
    Introduction: My Father’s Legacy

    When my father bought two adjacent plots of land in Canada in 1985—each one hectare in size, in the middle of the wilderness—no one really understood why. Perhaps it was simply a love of nature, perhaps a romantic notion of the vast, untouched land. Or a quiet dream he never voiced. He would never see Canada again. Two years later, he died of cancer.

    The plots remained. For a long time, they were just a memory to us—almost forgotten, like an old family photo in a drawer. My brother Rolf and I each inherited one of them. Rolf has lived on Fuerteventura since 1992; he’s put down roots there and is happy. For him, Canada was never more than a distant possibility. About a year ago, we finally sold his plot. It was a decision he made calmly—and one that moved us forward as a family.

    But my property remained. Eventually, we drove out there. At first, just to check that everything was in order. Later, to figure out whether this piece of land could hold any meaning for us.

    Now we’re back here—after all these years. This time for longer. We had a road built, and here we are, standing on his land, asking ourselves: Is this the place where we want to build a life? Or is it simply a place where we’re learning something about ourselves?

    But as peaceful as this new place seems, it wasn’t quite so quiet inside us. The journey here wasn’t easy, not even on the inside.

    In the first few days, we experienced, felt, and questioned more than we had expected. Canada challenges us. The language, the vastness, the people, the routines—everything is different. And perhaps that is precisely where the opportunity lies: in discovering something new through the friction with the unknown.

    This book tells the story of our journey—both geographically and inwardly. It is not a travel guide, but a personal guide for anyone wondering what happens when you step outside your comfort zone.

    ***

    We were here once before, three years ago—back then with our friend and my business partner Ute and her partner Fritz. Together, we wanted to find out if and how this country could play a role in our lives. It was an intense time, full of conversations and ideas—and marked by encounters that still stay with us today.

    We especially remember Sieglinde (name changed; explanation in the chapter “Difficult”). She lives on Barrie Island, very close to our property. She and her husband had emigrated from Germany to Canada years ago. Her openness, her hospitality, and her strength in dealing with all that was new deeply impressed us. With her, we felt welcome—not just as visitors, but as people who might themselves be at a turning point.

    That was the first time we drove onto Sieglinde’s property; it took several minutes to reach the house by car—a massive estate, the kind you rarely find in Germany. I had never set foot on such a large piece of land before. Spacious, bright, with an unobstructed view of the water. It didn’t seem ostentatious, but powerful. As if it were saying: “There is room here. For dreams, for a new beginning, for a different life.”

    My father’s property, on the other hand, was still completely forested back then and inaccessible. It seemed untouched, almost forbidding—as if it still wanted to keep its secrets to itself. That made our desire to get closer to it all the greater.

    Now we’re back. The road we planned back then has since been built. Everything has become more tangible—and at the same time more foreign than ever. Perhaps because this time it’s about more than just plans. Perhaps because this time we’ve truly arrived.

    But as peaceful as this new place seems—inside ourselves, it wasn’t quite so quiet. The journey here wasn’t easy, not even emotionally. Our mother, born in 1940, was our greatest concern during her final year of life. After a severe bout of pneumonia in February, she could no longer live alone in her small apartment. Moving her to the nursing home wasn’t easy for us, but it was necessary—and it went well.

    She settled in surprisingly quickly because she realized how much she needed this help. It was as if she had finally found her place. For us, that was a comforting feeling. We felt: We had done the right thing. The plans for our extended trip to Canada went back even further. We had talked about it time and again—with her, with friends, and among ourselves. It wasn’t a spontaneous decision, but something that had matured over time. And she—our mother—understood that. She shared our excitement whenever we talked about it.

    Some might say, “How selfish!” But at some point, when you’re sixty, you ask yourself: If not now, then when?

    Then everything suddenly happened very quickly. The call from the nursing home came: severe abdominal pain, admission to the hospital. The diagnosis was clear and brutal—dead bowel tissue in several places, sepsis setting in. My brother, , and I made the decision together to proceed with surgery, but there was no chance left.

    She died on April 8 of this year. The funeral was on April 23. Although it was sad, it was also uplifting.

    For one thing, because we had such a wonderful eulogist—Mone. She spoke with a light touch about personal things and experiences from our Mom’s life.

    On the other hand: Two fantastic musicians—a singer and a saxophonist—played beautiful, touching music, her music. She would have smiled.

    Just three days later, on April 26, we flew to Canada. In our luggage: grief, silence, and perhaps feelings of guilt. But also gratitude. And the hope that we would carry on something that we share as a family. Because as contradictory as it may sound: the joy of the new was there, and it stayed.

    We had booked the flights first—well in advance, almost nine months ahead of time. It was important to us to have that fixed point. A definite date, something concrete. We had also reserved the hotel in Toronto—actually more of an upscale category—early and at a very good rate. Planning gave us stability and anticipation.

    Shortly before departure, I decided to bid for an upgrade with the airline. It’s called Saga Premium with Icelandair. And honestly: even though it cost a little more—it was well worth it. More space, more legroom, friendly service, a chance to truly breathe deeply on the way to something new. In our situation, which was marked by inner turmoil, it was a small gift to ourselves and a lovely surprise for my wife.
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