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Hearing the Truth, Finally
In October of the year I turned seven my mother told me she was getting married. Days later, while my friend Lorraine and I were practicing our skipping skills, I decided to tell her the disturbing news. 
“My Mum’s getting married”
“Yeah, I know, she said.
“But there is something I don’t understand.”
“What?”
“How she can be getting married when she’s already married to my Dad.”
“Your Dad is dead.”
My heart stopped.
“No, he’s not.” My Mum told me he’s just gone away.” I whispered.
“Well, my Mom told me he died. “Let’s go and ask her.” she suggested.
Lorraine’s mother Ruby was my Mum’s friend. We went into the house where she was baking bread, her hands covered in flour and she asked us what we wanted. I told her my dilemma. Ruby turned toward me, wiping her floured hands on her apron, and placing them gently on my shoulders. She knelt down and looked me straight in the eye, and said, “Darlene, it’s true, your father is dead. He died when you were four and you came to live with your grandparents.”
Pulling me into her arms with a caring hug she wiped away my tears with her apron. 
My family had never spoken of what they believed were grown-up conversations in my presence. I never saw anyone grieve or cry. About fifty years later I bravely explained the grief I had about not being told my father died when he did to my mother, and she said, “Oh, we must have told you something.”
Yes, she did. She told me he had ‘just gone away.’ I lived my life for three years wondering when he was coming back. He never did. 

She Must Have Birthed Herself
She arrived unannounced with no fanfare nor greetings. She must have birthed herself. Did they put me to sleep? I have no memory of her being born. 
They brought her to me to nurse, then quickly took her away and strapped down my breasts, wrapping them so tightly I could hardly breathe. To stop breathing and die would have been easier. My life was over one-way or the other, for you see, it was 1962 and I was an unwed mother.
Three days later they brought her to me, closed the dark blue curtains for privacy and told me to say my goodbyes. 
She was quiet and seemed content. Her brown eyes held mine as I stared at her in wonder. She didn’t know it would be the last time we would be together. I held her close as tears streamed from my eyes. She was so beautiful, so pink. Her tiny fingers held one of mine as I rocked back and forth. 
With thoughts racing through my mind, I uttered “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”
Holding her close to my heart, I whispered a soft “Please forgive me.” though I was sure I would never forgive myself. Sobs engulfed me as I watched them carry her away, out of my life forever. I closed my eyes, resigning myself for what I was about to do.
Later that day adoption papers were brought for me to sign, agreeing to never seek nor contact her. Seeing no alternative, and believing it best for her, I painfully signed. 
My heart cracked into a million pieces. I picked up the broken shards, tucked them gently into my blue suitcase between the layers of guilt and shame, left the hospital and got on the next bus out of town.

The Wedding Dress
It was a simple white wedding dress, the colour of perfection. It had a sweetheart neckline, short-sleeved fitted bodice and a full-length skirt, the symbol of goodness, innocence, purity and virginity, but there were a few fake pearls tucked into the bodice.    
With her head in a fog, she slowly got dressed, placed the tiara with the short, borrowed veil on her head, applied some lipstick and took a deep breath. Today she would marry her high school sweetheart. This should be the happiest day of her life, but it wasn’t. She knew she was still a good girl, however naive she had been. But her innocence and purity were lost. So was her virginity. And not to the man she would be marrying today.  
Her young innocence was stolen by a big city guy with ideas of his own. Her purity ended on a warm summer’s day at a picnic on a blue blanket down by the river. She was no longer a virgin. She was pregnant. When she learned he was married, she knew she was on her own. She left her job, her friends and moved away. When the baby was born, she surrendered her for adoption signing papers to never try to be in contact with her again. She picked up the pieces of her broken heart, pretended nothing had happened to her and kept the secret for her mother’s sake. 
She left the wedding dress at her mother’s house.
	 
Adam
· March 3rd, 1994 – 4:00 AM
We awoke when the bedside telephone rang.   
My heart skips a beat. Nobody calls before daylight unless it’s an emergency. I pick up the receiver.
Hello? 
I hear Lana’s quivering voice, “Mom, please come, we’re at the hospital. It’s Adam”
Half dazed, asking unanswerable questions, my husband and I dress quickly, jump in the car, knowing something is wrong.
 Arrive at hospital. Led to private room. Our daughter, her husband, a hospital chaplain waiting. Shocked and overwhelmed, Lana falls into our arms while the chaplain explains. Adam has died.  
I could feel my heart breaking. This is not right. Things like this should never happen. A baby dying is beyond comprehension. It’s out of order, the older should die first, then the next, never the youngest. I close my eyes, shaking my head in disbelief, trying to breathe, to relieve some stress. 
Would you like to see him? someone asks.
His body lies dressed in his diaper and an undershirt cut open up the front. He is lying there, cold and exposed. I bent over and laid my hand on his wee body in disbelief. He felt like a china doll. How could this have happened, someone who was here yesterday and now is gone, and all we are left with is this hardened and ever so cold corpse. 
We buried Adam on March 10, 1994, wearing the tiny blue jumpsuit I had knit for him when he was born.
It was snowing, and the north winds blew hard. My memory is of Lana standing next to her father, his arm comforting her as she leaned in to him, crying out her grief as they lowered the little white coffin into the frozen ground.
Ohhh Daaad,

 Him, Me and The Elephants
An invisible blue elephant began following me around when I realized I was pregnant, unmarried, and alone.
I told my mother, and my boyfriend, (who wasn’t the father), the truth.
Three months following the birth and surrendering the baby, I accepted the boyfriend’s 
proposal of marriage, and three months later we were married. My mother was happy. No one 
spoke nor took notice of the blue elephant.
 While my husband climbed the ladder of success, I was to stay home to and make life easier for him and our three children, doing all the things no one else wanted to do and be grateful. 
To the outside world the husband acted the extrovert, charming, outgoing, kind, helpful. Inside, his true introvert sucked all the energy out of me. He was uncommunicative, selfish and demanding. I became successful at feeling guilty, unworthy, and never good enough.
His ego’s addiction for success caused stress which he treated with alcohol leaving him a 
workaholic and a hidden functioning alcoholic. There were now two blue elephants strolling through his house under invisible cloaks.
My tiny inner light fought to stay alive while he frantically denied his own mid-life crises. He chose to find another woman to save while he reclaimed his youth and forced me to leave his home.
In our almost forty years together as a couple, we never spoke about the elephants. He never understood we were living with unacknowledged issues that was the cause of our unhappiness. If we had, it might have made a world of difference. Blue elephants are hard to live with.

The Rest of The Story
The previous five stories were kept on hold until the time was right for my readiness to 
share. The intention for the sixth is to tell the rest of the story.
I filled volumes of journals, attended sessions with numerous therapists, read self-help books, attended healing retreats, conferences, travelled, photographed, studied and put in the hard inner work getting the results necessary to have the desire to continue living. Reaching a place of peace, I am now able to function as a spiritual loving being living a human life. 
I was able to connect on a higher dimensional level with members of my family, those who had died and those who have chosen to abandon me. I learned my father adored and loved me. I came to believe that perhaps my father and baby Adam has the same soul.  
My creative life began when the marriage broke up. A photograph I took after Adam died
entitled The Gift became well known and proceeds enabled me to travel and also re-unite with the baby I surrendered for adoption. Our thirty-eight-year relationship still flourishes. Her first words to me when we met were “Thank you for giving me life”. 
I would have stayed in the loveless marriage forever honouring my wedding promises, but I see now that leaving me for another woman was the best gift my husband ever gave me. Was this a cosmic gift of love? Perhaps. I picked myself up and began seeing the strong woman I really am.
The loss of connection with the children from the marriage is still a mystery. Their father 
let them believe I was the one who left and dissolved the family. With great sadness, I have let them go. If they are mine, they will return.
