
Table of Contents

The Personal Transformation of Queenie | 7 Days – 7 Steps | Grief Recovery Fast-Tracked in Joan's Unorthodox, Simply Successful Style

by Alexie Linn

Published by MA Deeter Company | https://www.sproutsandcrumbs.com

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Epilogue

About the Author

Happy Tales and Trails | Alexie Linn

Sign up for Alexie Linn's Mailing List

Further Reading: Elaine The Hoarder

Also By Alexie Linn

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Personal Transformation of Queenie


7 Days – 7 Steps


Grief Recovery Fast-Tracked in Joan's Unorthodox, Simply Successful Style





[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

by Alexie Linn











[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Published by MA Deeter Company

https://www.sproutsandcrumbs.com



[image: ]


All people and events in this work of fiction are wholly contrived from the imagination of the author.

Copyright ©2014 MA Deeter Company

All Rights Reserved

Edited by Marcella Cowens

Cover by MA Deeter

Cover image from Shutterstock.com

Author Image by Frederick Eschbach

This book is dedicated to the unsung heroes in the building of, the editing of, the publishing of, and the reviewing of a book to make it a work of educational entertainment.

You are greatly appreciated.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1



[image: ]


My pulse thumped, my legs felt like stumps.  I focused on my breathing as I forced the pedal down, first with one foot, then the other.  The top of the hill was in sight.  'I think I can, I think I can, I know I can,' the Little Engine That Could repeating in my head with 'Why did allow myself to get so out of shape!'

Just before the summit, something caught my eye and I lost momentum – at least that's what sounded good to me.

“Hi there,” a friendly, feminine voice spoke from a smiling face.

“Hello,” I responded.  I saw a tent, a table, and various camping gear, including 2 chairs, but no car, bicycle, or hiking apparatus.

“Thank you!” I said, still catching my breath and slowing my pulse.  I picked up my Bubba cup from my basket and drank.

“You're welcome,” the stately woman with salt and pepper, coiffed, big hair responded.  She picked up a cane to push herself out of her over-sized camp chair. “You look like you could use a break – come in a sit a spell,” she waved me in, “and tell me why you're thanking me.”

I aimed my bicycle toward the chair. “For making me stop,” I said.  “Stubbornness was arguing with wisdom – I don't know who was winning – but it wasn't me.”  I smiled, sank into the chair and guzzled more water.  “I'm Joan, by the way,” I said.  

She laughed, her whole body jiggled like Jello, “I'm called Queenie ever since I was a kid.  I don't know if it came from my size or my attitude.

I can offer you water, tea, or instant coffee.”

“Thanks, but I'm good with water right now,” I said and drank again, finally starting to sip rather than guzzle.

I looked around while my pulse continued to settle and my legs began to feel like limbs as opposed to trunks, “I love it out here – close to town, but in the tall pines – so peaceful and perfect for regeneration.

Where do you call home, Queenie?”

“We're up from the valley, getting a break from the heat.  My king had to go back down and handle an emergency.”  She waved at the bag of marshmallows and potato chips laying on the table, “That's all he could find in a hurry at the mini-mart down the road to sustain me til he returns,” she chuckled. “It would've taken too long to break camp – and I didn't want to go – so potato chips and marshmallows it is.  People have survived on less for longer.”  She continued to chuckle, jiggle,  and shake her head.

I laughed with her, admiring her jolliness in the face of marshmallows and potato chips for sustenance.  “Embarrassingly,” I said, “I've been in the same food situation, except it was a watermelon and rice – with no pot to cook it in – for me and my young girls.

When will your king be back?”

“I hope tomorrow or the next day.”

I dove in, “I'd be honored to share my grits and greens with a Queen – will you join me for an early supper?” I asked.

“Oh no,” she said, shaking her head.  “I'm fine,” her eyes landed on the marshmallow and chip bags on the table, – “but, on second thought,” she laughed, “yes, I believe I will.

Where's your camp?”

“At the bottom of the hill, of course,” I said, laughing, “where I'll be marooned in mud if it rains.”  I stood up from the chair, “I'll coast back down the hill and see you in a bit, then, Queenie.  You'll know you've arrived when you see my bike and my vintage Chevy truck that's in perpetual mid-restoration.”  

I walked my bike to the aforementioned summit – a few feet from Queenie's camp – checked the time on my cell phone and got on board. “Woo Hoo! Going down is GREAT!”

“On my way,” she was positioning her cane for the stand-up and move routine.

The wind blowing through my hair, I pondered the wisdom of what I'd just done.  If Queenie didn't arrive in 30 minutes I'd come looking for her.  I didn't know the reason for her bulk or if she had health issues to deal with – but that's her job, to know her capabilities.  My job – always – is to encourage others to move in the direction they want to go, eat well, and to enjoy life.

I flew down the hill in a turbulent, bumpy 2 minutes.  It seemed it took forever to pedal up (I think I mentioned my embarrassingly out of shape condition) – maybe 1/4 mile of primitive forest road.

I'm dry camping this week – no amenities and lots of space to unwind.  There have been a few 4-wheelers and ATVers, but my camp was up a small incline – under the trees (not so great for solar) and far away from road dust. The elk and deer grazed.  The squirrels chased and chattered.  I was entertained and relaxed.

My little folding table and 2 chairs were already set up so I could focus on boiling eggs and getting the tomatoes, cheese, olives, a can of chicken, onion, greens, and yogurt dressing ready to tote out to the table.  My chairs were rated for maximum 225# (I'd guess Queenie at closer to 300#), so I'd moved the table over to the conveniently downed log to use for chairs before Queenie arrived.

The tablecloth was spread, the fine china (paper plates) and fine linens (paper towels) held the fine stainless utensils and ceramic coffee cups (even I have my limits to simplicity).

I glanced at the atomic clock – another modern convenience that I greatly appreciated, not quite as much as the cell phone, it had been 25 minutes – when I saw Queenie hobbling down through the forest.  I stepped out and waved.  She smiled and waved back.

“I'm so glad you decided to come and share vittles with me.  I hope you like chef's salad.”

She chunked down on the blanket covered log, “I love it!  But just let me set a minute – that was the best walk I've had in a long, long time – it's this old knee that's giving me fits.

You got a glass of water for this old woman?”

“Of course!'  I picked up a coffee cup from the table and drew off a glass of ice water from the 5-gallon Igloo jug that lived at the back of my truck when I'm away from home and carried it back to her.

She downed it and gave the cup back for a refill, “That is soooo good!  More please!”

I handed her another glass of water and said, “I'll bring our supper out while you re-hydrate and rest.”

By using the log for our picnic blanket the buffet supper just fit on the little table. While my normal is to require clients to share the load – tote to the table, etc. – two things made the exception; 1) Queenie was not a client – yet, although experience told me she would be and; 2) I was concerned about pushing her too far.  I have an aversion to creating emergency situations to deal with.  I didn't need – or want – a 300# woman on the ground with an askew leg.

Queenie set her cup down on the log next to her. “That was delicious – and now the Queen is ready to devour this delicious food.”  She chuckled, “I didn't get to this bountiful build by missing meals, girl.”

“Very well, milady,” I bowed, “I'll serve.”  I'd built each of us a mountain of salad beginning with 2 good handfuls of mixed, leafy greens, tomatoes, cucumbers, Italian squash (zucchini to me), chunks of chicken, shredded carrots, avocado, olives, flax seed, and ending with shredded cheese. “Yogurt Ranch or vinegar and olive oil?” I asked.

“Oh, both, please,” she said.

'Mm, mm,' she hummed almost at every bite.  We didn't do much talking until our plates were clean.  She was a very hungry lady.

Queenie wiped her mouth and hands, smacked her lips and smiled. “THAT was as good as it looked!  And I'm full to the brim!  Thank you!”

“And look!,” I said, “No leftovers!  Just how I like it!”  I started gathering dishes and utensils, “I'll do the dishes.  Would you like some coffee?”  I stuffed the plates, bowls, baggies, and linens into the trash bag that adorned the side mirror of my truck; lifted it off and tied it shut before I tossed it into the back for future disposal and hung a new bag.

“I would love a cup of coffee,” she said, pushing her cup toward me.  

I carried the utensils in to my little sink and brought out the coffee pot that had finished perking just before we dined.  I poured.  She took her coffee fresh, hot, and black – no sugar, either – a woman after my own heart.  

“Thank you!  I do, indeed, feel like a Queen right now, Joan.”

We savored the flavor of our steaming cups of Yuban and talked a little about our lives.  I told her I was a widowed, quirky, rebel life coach and nutritional therapist and on the move most of the time – because I can and I like it that way.  

“Goosing people to getting unstuck from the quagmire of grief seems to be my forte',” I said.  

“What's your story?” I asked.

“My guy owns a janitorial service that keeps him bouncing between Tucson and Phoenix.  He seldom gets a break,” she shook her head, “this was supposed to be a much needed vacation for him.

He takes very good care of me, though,” she looked at me and grinned, “I am his Queen and have been since the day we met.”

She emptied her coffee cup, set it on the table, and positioned her cane to boost herself up, “I better get moving.  I want to get back to camp in full light and don't want to miss Sam's call.”

I set the cups inside my little house and closed the door, “I'll walk with you a way – I need to settle my supper.”

We ambled up the dirt road talking mostly about nothing but the flora and fauna of this country; desert on one side of the road, forest on the other.  Queenie'd never been to the Grand Canyon, either – a mere 50ish miles away.  

“I've been to the North Rim, but never to the South Rim.  I want to go look into it from this side,” I said, “but it seems like it would be very crowded and somebody might trip and push me in,” I chuckled.  “How about you?” I asked.

“Oh, I might lean over to look and just roll on down into the river.  Sam would have to race to Lake Havasu or Yuma to drag me out,” she giggled clear to her toes, it seemed.  She spoke with her hands – “The river would go up when I fell in and drop to dry when I came out.  I can see the news story of the rise and fall of the Colorado River....”  Queenie belly laughed and I refrained from gasping at her declaration.

Queenie's camp appeared and we said our goodbyes after making a date for breakfast.  I turned around and cross-countried down the hill to my own camp, reminding myself 'it's none of your business!  You're on your own sabbatical!  Say nothing!  Unless you're asked...'

And that's how Queenie came into my life.  
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I heard the sound of wood chunking against rock and the crunch of footsteps in the forest debris before the sound of Queenie's voice.

“I followed my nose to fresh, hot, coffee.  Tell me it wasn't a fantasy.”

I leaned out the door.  “Not a fantasy, Queenie.  I'll be right out with a cup or two.”  I slipped my double-socked feet into my slippers,  gathered cups and my old Farberware stainless steel percolator with its handmade cozy and went outside to see how Queenie's night went and hoping Sam's return was imminent.  Not that I'm anti-social.  I was just so looking forward to this sabbatical and getting my book finished.  Have I mentioned I'm a 'worker bee'?  I'm not anti-social, but also not one to sit and talk about the neighbors or who's wearing what this fall.  I have – and was wearing – my favorite plaid felt slippers.  Fashion magazine would never approve of my comfort garb.  I could care less about their wares, either.  Plaids, stripes, and paisleys all fit together just fine if I'm warm, comfortable – and not going out in public.  Did I also mention I keep a low profile?

Queenie was perched on the log, leaning on her cane and surveying the expanse with a smile playing on her lips.  She cared more about fashion than I.  She lived up to her regal name in a matched sweat suit, impeccably coiffed hair, a ring on every finger, and  factory perfect Nikes.  She wore pancake make-up and, what
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