarding the
property. Every time, he had the same two questions; how is
Licorice, and have you heard anything from your lawyer? Apparently,
he had no interest in Shadow or I. I really didn’t care how he was
either, so his disinterest didn’t carry any hurt with it. Every
time Bob asked about the lawyer, it was like he plunged the knife a
little deeper into my heart and twisted. He fanned the embers of my
pain each and every time with that question.

Hearing his voice over the phone was bad
enough, but then to have him so impatient to be rid of our marriage
hurt all the more. Whatever progress I may have made was instantly
sent flying backwards with that question. I’d spent many hours
trying to figure out what had really happened to us. It still
seemed surreal. I felt thrown away.

It just seemed that all I meant to him was
someone to run his veterinary business and farm. Once Bob retired
and the farm was sold, my usefulness came to an end. I really felt
used and abused. I just couldn’t believe I hadn’t seen or felt this
coming. The reality was I hadn’t. I had completely missed it. My
lack of awareness led to the complete collapse of my
self-confidence, which was now almost nonexistent. My self-esteem
followed in a downward spiral.

I had worked so hard for 27 years managing
the vet office and the horse farm. The motivation behind all of my
efforts was always love – love for my husband, and my love for the
animals and the land. My job was seven days a week, no holidays
off. When you’re responsible for animals, and especially other
peoples’ very valuable animals, you must have competent help.
Competent help was hard to obtain, so most of the time I did it
myself.

My father always taught me,
if you want something done right, do it yourself. I was a good
student. It was my choice, and at times it did get old, but I did
it. I was always accountable for the obligations of my lifestyle
choice.

When we took vacations,
they were fabulous ones. I was blessed with four
dreams come true. Dream
one was watching the Royal Lipizzaner Stallions perform at the
Spanish Riding School in Vienna. Dream two was a two-week safari in
Kenya. Dream three was a horse pack trip in Banff, Alberta, Canada.
Dream four was swimming with wild dolphins off Oahu, HI. All four
realized dreams were profound for me. Each experience left a
different and lasting mark on my soul. Each dream was enhanced,
because they were experienced with the man I’d chosen to spend my
life with. Reliving these dreams made it even harder to accept the
reality of my impending divorce.

Of course, my first ever dream come true
happened 41 years ago, when I got my first horse at the age of
thirteen. This dream would chart the course of the rest of my life.
Until recently, it was a happy and rewarding life, due in large
part to the horses’ presence in it. You can see why I expect to
live the dreams that I dream. I learned as a teenager that miracles
do happen, and they happen to me.

After one of Bob’s phone calls, I couldn’t
help questioning the choices I’d made throughout my adult life. It
was a life consumed with him: working with, caring for, and loving
him. When I made my choices, they were good ones. How could one
regret a life that afforded me such wonderful memories?

All the heavy farm work netted me a very bad
back, injured left knee, and a left shoulder with more calcium than
the sports medicine doctor had ever seen. I accepted the physical
consequences of the choices I made. Doing most of the chores myself
allowed us the luxury of traveling to exotic destinations, and
having some horses of my own. My horses were some of my grandest
teachers.

Many times over the recent months, I found
myself telling friends that all one can do is make the best choice
with the information available at the time. I don’t think you can
ask anymore of yourself. I still do believe this to be truth.
However dissatisfied I was with the recent events of my life, I
knew I was doing the best I could with the situation I’d been left
with. I was trying to “make lemonade from the lemons of my life.” I
was trying!

I constantly relived our
life together trying to comprehend why Bob preferred to end it. Was
our marriage so bad? Was he so unhappy that he’d rather live apart
and alone? Apparently he was, and I hadn’t noticed. I felt bad
about that. We’d been planning the house and property together.
We had been
happy. He had been happy.

What happened? When did it change? I
couldn’t answer the what, but I finally started to piece together
enough of the puzzle that I could answer the when. After the farm
sold, he started acting strangely, so I imagine whatever happened
did so then.

I had so many emotions I was trying to deal
with each day: all the ponderings about my failed marriage, the
troubles with the builders that weren’t accountable, other
contractors that were less than competent, and I was having doubts
about my realtor friend.

My emotional reactions to anything negative
were so exaggerated. I felt a failure and lived in a state of
defeat most of the time. I didn’t know what I was going to do. My
depression was fed with each obstacle that blocked my way. Even
though they were relatively small obstacles, they seemed enormous
to me.

I challenged myself to find something
positive in each day: just one thing. Most days, it was Stormy and
the beautiful farm I’d found. Eventually, winter arrived and his
training stopped. I was devastated. Now, what would I do? With
Stormy in work, I felt productive and purposeful. Without his
training, I slid into a deeper depression traveling backwards in
the Tunnel.

I discovered the Tunnel wasn’t one-way,
which was not good. I did manage to stay out of the Abyss thanks to
my friends and animals. I struggled to find things to occupy my
time each day. I didn’t get up nearly as early as on the farm,
simply because it made the day that much longer.

Many times on the farm I
complained about not having enough time to get all the work done. I
looked forward to days when I could get everything done in a day.
Now, I sat in the log house longing for those action packed days on
the farm. I would trade in an instant. My life had been consumed
with doing for
the first 53 years. I didn’t know how to just be. It was agony, and the hardest
thing I’d ever attempted.

At night, I sat terrified of the next day. I
tried to stay busy just to keep my mind from dragging me down the
road of nonstop, negative thinking. Each morning, I told the dogs
that we were going to have a good day today. I smiled and spoke to
them in an upbeat, positive tone, but my heart was just the
opposite. I knew they picked up the true energy from my heart, but
I tried. I hadn’t had a good day since June 21, 2004, and that was
the simple truth.

At the end of the day, I felt like I’d done
nothing worthwhile, and my life was being wasted. I knew I would
never get the time back. I felt so unfulfilled and useless. My
entire life had been filled with purpose until recently. I
remembered how excited I’d been to discover my communication and
healing skills, which I believed was my life’s purpose. I recalled
how little time I could devote to them in New Jersey.

My obligations seemed unending, and my days
on the farm flew by. There always seemed to be something or someone
that required my time. I was exhausted from the weight of all the
obligations I carried on my shoulders. Now, I had very few
responsibilities, but I still felt weighed down. The obligations I
had were reduced to those of my animal family and me. One would
think I should feel no pressure or weight on my shoulders. It would
take me a very long time to recognize that the weight was caused by
my reluctance to accept my responsibility to Self.

I hadn’t been aware of it
until now, but I had put Self behind all else. I’d been totally
unaware of me and my needs. I didn’t know how to just be. It was
uncomfortable for me and downright terrifying. Being is a state of consciousness.
It’s something that should come naturally. It simply
is. In order to
be, you must stay in the
present moment, which was a place I didn’t frequent these days. I
had strayed so far from my true Self that this natural state was
foreign to me.

Being caused me great anxiety, so I worked very hard at finding
things to do. I
was a creature of habit and doing was something I had perfected.
What I wouldn’t understand, until much later, was that all my doing
wasn’t going to help me heal from my “dark night of the soul,” or
emerge from the Tunnel. My doing was not going to teach me the
lessons my soul was fighting so hard to get me to see.

My “mission impossible” was to learn to
focus on me and be comfortable simply being me. Learning to be with
Self would ultimately allow me to fully let go of all that was
causing so much pain and hurt. It would prove to be the most
difficult of jobs for me.

On our last trip to Hawaii, Bob and I had
purchased a timeshare on Maui, which became mine after our divorce.
Our first use of it was scheduled for the last half of February.
Everything was already paid for, so if I didn’t go the money would
be lost. Master Michele’s mother, Marie, agreed to join me. Maui
gave me something to look forward to, but with some apprehension.
I’d be in the most romantic place on the face of the earth
experiencing my first vacation as a divorcée.

My best friend, Linda, lived in Honolulu, so
we’d stay the night with her before flying to Maui. I couldn’t wait
to see Lin. We’d spent hours on the phone since all my marital
troubles began. Linda knew me better than anyone, except for Bob,
who was dead to me. We were forever friends from the early 60s. I
just had faith that I was supposed to go, I needed to go, I
deserved to go, and therefore someone to care of my animal family
would appear. I had faith!




Chapter 5

HOLIDAY HEARTACHE

 


The holidays were fast approaching, which
really caused my depression to deepen. My dear friends in New
Jersey wanted me home for Thanksgiving and Christmas/New Year’s.
Their wish was heartwarming, but I couldn’t because of my animals.
Their love, support, and concern for me during that first holiday
alone meant the world to me. I’d been waiting to hear about the
date of the divorce hearing. I began to inquire as the end of the
year drew closer. It was just another thing that I had no control
over that fed my deepening depression.

My Carolina friends, Barbara & Ernie,
invited me for Thanksgiving. To get to their home, I had to drive
close to the mountain property, which was extraordinarily
difficult. Our target date for moving into the Deltec had been
Thanksgiving. So, I found myself driving past the mountain heading
to someone else’s home for it instead.

As I drove past the road that led to the
property, I simply burst into tears. Being so close to the place
where I should have been spending Thanksgiving ignited the pain of
my loss all over again. Not only didn’t I have parents for the
holidays anymore, I didn’t have a husband either. My broken heart
ached.

I regrouped before I got to my friends’
home, and enjoyed a wonderful time with their family. I really
hadn’t felt like I’d celebrated a holiday since my folks had died
four years earlier. I had hoped the move to our new dream home
would allow me to start new holiday traditions. So much for best
laid plans.

I drove home utterly depressed from the
realization that I would never celebrate anything in my gorgeous
creation with the view of heaven! How was I ever going to let go of
this grief, hurt, loss, pain? How? The answers to those questions
continued to elude me.

A week or so later, my brother, Ejay,
arrived and got to see the mountain house and property. We had a
nice, albeit short, visit. We talked about being alone and having
no friends, since he lives the same type of life in Florida. He
said it took him a couple of years to acquire some friends in the
area. The thought of a couple of years was more than I could deal
with in my fragile emotional state.

I told him that I was going
to put the house on the market and go back to New Jersey. As he was
leaving, he told me I wouldn’t have any trouble selling, since this
was a really nice house, which gave me a spark of confidence that I
had done something right.

Shortly after Ejay headed
to Florida, the lawyer’s secretary called and asked about the best
court date for me. I didn’t understand why that mattered, since
neither of us had to appear. “Aren’t you filing for your maiden
name?” Yes. “Well, you have to appear to get your name back.” I
totally lost it. All the anger that was buried deep within found
its way to the surface in a heartbeat. It was my name, why did I have to appear?
Why hadn’t the lawyer told me four months ago? She knew I wanted my
name back.

I had five animals and no
one to stay with them. Her best advice was that I didn’t have to
appear if I didn’t want my name back. I told her in no uncertain
terms I wanted my name back! I wasn’t going through life with the
constant reminder of someone who tossed me aside like a piece of
worthless garbage. My married name was something I had no trouble
letting go of. I was frantic. I needed someone to take care of my
animals, because I had to have my name back.

I called Bob to discuss the lawyer’s
information. Shockingly, he said that he’d take care of everyone if
I couldn’t find help. I never expected him to offer. I felt a sense
of relief tempered by apprehension about him staying in my
house.

One of the girls who rode at the farm said
she could stay for me. What a blessing. Kelli had taken care of the
horses when Kim went on vacation, so I knew she was very reliable.
The simple fact that I knew Kelli was reassuring. I contacted my
husband and told him that I’d found someone. I kept trying to find
out when I had to be in court, so I could coordinate with Kelli.
For some reason, life had gotten so hard for me.

It became apparent that this hearing wasn’t
happening in 2004, which made me even angrier, since I’d have to
organize tax information for someone who had disrespected me so.
Finally, they called with a date of January 11th, so I could
coordinate my trip. I’d be seeing my friends again, which in itself
picked up my declining spirits.

The realization that Christmas was just
around the corner fueled my already high stress level. Plus, I was
coming down with a head cold. I was amazed I hadn’t been sick
sooner, given the time I spent bathed in my self-created
negativity. I was having a hard time finding any holiday spirit.
The contrast between the Christmas holidays of the first 53 years
of my life and the one approaching was staggering.

I began writing my Christmas Letter, which
was an exceptionally emotional task. I wanted to just forget about
it, but I couldn’t. It wouldn’t be fair to all my friends, who
always looked forward to it. I knew they’d all be waiting to hear
how our new adventure was going. I cried and cried as I wrote about
my news. I worked very hard to not sound too morose. I didn’t want
to elicit pity. I just wanted to inform them of my situation and
give them my new contact information.

The response to my letter was astonishing
and unexpected. I received calls and heartfelt notes expressing
concern, support, love, and best wishes for my future. I will never
forget them. They meant the world to me. It was awesome and
heartwarming.

As Christmas drew closer, I began to receive
gifts from my dear friends. With each one that arrived, I was
filled with a sense of being cared for and not forgotten. Each gift
made me feel less isolated and alone at a time of year that is
renowned for having that affect on single people. They eased my
depression, which was invaluable to me.

One of my biggest surprises occurred when a
good friend, Alice, asked if I’d like a visitor. I was thrilled at
the thought of company, so she got flights for between Christmas
and New Years. I had a very special gift to look forward to.

I did enjoy finding gifts
for my dear friends, who’d been so instrumental to my survival.
While shopping at Hallmark, I found a little plate that read,
“Sometimes on the way to a dream, you get lost, and find a better
one!” I so needed to believe it to be true. It sits on my dining
table, and I read it everyday. I’m starting to be able to believe
it might be true, but that better
one is nowhere in my sights yet. Once I
can truly embrace it as Truth, then the better one will appear in
no time. For now, I read it and have faith.

I decided to put up a few Christmas
decorations. I was trying not to let my depression win. I was in no
emotional state to put up my tree. I have a fabulous ornament
collection that was started by my mother in the early 70s. I’ve
added to it while vacationing around the world. Each ornament holds
a memory for me, and my emotions were too raw to withstand
unpacking my collection. They would have to wait till I was much
stronger.

After living in the house for a few months,
I began to question my water source. The spring on the mountain
property needed no filter. The log house did and after changing it
every three weeks, I knew something wasn’t kosher. It was a
community spring shared with three other log houses. I called my
neighbors and told them I thought we had a problem.

I called Jerry, who’d installed the Creston
spring. He came over, assessed our situation, and gave me the bad
news. We shouldn’t even be using this as a source of water. Great,
I thought; the builder from Hell strikes again. Jerry recommended a
well shared by two houses. I showed my neighbor, Mitchell, what
Jerry found and that he could improve the water quality with some
work on it. Mitchell contacted the other two homeowners with the
information. It was inconceivable that this spring could have
passed inspection for a CO – certificate of occupancy. I was right
about that. Apparently, there wasn’t a requirement to test the
water, which was another very expensive assumption by me.

I also needed to fence an area for the dogs.
While we weren’t close to the main road, their old age had robbed
them of their hearing. Shadow was almost totally deaf and his
brother Licorice’s hearing was suspect. When it was dark, it was
impossible to see the black one, and I didn’t want it to be a
concern for whoever was caring for them in my absence.

I’m not a big fan of fences and cages, but I
found myself in a situation that really necessitated a fence. I
researched the Internet and found a fence that appeared to be just
what I needed. It would install easily and not be too noticeable. I
ordered a kit to ship right away. It was expensive, but it was
safe. I needed to feel that my dogs would be secure.

Kelli called. She couldn’t take care of my
family. Does no one do what he or she says they will? Is no one
responsible? I tried to sound understanding on the phone, which was
very hard, since I flew into fear as we spoke. It was so intense
that I felt nauseous.

As soon as I hung up, I broke into
hysterical tears. I was sobbing uncontrollably with my worried dogs
at my side. Well, I had no control over my reaction. I couldn’t
stop crying. I had to be in court. It couldn’t be changed. I had to
get my name back. I had to. I couldn’t breathe. All of a sudden,
some part of me took control. I stopped my crying, took a deep
breath, and started up the stairs to deal with my crisis.

The phone rang and it was little Michelle.
It was uncanny how many times we’ve called each other at critical
moments. Michelle had been dealing with her husband’s cancer since
before we moved. She’d been a rock for me ever since my tragic
story began. How does she always know? Was it coincidence – hardly;
synchronicity – definitely; telepathy –absolutely.

I burst into tears when I heard Michelle’s
voice, and was unable to say anything understandable. The whole
incident brought my sense of isolation and loneliness to the
forefront. I was so far from everyone. I was all alone. I had to
deal with everything alone. I hated it. I didn’t choose this. Get
over it. Deal with it.

All I kept hearing Michelle say was calm
down. Calm down! What’s wrong? I slowly gained some semblance of
control and began to tell her my problem. After we talked for a
while, I was in a much less emotional state. My panic had lessened,
so I was able to cope, to think, and to act.

I emailed Bob that I’d need him to stay with
the dogs and cats. I was totally unprepared for his answer. He
wouldn’t be able to come back, because of back and neck pain. His
message ended with – good luck. I was enraged. Back and neck pain –
is he kidding? I’d dealt with pain daily for the past 30 years. I
simply couldn’t believe the lack of accountability.

My panic returned along with anger at my
soon to be ex-husband. His response just screamed, “I don’t care
about you!” I really thought I’d gotten this idea by now, but I
obviously hadn’t. I wasn’t able to fully let go of the identity of
being his wife. Perhaps, it would be easier to let go once the
divorce was final. Our relationship ended long before our court
date, so I’d felt divorced for almost six months already.

His indifferent reply to my
request for help did send the message home. I’d never again confuse
this man with the one I’d spent more than half my life with. I may
be slow, but I did get it that day. I finally let go of him. I had to find a way
to get my name back. I wouldn’t be branded for life with his name.
No way! I’d let go of the name and
the man – mentally, emotionally, and spiritually.
Now, I just needed to go through the process of letting go
legally.

I was at the bank visiting with my friend,
Carolyn. I was telling her about my recent dilemma, and she thought
she knew a young gal that might be interested. She knew her from
her church and felt her to be quite reliable. Carolyn’s friend,
Jodi, called me and sounded interested, so we arranged to meet at
my house. I wanted to see how she’d be with my dogs.

I liked her immediately as did my dogs. They
were always a good judge of character. I explained that I’d be
installing some fencing off the side of the house, so she wouldn’t
have any trouble when she let them out. Jodi liked the sound of
that.

Jodi would go to her regular job during the
week. At lunchtime, she’d come home to let the dogs out and stay
with them a little. It wasn’t an ideal situation, but I felt they
would be fine. I would make it to the divorce hearing. I was
supposed to have my name back.

My prayers had been answered and in the most
unlikely way. I was trying to learn to let go of having to figure
out everything myself. Since I wasn’t having much success anyway,
why not let go and let some other power work things out? I had
embraced the belief of a higher power, years earlier, through my
healing work with the animals. I didn’t question that anymore, but
I felt I’d lost its influence in my life, for what reason I didn’t
know. I had lost faith in it and in myself.

I was trying to embrace
that faith, and let something far greater and wiser than I bring my
life back to a place of harmony and balance. With Jodi’s
appearance, I began to rekindle my sense of faith that
everything happens for a reason
and for our highest
good. These Truths would prove to be the
keys to my healing, my transformation, and my emergence from the
Tunnel.

On Christmas day, I didn’t want to sit home
alone feeling sorry for myself, so I went to the movies. This was
something entirely new for me on Christmas. My Christmases had been
spent with my family. My mother loved the holidays and decorated
our home beautifully each Yule season. It was always a proverbial
winter wonderland. Each holiday centered on a wonderful meal, which
they worked so hard to prepare.

My mind is jam-packed with fabulous holiday
memories. My critters were all that was left of my family now. I
was working at getting through the day, and the holiday season, as
best I could. For two hours that day, I forgot about all my
problems and was treated to a gift from my Self. Then, the season
was over and I had survived.

New Year’s had never been a big deal for me,
so I really didn’t look forward to it with any apprehension. When
you have a farm full of horses, who don’t know Thanksgiving from
Christmas from the New Year, you celebrate in a different manner
than the rest of the world. A week and a half after New Year’s Day,
I’d be in New Jersey with my dear friends and in-laws with the hope
that this New Year would be a much better one for all of us.

My landscaping jobs were getting done in
fits and starts, as my mother would’ve said. I still hadn’t
received the fencing for the dogs, so I called. The company
couldn’t find the order. Are you kidding? Luckily, I’d printed a
copy of it. I explained my dilemma that I had to leave in two weeks
for a divorce hearing. I had to have it installed before I
left.

The gal placed the order again and assured
me it would arrive in plenty of time. I tried to understand why
these things kept happening to me. I’d never experienced so many
screw-ups in my entire life. What was going on? I was still looking
in the wrong place to find the answer. I was still looking outside
Self.

I was looking forward to Alice’s visit – my
first official guest. I’d met her and her husband Roger on a 4-day
whale-watching trip in Maine. We discovered that we lived about
three miles apart, but it took a common passion for whales to meet.
We actually saw thousands of whales of many different species,
while surviving a night in gale force winds. It had been quite a
memorable adventure. Out of those shared memories, a friendship was
forged.

Alice’s visit meant the
world to me. She’d already experienced the deep sense of grief and
loss I felt. Twelve years earlier, Roger died of cancer in his mid
40s. It had been a tremendously difficult time for her. When we
went to dinner a year after his death, Alice shared that of the
hundreds of people at his memorial service, we were amongst a
handful that had kept in touch. I sat there stunned when I heard
this. I think the fact that I showed concern and support years
earlier was coming back to me now. It’s funny how everything’s
connected throughout time. What goes
around comes around….

Since Alice had known us both for so long,
her feelings about my situation held great weight for me. The thing
I was most surprised at was her anger towards Bob. Alice felt
betrayed and hurt as well. She knew Roger would have been appalled
by the situation. Roger was one of the most wonderful people I’ve
ever met. The more I got to know him, the more I recognized that
Roger was an “old soul.” Roger set a wonderful example of how to
live one’s life. I felt blessed that I had the opportunity to know
him and spend time with him before he died.

Alice and I spent a lot of time talking
about loss, grief, etc. While Roger had died in the physical, my
husband had died – for me – emotionally and spiritually, but it was
a loss no less traumatic for me. Knowing her story, I listened to
Alice’s thoughts and ideas with keen interest. She recalled Bob’s
enthusiasm for the house and property at our farewell party.

I brought Alice to the Deltec and my
mountain. I wanted her to experience this extraordinary spot. I was
happy to share something with her that had meant so much to me.
Being on the mountain and feeling the serenity of the place made it
easier for Alice to understand my deep sense of lost expectations.
I was so appreciative of her caring support.

I drove Alice to the airport on New Year’s
Eve a much stronger woman than I was when I picked her up. I will
be forever grateful to Alice for dropping her life to console a
friend in need. One of my favorite quotes is “A true friend is
someone who reaches for your hand, and touches your heart!” I had
just dropped a True Friend off at the airport. Alice had touched my
stone cold heart with her generosity of spirit. She will never know
how much her visit meant to me. She renewed my spirit.

Jerry repaired the spring
while Alice was visiting. While I wasn’t pleased about the timing
of the work, it was such a pleasant change to have someone to share
the frustrations that arose. Again, everything happens for a reason. It
turned out to be a far bigger job than anticipated. Jerry did the
best he could given the situation, and I couldn’t ask for more than
that. I ended the year with a much improved water source, and hopes
that the New Year would bring a change for the better for my
life.

Our realtor listing was up at the end of the
year. I really hadn’t focused on the marketing of the mountain
property at all. I told myself it was because I was too involved
with the log house. Truth be told, the reason went deeper than
that. I hadn’t, wouldn’t, couldn’t let go of my dream.
Unconsciously, I couldn’t go there, because the hurt was too
intense, so I simply lived in denial.

My exasperation over the log house and its
builders forced me to take another look at my realtor friend, whose
performance had been less than acceptable. Before I committed to a
change, I visited his Website to check the listing on the mountain
property and was stunned. I saw the original picture of the Deltec
from July, with the exterior unfinished, staring back at me. I’d
sent new pictures, as soon as it was completed, in early August. I
was appalled at his obvious lack of attention to our property.

I needed to become
more accountable for how the property was being handled. I had to let go, so
that someone else could purchase it. I committed myself to selling
the two North Carolina properties and returning to New Jersey,
where I felt I would be nurtured and healed amongst my wonderful
friends and in-laws.

The New Year began without much ado for me.
A few days into it, little Michelle received some terrible news.
After months of chemotherapy, her husband’s CT scan showed his
melanoma cancer had metastasized to his lung. We were devastated.
Surgery was scheduled for a couple of weeks later. Cancer is
horrible for anyone and their family, but Mike wasn’t even 50 years
old. It just seemed extra cruel in someone that young, no different
than with Roger. When you’re as close to someone as I am to
Michelle, it’s like the tragedy has happened to you as well.

More tragedy struck the same week, when
Master Michele and David’s wonderful golden retriever, Logan, lost
his battle with cancer. I would truly miss his energy in my home
away from home in New Jersey. They’d spent a fortune and bought
Logan five good months. The hole he left in their hearts and lives
would take a long time to fill. He was a very special soul, and we
were all privileged to have known him. It seemed like everyone I
knew was dealing with loss, grief, and much sadness.

As for a better year, so
far 2006 pretty much sucked. I used the time before I left for my
divorce hearing to meet with some realtors. With the emergence of a
New Year, my business focus was back. I was ready to undertake the
mission of selling my dream. It was my reality, whether I accepted
it or not. I needed to realize and accept the notion that it was
neither right nor wrong,
it simply was.
While I was starting to recognize it as reality, I was a very long
way from understanding and accepting it.

I still hadn’t received the fencing, which
created panic in me. The frustrations involved with this log house
were taking its toll on my sanity. It was one thing to have issues
with the house, but the fencing involved my dogs’ safety. Finally,
I arrived home to find a delivery from the fencing company. I
breathed a sigh of relief, since I had to leave in two days. My
relief was short lived, because the delivery was incomplete. I
called the landscaper and told him I had some of the fencing, but
not all. I went into town for posts, so it could be installed the
next day – the day I had to leave.

I was so upset, I couldn’t think straight.
I’d deal with the company when I got back. I was very uncomfortable
leaving without the fence installed, but I had no other option.
Fate had orchestrated it that way for whatever reason. It was out
of my control like the rest of my life. It wasn’t installed to my
liking, but the dogs were safe and Jodi was happy, which were my
primary goals.

This was the first time I’d left the dogs
since moving into the log house. When they looked at me with those
questioning eyes, my heart shattered. I knew the feelings of
abandonment that their eyes reflected. I’d felt that continuously
over the past many months. I drove away from the house in tears.
They’d been my constant companions, my source of unconditional
love, and my angels without wings.

After I cried myself out, I began to focus
on my friends. I didn’t think about the court hearing, which I’d
been waiting almost six months for. I wasn’t looking forward to it,
even though I wanted to get past it.

I stayed with one of my oldest friends, Pam.
We’d ridden horses at the same farm when I was a kid. Pam had been
a real support through these difficult months. Recently her
adorable mini schnauzer, Wil, had been diagnosed with diabetes.
What is going on with all these dog breeds and serious diseases?
Pam would do whatever Wil needed. She used the same animal hospital
that had treated Logan. We joked that each of my friends owned a
wing in their new state-of-the-art clinic.

Pam was concerned about who would care for
Wil if something happened to her. She didn’t know who would cope
with his daily injections, diet constraints, and frequent urination
issues, which were all ramifications of his diabetes. I told her I
would, no problem. She was thrilled and relieved. So, I became a
divorcée and Wil’s godmother. I was happy to commit to this
wonderful little soul. He’d been Pam’s salvation through nine years
of the trauma and drama of her life, which was no different than my
boys were for me.

I made the rounds of visiting everyone
during meals… the great American pastime. Everyone was so
supportive, especially my in-laws, Vince and Gloria. Their love and
support through this time of conflict with my husband meant so much
to me. I had dinners with Gary & Kit and Peter & Amy.
Everyone was concerned about my emotional state, given the reason
for my visit.

I assured them all I was fine. Their concern
made me feel loved. It was wonderful to see all my special friends
again, especially Michelle, whose husband was anticipating surgery
in a couple of weeks. Michelle was coming to the divorce hearing
with me, since she didn’t want me to go alone. Because of Mike’s
medical appointments, she ended up working the day of the hearing.
I told her not to worry. It was no big deal.

It spent time with Master Michele, David,
and Michele’s mother, Marie, who’d just lost Logan. They were
dealing with the huge hole he created in their hearts with his
death. If there was anyone who understood the pain of loss, it was
“yours truly.” I was just happy to support them as they had me for
all this time.

I met another friend, Melissa, for breakfast
at Perkins, where little Michelle worked as a manager. Melissa had
worked for us on the farm forever ago. She asked if I was going to
the hearing alone. Michelle confessed that she’d canceled on me.
Melissa said she’d join me and Michelle was so relieved. From her
sigh of relief, I realized how worried Michelle was about me going
alone. What was the dig deal? I certainly didn’t see it, but if
they were happy….

Once again, the Universe
worked in perfection. I’d been distracting myself from the divorce hearing with
all my doing.
When it finally arrived, I had to focus on it. It turned out to be
much more emotional than I had expected. It was wonderful to have
Melissa by my side. I was so grateful she’d made the effort. There
is a method to the madness, even if we don’t see it as it’s
unfolding.

I was struck by how quickly
it was all over. A 27-year marriage dissolved in less than half an
hour. I was once again, Nancy Kaiser. It felt good. I was proud of
the name and the family that it represented. It took me weeks to
get used to saying and writing it. I couldn’t believe how foreign
it felt to write it. Old habits die hard, I guess. It required an
inordinate amount of work changing everything, but it was worth the
time and effort. I would never give up my name again. I know, never
say never. But I did, and do still, say never!

I had planned on having all
of my close friends join me at one of my parent’s favorite, fancy
restaurants for a divorce celebration. I was trying to make it a
positive event and not focus on the negative aspects of it. Because
little Michelle had to work that day, I changed the location to
Perkins. It wasn’t as fancy, but I wanted to include her.
The who was far
more important than the where.

Everyone was so encouraging and supportive.
I felt so loved. We laughed and shared, while they helped make the
most difficult day in my life easier. Again, in perfection, it was
a blessing that the divorce had to be filed in Jersey, and that I
had to appear at the hearing. Those reasons guaranteed that I’d go
through the trauma with people who truly cared about me.

After we finished our celebration, I headed
back to North Carolina. A short while into my trip, I broke out
into uncontrollable tears. The realization that I was now divorced,
and what that concept meant to me, was overwhelming. Once again, I
felt a failure, alone, and a defeated woman. I never believed I
would ever be divorced. I can’t say I hadn’t thought of it over the
years, during our rough times, but actually get divorced… never.
Hadn’t I heard that before? What was it? Never say never!




Chapter 6

A DIVORCÉE

 


I was anxious to see my dogs, but not to be
back in the log house. I didn’t realize how emotional the hearing
would be. I was exhausted as I arrived back in Carolina. I tried to
get my new driver’s license on my way through town, but found out I
had to change my name with Social Security first.

It was so good to see the dogs. Jodi had
taken wonderful care of them. I gathered them and headed off to the
Social Security Office, an hour away. I wanted to get things
changed over as quickly as possible. Although I wouldn’t need my
passport for Hawaii, I’d feel more secure with one. This was my new
project, so I might as well get started.

I called all the credit card companies,
insurance companies, mortgage company, Ford credit, brokerage
firms, bank, etc. I felt a great sense of accomplishment when it
was all done. It is something I will never have to do again. Read
my lips: never! All the name change stuff helped to fill my days,
but at night I struggled with being a divorcée. It was a word I’d
heard many times in my life, but now I was learning the
significance of it in my life.

All my feelings of failure and defeat were
resurrected. The could’ves, should’ves, would’ves, and what-ifs
began again. Intense feelings of abandonment, isolation, and
loneliness consumed me. I fought to stay positive and be grateful
for all that I had.

The day after Christmas, on the other side
of the globe, a Tsunami had taken hundreds of thousands of lives
and left devastation that was unprecedented in my lifetime. I
reminded myself of this terrible disaster and used it to give me
perspective on my little, personal disaster. My troubles paled in
comparison.

I chastised myself for feeling sorry for
myself. After all, I had a warm home, fabulous friends, a
supportive family, a wonderful animal family, good health, and an
income that met my expenses. In the scheme of things, I was truly
blessed.

What I lacked was a husband, which robbed me
of feeling loved by that special someone. It amazed me how this one
thing caused such a negative impact on my life. I let it taint my
life for a long time by giving my power away to it. I allowed it to
totally negate all of the blessings in my life – shame on me.

I couldn’t take back my
power until I began to understand and accept exactly what brought
me to this place. I wouldn’t heal until I learned to let go of
equating divorce with personal failure and let go of the pain of
being abandoned and alone. I had to let go of the fear! I hadn’t a
clue how to let go.

For whatever reason, it was
easier to hold onto all these emotions that brought me such hurt
and pain. Healing would never come if I didn’t let go of feeling
solely responsible for my failed marriage. I had to stop judging
the choices and actions of my life. I had to accept that my divorce
wasn’t good or bad, right or wrong, it just was. Sounds simple, doesn’t it? Ha!
This acceptance, this letting go of personal blame and guilt, is
the most difficult thing I’ve ever done.

What I didn’t realize was
that until I accepted that my soul had created my life situation,
I’d never be able to move forward. My lack of acceptance delayed my
healing. At the time, this awareness was hidden from me by my
unrelenting ego, which kept me busy with destructive thoughts
drenched in judgments that were rooted in my illusion of
being the responsible
one.

Along with the chore of changing my name, I
also met with a Re/Max agency about listing the mountain property.
A retired CEO from New York City, whose expertise was marketing,
owned the agency. This fact, along with their presentation,
convinced me that they would be the best group to market my dream.
They agreed that an artist’s rendering of the house would be a good
marketing tool. I’d suggested this idea seven months earlier to the
first realtor, but he blew me off.

I contacted an artist they recommended and
got current pictures of the Deltec to him. He promised the
rendering by the end of February. I’d be away in Hawaii, so they
would have to follow up with the artist. They told me: no problem;
that’s what we’re here for. I had finally found someone that would
do the national advertising, which was essential. I had great
hopes….

I went to see Stormy a couple of times a
week. I always felt better after time on the farm, where I escaped
the depressing rest of my life. While I was with Stormy, I didn’t
let anything else interfere. I got absorbed into the energy of the
place. Stormy and the farm renewed me every time.

Many times on the farm, I’d look around the
immaculate 33 acres and just smile, because I didn’t have to do
anything to make it look that way. I just felt blessed to be at
such a perfect farm, and told myself how much I deserved this. I
perceived it as payback for all the hours, days, months, and years
that I toiled caring for horses. I gave myself credit for a job
well done, something I didn’t do that often. I was rewarding Self.
My work with horses was a resounding success in my life in direct
contrast to my failed marriage.

Just before I’d left for New Jersey, I’d
seen a dermatologist, who removed several lesions on my back and
hand. Due to the results, he wanted to remove an additional area.
The biopsies came back with differing levels of precursors to the
dreaded melanoma. The dermatologist felt I had a genetic
predisposition to melanoma.

Because I’m fair skinned, blonde, and very
sun-sensitive I figured I was prone to skin cancer. To hear about a
genetic component really shook me. When I asked further, he told me
that normal people have a 1:42 chance for melanoma. I had a 1:8 or
something like that. He definitely got my attention.

I felt blessed to have been made aware of
the lesions’ presence. I didn’t dare tell Michelle what the results
were. She would have lost it. Her life had been taken over by
Mike’s melanoma. She didn’t need to fret about anyone else.
Knowledge is a powerful tool if we use it. This was a real
eye-opener for me.

I learned from my folks’ cancers the value
of screening tests. Their cancers were too advanced by the time
they expressed symptoms. They taught me then, and this experience
has taught me further, about safeguarding our health. It is the
most important thing we have. I’d just taken good care of my
physical health. I had to work harder on my mental, emotional, and
spiritual health, which are far harder to heal. This was a very
important lesson I was learning.

I tried to read, but still
couldn’t focus. I bought a couple of books hoping that the right
one would kick-start my ability to read. One was by Debbie Ford on
shadow work. She’d written the book on divorce that encouraged me
early on. I also purchased a book that called to me:
The Power of Now, by
Eckhardt Tolle. You can imagine my disappointment when I couldn’t
keep my attention on them. I knew they both dealt with important
subjects for me, but the time wasn’t right just yet.

Another thing I learned through this period
was the affect of music on me. When I wasn’t being distracted by
television, I’d have music playing. I simply couldn’t stand the
silence. My ego would really take off in it. Whereas in the past
I’d learned the value of silence through meditation, I had lost the
ability to exist in the silence.

Different songs had different effects on me.
I’d listen to a song one day and would be fine, then a few days
later that same song created tears. I just never knew what to
expect. I discovered that I did better listening to the oldies
station. These songs carried me way back before my relationship
with my Ex. They brought me back to the days of high school and
horse showing. My mind traveled to happy days with my folks in my
life, and I felt whole again.

In late January, we had five inches of snow
with sleet on top. It took almost two weeks for the snow to clear
from my drive and property. I kept my car at the top of the drive
for eleven days until I dared bring it down to the house. Just
walking up and down with groceries was a danger.

I’d voiced my concerns about the road and
drive in winter, but my realtor friend assured me the access would
be fine. I was furious with the realtor, who’d obviously lied and
deceived me. Once again, I felt betrayed and disrespected by a
friend. The realtor ignored my emails joining my ever-growing list
of people who weren’t accountable. Why does this keep happening?
It’s time for it to stop.

As I slipped and slid my way up and down the
steep driveway, I decided to report the realtor to the North
Carolina Real Estate Commission to help the next person. He was no
better than the builders from Hell, who I also contemplated
reporting to some authority.

I also had to call the fence company before
I left for Maui. They surprised me and said I could return
everything. They were very apologetic about their poor performance.
It wasn’t the response I was anticipating. The gal was very nice
and told me to call when I was ready for them to issue a pick-up
tag.

I continued to marvel at
how difficult everything
seemed to be for me. I’d never experienced so
many frustrations in my life. They were overwhelming and
exhausting. Every time I thought they’d stopped, something else
would rear its ugly head. I was used to being exhausted from all
the farm, hospital, and vet office work. Interestingly, I was just
as tired, or maybe more so, in Carolina.

This exhaustion was strictly
mental/emotional. For me, this emotional work was far worse. With a
good night’s sleep back on the farm, I’d be good to go the next
morning. In Carolina, I didn’t seem to benefit from my night’s
rest. I felt tired and weighed down all the time, which was
oppressive. I was simply in the dark about why, since I kept
looking outside of Self for the culprit(s).

My nights before leaving for Maui were
consumed with thoughts about my past. I hadn’t focused on my past
lately, but the divorce hearing sent me hurtling back. Up until
now, my ego attacked me with my fearful, uncertain future. Now, it
was beating me up with painful doubts about my past and the choices
I’d made.

After reviewing so many of
the bad times
(there’s that old judgment again) I felt that the only way I could
justify more than half of my life was to fully embrace my belief
that everything happens for a
reason and for my
highest good. This was imperative. I had
to believe that I met this man and fell in love, worked side-by
side-for 27 years, moved to North Carolina, and was now divorced
and alone, all for my highest
good. Now, there was a challenge for me to
reconcile and embrace!

Although I was consumed with the mundane
issues, they didn’t keep me from pondering the fact that I was a
divorcée. I would watch TV at night and fall into a terrible mind
game regarding the situation I was in. I sat thinking about the
times when, in anger or frustration, I pondered divorce. When
you’ve been married as long as we had, you have times when the
thought crosses your mind. It wasn’t anything I thought of as an
acceptable solution.

I’d always felt that our love was strong
enough to override the disappointment and anger. It always had for
me. I blamed myself for giving up the fight for the storybook
marriage. I hate fighting, although I’m sure my Ex would tell you
otherwise. When I began to realize that the arguments weren’t
eliciting any positive effects, I stopped.

The most difficult change in my husband was
his increased attraction to organized religion. I had an aversion
to religion, religious people, and churches. For years, I never
understood why. I just knew how I felt and it was strong. As I
opened to my spiritual path through my communication work with the
animals, I realized that my intense dislike of anything religious
had to do with my soul’s past lives. I realized I’d been stoned,
burned, brutalized, yes, even crucified in the name of religion in
many of my past lives. So, you can see my dilemma.

I know my relationship with Bob changed in
response to his ever-increasing interest in religion. Over time, it
became the main focus of his life. In our wedding vows, we promised
not to prevent one another from changing, but to grow with those
changes. I had reread our vows a number of times looking for the
strength and understanding to get through the hard times.

I must admit there were
difficult times, but there were so many more wonderful times. I
thought we’d been blessed with our lives together. We had a mutual
love of horses and so much in common, despite the fact that he
became more religious as I awakened to my spiritual path. We spent
most of our time focused on a common goal, which was running his
veterinary practice, equine hospital, and farm. Who could ask for
more? The good far outweighed the bad
as far as I was concerned.

Maybe I wasn’t looking at our life
realistically; perhaps that was my mistake. I know it’s one I’ll
never make again. Of course, there aren’t any mistakes, only
opportunities for learning. This was by far the hardest learning
I’d ever done – and am still doing. For someone who graduated
easily with a pharmaceutical degree, I am dumbfounded by my
inability to figure out my own life.

Depending on the moment, I vacillated
between feeling guilty that I gave up the fight long ago, and
wondering if I should have given more credence to my thoughts of
divorce. What I never wavered on was my right to feel the way I did
towards religion. It was a viewpoint rooted in the traumatic
cellular memories of excruciatingly horrible deaths. My inability
to let go of my intense negative emotions towards religious people
gave me such a feeling of defeat. In the heat of an argument I’d
ask my husband, don’t you think I want to be able to embrace
religion? It would’ve made my life so much easier. It was an
overpowering emotion, which I had no control over. So, I allowed
him his beliefs and asked in return that he not try to change me.
If he had tried, I would have been a divorcée years ago.

My awakening led me towards a path of
non-judgment of Self and others, away from fear and worry, and
towards love and acceptance. My husband’s Born Again Christian path
fed into nothing but judgment and fear. His religion was based on a
God that judged and dictated a way of living based on fear of
retribution. It was based in separation. If you weren’t Christian,
you went to Hell, no exceptions.

Just as I didn’t want him to change me, I
shouldn’t change him. Our souls were obviously on differing paths.
I tried to figure out why we’d been brought together, because as
our beliefs strengthened, our differences seemed to separate us. I
had let go of the idea that we would ever be able to compromise our
differences on these religious/spiritual issues.

The other area that created stress was his
four children from his first marriage. I was not, nor ever would
be, a kid person. It just wasn’t my nature. Once again, neither
right nor wrong, just who I was. I began to recognize a pattern he
had involving relationships. He was very intense at the start of a
relationship and then cooled off over time, which took a long time
for me to recognize.

The damage done to me by this behavior was
devastating. His infatuation with me cooled off long before mine
did with him. I couldn’t understand why I was no longer the most
important person in his life, since he was in mine. Our passionate
infatuation created a terrible co-dependency issue for me. Of
course, it would take me quite some time to realize I had an issue.
Hindsight is 20/20, and all that.

Over time, this created within me a feeling
of competition for his attention. Another of his traits that fueled
the problem was his inability to focus on more than one thing at a
time. His one-track mind made me feel like extra baggage on family
vacations. After a number of failed attempts, I stopped going. My
co-dependency made being apart from him torture, but feeling
ignored was worse than staying home alone. I confessed how his
inability to focus on more than just his kids made me feel, so I
wouldn’t go anymore.

I’m a firm believer than you cannot affect a
long-term change in a person’s basic character, i.e. my lack of
need for children, my ever-growing spiritual interests, his
one-track mind, his diminishing interest in relationships, and his
obsession with religion. So, he spent vacations with his kids
without me.

My husband’s mother had been divorced when
he was very young. His biological father had hardly anything to do
with him. I knew the guilt that my husband felt over his first
divorce. Guilt combined with having been abandoned by his
biological father fueled his need to prove to his kids that he
wasn’t going to repeat the pattern. In reality, he was trying to
prove it to himself. It was as if nothing he did was ever enough. I
felt sorry that he never seemed to satisfy himself.

It took years to recognize his behavioral
patterns that caused me such heartache. The painful memory
surrounding the last time I can honestly say I made love to my
husband still burns in my mind, and even more in my heart. That
vivid memory is one of emotional pain. The physical pain I
experienced subsided quickly. The emotional pain I experienced
lives in my heart and will until I can resolve the issues behind
it.

The beautiful feelings created by our
intense intimacy were totally obliterated when my husband went to
church immediately afterwards. I lay in bed, in utter disbelief and
confusion, that he’d rather spend time with other people. Moments
before, I had felt so loved, so special, and so needed. When he
left, I felt abandoned and defeated. I deduced that I ranked below
church on his list of import. I knew his children were number
one.

My self-esteem plummeted.
Within minutes my ecstasy turned into terrible heartache and pain.
I experienced what I had read about in The
Prophet, by Kahil Gibran concerning joy
and sorrow, and it happened in an instant. I felt so alone and
abandoned. I decided I’d never be hurt that deeply ever again. He
never knew the effect his choice had on my intimacy issues until
years later.

We had sex again, but I never “made love”
again. After that afternoon, I no longer felt the ecstasy of making
love, which would negate the physical pain I experienced. After
that afternoon, there never was anything more than physical pain. I
simply tried to fulfill some fantasy of a wife’s obligation in the
bedroom. I know I’m not the only one who has been misled by this
foolish concept.

Eventually, I confessed my
feelings to my husband. I’m sure it came up during one of our
discussions regarding my
sexual deficiencies. Back in the day, I was
flooded with guilt over my intimacy issues. He told me he’d been
thrilled with our love making that afternoon. I asked why he went
to church. I was stopped cold by his response. I can still hear it
to this day. He wanted to thank God for what we’d just
shared.

After I recovered from my shock, I murmured
that he should have thanked me. I never have understood why
religious people feel they have to be in a church in order to reach
out to their Creator. He could have given thanks no matter what his
location. It was a lame excuse. His rushing off to church simply
left me feeling used and hurt. His explanation just added to my
declining self-esteem. My heart was broken in more ways than
one.

I’d begun to build a wall of protection
around my heart to keep from being continually hurt. The problem
with this tactic was that it not only walled things out, but it
walled things in. It diminished my ability to feel. I didn’t do it
consciously; instead it was a subconscious, self-preservation
technique. Unknowingly, I’d built a substantial wall, which was
completed with that hurtful experience. It proved to be a costly
afternoon for us both.

We never felt that ecstasy together again. I
judged my husband’s choice that night as wrong. He’d made a choice,
which I rebutted with a judgment. Choice followed by judgment
robbed us of the most treasured moments spent between two souls in
love.

Years later, after I stopped beating myself
up over my sexual inadequacies, I recognized my husband’s
dysfunction. He was always surprised when I’d speak about the
physical pain I endured for him. Once I discovered the wall’s
existence, I tried to dismantle it with the help of several
spiritual healers. Each had different techniques that they offered.
The Berlin Wall came down more easily.

I didn’t have much success with the
different healers, because nobody can heal you, except yourself. I
was looking for healing from outside instead of within. I didn’t
seek help from my own soul, which is where true healing is
generated. I didn’t know this back then, but the recent drama of my
life has taught this lesson. No one else can do the work for me, or
you.

In order to combat the pain
of his abandonment, I fortified the wall into an impenetrable
fortress. I do believe it offered me some insulation against the
full strength of the emotions of my divorce, which was a good
thing. I don’t think I would have survived the trauma of my
break-up if I had to feel more pain than I did. So,
everything does happen for a
reason.

I’d taken advantage of a myriad of methods
and techniques, which had short-term effects. To truly heal, I have
to discover and resolve the issues behind and underneath my wounds.
I am responsible for their creation. I built the fortress and only
I can demolish it. Until I can embrace this idea, I won’t heal.
It’s crucial for me to understand the reasons why I’ve created
these wounds. It’s all about learning the lessons my soul is trying
to teach me.

My willingness to walk the path is what will
allow me to heal, to move out of the Abyss and the Tunnel, and to
move on with my life. Since we are all One, the same applies to
anyone on the road of healing wounds of any nature. We travel the
road individually, and together. It’s really not about the
destination, but the journey along the way.

Although I recognized the motives behind my
husband’s behavior, it didn’t make it any less hurtful. I tried to
accept his actions without judgment, but unsuccessfully. His
behavior wasn’t right or wrong, it just was. It has taken me years
of effort to become nonjudgmental, and I’m not truly there yet.

His one-track focus on his kids continued to
make me feel like I was insignificant to him. I spent years trying
to understand why his feelings for me changed so much. I tried my
best to do what I thought was best for us. I worked ceaselessly in
our business. I took on more responsibilities than I ever should
have trying to lighten his load with love as my motivator.

I never understood why I could do everything
else in my life well, except get my husband to feel like he used to
about me. My marriage was the most important thing in my life, and
I couldn’t make it perfect no matter how hard I tried. I have no
regrets, because my intent was from my heart. Obviously, my best
efforts weren’t enough, or right, as far as he was concerned. If
they had been, we wouldn’t be living apart now.

These were the thoughts I struggled with
every night in the log house with my dogs around me. I have come to
realize that it wasn’t only about me or my failure to provide
whatever he felt was lacking in our relationship. After every
argument, I asked him to help me deal with what I thought was my
dysfunction in order to avert any future problems. He always
agreed, but then never did what I suggested would help me, so the
cycle continued.

It took me forever to stop feeling so
dysfunctional and guilty about these issues. My waning self-esteem
added additional negative energy to the conflict over these
destructive issues for us. Feeling like I was in a competition was
a dysfunction on my part. It was neither right nor wrong, it just
was, like his one-track mind.

During all the years, and tears, of living
with these issues, I existed within the realm of judgment. Judgment
fueled the fires of hurt, guilt, and blame. Remove the judgment and
the pain evaporates. Sounds easy, doesn’t it? Like learning to let
go, which is another one of the hardest lessons to grasp. I have
recognized the lesson. The trick now is to accept and embrace it.
Once achieved, I will be able to let go of the all the anger and
pain and continue further through the Tunnel down my road to
healing.

The past was packed with
lessons that had been missed, simply because the student wasn’t
ready. My current situation was providing the perfect time for
them. My challenge was to embrace my belief that
all is truly in perfection in the Universe, and allow it to unfold in its perfection. I
stopped questioning my past decisions, because I knew I had
followed my heart, which had never let me down before. I just went
on faith that it wasn’t doing that now, nor would it in the
future.

The problem that loomed largest for me was
that I still couldn’t feel. My heart had been broken by the
dissolution of our relationship. To survive my pain and grief, I
completed the fortress, which surrounded my heart with walls high
and thick enough that even I couldn’t feel my heart.

My guidance system was
down. How was I going to know
if I couldn’t feel? I couldn’t learn if I
couldn’t know. I
couldn’t heal if I couldn’t learn. It was a vicious cycle. Whatever
was a gal to do? Whatever was a soul to do? What a
conundrum….

Prior to Maui, I was searching the Internet
for houses in Jersey, which helped pass the time. I was frustrated
with the slow dial-up connection, but I had no recourse. Someone
was trying to teach me patience, but I was just not seeing it. I
started to read in anticipation of my vacation. Of course, the
topic was paradise, but the mere fact that I could read and retain
was encouraging.

Thank goodness, it was
finally time to leave for Maui. My conundrums would all have to
wait until I got renewed in paradise. Sorry Ego, I’m on my way to
the Now. No time for past or future in paradise, only the present
moment. It’s really all we ever have anyway, isn’t it? Think about
it. One of these days I’ll be ready for The Power of Now.

I packed with my boys watching me with very
anxious eyes. I had such mixed emotions as I prepared to leave for
one of the most special places in the world. One thing I had been
right about was my need for Hawaiian healing!






Chapter 7

SUNSETS & WHALES & HEALING, OH
MY!

 


Leaving the dogs ignited my still raw
feelings of abandonment. Those questioning eyes were, again,
pleading for an explanation. This time I would be gone for a long
time. I knew that dogs were creatures of the present moment like
all animals, so they’d be fine. I was leaving them in good hands
with their new friend, Jodi.

Because of my early flight, I booked a room
near the airport and left the afternoon before. My first
Valentine’s Day without a Valentine was spent in a motel near the
Greensboro airport. I couldn’t help but see the irony. I spent a
holiday celebrating love in the loneliest of places, a motel room.
Welcome to my new world….

Early the next morning, I headed toward two
weeks bathed in the natural beauty of Hawaii and the company of
another human being. I needed both desperately. I killed some time
in the airport bookstore. My obvious love of books and reading
supplanted my annoying inability to read.

I found some new books by one of my favorite
writer/healers, Deepak Chopra. My husband and I had the privilege
of hearing him speak at Drew University. Chopra has an uncanny
ability to make the most complex concepts easy to understand. I
think that is truly one of his greatest gifts. I was anxious to
read his latest endeavors, but left them on the shelf for another
time.

I was thrilled when Marie and Master Michele
arrived early enough to enjoy a nice lunch. We had a wonderful
visit before Marie and I boarded the plane for the seemingly
unending flight from Newark to Honolulu, which totaled 11½ hours.
With all the distractions of meals, movies, etc., the time passes.
Every time I visit Hawaii, there is a point when I begin to ask
myself, ‘why go so far?’ By the time I get to the timeshare, I’ve
already forgotten about the arduous flight. Having to travel from
my location in the Carolina Mountains added another significant
segment, but it was still worth it.

Hawaii is everything that everyone claims it
is, and then some. It is truly paradise. The Pacific is
spectacular, the islands each have their own unique energy, and the
Hawaiian people are so pleasant and helpful. Having been there
twice so recently, I felt comfortable traveling without my Ex.
Everything was familiar, plus I had a gal with me who’d been to the
Hawaiian Islands over 20 times. I was anxious to see my best
friend, Linda, who was meeting us when we landed.

We spent a wonderful time with Linda on
Oahu. We met her friend Penny who made living in Honolulu easier
for Linda. The next afternoon, Lin took us to the airport for our
short flight to Maui. We’d see her in two weeks.

Once we deplaned on Maui, I headed for the
rental car while Marie waited for the luggage. Knowing where you’re
going is half the battle. My familiarity with the Maui airport was
comforting. I drove back to collect Marie and our luggage. I found
the luggage – always a relief – and Marie with a funny smile on her
face.

As I loaded the car, I asked Marie what was
so funny. She told me that our luggage was the only luggage that
got off the plane. I looked at her in amazement. The plane was
going on to the Big Island of Hawaii. Most of the passengers had
gotten off on Maui, but their luggage didn’t. So, off we went, with
the luggage in tow, grateful for our good fortune. I thought to
myself: this is going to be a great experience.

I was exhausted from the flight the day
before and my intense catching up with Lin. While the room was
nice, the view was far from acceptable. We’d bought this timeshare
with the guarantee of an ocean view. I was furious at what I saw,
or should I say, couldn’t see. We had a wonderful view of
vegetation and the back of the neighboring resort. This was not
what I spent so much money for. Here I was in Maui experiencing the
same level of frustration and anxiety I thought I’d left in North
Carolina.

I told Marie not to unpack yet, because this
was not an acceptable room. I went to the front desk, but I
couldn’t speak with anyone until the next day. We settled in for
the night, but I was going to do whatever I could to get us a
better view. This just wouldn’t do. My great experience came to a
screeching halt! Linda called to see if everything had gone okay. I
told her about our disappointing view and my intentions for the
next day.

After breakfast, I set out
on my new mission. At the front desk, they pulled up a picture of
our view and told me that we had one of the best ocean views. First
of all, the view they showed me was not our view, which I showed
them with pictures in my digital camera. Secondly, if they thought
our view was one of the best, then we had a very serious problem. Apparently,
all one-bedrooms were on the first two floors, so the presence of
landscaping was a given. Obviously, none of this information had
been shared during the sales pitch.

After getting no satisfaction at the resort,
I moved to the sales office. I explained my grievance, and was
directed to a sales manager, Diane, who seemed genuinely concerned.
I’d spent a lot of money and felt deceived. She said my agent had
left, but not for any wrongdoing. I explained that we’d been in a
unit that faced full front to the ocean when we decided to buy, but
it was too expensive for us. We were offered a unit at the
neighboring resort, and I specifically asked if it had the same
view of the water. We were told it would if we bought an ocean
view. We bought an ocean view, which wasn’t what I saw from my
room.

Diane got her superior, who went to see what
he could do. He came back shortly and said that just for me…. Where
had I heard that before? He’d found a unit with the beautiful ocean
view that was in foreclosure. They would take my unit in trade plus
more money. Having been deceived so much in the past eight months,
it was challenging for me to discern truth from lie these days. I
needed time to think about it. I’d already wasted too much time on
this while poor Marie was waiting in the room with a view of the
other resort. Are we having fun yet? I don’t think so.

I brought Marie up to speed and took her to
see the prospective unit. The money necessary to make up the
difference provided my biggest concern, given my current state of
uncertainty. If the mountain property sold, it would be a
no-brainer.

Marie and I set about getting a few things
at the grocery, having lunch, getting things-to-do books, and
talking about plans for the next couple of days. Internally, I was
struggling with the decision about the timeshare. I’d just spent
unexpected thousands in the log house. Now, I was being challenged
with another decision that required more thousands. Marie was so
patient and supportive. I was grateful to have a friend with me to
bounce my thoughts and fears off of.

Lin called later and I explained my dilemma.
Knowing each other as well as we do, I value her thoughts
tremendously. My conclusion was that if I didn’t take this option,
I’d probably never come back to Maui. The timeshare would serve as
a source of anger and disappointment at being deceived and
disrespected, yet again. If I didn’t come to Maui, then I’d paid
way too much for two weeks, every other year, anywhere else.

The question I had to answer for myself was
could I spend the additional money without internalizing the stress
that I would feel doing it? Linda listened to all my musings and
shared her thoughts, which were very valid concerns. She could look
at it from a much less emotional and more realistic position. She
simply helped me look through different eyes. I made the choice to
go ahead and spend the money. I was going on faith that the
mountain property would sell in the near future.

Linda didn’t want my fear of financial
obligations to be a factor, so she offered to lend me the money
until the mountain sold. Inexplicably, I accepted her offer. I was
amazed at my decision to borrow the money. I had never borrowed
money or anything else for that matter. I could hear my folks
saying, “Neither a borrower nor a lender be.” I grew up hearing
that.

My folks had always taught me that you don’t
buy what you can’t pay for. What I was thinking of doing was almost
that. I could pay for it, but in doing so I would heap mounds of
stress on an already overloaded psyche. Linda’s offer was a
creative way to eliminate the stress factor. Only because it was
Linda would I even consider accepting. She was my soul sister. I
would do the same for her if our positions were reversed. The love
behind the offer touched me deeply. Now, Marie and I could get on
with the business of vacation.

My main focus was to see whales. Having a
fair amount of experience whale- watching, I knew there was no
point going if the water was too choppy. The best viewing is with
flat water, so you can pick up the location of the whales when they
break the surface to “blow” as they breathe. We were almost a week
into our vacation before the winds calmed down enough.

We went in a different direction each day.
We’d discuss the possibilities over breakfast either on our lanai
(porch) or in a wonderful little spot that my Ex and I discovered
called the Castaways, where you can sit for as long as you want in
the most spectacular location on the beach. We phoned our dear
friend, little Michelle, whose husband was recovering from lung
surgery, from time to time. I think her circumstances made us
appreciate our good fortune even more. I was having a wonderful
time albeit different than my vacations of the past 29 years.

I am enamored with sunsets, and there is no
finer place for sunsets than Hawaii. My Ex and I always watched
sunset no matter where we were in the world. We had hundreds of
pictures of sunsets. I always appreciated and never missed the
gorgeous sunsets on our farm, which I missed dearly now. The
mountain property, in its perfection, offers sunsets. The log house
doesn’t. Surprised?

Sunset is a big deal in Hawaii. Resorts blow
a conch shell to announce its arrival. Most everyone gathers on the
beach to watch the sun drop. Being the honeymoon capital of the
world, the beaches had their share of newlyweds. This was the most
difficult time for me given my recent divorce. My heart would break
as I watched a couple kissing. I couldn’t help wonder how long
their marriage would last. I remembered my own honeymoon, on Oahu,
28 years earlier.

I felt the sense of wonder that sunsets
invoke within me. It’s a feeling of being connected, not being so
alone, and of being part of something infinite. I never missed a
Maui sunset. I used the emotions they evoked within me to work
through much of the grief over my lost soulmate. I’d waffle back
and forth between sadness and despair, and awe at the beauty
unfolding before me. They taught me that sharing moments with
someone you love, and who loves you in return, amplifies the
experience tremendously. Experiencing the sunsets alone paled in
comparison to sharing them with my life partner.

My diminished sense of wonder seeing sunsets
alone opened a small window in my being that perhaps one day I
might share sunsets with someone that important to me again. Up
until that time in Hawaii, whenever anyone dared to suggest a
relationship in my future, I screamed never! Now, I allowed a tiny
seed of possibility into my psyche; a tiny seed.

Eventually, the winds stopped and the sea
calmed. It was whale time! Marie joined me on my first trip on a
fairly large boat. It was perfect. We saw whales quite close to the
boat, while still enjoying the comforts of a larger craft. My other
three trips were on large Zodiac raft-type boats by myself, because
they weren’t good for Marie’s bad back. Due to their size and
speed, you can get up close and personal with these magnificent
beings.

Hawaiian law restricts the distance that the
boats can approach the whales. They regard the whales’ right to
their breeding and calving grounds as sacrosanct. Penalties for
breaking the law were quite severe, as well they should be. The
whales had no restrictions, so if the whales chose to approach you,
oh well…

Each trip was as different
as the whales that came to play
with us. My experiences with Atlantic Humpback
whales taught me how curious and playful they can be. Each
encounter with these gargantuan beings always leaves me in awe of
their magnificence. Even the calves were large enough to cause our
boat to flip easily. They swam back and forth underneath us. They
mini-breached along side of us. They seemed to love to play with
the boats, especially the calves. They were no different than a
youngster of any species. They lived in pure joy.

I watched mesmerized as one mother was
teaching her calf about boats and humans. I felt privileged that a
mother allowed her calf to come so close to us. She exhibited trust
in us that her calf would be safe. We trusted her that she wouldn’t
harm us. It was Trust and Respect in its purest form.

One time, a single adult male struck the
water multiple times just a few yards from our boat. He slapped
with enough force to get our attention, but not enough to cause any
harm. He had great aim and control of his giant body. You could
sense his power as his fluke (tail) hit the water, which then moved
our boat from its ripple effect. It was awe-inspiring! He was
telling us the best way he could to move away from the mother and
calf he traveled with. His job was to protect this pair.

The contrast between the power and the
gentleness of these whales was fascinating. We all knew the damage
that could be done with just one misplaced tail or flipper slap,
but it never happened, not even with a calf. Their incredible size
denotes such power, yet belies the gentleness they radiate.

When you photograph whales, most of what you
get, or at least what I get, is disappointing. Every so often you
get lucky. I took a picture of a raft-boat like the one I was on
with a whale fluking next to it. When whales go into a deep dive,
they bring their flukes way out of the water in order to propel the
dive. The size differential was stunning. The whale’s fluke was
almost as large as the entire boat, which left me marveling at the
whale’s total size. I felt blessed to have captured this
picture.

Watching them touched my heart with a sense
of joy that had been missing for what seemed like ages. I really
needed to feel joy again. I needed to unlock my inner child and be
a kid again. I needed to let go of my oppressive sense of
responsibility. I felt blessed to be experiencing such cooperation
between species. I couldn’t help but wonder why two such different
species have less trouble respecting one another than beings of the
same species, namely humans. Somewhere deep within me is the desire
to facilitate respect and trust amongst all species, thus creating
a harmonious existence on our planet for all.

In my animal healing brochure, I defined the
purpose of my work as helping to bridge the chasm that has
developed between people and animals through better communication.
What I was shown on my trips with these enormous, peaceful beings
was exactly that. All of our choices, human and whale alike, begins
the bridge over a rift that has been forged over lifetimes of abuse
and disrespect. It’s not only respect for the wild and free, but
those animals that have chosen to live with humans. Encounters with
exotics on vacations will hopefully create the passion in people to
join in the task. These experiences provide the basic structure of
the bridge. They are a point from which to start. A beginning….

When I’m confronted with experiences like
the whales gave me on Maui, hope for the future stirs within me.
Hope for the future of the world, but it also ignited hope for my
own future. These wonderful beings, by sharing themselves, gifted
me with more healing than they would ever know. I am eternally
grateful to them. Their gift was profound for me on many levels.
The winds kicked back up and my whale watching was over, but I
couldn’t have been more satisfied. I embraced the gift they
offered. My Hawaiian Healing had begun.

The only other boat adventure I planned was
an all day snorkel trip around the neighboring island of Lanai. The
trip encircled the island, where dolphins are abundant. It was too
arduous for Marie in spite of her game nature. I kept watching the
weather forecasts to determine which would be the best day for my
adventure. Snorkeling requires calm waters and bright sun, which
create the optimum conditions for seeing the farthest with the best
color. I didn’t want to devote an entire day to a trip that would
be anything less than perfect, so I waited.

Marie and I drove all over
while waiting for perfect snorkeling weather. I began to realize
that even in Hawaii winter happens. The weather conditions were
very different from my visits in May and September. I actually only
swam in the ocean once. Never would I have believed that before I
left home. I was an avid swimmer in my youth and loved to swim any
chance I got. While the water wasn’t that cold, it was churned up
by the winds. The biggest deterrent was swimming
alone, since it just
reminded me of that missing person.

One afternoon, I shopped at a store called
“Women Who Run With Wolves.” Obviously, its name was the
attraction. I found two greeting cards that were particularly
significant to me. One card dealt with numerology, which is a
spiritual science that I find intriguing, but really don’t know
much about. The number on the card corresponds to your birth date.
Mine is 8 and was entitled, Leader.

Years earlier during a Native American
ceremony at the Omega Institute in New York State, the leader gave
us all “natural names,” which he was given by Great Spirit. My
natural name is “Mountain Lion Woman.” He prefaced it by saying
this was a very powerful name, which immediately intimidated me,
but also made me proud to have received such a name. Through more
studies of Native American culture, I learned that mountain lion
represents, you guessed it, leadership. So, the card was simply
confirming information I’d been given years earlier. I hadn’t been
feeling very leader-like these days.

A second card attracted me with its fabulous
picture of a sunrise. The text on the card was incredibly
significant, given the recent events of my life. It hangs by my
bed, and I cannot tell you how many times I’ve read it since. It is
entitled “New Beginnings” and reads, “What may be perceived as the
end of something, is the start of something new in your life. What
you call a beginning is often the end. And to make an end is to
make a beginning. The end is where you start from.” The power of
these words was startling.

I’d spent all my time looking at the
dissolution of my marriage as nothing more than an end. Until I
found this card, I never looked at it from the other side. I never
perceived it as a beginning. Whenever I’m struggling with life, I
take a quick read of the card and shift my focus away from endings.
I marvel at how my perception of an event dramatically changes when
I simply shift my focus.

Our travels showed us all of Maui’s
topography – beaches, pasturelands and meadows, mountains, and
volcano craters. It is truly unique in the variety it offers. In
February, the mountains really collected the weather. We tried to
head to the volcano crater at Mount Haleakala several times. It is
a spectacular place.

While its natural beauty touched my heart in
a positive way, memories of spending time in it with my Ex hit me
with mixed emotions. On our first trip for our 25th wedding year
vacation, I gave Bob an all-day ride on horses into the volcano for
his 65th birthday. I expected a dormant volcano to be black with
varying shades of gray. The crater exhibited the most unusual
diversity of colors, flora, and conditions. The colors were
incredible with shades of muted reds and greens. There is no place
else quite like it. It is one of the places where NASA trained the
astronauts for the lunar landings. Our ride was nothing short of
fantastic.

We were gifted with a second ride by Bob’s
college roommate, Peter, who lives on Maui. His family is one of
the most influential in Maui’s history. Peter was a wealth of
information. He told stories of his grandfather driving cattle from
one side of the crater to the other that were unbelievable. We
experienced how strenuous it was to ride leisurely into the crater.
The feat of driving cattle for hours on end was nothing short of
phenomenal. To help you appreciate his grandfather’s achievement:
the crater is large enough to fit the entire island of Manhattan
inside of it. The time with Peter in the crater was as exceptional
to me as the uniqueness of the volcano itself.

Marie and I just wanted to drive to the rim
to take in the gorgeous view it offers of the crater, and Maui
itself. The rim sits more than 10,000 feet above sea level. I guess
Nature figured I couldn’t cope with being up there on this trip.
She must have known the memories were too painful. When we’d see
that the top was clear, we’d head for it. Since we lived quite a
distance away and conditions change fast on Maui, the clouds
arrived before we did on several attempts. One time we got almost
to the rim before the clouds shrouded us completely. It was a very
scary drive back until we got below the clouds. On my next Hawaiian
vacation, after I’ve let go of my pain, Mother Nature will part the
clouds and reveal her beauty.

Another area that played tricks on us was
the Iao Valley. The beauty of Iao, while in sharp contrast to the
stark nature of the crater, was on the same par with it. It
contained gorgeous, luscious vegetation. The Iao Valley is a
tropical rainforest that is simply breathtaking. My Ex and I had
visited the Hawaii Nature Center in Iao and taken a guided hike
with a local naturalist. It was marvelous and very educational as
to the multitude of flora existing there. It was another of my
treasured memories made with the missing person. I guessed I wasn’t
supposed to experience this area just yet, either. The clouds and
foul weather seemed to always be caught in Iao.

I told Marie I wanted to
overnight in Hana, which is my favorite spot on Maui. This was
going to challenge my emotional fortitude, but I knew what Hana
offered was worth the probable pain. I was up to the challenge.
Time in Hana would help me let
go. The road to Hana is infamous. It is
too narrow with a zillion turns and considerable traffic. Marie was
up for an overnight, so I asked my sales gal, Diane, for advice. We
decided on the Bamboo Inn, since it overlooked Hana Bay. So, our
next to last night on Maui was reserved for Hana. I couldn’t wait
to return to this special, serene portion of Maui. My Ex and I had
stayed at the Hotel Hana Maui, so as long as we didn’t stay there,
I’d be fine.

The weather finally allowed me to book the
circumnavigation trip of Lanai. I really pushed myself to go on
this snorkel adventure alone. I was way out of my comfort zone, but
I felt it was important to begin to live the life I’d been given. I
didn’t want to give into the fear of going by myself. I had to let
go of those kinds of feelings. I had to take these “firsts” head
on. I couldn’t justify missing this wonderful opportunity, so I
accepted the challenge. My space was the last one available on that
day. Was it destiny?

As I drove to meet the tour, I was gifted
with a most beautiful sunrise. The winds had stopped, the sea was
calm, and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. It was going to be the
perfect day. These were very good omens, until someone overbooked
the trip. They rescheduled me two days later. I was very angry and
disappointed. I drove back to the room totally deflated.

My plague of ‘nothing seems
to go right’ had followed me all the way to Maui. Marie couldn’t
believe my story. I worked hard all day trying to look for the
positive in the situation. It was a real struggle for me to accept
and surrender to what had happened, since the weather was the best
of our entire stay. I’d worked so hard convincing myself to do the
trip alone that it was hard not to be angry at the outcome. I kept
telling myself that everything happens for
a reason, but the idyllic weather made it
really hard to embrace. I eventually recognized that I needed to
let go of the anger and disappointment. I had a choice. If I
didn’t, I’d contaminate the rest of the day.

The weather for the
rescheduled trip looked terrible, so I called and told them to
forget it, while letting them know how unhappy I was. I closed the
book on the failed attempt trying to embrace the notion that I was
just supposed to have this adventure my next time on Maui. Maybe
then, I’ll be able to share it with someone. That thought paired
with ideal weather conditions would make it truly perfect. So,
I let it go. You
just gotta believe.
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