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 Unexpected

I gazed at the stark white walls of my hospital room, affording me a better view than that of tubes and other devices connected to my body. I was in Trinidad, recovering from pelvic surgery. The chief nurse had just left after completing her morning rounds.  Her visits lifted my spirits as did her pleasantries and encouraging words.
Sometime later, my sister, Pauline, who flew down from Jamaica, arrived. I recounted that after pelvic surgery, I developed small bowel ileus, leading to an extended stay in the hospital.  There seem no clear treatment options.
 She shared with me updates on the status of my family in Jamaica, and of Khalil, my youngest son, who was at home with my husband. Her presence was comforting.
Soon, I began to tire, but I tried to keep awake. Pauline noticed and said,
“It seems we have chatted long enough. Let me read from the Book of Psalms for you.”
Shortly after she started reading, my telephone rang.  I answered softly,
“Hello.”
A male voice responded, 
It was Reverend Bompart from my local Church of the Nazarene, St. James. He said,
“Lorna, I’ve been thinking about you. I realize I have not seen or heard from you for sometime. I had to call you today.  Khalil, told me where you were. How are you? Nothing serious, I hope.”
“I hope so too,” I answered.
“I understand your sister is there. Would you like me to read a Psalm for you and then pray with you?”
“Please do,” I whispered.
He read from Psalm 121. The identical chapter Pauline had begun to read. 
  STUNNED, I grappled with what had just happened                            
Was this mere coincidence?
What prompted Reverend Bompart to call me when he did?
What led him to chose that identical passage of Scripture?


Life-Saving Impact of a Dream
Fourteen days passed since I entered the hospital for pelvic surgery, and a projected five day stay.  My medical team now included my nephew, a heart specialist in Louisville, Kentucky. He took charge of my case. My surgeon consulted with him daily. 
A second surgery was contemplated. This proved not viable. My options narrowed. I told my sister, Pauline, my wishes, details of my finances, and the location of titles to my worldly possessions.
At nights, sleep eluded me.  Staff arriving for their mid-night rounds to record my vitals, found me wide awake and talking.
However, just before dawn, I fell into a dream-filled sleep, The chief nurse, Matron, and her assistant, looked forward to hearing my dreams. Each morning, I recounted an action-filled adventure, giving vivid details of places and people I encountered.
 	One night was different. I dreamt I was surrounded by several stick figures. I was alarmed. In fear, I recoiled, thinking, these must be demons. I don’t know how to fight demons. Teachings from my Christian faith, surged into memory…at the name of Jesus, demons fear and tremble…I cried out,
 “The blood of Jesus, the blood of Jesus”.
The following morning, unsettled, I shared my dream with the Matron.  
Then, I experienced a burning craving and made a request;
 “May I have some ginger tea, please?” 
Up until then, since the day after my surgery, I could not eat or drink
The Matron brought the tea, and assisted me to sip it. 
Within a couple hours, the Matron observed that my symptoms had begun to resolve.
Three days later, I was discharged form the hospital. The smile on the Matron’s face reflected love, and relief. 
She left the reception area, hugged me, and whispered, 
“After I heard your last dream, I knew you would get well.”


Foreshadowing
In 1990, after extended sick leave, I returned to the Central Bank of Trinidad and Tobago. Due to legislative changes, my position in the Exchange Control Department (ECD), was eliminated. I learnt that I was promoted to a newly created position in the Governor’s office. This required new workspace. On the Governor’s instructions, the vacant Deputy Governor’s office was prepared for me.
I felt honoured.
Was this experience foreshadowed years before?
∞∞∞∞∞
It happened in 1979, one year after I moved from Jamaica and commenced working in the ECD of the Central Bank of Trinidad and Tobago. I felt apprehensive when I was summoned to the Governor’s office.  At that time, the Executive Area, including his office, was restricted, and referred to by staff as, “The Red Carpet.”. 
I took in the imposing figure of the Governor and thought, his office and authority sit well on him. That explained, partially, why he was respected by all, feared by a few.
 After enquiring about the welfare of my family and myself, he continue
“Mrs. Deane, I am expecting two gentlemen from Company X[footnoteRef:1]  at 2:00 pm. They require advice on Exchange Control matters. I selected you to meet with them.”  [1:  A prominent company.  Name omitted.] 

I listened, puzzled. He continued, 
 “I am confident you can conduct the meeting. Please use the Deputy Governor’s office, next to mine.” 
This was unheard of.
∞∞∞∞∞
 Eleven years separated these events.
· The Governor in 1979, retired in 1984. 
· His successor completed construction of the “Twin Towers,” the tallest buildings in the Caribbean then. The Central Bank relocated to one of the towers in 1986, 
· The Executive Area had an office for the Governor, and two for Deputy Governors, though only one was appointed.
· In 1990, a third Governor held office.


Second Chances
I remember hearing my dad say, 
“You will never get a second bite of that cherry.” 
Over the years, as I mulled over his wise words, my interpretation grew more nuanced, and I internalised, 
“Opportunities lost, might never return.”
Some opportunities represented pivotal moments, and the choices I exercised, had a significant influence on the trajectory of my life. The opportunities I allowed to pass by, faded into oblivion. 
Or, do they?
Two such opportunities come to mind. The first arose in 1968, at the University of Manitoba. I was selected to be among a group of undergraduates who would be mentored to pursue post graduate studies in Economic Development. I declined, and held steadfast to my plan to return to Jamaica as soon as possible.
The second pivotal opportunity occurred in 1970.  One of my High School Teachers visited Dad after I graduated, and said,
“Mr. Gibson, congratulations on Lorna’s success. She must not stop there, but go on to read for a Master’s degree in English. If finances are an issue, I will assist.” 
I did not give the offer serious consideration. An early return to Jamaica remained my priority.
I am satisfied with my life journey, firm in my belief that my experiences were consequences of choices I made. I also faced and navigated vicissitudes life inevitably brought.
Had I exercised different choices, then my life would have been different.  Yet, a part of me hankered after one common aspect from those roads not taken, and that was, a masters degree. 
 I pondered,
Does God grant second chances?
 In 1991, unsolicited, my employers offered me a scholarship to read for a master’s degree. I seized that opportunity. In 1993, I graduated with a Master of Science in Management, degree, With Excellence.


A Still Small Voice
A voice spoke directly to me,
“Lorna, review the last Board Note you submitted for approval as soon as possible.”
The voice interrupted the morning meditation program I listened to on my car radio. I depended on this to calm my mind, and prepare me for my busy schedule and hectic days. It was in 1997 when I was Manager General Services, Central Bank of Trinidad and Tobago. I turned the radio up to silence the voice and resumed my meditation.
The voice was insistent, 
“Lorna, review the document. Lorna, review the document,” and continued as though it was stuck on auto-repeat.
Arrival at my office did not silence the voice. I acquiesced and retrieved the month-old document and gave it a cursory look, determined to spend little time on a futile activity. 	
As I browsed through the document, my heart skipped a beat then raced. I became flushed and flustered on my discovery that the document seemed convoluted. I paused, prayed, then sought a way out of my predicament, where there seemed no way.
I had invested significant time in researching and analysing the options, shortlisted the most viable ones, and justified my recommendations to ensure a well-informed decision. 
Again, the voice spoke,
“Lorna, re-read the document. Slowly this time.”
Scared into submission, I reviewed each line of the document and my calculations. Everything was correct. The presentation, logical. I sighed in relief, put the document away and turned to my routine that by now, was screaming for my attention.
After two hours, I received an invitation to the Board Room. The Board was in session, and the Governor required me to present and defend my Note, and be ready to answer any questions that might arise. 
The following day, my Note was returned, endorsed, “Approved by the Board.”




Dodging Disaster: A Sapling’s Miracle 
It was 8:30 p.m. one evening in 2009, when I left the bank in Toronto, Canada. Dusk had not yet fallen.  I strolled towards my pine green Volkswagen Jetta.  A quick glance reassured me that everything was alright.
A mature woman, stood at the intersection.  She waved, then headed towards me. 
“Hello. Do you own this car?” she asked.
” Yes,” I replied. 
She continued,
“From the accident happened two weeks ago, I’ve been watching. I wanted to see who owned this car.” 
“An accident?” I queried.
My mind relived the shock I experienced two weeks ago, when I saw a vehicle, in the space I had parked, completely covered with a white foam. 
I searched for answers.
· “Was this a targeted incident?”
· “What prompted it?”
· “What should I do?”
My attempts to clean the car failed miserably. I drove to the nearest car wash with minimal visibility. 
The woman spoke with urgency, as though she harbored a mystery, known to her alone.
“There was an accident at the corner. One car got hit, spun around and headed directly towards your vehicle. An impact seemed certain. What happened next, I cannot understand. Do you see this small tree before your car?’
“Yes,” I answered, noticing a maple sapling, the trunk with a diameter of four inches.
Gesticulating, she exclaimed,
“That tree, stopped the car. I thought, ‘God must love the owner of that Jetta.’“ I have kept watch ever since, just to identify that person”. 
 I enquired about the white substance. She continued,
“Then the car burst into flames.  The Fire Truck came and sprayed the fire out. They sprayed your car to protect it.  I’m glad I met you”. 
 She left. Her steps seemed lighter.
I examined the tree, saw the point of impact, and the scorched ground beneath. 









