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Introduction

I am no one by admission, unqualified, just an ordinary soul earnestly intent to try the purpose of pain, offer opportunity out of loss, and tell of a time when all hope was hidden, life sparse, a magical city unaware of the groundswell of future tragedy.

If expression is a form of joy—mine has no training, only the sincere desire to inspire after deliverance, send the compelling message dwelling within this mind’s complexity.

How I ever ended up here or there I am indeed uncertain, for I was never an author, this tome far from a book but scribbled thoughts recorded in a simple black diary during an extraordinary season of 2005.

As I complete the story today from a sleepy town on the Atlantic coast, I sit with great disbelief that the intense moments of transformative soul-searching and personal suffering documented then would now be publicly understood, found of interest to anyone other than my own psyche.

Only in retrospect does one comprehend life exposed and naturally flawed, passionate, vulnerable, deep in dark more than light. The loss of perfection—a family undone—seemed almost unbearable in those days. I still remember every ounce of grief as though time was turned.

One can never view the entrance without finding the exit door first, and as much as I believed after penning the last chapter the worst of sadness had arrived, a far more harrowing saga struck.

Several entries of this book were written in New Orleans before Hurricane Katrina—the fearsome bookmark survivors use to delineate their memories and segregate their life stories.

It is worth mentioning the contextual landscape to truly understand the journey before you, to see with proper perspective human control as true fiction, destiny as divine ruler of unimaginable circumstances.

In the months following, this piece was far from realization, saved in a hard drive awaiting its cue to emerge in an appropriate environment.

It was actually my collection of essays written after the historic storm, titled The Broken Fall, that uncovered the following pages of this natural prelude to its unnatural sequel.

The courage to seek publishing was followed by many offers of rejection, then a miracle moved, and way cleared for this opening you now begin.

I cannot adequately project its worth or value, however if one counts grace, I pray you discover this lesson a priceless gift of faith.

Toni Orrill
Cocoa Beach, Florida
February 2007
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The Tale I Tell from New Orleans

The brass lock set into place. Unlike myself, it is the perfect fit to its mate. I also realize that nothing echoes louder in an empty house than goodbye.

For the first time in nine years, I am completely alone, no longer able to hide in wifedom and motherhood. The boys are off to sleep away camp, my husband estranged one month ago.

I could always count on my mate to fill the lulls of busyness, but he left as urgently as he descended upon my world, and unexpected change was knocking hard and fast as I closed the door on a marriage and chapters of child-raising.

That story is the perfect opera for a rainy day, but the universe is not cooperating on this brilliant June morning, and it is difficult to work with the stars in daylight.

The energy required to unveil this tale I tell was spent last night combing the corridor, a restless, anxious spirit of delicate Swiss dot and worn slippers.

By daybreak I realize I am no longer a young lady with ideas and ideals, but a wanting woman, too close to forty for comfort, buried beneath laundry, activities and obligation, overtaxed by private schools, church, charity, not to mention a family with many extensions.

I am honored to have made a success of every one of their goals; and the sacrifices required for their accomplishments—the projects shelved for a spouse’s work, the sleep broken when a child needs a nurse, the hours at doctor’s offices understanding the aging mind’s loss.

Did God perhaps hear, in all his divine wisdom, these groanings, recognize dreams that somewhere along this path of familiarity became muffled, then eventually silent?

I have had little time or inclination to associate with this soul speaking today. Like a sorority sister, we are forever connected but greatly out of touch.

Four weeks alone together was a confounding idea, the most unwanted proposition, like the awkward expectation of an uninvited guest who determines to be my best companion.

Left with no choice, I fumble into the pool of emotion, adrift but with the hope and fear of reconciliation and restoration, to find her.
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Swimming

What started as a very difficult morning evolved into an afternoon of strength by sheer mercy. After a flood of tears, I realize that so many of my fears are well warranted from childhood, protectively hidden in the past. A quiet treasure chest of rejection and chaos, a box I rarely have courage to delve into, but whose contents escape and antagonize my decisions, marriage and esteem decades later.

While I am aware on the surface that these strongholds have been erased by a merciful God, I am always unprepared when these mistakes erupt to distort my carefully managed mirage of wholeness and self-confidence.

Each day, I see a glaring image in the pool, my crystal reflection, high above on the board from which I warily bounce, wondering will the net of water take shape to catch my pride and fear, buoying me up from the depths to the oxygen-filled world my lungs fervently need to sustain?

I am exercising each day, all the while discovering how blessed I am to move with symmetry, to travel from here to there by commanding my body to coordinate its parts in search of the deep end. I flip and stroke to the other side, moving efficiently and freely toward my next goal.

This “deep-end” morning taught me much about the value of distance. A symbiotic friend of healing—healing of the heart—distance creates perspective and too often, I have abandoned my own salvation in the wake of a drowning loved one
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