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			FORWARD

			This book is dedicated to all those who are experiencing loss and searching for reassurance that life will steady and joy will return in time. May these pages remind you that even in seasons of sorrow, hope endures. And perhaps, through your personal journey, you will discover within yourself a strength and depth you never knew existed — emerging not only healed, but transformed.
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			ONE

			Answering the Call

			The machines were louder than my thoughts.

			At Valley Regional Hospital, in the heart of the Annapolis Valley, Nova Scotia, I stood at Michael’s ICU bedside and tried to comprehend the narrow margin between breath and silence. A tracheotomy tube protruded from his throat tethered to a ventilator that breathed for him in steady mechanical rhythm. July 2021, the third wave of the pandemic, the virus had taken hold of him with ruthless efficiency.

			 

			Some might call it grief, but I would describe it as free falling. It seemed impossible that this pale, motionless man was the same Michael whose voice had filled my days only weeks earlier. We had found each other again after thirty years apart. Four short months of rekindled love, of laughter and whispered plans for our future in Nova Scotia. Four months to remember what we once were. Four months to believe in second chances.

			 

			The grief was unlike anything I had experienced, even when I buried my parents who reached the ripe old ages of ninety and ninety-three. Their deaths, although painful, carried a quiet dignity of long lives fully lived. But Michael at 62 years felt unfinished. Interrupted.

			 

			I placed both hands gently on his chest, feeling the rise and fall delivered by the machine. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. I matched my breathing to his, afraid that if I did not consciously breathe, I too might forget. The room smelled faintly of antiseptic and plastic tubing. Monitors blinked and pumps hummed. I focused on the warmth beneath the palms of my hands, willing all my energy into him the way I had done for so many of my clients after decades as a massage therapist-imagining light pouring through my hands fighting the invisible invader ravaging his lungs.

			 

			He had survived cancer three decades earlier, surely he could survive this.

			But COVID had it’s own timetable.

			 

			He arrived in Nova Scotia from BC on July 30th. He was admitted into hospital two days later, two days after that he was ventilated, and three weeks later, he was gone.

			 

			The swiftness of it defied reason; just as swiftly as our love had reignited.

			 

			Michael had retired seven years earlier from the aviation industry and had decided to relocate back to his home Province of Nova Scotia returning to live out the rest of his life supporting his ninety-one year old Mother. Still in good health, he recognized this was the last quality time they would have together before she passed on.

			 

			When Michael phoned me that April during the middle stretch of the pandemic, he said he wanted closure to how poorly our relationship had ended decades earlier. He wanted to leave BC with a clear heart.

			 

			Closure!

			Instead, we opened a door neither of us had managed to shut.
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			TWO

			Look Back thirty Years

			Thirty years earlier, we had shared a home and five formative years together. We had met each others families, and explored tentative dreams about the future. But I had just completed my television studies and was determined to build a life of creating documentaries. Marriage felt like an anchor when I longed for wings. Immaturity – both his and mine, drove a wedge between us. We parted badly. Proudly. Permanently, or so we believed. Time proved us wrong.

			On April 13, 2021, the phone rang.

			My husband and I were settled into the strange domestic rhythm of pandemic life in Victoria, BC. He worked from home in the spare bedroom; I occupied the living room, mapping out my working road trip as an equine massage therapist. Outside, my small flock of chickens – I lovingly called my pandemic project. Raising them from day old chicks, they were, ‘my girls’ – always scratched industriously in the back yard for entertainment. They had become my symbol of self-sufficiency in the face of Covid. We had a vegetable garden, fresh eggs, a dog, two cats, and a pet rabbit.

			 

			The phone displayed ‘Unknown Caller’, with so much spam, I wouldn’t normally answer such a call, but it also showed originating from the Okanagan where I had just sent marketing information to potential horse clients, saying I would be travelling through their area offering my services the following month, so I answered.

			 

			“Hello,” I said, expecting an unknown voice.

			“May I speak with Katrina; speaking I replied.”

			 

			His voice struck like a match in a dark room.

			 

			It’s Michael, I’m not sure you remember me.

			Of course I remember you.

			 

			I knew his voice before he finished his sentence. I stepped outside to the patio before replying, instinctively preferring to create a slight distance between my husband and Michael.

			We spoke for over an hour. Effortlessly. The decades between us dissolved as if they had been an inconvenient commercial break. He explained he and his brother were moving back to Nova Scotia after thirty five years living in British Columbia. He wanted to meet up so we could have closure from thirty years earlier, to have peace before leaving the Province. As he talked, I felt my surroundings begin to fade away, the house, the gardens, and my current life. When I hung up, I sat motionless on the patio, stunned by the overwhelming emotions that stirred inside of me. It was not nostalgia. It was not mere fondness. It felt like an awakening.

			 

			Within days we were speaking daily – sometimes for hours. We discussed health issues, spirituality, quantum entanglement, and old wounds. He confessed to recent health scares and lingering vulnerabilities. Between calls, I found myself randomly crying for no apparent reason. It was a feeling of deep grief I could not name. It felt like mourning something lost – and simultaneously anticipating something about to begin.

			 

			In May, during my ten-day working road trip through the mainland and Fraser Valley, traversing the Cariboo and into the Chilcotin, the Country I loved so dearly, following the gold rush days, then circling back through the Okanagan to see him. I had shared with my husband we had talked and mentioned this idea of meeting up with him on my road trip and asked how he felt about that; he replied, do what you need to do. With that blessing my visit became reality.

			I packed the camper van and set out, first stop Vancouver then headed north. On my first day, I parked near a pull out beside a large string of rural mailboxes on a Country road. I stopped to confirm my first equine client’s address. No sooner did I pull over when a small pickup truck pulled in behind me. Travelling alone I was always taking notice of my surrounds, so when the driver from the pickup got out and started to approach my van, for a brief moment I braced for danger. Instead, he tapped on my window and made the motion to roll it down. I did so but only two inches to ask, “can I help you?” He said, I want to give you something, again my spider scenes peaked, until he handed me three – four leaf clovers that were pressed between his yellow sticky pad that he pulled from his pocket. He said, he was known locally in Valley as the Clover Leaf Guy. After researching him, I found he apparently had the gift of finding rare 4, 5 and even 6 leaf clovers. He said he felt compelled to gift me these. It was such a random act of kindness, I was dumbfounded. I accepted them graciously, and thanked him. What a moment of serendipity pared with a curious sense of blessing considering my road trip to meet with Michael and the bonus of being Irish, a double blessing.

			 

			The deeper into ranch Country I drove – through the Marble Mountains, the Cariboo – the stronger this urgency rose inside of me, an urgency to reach Michael, I didn’t understand this, nor the random tears that would come. While massaging horses in the wind blown field at one ranch, I felt so distracted, the animals sensed it. My usually tranquil focus wavered. An immense pressure building inside of me, insistent and unexplained grew with each passing day on the road.

			 

			It became so strong the following day, I cancelled my last client – as a proud business woman, something I have never done before – and drove straight through the the following day, through the mountains toward Kamloops, then heading south through the connecting corridor through Vernon, finishing at the RV Park in Lake Country.

			Once parked and settled in my site, I called Michael.

			“I’m here,” I said.

			“You’re where?”

			“Down the hill at the RV park – I had arrived a day early.

			Silence, then delighted disbelief.

			We agreed to meet the next morning. I crawled into bed in my camper van, exhausted from the long drive yet utterly calm inside.

			 

			For weeks I had been haunted by unexplained tears bursting forth at random times, but now I noticed they had disappeared, even when I tried conjuring them to the fore. I slept deeply.

			 

			In the quiet before dawn, I felt it clearly; something had already shifted. The life I had driven away from in Victoria, felt distant. A strong premonition lay ahead, a reunion I sensed that would alter the course of my life. I just did not yet know how profoundly. Only that I had answered the call – and there would be no turning back.

			______

			Michael and I first met while attending Television studies in Vancouver, BC. The world was on the cusp of a new decade, but inside those florescent lit classrooms, time seemed to be suspended – measured not in years, but by deadlines, edit suites, and the hum of studio lights.

			 

			On the first morning of class, as strangers gathered in the hall with guarded expressions and sharpened pencils, I took stock of the room the way one does before crossing unfamiliar territory. At twenty-nine, I was a veteran of life among fresh-faced recruits barley past twenty. I searched instinctively for someone nearer my own season of life. That was when I saw him.

			 

			Michael was thirty-two, broad shouldered and composed, with the quiet bearing of a man accustomed to responsibility. There was something deliberate in the way he listened, as if he were plotting invisible coordinates. Later, I would learn he had
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