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Dedication

			For my Heather, the steady rhythm of my heart, and the soul I come home to. Your love has shaped every word on these pages.

			For my grandchildren, who remind me daily that love outlives us all. This book is for your tomorrows.

			Most especially, to our new granddaughter Olivia who, at the time of this writing, is not yet born. I hope you know we have already fallen in love with you and can’t wait to meet you.

			For my friend, Rick Carson, whose process has become the pebble that was dropped in the water of my soul and has rippled out in infinite measure.

			



	

Author’s Note

			This story began as a whisper, a quiet invitation to remember, to feel, and to heal.

			At its core, Six Pieces of Forever is a love letter to grief, growth, and the mystery of connection that never ends. It was born from my own journey, shaped by the people I’ve loved most. Most especially it came from my grandchildren, who remind me what wonder looks like, my wife Heather, who is the quiet strength behind every brave word, and my friend Rick Carson, whose Gremlin-Taming® wisdom gave me the courage to speak from the heart.

			If you’ve ever lost someone, or if you’ve ever looked for meaning in the smallest of things, or if you’re trying to figure out who you are in this big, turning world, this story is for you.

			May it meet you gently.

			With love,

			Tim Brodie

			



	

Chapter One

			The Day the Wind Didn’t Blow

			My name is Walter. It’s an old-fashioned name for an old-fashioned guy. But I remember when I was your age. In fact, I remember my thirteenth birthday really well.

			It was the year I was supposed to have my bar mitzvah. A big deal if you’re Jewish like me. I had started practising months in advance. Every Wednesday after school, I met with Rabbi Stern in the back room of the synagogue, where the heater clanged and the bookshelves smelled like dust and old prayers. He helped me with my Torah portion, correcting my pronunciation and explaining the story behind the verses.

			Mine was from the one where Abraham sets off into the unknown. “It’s about trust,” Grampy said when I told him. “That’s perfect for you.”

			The whole experience shows that you’re officially welcomed into adulthood when people gather to say, “We see you. You’ve grown. You matter.” I had been dreaming of that day for years. I could picture the moment perfectly. I’d be standing on the stage, nervous but proud. And right there in the crowd would be my Grampy Rick.

			[image: ]

			He’d be smiling the kind of smile that starts in the eyes. Maybe he’d even be tearing up a little. Later he’d hug me like only he could; the kind of hug that feels like the whole world pressed pause. Grampy wasn’t just a grandfather. He was my teacher, my storyteller, and my best friend. He lit up what, for me, was a pretty lousy life. He died a few weeks before the big day. It wasn’t sudden. We saw it coming, but that didn’t make it any easier.

			My parents had divorced when I was six. I lived with my mother in an apartment one floor above my Grampy. He was my mom’s dad, and I would go down and see him all the time. He assisted me cope with the lousy stuff that happened at school. He helped me deal with kids like Henry, the kind of kid who made bruises without touching you.

			Henry had been in my class forever. He wore the best clothes, the newest sneakers, and had the worst attitude. He was the kid who called me “judo boy” even though I had only gone to the community centre for judo lessons for one year, when I was ten. I noticed his sister, Olivia, roll her eyes once when he said it, but she didn’t say anything. At least not then.

			My mother signed me up for judo lessons after I got shoved into a locker in grade five. I went, but my heart was never in it. I wasn’t built for flipping people. I was built for… I don’t know. Listening. Wondering. Thinking about stuff no one else seems to notice. I think I got that from my Grampy.

			One summer, when I was around six, we spent nearly every day together in the park. He taught me about feelings, about breathing, about how to listen to what he called my “heart of hearts.” He showed me that growing up isn’t about acting tough; it’s about being real.

			We had a favourite bench near the big elm tree in the park, the one with roots. It wasn’t just a place to sit. It was our classroom, our concert hall, and our spaceship. Grampy called it “HQ.” He said every great adventurer needed a headquarters. From there, we launched all kinds of missions. There was Operation Leaf Dive or The Great Dandelion Counting Contest. He let me be the captain, but I always knew he was the one steering, even when things started hurting. One time he rubbed his knees as we stood up from the bench, wincing just a little. “Getting old isn’t for the faint of heart,” he muttered, but then he winked at me. “Good thing I’ve got you to keep me moving.”

			He kept a journal in his coat pocket, even in summer, and he’d pull it out like it was a treasure map. He’d scribble things down while I talked. His little book was filled with quotes that I didn’t think mattered. He called them “truth crumbs,” little notes to help him find his way back if he ever got lost. I started carrying a notebook too, a smaller one he gave me with a sticker of a bluebird on the front. At first, I drew cartoons in it, but later, it became something more.

			Grampy was always listening. Not just to me, but to the world. He’d close his eyes sometimes and say, “Hear that?” I’d frown and say, “I don’t hear anything.” And he’d smile. “Exactly.” He taught me how to listen to the spaces between things, like the pause after a bird call, the hush before a storm, the moment after someone says your name.

			I remember one afternoon, clouds were heavy with rain, and we sat under a little wooden shelter watching the drops dance on the pavement. He told me that sadness wasn’t something to run from.

			“It’s another kind of weather,” he said. “It’ll pass, like everything does. But while it’s here, we can sit together and watch it fall.”

			I frowned. “But what if it doesn’t pass?”

			He tilted his head, listening to the steady rhythm of the rain. “Then we wait longer. We don’t rush the clouds away. We let them do their work.”

			“What kind of work?” I asked.

			“The work of washing, of softening, of making space for something new to grow.” He smiled at me, his eyes crinkling. “Even the heaviest rain leaves the earth a little more alive.”

			We didn’t say much after that. We listened. Somehow, the quiet made it easier to breathe.

			Sometimes I wondered what made Grampy so different from other adults. He wasn’t in a rush and didn’t talk down to me. He treated me like a person, not a project, and he never told me to “man up” or “get over it.” If I cried, he let me cry.

			If I was quiet, he let me be. And when I laughed, really laughed, he’d throw his head back and laugh too. It made me feel like my laugh was the most important sound in the world.

			Every moment with him felt like it counted, not in a pressuring way, but in a real way. It felt like I wasn’t just another kid passing time. With Grampy, every moment felt real, like it actually counted.

			Looking back, I think that is where I started becoming myself, on that park bench, beside that elm tree, with Grampy. Not the version everyone expected at school or at home, but the one he already believed was there.

			But that was then. When I was around Grampy, I felt safe. Things were still hard at school. I remember one winter night, walking alone home from school. I had stayed late for band practice. I was learning how to play the clarinet. I thought it was cool, but it seemed to be another thing for Henry to pick on me for.

			It was getting dark, and I was walking under a navy-blue sky. The streetlights cast long shadows that made the snow look like a movie set. My breath puffed little clouds into the cold air. I walked with my hands in my pockets; the clarinet case stuck under my arm. My sneakers squeaked on the icy sidewalk.

			I should have been thinking about homework and practising my music, but instead I kept thinking, “Why am I so unlovable?” Everyone else at school seemed to know how to be cool. Or at least how to get noticed. Me? I was the kid with the empty locker, the worn-out backpack, and the quiet stare. My friends were starting to pair off with girls from our class. And I was just… walking through the snow. I felt like the loneliest guy on the planet. Even Olivia had people to talk to. I once saw her laughing with kids from drama club. I told myself she’d never notice someone like me.

			As I walked, I thought back again about the summers I had had with Grampy when I was little. I remembered our rituals. Sometimes we would take morning walks before the dew dried. Other times we’d end up sitting under the big elm near the creek, where he’d read poetry out loud, sometimes making up the words.

			One morning, when I was still small enough to fit perfectly beside him, we sat quietly listening to the world wake up. The sun had already warmed the grass, and everything smelled alive. That’s when it happened. A butterfly, delicate, golden, unsure in its flight, drifted toward us. I held out my hand and said, “Here, butterfly.”

			Grampy chuckled. “You think it’ll listen?”

			I nodded. “Why not?”

			We both watched as it wobbled, turned, and fluttered gently to land on my fingers. My breath caught. “See?” I whispered.

			Grampy’s eyes softened. “Well, I’ll be.”

			As I remembered that story, I felt my eyes fill. It seemed so simple then. There were no butterflies now.
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