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	When the 40 chapters of my married life ended, my real life began. 
 
	I applied to go to university as a senior student.  I was hoping to learn more about photography, a hobby I had taken up a few years previously.  Before I could join that class I had to complete three pre-requisites.  I chose Life Drawing, Art History, and Sculpture.  My creative juices awoke.
	When it became clear that I would be living on my own, I got a job with Home Care and began journalling everyday with Julia Cameron’s Artist Way.  I was astonished at what occurred next. 
	I began writing poetry, short stories and one morning on the walk to work a song with the words and the tune entered my head in about five minutes.  
	
			In the cool mists of morning, hold my hand
			In the warm sun of evening, hold me close
			Enfold me in your arms and tell me I am wonderful
			Then I shall bless, the day that I was born.

	These were powerful words to my soul as each time I sang them, sad tears would escape from my eyes and I felt the emotions of my longing.

	I was invited to join Sophia’s Circle, a group of women seeking better ways to experience spirituality. These women caught me as I fell through the cracks of a dying marriage and saved my life.  Some of them sang in a woman’s choir and when I went to hear them perform, and heard the words of the chorus of a song entitled  Women to Women the tears began to fall.

			“No woman is required to build the world
			By destroying herself’

	This was exactly what I had been trying to do.  Build my world made up of my husband and three children and in the process of having to do it alone I had almost destroyed myself. I joined this choir the next week.  I wanted to sing the messages to others, both woman and men.  The world needed to change.  The patriarchy society needed to wake up.
	I found joy in singing and joined up with the Guelph Community Choir.  They were singing four part harmonies.  This was new to me  but I cocked my ear closely to the person sitting next to me hoping they were a better singer than I.  This worked and I learned.  
	In September we joined with a Mass Mennonite Choir and plans were in the works to sing the Handel’s Messiah during the Christmas season at the Centre in the Square in Kitchene/Waterloo.  This would be an accomplishment of something I had never done before and was afraid to do.
	We met in a church to practice each week.  I didn’t feel confident of my singing abilities as my resume lacked experience.  I was lucky I didn’t have to audition. 
	 I was determined to do my best I. I paid close attention to the choir leader, learned to read music, listened attentively to the person next to me and tried to copy the clear notes of a soprano hitting the impressive high notes, and sound brighter and more sparkling than the other voice types.  I began hearing the harmonies, the deep richness of the bass singers, the brilliant shining timbre of the tenors, the female alto voices with their strong middle and lower range notes.  
	As the performance date came closer I still felt dependent on my sidekick and with her by my side I thought I would be okay .
	Imagine my panic at the rehearsal when my security blanket was moved to  the front row.  I was placed at the end of the line in the very last row.   
	On opening night, 400 men and women dressed in black and white quietly walked onto the stage and proceeded to fill the spaces. I followed a woman I had never met up the 10 risers. The symphony orchestra was downstage.  
	The curtains opened.  The music began.  The conductor signalled us to begin.  I looked out and began to sing, but the only thing I heard was my own voice.  There were no sounds of singing coming from behind me and I couldn’t hear the people who were singing in front of me as their voices projected forward and outward.  It sounded like I was singing The Messiah all by myself and believe me, it was not something you would want to hear.  The person next to me was in the same boat and was of no use to me at all.










I decided to join the Guelph Community Choir


  The photograph of the Angel Cloud became a business to which I needed partners.  	

