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For Cathy


Author’s Note

Chest Pain is the memoir of a man, with a stent, and a camper van. Except that these remembrances are not complete historical records. It is not possible to portray the full complexity and riches of family life in any one book.

In each story I follow a single line, a strand of memory, and leave out much else.

All storytelling is an act of remembrance. But the art of memoir is a shaping of the past that allows us live more fully in the present.

I approach the past from different angles. Not just in each book but every day; every morning when I look in the mirror. Each day’s memory is a fresh take on yesterday, which opens my heart a bit more into the present moment.

In 2018 I was so exhausted that I abandoned writing altogether; I closed my column in the Irish Times, and I struggled without success to write a book. I was fearful that I had come to the end of the road not just as a storyteller but as a human being.

Then the heart spoke, out of the blue, like the toll of a mighty bell, and almost immediately this book arrived, like a new beginning.

In previous books I have shared stories about mid-life depression (Staring at Lakes), the loss of mother (Hanging with the Elephant), the search for identity (Talking to Strangers), and the struggle with various forms of therapy (On Tuesdays I’m a Buddhist).

Lying in a coronary care unit became the start of an entirely new chapter. The beginning of looking at everything in a new light.

The one constant in my life has been the joy of a family and the company of the beloved.

But there is a part in all of us that exists only in solitude. An inner self that never surfaces in the light of day. A self that exists beyond thoughts or emotions and cannot be defined by relationships. A singularity almost beyond any existing self that can only be described in poetic language.

In the deepest recesses of my heart there exists a kind of mythic figure, like a monk in his cave.

‘He is the self that watches your self,’ as my therapist used to say.

And telling his story is an act so private and personal that it feels like beginning all over again.


Some of the names and details
within this text have been changed.


Contents

Praise for Michael Harding

About the Author

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Author’s Note

THE JIGS

The rude awakening

The greasy sausages

Orange marigolds

Every little detail

The guard in the supermarket aisle

Seven brass bowls

Tiers of a wedding cake

The shiny black bonnet

Fake beauty

A fine May morning

The same as before

THE REELS

A new pair of togs

The track bottoms

Golden castles

Spoons from yesterday

The angel and the fish

Five nuns

The remembrance reel

Round glasses with a wide bridge

The Irish snowstorm

OLD HORNPIPES

The fish in the fridge

Coming off the fence

The cup of tea with toast

Paper lanterns

The far away hornpipe

The baby in the pram

Accidental events

Dreaming of clocks

Accidents in the afternoon

Grief poured out

Footsteps

Begin again

THE SLOW AIRS OF THE MOUNTAIN

Completing a miracle

The death of strangers

Snow

Poached eggs

The virgin in the crib

The white-haired man

Enjoy yourself, it’s later than you think

Fish and chips, and the takeaway van

Acknowledgements

An extract from On Tuesdays I’m a Buddhist


THE JIGS


The rude awakening

I thought I was capable of loving, but maybe I made a mistake, because sometimes a man can talk the talk, but forever walk alone. And when I look back on sixty-five years of life, I admit that I talked a lot, and I cried and sang about love and tenderness. But when it came to walking the walk I was often, in my own little way, a very solitary person.

I may have written about being a man in the modern world, and I may have spoken about God, and Mother, and human longing, but did I really know how much my own heart mattered?

Writers talk a lot and are full of ideas; but sometimes the feelings and emotions are forgotten.

Perhaps I did not even know how to open my heart fully to the world, until I had a heart attack.

At least that’s how I felt, as I sat in the lounge of the Abbey Hotel in Roscommon at the end of May 2019, listening to such a beautiful conversation at the next table; where every single word the young couple spoke flowed from heart to heart, and every spoken word embodied love; fumbled, muttered, whispered, but all uttered in trembling affection for one another. It felt like the very rafters of the hotel might be shivering with emotion at the sound of their voices.

And I was happy too, at my table, planning a camping trip to Donegal which would bring me back to the long white beaches I once relished as a boy, and to the coastline around which my beloved and I had cycled in 1987.

The couple at the next table were planning their wedding, and they exuded such warmth and excitement as they pored over the details that I felt a mixture of joy for their future and sorrow for the shortness of any life, all in a single moment.

The lounge of the Abbey Hotel was as intimate as a large drawing room. It was noon, and I was enjoying the sunshine of another bright day in May. On a distant radio the Angelus bell tolled its final ring for noon. I was passing the time until 3 p.m. when I hoped to collect the camper van in Ballyfarnon from Frank Healy’s garage. Frank was replacing a headlamp, an indicator bulb on the passenger side and a pulley for the alternator. He was putting on two new tyres because, when I bought the van two weeks earlier up in Donegal, the rear tyres were badly frayed and one was slowly leaking air.

Of course Frank would also change the oil, and put in new filters. He was an excellent mechanic and I trusted him totally. I had relied on him for years. I had no worry when I handed over money for the van and saw the 03 number plates and the clock showing 140,000 miles. I might not know much about what was under the bonnet, but I was certain that everything would get a thorough inspection later on, from Frank. So I didn’t dally. I bought the van on the spot.

And now the day was almost upon us. On the morrow the van would be ready for its maiden voyage. I would drive away from our house in the hills above Lough Allen and up through Manorhamilton, onwards through the Leitrim glens, towards the hills and beaches of Donegal. It was an adventure I had been promising myself for six months, ever since I ended up in a hospital bed not far from Blanchardstown shopping centre in early December 2018.

As I came into the hotel that morning I could smell beef from a carvery counter. And I hoped it might be open. I stood in the archway sniffing the gravy as a dark-haired woman appeared behind the counter with a long tray of salmon cutlets and slipped them into position beside the beef.

‘Am I too early for lunch?’ I wondered.

‘You’re too early for a lot of things,’ she said, smiling.

‘OK,’ I replied. ‘So could you give me a coffee?’

She stared at me for a second and then smiled more.

‘I know that voice,’ she declared.

And I guessed she recognised me from the television. Maybe The Late Late Show or The Ray D’Arcy Show, which I often appeared on anytime I had a book on the market.

‘I can give you whatever you want,’ she said, ‘so long as I can have a photograph with you for my husband. He’s mad about you. Every time you come on the television he’s jumping up to record it.’

So I stood beside her, and she got a young chef from the kitchen, a gangly teenage boy with red hair, wearing a white uniform and a white hat, to come out and take the picture. He scrutinised me for a moment as if he hoped I might be some famous singer; but I wasn’t. And when he didn’t recognise me his face dropped. Clearly, for him I was a huge disappointment. Anyway, he took the picture, and then I sat in the lounge and the waitress went off and got me an Americano.

That’s when I noticed the couple near the window. They were talking to the manager about the banquet for their upcoming wedding.

The sun was shining outside the window and a breeze was tossing big chestnut branches into a flustery dance of luminous green leaf.

My heart attack, though it had happened only six months earlier, felt remote. I pushed it away as if it had happened centuries ago.

Although it had left it’s mark. My legs still felt like they were made of lead, and sometimes I got twinges or needles of pain in my chest, and every day I took six tablets. And I knew I had only just escaped catastrophe.

I became watery-eyed with joy when the sun broke through the clouds, and shafts of dazzling light seeped in through the hotel window.

If a heart attack is akin to an earthquake, then the epicentre might be located at the moment in time when the event took place, the very second that the imaginary bus hit the chest. For me that moment arrived at a few minutes past 9 a.m. on Saturday, 8 December 2018. From that zero hour, the shockwaves seeped out, in both directions, both forwards and backwards in time, changing the way I had viewed the past, and saturating my perceptions of life to come with little question marks.

As the waves of shock rippled through me, my memories altered; I reinterpreted things differently. My future appeared more fragile. And all my assumptions about robust health and expectations of a long life were shattered. I had thought about death all my life to the point of obsession. But now I felt it.

It was a rude awakening, a minor enlightenment more profound than anything I had ever experienced as a result of practising religion or studying philosophy.

When the coronary event occurred, everything about my life began to feel like straw, and I began to understand a few essential truths that all religions teach.

Life is passing, and it is over in a flash, and the only place to find the kingdom of heaven is in the present moment. And there are no teachings in any tradition worth so much as an aspirin.

I suppose that’s as much enlightenment as anyone could hope for.

I fell against the wall of an underground car park on a Wednesday three days before the attack, but I suspected that the cause was stress. I fell against the railings on the promenade in Bray on Friday, the day before the event, but I thought that was indigestion.

I soldiered on and I could hardly walk back to my hotel in Blanchardstown after being on stage on Friday evening but I blamed exhaustion. And then at nine o’clock on Saturday, the following morning, my heart flipped into a tizzy of irregular palpitations. I just couldn’t push the blood through the clogged arteries any longer. I began to feel the beats like hammer blows on an anvil, deep inside my ribcage.

The struggle might have ended in a massive inward convulsion killing me instantly or within half an hour, had it not been for the good fortune that I was in a hotel in Blanchardstown. But there’s no doubt that in those critical moments while I waited for the ambulance, the bursting heart was a ruthless teacher.

So in the wake of that event I vowed to change my life. I solemnly promised to avoid stress, excessive amounts of drink, endless hours on the couch watching television, and to eat fewer buns full of raisins with my lattes.

The camper van was a strategy. It would change everything; it would become a magical wishing jewel, to transform my universe. It would become like the chalice I once received on the day I was ordained a priest; that same chalice I finally tried to dispose of on the top of Skellig Michael in the summer of 2017, although in the end I couldn’t bear to be parted from it.

The camper van would be no different from the water bowls I got from a monk in India in 1995. And it would be like the old typewriter my uncle gave me in 1968. Because all those objects, typewriter, chalice and water bowls, were instruments of transformation.

And the camper van would be no less. Another magical jewel in my romantic narrative. Another source of blessing for my naive heart.

Only a few years earlier I had fallen into the trap of magical thinking with an icon my beloved brought home from Poland. Another person might have hung it on the wall and seen it as an art object. But I spent a year gazing at it and imagining that it was gazing back at me.

The universe was always a magical place for me, and magical thinking was the only response. The typewriter turned me into a writer. The chalice turned me into a priest. The water bowls taught me how to meditate and find calm abiding even in the storms of depression. And as I lay in hospital on a winter’s morning at the end of 2018, with a new stent, a long but tiny cylinder lodged inside an artery on the left of my heart muscle, which allowed the blood to flow like it never flowed before, I had my first vision of a camper van. It rose before me like a gleaming chariot that would take me out of danger.

The very thought of it cheered me and my heart purred like a Mercedes-Benz engine as I rested in the surgical room of the Mater Private, after the procedure.

My heart beat with the rhythm of the ocean. I had not died. I had escaped the worst possibility, due to the early intervention of paramedics. And I had been given another chance at life, to live a little longer and to say yes to the cosmos; and yes to a camper van.


The greasy sausages

In the autumn of 2018 I’d toured Ireland, doing readings from my books at arts centres, town halls and in other community centres. By the first week in December I’d had only five gigs left. It had been a long road, from Tralee to Letterkenny, and Carrickmacross to Wexford through twenty-eight venues. The only calamity was when my radio microphone went dead one night on stage in Bray, even though I had bought a new battery for the headset that afternoon. But it only took me a few seconds to replace it, and I was back in business, sharing stories about life as a bewildered male, and how I cope with the absurdity of old age.

I was tired as I walked off stage that night and I didn’t sleep well, so the next morning I treated myself to a full Irish breakfast, and I went for a walk on Bray’s seafront promenade. I was only at the beginning of the walk when pain between my shoulder blades lashed me to the railings, and I was forced to shuffle back to the car.

Maybe I should have resisted those big sausages, I mused, remembering the breakfast. Because I was clearly suffering from indigestion.

I was due on stage in Blanchardstown that evening so I headed up the M50 towards Exit 6. All around the Blanchardstown Centre early-morning shoppers were already stuffing gift parcels and shopping bags into the rear ends of a thousand cars in the parking lots in anticipation of Christmas, three weeks away.

I checked into a hotel nearby and went to my room on the seventh floor, where I stood at the window looking out. Far below me the traffic moved around the square, bumper to bumper, brake lights twinkling in the mid-winter morning beyond the curtained windows. I lay on the bed for most of the afternoon.

In the theatre that evening the technical manager said, ‘You look tired,’ as we sound-checked the microphone.

I said, ‘It’s been a long tour.’

I had a coffee and a KitKat in the dressing room, as I stared into the mirror and waited for eight o’clock.

I had no pain on stage. But as soon as the show was over, and even before I returned to the dressing room, a muffled knot of stiff muscle crept across my chest, up my neck and down my arms.

All I could think of was that breakfast: rashers and eggs, black pudding and three big sausages.

‘I definitely should have skipped the sausages,’ I muttered.

Because I presumed my heart was in excellent condition. I had spent years walking around the hills above Lough Allen. I had given up cigarettes when I was forty. I had walked the pilgrim path across Sliabh Liag in Donegal twice, and endured the freezing fog of Warsaw streets on many winter nights. So how could there be anything wrong with my heart?

In my hotel bedroom the pain persisted, so I phoned the beloved. I should have asked her did she know anything about heart attacks, but I didn’t want to worry her. Just like I didn’t want to worry her the previous year when I noticed I couldn’t walk up hills as easily as I used to. Just as I didn’t want to worry her when I realised that swimming half a length of the pool was leaving me breathless. In fact it wasn’t any concern for her that caused me to hide my weakening health. It was the horror of appearing vulnerable that kept my mouth shut.

‘There’s something wrong,’ she said. ‘What is it?’

‘Indigestion,’ I suggested.

My heart, like a caged bird, was screaming for attention. But I talked about sausages.

After the phone call I lay awake in the dark.

It didn’t feel like a blacksmith’s hammer beating the anvil any longer. It felt like a blacksmith’s horse stepping on and off my ribcage. Although when I manoeuvred my body into different positions, the pain went away. And eventually I fell asleep.

I woke at 7 a.m. It was still dark. But the pain kept returning with the regularity of ocean waves.

‘Big greasy sausages,’ I hissed. ‘Never again.’

I reached for the laptop and googled ‘indigestion’. It was my final act of denial.

From the bottomless well of learning that exists on the internet, Doctor Google assembled for me an array of reassuring possibilities. For example, if I stretched my neck in different directions, the indigestion would dissipate.

So he said. And so I did.

And sure enough the pain diminished. Clearly the problem was, indeed, indigestion. A few exercises should cure it.

Tai chi is very good in these situations, Doctor Google added.

And having lost all ability at rational thought, on the seventh floor of a four-star hotel I stood pot-bellied in my pyjamas and began leaping through half-remembered tai chi movements, like a Taoist master drowning in quicksand, or like a duck trying to dance the lead in Swan Lake.

And the pain dissolved.

‘There you go!’ I exclaimed triumphantly at the mirror. ‘It’s gone. Nothing to worry about!’

But then it returned. This time a pain like the front of a bus impacting on my chest at high speed, a pain bigger than my body was capable of sustaining. And I knew, beyond all shadow of doubt or delusion, that I was having what even Doctor Google would describe as an acute heart attack. I phoned for help. And because I was so close to the hospital, the emergency team arrived in under ten minutes. They got tablets into me just in time. Another few minutes and it might have been too late.


Orange marigolds

My beloved wife arrived into the hotel room at the same moment as the paramedics. She had come from Leitrim. All through the night and during the previous day I had lied to her on the phone.

I said I was fine. There was nothing to worry about. The pain in my chest wasn’t actually a pain. And it wasn’t actually in the chest. It was in the neck. And no, I had no intention of getting into a taxi and driving to a hospital, as she urged me to do at one point, just before midnight.

‘Think of what a taxi might cost,’ I barked. ‘Think of what it would be like in an emergency room for hours on a trolley, with everyone looking at me, half naked, like an old man.’

I didn’t want to be caught in that kind of situation. An old man on a trolley is as vulnerable as a child in a cot, and often more terrified. But shame prevented me even contemplating the naked vulnerability of old age, never mind sharing my anxieties with the beloved.

I had not been honest with either myself or the beloved about my deteriorating health, which was particularly odd because I was a writer.

You’d expect a writer to tell someone how they felt. But I just wrote things down. Writing allowed me avoid having to tell the truth, face to face. But by March of 2018, even the writing had stopped. I closed down my weekly column in The Irish Times. Some unconscious instinct that the final solitude of death was close at hand kept gnawing at me. I couldn’t name it but I felt that the word processor should be silenced.

And there was another issue. Another big secret. Another solitude. And another betrayal.

Prayer is not a fashionable word, and sometimes I feel ashamed that I spent so much time exploring not one but two religious traditions with all their attendant misogynies and intellectual bluff. I had been a Catholic priest and a student of Tibetan Buddhism. But the one constant for me was the act of prayer, the faltering attempt to greet the mystery of life with the heart rather than the brain.

I was ordained a priest in 1981. Almost forty years later the chalice still sat on my shelf of holy objects. The photographs were still resting in an album in some drawer of memorabilia. And though I fled from that dry clerical life when I was thirty-one, I began again at forty, on another long journey into silence, by taking refuge with all my heart in the Panchen Ötrul Rinpoche, distinguished lama in the Gelugpa school of Tibetan philosophy.

How to balance a spiritual path with a happy marriage wasn’t easy, but I tried. The walls of my studio gradually filled up with Buddhas and thankas over the years. But when a Christian icon appeared on my desk in 2016, as a gift from the beloved, I found myself turning again to the Mother of God and the Holy Christ for occasional consolation. Stirring bits of this and bits of that into a single pot, I made a soup of my devotions.

And I remember the nuns from Minsk, those straitlaced Orthodox sisters from the Saint Elisabeth Convent in Belarus, being appalled one day when they came into the studio. They had made a few attempts to visit us previously without success, but when they finally arrived on the doorstep and came into my workspace their faces turned as white as a bucket of milk as they gazed at so many holy faces from diverse religious traditions staring back at them from every wall. They were horrified.

From Padre Pio and the Mother of Jesus to Buddha Manjushri and the Lady Buddha Tara, my walls were a veritable gallery of religiosity, a fusion of two belief systems that had been blended over the years from the mix and remix of my eclectic spiritual preferences.

But I was comfortable in my multi-denominational man cave. It was other people I felt were a threat.

Call it man cave or studio, it was where I prayed. And nobody could interfere or undermine that. Especially since I didn’t flaunt my devotions. I privatised faith, believing that was the only acceptable way to go, considering all the damage religion had done to women and children as a public institution. But it didn’t occur to me that hiding away from people in my room was itself a manifestation of misogyny, an example of the very guff I complained about in others.

I didn’t realise how solitude in itself can be the foundation of men’s misogynies. Even in marriage, privacy can be a tyranny that undermines intimacy until autonomy becomes cancerous and begins to eat away at everything.

The intimacy of family life often appeared like a threat to my serenity.

But all that masculinity came crashing down when one slippery heartbeat faltered. When one big bus in the chest challenged the autonomy and the sovereignty of my self.

The men around me in the coronary care unit were in similar states of shock; our bodies rested in the afternoons, accommodating our arteries to the shining new stents. I could almost hear the blood flowing everywhere more freely. And I could see it in their faces, the same bewilderment as in my own.

I wondered how I could have been so proud, and kept my beloved at arm’s length for so long; she was the one who loved me most, and whose love might have undercut all that blather from Doctor Google. And how many other times, I wondered, had I betrayed her without realising it?

And I was still wondering, on that bright May day in 2019.

That’s when I noticed the couple at the next table as they talked to the manager about their wedding.

They discussed the size of their cake and how many tiers it ought to have. And my heart was breaking to think of it. And to think how far a couple can travel from the first beginnings of love to the complexity of its final closure; writing wills, and making sure the world is legally tidy for the children when it’s all over.

I remember when I used to get carnal urges just mowing the lawn. The smell of grass intoxicated me. The smell of the barbecue sent my libido into meltdown, and wine was like petrol poured on a fire of hot, melting lust, especially at midsummer parties that went on all night while house guests stretched like cats behind cream curtains. And if we did go to bed, it was only to lie awake listening to the pheasants and make love to a backdrop of birdsong as the sun came up.

But time passes. A man grows old. And eventually we were forced to fly off to exotic places like Faro in Portugal to stir the libido with heat and sunbeds and tequilas beside the pool.

Portugal had been the last straw. I’d vowed it would be my final sun holiday. The last time, I’d promised myself, that I would ever seek pleasure in a world that had no meaning beyond the act of lathering the body with suntan lotion, or the pernickety obsessive rituals of trying exotic foods and drinks in the late evening. I’d seen one too many crispy-fleshed elders make their way to and from their sunbeds at the pool, their skin sizzling like rashers beneath the buttery suntan oil.

I used to seek out old churches in order to sit in the shade and keep cool, and maybe that’s what began the gradual reawakening of my religious fervour. It was around the turn of the millennium. And I remember one morning when we came home, I found nuts in the old shed at the back of the house and I wasn’t sure where they came from. They might have been stones from the cherry tree, brought there and cracked open by birds. Or a rogue squirrel, occupying the shed over a few harsh winters. And the pine marten and the hawfinch had also been accused. The beloved had a theory that the stones were from plums, not cherries at all. And the old shed began to sound like a protected habitat for exotic animals. So it made for a dizzy debate in the kitchen, because even then, when we had returned from that sun holiday, I wanted to dismantle the shed and put up a new building as soon as I could. I wanted a refuge from the world even though the studio wasn’t finally built until 2012.

We designed it with a patio door facing the lake, and no window looking towards the house. It was perfect for a writer. Turned away from the home, it was a place apart, with its own separate gate, where I could sit all day if I wanted, reading poetry or filling little Tibetan water bowls to the brim.

Even if the lady wife was indoors with neighbours drinking green tea, and discussing the merits of brewing orange marigolds, as they were wont to do in those years, I could remain aloof in my solitary den and look at the water.

I had always been romantic about solitude. The sculptor shaving dust from stone with a chisel or the monk doodling on cowhide were to me examples of how beauty grew in solitary contemplation.

Four years ministering as a priest had taught me that celibacy was a public posture; it was an affirmation of chastity and a refusal of intimacy, and it was undertaken for the sake of a heavenly realm. For the celibate, there was no point in embracing any other, because whatever human love was, it couldn’t last. To remain alone was a sign that we were all destined for elsewhere; somewhere further up the road called heaven. Celibacy was a kind of public posturing – the coat-trailing, flag-waving embodiment of a sexless life.

Solitude, on the other hand, was different from celibacy. Solitude was the real thing. It was a private affair of the heart, and rather than asserting splendid isolation like the celibate cleric in a car of his own, solitude was a monastic virtue lived out in community.

When monks practised solitude, they did it quietly, and together. The intimacy of monastic life was not unlike a family. In solitude a person could become conscious, awake, enlightened, and more easily able to embrace others, rather than just living without them.

Which begs the question I can’t answer: what drew me to celibacy?

And what drew me to other religious traditions? What enchanted me about icons and sacred objects, and what created in me the delusion that I was not alone when I was alone?

I still don’t have any answers.

All I know is that in 2018 my Christian faith returned again like an old virus. Or like a fire that made me breathless, so that I couldn’t walk up a hill without getting exhausted.


Every little detail

How sweet my coffee was, at the end of May, in the Abbey Hotel in Roscommon town. The couple close to me went over every detail in their notes with the manager. They had scribbled their ideas on the back of a large envelope overnight and now they were going through them and ‘leaving no stone unturned’, as the manager put it.

As if their love was so vast that they needed to weave an enormous tapestry of ritual and commitment in public, just to express it. As if all the cakes and red carpets, the candles and scented flowers, were only threads to hold together the enormity of their vows.

A wedding is not just about joining hands, or pressing lips to another person’s fingers, or gazing in awe at the bands of gold lying on the silver dish. Those are only the private bits.

But this was a public thing. And every little detail mattered.

It was about how they might smile into the camera. What type of coverings would go on the seats at the banquet. Where would the priest sit?

Every commitment to detail was an intricate expression of love. And even the price of providing a meal for so many guests was as naught compared to the devotion they intended to offer each other in that elaborate ritual of ‘their wedding day’.

I was almost in tears as I listened, and munched a biscuit and sipped an Americano and waited for the carvery lunch counter to open.

I wanted to turn around and say to them, ‘Do you realise you are beginning the greatest adventure of your life? And even though I am sitting here in the same lounge, thinking only of my stomach, I am excited for you. Because I have stood where you are standing now.’

Many years ago I’d promised my beloved the sun, moon and stars. And then I’d failed, and failed again.

We’d both failed.

Because as life is lived out, the promises turn out to be less than was dreamed of.

But a couple endures, and hold to the promise. And even promise more. And live more. Always reaching, and always failing. Always deepening in love through every failure.

If I were still a priest, I would stand before them and give a sermon so long that they’d be pleading with me to shut up.

‘Each time you fail,’ I would say, ‘you will begin again. Because you made a promise. You take your life up in your hands, like water, on this your wedding day, and it will run through your fingers so many times, and so many times you will lose it; but you will gather it out of the well again and again. Marriage is not just haphazard joy, but the living out of an intention. Each new day has been already promised, each to each. Each morning is his gift to you and yours to him. It’s not the
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