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Preface

			Inspired by Jordan Peterson to “do the difficult thing,” I did.

			I realize now that doing the difficult thing is actually really difficult. I don’t know exactly what I thought it would be.

			Living can be so very hard.

			While stepping purposefully into difficult, the pandemic rolled in. It brought new challenges, it brought new rules, it brought in Daryl.

			Daryl brought in amazing stories. Daryl brought in wisdom. Daryl brought in hope. Daryl brought in big dreams. Daryl pushed me to think limitlessly. Daryl brought in friendship. Daryl brought in difficulty.

			This book is about that.

			Woven between our story are the stories of real-life, ordinary people. I pour them pints … they pour out their lives. Some of them funny, many of them not.

			Living is hard for everyone.

			What strikes me about their stories is their ability to endure. It’s impressive. I’m left wondering how they do it and am inspired to do it myself. If they can, so can I.

			In this book, God lives. Not in a churchy, preachy kind of way. Not in that happy, joyful, wonderful, perfect kind of way. God lives within the “Oh shit” and “Fuck offs.” And he responds to the whispers of the human soul when all it can breathe is, “Oh God, help.” Perhaps this book is a little about that too.
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Introduction

			I met the owner of SoFi Stadium. Not the one who owns the Rams, but the one who is quietly seeking to build another version of SoFi in San Diego, back home, back to the fans. The owner of the Chargers. He’s not the owner seen on TV; he’s the money behind the team. He’s the one who was able to purchase controlling shares due to internal Spanos family problems. The one whose fiancée, Tina, messaged me from the sidelines:

			“I can’t believe I’m in this life, Glenda! Who just jumps on a jet and flies down like this? Daryl and I are on the field near the cheerleaders. I’m trembling with excitement! I’m so happy he told me to take my heels off on the plane—the field is so soft! The head cheerleader just looked at me and told me I was stunning! I can’t believe I’m here!”

			“Doe-eyed Tina” is how Daryl describes her. Tall, long legs—“giraffe legs,” he giggled, recalling how she looked on the jet ski when he took her out on the boat on their last trip to the Cayman Islands. Five-foot-seven, perfectly proportioned, a gentle mane of blonde hair framing her face that was, as the cheerleader stated, “stunning.” Absolutely perfect from top to bottom. A graduate of the university in LA, wicked with numbers, brilliantly funny, Holstein Fund Management Group’s number one woman and General Manager Account Service.

			Brilliant but broken, as Daryl has found out and has struggled with this past year. When you’re in a relationship with someone who suffered horrific abuse as a child, it’s difficult in ways you can’t imagine.

			The sight of a barn and the smell of a farm has this beautiful blonde curled up in a fetal position for days, unable to venture out, crying to get back to the city. Too many memories: her father, her uncle, repeated visits to “the farm.” Sometimes Emily, her sister, went, and sometimes just Tina. The abuse was so bad at ten years old that she was in hospital having her insides repaired. Repaired but forever damaged. Tina can never have children. The authorities did nothing. Small, backward town in Ohio, no escape for the women there. Numbers were her salvation. When the abuse was happening, she would go into her head and add numbers, strings of them; they became her lifeline.

			From the age of fourteen she would hide money. Her father would find it and she would be beaten, so she’d find new spots, endure new beatings and more trips to the farm.

			At eighteen years old she was able to flee to California, to school. Emily helped her get there, and together they immersed themselves in their studies. Together they had strings of unhealthy relationships, survived more sexual abuse from men they thought loved them, and took more beatings when they didn’t say the right thing, didn’t wear the right thing, or looked at a friend a wrong way. Emily escaped into drugs, Tina into her numbers.

			Tina’s girlfriend from university went north to Seattle and started working at Holsteins, whose offices were in the fifty-five-storey building hailed by the New York Times as one of the three best when it opened its doors in 1988: 1201 Third Avenue. The girlfriend recommended Tina to Danny, the owner. A perfect fit, really: Tina’s mind for numbers, combined with her broken past, flourished under the wings of Danny and his wife, Tanya. For ten years she worked with them, managing accounts as they nurtured her spirit.

			Danny is an American who graduated in business from McGill in Montreal. It was there he met his wife, Tanya, a waitress working at a local restaurant. They fell in love and married sixteen years ago and have two children—a boy and a girl fourteen and twelve years old.

			Christmas 2020 they spent in Hawaii with Tanya’s family. This wasn’t what Danny was expecting; he thought he was having a nice vacation with his wife and kids on the island alone. They were there already. Work detained him. When he eventually flew in from Seattle, it was, “Surprise, honey, my whole family is here!”

			He endured the holiday by cracking off sarcastic messages to his buddy Daryl via text.

			Daryl, sitting in a pub called Corky’s in the corn-growing capital of Chilliwack on the west coast of Canada, sipped his pint, laughed at the incoming messages from his long-time friend, and together they commiserated.

			Daryl had in-law problems of his own: they just wouldn’t leave the “fucking house.” Thus Daryl’s days at the pub grew longer, and our conversations grew deeper.

			My name is Glenda.

			I was his server.

			 

			



	

That Day

			It was sunny—not July sunny, it didn’t entomb you in a casket of heat demanding you sweat as you sit. No, it was September sunny. Sun that entered the day on the edge of a brisk night. Sun that warmed your skin and smelled fresh and clean and right and good.

			Joe found me on the patio at the pub emptying ashtrays and straightening up tables. He was carrying a white tube filled with my future.

			“That’s it?” I asked

			“This is it,” he responded and smiled. “You might need more copies; if you do, just ask. There are five in here.”

			“I’ll open it when I go home. I don’t want any of them getting damaged.”

			Joe handed the tube to me like the third passes the baton to the anchor. It weighed gold.

			Our house design.

			“I’ve never been in here before,” Joe said, his eyes absorbing the surroundings.

			“Ha, I’m here all the time.” I grinned. “Can I pour you a drink? Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

			“No thank you, Glenda, I have to get back. Call me if you need anything.”

			“You bet I will, Joe,” I replied. “Thanks again for the house; it’s amazing.”

			“You’re welcome, Glenda.”

			He turned from the patio and headed to the front door.

			I tucked the tube under my arm, wiped the last table, and headed back into the pub.

			Leaving the bright, sunny patio and entering the dim interior of Corky’s took my eyes a moment to adjust. I did a quick scan, checking for new tables and empty drinks, customers in distress because their money isn’t being accepted by the lotto machines or their bank card didn’t work in the ATM. Fifty things could go wrong in the five minutes I was outside. All looked calm. A new customer was walking past the Bone.

			The Bone is a long, tall table stretching ten feet across, separating the bar from floor tables. Beat up barstools banked side by side. A rank of soldiers all eager to enter the day, expecting the usual, anticipating the unusual, prepared to take their licks while standing firm in battle. Worn, deep green leatherette and faded wood carry the scars of human encounters.

			Each soldier bears the weight of life, holding solid under fans cheering for their teams, giving courage to couples who’ve met online now meeting face to face, being the place to rest after a long day at work, upholding souls encased in sorrow or in shock from sudden, unexpected bad news. They hear the whisper of secrets, the laughter of friends, and stories spun, threads of experience woven into blankets of time, tales of those that got away, the promotions, the lovers, the fish. These soldiers rise gallantly under the foolish fist, steady the gladiator roar, and stand silently amused as they watch men pick up women, women pick up men, and men pick up men who look like women.

			The Commando has seen those in commando.

			The recruit, the guerrilla, the mercenary have held back their younger selves while the veteran holding the veterans look on, look over, look past, look back.

			The Bone, where the barstools sustain the soul.

			He looked homeless.

			The man by the bone.

			A little lost, a little unsure, a little shuffle to his walk.

			There’s a look the homeless carry with them, invisible but weighty. They don’t come into the pub very often; they prefer to buy their bottle and sit in the corner in the parking lot.

			“Good morning, Glenda.” They wave when they see me exit my Santa Fe at the start of my day.

			They smile. Most of them are missing at least one tooth. All of them need a good bath. When they come close, they have the distinct homeless smell. Thrift store mixed with urine? All walk slowly like it hurts—their feet, their minds, their bodies, their lives?

			“I’m still beating back those demons,” Albert sighed on a warm day five years ago when he was alone. I admire that. He takes ownership for where he’s at.

			Together they are a band of brothers and sisters enjoying the comradery of each other in much the same way my customers in the pub do. If you shined them up and stuck them at a table in Tim Horton’s, you wouldn’t look twice. But in the corner of a parking lot, this band of brothers and sisters appears intimidating.

			At first I feared them, then I pitied them, now I let them be.

			Time and experience have moved my mind. They like it in the corner. Why should I demand they live a life like mine?

			“Find some shade today, guys; it could get warm,” I holler back, waving as I do.

			“We will, Glenda. Have a good day.”

			I picked up a couple of empty pint glasses with my free hand on my way to the Bone.

			“Can I sit anywhere?” the newcomer asked.

			“Absolutely, I’ll see you through the crowd,” I replied.

			He smiled at that. A handful of people were dotted throughout the pub, clearly no crowd. I was mildly shocked that he had all of his teeth.

			“What can I pour you?” I asked. He was busy looking around for the perfect table for himself.

			“Just a lager, whatever you’ve got on tap will be fine. Is it okay if I sit here?” he said, pointing to the Bone.

			“Sure, I’ll bring your beer right over.” As we passed each other, I felt slightly ashamed of myself for assuming he was homeless. He was clean, he smelled like fresh soap, he wore simple but clean clothing with no holes, and his face wasn’t etched in “street.”

			I tucked the tube with my house plans safely behind the bar and poured his pint.

			He took a cell phone from his pocket and laid it on the table before he peeled his light blue jacket off. He hung it on the back of the barstool then ran his left hand through his hair. It was long; it needed a cut—light blond, white? It was hard to tell in the light. He climbed up on the barstool and gave his knee a rub and looked around again, this time absorbing the atmosphere.

			Hmm, I thought, sore knee, the reason for his shuffled walk.

			I put a coaster and his pint before him.

			“Thank you,” he cooed

			“You’re welcome,” I smiled. “My name is Glenda; if you need anything, just holler.”

			“I will, thank you,” he smiled back. “I’m Daryl.”

			 

			



	

Before That Day

			“What are you doing today, Glenda?” Jamie asked. “I have a couple of hits of acid we can drop them and head to the city and people watch.”

			I shoved myself into the back seat of his beat-up Datsun B110; his buddy was shotgun.

			A warm summer day in 1983. He popped in Def Leppard’s Pyromania cassette, we popped our hits, and into Vancouver we went, peeking as we arrived on Granville Street.

			Quietly the three of us inspected the Vogue’s sign: the dots that made up the letters, the letters that made the words, the words on the building inviting you to come in to play.

			The Vogue was one building, and the building was one whisper from the Grand Lady of streets: “Let me entertain you,” calls Granville. “If not my buildings, then the people walking in front of them. The suits and the sinners and the lame beggars in the corners.”

			The eye inspects trails of light as the mind absorbs how every little bit fits together: a pixelated puzzle, the anatomy of an atom in the emotionless ether for a five-dollar entrance fee. Hours of wandering the world from one single spot, and there the three of us sat until dusk, until our voyage was complete.

			We found the car and drove back to Abbotsford, the trip done but our minds still alert, too alert for rest. We did what all the teenagers did—we drove up and down the strip, South Fraser way, then turned into Sevenoaks shopping mall.

			From the back seat I could see them in the dark—a group of people, ten, fifteen maybe. It wasn’t that they were a large group of people in an empty parking lot that caught my attention; it was that they were a large group of glowing people.

			Did you know you’re glowing? I thought to myself, but realizing how nutty that sounded, I didn’t speak up.

			Each one had a white glow emanating from their body, and as they walked, it walked with them. Was it the street lights? I wondered. No, that would come from above; this is coming from the bodies and radiating outward.

			Jamie pulled up the Datsun next to them and rolled down the window.

			“Hey, did you know you’re all glowing?” he said out loud. I sighed in relief because he saw it too!

			His buddy in the passenger seat leaned in and said, “Ya, you’re all totally glowing!” He saw it too!

			Given the freedom of voice my travelling companions displayed, I piped up from my spot in the back, “Ya, you’re all glowing!”

			A girl from the group leaned her head in the window. “I’m not surprised; we’re all Christians, and we’ve just come from a prayer meeting.”

			This was something new for me to consider, and I did, for months and months and months. I considered it with all the little bits and pieces of the other things I considered as my mind developed. And then I considered it more.

			This world is awfully big, but that sky is bigger. It’s amazing that I’m not flying off the globe; it’s amazing that little tiny me is in this great bigness, I thought when I was ten.

			Why am I here? My body is still, but my thinking still moves; it’s like they’re different from each other, I thought at eleven.

			Who is God? What is God? I thought at twelve.

			If there is a God, I’d like to know that. Hey, you up there, wherever you are, if you exist, can you show me? I thought at thirteen.

			Why did I have that weird dream? What was that scary voice demanding I never play with the Ouija board again? I don’t know what it was, but I think I’d better listen to it, I thought at fourteen.

			Why do Christians glow? I thought at fifteen.

			By the time I was sixteen years old, I took the bits and pieces of the things I didn’t know and combined them with the bits of things I thought I did know and asked myself more questions.

			If Jesus Christ truly walked the earth and wasn’t some sort of Zeus myth, what does that mean?

			If our history books agree that Jesus actually walked the earth, then that’s a good indication he’s not like Zeus. So, Glenda, what does that mean?

			Glenda, that means either you believe what Jesus claims of himself, or you don’t, so what is it? Do you believe it or don’t you?

			You believe it, don’t you, Glenda? Guess you have no other choice; you’re going to have to get down on those knees of yours and become a Christian.

			Well shit.

			When I got over that fact, I did it.

			But I wasn’t going to tell anyone.

			Are you kidding me? I’d get eaten alive by my friends, laughed at, mocked, and ridiculed by my family—oh no, I was just keeping that little bit of what I’d done all to myself.

			Only I ran into a little problem.

			I woke up the next morning in a state of joy. And peace. It was like all the little things that were at war in my soul that didn’t even know they were at war were all gone—poof—just like that.

			“What is this?” I asked. “I don’t know what this is, but it’s awesome.”

			I went to our bookshelf and found a Bible my parents got when they became Canadian citizens. I opened it to someplace in the New Testament and started reading about this Jesus whom I’d met last night. Weirdly, I could understand what I was reading. Weirdly, I couldn’t anytime I’d tried to read that book before. Just weird, all of it was just weird.

			Weirder still was that this feeling of supreme peace and utter, magnificent joy lasted for a week, then two, then three, then four. It was about the fourth week when I decided that everyone should know about this amazing peace and that all people should have access to God, and if it’s through this Jesus, like what happened to me, then everyone needs to know how easy it is and how awesome the results. I wanted my friends and family to experience the same peace and joy I’d found, so I spoke up and told them, fully expecting that they would want it.

			Only …

			They laughed and mocked and ridiculed.

			Sometimes they still do; sometimes I join them.

			The wonderful feelings I experienced when I became a Christian ebbed as Jesus and I figured out our footing in this world. Sometimes we get along, often we don’t, but even when we don’t, I absolutely trust that if I follow the instructions he laid out for me, my life will go better for me and for those around me. This is why I was praying as I was walking old, grumpy Jersey.

			I unclicked her from the leash and watched her run. She did, stopping occasionally to shove her nose to the ground or look my way to ensure I was within sight. Such a grumpy old girl in the house, but outside? Outside she relived her youth. I smiled.

			“Thank you for her, Lord God,” I prayed, interrupted by airbrakes. Waaaaaaa.

			“Thank you for Haney—” A horn blared. I jumped. “Thank you for my children and my—” A Harley rumbled, then roared. The neighbour let out her chihuahua and it started barking, and barking, and barking, and barking.

			Shit.

			“Lord, I hate this noise. I really hate this noise! You ask me to tell you the desires of my heart, but you know them. They’ve been in my heart for my entire life. Speak them? Then I will. Oh God, you know I’m thankful for our house, but I want to live in nature. My inner being yearns for nature, but you know that, right? So here’s the thing. I want to live up on a mountain, surrounded by trees. I want some water, a river or a creek maybe. I want to look at a mountain. I don’t know how you can do that, me on a mountain looking at a mountain, but that’s what I’d like. I don’t want traffic; I don’t want to see people. I just want to breathe … oh, and I’d like that with the mortgage I have now, or better yet”—I grinned—“with no mortgage at all!”

			I felt guilty because I have these first world desires when some desire bread for the day, but I also felt good that I can just be me when I pray.

			Jersey turned to make sure I was following. “Good girl, old gal, good girl,” I said to her. She nodded in approval and scampered off.

			I tucked the prayer away as I walked and then did with it like I’ve done with most prayers I’ve prayed. I forgot what I prayed for.

			***

			“Du bekommst nichts! You get nothing!” my grandmother muttered under her breath just loud enough for my father to hear. “Both of you! Your brother in America, you in vat? Alberta! Vat is dis Alberta anyway?” She flicked her left hand at him. Translated to English, she flipped him the bird.

			This is how me, my brother, Michael, and all of our cousins became the sole beneficiaries in her will. Granny was just pissed off.

			Granny owned a lot.

			After the war, she squatted on properties in Stuttgart. If the owners came back, she would return their properties to them, but those who didn’t return, she claimed them for herself. As it turns out, she ended up owning a whole city block in the downtown business district of Stuttgart.

			My grandmother and grandfather divorced, which was quite uncommon back then. My grandfather was a musician, an artist, a quiet man. My grandmother was very good at business.

			My father was fine with being passed over. He had a successful auto body business in Calgary, Alberta. I grew up in an upper-middle-class home. We were very comfortable. My father’s business did quite well.

			I was very involved with downhill skiing and hockey and was approached by equipment companies to be sponsored by them. This actually paid me quite a bit of money. My skiing career ended with a horrific wipe out, so I then concentrated on hockey. I was a goaltender and even played on the Penguins draft team, but my knee couldn’t take it. The ski accident really ended that all for me.

			I was about nineteen years old when my grandmother died. We were going to sell the properties in Stuttgart when my cousin Steffanie, who lives in Germany, counselled us that this wasn’t the wisest thing to do. In Germany you didn’t sell property, you leased it to others. My cousins and my brother wanted to sell, but I thought long and hard about what she had said, and I ended up buying them out with my sponsorship money. It was the best decision I ever made. I was about nineteen collecting the equivalent of $100,000 a month in rent.

			I’m very lucky to have Steffanie. She runs everything for me over there; she’s in charge of our Europe division.

			A year after I bought out my brother and cousins, they sued me.

			Michael and I don’t get on so well—I mean really, who likes to get sued by your brother? I ended up paying them all off some more, but it left bad blood in our family.

			 

			



	

Reading

			Softly closing the book, I let my hand rest a moment on the cover. It was chewy. Jordan Peterson had a way with words, or perhaps his words had a way with my mind. At any rate, I was left there sitting in my leather easy chair looking through the french doors that separated our living room from the back garden, abundantly covered in all things growing green. I was thinking about “doing the difficult thing.”

			At fifty-one my life was comfortable and easy. Haney and I had been married for thirteen years. We both had average children and held average jobs. We lived in an average house in an average city. We drove average cars, ate average food, and kept ourselves entertained with average things.

			Difficult things are what I avoided. If I found myself in a difficult thing, I would quickly look for a way out of it. To step into a difficult thing on purpose even seemed contrary to my perfectly-controlled, average world. Yet those words “do the difficult thing” were charming me out of average. After all, average is a wee bit boring.

			As I was reading Jordan Peterson, Daryl was reading the room in a pub in Chilliwack.

			With an eye for new business and a strong desire to make money, Daryl was willing to go and meet with anybody who looked like they had a promising idea. Today he was sipping a pint and listening to a long-winded, uninviting prospect in Characters pub. The prospect pitched. Daryl declined. The meeting ended early, leaving Daryl with time to kill before the chopper would take him back to his jet. He moved himself to the bar, turned his head, and started a conversation with a woman named Denise. One conversation led to another, another led to a date, the date turned into a relationship.

			Denise knew Daryl was in investments, but as the relationship grew deeper, he knew he had to reveal more of his life if they were going to be honest with each other.

			Flying into Abbotsford on his plane, he gave her a call and asked if she could pick him up at the airport. Daryl was already off the jet when Denise arrived.

			“I have something to show you,” he said and walked her to the plane.

			“Why are we here?” she asked

			“Well, it’s mine,” he said. He was amused with her reaction.

			“Fuck off,” escaped her lips.

			Denise stepped on the plane and into the life of the exceedingly wealthy. Retiring from her job as a cook in a kitchen of a Fraser Valley prison, she and Daryl married. For two years they flew back and forth from the Cayman Islands to Chilliwack. When the pandemic hit, they got stuck in Chilliwack.

			 

			



	

Who I Really Am

			It kept hitting solid stones. The ground turned mud in the rain, but the shovel kept finding that stone it couldn’t move through.

			Whoosh, clack, whoosh, clack. Then clack, clack, clack as he tried to loosen the stone free with the tip of the steel.

			He wasn’t in a hurry. Mud had jumped up and splattered dark little flecks across his nose, which he wiped with the back of his hand and then wiped his hand on the leg of his blue jeans. He was crying, his face smeared in mud and snot.

			After two deep breaths and a groan, he turned to me. “How deep should I go?” Haney’s voice dropped and then cracked. Pain etched his heavy brow. The weight of his grief hunched him over and he leaned heavy on the shovel waiting for my reply.

			“Deeper. I don’t want anything digging her up,” I whispered.

			I pulled the blanket across Jersey, pretending it was keeping her warm. A wave of sobs trembled uncontrollably, leaving my face smeared in mud and snot.

			We buried old grumpy where she loved it best.

			***

			It’s such a small, weird world when you contemplate how lives meet up together. I wouldn’t be here if my dad hadn’t left Germany, if he hadn’t gone to that dance that one night in Alberta where he met my mom. If not for that, I wouldn’t exist.

			My mom was a terrible cook, and my dad cooked everything well done. Must have been something about that era—kill all of everything by cooking it to death.

			My mom loved my brother best.

			***

			Healing the sorrow of a broken heart sometimes requires a puppy, and that’s who was licking Haney’s ice cream cone.

			“Ewww, you’re licking it? You just let Petey lick it? That’s so gross!”

			Haney smiled and took another lick.

			“You’re so weird.” I scrunched up my face. He grinned.

			 

			It was Canada Day 2019. While the world celebrated the birth of our nation, Haney and I took Petey for a drive through the Fraser Valley looking at all kinds of properties.

			This wasn’t a new thing. On and off through our marriage, I would scan our Multiple Listing Real Estate Services. Hundreds of houses have passed by my eyes, each asking me, “Do you want me? Can you afford me? Maybe you want me, a vacation cottage in the woods? What about me, a renovator house? Perhaps you’d like to build me?”

			“Look at the expensive listings. Wow, most of them you wouldn’t like, though this one is cute, woodsy, nice pool, nice barn, nice greenhouse. Too bad it’s $4,000,000 and far too big, but nice! Oh, there’s one that’s interesting. It needs to be torn down. Nope, not that ambitious, too lazy. Ahhh here’s one, a little one up a mountain. Let’s go have a look!”

			Haney popped the last bite of his ice cream into Petey’s mouth and then the three of us drove up the mountain to have a look. It wasn’t as it appeared in photos; the cute little house had close neighbours. We slid out of the car disappointed.

			The afternoon was early and the surroundings were gorgeous, so we decided to go for a walk. At the bottom of the hill, we found ourselves standing in front of a property that was overgrown with grass and running over with rubbish.

			“I’ve seen this house before. I’m sure it was in a Realtor listing that said the house needed to be removed.” I was pulling up photos in my memory. “Yes, I’m quite sure this was the one. I’m going in.”

			“No, you’re not!” Haney said.

			“I am!” I replied rebelliously.

			Through the weeds up past the house, tripping first over one tire, then over another, I muttered, “Who does this?”

			Moving toward the sound of water, I spotted a creek. It’s beautiful. It’s babbling. It’s breathtaking!

			To the right, a rotting log picnic table whispered, “I was beautiful once. Happy humans sipped wine and ate cheese on me; turn around, you’ll see why.” I complied.

			A horseshoe ring of Douglas fir and cedar trees stood stately, surrounding the mess of man. Dead ahead was a mountain peak in Swiss Alp fashion calling out, “Bob Ross! Bob Ross! I’m here for you!”

			Not a house could be seen.

			I sighed. “Wow, this place is amazing!”

			***

			The Calgary evening was calling winter. A fresh dusting of snow made everything look bright, clean, and hopeful, and the evening was waiting for me and Theresa to enter into it.

			I had finished playing hockey, and I wanted to shower. Theresa didn’t want to wait. She had driven herself to the rink, so we decided to meet up for a burger later. I gave her a quick kiss and turned into the locker room as she left through the front doors.

			Theresa, I have never had another love like that love, never in my life have I met someone so compatible with me, and funny. Oh God, she was funny. She knew me in and out and still loved me. She was a year younger than me. She was my high school sweetheart.

			The first time I picked her up I was driving my ‘66 Nova SS, the one I spent the summer fixing up and that ended with its motor’s bits and pieces trailing behind me down Main Street, like an arrow or a finger pointing, silently snickering: “He went that-a-way.” At the end of the trail was me, my car, a cop, and the ticket he was writing.

			“I’m giving you a warning, son. You have enough money lying on the ground back there to hurt you more than I ever could.”

			I had my slicks on the Nova the first time I picked up Theresa from her house. From the window, her old man watched me drive in and get stuck. It had rained just enough that I couldn’t get traction to turn around. My initial meeting with her father had me asking if he wouldn’t mind coming out to give us a push off the driveway.

			Sometimes I think of how my life would be today if Theresa waited for me to shower after that hockey game. If I’d insisted that she leave her car at the rink and we drove for burgers together. But she wanted to go. It was a simple decision.

			A car slipped on the fresh snow through the intersection.

			She was T-boned.

			She died.

			***

			I brought the Realtor listing up on my computer, read thoroughly and carefully, then sent a quick message off to the listing agent. His response was a curt. “Contact regional district; they have a file on the property.”

			It was the long weekend, so I couldn’t contact them. Instead, I typed the property address in Google’s search engine. Up popped the file, and online public record. I spent the rest of the weekend reading, as the file was just that big.

			***

			I took bigger risks after Theresa died. We were planning to get married, to have a life together, and in a moment, in a blink, that was taken from me. I just stopped caring.

			I went to business school and did well. I didn’t have to study much … just went to class enough to get by and to pass my exams.

			It was during this time that my friend RJ left Calgary and came to Vancouver. He started Cafe Cucamongas. Another location in North Vancouver was found and he contacted me to come start this restaurant with him. It was the very first Cactus Club.

			It didn’t do well in the beginning. I remember my credit cards loaded to the max and not knowing if we could make another month. Then we got this crazy idea. You know the Cactus Club cow? The one that looked like the Far Side cow? Geeze, how we didn’t get sued for using the likeness of that cow for Cactus Club I don’t know. Anyway, we had a big cow on the roof of our restaurant and we took it off. We stuck it in the back seat of RJ’s convertible and drove up and down the streets of downtown Vancouver. The cow got the job done. It caught attention, and people followed us. We led them right back to the restaurant. We packed the place that night. That was the turning point; we’d started something.

			RJ was the face; I was the money in the background. I went back and forth from Vancouver to Calgary to finish my schooling. It was exhausting, but I was determined to finish.

			I butted heads with a couple of professors in school, but there was one who was a great mentor and taught me how to set up holding companies under other companies, layers under layers, branching the companies in sections, brick and mortar, entertainment, oil and gas, that kind of thing.

			***

			Off to the regional district Haney and I went, just one week after reading the file online. The deceased owner of the property had ongoing issues with the regional district, and I wanted to know exactly what they were.

			The Planning Development Department notified us that there was a notice on title primarily because the previous owner was not in compliance. The current buildings were put on the property without proper permits. The property needed a valid geotech assessment and a biology assessment was needed because of the creek in the back.

			Geotech?

			Riparian?

			I was a waitress in a pub; these were new words for me.

			What were the costs involved? Where does one find someone to do geotech? Could one fix up the house so it could pass a building inspection? If not, how do you get rid of it? What’s the cost to do that? There was a very steep slope on the west side of the property. What if the geotech found that slope not stable? We wouldn’t want the property then, but we’d be out the cost of the assessment. Hmmmmm.

			And Jordan Peterson whispered in my ear, “Do the difficult thing.”

			***

			Banff Springs Hotel was where the wedding was held. Three hundred guests joined me and Jane. We were twenty-three years old and doing pretty well financially. We paid for our own wedding, with the exception of the booze.

			“Your father will be very unhappy not to contribute something,” my mother said. “Unhappy and offended. It doesn’t matter that you can afford it; let him do it.” So I let him.

			I paid the stipend to the church and had the only priest I could imagine marrying us—the one who knew with a nod and a wink that the only reason I ever sat my body in the pew was because of Betty Sue. Oh God, she was beautiful.

			The Anglican Church. Its history was woven into the fabric of our family. The bones that held our bodies upright. Ancient tradition, sacred tradition. Tradition that often found itself sitting on our orange covered-wagon tapestry, three-seater sofa that sat in our shag-carpeted living room. Tradition was sipping tea and nibbling on cookies while wearing lipstick in shades of plum purple and freesia pink, staining floral napkins used to wipe away crumbs, tea drips, gossip. My mother’s Bible study group.

			She was that kind of religious. Joel Ostein religious, sending him money, my money, expecting God to answer her prayers with dollars. God, he makes me mad!

			I told my dad once I was going to start a church and take people’s money tax-free.

			My father’s faith was deeper, established within the wickedness of war.

			It wasn’t easy being a German after World War II.

			The Anglican church.

			The one where your stained-glass window is from Glenda, the hunter scene “Jager” from the sixteenth century. My dad and I pulled it along with several others from an old Anglican church that was sitting in ruined condition on one of our properties in Stuttgart. I took the baptismal as well. Steffanie asked me what I was going to do with it.

			“A punch bowl, of course.” I grinned.

			Her body shivered involuntarily, glancing up as she stepped away from me to avoid the lightning strike.

			We spent our honeymoon in California. San Francisco.

			One afternoon when Jane was out shopping, I wandered into a car dealership. Posh. I was doing well but not “this” kind of well. I wandered around Ferraris and Porsches in my flip flops and shorts. The salesman approached me, and I thought I was getting the boot. Instead, he said, “They are beautiful, aren’t they?” I nodded in agreement. “Do you want to take one for a spin?” he asked.

			Clearly I didn’t look like I could afford anything in this place. No Rolex graced my wrists, no suave English accent outed upper crust, no alligator emblem logoed my polo shirts.

			“I can’t afford this.”

			“I know,” he replied as he handed me the keys.

			Ten years later, when I was doing really well, “posh” well, I went back. That salesman was still there. I bought ten cars—a couple for myself, and the others for my top team members. I like to do things like that. After we had written up the paperwork, I told him that I’d been there ten years prior and he’d let me take a Ferrari out when he knew I couldn’t afford it. I asked him why.

			He smiled and said, “Son, you just never know. A few years ago, this guy stumbled through those doors, long locks tangled beneath his beat-up straw cowboy hat. He smelled like day three of a bender; he looked like day three of a bender. Bloodshot, bleary eyes, stain-covered t-shirt, grubby jeans. Someone needed to throw him in a shower and put him to bed.

			“‘I’ll take that one, and that one, and that one.’ He swayed.

			“‘Sure, let’s write them up,’ I replied.

			“In my office, he swayed a little more before his butt made contact with the chair.

			“‘How do you want to pay for this, sir?’ I asked.

			“‘Oh, hmmmmm, good question,’ he said, looking up to his right, then to his left. He sighed and then stood up, slightly swaying still. He put his right hand into the front pocket of his tight jeans, struggling for a moment or two. He grinned devilishly as he pulled his hand out, holding a bite-size bit of paper with a phone number scrawled on it. He simultaneously flopped back into the chair as he tossed the number in my direction. ‘Call this’ he said.

			“I picked up the phone and dialed. A kid answered.

			“‘Excuse me, I hate to bother you, but I have a gentleman in my office who told me to call this number. He says he wants to buy some cars.’

			“‘Just a minute,’ the kid said, and you could hear the phone drop against something.

			“A moment later, a deep voice said, ‘Hello?’

			“‘Hello,” I said, and I repeated what I’d told the kid.

			“‘Does he happen to have a straw cowboy hat on?’

			“‘Yes,’ I confirmed.

			“‘Does he look a little like David Lee Roth?’

			“‘Hmmm. Yes, he could.’

			“‘Well, damn, we’ve been looking for him for four days!’ the voice said. ‘Give us your address, and we’ll send someone by to pick him up. And to bring payment for the cars he wants.’

			“You just never know.”

			***

			Chances. We spent a month contemplating chances.

			If we’re too scared to take a chance, then we don’t open ourselves up to opportunities, and we allow fear to dictate the moments of our lives.

			Coming to grips with this is unsettling.

			Coming to grips with this is scary.

			Coming to grips with this is exciting.

			With all relevant information about the property requirements in front of me, in order to proceed we needed to take a chance.

			We needed to pay for a geotech, which could be upwards of $7,000.

			Haney was my cheerleader.

			With a plate of spaghetti in one hand and the remote control in the other, he extolled between bites, “Put on your big boy balls, Glenda!”

			“The property has so many issues, so many hurdles to overcome. If it doesn’t pass the geotech, we’re out that money, but at least we’d know if it’s worth it to gamble on this. The property is beautiful. I just don’t know. And now I found archaeological issues. Up the road from this property they found grave mounds, ancient Stolo native grave mounds. I have to contact the government to see if there are any concerns on this property.”

			Haney flicked the channel and chewed. “Put on your big boy balls, Glenda!”

			His mantra

			Be brave Glenda

			Be like Nike, “Just do it.”

			Take a chance.

			Move out of your comfort zone.

			Whatever you choose, I’m there with you.

			Put on your big boy balls.

			It’s always fantastic to have someone so utterly and completely on your side. But those who offer their undying support don’t really know the pressure it creates on the human soul.

			If I choose wrong, I affect you as well as me.

			If I choose wrong, you work more years as well as me.

			If I choose wrong, it touches you too.

			I can choose for me, I’m responsible for me, I can live with my own choices for me.

			But I don’t know that I can live with making a wrong choice for you.

			The squeeze of the pressure of this kind of decision left me gasping a little for air. It was my dream, not Haney’s, to move away from town. Am I being selfish? What if my selfishness ends badly? My experience with selfishness is that it pretty much always ends badly. But if one never takes a chance, one doesn’t get to experience amazing things.

			“Put on your big boy balls, Glenda”

			“Choose the difficult thing, Glenda”

			And then it happened.

			Three weeks later I bolted upright in bed.

			2:00 a.m.

			Jolted wide awake, a clap of thunder shaking me from slumber, though the sky was calm. The streetlight and the neighbour’s LED porch light fought valiantly against each other for space in our bedroom, lighting up a sound in my mind. A voice? A thought?

			“It’s what you prayed for Glenda, isn’t it?”

			Hello? What? I thought.

			“It’s what you prayed for, isn’t it?” the thought repeated itself. Then a gentle ripple of a giggle, almost tangible, whimsical, light-hearted, said, “Did you think I’d just hand that over without a little bit of work?” The thought nudged me in the same way a best friend playfully nudges when you’re not quite getting something.

			What did I pray?

			When did I pray?

			My mind settled back into a memory, instantly before me, like a TV screen replaying the moment.

			I was walking Jersey.

			On the path.

			What did I pray?

			“I want to live surrounded by trees, in nature.”

			“I want to live on a mountain looking at a mountain. Good luck with that, snicker.”

			“I don’t want to see neighbours.”

			“I want to be near water, a river, maybe a little creek.”

			Holy shit, it’s absolutely every little thing I’d prayed for.

			I was stunned.

			I was stunned I had forgotten what I’d prayed for.

			I was stunned that the memory came flooding back almost instantaneously.

			I was stunned at the voice.

			I was stunned at the accuracy of the property to the prayer.

			A wave of peace generated by a whimsical giggle in the middle of the night reminded me that no matter what I chose, and no matter how it ended, God is here.

			We made an offer by the end of the week.

			***

			Valentine’s Day. A blanket of snow shut down the streets of Vancouver. Commuters stayed home, sipping their hot chocolate, their Earl Grey tea, their Pinot Gris and Merlot. Some turned the TVs off and opted to watch the stillness of the snow through their windows, tucked inside their sweaters, tucked under their blankets. Others turned on their computers and their kettles as they listened to the scratchy sounds of the internet connecting them to the rest of the world.

			Weee ohhh weeeeeeee chhhhhhhhh.

			I was at The Granville Room

			One long bar. Wood tables stretched out on the right, end to end with a gap wide enough to allow the working class to squeeze in and out.

			The bar on the left balances the feel of the tables, drawing your eye inward, downward, elongating the length of the room. If all interior walls fell down, your eye would run from the front door straight to the back.

			The back door. If one was obnoxious, that back door was your exit. It was unfortunate that you slipped and broke your ribs and your hand at the same time. “I don’t know how that happened, officer; he must have tripped or something.”

			A spot under the TV, against the brick wall, beside a cluster of pictures that had meaning to some and meant nothing to others, the perfect spot to observe Aramis courting White Linen.

			The click of the bartender’s opener against beer bottles. A pint of ale in front of an old guy humming Billy Joel’s “Piano Man.” Bottles of twelve-year single malt standing like aged soldiers next to vanilla and espresso vodkas brought in especially for the twenty-something city girls. “Cappuccino martini please, hold the chocolate rim, but don’t forget the cherry.” Lined up, top-shelf alcohol sitting on mantles of wood sweeping the back of the bar three rows high.

			And the smell of stale cigarettes from the ‘60s, like aged French oak bourbon, subtle in flavor, silkier in texture, a gentle aroma of an era gone by, a reminder of the history within the cask. The Granville Room. I owned it.

			I got on top of the bar that Valentine’s Day and yelled, “No fancy ass martinis! You get your choice of beer or wine, and from the kitchen you get burgers, no steaks!” The crowd, shocked initially, cheered and clapped at what they couldn’t have.

			An hour before they had my one waitress in tears; no cook showed up to work. It was me flipping burgers. That’s what an owner does—you get in there and get it done, whatever needs to get done. My teary eyed waitress was near a breakdown, on the verge of grabbing her coat and purse and running into the snow to escape the throngs of demanding lovers set to celebrate their love with chocolate martinis and cinnamon schnapps, only nothing was open in downtown Vancouver that night. Nothing but us. Those brave enough to venture out on foot found themselves here, getting yelled at by me and loving it. Once I set them straight the mood shifted; their impatience and agitation at the one waitress who defied the snow and made it to work ebbed away to sympathy. By the end of the evening, it was hard to part ways. Such a night, never a night such as that night.

			The Granville Room.

			The bar in Nickelback’s Rockstar.

			The bar where even bodyguard bribes of Schwarzenegger couldn’t get you in—well, couldn’t get you in on the first try, but make a hefty donation and promise to tip my staff well and I’ll consider it.

			The bar where I saved Chad Kroger from getting his ass kicked. Geeze he was a hothead that one, couldn’t take criticism.

			We were sitting at the bar and the speakers started thumping “Burn It to the Ground.” Some jerk in the room screamed, “Nickelback sucks!” And off went Chad; he liked a good fight!

			We were in business together. We were the financing behind Silverside.

			Years after Jane and I had split up and I was dating Lynn, Chad and I were out for dinner at Carderos. I got a call from Lynn. After the conversation finished, I hung up and said, “Ahhh, it’s how she reminds me who I really am.”

			Every time I hear that line in that song I smile because I know exactly the moment where it came from. And that jet, that big black jet, that was mine. I let them use it for the shoot.

			As their fame grew, they needed us less and less, so we finally made a deal for them to buy back my portion. I don’t do what I do only for the money. I love being that leg up. It’s funny, we parted ways and didn’t see too much of each other after that, though there was one time when I was just newly dating a model I had met … Geeze, what was her name? Oh well, she didn’t know the depth of what I owned. I don’t generally provide that information to dates, but she knew enough. Anyway, I was picking her up at the airport and was sitting in the lounge at Vancouver International waiting for her. After her flight arrived, she found me there. She was full of excitement. She had flown first class; her seat was beside Chad Kroger.

			They had a long, full conversion the entire trip.

			Hmm, I thought, we should probably leave quickly. I was directing her and her luggage toward the exit, right through the VIP lounge. Headed straight for me, smiling, was Chad.

			“I knew it was you!” he exclaimed. “She was telling me all about her boyfriend, and I thought, Damn, that sounds an awful lot like Daryl. I knew it was you!” Big teeth grinning, he smacked me on the back. “It’s been a long time.”

			My girlfriend looked at Chad, then back at me.

			Needless to say, I had a bunch of explaining to do on the ride home.

			 

			



	

Doug

			I stepped right into it. Rolled up the cuffs of my pants and let the water steep right into my hiking boots. I was following Sean the Biologist up the creek, a step creek, three feet at its widest point, the water line cutting a path through mossy rocks, natures’ tell-tale sign of how high the creek rose within the last year.

			A hundred feet away, Emily the Geologist was inspecting trees on the slope. I had met Emily a couple of weeks before, at her suggestion.

			“Why don’t I just come up to the property, Glenda, and for $500 I can tell you immediately if it’s worth it to do a full geotech report.”

			“Fantastic!” I exclaimed. If the property was unbuildable, I could know this for much less money than the $7,000. I was all over that.

			We walked the property. I followed Emily up the slope, and she pointed out “pistol butt” trees, trees with their bases malformed, like a hunchbacked human, but at the bottom, not the top. “Why do they do that?” I asked,

			Emily pointed toward the slope with her clipboard. “They do that when the ground on the slope moves. When they’re pistol butted slightly, the ground is moving slightly; if they’re deeply butted, then the ground is moving more intensely. These ones are okay, only slightly pistol butted and not many of them, just the occasional one spotted within the other trees on the slope. I wouldn’t cut any of them down, or if I had to, just leave eight feet so that the roots in the ground are left to do their thing, which is hold the ground in place.”

			Emily continued. “I see a lot of good building spots on the property, Glenda. Did you want to go ahead and order the full geotech report?”

			“Absolutely.” I smiled and gave a little happy dance.

			We had two months to get the experts out, analyze the property, and report their findings. Two months in a contract that at the end would see us as owners of a bit of heaven or not.

			The property required a cash purchase, as it was unmortgageable. With a notice on title due to noncompliance with building codes, we’d be responsible to bring the property back to notice-free. We could pull equity from our home to purchase the property until the house sold, and once our house sold, we would rent while we built. We were in a good position if the property passed the scrutiny of our geologist.

			This was why I was standing in the middle of the creek in my hiking boots on the sunny August day. I was eager to learn what a geologist and biologist did, eager to learn more about this property I’d fallen in love with.

			“You’ll need a site survey,” Emily said, “just to get the setbacks from the creek. And I’m curious where your property line on the east is. My GPS placed it a good twenty feet farther east than the property maps you have. That gives you even more building options. Then off she went up the slope.

			After I finished my riparian education by professor Sean, we joined Emily. She was standing at the bottom of a cleared portion on the slope, looking concerned and shaking her head, puzzled.

			“I don’t know why I didn’t notice this before.”

			Her furrowed brow freaked me out a little.

			“This is bad dirt,” she said.

			“Bad dirt? What’s bad dirt?” I replied.

			“In the event of an earthquake, this stream of dirt folds like a surfer wave. It’s not good, Glenda. I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before.”

			The three of us stood silently contemplating the implications.

			“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I’ll model it, and the model will tell us what it really is, but on the surface it just doesn’t look good. But again, I can’t draw any conclusions until it’s modeled. I wish I had better news.”

			Whenever information is unexpected and not welcome, the heart responds with a heave. My heart was heaving.

			“It’s better to know now, Emily. This is why you’re here, to find this information out for me so that we know. It’s better to know before we purchase the property than afterward. I’ll wait for your model and take it from there.” Outwardly I was understanding, but inwardly I was in a gyre.

			Victor Hugo picked up his pen and wrote the word “lugubrious.” As he spoke, a whisper woven in cognac respired in a deep French accent breathed, “Now you shall feel it, Glenda.”

			The drive home was heavy.

			I thought about my prayer. I thought about the voice in the night. I cried.

			“Why, God? Why bring me to this? Why like this? What’s the purpose of this?”

			As my heart heaved and the tears rolled and the whys escaped my being,

			a gentle breeze of a whisper touched my being.

			“It’s not a no,” it said.

			And strangely, the heaving ebbed ever so slightly into hope.

			***

			Jane was pregnant with Robbie. The morning was crisp. I can’t even remember where we were going, but we were going there.

			Christine buckled in behind Jane, Nelson buckled in behind me, and the baby in her car seat between them both.

			You don’t actually think about how sounds affect you. I didn’t think taking my kids to see the fireworks could be so traumatic.

			The brilliant splinter into colour. Prisms exploding into prisms exploding into crystals dripping in the night sky. Beauty mirrored against terror, the look on Christine and Nelson’s faces startling, shocking.

			“It sounds like the accident,” Christine whimpered. Her little hand clung to mine tightly, unconsciously tightening further with every crack of firework. Wisps of blonde hair had escaped her ponytail. A piece was stuck
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