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Overview

			This book is about a young woman named Claire, approximately thirty years of age now, who made a bad choice in life and how she got out of a very tragic and abusive relationship.

			After escaping the abusive relationship, she discovers healing through an unexpected path: Off Grid Solar living. The memoir explores profound themes of resilience, environmental connection, and spiritual awakening as Claire develops a deeper understanding of maternal energy through various forms, which include Mother Nature and her intuitive “Little Voice.”

			The story chronicles her remarkable transition from a victim of circumstances to someone who consciously chooses to become “a Ghost in Society,” finding liberation and purpose in sustainable living. Through her unique perspective, readers witness how alternative lifestyle choices can facilitate personal healing and transformation.

			**Content Advisory**: Contains descriptions of extreme violence, intense situations, and mature humour.

			This work seamlessly blends elements of survival memoir, environmental consciousness, and personal development, offering readers an authentic account of one woman’s path to reclaiming her power through sustainable living practices.

			Please sit back, relax, and enjoy.

			Thanks.

			



	

Chapter 1

			Youthful Years

			As our high school days wound down, my friends and I found ourselves engaged in a series of extracurricular activities that, while entertaining at the time, may not have been entirely aligned with our future aspirations in the Fortune 500. Our rigorous training regimen included mastering the art of billiards, honing our poker faces (a skill surprisingly transferable to board meetings), and participating in high-stakes card games, where the currency was often homework answers.

			Our athletic pursuits were equally impressive, either at the pool table or at the baseball field, which occasionally resulted in impromptu team-building drinking exercises in the back of pickup trucks, where we collectively pledged allegiance to never repeating such shenanigans—a vow as enduring as a teenager’s first crush.

			However, as graduation loomed, a curious phenomenon swept through our ranks. Suddenly, the pinnacle of existence seemed to be finding one’s soulmate and embarking on the quest for the elusive “Perfect Life.”

			My mother took me aside and told me to “Grow Up” and take a close, hard look at all the people our age. “Tell me how many my age are living the Perfect Life? Most are divorced, miserable as hell, or just surviving. Your father and I got married with the same dreams you have right now, and when you were born, we decided to purchase this failing Hardware Store, make it into a successful business so we all could have a future. Your dad and I made a lot of sacrifices to make it successful and raise you.”

			Then in a stern voice my mother said “You’re going to college to get a Degree in Business. Use your growing up years in this Hardware Store along with your Business Degree to succeed in the Business World.”

			Her parting wisdom was “Career first, then Marriage, and Mortgage.” Because apparently, the true path to happiness isn’t finding Prince Charming, it’s building your own castle first, preferably with a solid business plan and excellent credit score.

			



	

Chapter 2

			From Hardware Store to Hard Work

			After four years in College, I passed my Bachelor’s Degree in Business with Honors, and I was hired at a large Corporate Business Firm in the bottom ranks, eager to work my way up the Corporate Ladder.

			Within two years I was making headway up the ladder, playing ball on the firm’s Fast Ball Team, and helping organize major Firm Events.

			I was also getting the attention of one particular Department Manager with my management skills, which I was unaware of named Rita. Rita was impressed by how well I was willing to go the extra mile, sometimes by staying late to get the job done.

			Sometimes when working late, I would entertain Rita’s ten year old daughter, Willow, who had the brightest beautiful flaming red hair, with card tricks I had learnt as a kid from a retired Las Vegas card table dealer who visited our hardware store.

			I remember being bored with nothing to do as I stayed late with my mom while she did store inventory, shipping and receiving, and bored with nothing to do.

			Showing Willow how to cut the deck, flip the row, fan the deck, and other card tricks brought back memories from when I was her age, being taught these very same card tricks by that elderly retired Las Vegas table dealer.

			We became close friends, with me staying at the office later than needed because all I had was an empty apartment waiting for me, complete with a sad plant I kept forgetting to water and a fridge containing nothing but condiments and optimism.

			That’s about the time I met Dave and a romance started.

			Dave was in the construction world, trying to succeed, but never quite making it. I told him to apprentice and get a Qualified Journeymen Ticket, and then the doors to advancement would begin. We filled out the application together, and his apprentice program started within a few months.

			After a year of casual dating, we decided to live common law, but I was still in an apartment with some college friends, who were finishing their last years before graduating. Dave was in the same situation with his apartment, living with his friends.



	

Chapter 3

			Major Life Change

			That’s when I decided maybe it’s time to purchase a house. My years working in the Hardware Store, talking to retired people, taught me the one thing the smart ones always said was “never be cheap with your money but always be thrifty.” So thrifty I was and always put away a small portion of my pay cheques for future endeavors. Dave, on the other hand, said that his finances were all tied up in investments, but he was eager to help with the house hunting.

			Mom and Dad decided to retire about this time and had just sold the hardware store. Unfortunately, retirement did not suit Dad too well as he was bored. There are only so many times you can reorganize a garage, sweep the floors, or mow the lawn.
I told Dad our plans of purchasing a house and was hoping that he would help with picking out a good one, as well as offer a bit of free handy work. I also turned to the one financial person I knew for advice. So, I told Dad the situation I was in and that Dave had plans of buying in later, as his investments matured.

			Dad had a puzzled look on his face for a moment and then looked me straight in the eye and said, “Look, you seem to have half of the total cost, so let me put up the other half as a co-owner, and Dave can pay me back as his investments mature. Once Dave has paid my half back interest-free, then I will sign my half ownership of the house into his name.” An interest-free loan made sense to me, and I knew if any small repairs were needed, Dad would be more than happy to have something to do.

			When I met Dave a little later that day and told him of the plan to find a house with my dad, he was not happy at all. He figured that my dad didn’t have to be part of it, and if we both went to the bank, we would be able to borrow the money ourselves. It didn’t seem right for us to borrow money; it just didn’t make sense to pay all that interest, so I told him that’s this is going to be the way or nothing. So, after arguing for a while, he finally agreed to it. We started to look at houses, but first we had to think about the amount we were willing to spend, the location where we wanted to live, and the size of the house.

			We started to look at the real estate prices with my dad, and after a few months we found something that was roughly what we wanted, but Dave insisted on another house, and said it made more sense that we have a two-storey house with three bedrooms for future expansion in case we needed it. After some consulting and financial offers, we finally got the price down to where it was feasible for us, and we made the purchase.

			And thus began our journey into home ownership, where the real adventure isn’t getting the house; it’s figuring out why the previous owners thought that shade of orange was acceptable for a kitchen ceiling and why a green shag carpet was a good idea in a bathroom. It sure made us laugh when we tried to figure that out.

			



	

Chapter 4

			Antique Furniture Debate

			After we purchased the house, it was now time to look for furniture. With the hardware store, we had many friends over the years, and now a lot of them were moving from their homes into senior homes. They said they had all this really lovely furniture which they would never use, so they asked if we wanted it. Some of it was really nice antique furniture, solid oak and hardwood.

			I said, “Sure, I would really love to have some, and it would cut down our costs.” Dave, on the other hand, wanted to buy all new furniture because he figured that was the way to go, but his wallet was experiencing a severe case of emptiness. It’s amazing how someone with no actual furniture budget can have such strong opinions about furniture. I tried explaining that these antiques were solid hardwood pieces with actual character, unlike the particle board specials he was eyeing that had little to no structural integrity, but Dave looked at each antique piece like it was haunted by the ghosts of previous owners’ bridge parties.

			Thanks to our generous retired friends, we furnished the entire house for roughly the cost of a fancy coffee maker. Every room with its antique furniture looked like it belonged in a Homes magazine, if you ignored the occasional water ring and the faint scent of mothballs. Dave kept muttering about “future upgrades,” while I kept reminding him that his mysterious investment portfolio hadn’t exactly materialized into the budget yet, which often made him mad. I told him we would do it this way, and later on we could replace the antique furniture with new furniture if he still wanted to.

			My father, who had started this whole adventure as our enthusiastic co-owner and handyman, was now developing an impressive collection of eye-rolls whenever Dave’s name came up. His visits became rarer, and when asked about Dave, he’d suddenly become fascinated with adjusting the thermostat or checking the weather. Then the visits started to slowly become shorter and eventually stopped altogether. Sadly, I did not notice at first, as I was dealing with Dave’s temper tantrums on one topic or another.

			The arguments between Dave and I got more frequent over who was to do what duties inside and outside the house. Dave insisted always that he was “the man of the house” and was the one to decide what he was to do and that I was supposed to do the leftover duties.

			



	

Chapter 5

			First Contact

			It wasn’t long after we had moved into the house and settled back into our Careers that Dave started coming home late and always from the local bar, where he had been drinking with some of his working friends.

			One night he came home late after drinking and I had a special supper made. He asked, “What’s up with the candles on the table?” I told him that I had just got a promotion in management and a pay raise to go with it, so we should celebrate a bit. He mistook my achievements as me being better than him because he knocked the candles off the table and came at me screaming, “You think you’re a big shot now? Think you’re so much better than me?” And that’s when he hit me with his fist in the shoulder and grabbed me by the neck with a choking grip, throwing me to the floor. He stood over me with a furious look, which then turned to a shocked look. He then picked me up off the floor apologizing and hugging me.

			The next day Dave apologized and said that the pressures of his job were staring to affect his judgment, drunk or sober, and that he was feeling jealous that my success was being achieved before his. He promised it would never happen again. Well, for that week anyway. With every major disagreement or argument came violent contacts along with apologies and “never again” promises. My wardrobe evolved into a collection of long sleeves and high necklines to hide the bruises. I also became an expert in creative explanations and strategic makeup application. My business degree had taught me about covering losses, but not quite like this.

			Three weeks from that first night, I came home to Dave having candles lit and a bucket of KFC on the table. Not sure what had prompted this type of event, I walked on eggshells to carefully find out what was taking place. Dave was excited about his new job he was hired onto, and the pay he was to receive was higher than what I was making per hour. Somewhere in the bragging, an engagement ring was presented and the declaration of him wanting to be seen officially as the Man of the House. Being caught up in the proposal and convinced that he wanted to turn the corner to make our life happy again, I accepted.

			My rose-colored glasses kept me from seeing that the engagement ring was less a promise of love and more a glittering handcuff, offered with the precision timing from a man who knew exactly what he was doing. He wanted us to be married in six months or less than a year. Being caught up in the proposal, I accepted and phoned my mother to give her the news.

			Two days later there was a surprise engagement party held at our house, all organized by Dave. A couple of Dave’s buddies from work and their wives came to celebrate as did my mom, but nobody from my work or any of my close friends came. (I later found out that they were not invited, which upset me greatly.) I asked my mom why my dad did not come, and she advised that he had the flu. My father’s “flu” was the kind of illness that comes from seeing something terribly wrong but being powerless to stop it. His parting words to me that day were the last ones I heard for a few months, but they always played in the back of my mind: “If you ever need my help or need anything at all, I’m just a phone call away. My cell phone is always on.” I didn’t realize that day he said them, how important they were, but it was his way of trying to throw a life preserver to someone he could see was drowning.

			The arguments came more often with Dave about how his bosses at work wouldn’t listen to his ideas on saving expenses. How the company was giving raises along with promotions to lesser employees. Along with the arguments came the violent abuse, with apologies after the abuse.

			It’s funny how the most important lessons often come disguised as simple statements. Like those retired hardware store customers who taught me about being thrifty. Some wisdom isn’t about money at all, but about knowing when you’re paying too high a price for something that’s already broken.

			



	

Chapter 6

			Truth Comes Out

			About four months after our engagement, I was called into my supervisor’s office on a Wednesday and notified that I had been promoted to Assistant Director of Promotions and Sales. My experience with Mom and Dad’s Hardware Store had paid off. Handling customers, both young and old since a child, had definitely made a huge difference when handling and correcting troubling accounts with large stores and exporters.

			I was to be given an office one floor beneath the company CEO and top lead managers offices. Along with the promotion came a four figure raise in pay with total company benefits. All those years of ringing up nails and advising retirees on the merits of various wood stains in my parent’s hardware store had apparently been my inadvertent MBA program. Who knew that explaining the difference between Phillips and flathead screwdrivers to cranky customers was actually high-level corporate training?

			I was totally blown away by the promotion, and I called my mom (as my dad was not speaking to me yet) to give them the good news, and she said they were ecstatic! She then asked if I had ever considered moving to my own apartment in the near future, but I laughed and told her to stop being funny as everything was good with Dave and I, so why would I want to move out of our house. Mom then informed me that they were getting worried about my relationship with Dave. I again made sure that they knew that how they raised me and training I got at the Hardware Store is what got me here. My career had finally reached its high point. I was living the corporate dream, ready to celebrate with the family and, of course, my loving fiancé, Dave. I figured on Saturday I’d tell Dave, and we could celebrate.

			On Friday while picking up some groceries at the local food market I bumped into one of Dave’s work mates. We talked for a while, and he said his apprenticeship was taking him to new career heights and positions. I let him know that Dave was having some issues with a few of his foremen, and hopefully in time things would work out. He had a surprised and confused look on his face and informed me, “Don’t you know? They fired Dave three months ago.”

			It was because Dave quit his apprentice program, and when he was put in charge of installing a major part of a staircase, he decided that instead of installing the staircase to code and specs, he cut corners, used substandard material, and altered the blueprints.” He also informed me the lower portion of the staircase had to be dismantled and rebuilt, putting the project well over budget and past the completion date.

			When Dave was called into the head office to explain what he had done, he thought they were going to give him a promotion and a raise for all the money and time that he had saved the company.

			When asked why he used different grades of material and redesigned the lower portion of the staircase, he informed upper management about the thousands of dollars and the hours of labour he had saved the company. Dave also told them a promotion and a wage increase for his cost saving measures should be coming for all his hard work.

			When Dave was informed that he was “Fired” and that legal action may be taken to recoup the losses for the reconstruction of the staircase, that’s when Dave went over the edge. I was told that’s when Dave started screaming and threatening the management personnel. Security had to be called in to escort Dave off the job site.

			After hearing all this, is when I knew it was over between Dave and I. Dave had been lying to me for months, and I had been putting up with verbal and physical abuse for months, hoping Dave would change, and we could live a happy married life. All those months of abuse, of walking on eggshells, of covering bruises like they were just another part of my makeup routine, it all crystallized into one clear thought: “I’m done.”

			So, there I was, Assistant Director of Promotions and Sales, with a shiny new office and a suddenly very clear vision for my future. It was time to climb my own corporate ladder, one that didn’t involve any structurally unsound staircases or lying fiancés.

			As I headed home, I couldn’t help but think that sometimes, the best promotion you can give yourself is walking away from a bad investment. And Dave, well, he was definitely a fixer upper that I was no longer interested in renovating. Tonight was the time to end it all and go our separate ways.

			



	OEBPS/image/Tellwell_Black.png
teII_we_II%





cover.jpeg
GHOST
PROTOCOL

CRUSTY MEL





OEBPS/image/1.png
GHOST
PROTOCOL

Off Grid Solar Living





