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Chapter 1

The adrenaline in Frank’s body pumped wild anticipation to every inch of his body. He 

stood, squinting, dazzled by the morning sunlight reflecting off the golden windows of 

this modern castle; the perfect architecture for a bank. 

He looked around and noted the emptiness of the street. Strange he thought, “Where is 

everyone?” His watch showed 6:30 a.m. He was certain that he left home at 7:00 a.m., 

so it should have been 8:00 a.m. Confused, he concluded that his watch must have 

stopped.

In seconds, he entered a lobby filled with men and women dressed in suits, all of 

different nationalities, each clutching a leather briefcase, however, each man had a 

brush cut while the women wore French chignons. The only distinguishing feature, was 

a necktie, or in the case of the women, a scarf, each unique in colour, design, fabric and 

size. He saw the most conservative blue, red and white stripes to the most outrageous 

fluorescent yellow and pink fish, to ties with graphic tributes to entertainers. He thought, 

“They are like robots. Their only uniqueness is in their ties, ready to choke them all.”

Silently standing in exacting lines, staring ahead, they each took defined short steps 

forward, patiently waiting their turn to enter the appropriate elevator. 

A high pitched pulsing alarm sounded. Frank’s heart raced with a sense of urgency, he 

wondered if this was a fire drill but no one was moving. Everyone’s expressions 
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remained blank. Panic set in. He wiped his sweaty palms on his pants, awkwardly 

shuffling along onto an elevator, locked in the centre of a spellbound yet powerful herd; 

a pack of sardines in an elevating can. 

Frank looked over and saw that there was one large button with the word WORK. There 

were no floors. Eternity passed, as the elevator rose stopping with a loud bell as he 

disembarked following the business zombies.

Frank noticed a series of doors ajar. As the lines passed, a clone would disappear 

causing Frank’s anxiety to rise, as he thought, where were these people going and who 

were they working for?”

Now alone, his heart felt like it was slowly crawling up his neck, he became short of 

breath. He touched the freezing cold handle and entered. Instantly, he felt cool air 

fanning through an austere white room, offset by stainless steel storage lockers, each 

having a full length glass door. 

Curious, looking to his right, he gasped, seeing a thin layer of frost edging the corners of 

the glass. Barely visible was a face of a woman in a silver hooded space-like jumper.  

Her eyes were closed and skin tone was pale. Squinting and mesmerized, he could 

make out familiar features, blonde curly hair framing the full cherub features, then he 

notted the unmistakable double sunspot feature on her left cheek. 
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“Lilly! Lilly my love!”

Instantly his eyes searched the room for help, to no avail, it was filled with rows of 

lockers filled with frozen people. 

Turning back he frantically pulled and banged on the handle. All his strength could not 

release Lilly. His stomach felt like it was rushing to his feet.

The clicking of heels echoed behind him. Whirling around, he saw a man and a woman 

both dressed in lab coats march towards him. A beam of hope flashed, instantly 

vanishing when he saw them look through him with icy smiles of a predator stalking its 

prey.

Frank’s survival instinct licked into gear. In seconds, he was running to the back corner, 

whispering, “I’m sorry Lilly!”. 

Fearing he was trapped, relief reigned when he touched the wall, his hand continued 

through as if his body was invisible. The rest of his being followed. He was now a spirit 

flying through the black universe. 

Glancing back, he saw his pursuers’ physical states had also altered, into oblong 

translucent and compressed bullets, ready to zero in on him. Terror thundered through 

his core. A piercing tone sounded, but Frank continued to fly with the one goal: 

preservation. The  siren sounded again…
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In the dark silence of the early spring morning, Frank’s heart was beating faster than a 

hummingbird’s wings. His body felt strangely weak, as if he had just experienced some 

shock. Disorientated, he felt the side of the bed, realizing that he woke to the high 

pitched pulsing buzz of his alarm clock. He took a deep breath. He quickly swung his 

arm over to press the sleep button.

“Thank God!” he breathed in slowly, collecting his composure. “It was just a 

dream!”

He took the few extra minutes to take deep breaths and shake off the hair-raising 

escape from his adventure in his subconscious.

He peeked over to the other half of the bed, garnishing a great sense of peace as he 

watched his wife’s shoulders gradually rise and fall, listening to her reassuring breaths. 

Thankfully she managed to sleep through the early alarm. He reached over and gently 

kissed the back of her blonde shoulder length hair, sighing as the musky scent of her 

perfume, grounded him in reality.

The waking panic now gone, he began his morning stretch ritual. He quickly felt relief as 

he extended his legs along the smooth sheets, pointing his toes, then bringing his knees 

to his chest, followed by a long stretch trying to touch the footboard. Oh how he loved 

his bed, especially when the cool morning air made his warm cocoon even more 

6



inviting. He remembered his grandfather and his mother both saying that one of their 

favourite places was their own beds. He felt the same way. He mused how family 

favourites  have a way of repeating through the generations. 

“Oh man, the weekend is officially over!” he grunted.

His quiet moments of reflection were interrupted by another squeal from the bedside 

clock. This electric watch dog was not going to let him sleep in.

Frank knowing his own weakness, purposely set his alarm for 5:30 a.m., fifteen minutes 

earlier than his necessary wake up time. He gave the final ten second stretch of his long 

legs, a deep breath and bam there was a lift off! His tight internal spring released him 

with a sudden burst of determined energy. 

There was no going back to the security of his sheets. Once Frank’s momentum started 

for the day he was one gritty ball of energy, not stopping until he hit his box spring raft 

and floated off to his land of dreaming bliss. 

This particular morning, the bathroom floor felt like ice cubes as the damp nippy air 

wrapped around his legs, leaving the rest of his body covered with goose-bumps. He 

ran with a full bladder to relieve himself. A flick of the light and the sound of a flushing 

toilet, forced the final stages of Frank’s wake up.
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In seconds, Frank commenced what he called the Three S Ritual. He had gotten the 

term from his grandfather, Joseph, who used to say he was off to do the three S’s; shit, 

shower and shave. He ran the shower several minutes, warming it to the perfect 

temperature. 

Before Frank knew it, he was standing in the scalding shower soaping up and stretching 

out the long limbs of his six foot four body. The pelting water, massaged his aging 

muscles. Nothing was better than a hot morning baptism to start the day, and as such, 

he always took a couple of minutes to say a prayer of thanks and offer his day in service 

to others. It seemed to him an efficient way to infuse some spirituality into his life.

A thick wall of steam wafted around him as he pulled back the shower door. He 

imagined that he was in some science fiction movie, walking out of a time machine 

through the fog, into another dimension. 

He snapped back into reality as he contemplated what adventures would face him on 

this Monday morning? He was still haunted by the aftertaste of his disconcerting dream. 

He pondered whether it was a warning of an unsettled day. 

While toweling off, he heard his wife, Lilly stir, shuffling out of bed, joining him in the 

washroom. He grinned, as she looked like a cross between a middle aged woman and 

cute little girl in her crisp white lacey cotton nightgown, hair mussed in a fluffy curly 

mass, rubbing her squinting eyes, leaning forward with puckering lips. Frank’s out-
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stretched arms drew her close, as their lips met with a tender caress. Lilly, snuggled up 

closer, sliding her hands under the wrapped towel, tickling his narrow hips, delicately 

finger walking over his buttocks, ending in a slow massaging motion. Immediately his 

loins warmed and triggered, he moaned as he melted, leaning over rolling his tongue 

along her neck.

Frank stopped short, momentarily leaning his head against hers, took a deep breath 

followed by, “I wish the weekend had not ended, but work is calling.”

Lilly looked up coyly hugging him tight and kissing him one last time on the nose. “I 

know, butt man!” followed by a slap on his cheeks.

“Do you want eggs this morning?” Lilly asked walking over to wash her face and hands. 

“No, thanks Lilly, I have a series of early meetings today, I need to get in as soon as 

possible,” responded Frank, seemingly to switch from Casanova to a work machine in 

seconds. 

“Here is your Spectator, Frank, your morning meditative read,” she said with a 

smile and a quick massage of his tense shoulders.
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Typically he would be engrossed in the paper, but today, Frank glanced up watching as 

Lilly hummed and flowed around the kitchen with bubbling sunshine. He marveled at her 

constant even temper and optimism. He would often say, “Lilly, you are my extra dose of 

immune boosting vitamin C. You protect me from a multitude of viruses physical and 

otherwise.”

The rest of his morning habit went like clockwork and within 20 minutes he was 

downing a glass of orange juice, vitamins, followed by flax bread toast and a 

short cup of green tea. He first scanned the front page of the business section, then, 

zeroed in on dissecting one article. 

“Okay, I have to get going,” he announced curtly, followed by a an apologetic flirty wink, 

quickly gathering up his briefcase, slipping on his shoes that Lilly had strategically 

placed at the front door.

“Hey Frank remember the good old days?”

She scurried over closing her eyes, presenting her pursed lips, as Frank went to 

open the door. Frank, preoccupied with leaving, barely managed to touch her cheek 

with a quick peck, as he flew out. 

“Yep, back in the days, when my time management skills were controlled by passion. 

Got to go Lilly. Sorry, I am already behind.”
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He saw Lilly at the front door grimace and shake her head, as he hopped 

into his onyx SUV gem, with chrome rims, trim and beastly looking 

grill. Wasting no time, he commanded the office number be dialed while he  

pulled out of their circular driveway, speaking  to his assistant on his blue tooth.

“You have appointments all morning, Frank. At 4:30, your boss wants to see you.” 

instructed Brooke, his twenty nine year old executive assistant.

“What is the meeting with Charles about?” queried Frank trying to hide the tension in his 

voice.

“He said it was important. It involved the future of the department. Other than that 

nothing more,” responded Brooke. Without missing a beat she moved on to asking 

whether he had a chance to finish and complete the latest report on their new purchase 

options for the department.

“I will be there within the hour, we”ll discuss it then, thanks Brooke.”

Frank respected Brooke’s proficient execution of her duties. He felt that he had the 

perfect right hand. He referred to her on her last appraisal as a classy professional who 

prided herself on confidentiality, goal achievement and engaging in just enough chat to 

keep her relationships positive. A relief, as his previous assistant was so focused on 
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relationship building, she was always networking and distracted connecting with her 

colleagues, as a result, it took her twice as long to get things done.

After a relatively relaxed drive, listening to his favorite all sport station, The Fan, he 

clipped through the elevator doors, walking to his executive corner office while 

approached by three different people on his team asking questions. He walked and 

talked, firing off answers with the precision and speed of a biathlon Olympian. 

“Ah my refuge,” he thought to himself, eyeing the impressive door to his opulent 

sanctuary. His massive mahogany desk looked majestic against the ten foot high and 

fifteen foot long picture windows that overlooked the Hamilton harbour. At twenty stories 

high it felt like he was floating  with the clouds, able to see as far as Toronto’s CN tower 

on a clear day. 

Brooke was seated at the round side table with perfect posture, her long slender legs 

crossed and tucked like the perfect lady, careful only to reveal a side view of her Garbo 

thighs. He was warmed by her soft smile, as she glanced up while intently checking off 

the immediate to do items. Seconds later, she began listing off their priorities. He gladly 

took her direction as he faced the piles of prepared documents lined up in sequence for 

the litany of meetings.

“Thanks Brooke, I do not know what I would do without you. You keep me organized 

and on top of my game!” smiled Frank.
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The day progressed like a TVG train, direct and fast filled with phone conferences, a 

presentation and a team planning session, leaving Frank’s mind exhausted and 

whirling. Fifteen minutes before his meeting with the President, he sat down going over 

last minute issues that he anticipated would be covered in his meeting. He prided 

himself on always being thoroughly prepared for all meetings, leaving him with a great 

sense of control and strategic mastery.

Promptly at four thirty he checked in with the president’s assistant, “Here to see Mr. 

Chambers.”

“Yes, he is waiting, come right in,” escorted the middle aged woman smiling, motioning 

him to enter the walnut paneled office that was twice the size of his own. 

Charles Chambers’, dark silhouette looked like a classic pillar against the crystal blue 

sky as he stood staring out at Cootes Paradise to the left of the harbour. He gestured for 

Frank to come and join him, continuing to survey the city.

“Frank, good to see you, look at our fine city. What a wonderful contrast of old versus 

new, industrial versus nature! Hamilton a city gestating a rebirth,” pondered Charles. 

“You know although tough, it is so good to see that the city is ready to honour the past 

yet move forward.”
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Frank felt slightly uncomfortable with this out of character casual conversation. Charles 

rarely was off task. 

“Frank, you know Hamilton is such a metaphor for change. One of Canada’s oldest 

cities is ready to readjust to the demands of the twenty-first century.  Something we all 

have to do at least once in our life.”

“You are right Charles, time, places, people, circumstances are continuously changing, 

that is why we have to stay ahead of the competition, listen to our customers, listen to 

our employees all the while watching our bottom line,” chimed in Frank attempting to 

corral the conversation away from the philosophical banter. This chat was starting to 

make him progressively uneasy. He shuffled away from the window and his boss, 

heading over to the sofa. 

Charles gave a big sigh, turned and strolled over the Oriental rug joining Frank.

It was the sigh that slapped cold water across Frank’s face, reality resurfaced. He 

wondered if some bad news about the department or some onerous task was about to 

be dropped. 

“Frank, we need to talk, some major changes are about to take place. We need to 

restructure the company. The board has decided that we are going to consolidate our 

top management in the interest of saving money. We are also thinking of the importance 
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of succession planning. Frank, everyone has respected your leadership and work. You 

have been so instrumental in rejuvenating the company during the recession.”

Frank listened intently, smiling and nodding. He was proud of his contributions. The 

fourteen hour days he had devoted over the past couple of years were paying off with 

hard core revenue results. He always reminded his staff that data does not lie. The 

strategic planning pioneered by his team had a ripple effect throughout the company. He 

poured himself a tumbler of water from the sweating silver jug. Peace, pride and 

affirmation rolled through his body like a soothing wave. Life was good at this moment, 

a gifted intimate moment with Charles and the satisfaction of a job well done. He took a 

slow drink quickly feeling refreshed.

His eyes were captivated by the strands of clouds that crowned the cityscape, as the 

sun began its gradual descent. Time suspended, security of privileged position cloaked 

him in this regal corporate tower.

“Sometimes difficult decisions need to be made, sort of like being at a great party and it 

has to come to an end. There becomes a need to clean up, say good bye and start 

preparing for the next event,” continued Charles. “It is not always easy to begin this 

move forward. Frank, this is one of those moments.”

“I know what you mean Charles. So where do you think we need to head? Funny eh, a 

bittersweet moment,” sighed Frank.
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“Frank, let me cut to the chase, we are offering you an early retirement package. Think 

of it as a paid holiday. Your package will provide you with a figure just short of your 

present salary, a year and a half over two years and you will keep full benefits. Frank it 

is like a lottery, a chunk of cash, a windfall. You only have another two years, freedom 

speed dialed!”  Charles coughed dryly pouring a tall glass of water for himself, followed 

by what Frank always called his win them over smile. 

The words, freedom speed dialed, bounced from one ear to the other, while Frank 

chased random thoughts in the black tunnel of his mind. Grasping to make sense of the 

moment, he felt his heart race, his stomach instantly turn and a chill rise from his legs to 

the back of his neck like a thermometer ready to explode. Frozen, he wanted to run, yet 

he shook at his inner core. 

“Frank, are you okay? You look like you have seen a ghost,” approached Charles, 

patting him on the back.

The moment Charles touched his back, Frank’s knee jerk reaction was to turn with the 

speed of lightning, push him saying, “Back off Jack!” Restraint prevailed and instead he 

found himself laughing awkwardly responding in a shaky, curt and sarcastic tone, “You 

are kidding right, Charles, right?”

“No, Frank, I am not. Frank you have been an amazing contributor to the team. I 

actually consider you a friend. Frank this is not easy for me and I have to tell ya, it 
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wasn’t my decision. The board met last week and the decision was made based on 

saving costs and future staff planning. They see people right now who are capable of 

taking over some of the executive positions.”

“You mean I am not the only one?”

“No, John our controller and Neil, the senior manager in human relations have also 

been asked to retire early. Our youngest chairman in history, Darrel Mabimi has decided 

that he wants youthful optics at the top. He feels it will instill more confidence in our 

customers and shareholders who are predominately under forty.”

The brie from his lunch curdled. Frank’s stomach spasm was his exit ticket from this 

surreal moment. “I have to go Charles, thanks for the chat and reflections, your attempt 

in helping the medicine go down.” 

Charles extended his arms to give Frank an old boys club hug. Frank smoothly and 

professionally extended his hand, formally saying, “Let’s make this professional 

Charles.”

The drive home was like no other he had ever attempted. He had not one ounce of 

alcohol but he felt intoxicated. Struggling to maintain his concentration, he turned on his 

favorite Van Morrison CDs. All that bellowed in his head was, “Shit why me? Why me?”
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Pulling up the driveway of his ranch bungalow, he gave a big sigh as he eyed the long 

grass and sophisticated landscaping which was in need of a trim. His home was 

beginning to look like a disheveled lost tourist in quiet  Ancaster, the small town that had 

bloomed into the fantasy homesteads of milk and honey for the nouveau riche. Frank 

couldn’t stomach the new changes and was happy that he and Lilly were nestled in the 

old stately part of town. 

Walking up to their front door he felt his face flush and his racing heart creep to his 

throat. He never in a million years thought he would ever be the guy asked to retire 

early. He considered he was an alpha provider and now here he was about to deliver 

news to Lilly that would change their life instantly. 

He opened the carved oak antique door, hearing the classical music calm his soul. The 

scents of exotic spices, garlic and onions luring him towards the kitchen. 

“Hi hon,” greeted Lilly giving Frank a smile as she mashed the sweet potatoes. “How 

was your day? Are you okay, you looked totally drained?  You are home a bit earlier 

tonight.”

“Yea, a long day,” he sighed, heading towards the bedroom, taking off his jacket and 

loosening his tie, which now felt like a noose. 
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While changing he stared out their bedroom picture window at their aging garden. “Yep, 

old and tired, a place for the old and retired.” He whispered to himself.

He sauntered back to the kitchen taking his usual seat at the perfectly set table, then 

placed his head in his hands. 

Lilly walked up rubbing his back. “What’s up Frank, you seem particularly somber 

tonight, did someone die?”

“My job died Lilly, I was asked to retire early.” He looked up at her with tear filled eyes. 

“Man this, this, this …”he struggled to get words out but all he could add was, “SHIT!” 

He shifted his gaze to the early blooming rose garden, the provider of the comforting 

scent from the dinner table bouquet.

Lilly continued to massage his back, then leaned over hugging him, tenderly kissing the 

top of his head. Her reassuring words of, “Frank don’t worry it will all work out,” felt like a 

soft security blanket but it was instantly torn away as she awkwardly asked “But how do 

you feel, Frank?”

“Feel, Lilly, feel? How do you think I feel?” Frank abruptly stood up, “I gave my all. I am 

in total shock! I didn’t expect this in a million years. Me, me of all people! How could this 

happen to me? I am not about to psychoanalyze my feelings. How do I feel like shit!” He 
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walked over to the window, stood and stared for five minutes, then resumed his seat at 

the table.

He appreciated Lilly’s silence. She knew better than to continue the conversation. They 

ate in silence, both floating in soldering rumination. He knew his emotions were so 

volatile right now, it was better for both of them that he harnessed his words. 

His favourite chicken Amaretto dish sat flat on his palette. Eating less than usual, he 

pushed away from the table, catching Lilly’s worried soft doe eyes, which left a lump in 

his throat. He knew she was just trying to reach out to him and here he had to take it all 

out on her, striking like a viper.  He leaned over, with downcast eyes, kissed her on the 

forehead and whispered, “Don’t worry, everything will be okay I got a year and a half 

salary with benefits. Got to go and get some work done in the study.”

The rest of the evening he sat at his desk, cycling through emotion, distracted thought 

interspersed with mindless simple work tasks that he was not able to attend to due to 

his full day of meetings. Time suspended, as he was drawn into the early morning 

hours; a black, silent, infinite tunnel where tenacious thoughts chased him like bullets.
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Chapter 2

A slightly sweet oak scent filled the enclosed air. The light golden sheer film washed 

over her arms, while she floated aimlessly, watching the liquid splash up against the 

bulbous wall, then cascade into the pool. Her tongue slowly licked her drenched lips. 

The dry, yet semi sweet taste of a Riesling, tantalized the tip and sides of her tongue. 

She sighed, no longer participating in the intensity of conversation, insulated by the 

glass wall, able to watch the rolling eyes, perfectly preened lips, expressive hand 

gestures of her three friends while they took turns sharing their family war and peace 

dramas. Each luncheon sister, reveled at centre stage, in her heart felt soliloquy of life 

filled with self absorbed kids and an oblivious husband. Lilly, on the other hand, was 

content drifting in her own fish bowl of protected participation.

“Is this what it is like to escape the maddening world?” she asked herself staring.

“Lilly! Lilly! Hey girl where are you? You seem so preoccupied!” nudged Mary patting her 

arm, smiling with worried eyes.

Lilly blinked several times. She struggled to focus on Mary’s amber eyes. Then 

gradually the white on white décor adorned with bouquets of deep red roses and white 

freesia caught her attention, allowing her brain to register their new trendy luncheon 

spot. She took a deep breath.

“I’m fine, really, just lost in thought.” 
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She delicately wiped her lips with the generous cloth napkin and gave her best Princess 

Diana smile. Normally Lilly would be actively listening, probing politely for more details 

waiting for the invitation of a comfortable pause, when she would divulge a story about 

her daughter Olivia, her gardening, her husband of 30 years, Frank, or on the odd 

occasion her poetry. This afternoon she felt translucently different. Yes, her friend was 

right she was preoccupied with a major change about to take place in her life. 

“Lilly, hey we have been going on nonstop, we have yet to hear from you, what is going 

on these days? I couldn’t help but notice your new sedan and man look at that those 

new shoes, where did you get them? They are to die for!” commanded Maya, the 

shopping aficionado of the group. 

“The car, nope it’s the same one I’ve been driving for the past two years. And the shoes, 

sorry to disappoint, Maya, I bought them last year on sale at the end of the season in 

the states. I have been spending a fair bit of time cleaning house, getting rid of stuff, 

kind of going through a midlife spring cleaning.” Lilly explained, feeling like Maya was 

just being politely inclusive.

Two seconds passed, Lilly opened her mouth ready to add to her reflection on renewal, 

and shyly wade into sharing what was about to change in her life, when the 

conversation was off and pacing again, like a race but she was left at the start line. 

Maya emphatically stated she knew what she meant as she just filled five garbage bags 
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and dropped them off to the Goodwill but in another breath described her latest 

shopping spree into Toronto.

Jane, who was on the trip with her, concurred, relating a story about a salesperson who 

was exceptionally persistent, aggressively pursuing them to purchase not one but two 

new suits, as the second purchase would be 30 percent off. 

“I’ll tell you nothing is more annoying than salespeople who think they know what you 

want. I could give a rat’s ass about a deal, I am after quality not quantity,” proclaimed 

Jane swirling her glass, followed by a long swig of her merlot. 

Lilly couldn’t help but notice Jane’s eyes dart over to the other table as she sent a 

playful flirty smile and wink to a young brawny man, preparing to pay his tab and depart. 

Lilly thought, “Man he is young enough to be her son, yikes I guess times are changing!”

Mary also picked up on Jane’s flirty moment, exchanging a roll of her eyes with Lilly. 

Mary must have read her mind as she leaned over and whispered to Lilly, echoing her 

exact thoughts. They shared a soft giggle. 

“Oh, wow there’s my friend and neighbor, Heather, excuse me, I have to say Hi,” said 

Mary standing up waving to a tall lean woman dressed in a navy suit and white shirt. 
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Jane leaned forward, nudging Lilly in the arm as they all watched Mary exuberantly 

embrace Heather. “Oh my, it looks like Mary ambushed her professional friend. She 

looks like a greeting from a bouncing puppy! Goodness me girls, that suit could use a bit 

of glamour, like a scarf or pin. Heather looks like Mary’s opposite. How in heaven’s 

name did they become friends?”

“Jane, meow, who made you the fashionista?” chagrinned Lilly. She felt a sudden ill at 

ease, and flushed, which was magnified when Maya gave Lilly a stare over her bifocals 

at the end of her nose.

In a flash, the frosty silence at the table was warmed by Mary’s bouncing return, with a 

broad smile and energizing voice. “Oh my goodness ladies, now that is one inspiring 

lady. Absolutely incredible. A walking miracle, actually!”

“Well I would say that she could use a fashion miracle to enhance that boring suit,” 

mumbled Jane.

“Ah huh, girl friend, ya know, less is more. Some people have a way of dazzling without 

all the bling and accessories. They make a statement from their core.” Mary raised her 

eyes at Jane and Maya with a gentle reprimanding glance, then quickly went on to 

explain. “I got to really know her a month ago, after living beside her for three years.”
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Lilly smiled satisfied that Mary was able to put their friends in their place, without 

creating a big scene. She always admired how Mary had the courage to express herself 

and take a stand with her peers who could be critical and nasty in their fashion diva 

ways. She encouraged Mary, “Wow it sounds like she has quite the story, what 

happened?”

“Well, I didn’t see much of her for three years. Oh the usual, a wave at the front doors, 

an occasional how are things or comments about the weather. Heather would leave 

early in the morning and I would often see her returning at six or seven at night. The first 

summer, she came by mid July letting me know that she would not be around and 

traveling, asking me to keep an eye if I saw anything strange other than her friend doing 

basic maintenance. I found out that she was a principal.” 

“Sounds kind of boring to me,” said Jane rolling her eyes.

Mary shook her head, shot a quick glare at Jane and continued with a big smile, “Last 

summer I noticed she didn’t travel but was spending lots of time in her garden, tearing it 

up, and redesigning it. I would go out and say hi, ask her how it was going, she would 

smile, nod, usually answer simply with a good or great comment then promptly put her 

head back down and return to her gardening. In a way she seemed like she was in 

another world. I definitely got the impression that she was very private and wasn’t into 

any chit chat. I was quite taken with watching how she transformed her garden into a 
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secret oasis, filled with perennials, flag stone winding paths amidst a huge maple, old 

white pine and trimmed giant spruce.”

“When did the miracle happen? Did an angel land in her garden?” quipped Jane.

Lilly winced. “Jane, cut it out.”

“Actually, it was happening right through that summer. In a way you are right. Just after 

Christmas, Heather’s father committed suicide. He shot himself in the bathroom. 

Heather’s mother, who for years was emotionally abusive to Heather, took it over the 

edge and became more demanding. The combination of the shock of her father’s death, 

her mother’s abuse, and the stress from her job as a principal of an inner city school, 

triggered reactive depression,” explained Mary.

Lilly couldn’t help but notice Maya’s and Jane’s stunned reactions. She thought that 

maybe this might realign their self-righteous arrogance. 

“That’s terrible Mary. I have heard with some people reactive depression can cause 

cognitive issues,” said Lilly.

“Yep, you’re right Lilly. She had to learn how to read and write all over again. She was 

on some heavy duty drugs and really struggled at plain living. She was as close to being 

zapped as you can get. Her gardening was her salvation to healing. It gave her 
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purpose. She was off school for an entire year. People had no idea the hell she was 

living. Heck, I lived next to her and just thought she was a quiet sort and had taken 

some time off.”

“So did she ever return to work?” asked Lilly.

“Now this is truly the miracle part of the story. After a year, Heather, went to her doctor, 

who said, she might manage to return with support. Heather, went into her boss, the 

superintendent, asking whether it would be possible, expecting that he was going to 

decline her return, instead he agreed. He took the time to speak to her doctor, then 

spoke to Heather, explaining that he felt she was a walking miracle. He would put 

accommodations into place, so that she could comfortably work back into her former 

position as principal.”

“Now that is amazing,” said Lilly wide eyed. “How many managers would offer that level 

of support? Most wouldn’t have the courage to give someone a chance for fear it would 

look bad on them.”

“This summer Heather’s garden has taken off with all her new planting. I have been 

admiring the fruits of her labour and asked her to coach me along in fixing up my 

backyard. As we have been gardening she has opened up telling her story. Yep there’s 

more to life than the latest bargains,” winked Mary, while Maya and Jane seemed to be 

getting restless, looking at their watches simultaneously.
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Lilly rolled her shoulders backwards and stretched her neck, releasing tension. It was 

two o’clock; the restaurant was emptying of patrons. Jane and Maya suddenly 

rebounded back into a heavy exchange of the latest best shopping clothes deals in 

town. Lilly could care less. Mary’s inspiring story about Heather seemed to only graze 

their tough consumer veneer. Their luncheon date had hit its expiry time. The vibrant 

clear blue sky, was calling her to dawn her running shoes, stored in the trunk of her car 

and get out for a long cleansing waterfront walk. 

Mary then turned to Lilly quietly asking, “So what are you up to after lunch?”

“A walk along the harbour trail, how about you?”

 “Sounds good!” replied Mary with enthusiasm for ten, her eyes dancing.

Without skipping a beat Lilly and Mary paid their bills. Mary spoke for the two of them, 

turning to Maya and Jane, “Guys, we’re pushing off, thanks for the great lunch, hope to 

see you soon.”  They offered the ritual closure hugs, then walked out of the chic bistro 

into the perfect fresh mid spring day.

“Oh my goodness Lilly, do you think they talk about anything other than shopping? 

Really, I can only take so much of it,” chuckled Mary. “I’ll meet you down by Princess 

Point.”

28



“Sounds good.” Lilly hustled, finding her car in no time. She headed down King Street 

towards Westdale, a small district of Hamilton which cushioned the local university. 

She eagerly anticipated the trendy hipster, youth pocket of this steel city. It housed a 

number of quaint coffee shops, urban-village boutiques and small restaurants, 

eclectically filled with students, professors, artists, professionals and the healthy earth 

set. It also was the gateway for a number of hiking trails and conservation sanctuaries. 

She always felt it was a culturally stimulating haven where the youth and the older 

generations could blend in a warm yet sophisticated melting pot; a place where she 

could temporarily feel like she was reliving her university years.

She turned down Longwood, descending towards the lakefront park, passing teams of 

runners who were slowly making their ascent back to the main village. It triggered 

memories of her jogging training sessions.

Lilly parked her car in the first available spot. She grabbed her running shoes, took off  

her sweater, exposing her white arms. Minutes later her ears were arrested by Neil 

Diamond echoing. Turning around she noticed Mary parked her topless fire engine red 

Beetle, nodding her head to the beat of one of her favourite artists.

Smiling, filled with the inspiration of the sun and music, she walked over to her dear 

hippy friend. She wished this was 1970 and they had nothing more on their mind than 

sitting in the sun, reading and deciding whether they would go to the coffee house or 
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campus pub. Her smile went to a shake of the head as she watched free spirited Mary, 

with carefree efficiency, slip a pair of  biker shorts, under her full peasant skirt, then like 

a magician pull the skirt away revealing her long, muscular tanned legs. She always 

admired her willingness to throw caution to the wind. Seconds later, Mary tossed her 

blouse and sandals in the backseat, adjusted her tank top over her perky melon ‘girls’.

“Lilly I’ll be ready in a flash, just need to put on these shoes.”

“Not to worry, you kill me Mary, only you could strip publicly, making it look so normal!” 

Lilly laughed.

“Hey girl what’s the big deal, just call me Houdini, master of transformation!”

The two women began their walk at a fast clip over the pedestrian bridge. 

“Lilly now this is the life, bright sunshine, a cool breeze off Lake Ontario and two old 

friends off on a walk and talk therapy session bound by trust, infused with physical 

adrenaline and without the costly counseling fees. To top it off we are helping to keep 

these old bodies in shape!” 

“Your body is in great shape Mare, mine well let’s just say it is a work in progress,” 

chuckled Lilly. “Hey take a look at the bay, breathtaking isn’t it? Hard to believe at one 
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point in history Cootes Paradise was meant to be the access to the west, Canada’s 

shipping harbour.”

They proceeded along the path, slowly building up a sweat. Lilly turned her gaze up to 

the High Level Bridge, a threshold separating the tranquility of nature from the 

struggling rebirth of a latent blossoming city harbour nestled against the once powerful 

city nurturers, the steel companies’, filthy tired smoke stacks. She reflected on how it 

was like an elder dragging on a cigarette while holding an infant with bright hopeful 

eyes; the elder desperately trying to blow the smoke away. 

“Mary look at those aging stacks, do you not think it is about time they were retired. 

Really the city has gone through such changes  over the past twenty years. It is no 

longer dependent on the steel companies for jobs. Health care and education seem to 

be surpassing as the major contributor for employment. Timely, isn’t it right when many 

from our generation are hitting retirement?” pondered Lilly.

“Lilly what’s up, you seem particularly pensive today. You mentioned at the restaurant 

that you were doing a mid-life spring cleaning, how come, what has brought this on, are 

you planning on moving?” 

“Well, you are right I was going to mention it at lunch but I was not in the mood to  

conversationally wrestle with the heavy weights in the arena if you know what I mean, 
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not to mention, I was not sure I was ready to share the huge change about to happen to 

Frank and me.”

Mary stopped dead in her tracks, turned to Lilly giving her a big hug, saying, “Oh my 

God girl what is it, don’t tell me you two are falling into the divorce barrel with the rest of 

us crayfish! Oh hon, I can’t believe it, you and Frank, you have always been the perfect 

model of marriage!” 

Lilly, hugged her friend, pulling away looking at her with vulnerable eyes, shaking her 

head, “No, Mary it is not a divorce. It may mean one later. No Frank was asked to retire. 

It has shaken his world. His job as a top executive has been his life. I can’t imagine him 

giving it up. What’s worse, is that suddenly, I am feeling shaken about the whole thing. 

He will be home nonstop. I worry about us, whether we will be able to get along. You 

hear about this all the time, husbands retiring and the wives feeling invaded. Will he find 

being home with me fulfilling?”

Mary sighed putting her arm around her as they resumed their walk at a slower pace, 

“Lilly a bit of a wild ball from left field! How about finances, have they taken care of 

Frank?”

“Oh, yeah, they did, he got three not two weeks for every year he has worked for them, 

plus a bonus, which amounted to about a year and a half salary, all medical benefits will 

remain the same, plus he has the services of a recruitment firm if he still wants to look 
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for a position for the last two years before being able to collect Canada Pension. So 

really not terrible, true, over the two year period he will be making three quarter the 

salary but it will be like a paid holiday, with less expenses and less headache.”

“But no purpose, is that not what you are afraid of, Lilly?”

“Yes, Mare, he lives his life by accomplishing projects. He needs constant feathers in his 

cap. He also loves the affirmations he gets from the people at work. He is a pleaser and 

a workaholic, and, really, to cut to the chase, a control freak. I have always supported 

him in his work as I knew that is what gave him happiness,” explained Lilly looking away 

at the squealing train, parking in the yard above and adjacent to the trail.

Mary countered, “Maybe you are worried that you won’t be happy. He might just 

encroach on your style too, Lilly.”

“Don’t be silly!” retorted Lilly, staring off toward the lake, clearing her throat. Tension 

began to wind through her shoulders.

They walked in silence for five minutes, much to the relief of Lilly. She always 

appreciated Mary’s ability to sense when it was time to just be quiet; let a moment 

ferment.
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“So Lilly, have you had much time to speak to Frank? Has he shared any of his feelings, 

reservations, hopes or dreams?”

“Frank came home a week ago, last Monday, rather lost and aloof, announcing his job 

died. I asked him how he felt and all he responded with was, ‘I don’t know how I feel 

Lilly, in shock, I didn’t expect it.’ He then ate in silence, looking like he was deep in 

thought. Got up from the table, gave me a kiss on the forehead, told me not to worry as 

he got a year and a half salary, then said he had to go get some unfinished work done 

in the study.”

“Hmmm, he is a pretty quiet guy at home. Funny eh, I have never seen him as a silent 

type, when we do things socially with you people he seems to be able to carry a pretty 

engaging conversation,” reflected Mary.

“Yeah, when socializing he kind of performs, but when he crosses the threshold of his 

own home, well he shuts down somewhat. But usually he makes bigger efforts to say or 

do things, more than now. The rest of that night,  I read and fell asleep before him. 

Since then he worked the rest of the week late, coming in at eight, eating quickly then 

falling asleep on the couch. It was strange over the weekend, he slept in, which he 

never does, got up both days and told me that he was going to golf through the 

afternoon. The rounds finished late, so we managed to have a quick superficial chat 

while eating late dinners. He fell asleep in front of the t.v. This week so far has been the 

same as last week, late nights at the office, a quick bite at seven thirty or eight, then he 
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is in bed. So no, there has been no dialogue and I have been reluctant to talk with him. I 

sense his anguish.”

Mary touched the flag pole, their ritual to signal the turnabout back to the cars. “Lilly, like 

you said, he sounds like he is in shock. He also sounds like he is depressed given all 

his out of character sleep.”

“I agree Mare. Oh shit why, why did this have to happen to him? You know of all people 

he gave everything to the office. He has to be feeling betrayed. Employees like him are 

a rare find, ones that go the extra mile, ones that don’t complain, ones that are willing to 

sacrifice...” Lilly stopped short.

“Lilly, this is a tough one to swallow, but like you said, he got a decent package, and it 

will be like a paid holiday. Just think, you two will be dating all over again. Lovebirds! 

You will be able to wake up late, have sex when you want, go for long lunches, travel, it 

will be like a remake of a Harlequin Romance! Let’s face it Lilly, you and Frank have 

always been the envy of our friends. You never seem to have a dispute, everything 

appears to run perfectly, lovely home in the burbs, trips, two cars, and an adorable 

successful daughter. You look like the model good looking middle aged couple. You 

really seem to be perfectly matched.”

“Right Mare, remember perceptions are not always reality. Sure we get along pretty well 

but after thirty-three years, I am not too sure we are going to start chasing each other 
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around the house, interspersed with intimate moments of starry eye gazing and feeding 

each other with chocolate covered strawberries. Remember we are speaking about a 

man who is action driven, he needs projects.”

“Sex, why not sex, there’s a fine project!” Mary laughed.

“Your libido girl is running on overdrive, what have you been up to lately?” Lilly 

countered with a nudge, wink and laugh.

The conversation evolved to a sharing of Mary’s latest love interests. After a long but 

amicable separation, Mary divorced her husband of twenty years, five years prior. They 

had come to the mutual conclusion that they had drifted apart. Since the divorce, Lilly 

watched Mary’s comfort level in dating increase. After three years, she averaged at 

least one date a week, sometimes with old guy friends, sometimes with new suitors who 

eventually joined the ranks of the old suitors. Mary announced that she never had any 

intent of marrying again. She planned to play the field with passionate decorum. For all 

her talk about sex, she actually made a point of letting her friends know she did not 

sleep around; it was more about the company and conversation. Lilly always admired 

how Mary attracted people male or female like bees to honey. She was an active 

listener and left people feeling safe, honoured and overall good about themselves.

The balance of the walk was about Mary’s three new friends, Walter, Steve and Mandy. 

Walter, the public transit driver, flirted with Mary every morning on her way to work, after 
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six months of morning encounters, he mustered up the courage to ask her for a coffee. 

Steve was a fellow she met at her gym. They both took yoga classes and would chat 

pre and post classes. Eventually, they realized they had the same interest in bands from 

the sixties and seventies. One thing led to another and they became concert buddies, 

attending the latest shows with some of the finest retro performers. Mary explained that 

Mandy was her most colourful new friend as she was a stripper. 

“Oh my, are you serious Mary, a stripper! How in heaven’s name did you meet a 

stripper?” asked Lilly.

“Well you see, I was taking a flower arranging course and this young gal was working 

beside me. We were chatting about why we took the course. She explained that she 

wasn’t stripping any more but teaching pole dancing to women who want to spice up 

their bedroom life. Well in addition to making good money teaching dancing, she wanted 

to become a florist. She laughs and says if she ever goes back to dancing she can 

create costumes out of floral arrangements and tease the guys plucking one petal at a 

time. She said most would get so bored they would never stay to the end, a real slow 

tease. Lilly, she has a great sense of humour and optimism. As the course progresses, I 

hope to hear more of her story.”

Lilly and Mary approached their return to the High Level Bridge. Fishermen lined the 

edge with their bell adorned poles, ready to signal the need to drop any conversation 

and reel in the big one. Princess Point came into view as they walked up the slight hill.
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“Lilly, listen girl call if you need to chat. You might want to put some thought into a joint 

project that you and Frank could tackle,” offered Mary.

“Hmmm, that might be a tough one given that we really have such different interests, 

but you have a point Mare. You have given me something to think about,” smiled Lilly. 

“Thanks for listening.”

“Hey that’s mutual girl! Okay got to go, got lots to discover on this sparkling day! Peace, 

love and Bobby Sherman!” hugged Mary as she bounced over to her bug. Moments 

later, the Tony Orlando and Dawn hit, Knock Three Times, rang out of her love bug.

Lilly felt a sense of calm release from her core as she quietly giggled to herself watching 

her ‘blast from the past’ friend passionately zoom off. 

Gazing over the calm bay, Mary’s stories about her three friends resonated. Lilly 

couldn’t help but think about how Mary attracted so many interesting people into her life. 

She strolled up to a bench and sat down mesmerized by a sailboat tacking across the 

bay. It glided over the water effortlessly, the skipper anticipating Mother Nature’s every 

breath, filling the main sail and jib with gentle energy. “That is how Mary moves through 

life, captivating and maximizing every moment,” she whispered to herself.
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She sauntered back to her four door sedan, opened the sunroof and windows and 

turned on her all classical station. She sat for a moment as the car cooled, happy that 

her parking spot allowed her to look out at the bay. Listening to the theme track from 

Cinema Paradisio, she noticed her poetry journal on the back seat of the car, reaching 

back, she opened it and began to write penning, scratching, starring, rambling, editing, 

thinking all the while, “Where will Frank and I go from here?” Mary’s question as to 

Lilly’s happiness once Frank retired, resurfaced.

Lilly’s mind wandered back to Announcement Monday, that morning she woke feeling 

spunky having had a restful sleep given her struggles with menopausal insomnia. This 

coupled with a romantic and intimate weekend, brewed flirty playful assertiveness as 

she woke to Frank getting ready. It was an atypical morning for them. Usually, Frank 

was so submersed in his morning routine, she tried to stay out of his way, knowing that 

he did not care for disruptions, especially when it came to preparing for work. 

Sometimes they would cuddle under the covers before bouncing out of bed, but rarely 

would they embrace once routines had started. That morning was flavoured by a fresh 

intimacy which Lilly had longed would resurface. Frank seemed so happy, so much 

younger, so rejuvenated, even as he kept his rigid routine.

She watched him come to the kitchen that morning with an extra tenderness, noticing 

that he seemed to be watching her from the corner of his eye, as he enjoyed his toast, 

tea and read his morning paper, with a coy smile. Even when he got up to prepare to 

leave, his usual curtness was softened by a flirtatious wink. Dormant memories of years 
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ago were triggered when their love was young and fresh. Maybe, there was hope that 

they would be able to reignite their passion and chase each other around the house, 

lounging with chocolates, strawberries and slow sex. She chuckled.

Lilly’s gaze returned to the thirty foot sailboat on the bay, which was coasting closer to 

the shore line. It looked like there were only two people aboard, a woman, sunbathing 

on the bow and a man at the helm. It looked so perfectly soothing and romantic. 

Her mind filled with thoughts of Mary and her former husband, a couple devoted to 

weekend sailing. Everything seemed fine and then, wham, they were divorced. 

There were no signs that there were major problems, rattling Lilly’s staunch belief 

system that marriage was a commitment for life. She began to internalize and analyze. 

She couldn’t imagine life without Frank, but was feeling a growing emptiness and began 

to worry that maybe their comfort level with each other had eroded into complacent 

coexistence. Initially, she felt that it was due to the empty nest syndrome, and also felt 

things might change when Frank’s life was not monopolized by work. They didn’t fight. 

As a matter of fact, if their marriage was a business it was successful on a day to day 

basis.

She looked back at the sailboat, noting that the slender woman had joined her mate at 

the helm. Lilly put on her glasses and could see that the man was steering with one arm 

while the woman straddled his leg. Lilly was embarrassed, yet her hunger for intimacy 

overroad courtesy, knowing that she was a hidden voyeur. 
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The passion to which this couple touched and locked triggered her memories of the past 

weekend when she orchestrated a series of days and evenings that seemed to facilitate 

dialogue and revitalize their comfortably ambivalent marriage. The Friday night they got 

together with a couple, Sue and John, who they had known since the Masonic Temple 

days. These were friends who had shared their history. That evening the four of them, 

with laughter and tears, reminisced about their youthful crazy moments, their weddings, 

trips they shared, their children and went down the ‘I wonder what happened to…’ lane. 

Lilly always felt their close friends were a wonderful catalyst for them to reconnect on an 

intimate level. The memories were reminders of how and why they got together. The 

Saturday was filled with a slow tour of the Niagara region and three of their favourite 

wineries. The wine tastings introduced them to the newest vintages. Lilly watched Frank 

in his glory as he made a number of purchases, adding to his wine cellar. He had taken 

several sommelier courses in his twenties and had worked his way through school as a 

bartender. They interspersed the tours with a short walk and browse through the quaint 

historic town of Niagara on the Lake, being particularly patient as Lilly dashed in and out 

of boutiques. They completed that day with a gourmet dinner at an upscale restaurant 

walking distance from their home. Their conversation was flowing comfortably and they 

began to discuss what they each might like to do in their retirement years. Slightly tipsy 

they walked home giggling, dialogue was replaced by a medicinal release of fast 

intense sex, a chuckle from Frank, “at least that’s working,” and both of them passing 

out. On the Sunday, Frank buried himself in his two hour routine of Sunday homework in 

the study, however, he made a point of balancing it with a walk with Lilly and long lunch 
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along the Burlington Bay. They both enjoyed people watching and talking about their 

shared pride and joy, Olivia and her career. Overall, it was a success. Lilly was pleased 

that they were able to enjoy each other’s company and broke the usual routine of 

television watching, golf and after hours working. It was a wonderful reunion, which filled 

Lilly’s heart with wonder lust dreams.

When Frank left that Monday morning, Lilly could only think, that all good things must 

come to an end, as Frank slipped into overdrive, flying out the door barely touching her 

cheek with a caress. Reality returned with a vengeance as he drove off to what Lilly 

often referred to his home away from home, and his trophy work wife Brooke. Lilly’s 

thoughts triggered a hot flash and her daydreaming promptly ended with screams.

“Help, help, please help, someone!” she could hear a woman’s voice screeching.

Lilly looked over, the once amorous couple were sitting on the tilting edge of their small  

keel sailboat, frantically waving their arms. Lilly’s heart began to race as she grabbed 

her cell phone and dashed over to the shoreline, the boat being only fifteen feet away. 

The man, a Hugh Heffner look alike was shaking his head, while the much younger 

woman perched like a bathing suit model, her long tanned legs dangled over the side, 

waved her slender arms, like a cheerleader.
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“Please could you call either of these numbers, *16 or 677?” yelled over the aging 

skipper. “Our cell phones were in a bag that fell overboard with the jolt of running 

aground.”

“Yes, of course,” Lilly nodded. Seconds later she made the call to *16. She was 

immediately told the distress call would be placed to the Hamilton Marine Unit.

“Help is on the way.” Lilly shouted. “Can I do anything for you?”

“No, thanks for making the call,” the gentleman replied and waved.

“I’ll stay waiting in my car until help arrives,” said Lilly smiling sauntering back to her car, 

wondering if the figurehead was a trophy wife, or an affair, as the wild passion that ran 

them aground was not typical of a 30 year marriage.

The afternoon excitement combined with her memories evoked a fiery intensity as she 

frantically wrote, periodically looking up taking in the rescuing of the sultry couple.

“Finished!” she murmured to herself, looking up at the car clock, feeling like time had 

stood still but noting that the shadows were longer and an hour and a half  passed as 

she hammered out her poem. Mary was right, they needed a new project, a new focus, 

a rebirthing of their middle aged love.

43



Middle-age Waltz – 

Darkness descending delicately defining
Constellations gradually skyward designing
Nature’s cycle marking the end of the long day
Relaxation breathes life presence to the soiree

In the midst of the still soft comforting cover
A simple match strike sizzles between two lovers
The dancing flame from one candle is carefully lit 
Warm energy and blue light sparked, it does emit.

Flame, licking, flickering and tittering to and fro
Sometimes brighter, sometimes higher and sometimes slow
The once sturdy waxen pillar of hope and dreams
Distorts enduring times of modesty extremes
 
Melting droplets form a creative mountain range
The results that happen with energy exchange
Left is the history of burning love and desire, 
The wick gone unable to sustain passion fire

One steadfast echoing urgent question prevails:
Can a healing kiss reform enlighten like Braille? 
Alas, new wick, new hopes and visions needing fire 
Kindling new life filled with choice and desire.

…..

Time inevitably negotiates an energy exchange
Love and desire enveloped in the range. 
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Chapter Three 

During the first week following the announcement, Frank’s only desire was to be alone, 

languishing on his island of shame. He struggled to pull himself from bed. He could not 

seem to see beyond what he felt was a bleak horizon of no opportunity. 

He arrived at work the following Tuesday to find Brooke poised at his round table, her 

head buried in the stack of pending work, unusually  oblivious to Frank’s arrival. She 

finally did look up with a forced smile. 

“Frank how are you? You look tired.” Brooke asked hesitantly.

Immediately Frank cued to her awkwardness.

“Fine, Brooke, how are you?” He was not about to instantly reveal his news. 

“You seem distracted this morning Brooke.”

“Well we do have a lot on the go,” she responded quickly, eyes darting away and back 

into the mountain of paper. “You know with the many changes about to happen around 

here, we are going to have to be on our toes.”

Frank instantly felt an alarm go off in his head. “She knows!” 
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“Brooke, so you know,” stared Frank, as she kept her head down, intently reading.

“Look it’s no time for bullshit, we have worked closely like the best tennis pairs, battling 

whatever was pelted at us, throwing it back, pretty well taking all our matches. When did 

you find out?”

Brooke’s professional veneer vanished, scrunching her lips as her watery eyes darted 

from floor to ceiling. 

Frank abruptly turned, walked to his desk, dropping his briefcase with a bang.

“I can’t say Frank, but I will say is that I am so saddened by this news. You have been a 

mentor to me. I so respect you. You have been a guiding father figure. You hiring me 

gave me my big break after graduating from business school. I don’t know how I am 

going to be able to work with someone else. What can I say Frank, this is a shock,” 

sighed Brooke.

Frank grumbled under his breath, “Retiring pops…right.” Hearing Brooke call him a 

father figure was bittersweet. He appreciated the honour but it did make him feel like an 

old man. At his inner core, there were those odd moments while they worked on various 

presentations, he felt a bit like a stud with the jewel at his side.

“Pardon Frank, did you say something?” queried Brooke.
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Swallowing hard, his hands were trembling, as he could feel anger spinning vengeful 

thoughts. Frank tersely responded, “Nothing Brooke. Nothing.”

 “Frank, we still have a month before the big day, let’s make the best of it. I still have so 

many questions to ask you.

“Yes I can only imagine Brooke,” he barked back glaring.

Brooke stood, taking a deep long breath blank faced then looked down filling the 

awkward silence with shuffling through papers. Moments later he heard her sniffing and 

grabbing a tissue. 

Watching her leave, Frank sat down at his computer absorbed in brewing distracted 

thoughts of a conspiracy theory. He realized that not only did Brooke know, it would 

appear some guilt was surfacing. What was she feeding his boss or a potential young 

virile replacement? He had noticed that whenever Kyle, a senior manager,  was around 

she seemed particularly alert, responding to Kyle with flirtatious exchanges, as he would 

linger around her desk, his six foot seven athletic frame and Greek God looks, an 

obvious distraction. He also noted that planning sessions between these two seemed to 

be increasing, all in the interest of the roll out of a new initiative. Frank never really 

cared for Kyle’s cocky aggressive nature and often felt a need to interrupt these trysts. 

Now things were coming together, Kyle would be the most obvious one to assume 
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Frank’s position. Brooke was either working behind the scenes with Kyle, grooming him 

to take over or she naively was suckered in by Kyle’s charm and inadvertently had been 

feeding this piranha. He could not believe his right hand, his gem would be so 

conniving. 

Brooke reappeared red eyed, tissue in hand. Frank looked up and over his bifocals 

coldly staring at her. “Frank can we talk?”

“What is it Brooke? I am rather busy.” Frank responded flatly. “I have five minutes, 

please shut the door.”

 “Frank, I feel terrible. I sense you are upset with me. Can I ask why?”

“Why, why I might be upset? Oh come on now! It is all making sense, you, my dear, 

delivered my head on a silver platter to the guillotine!”

“What are you talking about Frank?” Brooke raised her voice, shaking her head, “Never 

Frank, would I do anything to break your trust.”

“Well, my little missy, little self assured, obviously you are naïve, letting your romantic 

pulse rule,” snapped Frank. “Two words, Kyle Smart.”
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Brooke’s faced flushed as she turned away, shaking her head, crossing her arms then 

paced to the door and back. “When did you find out he is your replacement?”

“I didn’t, but now I know! Damn that weasel! How long have you known?” asked Frank 

gritting his teeth. His mind spinning, as his conspiracy theory was confirmed. His 

intuition never failed him. “I can’t believe I was not told yet.”

“Last night, Kyle told me in confidence, he said it was in the works and not public 

knowledge. Frank, I’m so sorry,” she lowered her voice approaching him with her arm 

extended ready to pat his hand.

Frank stepped back shaking his head. “I can’t believe you got fished in!”

“We are just really good friends, Frank.”

“Right! Give me a break! I have watched your flirtatious dance. He makes a point of 

hanging around your desk far too long for a busy senior manager. Not to mention how it 

seems your project planning time with him has taken longer than usual. Brooke what the 

hell have you been sharing?” Frank’s voice progressively got louder, his face now red 

while his eyes stared through her.

“Frank,” Brooke looked up to the right, she sighed and cleared her throat. “Okay, I have 

to admit, I like him. He is smart, charming, good looking and ambitious.”
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“You’re damn right ambitious, Brooke, have you not seen it? He has been gunning for 

my job for the past couple of years. He is using you for information. Kyle is the type of 

guy who only cares about Kyle. Mark my words he is going to love you and leave you. 

I’m also warning you Brooke, you’d better be really careful, there are policies in place 

that if others found out you were dating, you’d be out of a job. If you have any intentions 

of pursuing a relationship you’d be best not to remain as his executive assistant.” Frank 

spoke with the authority of a scolding father.

Brooke began pacing in the office, looking up with her hand over her mouth shaking her 

head. Her large brown eyes welled up as she blurted out, “Frank what am I going to do? 

I feel like I am over my head.” A flood of tears followed as she managed to stutter out, “I 

have, I have, been, been, so damn, damn stupid!” Grabbing a tissue, she sat at the 

large round table dabbing away the tears.

For a moment Frank saw his daughter, Olivia. His paternal instincts overrode any 

feelings of anger, he walked over to Brooke stood behind her placing his hand on her 

shoulder. 

“Listen Brooke, you are young, we all make mistakes in judgement.”
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“Frank I am so, sorry. I feel terrible. I never felt that I shared anything inappropriate, I 

have only spoken of you with the highest regard. You are my guru. I’m sorry I feel like I 

have broken your trust.”

“Brooke, you know you probably haven’t said anything that Kyle did not already know. 

He is my most senior manager. Logically he is the choice as my executive replacement. 

I am just ticked off that because of awkwardness, I have been out of the know. I haven’t 

even left yet and I am already feeling like an outsider. Kyle is a strong manager, but 

ultimately he is ruthless and task driven. Be careful Brooke, I would not mix business 

and pleasure with that fox.”

Brooke looked up at Frank with mascara stained eyes. “Thanks Frank.”

“Listen kiddo, you need to wash up before we start planning your future. Staying as 

Kyle’s executive assistant would not be prudent. Actually you might want to think about 

applying for any junior management positions that will be posted in the near future, I 

think you are ready,” smiled Frank with encouragement. The tension between them 

evaporated as fast as it came. Frank always marveled at how well they understood 

each other, even given the large age gap.

“Okay coach,” smiled Brooke. She stood up and shook his hand. “Thanks again for 

understanding.”
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Frank’s somber state, changed to a large heartening smile. His mind flipped to a 

flashback when Olivia was nineteen and he found out she was dating the manager at 

the pizza joint where she held a part-time waitressing job. He remembered the lecture 

he delivered to her at the time warning her of the dangers of dating the boss, not to 

mention someone significantly older. 

“We all have had moments when we have allowed our heart to overshadow our logic, 

let’s move on Brooke, you have tremendous potential to go far.”

The following days were filled with wrap up meetings, ensuring that Brooke was well 

versed in all the nuances and non written background for the strategic plans set for the 

next six months. He also spent extra time directing Brooke into areas that would 

prepare her for a junior management position. Although the days were long and intense, 

Frank slowly regained his optimism at work, replacing brooding with the multitude of 

tasks and soaking in Brooke’s youthful energy, feeding off her need to be supported and 

guided. Often his mind was filled with reflections and ponderings of his daughter.

Unfortunately, his arrivals home pivoted around eight o’clock. Exhausted he could only 

manage eating in silence, extending a few brief words to Lilly. Each night Lilly would try 

repeatedly to make conversation with him asking simple questions like, “How was your 

day? How is the clean up going? How was traffic? Would you like to go for a walk after 

dinner?” Yet all he could muster were yes, no or good, bad responses. Each time he 

retorted in a dry succinct manner, he could see the hurt in Lilly’s eyes; each answer a 
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brick in the growing wall between them. It was a compulsion. This was his way of 

sharing his hurt. Like all compulsions, it momentarily created relief then flipped into gut 

wrenching feelings of guilt, confusion and tunnel vision.

The weekend weather was brilliantly sunny. Frank informed Lilly he was going to try and 

get back into golf, booking mid afternoon rounds. On both days, he could not rise out of 

the security of his bed before ten. Reading the weekend paper in silence for over an 

hour, he was happy that Lilly was distracted by weekend shopping and chores. His golf 

games ended late, offering him short evenings to engage in superficial chat. The more 

Frank refused to speak, the less Lilly would coax or chat. He knew she cared, he could 

see it in her warm soft eyes and worried smile, but, their self pity insulation, left them 

both feeling alone.

Frank drove home in gridlock traffic at the close of the following week. He pulled into the 

driveway eyeing the lawn that was in desperate need of a cut. He thought, this was a 

job he could stay on top of once he retired.

As soon as he opened the front door he could hear Latin music resonating from the 

living room.

“Frank is that you?” sang out Lilly.
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He walked down the hall to find her in their exceptionally large kitchen which overlooked 

their once flourishing garden. Candles burned in crystal beaded votive holders, offset by 

a mixed floral arrangement of backyard perennials. Lilly’s specialty, a selection of tapas, 

was the perfect comfort food, along with a glass of merlot. His thoughts wandered to 

their honeymoon three decades ago, in the Spanish beach resort of Majorca. Every 

evening was met with rich reds, Spanish guitar, and a different selection of tapas, as 

they tantalized each other with slow erotic eating. The seemingly endless passion that 

followed was like no other, fresh, playful and reverberating, leaving every nerve ending 

of his body sensitive for hours. Yes, years later, those initial Latin holiday memories 

always seem to ground them.

Exhaustion and stress began to unravel as he watched Lilly’s multi stranded necklace 

jingled on her full breasts as she cha-chaed up to him, holding out the skirt of her light 

ruffled floral dress, her soft hips seductively swaying, as her hands rhythmically tapped 

and massaged his arms, until they finally found the back of his neck, her spicy perfume 

opened his senses while she drew him close, their foreheads touching, her plump softly 

glossed lips inches away from igniting his long overdue desires. He sighed deep, as he 

slid his hands around her waist down the back of her hips, letting them cradle both of 

her perfect buttocks. Seconds later, he surrendered, abandoning all the tension, all the 

hurt, all the silence, while the river flowed hard in his groin, releasing the passion for his 

only love. His lips met hers, melting into one warm wet reunion. Frank found himself lost 

in an hourglass of love, each kiss and touch were like grains of sand, marking the time 

they had lost in their silence.
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Frank’s large hands, held Lilly’s face, as he caressed her forehead, nose, then each 

eye, noticing that she had tears flowing down her round cheeks. He whispered, “Lilly, oh 

babe, I’m sorry, I really have been one jerk these days.”

“It’s okay hon, it’s okay, what is important is that the tension is severed, maybe now we 

can move forward. Hey I wrote a poem today about middle aged love, do you want to 

hear it?”

“Love to Lil.”

Lilly read the poem to Frank, glancing up throughout, trying to read his reaction.

“It says it all. Alas, new wick, new hopes and visions needing fire 

Kindling new life filled with choice and desire. That is really where we are at isn’t it, Lil?”

Frank, felt an enchanted energy loosen his soul. Watching Lilly’s romantic attempts at 

reaching out, showing patience and cajoling him with creative compassion, triggered 

him to think of his recent behavior. He felt a pang of guilt, as he thought of how he had 

been caught up in self pity, but he quickly reassured himself that she always 

understood. He knew they still had many things to talk about but at least their wild 

devotion to each other was not gone, just temporarily misplaced.
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“Remember Lilly our honeymoon. Man, you were twenty five and I was thirty. We were 

like rabbits!” 

“Oh do I remember! Young love is so… so fresh, unsettling and sweet! But Frank middle 

age love is deep, mellow and comfortable,” she licked her lips and winked. “I’m glad we 

have reached this point,” reflected Lilly as she took a long sip of her red.

They continued to wade unto neutral territory sharing memories, as dusk slowly crept 

carrying more romance, the filmy silhouette of the early moon, the blending of the 

cricket symphony, the gurgles of their garden fountain set a spa atmosphere as they 

sat, enjoying the evening breezes billowing the white sheers intermittently, delivering 

delicate scents from their overgrown garden.

“Lilly do you smell those lilies of the valley?  Oh so sweet, just like someone I know,” 

grinned Frank.

“Oh Frank you were such a romantic! I remember that first summer we moved in, you 

were insistent to purchase and plant as many different forms of lilies for me. You said 

that they would be my signature for the garden. Now look at them they have grown like 

wild fire! Actually the whole garden is wild and bushy, in desperate need of an overhaul!” 

The conversation quickly halted as the phone rang. Lilly ran over to see who was 

disturbing this sacred moment. 

56



“Oh Frank it is Olivia! Goodness me she must be up late! It has to be one in the 

morning, London time.” It made no difference that Olivia was twenty-nine years old, 

single, living in another country and working as a junior sales manager for an 

advertising company, she was still Lilly’s only child. Nothing would get in the way of an 

opportunity to connect with her baby girl. Frank chuckled as he watched her pick up the 

phone and in seconds begin chattering away, like best friends who never missed a beat.

“Olivia, dear oh my goodness, is everything okay? It’s late for you.” Frank shook his 

head as he watched Lilly kick into worry mode, pacing with the phone in hand.

He motioned to her to put the phone on speaker. In seconds, he heard the impatient 

response from his daughter, “Of course mom, don’t worry, I am fine. I was just out on a 

typical Friday night after work. I got home to the empty apartment and I was feeling a bit 

homesick, so I decided to call.”

“Olivia, when are you coming home? Your mom and I miss you terribly!” chimed in 

Frank, before he knew it, he too was beaming and reveling in the chance to hear his 

daughter’s voice.

“Dad, you know what my job is like, man coming from a workaholic executive! It will be 

awhile, we are working on securing a number of huge accounts. Sorry dad, you know 
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what it is like in the fast paced business world, you snooze you lose! I learned from the 

best!” spoke Olivia with authority. “Hey what’s new for you two?”

Lilly looked at Frank, like a nocturnal animal, flashed by headlights, part of her wanted 

to run, another half just froze, pointing at Frank, softly whispering, “You have to tell her.”

Frank cleared his throat, “Olivia, your mom and I will have time to come and visit you in 

Europe.”

“Huh? Dad you never take holidays for more than a week at a time, is this changing?”

“Nope, kiddo, a massive change, I was asked to retire early,” Frank delivered the news 

as fast as he could, repeating it still stung.

“What, you have to be kidding! Oh my God dad, you must be devastated! What are you 

going to do? Oh shit mom, what are you going to do with the supreme manager at 

home? Are you ready for this? Are you both ready for this?” Olivia’s raised voice 

triggered Frank’s stress.

“Olivia, we will be fine, we will be able to travel, like your dad said, and things need to 

be done around here, like all the gardens are all overgrown. This can be our new joint 

project, right Frank?”

58



“Your mom is right Olivia. We will be fine.” Frank added, walking up to Lilly, hugging her. 

“But really we can come to see you if you can’t get home.”

Olivia’s big sigh projected clearly over the phone. “Oh dad, love to have you but you 

know what even taking the time to visit if you came over would be impossible. You know 

what it’s like in the crazy advertising world. I can barely take lunch. Sorry dad, right now 

I just can’t make the time, but I am sure you understand.”

The conversation continued with Olivia sharing details on her latest decorating 

purchases, humourous office and client stories, and her most recent restaurant finds in 

London. Her voice became melancholic, “Dad, this has to be so hard for you, someone 

who gave his all to work. Do you have any regrets? Like now that it is all over, and work 

is dispensable, or should I say you, we are dispensable, do you wish you gave less to 

the office and spent more time with us?”

Pow! Olivia’s reflections and question hit Frank with the blow of an upper left cut.

Lilly’s eyes widened as she flashed a comment, “Olivia, dear, please, this is not the 

time. We are still trying to come to terms with the imminent change. Your father did 

whatever he could to make our life perfect.”

Frank interrupted, and to both women’s surprise he gave an emphatic answer, “No, of 

course not, I am what I am today because of my chosen path. I am proud. It is just that I 

never really thought it would end.”
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Olivia responded with a simple, “Oh. Well I guess I’d better get going, I am pretty tired.” 

Lilly and Frank chimed together, “We love you.”

A slight tremor to Olivia’s voice could be detected by Frank as she answered “Love you 

too.”
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Chapter 4

Awakened by the sorrowful coos of the mourning doves, Lilly couldn’t help but want to 

join them in their heartrending morning serenade. She looked over at Frank, who laid on 

his back snoring, and gave him a nudge. He promptly turned over and resumed his 

sleep in silence. Lilly breathed a sigh of relief, feeling the cool air against their Egyptian 

cotton sheets. Her mind regressed to the night before as melancholy waved through 

her core unrelenting. 

“Damn, everything was going so well, we were making progress. We were talking, the 

romance was returning… until Olivia’s call,” Lilly whispered to herself closing her eyes, 

as an ache settled around her neck.

She continued to ponder how children have an uncanny ability to change the dance in a 

marriage. Olivia always seemed to ask questions that cut to the core of a situation. Her 

question to her father did just that, exposing Olivia’s frustration over the years given her 

father’s absenteeism. Yes, she adored her father and was his little princess, at times to 

the envy of Lilly, but, Lilly never thought she would express to him her hurt. As a child 

and teenager, Olivia would question her father’s whereabouts, telling her mom how 

much she would miss him and wished he could be at home more. Lilly would explain to 

her that her father’s job was exceptionally demanding and that he was trying to provide 

the best life for their family. Lilly would often end their discussions hugging Olivia and 

redirecting her to share in a fun distracting activity such as watching a movie, reading, 

bike riding, cooking, baking, shopping or whatever they could jointly dream up. As such, 
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Lilly took great pride that she and Olivia became best of friends, in addition to having a 

very positive mother daughter relationship.

Memories of these special times skated through Lilly’s mind, until, with a great thud, the 

bruising answer to the fateful question resurfaced. Would Frank have spent more time 

with the family? Lilly, was still shaken by Frank’s cold business like answer. The more 

she thought about it the angrier she became; how could he say no! It was all about him 

and his ego!

Her thought’s drifted to their enchanting beginning. They met at the Masonic Temple 

Friday night dance, chaperoned by the daughters of the IODE, Imperial Order of the 

Daughters of the Empire. She was a well groomed executive secretary. He was so 

dapper, impeccably dressed in a white short sleeved dress shirt and light blue summer 

dress pants, tasteful blue suede shoes, his black hair perfectly coiffed and his charming 

smile with those full lips, gave him the look of Elvis, but Lilly always thought, a better 

looking Elvis. His sense of rhythm, love of dancing charm and take charge nature, made 

him one of the most desired dance partners. The night Frank asked Lilly to dance, she 

was the envy of the temple, and from that moment on, she was his only chosen dance 

partner. The magnetic pull between them left Lilly believing that a magical spell had 

been cast and her prince charming had entered for life.

Lilly grinned wrapping the sheets around her, as she continued down memory lane. 

Those years were innocent and exciting. Lilly always felt their passion was evenly 
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balanced with practicality and incredibly open communication. She marveled at how 

disciplined they were, both committed to saving enough money for a down payment 

before they got married several years later. They certainly knew they couldn’t have it all 

upfront, fast and furious like the kids today.

A sharp memory surfaced causing Lilly to feel uneasy. Her mind flashed to their 

honeymoon, when Lilly turned to Frank while sipping wine by the seaside, making a 

promise, “Frank, I know how ambitious you are, and you have my undying support and 

love in your pursuits. I will stay at home, and do whatever it takes to run the family, you 

Frank do what you need to do to work your way to the top.” She sighed, repeating these 

words over and over again in her head. Yes, she now realized that she too was just as 

ambitious, but to the sacrifice of what? Their relationship? Family life? Did she lose 

herself? She began to think that was the stupidest statement she ever could have made 

at the outset of their relationship. 

Her pondering was disturbed by the return of Frank’s snoring louder than ever, as he 

had flipped on his back looking like a beached whale. She did not have the heart to 

shove him once more given he had a restless night, she would let him sleep. Giving an 

exasperated sigh, she decided to get up and write. She always found comfort in her 

poetry. It had a way of soothing her soul and brought perspective, like a good therapist.
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Beams of the easterly morning sun shone a spotlight at the kitchen table. She took her 

seat in front of her booting laptop, coffee in hand anxious to begin her session. She 

desperately needed to deposit her rock heavy emotions and positively move forward.

Fooled by the Hypnotic Sea

Relaxed, sailing currents at a soothing pace 
Brilliant topaz skies, piercing rays of sunlight 
While windy wishing whimsical cloudy dreams
Disperse problems, grace filling, solitary place

Pure and playful wrapped with tingling joy 
Devouring the present peaceful second
This moment can’t be shattered 
The seeds of inspiration, deployed 

Life is good, balance rings to the core 
Gentle easy distractions delicately dance 
Comfort reins nothing penetrates
All is tucked away neat and tidy in, the drawer

Oblivious to the change of the flow
Dark skies invade as water walls descend 
Chaotic tempo swiftly swirls smashing waves
Distant echoes three caws of, the crow

A maelstrom sucks the traveler by surprise 
Spinning a powerful tunneling cyclone
Balance and gravity eaten by raging beast
In a flash, pop, voyager whirling in, gray skies

Down, down, down many water layers cover
Like sealed vacuumed plastic sheets
One by one, separating sky, a sinking delirious stone
Will there be defeat and paralyze, the lost lover?

Gasps, confusion, yet, an arresting state of awe prevails
The excitement, the intensity, fighting urgency swells
Time seems to freeze, the sinking spirit, locked in the water cell
Is this what sailors sing in adventurous stormy, sea tales?

64



Chapter 5

The phone call from Olivia dampened the romantic atmosphere. Frank retreated to the 

television, suggesting that they order an action flick, deflecting a possible dissection of 

the phone call. Moreover, he certainly was in no mood to justify his years of hard work. 

He was grateful Lilly complied quickly, fussing about, setting light snacks in front of the 

TV. She snuggled up next to Frank, while he dutifully put his arm around her. She sat 

silently, with her hand on his thigh, intently watching the screen. He appreciated this 

accommodating gesture. Right now, he needed to relieve his tension and get lost in the 

action.

He floated from the action packed fantasy, as the credits rolled, and Lilly quickly got up, 

without a word, began tidying up the kitchen. Frank, ambled down the hall to begin his 

nightly routine. Frank although awake, kept his eyes shut, pretending he was sleeping, 

as Lilly climbed into bed. He could feel her chilly hand touch his shoulder as she 

pressed against his back and her warm breath warned of the kiss bestowed on his 

cheek. He winced in his thoughts.  Sensing Lilly roll over to her side of the bed, he took 

a deep breath, letting out a light nasal sigh.

Still,  he lay,  staring out at  the charcoal  shadows, as the solitary silence of his own  

humility,  sloshed around his  core.  This  edgy silence was invaded by the buzz of  a 

mosquito, prompting Frank to swat his ear, then pull the covers over his head, allowing  
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his nose to peek out for air. Olivia`s question hovered while he resettled:  Would he 

change anything if he had to do it all over? 

After at least twenty minutes of unproductive attempts at inducing relaxation, Frank 

began tossing about. He could not believe she had asked him to denounce everything 

he’d done, everything he was, all that he achieved. And for what? To say that he was 

home and more available to cut the grass, walk a dog and have more idle chat after 

dinner? What in heaven’s name did Olivia think he was doing all these years? He was 

providing the best he could for his family. His thoughts became muzak, a continuous 

loop, that irritated instead of soothed. Interrupted light sleep finally gave way to a deep 

sleep at four.

Tricked by the darkening drapes, upon waking, Frank tried to focus at the alarm clock, 

thinking he might have slept to nine. Shock propelled him out of bed when he realized 

that it was eleven o`clock. 

“Lil, Lil, where are ya?” yelled out Frank.

“What is wrong Frank?” asked Lilly running from the far end of their bungalow, sensing 

his panic, wondering if there was an emergency.

“Lil, it’s eleven I can`t believe it, I have never done this before, even when I was a 

teenager! Even when I was waking I felt I was still asleep until I realized the time. What 

a waste of a morning! Half the day is gone!”
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“Frank it isn`t a waste, you needed it. Come, I`ll make breakfast, or should I say 

brunch,” she said.

Frank threw on sweatpants and a t-shirt, then pulled open the drapes, shocking his eyes 

to the late morning sun. “Damn, sleeping in is like joining a party after the fact, it is 

discombobulating…like I am chasing the day,” he grumbled loudly to Lilly, as he headed 

to the kitchen.

En route he went to grab the paper at the front door, but it was not there.

“Lilly, have you seen the paper? Man, if that paper boy didn’t deliver the paper on time! 

Darn, you know I need my morning fix of current events. The morning just doesn’t seem 

to being right otherwise.”

“Frank, I have it here, relax hon.”

He shuffled into the kitchen and sat at the end of the long pine table and opening the 

paper to the front page, barely looking up as Lilly brought him his cup of coffee. 

“Thanks,” he mumbled.

He began to read but his eyes restlessly darted out the large picture windows at the 

robins bathing in the base of the fountain. Off in the distance he could hear the 

67



distinctive annoyed squawk from their resident blue jay, mother nature’s squeaky wheel, 

the drama king of the garden. He could relate to his feathered friend.

 “Hey, are you okay?” asked Lilly, gently. ``It was Olivia wasn`t it.”

 “Lilly, my little princess blew me away last night. Did I let her down? I remember the day 

she was born. It was pure magic. I could not believe that you and I created such a 

perfect treasure. Her first cry, triggered in me such a profound sense of care giving. 

Instantly, I felt like I was a super hero. From that moment I was determined to be the 

best provider and protector. You know I thought I did just that over the years, working 

damn hard to be successful so I could bring home the income so you and Olivia would 

have it all. The perfect home, cars, vacations, private school, lessons, the list goes on. 

There is nothing I would have not done for the two of you. Sure there were sacrifices of 

time, but Lilly, really was it that bad? We have had a great life. He stared off into the 

distance, squinting, as if he was trying to focus on something. 

Then he turned noticing Lilly wince then turn away as she dished out the bacon. He felt 

his heart race.

“Lil, really I did my best, Lil. The world of business is not the most accommodating. It is 

cut throat. If you want to get ahead you have no choices sometimes, it was not my fault. 

My choices were limited,” raised Frank’s voice and hands.
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“Right Frank,” Lilly sighed. She placed the bacon and eggs, with the side order of lightly 

buttered toast, just the way he like it off to the right of his open paper. His smile of 

thanks was missed as she turned on her heels quickly to refresh her coffee.

Cup in hand, he watched as Lilly, half way through the door announced, “Ahh, I have to 

tend to a few things Frank,”  and as she disappeared Frank thought he heard her 

mutter, “God only knows we need to live in perfection.”

Frank ignored the comment and chalked it up to a menopausal moment. It seemed of 

late that Lilly was more sensitive, responding to him like that, with edgy, cynical 

remarks. It was so out of character for her. He so loved Lilly’s positive, open and trusting 

nature. Years ago, she had told him she hated sarcasm. Was it hormones? Or, had she 

changed, and he had lost touch? Moreover, she was not one to walk away in a tense 

huff. 

Frank’s stomach began to feel unsettled. Alone, he finished the morning paper wiping 

the last bit of yolk with his toast, forcing the last morsel down. Thoughts of work invaded 

his mind as he walked to his study, stared at the computer. It was calling him to log on, 

check his emails. He resisted the addiction, realizing that anything he did no longer had 

resonating effect. He was soon going to have to go cold turkey; he would be dropped 

from any office communication. He chose instead to see if he could get a tee time for 

the afternoon.
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No sooner than the thought passed, the phone rang, it was John. “Frank do you want to 

golf this afternoon? I have a tee time booked for two, I know it is short notice.”

“No worries John I was thinking of going out, call it telepathy! Sure I just need to take a 

quick shower and I’ll be over.”

Frank’s anticipated fast departure was delayed by an over flowing dysfunctional toilet. 

He couldn’t leave Lilly with a floor of water to dry up. It was a job that needed to be done 

quickly and he had the speed and strength to wring out the towels.  After all, all that 

water might leak to the basement ceiling possibly damaging his pool table.  When Frank 

was finally ready to leave, he couldn’t believe Lilly trying to lure him to stay, lying nude 

on their bed. Man, he heard that many females have an increased sex drive as they got 

older. He was rather pleased that his wife fell into this category. He was already running 

late, and regretfully left, trying to suppress his urges with a quick goodbye. 

The course that afternoon was slow, a normal three hour round turned into six hours of 

patiently waiting for novice players to inch their way through the game. Frank found this 

less than therapeutic. He realized that everyone had to start somewhere in learning how 

to play the game but why could they not choose to play during the week? 

At the fourteenth hole, Frank lost his concentration, slicing his ball into the rough.

“Geez John, my game is washed up. Just like me washed up. Might just need to retire 

from the game of golf!”
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“What are you talking about Frank? Give me a break! What’s up? I know it’s slow out 

here but you seem off, preoccupied and not your happy go lucky self.”

“John, I have been retired early. Put to pasture, and it looks like my golf game is 

following suit.”

“Oh shit Frank, sorry to hear, but just think now you can spend all kinds of time 

perfecting your game. Hey we have priorities! We all have dreamed of the time we can 

endlessly golf instead of work. Frank, one bad hole, one slow game, one bad day, are 

all not cause for dropping golf! Man, Frank get a grip! We can take or leave work but 

never golf.”

“John, you know the game reflects my life and head space. Yep, the retirement 

announcement sucks, but it is more than that, everything seems to be turning upside 

down. John, Olivia called last night and asked me if given the opportunity to do things 

over if I would have spent more time with the family. Under pinning this rattling question, 

it seems like Lilly is changing. She seems different. I have been doing my best to be the 

best provider and the carpet is being pulled out from under me. It just doesn’t seem fair. 

What have I done wrong to deserve this?”

“Frank how is Lil changing?”
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“She seems…seems...like she is upset…annoyed at times. Then she seems like she 

swings into this wild sex goddess. Maybe she is having an affair?”

“Lilly? Give me a break Frank!”

“Seriously John, you had to see her before I left. I walked into our room to find her nude 

in the middle of the bed!”

“It didn`t seem that way when we got together several weeks ago. Actually Susan and I 

were saying, you two are one of the few couples we know that after thirty years seem 

like they hopelessly in love.”

“Yes we are, I think, well I hope. I have always been the master of my destiny, able to 

control most if not every situation and now, I am questioning everything. Lilly and I had 

loose ideas to travel once I retired and maybe downsize, but we never really seriously 

had a plan. It all seemed so far away. We have been coasting along. Both of us enjoying 

the routine of pursuing our own interests given our empty nest. I was not prepared for 

this change.”

“Hmmm Frank it is like pulling at a lose thread that just keeps going!”

“You are darn right! One minute my identity is that of super star, Vice President of MIS, 

the next minute, another retired guy on the golf course, managed by my wife, running 
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errands to the mall. To top it off I wonder if my daughter even respects all that I have 

done for her?”

 “Frank, it sounds like you have egoitis!”

“Thanks for the support, old pal!” Frank glared sending daggers of resentment. What did 

John know anyway? He did not have his high powered influential position, nor had he 

acquired and maintained the lifestyle that Frank had built up over the years. John and 

Susan lead a simpler life. John managed a small local hardware store, working nine to 

five and one weekend a month. Susan was an early childhood teacher. They combined 

made about half of Frank’s salary, their kids went to public school and their home was a 

simple three bedroom back-split. Frank could not believe his ears, egoitis, the nerve of 

him! It had nothing to do with ego, being selfish and self serving, man his life was 

devoted to his family and his job.

“Bullshit John, egoitis, ya really know how to kick a guy when he is down!” Frank turned 

away now really feeling alone. His one closest buddy didn’t even understand.

John let the afternoon breeze sooth the tense moments of silence. He casually 

prepared himself to tee off so they could resume their play and complete the hole. He 

drove the ball straight down the centre of the fairway, landing on the edge of the green.
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Frank was seething, glaring at John reach the green while he shuffled his feet in the  

rough looking for his ball. After ten minutes of therapeutic thrashing through the rough 

with an iron, he opted to take the extra stroke and set his ball on the edge. He took a 

deep breath and stared at the ball. If the ball had a face, it would be sticking its tongue 

out delivering taunting words. Grabbing an iron, he took the time to set his aim and 

position his body. Tension cranked through his shoulders. He then walked away and 

thought: what is standing in the way of me making a great shot or having another 

disaster? My attitude, was his answer. A sense of calm surfaced. He realized that it was 

only by the power of his focused communion, directing his stroke to this little inert ball, 

that he was going to able propel a successful stroke. He readdressed the ball, took a 

long slow breath and thought of nothing else but effortlessly dissecting his swing, 

connecting to his target, sending it to meet his partner’s ball at the green. Any previous 

tension disappeared. Frank proceeded up the fairway marveling at how one great stroke 

in golf, the smack, the gentle sail through the air the landing of the target, all made 

everything wrong, right. Even if for just that moment.

“Wow, Frank what an amazing shot! Brother you need to get angry more often!” grinned 

John.

“Thanks, John,” smiled Frank. “Okay Dr. John, egoitis, how so, I am willing to listen.”
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Chapter 6

Surveying their weedy and dry garden, Lilly thought the first order of business would be 

to set up the sprinkler. She avoided watering only until necessary, right now if her plants 

could they would be grabbing her ankles begging for even one drop to revitalize their 

dried drooping leaves and stems, even the grass was browning and felt like prickly 

needles on her feet.

She pondered how they had managed to let their garden go to pot so quickly. That 

spring she was particularly distracted by supporting her poetry group’s month of 

activities. As such, during the month of April and into May, she was not able to till the 

soil or rake up the debris. Once she lost momentum, she easily slipped into her 

weakness, procrastination. Now, the weeds had gained hold and her shrubs needed 

pruning, it all seemed overwhelming especially layered with her muddled head, 

watching Frank in an atypical confused state and her own angst thinking about the 

future.

She reentered the house from the garage, trying to avoid Frank. At this point, her usual 

patience for his issues was waning. She agreed that the retirement decision was a 

shock, however, what was more of a surprise was how he seemed to be floundering in a 

pool of depressing quick sand. His pity bath was becoming more annoying, as he 

continuously analyzed his role as the supreme provider, father, husband without any 

thought of who supported him in getting there. His response to Olivia just magnified that 

it was all about him and his self righteous arrogance. His glib referral to sacrifices 
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incensed her. He had no idea what kind of sacrifices she made to support him in his 

pursuits. He had no idea how much Olivia missed him growing up. She was seeing him 

more as a King Henry the Eighth than Superman. 

Plopping her cup on their en suite counter, she thought this week’s bathroom scouring 

would be therapeutic. Often she found cleaning a proactive way of freshening her mind, 

while still accomplishing weekly mundane tasks. She always began with the sink, a 

quick and easy light scrub and reorganizing of the counter. Multi-tasking, she began 

brainstorming a poem that might be able to release some of her pent up anger, while 

she vigorously wiped and moved toothbrushes, cologne and a small vase of flowers. 

Lost in thought, she swept her hand to the corner catching a water glass causing it to 

shatter over the ceramic tiled floor. 

“Damn,” she murmured, “How stupid was that!” 

She looked for the dust pan and broom in the linen closet and began to sweep up the 

endless shards of glass. Ten minutes later, she was damp mopping the floor, muttering.

Lilly was not about to stop the routine, turning to the toilet once the floor dried. She 

sprinkled cleanser over the seat and bowl, placing the container on the floor. As she 

proceeded to lean over and wipe the exterior of the bowl, her leg hit the can spilling the 

cleanser all over the floor. Frustration, mounted as she got the dust pan out yet again 

and proceeded to sweep up the mess. She finished by swishing the interior of the bowl 
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and flushing the toilet. She turned ready to begin on the tub, however, in a minute she 

heard a trickling, then felt water at her feet. The toilet overflowed. She found herself 

slipping as she quickly moved to turn off the valve to the toilet. She closed her eyes and 

asked herself why today? Grabbing the plunger next to the toilet she began thrusting 

the black bulb into the base of the bowl, pumping like mad, desperately trying to free the 

obstruction. It seemed that a bowling ball was stuck in the drain, taking three minutes of 

strenuous action, when finally she sighed and sat with her hands in her face at the side 

of the tub, socked feet soaking. Slowly and steadily she felt her core welling up build like 

a tidal wave. 

Seconds later, the dam broke and she was softly sobbing uncontrollably. Hearing 

Frank’s voice approaching down the hall, she tried to compose herself.

“Lil, I just heard from John. We were going to golf this afternoon. Hope that’s okay for…” 

His eyes widened as he ran up grabbing towels off the rack, wasting no time to mop up 

the mini flood. “Hey what happened here? What a mess!” 

Head down, Lilly barely croaked out, “Nothing, really nothing Frank. The toilet 

overflowed, plain and simple. I was cleaning, flushed and presto, this old toilet had to 

choose this moment to overflow. Man if we had replaced it last month this wouldn’t have 

happened.” She turned dodging any eye contact, slipped off her socks, leaving them in 
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a mound on the floor as she walked out, “I need to take a shower,” desperately trying to 

hide the persistent quiver.

“Look, leave it to me. I’ll finish the clean up, before heading out for golf with John.”

She continued to walk down the hall, dryly answering, “Whatever, thanks, have fun. Say 

hi to John.”

Her pulse sat at her throat. She yearned for a private retreat massaged by her favourite 

shower gel. She ran the water in the spare bathroom, wanting desperately to wash 

away her growing pain and anger along with the tension between her and Frank. The  

water delicately pattered down her head, neck and soothed her back. She lathered up, 

enjoying the massage of the suds and the invigorating slightly flower scent with her 

eyes shut, lost in an imaginative rain forest. She began to feel balanced.

Opening her eyes, she noticed the plastic breast examination card her doctor had given 

her the year previous. It was meant to be hung off the shower head. Lilly at one point 

had been using the guest bathroom as she preferred that it was a large shower stall. It 

served as a long overdue reminder of a task she needed to do. She glanced at the 

diagrams and began to follow the recommended circular motion, letting her fingers prod 

and read any irregularities in her breast tissue. She finished the left breast, content that 

this one was normal. She massaged the full breast, feeling rather sexy of her full bust. 

Moving onto the right breast, her finger tips circled finding soft mushy tissue at the top 
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and around her cleavage. As she proceeded to the underside, she was feeling pretty 

good that her self exam was going to confirm that everything was normal. She decided 

to not rush the last section to the right and closer to her underarm. It was here the 

dastardly lump was felt. Lilly swallowed hard. No it had to be a mistake. She felt again. 

No, no mistake. She chose another finger, her heart racing. No, no mistake. Maybe it 

was a blemish! She would get out of the shower and check in the mirror, that had to be 

it! Summer sweat caused a blemish! 

A swelling tremble reverberated from her gut, slowly seeping down her legs as she dried 

them off anxious yet reluctant to expose herself to the purveyor of truth, the mirror. 

Cleaning the fog off the mirror, she lifted her right arm, locating and  placing her index 

finger on the small lump, took a deep breath, ready for the big reveal. She slid away her 

finger. No red blemish but the bump remained. She could definitely feel it. White fear 

blanketed her face. The mirror spoke her fate. She swallowed hard.

Her first instinct was to run to the phone and call her doctor. She learned over the years 

that when anxiety hit, she took action, as the action helped erase the worry. Only 

covered by her bath towel, she grabbed the receiver, she began to dial, a minute later, 

the standard recording began. The office was closed. 

“Damn, it is Saturday! My hands are tied!” she fell back onto their bed, her towel 

dropped to the floor, as she rolled into the fetal position and sobbed. She cried from the 

depths of her stripped raw core. Alone.
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Frank entered the bedroom. Lilly buried her face into the duvet. Drying her face, hoping 

that Frank would just give his usual quick good bye. The last thing on her mind was 

being amorous.

“Honey, wow, you are certainly going to huge lengths to keep me home, man, sex kitten, 

your libido is on overdrive!” chuckled Frank, slinking up to her, kissing her on the 

shoulder. “Oh, I have to go or I’ll be late for John. You are leaving fantasy thoughts 

burned in my brain, that we can bring to life later.”

She turned, squinting, she leaned forward quickly kissing Frank, offering a delayed 

smile and a wink.

“Have fun! See ya later! Hurry back,” strained Lilly’s voice. Lilly hoped that Frank could 

not detect the redness of her eyes or her sarcasm. She took a long deep breath, when 

she heard him dash out the front door. This was one day she did not mind being a 

golfing widow. She welcomed her respite, grabbing her bedside journal. Her emotions 

vomited toxic worry onto the page.

Alone
Hunted, haunted, horrified
Silent, still, seized
Will it pass, miss its target?
Please, leave, me
Alone

80



Chapter 7

John and Frank approached the fifteenth tee, with two foursomes ahead. John pat 

Frank on the back, grinning as they walked over to a bench under an old willow to wait 

their turn. 

“So you want to know more about egoitis, eh my friend,” chuckled John. “Let me begin 

asking this question, “What makes us different from animals, Frank?”

“Animals? Come on John,” responded Frank rolling his eyes. He quickly cued to his 

buddy’s calm blank face, and delivered a serious answer, “Freewill? Our sense of 

conscience?” 

“Yes, Frank you are in the ball park, our ability to choose. Now, ask yourself can anyone 

get into your head and control you?” asked John calmly smiling.

“Come on John, you know as well as I do that often people and circumstances present 

themselves and force us to act in certain ways. You know, when someone does and 

says something to cause us to lose our  temper. Or let’s look at the question that Olivia 

posed to me, if I had to do it all over again would I have spent less time at the office? 

John you know that I had no choice, I had to put in the hours to get where I am today. 

So to answer the question, yes, sometimes people and or circumstances prevent us 

from making certain choices,” Frank spoke emphatic, nodding his head.
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“Frank, you skirted the question, can anyone get into your head and control your mind 

and actions?” 

“Okay, John, of course no one can get into your head and control your thoughts or 

actions. But they can make it difficult, even impossible!”

“Yes, decisions can be difficult but ultimately it doesn’t matter what happens. It is up to 

us as to how we react, or up to us as to what we decide to initiate. A great hero who 

demonstrated this was Victor Frankl, survivor of a concentration camp. He was quoted 

saying that, ‘The one thing you can’t take away from me is the way I choose to respond 

to what you do to me. The last of one’s freedoms is to choose one’s attitude in any 

given circumstance.’”

Frank sat leaning with his arms on his legs, intensely listening, then gave a quizzical 

look, closed one eye squinting, “You know John come to think of it, I once attended a 

workshop years ago that delivered basically the same message. It was very powerful at 

the time. The speaker focused on the workplace. He asked us who was the most 

important person in the company? After some thought, we were all coming up with 

different people and titles but kept missing the desired answer. He then told us we were 

all wrong, the most important person is you!  At first we all thought that this was quite 

the egotistical answer, however, after much thought and further illustration, we couldn’t 

help but agree with him.  YOU are the only one who is in complete control of yourself.  

Your boss cannot control you. It is YOU who makes a conscious decision each step of 
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the way. Are you in the game or will you be ignored? Are you going to react positively, 

and, or, take proactive measures? Do we take responsibility for what we do and say?”

John smiled enthusiastically, “Yes, Frank you’ve got it! And it doesn’t stop at the 

workplace, it is in every circumstance of life. Susan, in her line of work has seen this 

emphasized in the application of the educational model and Choice theory of Dr. William 

Glasser. She was volunteering in a grade four classroom for a teacher friend. After 

lunch recess, two boys came yelling and pointing at each other claiming that each was 

to blame for pushing and hitting the other; their respective group of pals chiming in the 

background, supporting their buddies, creating a serious ruckus. The teacher sensed 

that no work would be done until the matter got resolved. She sat all the children on the 

floor, and asked the question, ‘Can anyone get into your head and control you?’ The 

children sat silent. She gave an example and said, ‘I have often heard students claim 

that another student made them hit someone or say something inappropriate. So, let’s 

think in those circumstances can someone actually get into your head and force you to 

act in an inappropriate manner?’One of the boys who was complaining upon entry after 

recess answered, ‘No’. The teacher affirmed his answer and said, ‘You are right! No one 

can get into your head and control your actions or thoughts.’ Susan said she was 

amazed that all the little boys in the class gave huge smiles, winning arm gestures and 

whispers of ‘Yes’. On many occasions, as an early childhood educator, she has 

observed how little boys in particular, hate to be controlled and love their freedom. 

Susan said that the teacher only let the children revel in their epiphany for a few 

seconds before she smiled and responded to them, ‘Geez, so if no one can control you, 
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that must mean that you are in control of you 24 hours 7 days a week! That means that 

you are responsible for your behavior, your reactions all the time. There is no room for 

blaming is there?’ followed by a smug smile. Susan said, serious faces and a hush fell 

over the room, in one humbling moment. The class proceeded to discuss effective 

choices when dealing with problems on the playground and came up with solutions of 

how  the problem at lunch could have been solved in a more positive way. The teacher 

reiterated Dr. Glasser’s message that , we are in control of ourselves 24/7, as such, we 

all need to take responsibility to act in a manner that connects and honours others, 

making connecting effective behavior choices. The cutest moment was when the tiniest 

child in the class capped off the discussion with, “If everyone did this, put the other 

person first, our world would be such a better place!”

“Man that example of the kids really makes me think that we adults are not so different. 

We, young and old all get caught up in thinking the world revolves around us rather than 

how do we revolve around the world. So John, your diagnosis of egoitis, I understand to 

mean an extreme manifestation of self absorbed behavior, either poor me, or look at 

me. I guess this when we assume that we are the victims of circumstance no matter 

what, placing blame on everyone else but ourselves? Is it assuming an attitude of: I do 

not deserve this, how can this happen to me? Or, equally it could be having a sense of 

entitlement?”

“Frank, yep that sums it up. Listening to your lament regarding your retirement, all I hear 

from you is that you did not deserve to be retired early, that your daughter does not 
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understand how hard you worked, that you did not have any choices in your career if 

you wanted to attain high levels of success, that you worry Lilly is having an affair that 

maybe she does not love you anymore and that now all you have to look forward to is 

staying at home living an unchallenging life.” 

John’s monotone voice and blank face, left Frank speechless. Frank stared off at the 

distance at the tall grasses blowing in the breeze. He stood up abruptly, cleared his 

throat, “Have the other foursomes finished yet? This game is sure slowing down.”

“Frank, look I don’t mean to be unsympathetic, pal. What you are going through is 

tough. I am trying to offer support and honesty, not just patronize you with feel good 

statements.”

Frank couldn’t make eye contact with his pal. He had three more holes to play. John’s 

observations triggered a constant rewinding of the past several weeks. As the scenes 

replayed the tension in his shoulders tightened, leaving a dull ache at the base of his 

neck. Striding ahead, he distracted himself by making small talk with the last waiting 

member of the second group.

The hole was a disaster for Frank. Every time he approached the ball he was reliving a 

conversation from the past. He ended up playing alone as he totaled up four strokes 

over par, zigzagging up the fairway and digging out of a sand trap. What made matters 

worse, John’s strong and accurate strokes, delivered an eagle, which made Frank’s 
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desire to compete even stronger. He hated being that far behind, watching John watch 

him bumble shots. Frank was proud of being a par golfer. A bad day for him was one 

over par. 

The sixteenth and seventeenth holes were no better, John aced both of them with 

birdies while Frank seethed at scoring three over par on each of these holes. Frank 

walked up to the eighteenth tee, biting the inside of his lip. He began rolling his neck 

and shoulders, attempting to release some tension. 

“Frank, remember golf is a head game in the now, the present. If your mind is distracted 

by the past, you will never see the ball in front of you. If you are worried about the 

future, getting that perfect par, birdie or eagle, you will micro manage your stroke, 

seeing too much, trying too hard. Relax and only see what is immediately in front of you, 

enjoy seeing, hearing and feeling the movements you are making at any given moment. 

As Ekhart Tolle, one of the greatest modern spiritualists says, “Stay in the now.”

Frank looked at John and rolled his eyes, “Right! In the now? What the hell have you 

been reading these days? Cripes, John are ya turning into Hamilton’s Love Guru? 

Maybe I need to sit cross legged and meditate before teeing off or do some yoga, 

yogie!”
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“Frank, does anything else matter than this second? You’re expending an endless loop 

of thinking. Is it productive? Is it changing anything? Enjoy the now,” John sighed 

intently observing his buddy.

“Fuck the now, John! Right now the walls of the past and the future are falling in on me, 

that is my now.” The slow speed of the game, John’s philosophical prodding and his 

pitiful playing, caused Frank to start grinding his teeth, wishing that he could escape. 

Watching a three hour foreign film would be easier to take than this torture.
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Chapter 8

“Lilly, hon are ya home?” Frank’s voice bellowed over the classical station, as she could 

hear him rummaging through the fridge. Lilly stretched her legs on the soft leather family 

room couch in their large family room, her computer screen was blank having gone into 

hibernation, dusky light filled the room, leaving her disorientated. She panicked, then 

restarted her computer, saved her poetry file, exited the program, just as Frank was 

walking through the French doors with a beer.

“Oh, Lil you won’t believe my day. I thought I was heading out for a relaxing getaway but 

it was one of the most irritating afternoons I have spent in a long time. The round was 

very slow. I played terribly. The worst in years. And to top it off, John and I well…” Frank 

took a big gulp. “Do you want to go for dinner? Did you spend the afternoon writing? 

How are you?”

“Dinner out would be great. Yes, I was writing. I must have fallen asleep,” smiled Lilly, 

yawning. “I only ate a bagel and drank a few cups of tea today. Not much of a stomach 

for eating, let alone cooking. But I’m feeling like I should eat.”

“Great, I’ll shower then why don’t we head for a light bite at the bistro down on the water 

by the Discovery Center. They have a simple menu that’s tasty,” suggested Frank. He 

took a long swig.
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Lilly heard the shower going, knowing that Frank would be ready in about fifteen 

minutes. She rallied up the energy to enter her walk-in closet. Moments later, she was 

distracted, not hearing Frank’s voice, as she rummaged through, holding up a half a 

dozen shirts. Lilly, prided herself on being a minimalist, except for her penchant for 

clothes. She would often get lost in her clothes collection, enjoying the process of 

picking the right outfit that captured the mood and her size for the day. After several 

more minutes of hemming and hawing she decided upon a white linen shirt with a lace 

insert on the back. As she buttoned up the shirt, she gazed down and saw to find a 

coffee stain on the chest. She sat in her clothing cell as a heap as tears flowed, thinking 

even her cherished wardrobe marked her future doom.

“Lilly! Honey what is wrong?” Frank’s voice sounded distant like layers of invisible 

insulation was buffering it. She looked at him through a blurry curtain.

“I’m sorry Frank,” said Lilly. She sniffed. She felt Frank’s large hands gently clamp her 

shoulders, as he pulled her up against his sturdy body. Once standing, she wrapped her 

arms around his back and held him with panic and fear, her head buried into his chest, 

as he gently wiped her tears with the backs of his long fingers, leaning and resting his 

head atop of hers. Their breaths synchronized, while she fed off his energy in silence. 

His whisper gently brought her back to reality, “Lil what is wrong? Hon, I am worried 

about you, you are not your sunny self.”
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She lessened her clench, reluctantly wiggling back, looking up until her red eyes found 

his. She closed her eyes delivering the news, “Frank, Frank…” she hesitated. She felt 

his squeeze of strength. “I know how stressed you are right now. This is such a difficult 

time and I do not want to be adding to it. But you are eventually going to find out, I found 

something terrifying today. I found a small lump in my breast.” Lilly’s glazed eyes 

implored a response from Frank. 

“Oh my God, Lil,” Frank said. She could feel him swallow as she clung to him. Frank, 

drew back from her, and raised his hands. He cradled her face, then looked at her 

firmly. “Lil, my flower, we will get through this, don’t you worry. I am there for you, baby. 

Nothing is going to happen to you. Leave it to me, I will find you the best doctors. Look, I 

bet it`s nothing. You know years ago you had problems. With cysts? I bet it is the same 

thing.” Frank smiled and kissed on her forehead. His confidence delivered momentary 

relief.  

“Frank, I am so sorry. This is the last thing you need right now.”

 “Lilly don`t worry about me. Come on, we said we would go for dinner by the water. 

Let’s get moving before you start a fashion show. Throw anything on Lil. I don’t think you 

have one piece of clothing that doesn’t look fabulous.”

Lilly threw on a top. She always marveled at how Frank was able to deal with everyone 

else’s issues with optimism and authority.  
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Shortly after they started dating, Lilly was particularly vulnerable, worried about her 

father who had just suffered a stroke during the Christmas break. She was living at 

home, helping her mother cope with her convalescing father. Frank, like a knight rode in 

offering suggestions to obtain extended assistance for the care of her father. She and 

her mother were swept up  by his generous support. He was there for her then, she 

knew he would be there for her now.

That night down by the waterfront, Frank and Lilly enjoyed a light meal as they watched 

the sunset over the west end of the harbor. 

“Lilly, it is amazing what has been done to clean up the water front, maybe there is 

some hope for our tired city,” said Frank.

“Mary and I were talking about the aging steel smoke stacks and factories. I have this 

dream that one day they will be tastefully painted forming a backdrop for Canada’s first 

industrial garden,” said Lilly.

“Hmm, an interesting concept, Lil, ya mean that soil and trees would be brought in and 

planted around the old steel factories?” asked Frank.

“Yeh, you see rather than tearing down all the old buildings, they could be the ‘pots’ for 

the trees and gardens. The roofs could be removed, the interiors gutted and capped 

with a rubber membrane, then filled with soil and plant material. It would be an urban 
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forest with an outdoor museum, exhibiting the industrial heritage of the area,” said Lilly, 

her dreamy eyes dancing.

“Lilly, wow, that’s a remarkable concept. So divergent and creative. I’m impressed,”said 

Frank.

“Ouch, I’m more than a pretty face, poet and homemaker, Frank,” Lilly answered with a 

wink, and sarcastic grimace. She noted Frank’s instant flash of worry in his face.

They continued with light conversation while watching the glistening shadows on the 

water and pockets of rising mist, a soothing backdrop to Frank carefully trying to avoid 

any topics that might bring forth stress or controversy. He even surprised Lilly in taking 

initiative in discussing their disheveled garden. 

“Lil, you know,” began Frank, “We need a distraction. Why don’t we resurrect the 

garden? Redo it so it returns to its prime state!” Offered Frank pausing as they walked 

along the waterfront trail.

“Funny you say that. Every day I go out to the garden and see everything disheveled, I 

feel it reflects us, tired and in need of revitalizing, it is depressing! We can take our time 

and really plan out what we want,” said Lilly. “I love the lilies Frank but I would like a 

pergola and maybe a reading area, and oh we could expand the perennials! Maybe off 
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to the side we could create a small putting green so you could practice your short shots 

or chipping?”

“John made a comment today. He suggested I have been suffering from egoitis, a state 

of being self absorbed. I was rather hurt to hear this from John. Then he went on to say 

it appeared that I was obsessing about both the past and the future. He suggested that I 

needed to stay in the now. What do you think?”

Lilly breathed in deep filling her cheeks like two balloons, then let out the air slowly, her 

eyes darting, “Well Frank, let me put it this way,” she took another breath, “You have not 

been the easiest to live with these days. You have been pretty focused on ruminating 

about your plight,” she glanced over, trying to catch his reaction, as she kept her stride.

“Have I been that bad? Really Lil? You know, you haven’t been the easiest to live with 

either my dear princess,” he prompted back defensively, walking with more speed.

“Frank, look I do not want to wreck this great night with an argument.”

“Who is arguing Lil? It’s just that you have been pretty teary and edgy.”

Lilly stopped. Her heart raced as her face flushed. She stared at Frank then crossed her 

arms, “Frank there you go getting defensive. Have you ever thought that maybe I have 

been reacting to your moodiness? Have you ever thought that maybe your retirement 
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might have a significant affect on me? I agree with John. You do seem to be suffering 

from egoitis.” Lilly’s voice was raised. She resumed walking, satisfied that she was 

finally able to speak her mind.

Minutes later she felt his hand on her elbow tugging at her. “Lil, you’re right. I’m sorry. 

We are on the brink of major changes. You’re right, I never really thought of how my 

retirement was going to affect you, affect us.” Frank reached out and gave her a hug. 

“Can you be patient with me?”

Lilly, smiled and shook her head. “Why is it I can never stay angry with you long? Come 

on let’s finish our walk, Prince Charming.”

Lilly suspended her negativity and anxiety for the balance of the weekend as she and 

Frank both tried to keep their conversations light and directed towards their new 

gardening project. Lilly managed to put the lump scare out of her mind, agreeing with 

Frank it probably had something to do with her previous cysts. 

Grey rainy Monday skies greeted Lilly. She was surprised to see that Frank had already 

left. She stretched to see nine registered on the alarm clock, shocked that she slept 

through the alarm and his preparation for work. She appreciated that Frank did not 

wake her up since she found herself particularly tired these days, struggling to feel 

refreshed after a night sleep. 
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After a pit stop in the washroom, she shuffled to the kitchen to prepare coffee. On the 

counter was a note from Frank which read: Honey I didn’t have the heart to wake you. 

Hope all goes well with the doctor. Thanks for your understanding, Love your pain in the  

butt hubby. F

Lilly felt a surge of warmth and a soft lump in her throat, chuckling under her breath, 

She leisurely prepared her breakfast, then sat analyzing her garden as she sipped her 

coffee, rereading Frank’s note. The word, doctor, clicked in her head, as she 

remembered she needed to call to make an appointment to discuss what she had 

found. 

Although Lilly had the self discipline to see her physician once a year for a physical, a 

trip to the doctor was something she tended to avoid. Every year she had a pap but at 

55 she still had never been directed to have a mammogram. Since turning 50 it was a 

mind game of roulette. Every year at her physical, she would have the pap, think her 

doctor was going to request a mammogram, he didn’t.  She didn’t ask. She’d walk out 

feeling a reprieve, trusting that it was not necessary. Instead, she would perform a 

check on herself double checked with her yearly self-exam in her next shower. Then 

after she felt no changes in her breasts, she would heave a big sigh and declare that 

she was okay for another year. It was a simple step by step routine. When she recently 

shared the yearly physical practice with Mary, her friend was appalled and instructed 

her to get to the local Woman’s Health Centre immediately. She told Lilly it operated 
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with patient self referrals. There was no excuse just because her doctor had not ordered 

one. Lilly promised she would, but she continued to procrastinate. 

Now she had to make the call, and why not directly to the clinic? Likely that would 

where her doctor would end up sending her. She grabbed the phone, trying to suppress 

the surge in her stomach but in minutes, after explaining the circumstances, the clinic 

informed her they had a cancelation and secured her an appointment for eleven thirty 

that very morning. 

It seemed like time passed like a blink. She found herself fidgeting, while leafing through 

magazines, waiting for her appointment. She was barely able to read five sentences 

uninterrupted. About her was a welcoming spa like atmosphere. The cozy caramel 

walls, earthy touches of plants, Feng Shui table rock gardens, a soothing fountain and 

melodic drifty music, all seemed to cradle her and helped to relieve some of her 

rumbling tension. 

Lilly was called for her appointment by a middle aged woman with a broad white smile 

and breathy nurturing voice. “Welcome, just follow me if you would. Have you ever had 

a mammogram?”

Lilly stood up and followed answering no, feeling her adrenalin rush.  

96



“Not to worry. It doesn’t last forever. Many women actually have said they imagined it 

worse than the experience,” she smiled. “Here is the locker area. Please remove all 

clothing from the waist up and wear this gown. You’ll see it easily wraps around. Leave 

your clothes in the keyed locker of your choice. Oh and when you are finished, please 

have a seat in the lounge area around the corner.”

Lilly forced a smile and said, “Thanks.”

She felt like Lucille Ball in a wrestling match with the ‘easy to wrap gown’, and was most 

grateful she was alone. After what seemed like an eternity she emerged from the 

curtained cubicle with a sigh, depositing and locking her clothes in the locker, adjusting 

her key bracelet on her wrist. 

As instructed, she peeked around the corner to the beige lounge filled with plush 

chocolate office chairs, a flat screen television, and low level pot lights. There was 

another older woman sitting alone, who smiled and looked up.

“Yes, you are in the right place. Take a seat and watch the short video on the procedure. 

It’s pretty informative. Even better they have the latest magazines.”

“Thanks.” Lilly sat down several seats away, while the video began its fresh loop. Five 

minutes later, she was looking through the latest fashion magazines, relaxing as her 

flushed cheeks returned to normal.
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The mammogram although not the most comfortable procedure, was certainly not as 

terrifying as she had imagined. As the technician, joked and directed her to take her 

position, a metallic giant pressed up again her, promising to deliver the information that 

would leave her worry free, or better yet, save her from living in poisonous ignorance. 

Once done, she dressed and returned to the waiting room for the nurse to give her a 

final okay to leave. It was over, and a giddy nervousness, compelled her to write about 

this unexpectedly refreshing medical experience. Lilly opened her journal losing herself 

in a flow of ideas, feelings and impressions. 

She looked up to see the serene nurse approaching her. She immediately closed her 

book, quickly stood and pried a smile. The nurse, returned a quick professional nod, 

then hesitated. She knew this was not a good sign. She gulped hard. Her stomach 

knotted. 

“Lilly, the doctor would like to review the results with you, if you could follow me,” said 

the nurse motioning in the direction of the office. 

She followed as her legs tingled as she walked down the tan hall, the spa atmosphere 

eroding, leaving her with a sense of a mouse in a maze. 

Later, much later, her subconscious therapeutically translated her emotions into poetry. 
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Strong I am woman I will roar
Standing tough, a force not to ignore
Funny under this steely exterior
A shivering quivering quizzical interior
Like a mouse caught cornered in a maze
Strategizing an escape in a fear ridden daze
A choice to intimidate, growl with an offensive defense
Or reason with the predator, negotiating equitable sense
Confidence is needed for tears will beget squat
A deep breath, courage and decisions will undo the knot
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Chapter 9

Lilly’s red and glassy big brown eyes, her flushed cheeks, her quivering voice, triggered 

Frank’s high alert alarm. 

“It may not be a cyst issue, they need a biopsy,” she softly began..

“When?” he asked, feeling his cheeks flush.

“Next week, on your first day of retirement.”

“Oh.”

“Frank I’m sorry. I am sure it will be benign. Not to worry, Frank. Right? Everything will 

be okay.”

He held her tight, as the room seemed to disappear. “Everything will be fine. Remember 

we’re a team and we’ll conquer it.” In the back of his mind, he thought, “I hope.”

From an hour after Lilly told him the news at dinner, the night after the mammogram, 

every few hours, that vivid scene replayed in his mind, displacing any other thoughts. It 

elicited a heap of reactions, from sweaty palms, to an upset stomach, to the onset of a 

migraine. The compulsion to replay the scene kept him awake and once asleep, woke 

him in the early hours of the morning.  His logical side kept telling himself that all would 
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be fine.Four nights of broken sleep later, combined with the intense last days at work, 

he was beyond tired. He felt chewed up, as if spun out of a high speed blender, splat, 

on a granite counter top. He forced his morning three ‘S” routine and shuffled to the 

kitchen, finishing his typical morning ritual for a last time.

“Lil, it is here, retirement has officially descended. I can’t believe it! I still feel like I have 

more to do, yet I am exhausted. I have never been one for tears, but these days I seem 

to be getting more emotionally choked up. I don’t know if I will be able to say good-bye. 

You know me. I have never been good with goodbyes.” Frank spoke instead of reading 

his paper that morning, fidgeting with his coffee spoon.

“Yes, I remember, when we were younger and went to parties, you would disappear, you 

never wanted to say goodbye. I would turn and end up looking for you for ten minutes 

and realized that you were sitting in the car waiting for me,” chuckled Lilly then adding,  

“Frank you will be fine. You have always been a heartfelt speaker. Think of it as a long  

holiday, not death. Remember, nothing is preventing you from keeping up with people,  

you’ll just see them under different circumstances.”

The rest of his departure, travel and day seemed odd. He tried to relax and concentrate 

on every action he took for the rest of the day in attempt to notice things that he had 

never noticed before, thinking that he really wanted to savour all the nuances, all the 

auditory, visual and kinesthetic sensations, maybe then time would suspend. Maybe, he 

could block out rerunning Lilly’s announcement. 
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Late in the afternoon, Frank stood staring out the picture windows, while he rested his 

arms on the three boxes that represented his forty years of work. One box was filled  

with accumulated mementos, a marble based pen set, several photos taken on special 

golf tournaments and team retreats, his collection of office humour toys given to him as 

stocking stuffers by Lilly, his porcelain china tea mug, and two Waterford crystal highball 

tumblers. The second box was filled with small and medium sized prints and original art 

that he and Lilly had collected on their  international travel. The most treasured, was the 

third box which held his favourite leadership and inspirational books, by Steven Covey,  

Lance  Secretan,  Jim  Collins,  John  Kotter,  Ken  Blanchard,  Joseph Jaworski,  Jim 

Kouzes, Tom Peters and Robert Waterman. 

“Frank, Frank, are you ready? Don’t worry about the boxes, Charles instructed me to 

have them delivered to your home. We need to head to the boardroom for your 

retirement presentation,” encouraged Brooke, tapping his shoulder. “Hey are you okay?”

“Yeah,” responded Frank with glassy eyes. “You know for years we all speak about 

retirement, how we salivate to have the freedom from work, then when it comes, it’s so 

strange. It’s like when we were kids. We used to go on these merry go rounds at the fair. 

The idea was to try and catch the brass ring from this dispenser. It was this coveted 

prize. This one time I managed to get the brass ring. My thrill was short lived though. 

The ring was nice but what I really enjoyed was wanting it and  the challenge of trying to 

get it.”

102



Frank looked away, as his eyes caught Kyle’s boxes stacked in the corner of the office 

ready to claim the space Smart territory. Frank, appreciated the need to make a fast 

transition but really, could they not have been more sensitive?

“A bittersweet moment, eh.”

“Unchartered waters.” Frank smiled quickly continuing, “Yes, let’s get going.” He thought 

about his new journey, supporting Lilly’s battle against cancer. His stomach flipped, 

while his heart started to race, he knew he had to distract his mind, or he might turn into 

a mush ball. “Brooke, tell me about your plans this summer.”

The elevator ride and walk through the maze of cubicle offices flashed by, as he listened 

attentively to every detail of Brooke’s plans for a trip out to Atlantic Canada. This was a 

trip that he and Lilly often spoke about but never took. 

“Brooke, if you get the chance could you send me the list of places you will be staying? 

Who knows maybe Lilly and I will eventually be able to finally make the trip,” he smiled 

as they reached the boardroom.

“Of course, just think now you two will be unstoppable, able to travel the world,” Brooke 

answered bubbling, grandly opening the door.  “There are a couple of special people 

here.”
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Frank was taken aback, as Olivia stepped forward giving her father a big hug, while Lilly 

followed with a kiss on the cheek grabbing his hand. Olivia came home for him. He was 

shocked and deeply touched. 

His eyes widened, taking in the eloquent decorations. The large board table was 

covered in white table cloths, a huge white floral arrangement formed the centerpiece 

with two large lighted hurricane lanterns, a full table of finger foods and desserts and in 

the far corner there was a bar service. Classical music was muted by the  conversations 

and laughter of his staff, senior manager and executives. 

Within minutes the crowd realized the guest of honour arrived and the jovial tone of the 

room deflated slightly. Although there was an awkward fidgeting amongst the guests, 

people gradually mustered up the courage to approach Frank and bestow him with 

thanks and praise for his work ethic, leadership, enthusiasm, kindness, humour and 

integrity.  

Charles, in his usual grand manner, cleared his voice and commanded the attention of 

the group. He began by reflecting on Frank’s management style, “Like a master 

gardener you have nurtured this department, creating a dynamic flourishing culture. You 

have inspired us all here with your integrity, responsiveness, ability to balance priorities 

and abundance of initiative. Through your servant leadership you have instilled trust and 

inspiration amongst all of us here. Thank you. You will be greatly missed. You are a true 
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gardener. Now here is something that you can use towards your two passions, traveling 

with Lilly and visiting Olivia.”

Applause and tears released the awkward tension in the room. Frank smiled and 

felt deep appreciation for the warm words. He stepped forward, rubbing his nose, 

then clearing his throat. He looked over at Lilly then instantly felt a sense of 

peaceful strength. 

“Thanks, thanks so much,” he paused for a long twenty seconds, looking down, 

then looking up, fidgeting from foot to foot. He continued with a slight crack in his 

voice, “ I can’t believe I am at a loss for words.”

Off in the corner one of the juniors from the team yelled out, “Our master strategist!”

Frank humbly bowed his head, feeling his face flush, giving a soft smile, he continued, 

“You know, I see our team like a family. I know that there have been times like with a 

regular family, we have taken each other for granted, or had our disagreements, but we 

have accomplished a great deal. We have stayed true to our vision. It has been a

wonderful position to end an exciting career.”

Applause filled the room. Frank quickly interrupted providing a personalized tribute to 

each person in the room by simply highlighting how each of them or groups of them, 

had inspired or supported him. 

He concluded, “Our team is an example of synchronicity. Something you don’t 

always find. An experience when the whole is greater than the sum of the parts. 
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Kyle you are fortunate. Take care of them and serve them well.”

People in the room smiled, nodded and applauded with enthusiasm. Hugs and

handshakes filled the room. The music was raised, lights dimmed and a 

comfortable hour of socializing allowed Frank to proudly mingle with Lilly and 

Olivia. 

At six o’clock sharp, Charles announced that a surprise had been arranged for 

Frank and his family. Kyle Smart then stepped forward and suggested that he 

would treat with two pitchers of draft at the local pub. In the meantime, all waved 

as Olivia, Lilly and Frank were directed to follow the man in a cap and dark suit. 

“Dad, I am so proud of you. Your speech touched each person there. Wow, you 

are one class act.” Olivia patted her dad on the shoulder.

Lilly, slipped her arm under Frank’s, “She’s right Frank, one class act!” she 

squeezed his hand, looking up. Normally, her expression would have been one 

of beaming pride but tonight they stood staring at each other, locked in 

desperate worry, leaving Frank with a secret desire to disappear for a quiet 

evening cuddling his sweetheart.

Briskly, Olivia shattered the silence, taking charge commanding, “Empty nest 

syndrome sure has you two lovebirds cooing over each other. Man, you’d think 

you only had a week left to live. Come on, let’s go find out what is the surprise! 

We have something to celebrate!” Olivia took the lead down the hall.
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“She’s staying for the week,” Lilly whispered to Frank, “We have time to figure out 

when to tell her.”

Frank winced and nodded. They locked hands, then Frank gave Lilly a quick peck on 

the cheek. As they followed Olivia, Frank remembered times when Olivia was a child, 

her  exuberance, curiosity and reckless nature, usually propelled her to running 

ahead, while either Frank of Lilly would be pleading for her to slow down. Now, 

Frank felt like she was the parent, dragging along the two dawdling kids.  He 

worried as he imagined Olivia’s confident stride breaking once she heard the 

news about her mother. 

Charles had arranged that Frank, Olivia and Lilly were to be chauffeur driven to 

the surprise party location, a treat that Frank normally would appreciate. However, 

tonight, he would have preferred the convenience of his own vehicle, able to plan an 

early escape. Lilly looked like a tired Mona Lisa, poised, pleasant yet preoccupied, as 

Frank noticed her eyes, focusing on everything but the activity of the moment. It pained 

him to see her detached. He wrestled with wanting to hug her in silence, the next 

moment, run away, never looking back. 

Olivia, the first to hop into the limousine, wiggled down the leather side seats with 

childlike excitement, minutes later, pouring and passing glasses of champagne 

while Lilly and Frank slid huddling on the backseat. 

“A toast to the both of you! Dad for finishing a highly successful career and to you 

Mom, for being Dad’s support. You have made a perfect team! The fun is 
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about to begin, as you are finally able to reap the rewards of a lifetime of 

dedication.”

Glasses clanged, while Olivia’s words, ‘reap the rewards’, stung. Rewards of 

what, endless trips to the doctors, nursing care, immobilizing pain, and early 

death? Frank, somberly glanced at Lilly and bowed his head, she gave a forced

toothy ‘cheese’ smile. 

“What is wrong with you two, you are both so serious? Lighten up! Hey

remember when dad rented the limo for your forty-ninth birthday. He thought he

would catch you off guard having a pre-fiftieth celebration. All of us in retro 

seventies outfits, we went on the tour of the Niagara region with six of your 

friends, wineries, the casino, fireworks. The surprise visit from the Elvis 

impersonator. Gee, Dad you spared no expense. You even wore a bandana and 

a shoulder length brown wig, and outfitted mom in that long Cher wig, hippy floral

halter dress, dark pop bottle sunglasses and platform shoes. Remember 

you announced to everyone that it was the Sonny and Cher come back

tour. Oh my goodness, by the end of the night everyone was singing and seat 

dancing. Mary dressed up like Donna Summer and kept singing Love to Love ya 

Baby. It was like a disco on wheels. You two sure know how to kick up your 

heels.”      

Frank chuckled, fond memories came swirling back, overshadowing the worry. 

Impulsively, he turned to Lilly and began singing, “I got you babe! I got flowers in
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the spring, I got you to wear my ring.”

Lilly chimed in with, “And when I'm sad, you're a clown, And if I get scared, you're

always around.”

Together in harmony they sang, “I got you babe!”

“Oh you two are too much. Sickening actually,” she gave a hearty laugh, clinking

their glasses.

Frank appreciated Olivia’s jovial assertiveness, managed to redirect their 

attention to stories down memory lane, filled with laughter, and playful banter as 

they debated whose story details were accurate. 

Twenty minutes later, the driver opened the back door to reveal the mystery 

location. It was the quaint tree adorned Victoria Street, lined with million dollar 

century homes, down from the Dundas Driving Park. It was like they time-traveled to the 

past.

“Frank, oh my goodness, is this not Charles Chamber’s house? It is gorgeous!”

marveled Lilly, her mouth gaping wide.

“You are right Lil, it is. I can’t believe that son of a gun, man I guess he really did 

feel bad about the retirement,” Frank mumbled and shook his head. “I can’t 

believe it. Charles has never had office people over to his house. He is an 

exceptionally private man. He once told me that his house was his sacred 

sanctuary, where he only hosted dearest friends and family. I am honoured.”

109



It was a spectacular night, and to Frank’s relief, an intimate dinner party for six; 

Charles, his wife and thirty year old son, Andrew, joined Frank and his family. 

Frank affectionately watched Lilly hit it off with Charles’ wife Helen, as they 

enthusiastically shared cooking, baking and wine tasting stories, while 

entertained and coached by the red seal chef who was hired to prepare and 

serve the five course gourmet meal with wine pairings. The women seemed to be 

floating in gourmet heaven. 

Frank was sharing travel stories with Charles, when he looked at his watch and 

was shocked to see it was midnight. Their wives were still passionately sharing

decorating tips, reading lists and to Frank’s shock, poetry. Lilly rarely shared her 

very private indulgence, her love of poetry. Looking across the room, Olivia and 

Andrew too appeared to be not short for conversation.

“Charles, this was one therapeutic evening. I can’t thank you enough. Lil and I 

have had a lot on our minds of late.”

“Say no more Frank. Retirement is always a huge step. I think for us workaholics 

it is a death, a death to our all consuming identity for all those years. You know I 

cringe to think of it. Helen keeps warning me to expand my interests, start 

cultivating projects or hobbies that I can turn to when the work chapter comes to 

a close. The problem for me is I do enjoy the challenge and power at work. I 

guess it is an addiction of sorts. But enough about me. Frank you have always 

loved to travel, and I seem to remember you used to love gardening. You have 
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two passions right there!”

“Yeah, you’re right!” Frank gave a heavy sigh. “A lot to think about!”

“Frank, pal, that day I had to tell you about the forced retirement, that was one of 

the toughest moments of my career. Your speech today about family, struck a 

cord with me. We have had our differences, but after years of working together, 

we have accomplished a lot. Remember I told you, only special people 

are invited to our home, well brother, you and your family are always welcome.”

Charles extended his hand to Frank. The two men shook hands then embraced patting

each other on the back. 

“Thanks, Charles that means a lot.” Frank nodded, “Hey Olivia and Lilly, it’s 

midnight, I better get you two princesses home before you turn into pumpkins.”

“Dad, really, I’m twenty nine. Give me a break!”

Fifteen minutes later, with rounds of hugs and profuse thank yous, the driver 

escorted Frank’s clan into their awaiting limousine. The ride home was quiet as 

Lily and Olivia dozed, heads propped together. 

Frank stared out at the dark streets, replaying his conversation with Charles and images 

of Lilly’s haunting detachment.
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Chapter 10

Lilly, turned down Pachelbel’s Canon, on her car stereo, as she stretched her head side 

to side imagining the violin massaging and unknotting the tension in her neck and 

shoulders. She ordered a medium coffee with milk from a drive-through, having left

the house early in anticipation of traffic along the Greater Toronto Area highways. She 

was heading to Lester B. Pearson airport. Her CD player was armed with her two 

favourite soothing classical albums. Today her timing was critical, given she was picking 

up Olivia, early afternoon and returning to Hamilton in time to surprise Frank at his 

retirement presentation.

Minutes later, the traffic opened up and Lilly found herself, cruising at full speed, 

windows and sunroof open, symphonic music, enjoying the sun dancing in and out 

of the cumulus clouds. 

The day she and Frank dropped Olivia off at the airport, to leave for her present job,

they both watched their little girl, then a young capable woman, head off with two  

suitcases in tow. She was  ready to assume her first big break, with the largest 

advertising firm in Britain, Abbott Mead Vickers, as a new recruit for the Graduate 

Academy. Now, two years later, after long hours of work, Olivia was returning as a 

junior sales manager. Lilly smiled with great pride thinking about her daughter’s high 

energy, creativity, warm engaging personality and exceptional business savvy.

Lilly’s smile, faded, and her hair stood on end as she gripped the steering wheel and 

braked seeing the lighted tail lights. This slow expected deceleration, changed in a flash 

when the cars ahead seemed to stop in an instant. She swallowed hard, her sweaty 
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palms slid on the steering wheel. What seemed like slow motion, she turned to her 

right, looked for extra room to pull the car to a stop, noted a clearing, and in a flash

pulled to the  curb lane, avoiding a rear ender. Lilly took a deep breath and for a 

second, while stopped, closed her eyes, and rolled her shoulders.

“That was close, Lilly,” she whispered.

The grid lock traffic did not seem to be loosening anytime soon. She was still 

thirty five minutes away, without any traffic, but now stuck, she resigned herself to the 

situation, lowering the music a touch, noting the earlier puffy clouds darkening.

Inching along again, her mind drifted to the phone call when Frank announced 

his retirement to Olivia. Lilly, could hear the quiver in her daughter’s voice after 

her dad made it clear that he would not have changed anything from the past. 

When she phoned Olivia several days later to set up a surprise visit for the retirement 

party, Olivia had addressed the issue with her.“Mom how could he say that? How could 

he say that he would not have done anything differently? Sure he was a great provider

but we hardly saw him. Did he not miss us? What about you two?”

Although Lilly deep down felt the same way, her reassuring voice told Olivia that 

there was really no choice if he was to get ahead.

Rarely did Lilly and Olivia exchange heated words but this time Olivia snapped 
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back, “That’s bullshit, mom! Look at me now, I am making the choice to change my work 

schedule and fly out to share in this special occasion. It won’t be easy mom, but I am 

going to do it.”

“Olivia, now let’s not be overly dramatic.”

“Mom, talk about drama? Dad’s the drama king. He used the woe is me, I can’t take off 

time, I can’t get home, constantly through his career. He’s the martyr. I am making a 

decision to come home, happily I might add.”

Lilly thought over those last four words, ‘happily I might add’, and wondered if Olivia was 

coming home to relax and enjoy the event and holiday or was she ready to have it out 

with her dad? Was it going to be a battle of the egos?

In many respects, Olivia was just like her father; driven, filled with high energy, and a  

dog with a bone, when a point was to be made. Lilly cringed, as thoughts of her news 

loomed. How was she going to break the news about her health? 

Lilly continued to inch her way ahead, traveling the distance of one exit in half an hour. 

Finally, merging traffic revealed a two car accident. Once passed, Lilly was able to 

speed up to the limit, now hopeful that there would be no further delays.

Ten minutes from the airport, Lilly’s fears were traded by excited thoughts 

of the return of her grown princess. So close to her reunion, she felt her heart race, 

as she approached the busy and  intimidating series of exits leading to the terminals. 
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Just as she spotted the sign directing airport traffic to the left, the skies opened up a 

downpour. A car honked, passing her as she clicked her fast wipers, and leaned 

forward, slowing down to read the signs directing traffic towards the airlines and their 

appropriate terminals. She drove by the first sign so frazzled, that she could not 

remember if the first exit was for terminal one, included Olivia’s airline, Air Canada.

Panic stricken, she opted to follow the road for terminal one and take her chances, as 

she was determined not to be late. To her assurance, her risk taking paid off and within 

minutes having parked the car she was speed walking to the arrival gate.

Lilly’s  eyes  darted  over  every  passenger  walking  through  the  sliding  doors,  and 

frantically scanned the waiting crowd. She walked over to the arrivals board, studying it  

in a trance like state, when stunned by arms reaching around her, squeezing her tight, a 

delicate slightly musky floral whiff tickled her nose, and a rich, enthusiastic, breathy tone 

behind her ear whispered, “Mom! Mom! Surprise!”

Lilly turned around, jumping back, intuitively knowing she was safe, yet dazed by the 

loving ambush. She reached up and gave Olivia a long hug, noting that she seemed 

even thinner. Tears flowed.

“Olivia, you rascal! You always enjoyed scaring me! How long have you been waiting,” 

Lilly asked kissing her daughter’s cheek. 
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“Actually mom, just as you turned to look at the board, I was coming through the gate, I 

was hoping I could rush over and take you by surprise. Hey mom, are you okay, you 

look tired.”

“No, I’m fine dear. Menopause can play havoc with your sleep patterns. Well let’s get  

going, we have to rush back. Looks like you brought the rain from London,” Lilly grinned 

and grabbed her arm, as they made their way to the car.

Their drive back was smoother than the trip in. The rain had stopped and they were 

ahead of the late afternoon traffic. Lilly listened to Olivia’s adventures in London and 

stories of work in advertising. They arrived at the boardroom with fifteen minutes to 

spare, enough time for Lilly to freshen up and gain her composure; adding an extra 

stroke of lipstick.

Olivia’s carefree blonde curly bob, balanced her conservative white blouse and navy 

pinstripe suit, patent leather pumps and white pearls. Regally she extended her hand to 

all, taking charge of the introductions. Standing beside her, in a navy double breasted 

dress and patent sling backs,  apart  from her  slightly sturdier  build,  Lilly couldn’t  be  

missed as the matriarch, with their similar round facial features, large brown eyes and 

shorter version of the stylized blonde locks.

The door opened, as Lilly peered over the crowd, hiding their presence.  Brooke led  

Frank over, just as Olivia walked out. Lilly watched Frank’s face drop and his eyes well  
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up, as they embraced. His pride and love for his daughter beamed as he immediately 

began to introduce her to Brooke. 

She then stepped forward, Frank gave a smirk then gave her a big hug, whispering in  

her ear, “Lil, this is the best surprise! My protégé is home! Our princess!”

Lilly listened to Frank’s speech with great pride. She watched as he spoke with warmth 

and honesty.  Woman and men could be seen dabbing at  the corners of their  eyes 

nonchalantly with a pinkie or index finger. In a strange way, she too felt like she was 

retiring, albeit without the fanfare. Smugly she knew that she was Frank’s true primary 

administrative assistant, not the cute, overly confident and proficient, leggy, Brooke. At 

the end of his speech, it was Lilly to whom Frank immediately turned with unwavering 

eyes.

The balance of the evening took them all by surprise. At first, Lilly struggled to sustain 

the  energy to  continue with  the  dinner  surprise.  She was most  grateful  for  Olivia’s 

positive, entertaining energy. Charles mentioned to Lilly he had a dinner planned and 

they would not have to worry about driving, but to be chauffeured. Olivia managed to 

loosen the mood, coaxing them down memory lane. It didn’t take much before Lilly and 

Frank found themselves  singing  and remembering  how much they enjoyed a  good 

party.
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The biggest shock was the arrival at Charles Chamber’s home for a private catered 

meal. They had never fostered a social relationship with the Chambers, however, Lilly 

knew Charles and Frank were close and felt Frank’s pain when Charles called him in to  

announce his early retirement. Lilly was grateful that Charles reconciled with Frank and 

delighted in her discovery that she and Helen were kindred spirits. Secretly, the best  

part of the evening appealed to her sense of romance, as she watched  Andrew and 

Olivia hit it off sharing business and travel stories. Although totally premature, if she 

could hand pick a lovely family for Olivia to marry into, it would be the Chambers.

Their ride home that night was quiet. Lilly enjoyed snuggling up next to Olivia. Lulled by 

the floating shocks of the limo, she struggled to keep her eyes open, spying on Frank 

sitting  alone on the side bank,  staring  out  the window,  deeply lost  in  thought.  She 

deferred asking him his thoughts until the morning.

As usual Lilly woke at five, slipped out of bed, down the hall, floating through the 

dark kitchen. She opened the French door, allowing for the cool dawn air to waft, 

tickling her bare toes, refreshing her hot skin. She could hear the chirping 

serenade begin as her feathered friends commenced their territorial preparation 

for the day. 

These sweat-drenched, heart-racing wake-ups, were evolving into an annoying 

routine, switching her mind into overdrive, often leaving her restless and frustrated by 

midday. 
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Since the confirmation that further investigation was needed after her mammogram, her 

sleep patterns had grown even more erratic. She was beginning to learn that tossing 

and turning in bed only magnified her anxiety, while the extra effort of rising, although 

frustrating at first, presented a tranquil, sacred encounter with the present, where no 

one or nothing, other than Mother-Nature, would invade her privacy. She wondered if 

the tweets, had an agenda, to cajole her to join their morning meditation praising The

Divine for another blessed day? Were they trying to steadily convince her of the power 

of prayer, as it embraced her with a sense of hope and faith- something of which she

was now in urgent need.

Lilly sat at the kitchen table, first she grabbed the journal and pen she always left 

on the kitchen table in case a special thought needed to be recorded. This was one of 

those  odd  moments  of  disconcerting  peace,  inevitable  yet  rousing,  she  quickly 

scratched her thoughts in sloppy handwriting. 

Once the deed was complete, she inhaled deeply putting down the pen then exhaled 

while  on  each hand,  positioned the  tips  of  her  middle  fingers  and  thumbs so  they 

touched, as they lay relaxed and open. She closed her eyes. 

She was again at the Chamber’s. Her eyes closed, she began to breathe in deep to the  

count of ten then out to the count of ten, several times. She remembered reading Ekhart  

Tolle, directing people to get into the meditation mode simply by concentrating on the 

act of breathing. Once relaxed and peaceful, she began her prayer of thanks, “I give 

thanks for the wonderful retirement send off. I give thanks for the reconciliation between 
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Frank and Charles. Thank you for the opportunity to get to know Helen, a new friend.  

Thank you for the time with Olivia. I give thanks the growth was found now not later.”

She stopped and continued to focus on her breathing, counting to ten in and out 

for several more rounds. She then continued, “Dear Lord, forgive me for my impatience 

of late with Frank. Forgive me for my impatience with everyone, as I learn to come to 

accept my circumstances with joy, peace and faith. Guide me to be positive in my 

outlook.”

Closing  her  eyes,  Lilly  found  herself  getting  distracted  with  planning  and  what  if  

thoughts. Realizing that this was a waste of her precious quiet time, she remembered 

Tolle’s words in A New Earth, “Being aware of your breath forces you into the present  

moment- the key to all inner transformation. Whenever you are conscious of the breath,  

you are absolutely present.” ( p 246) and returned to concentrating on every breath, 

taking great effort to breath slowly and deeply, allowing her thoughts to float by, leaving 

her mind at peace and open.

Later, she would be grateful for the sleeplessness, knowing it was opening opportunities  

for her to grow spiritually, but at the moment she remained in this suspended relaxed 

state of solace, until she felt the touch of Frank’s hand.

“Lil, hey hon, what are ya doing?” he whispered.
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She opened her eyes to find Frank leaning over, looking at her with beseeching eyes. A 

pink halo surrounded Frank’s head shoulders and upper body, as the fuchsia sun rose 

behind him. Lilly was entranced in silence.

“Lil, seriously are you okay?”

“I’m fine Frank,”  she dreamily responded. She blinked and slowly the soft  pink light  

disappeared.  “I  have  been  using  the  early  morning  wake  ups  as  opportunities  to 

meditate and it seems to be working. What are you doing up so early?”

“Oh same as you, woke and my mind started to chase thoughts. I noticed that you were 

up so I decided to come down and find you. How about I make coffee this morning?”

Lilly  nodded.  “Frank,  last  night,  I  watched  you  staring  out  the  limo  window lost  in  

thought, what were you thinking about?”

Frank began measuring out the coffee and water, taking his time to answer. “Lil, I was 

thinking about you. I was feeling guilty that in my speech I never thanked the two most  

important people, you and Olivia. Lilly, I got to thinking that you were and are such a 

huge part of my success. I could not have done it without you. My retirement celebration 

was as much a celebration of you and of us.”
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Lilly, was lost for words. Touched deeply that he would have come to this epiphany, she 

silently walked over to him, embracing him, resting her head on his chest. She pulled 

back and was about to speak when his fingers touched her lips.

“When I was young I thought that providing for the family was my most important job;  

the more money the better, as this would mean that our family would have a better 

lifestyle. Lilly, we agreed to assume traditional roles; you would stay home and I would 

be the breadwinner. You told me, point blank that I  was to go out and do whatever  

necessary to  make it,  and that  you would stay home, raising our  daughter.  I  really 

appreciated this clarity and freedom, Lil.”

Lilly beamed as she opened her mouth to speak, but Frank interrupted, “Lil, please I  

have been thinking about this all night, I have to get it off my chest. The problem was 

and often still  is,  management styles that  idolize a super efficient  corporate culture,  

setting the scene for hyper competition. Companies promise advancement and loyalty 

to those willing to emulate an intense productive work ethic, often to the detriment of an 

employee’s personal life.” He paused.

Lilly rubbed his hands, grimacing as she held back tears, “Our family is a prime example 

of this fallout,” he finally said. “Our egos are fanned as we sacrificed in the name of  

company profits. Since long hours of overtime keep us at the office, many of us were  

seduced into the workaholic mentality of corporate devotions, losing sight of our real 

families at home. The worse part is family problems and tensions are avoided, left in the 
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hands of the spouse carrying the load at home. Oh sure, the one in the forefront of  

business  gets  all  the  public  recognition  and  prestige  of  position,  meanwhile  their 

success in part is greatly due to the other person assuming all  the extra stress and 

problem solving of family life that can get in the way of climbing the corporate ladder. 

The irony, is so often family relationships are avoided yet replaced with obsessions over 

corporate politics. Lilly you have given to me endlessly while I took all I could get. I was 

so wrapped up in my work ego I forgot about my role as a husband and present father.  

Shit, Lilly I was like a Disney Dad, you were like a single parent, but worse you were 

tied to a lonely marriage. I watch the intimacy you have fostered in your relationship with 

Olivia. I  am jealous. Olivia’s question on the phone the other day haunts me. Would I 

have done it different if given the choice? Man I am not sure, I thought I was doing what  

was right, what was expected.” Frank’s voice started to quiver, “Oh kiddo, now that you 

might be fighting cancer,” his eyes filled and released tears.

Lilly swallowed hard, holding Frank close. Lilly knew they wept for the past, they wept  

for the future, all in hopes to cleanse the now. 

Their sacred healing was disturbed by footsteps. They looked up with red eyes to see 

Olivia dumbfounded standing at the kitchen door.

“Cancer?” Her voice seemed raised, “Who has cancer?”

Left open on the kitchen table was Lilly’s scrawl from the early morning hours:
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We all stand alone...within the echoes of our own minds....if ours is the voice that only 
knows silence ....then to whom should we turn to for help...
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Chapter 11

Frank  held  Lilly  tightly,  shaking  his  head  closing  his  eyes,  whispering,  “Go  Olivia,  

please.”

He watched as Olivia stood in the doorway, like the grand inquisitor, with no intention of  

moving. Why was there no escape from Olivia’s persistence? Frank knew that  they 

were unable to hide the pain in their eyes. He gave up and stared back. He watched 

Olivia’s scrutinizing glare soften. Her eyes squinted, closing in slow motion while her 

cheeks winced, her lips caved then opened with a frail  moan. He had no energy to 

move. No energy to argue. Frank felt like Lilly’s hollow stone guard.

She ran up,  placing her  arms around both her  parents.  He felt  like their  roles had 

reversed again; his daughter, assuming the role of parent, while Lilly and he stood like 

twins, waiting for direction or reassuring words. 

“Oh my God, mom and dad! Oh my God!” cried Olivia. “Nothing is going to happen to 

either of you. We will get the best doctors.”

Lilly looked up at Frank. He felt her squeeze him, then she turned with gentle fortitude.  

“Olivia we were going to tell you, but yesterday with your arrival, then with the party, it 

just didn’t seem like the right time,” said Lilly, now holding Olivia gently by the shoulders,  

“Please forgive us.”
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“Is it you mom? Do you have cancer?” said Olivia audibly swallowing.

“Well, we are not one hundred percent sure, but, yes, it is me. I found a small lump in 

my breast. I had a physical examination, several mammograms and an ultrasound and 

on Monday I will be having a biopsy. The ultra sound indicated that the lump consisted 

of some solid parts, therefore, it was decided that to be on the safe side, a biopsy would  

be taken. I have been reassured that four out of five biopsies are not cancerous. I am 

sure it is nothing Olivia,” explained Lilly in her take charge firm upbeat tone, delivering 

her ‘mom’ smile. Frank watched as she ran her hand through Olivia’s hair, as she used 

to when Olivia was a child.

Frank quietly stepped back with a strained smile, turning.

“How about a round of coffee? This has been quite the wake up call,” he said facing the 

backsplash, with both hands planted firmly on the counter, holding himself up.

“Sure dad, thanks,” answered Olivia, now with her arm around her mom, escorting her 

to the table, while the full  sun rose, drying the morning dew of the lightly glistening 

garden. 

“Mom, remember, when you and dad set flagstones in the garden in a winding path? 

You both told me that it was the magical fairy wishing walk. That if I walked along the 

path making wishes they just might come true. I remember the tiny fairy figurines in the 
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garden along the path and we would go on fairy hunts at dusk, imagining that we saw 

the wee people, jointly creating stories and poems about these folk. Sometimes, I would 

find special hidden notes and treats. Dad, you always seemed in shock that something  

was left. I really believed it was the fairies that performed this magic - until I was about  

ten. Even then, when I figured it was probably you, I still pretended it wasn’t. Dad you 

played along with the ruse. You used to say you saw flashes of light around an area 

where a note or treat had been left. You told me that the twinkles were the wee folk. I 

always  felt  a  sense  of  hope  when  I  wished  along  the  path.  Nothing  seemed 

insurmountable, as long as I kept my hope. I wish that the path was still properly there.  

We all could use the inspiration.”

“We have been talking about redoing the backyard. It might make for a useful distracting 

project.” Frank continued. “Actually, recently I was reminiscing about how I would enjoy 

creating a world of make believe for you, Olivia. Funny enough, during those times, I 

would escape into a fantasy world, like a kid, distracted from work. The garden was an 

escape. Now that I have the time, I’d like to recreate it for you girls. Kind of a thank you.”

“Awe dad, you’re getting all mushy,” said Olivia.

Clearing his throat while rolling his shoulders, he took a sip of coffee. Then he cleared 

his  throat  again  and  began,  “Olivia,  last  night  while  I  watched  you  and  your  mom 

cuddled up in the limo, I felt great guilt for not mentioning both of you in my retirement  

speech. As I said to your mom my success can be greatly attributed to both of you. Not 
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only did you bring those magical moments into my life, but you were both patient and 

supportive while I was working up the corporate ladder. ”

“That’s great dad. I appreciate the thought, but seriously, if you had to do it all over 

again, would you have chosen the same path?” asked Olivia, giving an encouraging 

smile. 

Frank paused.  He looked at  Olivia,  but  before  he could  answer,  Lilly  exchanged a 

worried glance with Frank then extended her hand, gently touching Olivia’s, in a gesture 

to calm and redirect the conversation. He could sense that Lilly’s intuition was cuing her 

that this conversation was about to take a sour turn. Frank winced as he saw Olivia 

flash a sharp look at her mother.

“Mom, no, please, I don’t need a patronizing pat on the hand. I want dad to answer.”

Frank brought his hand up, resting his chin on the back of his hand, as his fingers 

sealed his mouth and he stared off into the garden. He could feel Olivia’s eyes. Silence 

filled the room. He was trapped again. He took a long drink of his java, then ran his 

hand through his hair. 

“Olivia, like I said, I appreciate all the patience and understanding from you and your 

mom. Your mom has been my biggest fan and supporter. I told her this morning that the 

retirement celebration was as much a tribute to her, well to us as a team. That we as a  
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family have sacrificed a lot in the name of getting ahead in the corporate world,” he 

replied curtly.

“Yes, we did sacrifice, Dad. Actually mom really is the one who held it together for all of  

us. In some ways it’s surprising that she hasn’t gotten ill earlier given the pressures of 

holding up the fort alone,” sarcastically responded Olivia.

“Olivia, my illness has nothing to do with your father working. Please let’s drop it.”

“No mom, I’m not dropping it, pretending that tense undercurrents haven’t existed. He 

wasn’t here to see your sadness and loneliness. I  did. Dad you showed up like the 

KING! You would charm us and share the glories of achievement. We applauded you 

and were grateful for those moments we could be together. In the meantime, we sat  

home like the maids in waiting,” said Olivia, getting up and pacing across the kitchen.

“Olivia, please you don’t understand…” interjected her mom, rolling her eyes taking a 

deep breath, shaking her head, looking at Frank.

“Mom, no, I don’t get it. Like I said before we all have choices, so dad’s choices have  

shown me that pursuing the almighty buck, power and prestige are the most important,”  

replied Olivia, indignantly.
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“Olivia, listen I hear your disappointment as a child, that I was not around more, but I did 

it  for  you  and your  future.  I  worked those hours  because I  wanted you  to  have  a  

comfortable lifestyle, not want for anything. I think I was able to provide that for you. As 

far as your mom, she told me right from the beginning that I had her blessing to do 

whatever I needed to do to get ahead, that she would stay home, caring for the family.  

You fail to see, our perspectives as parents who just wanted the best for our family. If 

given the choice to not provide this lifestyle, work less or not to achieve the income that 

we have now, I would still opt for the financial security. Sorry Olivia, the moment you 

were born I promised that I would protect and provide for you, and I do believe I did  

that.” 

“Okay, I’ll give you that, we have lived a great lifestyle, but to what expense? You have 

always spoken about the importance of making effective choices. You connected with 

those at the office for the monetary gain, and as your staff outlined yesterday, a great  

purveyor of  relationships and service. I  think I remember Charles calling you a true 

servant leader, but didn’t you miss connecting with us? I actually think mom was the 

servant leader, humbly facilitating all our needs. Sure you were a great manager, but 

remember every step of the way you had your ego fed.”

There it went again, the reference to the ego. Frank was caught off guard. He stared at  

Olivia long and hard.
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Abruptly Lilly stood and raised her voice, “Olivia, you just have no idea of the intricacies  

of a marriage, parenting and what might be going through your dad’s head right now.  

For heaven’s sake please, back off and show some compassion.”

Frank watched as Lilly walked out of the room one way and Olivia mumbled, “I’m going 

out into the garden.”

Frank sat quiet, his head lowered staring at his folded hands around his coffee cup. 

Egoitis, ego, work, were all words that rattled his struggle with retirement grief. Olivia’s 

slamming insights made him want to sit Olivia down for a heart to heart, explaining his 

career, highlighting his accomplishments, comparing how his career path was certainly 

not  as  debilitating  as  some  of  his  other  colleagues  who  ended  up  as  alcoholics, 

divorced, on stress leave or moving many more times. He didn’t do that bad a job. Why 

did she want him to denounce his chosen path? He needed her approval, after all, he  

did this all for her and Lilly. He was not used to being anything but his little princess’ 

knight in shining armour. 

His eyes scanned the kitchen, noting the striking red title Egonomics on the white cover 

of the book that John had passed on to him after their day golfing. He chuckled to 

himself thinking he was now feeling haunted by the ego ghost. He walked over and read 

the subtitle, What Makes our Ego our Greatest Asset or Most Expensive Liability by 

David Marcum and Steven Smith. Thinking of John’s high endorsement of the book, he 

decided he needed to find the time to begin reading it.
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He heard the squawk of the ego posturing blue jay and looked out to see that Olivia’s 

presence on the path was annoying the feathered resident. He put the book down and 

walked outside, smirking seeing Olivia bent over pulling weeds around the flagstones, 

giving the mouthy bird a scowl.

“Hey, I guess we’re not the only grouchy ones around here, eh?” said Frank.

Olivia shook her head replying, “Yep he sure is a mouthpiece.”

“Listen, Olivia, I hear your pain and anger. I am sorry you feel this way.  And given your  

mom’s potential illness right now, yes I feel some guilt, but ruminating about the past is  

not going to help us right now. Plus you are only here for a short time, we don’t need to 

spend it in negativity. Are you willing to call a truce?” asked Frank.

Olivia looked up innocently, a look he remembered when she felt bad for something she 

said or had done. She spoke as she stood, “Sorry dad, you’re right. I guess this has 

been on my mind for awhile and given the scary situation with mom, well, I guess the 

combo triggered my explosion. You’re right this is the last thing mom needs right now.”

Frank put his arms around his daughter, then asked “Now Liv, what were you up to?”he  

asked.
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Olivia  smiled, “Geez dad it has been awhile since you called me Liv. I always loved that 

nickname, it is such an energizing nickname, sort of a command, live, it is full of action.  

Just trying to pull up some of these weeds so I can clear the old magical fairy wishing 

walk. Mom might really enjoy that right now.”

“Your mom and I have been talking about redoing the garden. I guess you would like it if  

we kept the flagstone walk?”

“You have to keep the magical fairy wishing walk, the garden would never be the same. 

I always had dreams that if I ever had children I would bring them along the walk,” 

looked up Olivia.

“You are here for a week? Let’s make the most of it. We used to golf nine holes, are you  

game? We could go at the end of the day,” grinned Frank.

“You know dad I haven’t been for a long time, but, yes that would be fun for old times’ 

sake. I could only handle nine holes though. I know I can’t beat you on the fairways but I 

think I can challenge you on the greens.”

“If I win at putting, you owe me a wash, wax and vacuum of the black beast.” Frank said 

teasing her.

“And if I win, you owe me a new pair of shoes from David William!”
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“You’re on!” laughed Frank walking away to book the tee time.

Lilly  walked  up  shaking  her  head.  “So  I  see  you  two,  stubborn  goats  have  made 

amends. As fast as you both go at it, you always make up quick. I guess the fiery nature  

comes from your side of the family,” said Lilly winking then continuing, “Frank, I was 

thinking I would take Olivia out for lunch and shopping therapy,” Lilly announced while 

he made his way to the phone.

“Lil, can you have her back by three thirty, I wanted to take her golfing for nine holes. I  

think we need some dad and daughter time to rebalance,” Frank hesitated picking up 

the phone, giving a hopeful wincing grin.

“Good idea,” nodded Lilly. She promptly shouted out to Olivia, “Hey, Olivia, how about  

we quickly get ready and head out for a shop and lunch date?”

Olivia stood up immediately, “Shopping and lunch, I’m there!”

Frank took a  deep breath,  happy that  they had all  chosen to  shake off  the  earlier  

tension;  a  reminder  of  their  typical  cycles  of  releasing  stress  when  Olivia  was  a 

teenager. In minutes his tee time was booked. Now with time to spare, seeing Olivia  

trying to clean up the path, motivated him to begin thinking about the garden makeover. 

It had been a number of years since he experimented with garden design. He decided 

to head off to the local garden center for inspiration. 
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By mid morning, he found himself sauntering up and down the long isles of the garden  

center looking at all  the early summer plant specimens. He was mesmerized by the 

wide colour variety of the irises and their dramatic petals. He decided that they were 

Mother Nature’s ruffle plant and that they were a must in the new garden given Lilly’s  

love  of  wearing  ruffles.  Another  plant  that  intrigued him was  the  delicate  yet  hardy 

growth pattern of the Kiss Me Over the Garden Gate, an annual, that he was sure would 

attract butterflies, Olivia’s quiet passion since she was a child. 

He  took  out  a  notepad  and  began  a  list  of  flowers  and  shrubs  that  he  felt  would 

transform their present unkempt patch into an evolving display of colour, texture and 

scent from the spring to the fall. Although he wanted the garden to have an old-fashion  

feel, with perennials, he did choose some of the lower border annuals. Two hours later 

his pad, was filled with names, growth sizes, blooming periods and sun requirements. 

Walking out to the parking lot,  he couldn’t  help but  notice the striking large brightly 

coloured floral graphic poster on the nursery’s bulletin board advertising a contest for 

their first annual garden contest. Frank, stopped and read: 
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Omni Oasis Contest

 Create your Ultimate Garden Getaway

(a refuge for you and your garden guests to escape from the maddening world) 

Criteria: Theme based choice of plants and design that reflect a particular place or 

fantasy.  The more inventive the better! 

Bonus! A twenty percent discount on top of our lowest price will be given for all 

registered participants. 

Judging: Over the last weekend of September

Prizes awarded: Thanksgiving weekend.

Frank’s heart started to race. He needed not just a project but enjoyed competition. This 

contest sounded like it would be the perfect challenge. Whistling, he marched out of the 

garden center, with a grin.

Famished upon arrival back home, and knowing that Lilly had stocked the fridge with 

cold cuts, cheeses, specialty breads and salad, he salivated anticipating building the 

biggest and best sandwich. Normally, he was either too rushed, too tired, or, he hated to  

admit, shamefully deferred being served by Lilly. Today, with the ladies of the house 

gone,  he  was  looking  forward  to  taking  the  time  to  prepare  the  mother-load  of 

sandwiches. 

Opening  the  stainless  steel  fridge,  he  tossed  a  mountain  of  potential  sandwich 

ingredients onto the counter; he liked his options when creating. Fifteen minutes later, 
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his giant sized grainy rye bread creation was complete filled with inches of four types of  

cold cuts, tomatoes, iceberg lettuce, pickles, havarti cheese, olives, slivers of red onion, 

Dijon honey mustard, low fat mayonnaise and the crowning jewels, hot peppers.

He couldn’t wait to dig into his creation but knew after all this time making it, he was 

going to take his time when savoring each salty, spicy, crunchy, grain filled bite. This 

was one lunch that he would not eat on the run. He grabbed a cold beer, took the time  

to put out a placemat and finally sat at his kitchen table, grabbing two large homemade 

chocolate chip cookies, for his finale. Taking a deep breath, he bit  into his towering 

sandwich. Oh, nothing tasted so good! He savoured it slowly as he took in the garden,  

noting which plants were worth keeping.

Once finished, he felt drowsy and stuffed. While cleaning he wiped the counter lifting up 

the Egonomics book. Again the ego topic seemed to be in his face, reminding him of his  

earlier  commitment to reading the book. Knowing that he would be golfing in a few 

hours, he decided to take the book out and relax reading on the chaise. Stretching out, 

under the shade of the honey locust, he began. The message was clear and easy to 

read, while the poplar trees, rustled in relaxing waves. While reading, his mind drifted to 

the number of times in business he found that ego got in the way of productivity and 

economic growth.

He closed his eyes, thinking about these scenarios. Then his mind drifted to memories 

of Lilly walking Olivia at four years, down the magical fairy wishing walk. Pastel skies 

137



complimented the garden display as the evening light formed glowing bubbles around 

giggling Lilly and Olivia, while minute twinkling flashes, added the extra magic to the 

memory. Frank fell into a deep slumber. 

He awoke to a feathery tickle under his nose and delicate laughter. Frank rubbed his 

nose and squinted, thinking he saw flashes of orange and gold dance around their fairy 

path.  His  heart  began to  race slightly.  He sat  up,  rubbing his  eyes  refocusing,  but 

noticed the garden had not  changed,  nor  were there any goodwill  fairies delivering 

wishes.
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Chapter 12

“Mom, you certainly know where to shop. I love Ricky’s Discount Diva! You know,  isn’t it  

hilarious? If your buddies, Maya and Jane knew where you bought most of your clothes, 

they would be in shock. I’m going to need an extra suitcase to take home all these 

finds,” declared Olivia with a beam of accomplishment.

“Well the half hour drive to Oakville is worth it. I must also say I do enjoy periodically  

walking along Lakeshore, taking in their bustling high end shops and trendy restaurants.  

Lunch at Paradiso was delicious, as usual. Well it looks like I got you back with enough 

time to get ready for your golf game. He will be shocked we are early. I am sure he is  

cleaning his clubs as we speak, revved to get on the course,” chuckled Lilly pulling into 

the driveway.

Lilly watched her daughter enthusiastically gather her packages and head for the front  

door reminding her of the times when as a child she would race from the car all excited 

to  unpack her  newly purchased treasures.  She heard Olivia’s  voice call  out  for  her 

father, as Lilly sauntered behind. She managed to catch Olivia dash outside, ready to 

pounce on Frank who was sprawled on the lounger.

“Dad! Dad I can’t believe it, you’re not ready,” surprised Olivia touching his shoulder.

“Olivia, it’s not good to shock an old man. Do you want me to have a heart attack?” 
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Lilly laughed as Frank jumped, turning around, looking perplexed. “Well, she did it to  

you too.  I  got  my scare  at  the  airport.  Listen  you  two,  I’ve  got  to  lay down.  I  feel 

particularly drained. Enjoy the golf.”

Frank promptly got up and followed his chattering daughter inside. Lilly listened to Olivia 

describe her trip to St. Andrew’s golf course in Scotland with an escalating voice and 

detail. Frank, noticeably impressed asked many questions, followed by a wonder struck 

commentary. Lilly always sensed that Olivia always tried to fulfill  the shoes of a son, 

trying to share in any of Frank’s sporting interests.

Their voices faded, as Lilly entered her bedroom and closed the door. She removed her 

summer  dress,  slipping  on  a  pair  of  yoga  pants.  She unlatched  her  underwire  bra 

finding it confining and irritating. 

Standing in front of their full length silver gilded mirror, she felt like she was looking into  

the enchanted reflection from Snow White, murmuring to herself, “Mirror, mirror, what’s 

in store, will I have the strength at my core?”

She stood examining her full sagging breasts, adorned with darker pink stretch marks, 

her pregnancy badges of honour.  Her nipples were large and flat,  and had made it 

difficult as a first time mom, to nurse Olivia. However, with patience and persistence she 

endured using breast pumps, and allowed her baby to nurse on demand. In a month, 

her milk supply increased, as did her nipples protrude. Fulfilled she nursed Olivia for 
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almost two years, feeling she was able to provide her with the best start, nutritionally 

and emotionally. 

Now she looked at her retired ‘functional girls’ and thought they looked like tired war 

vets, possibly soon to become amputees. She placed a hand on each breast, lifting 

them, slowly massaging her fingers, into the flesh, she gently pushed them forward,  

revealing mature tanned cleavage. She smiled thinking of how, with the perfect neckline 

and bra, they did still attract attention. She was satisfied with these ‘old girls’, no matter 

how scarred, she did not want to lose them. 

The phone rang as she slipped on a t-shirt  braless. One ring later she heard Olivia 

yelling over, “Mom, dad and I are leaving, Mary is on the phone, did you want to take 

it?” 

Lilly opened the bedroom door and called out “Sure I’ll pick up, have a good time.”

Lilly took a deep breath before picking up the phone. She had not spoken to Mary since 

their walk. After the news about the mammogram, Frank’s struggles with retirement, the 

excitement of Olivia’s visit, she felt like hibernating, which even took her by surprise,  

given  that  Mary  was  her  closest  friend  and  they  usually  spoke  every  week  at  a 

minimum.

“Hi Mare, good to hear from you,” Lilly greeted with a slight sleepy tone to her voice.
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“Lil, girl, how are ya doing? We haven’t spoken for a dog age, you sound tired, are you  

okay?” Mary’s voice was loud and bounced with joy.

“Yep, Mary fine, a lot going on,” answered Lilly flatly, trying not to betray too much with  

her voice. She was always grateful for Mary’s energy yet cautious as the invigorating 

inspiration  could  quickly  turn,  and  Lilly  would  be  left  feeling  overwhelmed  and 

smothered.

“Lilly, I know you girl, what the hell is going on? I have not heard from you, I hear a  

tension in your voice, give it to me straight. I tell you, my intuition and energy read is 

telling me you are going through some difficulty. I have been thinking about you pretty 

well nonstop of late. Last night, I dreamed of you, that you were in the hospital, that  

really  spooked  me,  so,  hence  my call.  So  lay  it  on  me sister,  what’s  happening?”  

commanded Mary.

Lilly, could feel the tops of her lids, slightly sting, and her chest ache. “Mary, well, Frank 

has been struggling with retirement.  Not the easiest to live with  for the last several 

weeks,  and  Olivia  came  for  the  celebration,”  Lilly  seconds  later  felt  her  strength 

crumble, as her voice started to crack, “Mary I finally went for a mammogram. There is a 

lump.”

“Oh shit Lilly! Damn girl, I have been telling you for the last two years to go in, damn I 

knew it! Lilly what happened?”
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“I found the lump about a couple of weeks ago. I got an appointment and they are doing 

a biopsy on Monday.  Part  of  me is  saying  it  is  no big  deal,  most  biopsies are not 

cancerous but another part is terrified,” quivered Lilly relieved she finally told Mary, her 

ultimate confidant.

“I’ll be there in a half hour with a bottle of red. Oh, sorry are you free? I hope I am not  

intruding,” said Mary.

“No your timing could not be better. Frank and Olivia have left golfing. I would love it.  

See you  soon.”  Lilly  hung up,  smiling  and shaking  her  head thinking  about  Mary’s 

telepathic abilities and her impulsive nature. She knew she could never keep anything 

from her. Well, just about nothing.

She had just enough time to put on lipstick, wipe her eyes, throw on a casual long 

ruffled jersey vest and head to the kitchen setting out a plate of cheese, cold cuts and 

crackers, when she heard the door bell. She ran to the front door, fluffing her hair just  

before she opened it wide to hear Mary.

“You look marvelous darling!” kissing Lilly on both cheeks and giving her a big hug. 

“Here you go, I thought it might be a two bottle visit,” she heartily laughed and handed 

her two bottles of red. “Heck, you can save a bottle for you and Frank.”
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Lilly could feel the pain of the last several weeks shrink as Mary’s warm spirit filled her 

home and embraced her heart.

In  a  half  hour  they  were  sitting  in  the  garden,  deep  belly  laughing.  Lilly  always 

appreciated Mary’s ability to take charge, facilitating a happy moment, especially when 

things  were  particularly  negative.  Mary  never  hit  the  problem head  on,  but  usually 

loosened the tension with  her  entertaining stories of  people she happened to  meet 

along her single life travels. 

“So you were saying that Frank has had a hard time with the retirement gig,” reflected 

Mary. 

“Yes, and what has made it worse was a question Olivia posed to him, asking him if he 

had to do it all over again, would he have given less to the office and more to the family.  

Lilly, this question has rocked not just Frank’s world but mine.” Lilly shook her head,  

staring down. She looked up and added, “Today, Olivia really hit Frank accusing him of 

being a self absorbed, egotistical King, not caring about either of us. You know, we got  

along like the best of friends, but I never put Frank down. Even though I didn’t like it I  

accepted his absence. Now I feel like our whole world is crumbling. I had no idea that,  

as a child, Olivia picked up on so much and above all is so angry, still.” Lilly looked at 

Mary, sitting quiet, intently watching her. 
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“Lilly, you have been one self sacrificing woman. I’ll tell you with many of our friends 

opting to work full time or even half time, you have chosen to stay at home, something 

for many would be considered old-fashioned, yet for others maybe you are ahead of 

your time, as our world learns to slow down, prioritize and smell the roses.” 

“I suppose Mary. You know, it hasn’t always been easy being alone, given all Frank’s  

long hours and travel. I told him years ago that he could go out and do whatever he 

needed and I would keep the home fires burning. Olivia and I certainly missed him.” Lilly 

took a long sip of wine.

“Lilly  but  you always  were  there for  him,  faithful  and content.  Never  did  your  eyes 

wander, unlike some bored or lonely spouses,” assured Mary. “I’m going to call  you 

Saint Lilly.”

Lilly licked her lips and wiggled in her seat, feeling rather warm and flushed. The wine 

was unzipping her. Clearing her throat she responded getting up to pass the cheese 

plate, “To the public eye. Cheese Mare?”

“What?” Mary’s eyes bugged out. “Stop there Lil, right there, what are you trying to tell  

me? Seriously, are you telling me what I think?”

At that moment Lilly felt like she was caught in a fire alarm while stripped nude in a 

change room. She wanted to grab for the first piece of cover and run, but the wine, or as 

she called it truth serum, opened a crack for her friend to see into her secret past. Mary 
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rolled her eyes back and forth, then closed them. She then looked Mary in the eye and 

coyly smiled.

“You devil!” I can’t believe I am hearing this from pure innocent Lilly. “Okay girl, spill the  

beans.”

“Well, Mary, as you know marriage is not easy even in the best of times. I don’t care 

how perfect people are matched, there are ups and downs. I have wanted to share this 

with you a few times but ultimately I felt in doing so I would violate the privacy of my  

relationship with Frank. Maybe too I liked being thought of as the perfect mother and 

wife.  My ego was at stake.”  Lilly could feel  a wave of guilt  followed by a sense of  

excitement to share her drama. It was like they were old school pals ready to exchange 

dating secrets. Youthful energy returned, as her eyes twinkled.

“Now you can’t stop there. Let’s face it we all like the excitement of learning about new 

relationships. Why is the honeymoon period so exciting? So you allowed yourself to 

meet new people. This is good. Oh shit Lilly, perfect mother, perfect wife. No one is  

perfect. Who am I to judge? We are all on a journey of self discovery and life lessons. 

You are human. So what happened?” reassured Mary, leaving Lilly feeling safe to share 

her secret. She felt if anyone was to be trusted it was her compassionate friend.

“Well, when Olivia was eight, Frank was never around. He was constantly traveling. I  

was alone taking Olivia to all her rep basketball competitions. Well there was this father,  

Brad, a single parent, we would sit  for hours talking while the girls competed in the 
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tournaments.  He began to  offer  to  drive to  the events.  I  was happy to  accept  as I  

enjoyed the adult company and hated driving the highways. Over the year we got to  

know each other really well. Heck, my kid’s basketball club was fast becoming my only 

hope  of  socializing,  well,  other  than  seeing  you  guys  once  a  month.  So,  this  one 

competition was away.  All  the  families stayed in  the  same hotel.  The kids were  all  

watching television in one of the rooms, while the parents were meeting to play cards 

and having drinks in another. Brad stopped by my room to see if I had headed over to  

the adults, yep, I answered the door. We ended up having a glass of wine and, talking 

alone for a half hour. It was electric. We knew each other well and what can I say?” 

“So, what you just talked and left?”

“Nope, we both went to put our glasses on the desk, Brad came up right behind me, I 

turned around and bumped into him, we laughed, I lost my balance, he caught me, then  

we both fell  onto the bed, our faces inches away from each other.  My thirsty libido 

kicked into overdrive and so did his, in seconds, we were sharing the most passionate 

kissing I  have ever experienced.” Lilly could feel her body pulse just with the sheer 

memory. 

“So Lilly what happened?” Mary asked leaning forward.

“Nothing,  Mary.  We kissed.  I  looked at  him with  forlorn eyes and told him it  was a 

mistake. He immediately said he understood and he was sorry it got so far. We hugged 
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for several minutes not speaking, then he said it was the best kiss he ever had. And I  

said, until we meet in another life…. He left and went to the adult party room alone, I  

called over and said I wasn’t feeling well. Afterwards, we spoke briefly, but kept our  

distance.” Lilly felt a sense of peace having finally confessed to someone she trusted 

her slip of fidelity.

Mary stared, “Wow.” She continued to look at Lilly in silence, shaking her head. “Did you 

ever tell Frank?”

“No. I am not sure if that decision was cowardly or courageous.”

“You have lived with the haunting guilt all these years.” Mary took a deep breath, rolling 

her eyes.

“Yep, so you see Mare, we all wrestle with demons and temptations. It has been hard 

being a stay at home mom and supporter of a very absorbed executive. Olivia, could 

sense  my  frustration,  but  I  never  shared  these  deep  thoughts  with  her.  After  that 

moment I did struggle a couple of times thinking I might leave Frank, but then I thought  

of Olivia. I also thought of how I would manage. I knew that although I had taught before 

we got married for a couple of years, it would be hard for me to get a full time position.  

Actually I was fearful of going back, especially knowing I would have to supply teach. I  

distracted myself with volunteering and eventually developing my poetry. Then I worked 

really hard at trying to infuse our relationship with excitement, and see our life from 
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Frank’s perspective. Slowly I was able to focus not on my loneliness but on anticipation 

of being around Frank and enjoying all  those wonderful  qualities that brought me to 

marry him. Now with this cancer scare, shit I am starting to wonder, did I make the right  

decision? I put my life on hold and now when we can enjoy it together, bingo! I also 

wonder if Frank will be able to handle the support while I fight the disease. I have heard  

many men fall apart.”

“Lilly, I will be there for you, count on that my dear. Now I am sure Frank will rise to the  

challenge. You are a strong couple. Look you have both been through many challenges 

and temptations. You have made choices to stay together and together you will stay,” 

said Mary.

“Thanks Mary,” Lilly leaned over giving her a hug. Pulling back she noticed they both 

had tears streaming down their  cheeks.  Lilly  wiped Mary’s  tears with  her  vest  then 

offered, “Let’s go for a walk around our mangy garden. Frank and I are planning on 

redoing it, maybe you can give me a few ideas.” They locked arms and Mary began 

offering planting ideas.

Mary stayed until  an hour before Frank and Olivia’s expected return, much to Lilly’s 

comfort. They laughed over Mary’s continued stories about the intriguing people who 

kept popping into Mary’s life. Mary in her usual efficient nurturing way, pointed Lilly to 

several inspirational sources, suggesting that she read Eckhart Tolle and peruse the 

Technology  Design  and  Entertainment  (TED)  site.  By  the  time  Mary  left,  Lilly  felt,  
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cleansed, joy filled and armed with inspirational direction. Rejuvenated and no longer 

tired, she sat down in the family room and wrote, thinking about Frank and how she so 

wanted their love to triumph over the past, over retirement and above all over cancer.

Stretch, reach, hear my pulse
Touch, descend, feel my fear
Embrace, cradle, fan my flame
Breathe, nurture, sustain my life
Surrender, bond, secure our lives
In Love
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Chapter 13

During the drive over to the golf club, Olivia chattered about London, her apartment and 

weekend travel to neighbouring European countries. Frank listened, painting images in  

his head, realizing his limited insight into his daughter’s life. By the time they pulled into 

the  driveway  of  the  city’s  publically  owned  golf  club,  Chedoke,  nestled  under  the 

escarpment, or what locals termed the mountain, Olivia’s conversation had turned to 

business.

“Dad, you know, I am finding it hard to find that work-versus-private-life balance. I really 

want to get ahead. Competition is tough these days. Many people have degrees and 

extensive additional levels of formal education or training. The only thing that separates 

someone like me from the pack, is the choice to give the extra time and effort to the 

company. It seems the only way to get ahead is to be a workaholic. More than ever,  

speed, our obsession with perfection, plus technology all make for a crazy world. I feel  

like I am in the middle of a packed field  in an intense marathon. I can’t escape for fear  

of being trampled on, I have to keep the pace, yet I wonder how long I will last, and I  

don’t even know if I want to keep racing.” Olivia looked over opening her car door as 

Frank listened, nodding, motioning to her to meet him at the trunk so they could get out  

their bags and shoes.

Frank  remained  silent  as  they gathered  their  equipment,  changed  their  shoes  and 

walked  to  the  first  hole.  He  noticed  Olivia  seemed  worried,  lost  in  thought.  After 

checking in with the starter at The Beddoe course, they were ready to tee up. They both 
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took several practice swings. Frank insisted that Olivia go first. Olivia teed up at the red 

markers  with  her  driver  whacking  the  ball,  straight  down the  fairway a  respectable 

hundred and fifty yards. Frank smiled and nodded, while teeing up at the white tee 

blocks. He swung and drove his ball a hundred and seventy five yards straight down the 

middle. They were both off to a solid start. 

“Nice shot kiddo, for not having golfed for awhile,” encouraged Frank, noticing Olivia’s 

big grin.

His first shot under his belt, he decided to reopen the topic of work. “You know, Olivia, I  

could see that intensity at my place of work, before I left. It was terrible. I was constantly  

inundated with information and demands; more than ever before in my career,” Frank 

responded thinking that it was most curious that Olivia was admitting to a struggle with  

that which she was most critical and angry about him and his career. “But Olivia you are  

only twenty nine,  your  career  is  just  starting.  This  is  the time to  set  your  business 

foundations, establish yourself ahead of the pack. It  is persistence and passion that 

need to guide you, especially as you go through those building years. Nothing is going 

to come easy and get handed to you on a silver platter,” he offered as they walked up 

the fairway.

“Dad, I know,” she responded with a slight return of sarcastic edge in her voice, giving 

him a mini roll of the eyes. She continued, switching to an even tone, “You know it is  

somewhat  different  dad,  than  back  when  you  were  starting  out.  I  know  often  our 
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generation is labeled as having a sense of entitlement. No, we have not had to suffer  

the same physical hardships, and it would seem that we have been spoiled, but the 

older generations fail  to see our perspective. We have been raised in a fear-based-

society which is driven by perfection, yet, where there are no guaranteed opportunities.  

That big pie in the sky dream of hope is eroding,” Olivia stopped and looked at her  

father, waiting for a response.

“Well  Olivia,  we had the fear of  the cold war,  I  suppose when we were young, but 

hmmm, I guess you have a point there, our generation did have hope. Hope that we 

could pursue a university education and for the most part fall into a life long career.  

Hope that we were going to improve the status of our new immigrant families. Times are 

different today, most people will have four or five different careers through their lifetime,”  

affirmed Frank. “You are right, things are not so simple.”

Olivia smiled nodding, her voice picking up speed, “Dad, when I was in high school,  

there was a great emphasis on the youth not being prepared for the workforce, as such 

traditional teaching methods were being replaced. There was a return of standardized 

testing and the explain yourself, thesis based, required responses from students. Today,  

kids are tested and retested, compared like performing puppies, while teachers or I 

should say trainers keep raising the bar higher and higher. Nothing is static. Students 

are taught not just to give a simple answer to a question, but provide comprehensive 

justification. There is extreme competition. Academically my generation and those after  

me have faced far greater educational demands than yours,” explained Olivia, adding, 
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“And it is tough on many, because of the rigor, many are not able to handle it, leaving 

them anxiety ridden.”

They continued to walk, both quiet, as the warm summer breeze, lush terrain and clear 

azure skies, offered comfort.  He chuckled thinking was it no wonder many business 

people found great therapy walking, talking while chasing a small white ball.  Frank was 

beginning to understand his daughter’s recent explosive reactions. There had been far 

more changes in all aspects of society in her life than his own. He could see how, the  

speed of technology and information, although delivering many conveniences, was also 

creating  a  culture  of  manic  stress  and  competition.  He  anticipated  this  day’s  golf 

counseling session would relax the tension between them, while they both expanded 

their empathy for the other generation, making up for lost time.

Olivia reached her ball in a perfect lie on the fairway. She pulled out a five iron, much to  

Frank’s pleasure that she remembered a five iron is always a good iron to rely on half  

way up the fairway. She swung, sending her ball to the edge of the green. He patted her 

on the back. 

“Well  done Liv,  man I  am impressed!”  smiled Frank proudly.  “You have been really 

wrestling with all of this haven’t you, wondering what’s it all about, eh?” 

“Dad, Our culture has encouraged us to be impatient and disposable with the fast rate 

of information and consumerism. Heck I should know, I am in the advertising world, in 
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the thick of the ‘snow machine’. We have been trained to want and have it all, but now,  

many of us are re-examining our values. I so want to follow your example, yet, I know 

that the way you conducted your business life is not all going to work for me in this new 

age.”

“I hear your frustration Olivia. When I grew up there was more consistency and simple 

alignment with Judeo- Christian family values and suburban mono-culture. Now it is far 

more confusing. You have brought up good points.” Frank again affirmed his daughter. 

“However, I have to tell you, although life is far more complex today with more options,  

temptations, stimulation and encouragement to push everything to the extreme, there 

are some simple universal points from which we can pivot.”

They reached Frank’s ball. He took out a seven iron, slowly swinging back he lobbed 

the ball high, with a soft landing on the green fifteen feet from the tee. He smiled and 

sighed, whispering, “Yep, that’s the way I like it!”

“Good going dad! Healthy father daughter competition!” winked Olivia.

“Competition, glad you mentioned it Olivia. I like to think of it as fun, playful, healthy 

competition. Right my dear?” egged on Frank smirking. “Your comments earlier are so 

true, competition seems to be fundamental to business and much of our culture today.”
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“Dad right now at work I see it amongst a group of us, we are all competing to secure 

the top accounts, as a result, we are a so called team but we end up trying to outshine 

each other,  constantly compare ourselves with others, defend our position, care more 

about being liked than being ourselves. It is frustrating. The trust level between us is 

low, as a result our collaboration is tentative. I feel like a crayfish, every time I try to 

climb to the top of the bucket, someone is trying to pull me down. Hey, I’d better putt, to  

keep our game moving.” Olivia addressed her ball with her putter giving a hard smack 

given she was on the edge of the green, paying off as it landed eight feet from the pin.

Frank was surprised she chose the putter, he was going to suggest she use her wedge 

to cover more ground, high and soft. He walked over to his ball, taking the time to slowly 

align his body and putter head. If he made this long shot he would have a birdie. Taking 

a deep breath he slowly exhaled, firmly tapping his ball. It rolled strong, came to the 

hole, rotated around, then plunk.

“Yes! Now that feels good!” Frank gave a satisfied nod raising his club.

“Good going dad.” Olivia walked over to her ball, took more time to relax this time, took 

several practice swings then gently tapped her ball, sending it in an easy pace into the 

hole. “Well par for me and you beat me on this green, but I must say we have both had 

a great start!” She smiled as they walked over to the second tee, noticing they had a 

few minutes to relax watching the foursome ahead.
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“Liv, competition and winning out, really is rooted in mankind’s basic instinct to survive 

and protect territory, however, given we are all blessed with our own sense of self and 

freewill, we do what we can not just to stay alive, but to be happy.” 

“You’re right dad. Happiness, so what makes us all happy? Balance? Winning? Power?”

“You know Liv, does it not all boil down to how we see ourselves and others? If we see 

people as threatening our opportunities or  reputation and perceive that  there is  not  

enough to go around, our energy gets directed towards defensive behavior. Maybe this  

is what you see at work? It reminds me of a time when early in my career, I worked at  

Chrysler.  Our  project  group  consisted  of  ten  people,  who  were  reluctant  to  share 

information and were aloof with one another,  resulting in tension. This one day, the 

manager called a meeting and said to the group that we were not working to maximum 

efficiency and effectiveness. More importantly,  he noticed that we didn’t  seem to be 

enjoying our jobs. He began to tactfully probe, asking very poignant questions. We all  

had enough trust in him as a leader that we began to open up, revealing that throughout 

the group there was a fear that everyone else was out to get the other’s job, as a result,  

people  were  strategizing  how  to  look  better  than  their  colleague  by  withholding 

information. The bottom line, the team was not interested in getting the job done, but in  

self preserving defensive behavior. Does this sound like your group?” queried Frank.

“Yes,  funny enough it  does sound like  our  group.  So what  happened next?”  asked 

Olivia, hoping her dad could finish the story before they had to tee off again.
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“The  manager  asked  that  we  each  honestly  write  down  our  ambitions,  fears  and 

objectives. We submitted them to him. After he reviewed them, he asked if he could 

share them with the group, assuring us that we would all be pleasantly surprised. As it  

turns out, not one of us had the same goal or aspiration. We were of no threat to each  

other. Through further conversation we discovered that we were able to help each other 

achieve our goals because of our complimentary skills and interests. The team bonded, 

pledged to help each other. The focus shifted to the projects at hand. Our levels of 

professionalism  increased,  and  we  became  known  as  one  of  the  most  service 

orientated teams in the company. We all did well achieving our promotions. Years later, I 

kept up with my colleagues to find out we all succeeded as senior corporate officials. I  

learned that a true professional is secure within themselves, going out of his or her way 

to  support  and  celebrate  others,  deflecting  negative  thought  and  action.”  Frank 

motioned to Olivia to tee up.

Olivia nodded pensively, then prepared for her practice swings. She looked down the 

second fairway, firmly planted her feet then swung with her driver. Her ball lifted high 

and traveled one hundred and seventy-five yards to the right on the fairway. 

“Are you sure you haven’t been playing golf? That was amazing Liv.” Frank couldn’t 

believe that his daughter’s game was so strong. He thought about his last game with  

John and how he’d struggled. She didn’t seem to be trying and it was flowing so easily.  

He addressed the ball feeling the pressure of meeting if not exceeding her shot. Several 

practice shots, he rolled his shoulders and prepared for his drive. A minute later, he sent 
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his ball sailing high two hundred yards drifting to the left. He moaned knowing he landed 

in the rough, just missing the woods.

Embarking  on  their  stroll  to  their  balls,  Olivia,  commented,  “You  said  that  the  true 

professional is one who is secure within themselves. Would you say this is someone 

with a strong ego?” 

The word ego resurfaced, twigging Frank’s memory of the book he had started that day, 

recommended by John. “Olivia interesting you say this, actually recently I came across 

a book that really sums it all up, Egonomics. David Marcum and Steve Smith’s thesis is  

that our egos can be our biggest liability or best asset. Moreover, they found that over 

half of businesspeople believe that the negative aspects of ego cost their companies 

between six to fifteen percent. Their research along with that of  business guru, Jim 

Collins, of Good to Great, emphasizes humility is at the heart of sustainable successful 

leadership. These humble leaders, have secure egos as reflected in their openness and 

willingness  to  share  (we  not  me),  to  be  curious,  seeking  all  answers,  even  if 

uncomfortable, and they foster veracity, honest feedback and communication in their 

corporate culture. As Steven Covey would state, these companies have cultures that 

celebrate and cultivate abundance, acceptance and assurance or trust. Culture with a 

triple A rating!” He smiled broadly proud of his spontaneous slogan.

“So you are saying that a secure ego is the humble person. I think of the term used to  

describe you at your retirement,  dad, Charles referred to you as a servant leader.  I 
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would assume that you are one of those humble leaders.” Olivia stopped before she 

headed to her ball on the opposite side of the fairway.

“Well, I was very touched and honoured to be referred to in such a manner. I tried hard  

to keep my ego in check, but it can be difficult. Often the easier route is to take control 

and bulldoze through one’s own agenda as it seems to be the most efficient way to 

complete a task. Yet, this approach often ends up taking more time and is more difficult, 

as less people have bought in, resulting in more resistance. Hey I’ll meet you on the 

green, good luck with your shot.” Frank walked off thinking of how Robert Greenleaf’s 

model  and coined term servant  leader from the 1970’s was only now gaining more 

momentum amongst business leaders. He chuckled at how so many managers would 

bristle at the idea of being a servant to their staff; assuming that they were the ones to  

be served. He looked back to see people on the tee watching them. This always made 

him nervous. He hoped that they were seasoned players and knew golf etiquette.

He addressed his ball with a five iron. His swing was strong, smooth and complete, 

lifting  the  ball  high  and  a  solid  one  hundred  and  sixty  yards,  just  off  the  green. 

Disappointed, he forgot that the ball came out faster and harder given his lie, however, it  

was a mistake that could be made up on his next shot. Frank looked back at Olivia and 

noticed she pulled out a wood, he was glad to see that she was playing aggressively.  

Her overall swing looked perfect, as he watched her propel the ball to a perfect soft 

landing fifteen feet from the pin. 

160



“Nice shot!” yelled over Frank amazed at her level of play.

They arrived at the green within minutes of each other. Frank setting up his practice  

swings to chip, while Olivia, addressed her ball for the long putt. She seemed to be  

particularly solemn, taking the time to kneel, aim and size up her shot. He watched her 

intensity,  remembering  how  competitive  she  could  become.  She  stood,  positioned 

herself and swung back gently, firmly with a perfect follow through, rolling the ball right 

into the cup. They both smiled at each other.

“Oh my God, dad, did you see that! I did it!” jumped up Olivia yelling.

“Liv, you’re like Michelle Wie! Good for you!” 

Olivia’s good fortune and skill psyched out Frank. He was happy for her, yet, he too 

would get competitive. He wanted to birdie this hole, which would mean a chip into the  

cup. Swinging back, he got under the ball, it flew high but then landed hard, rolling a  

couple of feet past the pin. Immediately, he grabbed his putter, took a deep breath then 

patiently set and took his second putt, confident he would sink the putt. The ball rolled 

up, skirted around the cup and passed by three inches.

“Geez!’ Frank moaned shaking his head. He quickly, walked up and tapped the ball in,  

getting a bogie. “Only one over par, it could be worse eh Liv? You won that hole both on 

the fairway and on the green. Looks like I might be taking you to David William!”

161



They walked over to the third hole, hearing someone shout, “Fore!” Frank was glad that 

the group playing behind patiently waited for them to be off  the green and had the  

manners to warn them a ball was coming. 

Olivia and Frank arrived at the tee, just as the group ahead was finishing on the green. 

Frank turned to Olivia, “Liv, we were speaking about leadership and ego. You know I did 

come across a recent publication, Drive, by Dan Pink, (189) who supports the work of 

Kouzes and Posner, Greenleaf, Covey, Collins, stating that companies that adopt a ‘we’ 

culture, embed with humanizing language such as love, trust and empowerment, fuel 

the souls of top  performing employees, as they are motivated by intrinsic rewards; a 

clinically proven theory on motivation.” 

“Dad, really love, the word love?” commented Olivia making a face.

“Yep, Liv, it is important to get the task done but over and over again it has been shown 

that it is the relationship building and the sincere care and concern for others that keeps 

teams strong and functional. Look at Southwest Airlines, they are an example of this 

type of culture. The word love is de-erotized, de-romanticized, instead it is humanized.”

Olivia responded with, “Hmmm,” as she sauntered up to the red block setting her ball on 

the tee. She wasted no time hitting the ball again high and long landing on the edge of  

the green.
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Frank, again felt the pressure to perform. Relaxing with extra practice swings, he looked 

down the fairway at the short hole, hoping that he would land on the green. He swung 

back, hitting the ball, watching it hover, landing softly and roll towards the almighty pin.  

His heart began to race, and a smile grew on his face while he rubbed his eyes thinking 

he saw the white fleck disappear, when instantly, he felt an incredible sharp pain on the  

right side of his skull, everything went black.
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Chapter 14

The ring of the phone startled Lilly, the dusk light, her tired blurry eyes, and groggy state 

of  mind.  Almost  tripping,  she  frantically  pulled  back  pillows,  books  and  papers 

attempting  to  track  the  phone.  After  the  fifth  ring,  she  spotted  the  receiver,  wildly 

grabbing it. 

“Hello,” said Lilly breathing heavily.

“Mom, I can’t talk long, dad is in the hospital. He was hit by a golf ball, we have been  

here for over two hours already, he has a huge goose egg, just got six staples and they 

are just now taking x-rays. He is doing okay. At first he was shaking and pretty quiet in  

the ambulance ride over here. He insisted that I not call and worry you until we had a 

better idea of what was going on.”

She heard Olivia take a deep breath, before continuing in her firm commanding voice. 

“He didn’t want you sitting around a waiting room, afraid given your circumstances that 

you might catch some virus. I did agree with him. You don’t need to get exposed to 

infections. They figure a mild concussion. He is very lucky as the ball just missed his 

right temple. He, he,” she took a deep breath then paused, “He, could have been a 

goner mom,” Olivia’s voice raised then cracked.

Lilly felt her legs go weak and tremble, she immediately sat down. “Olivia, I will come 

over right now, are you at St. Joe’s hospital?”
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“No,  please mom everything is under  control”  Olivia  sniffed,  as her  firm clear voice 

returned. “He is going to be released as soon as they get the x-rays done. We were 

lucky that the wound was tended to pretty fast. There are a ton of people in the waiting  

room, and they only allow one person in with the patient at a time. We should be home  

shortly.”

“Thank God it wasn’t worse. Thank God. Give him my love.”

“Okay mom, we’ll be home soon. Got to go.”

Lilly hung up feeling a chill run through her body. Tears streamed down her face, while 

her imagination started to bounce from images of Frank laying in the hospital, bleeding  

knocked out at the golf course, to thoughts of potentially losing him. He was her rock.  

She couldn’t imagine her life without her knight. Wiping her tears, she restlessly began 

to  straighten  up  the  family  room.  Lilly  made  her  way  to  the  kitchen,  and  stood 

contemplating what she could prepare, unsure if they would have an appetite to eat 

after  such an ordeal,  yet,  knowing that  they should  eat  something,  she decided to 

prepare an easy meal that would allow for light grazing.  Moments later, she immersed  

herself preparing a tray of dips, cheeses, cut up vegetables and sandwiches.

Forty-five minutes later, just as she finished the preparation and clean up, she heard the 

door open. Dropping the tea towel, she ran over to the foyer to see Olivia, escorting her 
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Frank through the door looking like a classic war vet, gauze wrapped around his head,  

flushed  faced,  looking  exhausted.  Her  throat  felt  a  lump,  as  she  swallowed  hard 

scurrying up to them, embracing Frank with a gentle rocking motion.

“Oh my Frank, oh look at you. You look like you just came out of battle,” soothed Lilly,  

pulling back, gently examining the bandage on his right forehead. Frank’s vulnerable 

gaze, reduced the tough guy image to that of  a young boy returning home after a rough 

day on the playground.

He smiled sheepishly, “I guess that’s what I get for getting my first hole in one!”

“Are you serious? What happened? You can’t  be  serious,”  laughed Lilly  in  nervous 

shock.

“He is mom. Now we know he is okay, it really is quite hilarious and ironic. He is right,  

he was on the third tee, took a magnificent swing, and just as we were watching his ball 

disappear on the green, he was hit. He fell like a red wood. Bam! Out cold! I screamed 

immediately, ‘Dad! Dad!’ There was a ton of  blood running down the right side of his  

face, so I grabbed my towel on the side of my bag. You know I never use it and boy did  

it come in handy today. I applied it to the wound with pressure, while calling for help. 

The people who were playing behind us arrived. A fellow approached us looking as 

white as a ghost. It wasn’t hard to figure out that he was the culprit. He came up and 

gingerly apologized. Another person in the foursome called an ambulance. I took dad’s 
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pulse then rubbed his hand. In a couple of minutes he came to. I told him to lie still, but  

you  know dad when it comes to golf, all he could remember was that disappearing ball,  

his first words were, did I get a hole in one?” Olivia was shaking her head, smiling at her  

dad. 

“We all started to laugh. One of the fellows said he was going to go down and check.  

Sure enough, he ran down then gave a big wave on the green. He ran back to inform us  

that, yes, in fact dad had gotten a hole in one! Can you believe it, his first hole in one, 

perfect shot and he was struck down,” Olivia was still chuckling, while Lilly was trying to  

imagine  the  dramatic  unfolding  of  these  two  rare  events.  She  marveled  at  her 

daughter’s cool handling of the situation, while the collision of two opposing scenarios 

followed Frank’s patterns of attracting dramatic extremes in his life.

Lilly suggested that they nibble in the family room while Frank could sprawl out on the 

couch in more comfort. After an hour of rehashing the ordeal and the hospital visit, Lilly 

listened intently as Olivia gave her instructions to wake Frank every hour, given he had 

suffered a mild concussion. Olivia followed them to their room, like a dutiful nurse.

“Okay are you two going to be okay? I can come in and check on him mom, if you would 

like, you might find it too much,” offered Olivia.

“Dear, enough, we will be fine. I’m not an invalid. You get to bed you are still having to 

get over jet lag. Off you go,” ordered Lilly emphatically.
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That night, Lilly dozed lightly, waking up Frank hourly. This was one of the few times she 

enjoyed hearing him snore, knowing that he was alive and sleeping normally. At six in  

the morning, happy that he got through the night without an incident, Lilly finally fell into 

a deep sleep. 

The darkness in the room, vanished with the intensity of a spotlight, as Olivia pulled  

open the drapes, after delivering a tray with continental breakfast items for Frank and 

Lilly.  Lilly  rubbed her  eyes,  sitting  up as  she looked over  at  Frank just  as  he was 

beginning to stir. 

“Look at you, what a delightful surprise,” stretched Lilly. “Goodness it must be close to 

noon!”

“Yep, mom, I thought I would let you two sleep, knowing you were probably up a lot 

through the night. Mom your biopsy is tomorrow right?”

Lilly had been so preoccupied about Frank’s circumstances that she had forgotten her 

procedure was booked for first thing in the morning. Her stomach rolled then dropped, 

forcing her to scamper to her en-suite while responding, “Yep you’re right, actually forgot 

about it Olivia.”

Deciding to use this time to shake off the wave of anxiety, she took a short, hot shower. 

She needed to  stay in  a  distracted state,  after  all,  the  biopsy was  just  a  standard 
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procedure and four out of five biopsies are benign. Olivia would be engrossed in being 

the nurse to her father, fussing and rehashing the events from the day before. Eating 

cold toast and cooler coffee were well worth the probability, that tomorrow’s procedure 

would be a forgotten topic of discussion.

Upon return, Lilly could hear Olivia directing her father to lay still while she removed the  

gauze wrapped around his  head and protective pad.  Lilly,  walked up,  peeking over 

Olivia’s shoulder to examine the wound. Lilly softly gasped as she noted the bruising 

from the bump made the staples look particularly severe, along with the proximity to his 

temple. 

“Mom, at this point I think we need to take off the dressing and let the air at it. I’m going  

to leave you two to enjoy your breakfast, I am heading out for awhile to get caught up 

with some of the old gang. There is hot coffee in the thermos.” Olivia whisked out of the 

room, taking the discarded bandages.

Lilly was grateful for the comfortable silence that blanketed them, as they spent the 

early afternoon, lounging in their room, reading and dozing. She periodically snuggled 

up next to Frank, reading or asking him if she could get him anything to eat or drink.  

They were like two old house cats.

By late afternoon, Lilly was in the kitchen preparing a pot roast and vegetables, while 

Frank, opened a bottle of red wine, chatting about his ideas to overhaul the garden. Her  
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thoughts of  the pending procedure,  blinked by,  as Frank shared his notes from the 

nursery, and his initial sketches of how he wanted to resurrect the magical fairy wishing 

walk. His intensity and excitement was infectious, triggering her memories of walking 

through the garden, planting whimsical surprises and inspiring fun notes for Olivia.

“Frank, I have to tell you I’m really quite excited to redo the garden. I never did tell you, 

but years ago when I would walk the path with Olivia or plant the notes and treats, I  

would sometimes see these delicate flashes of pastel light, not just in the evening, but in 

the  early  dawn.  I  used  to  let  my imagination  go  and  pretend  that  the  fairies  were 

dancing about. You probably think I am crazy,” Lilly giggled sipping her wine.

“Nope I don’t hon. The other day I woke up from my nap and thought I saw flashing  

lights and then something tickled my nose. Who knows? Maybe the path is enchanted? 

At any rate, let’s plan the path. Lilly the best part is that there is a contest for a thematic 

garden. We will enter and better yet we will get a discount on the plants. Ours is going  

to take first prize my dear.” Frank declared.

Lilly smiled and shook her head. Frank could never resist an opportunity to compete. He 

garnished great satisfaction from defining himself  from winning. Lilly could care less 

about the win, but delighted in watching Frank get excited about the project. 

They analyzed his drawing. Lilly made suggestions, wanting a variety of tall grasses to 

be intermittently planted. Over a full dinner they drew out a larger plan, then researched 
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other plant material that would be appropriate. Before Lilly knew it, nightfall descended 

and she was exhausted. 

“Well Frank, I need to get to bed….”

“Oh Lil, I forgot all about it, you are right. I’ll stay up for a bit. I’m sure Olivia will be home 

soon. Don’t worry Lil, I’m sure the biopsy will show clear results,” Frank reassured.

Lilly was surprised at how tired she was of late. She quickly went through her evening 

bedtime routine, forgoing her usual ten page read, her mind a little mushy from the wine 

and preoccupied with images of their gardening plans. She was asleep within minutes 

of her head hitting the pillow. 

Looking  out  the  window as  Frank  maneuvered  through  busy morning  traffic,  Lilly’s 

stomach felt queasy. She seemed to be losing her sense of time, as it seemed that just 

moments prior she was enjoying her evening with Frank. She managed to stave off 

ruminating about the biopsy, however, at this point, with no chance to escape to another  

activity, she felt like she was walking a long narrow plank, staring over the edge at the 

forbidding rocky, seashore.

Another blink later, Lilly was checking in with the receptionist at the breast screening 

clinic, then escorted to the back waiting area. Frank was asked to sit in the front lounge 

with  two  other  men.  Lilly  turned,  noticing  that  all  three were  carefully  avoiding  eye 
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contact with a vacant glassy stare, each sitting a comfortable distance away from the 

other, slightly fidgeting. Lilly thought these men must have been frustrated that they 

were  unable  to  take  the  usual  fix-it  male  action,  forced  to  face  the  wall  of  patient 

contemplation.

Once changed, Lilly was directed to the biopsy room, where she was asked to lay on 

the examination table. Minutes later, a tall  gray haired man knocked then poked his 

head into the room. Seconds later he was followed by a younger dark haired male, who 

looked to be in his early thirties and a middle aged nurse. The small room seemed to be 

instantly crowded.

“Good morning, I’m Dr. Bell and this is Dr. Shing, our intern. Our nurse assisting in the 

procedure  is  Susan Kerr.  I  will  be  overseeing the  procedure  and Dr.  Shing will  be 

performing  the  biopsy,”  Dr.  Bell  announced  with  no  emotion.  “So,  let’s  get  started, 

please pull back your gown exposing your right breast.” 

Lilly  was  taken  aback  at  the  efficient  coldly  professional  tone  of  the  doctor,  which 

immediately intimidated her, bringing her shyness to the forefront. It was clear that her 

place was to cooperate, questions or challenges were not welcome. She responded 

with  an apprehensive smile,  watching all  three snap on their  medical  gloves.  Lilly’s 

hands became sweaty as her heart rate hovered around her throat.
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The two doctors proceeded to the counter, discussing the type of local anesthetic. Lilly 

was in shock when Dr.  Shing turned around holding a long needle. He looked very 

solemn as he approached her, swabbing the targeted area with antiseptic. She gulped 

hard, closed her eyes, as she felt the sharp needle pierce her skin in several locations. 

“We will just wait a few moments to allow for the freezing to set,” informed Dr. Shing 

with a quick dry smile.

Lilly took a deep breath, while the numbness settled in around her breast tissue. The 

two doctors were in a deep professional conversation while the nurse looked on with a  

blank face. Lilly wondered if she was really devoid of emotion, a true android or had she 

gone through this procedure so many times with other women that she knew what lay 

ahead for Lilly, and it was not something to smile about. 

“Can you feel this sensation if I prick your skin?” inquired Dr. Shing.

“No,” quivered Lilly.

“Good then we shall proceed.”

The  nurse,  had  placed  the  ultrasound  wand  along  the  breast  tissue,  revealing  the 

location of the growth. He walked over to the counter, picked up another instrument,  

then turned exposing an even larger hollow tipped syringe. Lilly’s eyes felt  like they 
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were ready to pop out of her head as she swallowed hard again. Lilly watched as the  

young doctor, looked up at the screen then inserted the syringe, watching the tip on the 

screen. Lilly could see that he was a distance away and would have to go fishing to hit 

the large marble sized growth. 

Lilly bit her lip and looked over to Dr. Bell who was watching with no reaction. Lilly could 

only wonder, why in heaven’s name was the experienced doctor not helping this intern 

find the spot? Granted she was frozen, but the sensation of someone, fishing around 

her breast seemed to go on forever, leaving her to question the medical competency. 

Finally, after a long ten minutes the procedure was over. Dr. Shing had managed to  

spear the invader and extract a chunk to be scrutinized. Upon removal Nurse Kerr,  

wiped  and  applied  dressing  to  the  incision  area  while  Dr.  Shing  promptly  took  the 

sample preparing it for shipment to the lab. 

Dr. Shing turned efficiently informing Lilly, “We, are done for today. The sample will be 

sent to the lab and you’ll hear the results from your family doctor in ten days. Should it  

be found to  be malignant,  strategies will  be discussed at that  time and you will  be 

assigned an oncologist.”

Dr. Bell followed with a flat additional, “Thanks for your patience. You may get dressed 

now. You are free to leave afterwards.”
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The two doctors left  the room, while the nurse silently helped Lilly off the table and 

quietly directed her to the change room. Lilly couldn’t get into her clothes fast enough. 

Her head felt light, her mouth dry and she felt an odd chill through her body. Grabbing 

her purse, she darted to the front waiting room, with anxiety ridden eyes, she motioned 

towards the door, not stopping to linger. Frank dutifully followed. In the hall, she grabbed 

his arm, sighed and dropped her head on his shoulder.

“Those doctors could learn a thing or two about bedside manner.”

“Are you okay, my love?” Frank panicked.

“I’m fine, but, what an intimidating procedure. It took forever for the intern to find the 

lump.” She took another deep breath then followed with, “Well at least that is over, let’s  

go for breakfast, I need a coffee. I am ready to move onward and upward!”

The sound of the morning radio talk show veiled the background of the car ride over to 

the local diner. They did not speak a word. Lilly wondered, what more could be said, it  

was over. Thinking about the future was not productive, as it had potential to terrorize  

her with worry. No, she reminded herself, moving forward meant to live each moment in 

the now. No matter what it took, she was determined to focus on every breath, every 

step, every second as it occurred. 

“Home sweet home, my dear!” Frank announced with a sigh of relief. 
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“Yes, home,” softly answered Lilly.

“Lil, why don’t we work on the garden today?” urged Frank.

Lilly looked over and nodded, “Yes, I think that is what I need today, to play in the dirt.  

Maybe  even  Olivia  might  want  to  help  out?  There  is  nothing  more  grounding  than 

gardening.”

“I agree. Lil, I want to rebuild your magical garden, better than ever. I want it to be a 

place that will inspire your writing. Somewhere you can take a future grandchild. Just 

see, we will win the competition too,” answered Frank with dancing eyes.

Lilly smirked and shook her head. She wondered if his new found enthusiasm was more 

for the thrill of the competition than anything else. Although she normally shied away 

from contests, this one was creative, rooted in family memories and offered the deadline 

ensuring the project completion.

“Frank, do you mind if I slip away for a bit, to have a short nap and pen some of my  

thoughts to  write  before we get  started? I  am surprised at  how drained I  feel.  The 

experience took a lot more out of me emotionally.”

“Go ahead, I hear Olivia in the kitchen.” Frank walked down the hall, while Lilly floated 

to their bedroom. 
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Climbing on their bed, she picked up her bedside journal and began to write, clearing 

the residual stormy thoughts in her mind. A therapeutic step before she waded into the 

shores of her dreams. 

Silken seas 
Rolling, rocking, soothing
Crimson sun overture enchanting 
Anchored, floating, dozing
Contentment
Churning creeping clouds
Whispers, blusters, gales rouse
Escalating mountain and valley waves shake and swell
Gripping, enduring raging storm
Terror 
Gales, blusters, whispers 
Clouds casually cease
Returning clarity beaming 
Crimson sun denouement captivating 
Rolling, rocking soothing
Silken seas…

Peace
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Chapter 15

Frank was determined not to let his injury get in the way of enjoying the second half of  

his daughter`s week long visit. The recent events that had erupted in their lives left him 

with a new sense of urgency. He was relieved that Lilly`s biopsy was finished. He buried 

his  thoughts  in  the  assurance  that  most  biopsies  were  benign.  Besides,  he  was 

confident that after all these long hard years of work, nothing tragic would hinder their 

enjoyment of retirement. 

Frank pulled into the driveway announcing, “Home sweet home, my dear!” 

He looked over at Lilly, she seemed different. Peacefully detached, as if she was in 

some  meditative  state.  She  smiled,  closing  her  eyes  while  taking  a  deep  breath, 

responding, “Yes, home.”

Frank suggested they spend the day on gardening which Lilly thought was a great idea, 

however, he was not surprised when Lilly asked to have some time to regroup and nap 

before starting. He could see that the morning had zapped her emotionally. Entering 

their foyer, Lilly gently waved and headed towards their bedroom while Frank could hear 

Olivia in the kitchen and went to investigate.

Olivia was pacing in her lounge sleep wear, talking on her cell phone, in an authoritative 

manner.  She waved to him and continued her conversation, “I’ll  be returning in four 
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days, can you book that meeting next Monday? We can meet over next weekend and 

finalize the presentation.”

Moments  later,  she  was  signing  off  the  call.  “Well,  that  was  work.  We  have  an 

exceptionally important campaign to pitch when I get back. People across the pond are 

getting a bit antsy. Hey how did it go?”

“Good, but your mom is taking a rest right now. We were planning on working on the 

garden today, are you interested? Your mom and I were bouncing around some ideas. 

There’s a gardening competition with the local nursery. They are asking for entries for 

the best themed garden. I was thinking we could enter our fairy garden. What do you 

think Liv, can gardening replace the thrill of shopping?” Frank asked in his best sales 

voice.

“Sure dad, you know the shopping trip with mom was plenty. Honestly I don’t know if 

shopping is on mom’s mind right now, plus, I don’t need anything. Really, I just want to 

spend time with both of you and this sounds like a great idea. Where are your plans?”

Frank was pleased that Olivia was on board with the project. He walked over to the file 

folder on the counter, while Olivia made a pot of herbal tea. He displayed his partial 

drawing, explaining that one special feature was that the garden was to have a variety 

of grasses, however close to the path they would plant lavender, which would give a  

lovely scent when rubbed as people walked the path.
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“Dad,  I  saw Angie,  yesterday.  You  know we have  been friends  for  years.  She just 

finished her Bachelor of Landscape Design from the University of Guelph. At any rate, I 

know she will be open to brainstorming and certainly would sketch out some ideas,”  

offered Olivia. “I’ll give her a call and see if we can meet over coffee.”

“This sounds great. We just might win the competition, getting professional help. Your 

mom and I can start by digging up or splitting some of the plants that are overgrown,” 

Frank bounced up heading towards the garage, “I’m going for shovels so we can get 

started.”

Two hours later, while Frank was knee deep in thinning out the lilies and hostas, Lilly 

emerged with a tall glass of cold water, handing it to Frank. He chugged it down. He 

marvelled at how she always seem to anticipate his needs.

“I  can’t  believe the piles of  weeds and excess plants,  Frank,  already the garden is 

looking better.” Lilly stood admiring Frank’s work.

Moments later,  Olivia  bounced in,  waving a sheet  of  paper.  “Mom, Dad, Angie was 

amazing, she managed to produce a very detailed sketch. She had no problem coming 

up with a variety of fairy appropriate plants. Hey mom, how did it go? Dad said you were 

tired from the ordeal.”
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“Well other than the procedure being done by robotic doctors, the intern having difficulty 

finding the lump, and they didn’t ask if I minded if it was an intern who worked with me, 

it went okay. It  was more about the doctors’ ego, looking like the experts, doing the 

required task but showing minimal respect for me, the patient.  I am just glad it is over. I  

will know the results in ten days. I am sure things will be fine,” reassured Lilly in her  

nurturing mom tone. “Now let’s see that sketch.”

Frank was always amazed at how Lilly was able to shake off worry, always presenting in 

a concerned yet easy going manner. She had the presence of a wise angel. He watched 

her intently examining the sketch, her eyes widening, as she smiled and highlighted 

some of her favourite features.

“I just love how she has included a small pond. It would look like she is trying to tell a 

story along the walk, a very interesting concept. It is like a journey. Olivia if you ever  

have children, it is going to be a delight taking them for walks through this garden. I also  

think,” just then Lilly’s sentence was interrupted by Olivia’s phone, as Olivia, grimaced 

answering it immediately.

“Hello,” followed by a long pause while Frank and Lilly began wading through the rest of 

the garden pulling up unwanted plants. Frank looked over at Lilly, raising his eyebrows.
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“Are you serious? No, that can’t be. Oh no, I can’t believe Nathan was involved in such 

a scam. I see, an investigation, well this is good. Keep me posted on how it unfolds.”  

Olivia clicked off her phone, staring at her father in shock.

“What’s up Olivia? It sounds pretty serious,” inquired Frank, eager to hear the story.

“Dad, I don’t know if you have heard of click fraud. You see people are setting up these 

websites to supposedly sell a service or information. They then approach companies to 

advertise on their information page. They sell the space on the basis that if people go to 

the site and click on their advertisement, only then does the company advertising have 

to pay. They accumulate the number of clicks then present the ‘proof of visibility” to the  

customer, asking for payment based on the agreed upon rate per click.”

“Hmmm,” Frank rubbed his chin. “So what you are saying is that these companies are 

trusting that the data, on accumulated clicks on their ads is legitimate, as such, they 

think that  not  only do they get  exposure but  they are seeing how often their  ad is 

viewed.”

“Yes, but the problem is that the companies selling the ad space, actually buy off people 

to click the space. One company was noticing that most of their clicks were coming from 

third world countries, places where his service would not be of interest. Apparently for 

this company they did not realize it until after they paid over 100,000 dollars in click 

advertising fees. It is a scam,” explained Olivia, rolling her eyes.
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“So what does this have to do with your company?”

“A  fellow  junior  manager,  one  with  who  I  am  collaborating  with  on  that  huge 

presentation,  has been caught,  setting up one of these information sites, scamming 

companies, some of which are our clients. He is doing this on the side to his regular day 

job, but it looks terrible for our firm. He has broken trust with clients, trust with people at  

work. He is under investigation. Apparently, he has only scammed about five thousand 

so far from clients, and word has it that he had no intention of going big. He just needed 

to  earn  an  extra  twenty thousand because of  financial  problems incurred due to  a 

pending divorce. Man the poor sap.” Olivia sighed. “I really feel for him. He is a nice guy,  

he is not a hardened criminal,  he was trying to be creative in his financial  problem 

solving.”

“Yep, creative alright; however, it is fraud. It will be interesting to see how your senior 

manager deals with the problem. I came across a similar situation years ago when I  

worked for an insurance company. One of the managers at that time, embezzled funds. 

He was eventually caught. Now we all expected that he was going to be immediately 

fired, but, that wasn’t the case. The president took the person aside and asked why he 

stole the funds. He found out two issues; the manager was in huge personal financial 

difficulties  and  he  was  very  unhappy  with  his  job.  The  president  decided  to 

compassionately address the problems by helping him.  First, he was reassigned to a 

department and position that better suited his interests and abilities. Now you are not 

going to believe this one, he was given a raise to boot! Next, a payback scheme was 
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worked out so that all the money was paid back with interest. Last, the president didn’t  

stop there, he provided this fellow with a financial counselling service, to help him get 

back on track. Eventually, this person became a senior executive with the company, 

who was reliable, trusted and respected.”

“Are  you  serious  dad?  That  is  a  pretty  incredible  story.  I  wonder  how  the  other 

employees took it.  Many would see that  as unfair.  It  could really work against  staff  

morale.”

“I know what you mean, but you know it wasn’t kept a secret. People actually liked the 

guy, and they also felt for him. He had to face the public humiliation and then took the 

responsibility  to  redeem  himself.  Most  people  on  staff  admired  both  men  for  their  

respective courage; the president for having the strength and compassion to forgive and 

act  in  a  loving  compassionate  way,  the  other  fellow for  taking  responsibility  for  his 

actions, working hard to rebuild trust. Both men acted with a true sense of faith and trust 

in  each  other  not  fear.  They adopted a  MOR:  mindset  of  optimistic  resolve.  When 

people function with MOR they get more out of situations and of others. Their attitude is 

one of, as Steven Covey would say, abundance not scarcity. Ultimately, they act not  

because of their own agenda or ego, powering over someone else, it is a true form of 

servant leadership. The premise is how can I serve and support others. I firmly believe if  

people act from fear they end up with less.”

“Geez, I never thought of it that way, dad,” Olivia mulled over in awe.
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“You know your father is right about MOR. Frank, I remember that story. It was amazing  

what a powerful effect it had on the company culture. It resonated for years. That action 

showed people that management could be trusted. They really did care. Frank do you 

remember what happened to our friend’s son several years ago.”

“You mean Steven, Lil?” asked Frank.

“Yes, Olivia, Steven was working for a large hotel as a part-time student at the front  

desk. Well as you can imagine in the service industry and being young, after the kids 

worked hard with the stresses of registering guests, dealing with complaints, tending to  

customer’s needs,  they would go out after work and party. Well, this young fellow went  

out after work and drank one too many, got into his car, lucky by himself, and yes, you  

can guess what happened, it was icy, he took a corner too fast, lost control, hit a ditch 

and  tree,  landing  in  a  field.  He  was  found  by  the  police,  and  charged  with  DUI.  

Thankfully no one was hurt and Steven’s injuries were minor. However, he had several 

problems, his car was totalled so now he incurred difficulty getting to work. In addition, 

he  worried  that  the  pending  criminal  charges  would  affect  his  reputation,  possibly 

causing his boss to fire him.” 

“Oh my goodness, what happened? That’s everyone’s nightmare, if you have a couple 

of drinks after work,” cringed Olivia.
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“Well, remember Frank, his boss was absolutely amazing. Talk about compassion. He 

counselled this fellow about responsible partying. He watched over him continuously, 

cautioning him on effective choices, taking the risk sharing personal stories, each with a 

lesson. He demonstrated incredible trust. As Steven, lived out the regret and extended 

time before his case was brought before a judge, he had many moments of guilt and 

depressing thoughts. At these moments Steven even became a bit sloppy in his work 

habits, but, his boss never gave up on him and worked even harder at coaching him to 

stay optimistic and determined to work through the problem. On occasion, Steven would 

call in not being able to get a ride, his boss even offered to pay for his cab. As you said  

Frank the manager showed MOR, a mindset of optimistic resolve; he was not going to 

give up on Steven.”

“Wow another pretty amazing story of faith and love based actions,” pondered Olivia.

Frank piped in, “You know Liv, when his parents told us the story, both of them got so 

choked up,” Frank looked over at Lilly to see her already tearing up, he walked over to  

put his arm around her. “You see, their son during this period had moments that he 

really  became low and they were  worried  he  might  commit  suicide,  but  it  was  the 

inspiration of this boss that kept this young man going. They told us that this one night  

they were picking up Steven, and had the chance to meet this manager. They thanked 

him profusely for caring and believing in their son. The manager’s response was, he 

couldn’t imagine doing anything different. It was no big deal. He felt all his employees 

were his family and it was his responsibility to take care of them.”
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Lilly wiped away tears continuing, “You know, not something that is always seen. Many 

people are afraid of forgiving someone who has screwed up in case it looks bad on  

them. This manager made a huge difference in Steven’s life. Steven is now doing really 

well, completing his MBA and still works at the hotel as a supervisor. Most importantly 

he is alive.”

“Dad and mom, man those are two solid testimonials on the importance of love and 

management. These are stories that will sure stay with me. MOR. Hmm, a pretty cool  

dad.”

“Yes, he can have his creative moments,” Lilly chucked.

Frank beamed with pride, it wasn’t often that Lilly called him creative. He also felt good 

to be articulating his thoughts on leadership. He began to realize that although he may 

have been pretty task driven over the years, he was an advocate of servant leadership, 

trying as much as he could to demonstrate compassion, forgiveness and support of his  

employees. He was excited to be sharing his wisdom with his daughter. This got him 

thinking that maybe he could still take his insights further, possibly writing or sharing his 

management  philosophy  with  others.  That  day  looked  to  be  the  major  start  of  his 

gardening project, and, of a business project in his retirement years. Who said he had to 

be washed up at sixty three? Hope warmed his soul.
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Chapter 16

Lilly watched Frank come alive, as he recounted his business stories. He seemed to 

have a renewed sense of purpose, taking great pride in mentoring his daughter. His 

passion for supporting and celebrating others was increasingly evident, with each story 

he shared. She enjoyed listening to the stories as they mucked about in the garden,  

encouraging him to share more. 

“Frank  I  remember  when  the  importance  of  nurturing  your  employees  became  a 

passion. Remember the story of George?” egged on Lilly.

“Oh, how could I forget Lilly? That’s when I worked for the consulting firm back in the 

seventies.  George  was  a  young  up  and  coming  consultant,  who  was  exceptionally 

competent in programming and computer troubleshooting, given his university degree 

and  numerous  computer  courses.  Remember  this  was  when  the  technological 

revolution was beginning. You can only imagine he was a hot commodity, so to speak. 

These skills coupled with his warm personality and fabulous communication abilities, 

made him a highly desirable choice on a variety of projects. He had one problem. It was  

a huge problem. He could never complete an assignment.” He bent over to stop as he 

put extra effort in pulling out a particularly deep root.

Lilly remembered how Frank, as his manager, would come home day after day ready to 

pull his hair out, bouncing off ideas, of how to motivate this young man to put closure on 
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his work. As a matter of fact, the more she thought about it, Frank would often stay late 

trying to help finish the projects.

Frank continued, “I was under great pressure from the clients, and of course had to 

pass  these  concerns  on  to  George.  I  worked  with  him  in  trying  to  develop  time 

management and closure techniques. The crazy thing was he put in tons of overtime, 

and was very amiable even though I was on his case. Unfortunately, it went nowhere, I  

would still have to sit with him and help him complete virtually every job.”

Olivia interrupted, “So what did you do dad, fire him?”

“Yes, after a year, I had to make the dreaded decision. I really liked him but I had no  

choice.  George was devastated.  I  managed to  keep tabs on him,  from a distance, 

through fellow employees for the following year, finding out he spent it lost in space.” 

Frank took a deep breath and stretched his arms high, then rolling his shoulders.

Lilly knew the memory of George brought back instant stress. “Olivia, your father, had 

many sleepless nights after letting George go. For a long time following he would speak 

of regret that he did not do more for George.”

“You know, it wasn’t that I didn’t do enough for him, but I needed to get additional help. I  

guess, I thought I could save him myself. There goes that ego aspect rearing its head.  

From that  point,  I  pledged  to  be  more  divergent  in  my problem solving  and  try  to 
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anticipate  shortcomings  in  an  individual,  taking  proactive  steps  to  correct  problems 

before they got too big.” Frank began to turn over the soil in areas where plants had 

been removed.

They all continued to work in silence for the next half hour raking and bagging discarded 

plant material. Lilly, slipped  away, without Olivia and Frank noticing. She headed to the  

kitchen, prepared a plate of cheese, crackers, fruit and opened a bottle of wine. 

In less than fifteen minutes, she returned. “Come on I think we have done enough for  

today, let’s have a break,” she placed the full tray on the outdoor table and poured the 

wine.

“Mom, you’re the best. Thanks. You always go the extra mile in taking care of us,” said 

Olivia with a mouthful of cheese.

“And she does it with a smile! Smiles going the extra miles, how’s that for a slogan you 

can take back,” laughed Frank, as Lilly noticed his relaxed reflective state seemed to be 

propagating creative hooks, endorsing his leadership values.

“Me? Frank, I remember many times when you inspired your staff to go the extra mile.  

Remember when you and your team pulled the all-nighter,” Lilly winked.

“Are you serious, dad, an all-nighter? Pretty extreme!”
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“Again it happened in the days when technology was just booming, and when I worked  

for that insurance company. I was in my early thirties, a young inexperienced manager 

filled with chutzpah. I was asked to initiate a new computerized billing system. Due to 

the logistical constraints of sending out customer billings, I was required to establish a 

cut over date from the old to the new system. The problem was back then target rollout  

dates were very difficult to estimate given the rudimentary equipment. The president 

informed me that I could take all the time, however, once I established the target date, 

we could not turn back, it had to be met. I assembled a great crew of dedicated and 

competent programmers and analysts. We set our date and knew what needed to be 

done. All started well, however, Murphy’s Law kicked in and before we new it, obstacles 

were popping up everywhere. As such, we were at risk of not meeting our rollout. Closer 

to our deadline, our work hours increased as our sleep time continued to decrease. Two 

days before the target,  the system had not been tested, an essential  task. The day 

before, we all came together and decided that we had to stay at work until the job was 

done  and  tested.  So  that  is  what  we  all  did,  worked  like  dogs.  Several  of  the 

programmers  even  fell  asleep  on  the  floor,  taking  a  rejuvenating  catnap.  I  even 

surprised myself, as I managed to be patient and calm, reassuring the president when 

asked that everything would unfold as expected. I had faith in my staff. Several hours  

before the deadline, we all assembled in the computer room and ran the first test. To our  

amazement and thanks, it worked!” Frank swirled the wine in the glass, took a long sniff,  

followed by a slow sip. Lilly enjoyed watching Frank assume the persona of the wine 

connoisseur.
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He continued, “That was such a proud bonding moment for me and all the members of 

the team. We knew we could trust each other for our skill and commitment to any task 

after that project. Smiles going the extra miles.”

Although Lilly knew Frank was a dedicated employee, hearing all his stories gave her 

an increased understanding to the depth of Frank’s dedication and love for the people 

and tasks at work. She now could see that the extra hours at work, were not just to feed 

his ego, by winning and conquering each goal. Truly, he had a diligent, generous spirit,  

committed to everyone’s voice and actions being heard and shared. His mindset was 

not only optimistic, it was open and honest. She now began to appreciate the degree to 

which he really was more about “we” than “me”. 

They relaxed in the late afternoon sun, while Olivia shared her stories of traveling the 

French countryside learning about wines and grapes. Lilly took a few notes, for future 

reference.  She  could  see  that  Frank  was  awestruck  with  his  daughter’s  sommelier 

expertise.

A rumbling giddy spirit energized Lilly as she, Frank and Olivia worked on preparing 

beds, plant shopping and learning about creating a small garden pond. By the end of 

Thursday night she dropped into bed, her mind wandered to the last week with Olivia,  

their  gardening project  well  underway,  Frank’s  renewed energy,  all  these memories 

grounded her in a blanket of comfort and peace as she drifted off.
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Friday morning’s dark skies, pattering rain and knowledge that Olivia would be returning 

to  England,  left  Lilly  wanting  to  remain  in  bed.  She  dreaded  the  thought  of  her 

daughter’s departure. She noticed Frank’s side of the bed empty. Although the alarm 

clock read eight, justifying a bit more of a sleep in, she decided to get up and make 

breakfast. 

As she walked up the hall she smelled bacon and coffee, luring to the kitchen. Walking 

through  the  doorway,  she  saw  Frank  at  the  stove  flipping  eggs,  while  Olivia  was 

scraping butter over toast.

Frank turned smiling at Lilly. “Hey hon, we thought we would get an early start. Olivia’s  

flight is at eight o’clock so, we thought we could go to the RBG in the morning and early  

afternoon seeing we will have to leave for the airport around four thirty.”

“Come on let’s eat,” commanded Olivia.

Lilly  appreciated  being  pampered  with  the  full  cooked  breakfast.  Frank  and  Olivia 

continued to share business stories over breakfast. Lilly enjoyed listening and watching 

the repartee as Frank coached and teased, Olivia questioned and provoked, all  the 

while, affirming each other through smiles, winks and hugs. Lilly revelled in how Olivia’s 

energy, triggered a special spark both in her and Frank.
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Cleaning up after breakfast, Olivia, sporting a devilish grin, took a dish towel and tried to 

playfully snap it at her father, “So dad, seriously after all our talks, and it has been a 

week since your retirement, would you have done things differently? Would you have 

spent less time at work?” 

Lilly gasped, thinking this might be the trigger that threw Frank back into a moody state.  

She was so thankful  that he seemed to be getting over the retirement crisis.  Given 

Olivia was leaving, she didn’t need to be left with Frank brooding.

“Liv, I told you, no and I haven’t changed my mind. I will tell you I missed you and your  

mom, but  I  spent  that  time at work because I  felt  that  was the right  thing to do in  

providing for my family. And, as you can see with our chats I also felt compelled to live  

up to the responsibilities and commitments to my team at work. You just don’t give up, 

do you?” responded Frank grinning, grabbing the towel, then pulling Olivia over for a 

quick hug. 

“The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree!” bantered Olivia.

Lilly sighed, glad that at least now the tension between them had dissipated and their  

last hours of visiting would not be clouded by needless tension. Before the conversation 

potentially went sour, she drew Olivia away, suggesting she look through some of her 

unworn sweaters and tops to take back to London.  
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Before Lilly knew it  she was standing at the security gate with Frank, kissing Olivia 

farewell in a big group glassy eyed embrace. 

“Dad you take care of mom, she needs you now more than ever, you can now serve  

her. Mom enjoy the pampering. Don’t worry I am sure the news will  be okay. In the 

meantime stay busy with that garden. You want to win that contest!” On that note Olivia 

grabbed her bag and cued in the security line, turning giving a gentle wave. Speaking 

up, she said, “Now go you two, before I need a box of tissue.”

Frank’s brow scrunched as he took Lilly’s hand firmly, as if the harder he squeezed the 

less likely he was to cry. Lilly felt a tightening in her throat, closed her eyes and with a 

nod whispered, “Come on, we can go.”

During the drive home they were both silent. Lilly, stared out at the sunset, listening to  

the classical music, pondering how lucky they were as a family to have evolved into a 

comfortable circle of adult friendship; a bond that not all families shared.

Arriving home, she excused herself, made a cup of tea then burrowed in their bedroom 

capturing her roaming thoughts.

Special Friends

Through our life we find 
Special friends who teach us through
Their relentless devoted actions 
The meaning of love and loyalty
An unspoken  bond
Passion, commitment
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Pulsating, peaceful, arresting respect 
Like a vibrant arancia rising over a misty glass covered lake
Mysteriously unwrapping heart ribbons  
In hopes of releasing fluttering grace filled acts of kindness
An unrequited cycle
Feeding the ravenous soul 
Measured savoury satiating…inspiring
 
Through our life we find 
Special friends who teach us
Through their articulated thoughts and visions 
How to give birth to a dream
With childlike innocence, awe and wonder
Quizzically and cautiously tugging at the 
Yarn of one’s mind, gently assisting in the 
Unraveling of the endless potential 
Of what can be 
Of what we want to be
Of what we need to be
Of what we will be
With unconditional love and patience 
Guide us to the thresholds of challenges and limitations
Prodding exploration and mistakes
Always there to help sweep up the pieces
Or applaud without envy, the triumphs.
Quenching the thirsty soul 
Gently touching parched lips with words, direction, heart
Inspiring

Through our life we find 
That as we grow with our special friends
It may seem that we consumed with satisfying our thirst and hunger
Fed by our dear special friends
Only to realize that we too have been feeding them 
As we nurture and raise each other 
To the highest level of 
Distinction
Embracement…Love
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Chapter 17

“Frank can you believe a week has passed since Olivia’s departure? It seems like 

she was just here. Thank God we have had this gardening project to distract us,” 

said Lilly drinking her morning coffee, looking out at the big improvements made

to the garden. 

Frank noticing that she had not eaten breakfast yet offered, “Lil, hey what 

would you like for breakfast, toast or I could cut up some fruit?” He could see that 

slightly vacant look return to her eyes and assumed that she was nervous about 

their late morning doctor’s appointment. 

“No thanks, Frank, my stomach is feeling somewhat unsettled today. You go right 

ahead. Actually we will have to start getting ready soon to make the appointment with 

Doctor Anderson,” replied Lilly.

Frank’s stomach also felt unsettled, but he was not about to even hint to any 

nervousness, so he decided to make himself toast. He needed to be strong for Lilly right 

now, just in case they heard bad news. He joined her at the table.

“Geez Frank is that all you are having?” asked Lilly.

“Yep, that’s it, need to keep my love handles to a minimum. I am really happy with how 

the garden is shaping up. I was thinking we need a new bird bath, a decorative 

birdfeeder, and what do you think about a couple of benches? You’ll be able to sit and 
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write in the garden, garnishing inspiration for your poetry,” Frank queried attempting to 

distract her from worry. 

“That sounds nice,” answered Lilly, softly staring off.

Frank stood up enthusiastically announcing, “Come on let’s get ready, if we get over to 

the office early we can go for a coffee, or maybe take a walk along Locke Street.”

Lilly quietly obliged. Frank took her coffee cup and suggested that she shower first, he 

would take care of tidying the kitchen. 

They were ready within the forty five minutes, pulling out of the driveway in blazing sun. 

Dawning his sunglasses, opening the sunroof and windows and cranking up his Tim 

McGraw CD, he turned to Lilly, smiling wide, put his right hand on her lap saying, “Lil, 

the sunshine is an omen. Here’s to a fresh start!”

Frank dodged the steady traffic down the escarpment and along Main Street, turning up 

Locke street in good time to stop for a coffee at the Locke Street Bakery. He watched 

the street like an eagle, finding the first available parking spot he slid his beast into the 

slot with his proficient parallel parking skills. In true gentleman style he ran over to Lilly’s 

side before she opened the door and helped her step down from the SUV. 
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“Frank, the royal treatment! Goodness, I feel like a princess today. Thanks but you know 

I do this all the time,” said Lilly.

Frank ignored the comment and continued to help her down. He felt intensely protective 

of her right now. He did not want her to struggle for anything, not even getting out of a 

car. Over the last weeks, the fog of every day life was beginning to lift, and his vision of 

the world was changing, as if he was wearing new glasses.

They walked down the eclectic street, taking in all the antique shops, new galleries, 

vintage clothing shops and nouveaux boutiques. At the Locke Street Bakery they each 

grabbed a medium regular coffee, and continued their stroll.

“Frank, remember how we used to come down here, before Olivia was born, on 

Saturday mornings, have a leisurely breakfast at the West Town and stroll through the 

antique shops?” recounted Lilly sauntering into a second hand store.

“Yes it was a special time Lil, I used to find it so relaxing. A ritual to look forward to after 

a full week’s work. We managed to find some pretty fine furniture treasures as we 

started up, not to mention all we learned about antiques from the shop owners. It was 

like a walking course in antiques.”

Looking at his watch, Frank redirected their attention, “Lilly, we have to get going to 

make the appointment. Let’s drive several streets over, it will be faster.”
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Back at the car, Frank was right there helping Lilly stretch up into her seat. He thought 

he caught a softly sarcastic look from Lilly, but ignored it, determined nothing, not even 

her reactions were going to get in the way of his gestures of pampering her.

Dr. Anderson’s office was empty. They checked in and Frank sat next to Lilly and 

whispered as she passed him a magazine, “Lilly, she must have made your 

appointment the last before lunch. At least we won’t feel rushed.” 

Lilly nodded. They had little time to leaf through their magazines, as it took less than five 

minutes and Dr. Anderson was standing at the doorway. Her lab coat, gave a strong 

presence, over her petite frame and understated professional attire of  gray trousers 

and a tailored light blue blouse. Gesturing she invited them into her first examination 

room.

“Hi Lilly and Frank, lovely weather isn’t it,” she flashed her professional smile, directed 

them to the available parallel chairs in the nine by ten examination room, then took a 

seat on her low level stool facing both of them, opening Lilly’s file on her lap. Frank 

looked over to Lilly, her blonde locks glistened from the rays of mid morning sun, 

framing her full face with negligible wrinkles. Her bright pink lipstick, added just enough 

colour to enhance her natural youthful looks. He chuckled smugly thinking people 

probably thought that Lilly was his trophy wife. Indeed, he was lucky, she walked with 

grace, wisdom and angelic beauty.
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“Well Lilly and Frank, we have the results,” Dr. Anderson glanced up over her bifocals 

expressionless then looked down. 

Frank felt his stomach instantly knot up. He leaned forward, looked at Lilly who was 

sitting calm with a blank face, then took her hand in his, as she responded with a gentle 

squeeze. 

“Lilly, you have infiltrating duct carcinoma.” The words hit Frank’s ears like violently 

shaking tambourines. He was confused. It couldn’t be, it was a sunny day. Tingling 

adrenaline flowed through his legs, while his stomach turned. He had an urge to grab 

her hand and run out of the room, yelling, “Sorry we came to the wrong place.” But 

instead reality gripped like anchored whips; stinging, wrapping, immobilizing. They were 

being sucked into the vortex of the medical Bermuda triangle.

He blinked, promptly responding with dazed shock, “Are you sure?”

“Yes Frank,” Dr. Anderson held her bifocals in her hand, her eyes seemed to stare 

through him, then looked away momentarily biting her upper lip. She took a deep 

breath, opened the file, slipped her glasses back on then read, “Lilly, a surgeon’s 

appointment has been booked for two days from now. He will discuss the treatment 

options further. What I can tell you is that your tumor measures three centimeters, it has 

spiky tendrils. The cancer appears to have invaded some of the lymph nodes under 

your right arm. The treatment will probably involve surgery, then chemo and radiation. It 
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is the most common form of breast cancer and is highly treatable. Do you have any 

questions?” 

Lilly’s monotone voice softly asked, “How soon do you anticipate the surgery will be 

booked?” 

“I would imagine within a week. Dr. Eller does not usually waste time. He is the best. He 

will be able to give you more complete details regarding the cancer once he goes in, 

removes the tumour and obtains the lab results from pathology. I would anticipate that 

the whole journey will be a minimum of six months upwards to a year.” 

“I see,” answered Lilly. She then turned to Frank while asking the doctor, “Will you be 

overseeing our case?”

“Yes, I will be the centre of the wheel so to speak. If you have any general questions, 

need reassurance, and of course have general health concerns please come and see 

me.”Dr. Anderson smiled then sighed. “Lilly, I’m sorry I wish the news was better.”

“Well, I guess there is nothing more to be said, thank you Dr. Anderson,” said Lilly with a 

strained smile as she stood up.

“Lilly, Frank, good luck.”
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Lilly bowed her head, turned and walked out, while Frank, shook Dr. Anderson’s hand, 

“Thank you Doctor.” 

In seconds she was ten feet ahead of Frank, he wondered if she was sprinting out of the 

office. He hastened his pace, trying to catch the door before it closed.

“Lil, Lil slow down, are you okay?” Lilly kept walking staring ahead. Frank jogged ahead 

arriving at the car before her, opening the door. He held her arm as she pulled herself 

into the front seat, shut the door and walked round the back of the vehicle to his side. 

Opening his door he looked over to see Lilly, head in her hands sobbing. He hopped up, 

pulled back the arm rest, reached over, awkwardly hugging her. 

“Frank, Damn it! I was so hoping the news would be different. Damn!” Lilly continued to 

release her soulful sob. 

Frank held her feeling helpless. He so wished he could immediately fix the problem. He  

was a master strategist and now he was faced with a problem that involved a complex 

series of  proactive and reactive measures that were so foreign  to him, moreover, it had 

potential to rip his life apart. It was a walk of faith, while he ran the risk of losing the 

centre of his life.
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“Lil, my sweet Lilly, Dr. Anderson said that it is treatable. She said the treatment might 

only be as long as six months. We will get through it Lilly. I am there for you. No work or 

other distractions to get in the way. Whatever it takes hon,” Frank pronounced gallantly.

“Let’s go home Frank. My head feels like it is in a blender right now. I need to do some 

research. I want to call Mary. She always has a way of seeing the positive of any 

situation. We should also speak to John and Susan. Susan struggled with a minor 

breast cancer scare a couple of years ago,” said Lilly drying her eyes.

“We need to call Olivia,” Frank was about to continue when Lilly sharply cut him off.

“NO! absolutely not,” Lilly yelled. “I do not want her knowing at this point. What purpose 

will it serve? She was just here. She will not be able to get back. I am not dying and we 

still have no idea what the treatment plan will be. Let’s wait at the bare minimum until 

after my lumpectomy. Frank this is going to be a long journey. We do not need to be 

putting her life in upheaval faster and longer than need be.” 

Frank knew that although Lilly had lowered her voice, she spoke with business-like 

direction. Lilly rarely spoke with this tone and knew it was not a time to debate. He 

turned up the stereo as McGraw’s Old Town tune was finishing, forgetting that the next 

track was one of Lilly’s favourites, Live Like You Were Dying, as the first chord struck his 

hand quickly reached the volume, stopped by Lilly’s hand.
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“Frank, stop, it’s okay. You know, I used to listen to this tune and loved the sense of 

hope it conveyed. Sometimes I would think I wonder what I would do if I got ‘the news’. 

Well, low and behold, I’ve gotten the news. Man it’s numbing and surreal. I still feel like I 

am floating outside my body, watching a movie. Please Frank leave it on. I’m okay. I can 

enjoy listening this time on a much more profound level.”

Frank held Lilly’s hand tight. Luckily, he had yet to pull out of the parking space,  as his 

eyes welled up, he tried to push back the tears, but the damn was breaking, long 

streams flowed down his cheeks as he closed his eyes and mumbled, “I’m sorry Lil, oh 

shit, you don’t need to see this.”

Lilly’s hands reached up stroking both of his cheeks. She drew him close, awkwardly 

holding him over the console. They listened to the song in silence, both their heads 

locked together feeling the other’s slow breaths. As the song ended, Lilly pulled back, 

wiped Frank’s face with her hands, followed by her own, then blew her nose.

“Well what would I do? You know what Frank, when I get better I want to go zip lining in 

Costa Rica, what do you think? That will be the goal!” she smiled.

“But you’re afraid of heights,” Frank responded sniffing and rubbing his eyes, in 

between stilted laughter.
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Lilly’s eyes danced like there was fire behind them, “After I get through this fight for my 

life, what do I have to fear, but fear itself, right!” she quipped back with a smile that 

progressed into a giggle.

“Okay Wonder Woman, you’re on!” he smiled. Feeling composed, he looked down 

realizing the car was still running, put it in gear as they made their way home in the 

gentle calm of their cleared emotions.  

Frank watched, staring out the window, periodically giving him a gentle smile. Searching 

every ounce of empathy, he tried to imagine what she might be feeling and thinking. 

Given her particular silence, and her statements describing a sense of detachment, he 

didn’t want to engage in any heavy talk, and assumed that she needed her space. 

Instead, he filled the rest of the ride home with idle chatter about the garden, evaluating 

what they had done so far and what needed to be done next, not surprised that Lilly 

periodically answered with a drifty occasional, “That’s nice” or “This sounds good 

Frank.” 

Frank, felt like he was on a river’s dock waiting and watching Lilly on a tethered raft, 

floating away, downstream, through rapids, around a bend, out of eye’s sight, yet, still 

connected. His heart ached as the distance grew between them. He only hoped that he 

could keep pulling her back. He was determined to leave the tears behind, reflecting 

that for so long she was his anchor, now it was time for him to be hers. After all, he was 

a master strategist, ready to battle the disease and support his Lilly with a mindset of 
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optimistic resolve. There were no other options if they were going to be zip lining in 

Costa Rica.

Upon entering their home, Lilly announced she was going to be calling Mary and Susan. 

Frank was surprised at her energy. As she, beetled off to the family room, Frank 

announced he would prepare lunch. 

Lilly called back, “That would be nice.”

Frank stood in the kitchen and took a deep breath. His eyes roamed over the room and 

stopped at the row of cookbooks. He assumed Lilly would be on the phone for awhile, 

consequently, he impulsively thought this would be a great opportunity for him to wade 

into a more complex level of food preparation other than fried eggs or sandwiches. He 

grabbed a cookbook titled Brunches and Salads, and he fished out Lilly’s biscotti recipe 

from her wooden box. He flipped through quickly finding a broccoli crustless quiche 

recipe and spinach salad. He found his road map to his culinary adventure.

Surprised to find all the necessary ingredients, including cooked bacon, Frank lined 

them up on the counter. Just before beginning, he was nagged by thoughts of forgetting 

something, until his eyes focused on their built in wine rack, pulling out a bottle of 

cabernet merlot. That was it. Cooking and wine went hand in hand.
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Forty five minutes later, and a glass and a half of wine, Frank surprised even himself 

with his cooking organization. He began with the dessert, quickly blending and forming 

the biscotti logs, letting them bake while he prepared the quiche. Once the biscotti were 

settling, the quiche went in for a thirty minute bake, while he washed and prepared the 

spinach salad. His last tasks were setting the table and slicing the biscotti for a second 

baking.  He chuckled to himself feeling quite proud, topping up his wine, as he still had 

five minutes to spare before the quiche came out. 

He poured a glass of wine for Lilly and delivered it to her in the family room, 

announcing, “Lunch will be served in five minutes Madame,” with a silly tipsy grin.

“Got to go Mary, my chef is calling. Thanks so much for your words of support and 

encouragement. Yes, I promise I will look at Eckhart Tolle’s work and yes, I will look into 

yoga.” 

Frank extended his arm to Lilly, escorting her to her seat at the kitchen table. He took 

her napkin and dramatically snapped it out, landing it on her lap. He was serving the 

lunch plated minutes later.

“I’m impressed Frank, man you really have your timing down pat,” smiled Lilly, “Like a 

master chef.”

208



“Lilly, this is the least I can do for you. You know for years you have been there for me. 

You have been my anchor. You have anticipated all my needs. You know I have been 

thinking a lot about this and, and, and,” Frank stopped short taking a swig of wine. He 

felt very relaxed and a compulsion to share his inner feelings. “Lilly, I know I have said 

this before, but I couldn’t have gotten to where I am without your support. To top it off 

you have always been there. Man, even all those years when you had to go to Olivia’s 

tournaments alone, you never complained. I never stopped thinking about you Lil when I 

traveled. You know some of the guys, got themselves into some awkward predicaments 

and even affairs, but never me, you have always been my queen.”

“Frank, I know, you did what you had to do to make our lives comfortable. I know the 

distance was not easy for either of us.” Lilly rubbed the top of his hand with hers.

“But Lil, you know, it couldn’t have been easy, being alone so much. Man you could 

have easily had an affair. I just want to say thanks for always being there for me,” as 

Frank leaned over to kiss Lilly, flushed she held her hand delicately up to her mouth, 

then motioned for him to retreat.

Frank perplexed with her reaction asked, “Are you okay, is something wrong?” His heart 

raced as he responded with, “Do you need some water?”

“Please, Frank, please enough, stop putting me on a pedestal. For heaven’s sake, 

please stop. Stop! Perception is not always reality.”
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Suddenly Frank’s stomach sank. He realized that Lilly was about to deliver the double 

whammy of the day. He felt disorientated and light headed, bracing for what was to 

come.

“I am not perfect Frank. You are right, it was lonely. I have to tell you something. I can’t 

go on hiding this information, my guilt has been eating away at me. Frank, I had a tryst 

with a father a number of years ago while on the basketball tournament circuit. It wasn’t 

an all out affair. We were good friends and one night we ended up kissing. It didn’t go 

any further. I stopped it. I told him that I couldn’t go any further; that I was married. We 

stopped the friendship after that night.”

Frank felt a chill come over his body. He closed his eyes, then looked out at the garden, 

asking, “Who was it?”

“Brad.”

“The bloody weasel. Taking advantage of you like that.” Frank could feel his face go red 

as his heart raced, “Bloody weasel.”

“Frank, it wasn’t just him. I was reaching out. I was lonely. I was like a single parent, but 

in a marriage. My world was a lot smaller than yours Frank. Less glamorous. I needed 

the companionship. Yes, you were providing us a wonderful material lifestyle, I thank 

you for that, but I guess everything has a cost, sometimes it is more than what we see 
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on the surface.” Lilly sighed, then got up and put her arms around Frank’s stiff body. He 

tried to shield his tears, rubbing his finger tips on his forehead.
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Chapter 18

The smell of caramelizing biscotti, alarmed Frank, as he quickly stood up with his back 

to Lilly, raced over to the stove, aggressively pulling out the deep brown cookies, many 

of which were beginning to burn on their underside. He tossed it with a sliding bang on 

the stove top. He turned, again not looking at Lilly, and curtly announced he was going 

for a drive, alone.

Lilly stared as Frank walked out. Her state of frozen detachment seemed to last forever, 

until she heard the phone ring. She walked up to the land line phone and noted that it 

was Mary calling. 

Zombie like she answered slowly, “Hello.”

“Lil, is that you, are you okay? Did I just wake you?” asked Mary.

“Yes, no, sort of, I don’t know. Oh shit Mare, I don’t know what got into me, I just told 

Frank about Brad. Yep, on the day we heard that I have invasive duct carcinoma.”

“What are you serious? Oh Lilly cancer, shit! He must be spinning. Oh my God how did 

he take it? What possessed you to download this confession today? Oh my goodness 

he must be devastated,” responded Mary.
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“Yes, that pretty well sums it up. He left on a long drive. Oh Mare, I have no idea what 

made me tell him. I think I was so tired of him worshiping me. Making me out to be 

some kind of goddess of perfection, I’m not by a long shot. I have carried the guilt for 

years and I don’t know I guess along with fighting the cancer I had a compulsion to rid 

myself of any toxins I have been carrying. Oh man, what have I done?” Lilly finally sat 

down, suddenly feeling her stomach cramp.

“Geez girl, you would think that you were following the steps at AA, trying to make 

peace with all those who you have hurt. The problem is Lilly, he didn’t even know there 

was a problem. What is that old saying, ignorance is bliss?” Mary sighed. “Yet, there is 

always a reason. Your heart needed to share this information with Frank.”

“Well it is done. I hope he will forgive me. Mary I needed to be truthful with him. It is 

what it is. The good thing is that I didn’t let it go any further, ultimately I made a choice 

to be loyal to Frank. I have never stopped loving him Mary.”

Mary took a deep breath, “Lilly, it’s strange that I called you right now. I had forgotten to 

tell you about a local energy healer, Nadine Mercey and there’s a book, both I thought 

might be helpful in your journey in fighting this disease. The book is about finding inner 

peace and forgiving titled Becoming Human by Jean Vanier. He devoted his whole last 

chapter to forgiveness. It sounds like my timing was spot on given the circumstances.”
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“I will pick it up, Mary. Thanks, I can use all the support I can get right now. I feel so 

confused. My feelings flip from ambivalence to anger to courage to battle this disease to 

wanting to run away and hide. I want Frank at my side, yet, in some ways I find his 

constant attention and companionship an encumbrance,” explained Lilly, her voice 

cracking at the end.

“Lilly you are wrestling with finding your truth. As Nadine Mercey, states, we all need to 

find our authentic self, our personal truth and path. Lilly you responded to Frank in truth. 

You are asking for forgiveness, and it sounds like he has been asking for your 

forgiveness as he transitions into retirement. Lilly, you might find her blog extremely 

inspiring and helpful right now.”

“Thanks again Mary. I’ll call you later in the week, right now I’m afraid I’m not too 

talkative.”

“No, problem, Lilly. Take care and good luck girl.”

Lilly hung up the phone. She sat at the kitchen table, her head buried in her arms. 

Trying desperately to rid herself of her negative thought patterns, she tried to imagine 

herself floating in the universe, free from all earthly burdens. 

Slowly she could feel her neck and back muscles relax. Her mind felt somewhat clearer. 

Gradually she raised her head and looked out at their progressing garden renovation.
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“Ah, to be one of the wee folk, frolicking in a garden,” she whispered.

The early afternoon sun, cast short shadows along their cleared path. The dwarfed 

grasses, swayed in the summer breeze. Lured by the colourful menagerie of new plant 

material, Lilly walked the cleared path, disturbing their resident territorial blue jay, who 

was squawking as he proudly sat on the arbour. Lilly began scouring for weeds, pulling 

the thin invasive sprouts.

The intense summer rays, penetrated her lightly tanned skin, as she pondered how 

unfortunate that the radiation from simple day sun could not heal her from the invasive 

disease, instead it ran the risk of seeding skin cancer. She continued losing herself in 

garden maintenance, avoiding her worries. 

Two hours passed quickly, leaving Lilly extremely thirsty and tired. She sauntered inside 

for a tall glass of ice water, and returned to the garden to enjoy it lounging in their 

chaise. Entertained by the dance of the butterflies, bees and periodic sparrow, robin and 

darting of the blue jay, she laid back, while the moments of inactivity invited her 

ruminating thoughts of anxiety. The garden a wonderful project that was reuniting her 

with Frank, but now thanks to her, their relationship was thrown into turmoil. The 

question was, would he return to move forward? Lilly’s cynical side surfaced as she 

wrestled with, why should he return now to an ill wife? This could be his ticket to escape 
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the torture of nursing a woman who betrayed him. Where was he? The question 

haunted her.

The respite of distracted meditative gardening was over. Her stomach churned. The 

front of her head, tightened, simultaneously her throat ached and her heart rate began 

to increase, leaving her nerve endings feeling sensitive. Riding the crest of tears, she 

took several deep breaths and then turned to her ultimate support, prayer. Closing her 

eyes she began to recite the series of prayers for the rosary. She always found comfort 

in surrendering her problems through the rosary, whether she held the beads or not, the 

series of prayers, focused her mind away from the worry. By the end, she always felt a 

sense of peace and inevitably her prayer requests were answered in some positive 

manner. 

Lilly was certain she made it to the end of the rosary, but opening her eyes realized that 

the shadows were exceptionally long, determining that she must have fallen asleep after 

her prayers. She bounced up and shook her body as she dashed into the house to 

check the time. 

The stove displayed six o’clock. Anxiety returned like a trap door, sending her into 

tumbling thoughts of Frank’s return. 
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Suddenly, a strong inner voice commanded, “Stop, have faith, he will return, be patient.” 

Lilly found herself answering with doubtful thoughts. Again, this inner voice spoke, 

“Have faith. He loves you. He is hurt. Give him time.”

Her appetite gone for a full meal, she sliced an apple, cheese, making a plate with 

crackers and poured a consoling glass of red wine. She brought it into their family room, 

sitting at the front window. Once finished she sporadically paced to other rooms in the 

house, restlessly tidying and throwing in loads of laundry.

As dusk settled, she headed to the dryer to fold the warm clothes in hopes of avoiding 

the dreaded job of ironing. Taking out an armful, leaving half a load tumbling, she stood 

folding clothes, while the hypnotic rhythmic cycle of the appliance sent her into a trance 

like state. 

She folded the last of Frank’s large permanent press shirts, hugging it for a moment 

whispering, “Man I hope he comes home soon.”

Seconds later, she felt a strong touch on her shoulder and heard a low gentle response, 

“I’m back Lil.” Although logic dictated that she knew it was Frank, the surprise ambush, 

caused her to jump a foot, turn and strike Frank in the chest. Her heart was racing as 

she felt the hair on the back of her neck rise.
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“Frank! Oh Frank!” she shouted. “Oh shit Frank, you terrified me!” In another moment 

she was grasping him hard, “I’m so glad you are home, safe. I’m so sorry Frank, so 

sorry.”

Frank’s tall frame towered over Lilly, as he locked her in his long arms. Lilly closed her 

eyes, her arms tightly clutching him, while her tears drenched the chest of his golf shirt. 

They stood listening to the hum of the dryer, spellbound in the energy of their souls 

grasping to their history of love, as Lilly’s memory flashed back to the first dance on 

their wedding day, joy filled hope bubbling at her core. The veil of her youthful 

innocence was abruptly thrust aside by the irritating buzzer, signaling the drier’s 

completion.

Frank stepped back. His eyes glazed looked red, tired and vacantly sad. Reality

separated them, as they both took a step back. 

“Well I guess that’s a cue to talk eh?” Lilly smiled, trying desperately to inject a touch of 

humour to the awkward moment. “Let’s head to the family room, I’ll get us a cup of tea.”

Frank’s silence and forced smile, left an uneasy sense with Lilly as she headed alone to 

prepare the tea and light snack. Never had she wanted water to boil faster, anxious to 

return to Frank and begin their inevitable chat. She quickly assembled fruit, yogurt, 

some light biscuits and the serving of tea on a tray, while she could hear Frank turning 

on the  jazz station in the background. 
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Norah Jones’ calming voice greeted her as she entered the family room, noting Frank 

sitting in the wing back chair, staring out the front window, the low pot lights set a soft 

glow about the room. She presented her offerings to Frank then set the tray on the large 

round mahogany coffee table. Lilly sat across the room on the corner of the loveseat 

crossing her arms, giving a pronounced sigh.

“Lilly, this has been the toughest day of my life. I thought hearing your news about 

cancer was the toughest, but, the news you delivered today, ripped to my core, like a 

piercing arrow. Although it may not have seemed like it, with my prolonged work 

absence you have been my single motivating flame over the years. I always knew I 

could accomplish anything with you at my side. As I said before, my loyalty to you has 

never faltered. Even when I was faced with temptation, your commitment to our 

relationship kept me strong. Well, I should say my perception of your commitment.” 

Frank winced.

“Frank stop there, please, I have always been committed to our relationship. For 

heaven’s sake, the number of years I spent in isolation waiting for you to return, single 

parenting, running the household, alone, if I wasn’t committed I would be long gone. 

The problem was Frank, from my perception, you might have been committed in your 

mind, but your actions showed a priority to work. The stress of work, politics of work, 

social engagements of work, the travel of work, the overtime at home of work, wore 

down my cloak of protective optimism. Over time, I stood, Olivia in hand, alone. Oh sure 
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I had my girlfriends, but I was longing for the intimacy, emotionally and physically we 

shared at the outset of our relationship. My friendship with Brad brought me some male 

companionship. He listened, he was there while we shared in our kids’ 

accomplishments. I guess I started to drift away without realizing it. Being lonely in a 

marriage is worse than being lonely as a single person, as a single person you always 

have the option of finding companionship. As a married person it is much more 

complex, potentially putting your relationship at risk,” Lilly shook her head, looking for 

some reaction from Frank.

“Lilly, yes you did, but, I let you drift away. Lilly, I spent the day, driving through the 

countryside, wracking my brain as to what went wrong. As I walked down memory lane, 

I could see how the drifting insidiously grew. It seemed just when we were feeling 

stressed, overwhelmed, or time apart was at an extreme, we managed to reconnect for 

a ‘hit of love and attention’. We were living on these ‘hits’.  But the bottom line is that I 

assumed that you were mine and nothing would change that, we were married, case 

closed,” Frank sighed.

Lilly smiled as she closed her eyes. She felt a sense of calm. Frank appeared to be 

understanding where she was coming from. “Frank, exactly, just because we are 

married doesn’t mean we own each other or that the relationship is static. Frank, I tried 

and tried to sustain myself on these ‘hits’ but,” Lilly took a deep breath.
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Frank got up and moved next to Lilly on the loveseat. He gently spoke as he took her 

hand, his eyes riveted on hers. “Lil, stop, I wrestled long and hard with this and to use 

the cliché, it takes two to tango. I have come to the conclusion that I encouraged you to 

become distracted by my absence. I am sorry. Bottom line, to answer Olivia’s question: 

Would I do it differently if given the chance? Yes, I would do things differently, Lilly. I can 

now see that the extra hours didn’t make that big of a difference. A task and achieved 

goal is only as strong as the relationships amongst the people who touched or were 

touched by the process or end. The essence of life, Lilly, is about building relationships. 

All our values are reflected and practiced through our relationships and teach us our 

lessons; the process surmounts the summit.” 

Lilly leaned over hugging Frank, “Thank you, Frank. Thank you. You are right, we both 

let the corporate life carry us away. I have always loved you and always will.”

“Lilly, are you ready to forgive an old retired workaholic?”

“Frank, are you willing to forgive an old hottie?” Lilly gave a smile and flirtatious grin. 

“It’s a new chapter, a new beginning.”

Lost in the improvisation of jazz, they sat in silence, wrapped in the cocoon of 

metamorphic love.
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Faint lips caress a distant horizon shimmering, swelling
Fresh breezes whisper hope
Comforting java scents,
Anointed showers 
Dawn overrides the darkness
Passions triggered
Locked eyes, ears, minds, 
Humbled hearts stretch,
Forgiving loving surrender
Together, 
Wading into the sea of self discovery
Trusted new day of healing 
Synergy
Souls reborn
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Epilogue

Upon her return to London, Olivia hit the ground running, spending hours preparing for 

sales pitches to clients, and absorbed in project meetings along with the politics of the 

recent scandal of their colleague. Because of her late nights of overtime, her phone 

calls to her parents were limited to once a week for the month of July. She noticed that 

they seemed preoccupied with the finishing touches on the garden, seeming happy yet 

aloof and conversations seemed to be shorter than usual, with her parents signing off 

first.

Mid July, Olivia was becoming very suspicious that something more serious was 

happening. Whenever she asked about the results of the biopsy, her mom would 

respond with, “Oh, it seems like it has taken longer than expected, they had to double 

check on the pathology, they aren’t quite sure yet.”

At the end of July, Olivia, asked again about the outcome from the biopsy. Her father 

this time made reference to things moving along. Olivia exasperated with the vague 

updates challenged them to reveal the current status of the disease. Fighting back 

tears, she told them she sensed they were hiding information from her and that she did 

not need to be protected. Whether it was the tears, the timing, or her insistence that she 

be told, her parents finally informed her of the news.

The confirmation of what she knew in her heart, sent her into a whirl of extreme 

emotions. She was exceptionally upset to hear that unbeknown to her, her mom went 
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through her lumpectomy with the removal of her twenty seven lymph nodes. Olivia 

struggled to listen, trying to remain poker faced and suppress her angry thoughts while 

sitting in front of her laptop camera. Her mom explained that her father wanted to tell 

her, however, it was her choice to protect Olivia from the stress of the news, given all 

her work pressures. Olivia listened holding her finger tips over her mouth, wallowing in 

her own hurt and self pity of being excluded. Lilly continued revealing all the details of 

the biopsy and the lumpectomy, as Olivia’s mute state continued. 

Once finished Lilly asked for her understanding. Olivia responded staring, then after a 

marked delay, she calmly spoke explaining to her mom that she was trying hard to 

understand, but now wondered if in the future her parents would tell her the entire truth. 

“Do you have any idea of how your lack of disclosure has potential to foster more 

anxiety, mom. I am going to be fighting to accept everything you tell me and not worry 

that there is more.”

Lilly  turned to Frank with a look of horror, followed by, “Oh my God Olivia, you know I 

never thought of it from your perspective. I never in a million years wanted to foster 

more anxiety for you. You have our promise we will always inform you of everything 

from this point forward.” Her parent’s reaction, was the wake up call she needed to let 

go of her self absorbed thoughts.  There was no mal intent on her parents’ behalf and 

more importantly, they did not need to spend time expending negative energy when 

faced with this sinister disease. This  Skype summit, rebalanced their close relationship. 
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Through August, Olivia was calling every second night, after all she felt this was the 

least she could do. It was unnerving for her to hear about the tubes draining old black 

blood sludge from her mom’s right breast, however, Lilly reassured Olivia that all the 

health care professionals explained that this was normal. Although she continuously 

offered to return home, her parents insisted she remain in London. They explained  that 

the  cancer journey could go on for years. Furthermore, her parents made it clear that 

they were still very capable of handling their own affairs. The phone calls via Skype 

gave them virtual visits. Olivia vowed to head back the moment they needed her help.

Olivia noticed that by September, both her parents seemed to be in bright spirits. They 

had heard that no cancer was found in the lymph nodes and it appeared that all invasive 

cells surrounding the tumour were taken. The follow up treatment plan suggested was a 

series of radiation treatments, while chemo was considered unnecessary.

In the meantime, She was pleased to hear that her dad busied himself with the finishing 

touches on the garden. He was also enthusiastically revisiting his collection of 

leadership books. Every phone call included a new inspiring story from his business 

past, or, a support reference endorsing the need for the implementation of servant 

leadership. Olivia enjoyed absorbing her father’s wisdom feeling like his protégé. 

At the beginning of October, Olivia arrived home to find a package at her post box, 

addressed to Fairy Olivia, covered in fairy stickers and ornate calligraphy. Taken aback 

with the garish package, she looked to see the return address, laughing out loud when 
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she saw it was from her parents. Shaking her head, thinking that they were losing it, she 

carefully pulled back the paper. Inside was a plain sturdy cardboard box, cutting through 

the tape, her eyes were delighted to find a layer of gold tissue dusted with iridescent  

miniature stars. Underneath this delicate cover was a bonded book titled The Magical 

Wishing Walk, with a photograph on the front cover. Olivia looked closer noting that it 

was the renovated garden. Flipping through the book she noted that opposite each 

photograph was a poem written by her mother. Some of the pieces Olivia remembered 

from her childhood. Others were more recent writing. The lump in Olivia’s throat grew, 

until a tear hit the last page, beside a poem that she had written as a child. The book 

was a precious keepsake, an honouring of the past and a celebration of transformation, 

in addition to a tribute to her mother’s poetic skills. 

Just before she closed the book she noted that taped to the inside of the back cover 

was a photo of her parents holding up a plaque. Although she could not read the small 

print on the award, she noted their proud smiles, she nodded.

“Well, look at that they must have won the contest!” she whispered to herself.

Underneath the book was  a business envelope with her father’s writing, “Liv!”

She removed and opened the folded paper. She took a deep breath, realizing this was a 

handwritten note from her father, she began to read the letter slowly out loud.
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Dearest Liv,

Over the past several months I have been through quite the journey of self discovery, 

coming to terms with my surprise retirement, your mother’s breast cancer and mulling 

over the question you asked me the day I retired, namely, would I have done things 

differently during my career and spent more time at home? 

Liv, at my age it is easy to fall into a very comfortable state of self congratulatory 

entitlement. Overcoming career challenges climbing the corporate ladder and  

maintaining the commitment to being a father and husband, certainly feeds the ego’s 

need for affirmation and accomplishment. As my identity grew as a successful 

executive, a father and  husband of thirty years, so did my ego, proudly filled with 

judgment and ownership, I wore it like a purple medal of honour. It was when my good 

friend John turned to me and diagnosed me with egoitis, that I really began to question 

what I had become. Shortly thereafter, the news about your mother’s cancer, humbled 

me, leading me deeper into my examination of self discovery. What have I realized? 

Yes, Olivia I would have done things differently. During my career I spent great efforts 

working on developing my ‘work family’ while I took for granted that my home family 

would always be there. I was complacent. If I could offer you any advice it would be 

keep your ego in check and balanced at home and work. As Marcum and Smith have 

stated it can be your greatest asset or liability. When you are making your daily 

decisions, ask yourself the following : Is my present mindset going to benefit just me or 

those around me? Are my actions positive and grounded in love? 
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Now, of late, I have been actively applying these questions to myself. As you know I 

have been going down memory lane thinking about different scenarios at work. I have 

also been going through my library of business books, using them as a measuring stick 

as I evaluate how I conducted my business and personal life. My epiphanies have 

triggered a passion in me to want to share my insights and help others learn from my 

journey. Olivia, I have realized that although I am retired, to use the cliché, I might be 

able to make a difference. Consequently, I have started to write. I have attached a page 

checklist that might offer you some direction when asking the two questions stated 

before. In addition, I have added the resources to help guide you in the direction of 

further study. These great minds all support the necessity of positive, love based 

actions. 

My princess, we alone are one flame in this world, but it is when we inspire and 

encourage the flames of others, that collectively our light can do great things and 

overcome darkness. Live, humbly carrying your light high, walking with words of 

compassion and encouragement, being a servant leader. Liv!

Oh and by the way, you may have noted the picture on the back inside cover of our 

book. Can you believe it we came in second? We are thrilled. Neither of us expected to 

place, and garnish second is quite the honour. Funny, there would have been a time 

that I would only have been satisfied with first. Quite a turn around isn’t it?

Love 

Dad     xo
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PS. Please forgive me for not being around as much as I could. Know my love has been 

and always will be with you. The bright side: you can learn from my mistakes. 

PPS. Being home with your mom has had an influence, here is my first poem:

Choice Tsunamis

We have a choice to sit in dark or shine

Be invisible black or show colours from the divine

One hopeful flame cuts through the dark

A lonely limited glow, rather stark

Yet, one smile is seen and begets more

Changing faces, bringing peace not war

So raise your light high for all to see

Like a great tsunami rising from the sea!
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1. David Marcum and Steven Smith Egonomics
Eckhart Tolle The Power of Now  
Eckhart Tolle, A New Earth

2. Jean Vanier Becoming Human
Viktore Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning
William Glasser Choice Theory
Carolyn Myss, Invisible Acts of Power - Channeling Grace in Your Everyday Life
Daniel Pink, Drive
Stephen C. Lundin, Harry Paul and John Christensen Fish!

3. Steven Covey Seven Habits of Highly Effective People
Lee Jampolsky The Art of Trust
James M. Kouzes, Barry Posner Leadership the Challenge

4. Steven Covey Seven Habits of Highly Effective People
Craig Kielburger and Mark Kielburger Me to We – Finding Meaning in a Material 
World

5. Spencer Johnson Who Moved My Cheese

6. James M. Kouzes, Barry Posner Leadership the Challenge
Joseph Jaworski Synchronicity
Steven Covey Seven Habits of Highly Effective People
Rhonda Abrams Wear Clean Underwear – Business Wisdom from Mom
Laurie Beth Jones, Teach Your Team to Fish
Laurie Beth Jones, Jesus CEO Using Ancient Wisdom for Visionary Leadership

7. William Glasser Choice Theory
Kenneth Blanchard, Spencer Johnson The One Minute Manager

8. Jean Vanier Becoming Human

9. Robert Greenleaf, The Power of Servant Leadership
Joseph Jaworski Synchronicity
Laurie Beth Jones, Teach Your Team to Fish
Laurie Beth Jones, Jesus CEO Using Ancient Wisdom for Visionary Leadership
James C. Hunter, The Servant
Lance Secretan Inspire!
Ken Jennings and John Stahl-Wert, The Serving Leader

10. Spencer Johnson Who Moved My Cheese
James M. Kouzes, Barry Posner Leadership the Challenge

11. Eckhart Tolle, A New Earth
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Eckhart Tolle, The Power of Now
The Dalai Lama, An Open Heart, Practicing Compassion in Every Day Life
Patch Adams Gesundheit!

12. Peter Senge, The Fifth Discipline
James C. Hunter, The Servant

13. John Kotter, Leading Change
John Kotter, Our Iceberg is Melting

14. Stephen C. Lundin, Harry Paul and John Christensen Fish!

15. Joachim de Posada, Don’t Eat the Marshmallow Yet!
Michael Fullan, Leading in a Culture of Change
Daniel Pink, A Whole New Mind
Robert Greenleaf, The Power of Servant Leadership

16. Nadine Mercy Deeper Souls Less Shoes

17. All the above suggested authors and titles
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