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How |

found the
Strength
to start
over

When your old Jife ISn't working for
you anymore, how do you build the
COurage to make 3 change? Author
Nancy Sharp shares her road map to
resilience in the wake of l0ss.

here has to be somet hing more for

Me.” That's what | ke

Pt saying to my
mother

.my brother, and anvone

else who'd listen But as | was driving

o Connecticut with my Iriend Lisa

one spring day, with my 4-year-old twins, Casey

and Rebecca, wat hing Dora the Explorer in the back-
seat, it suddenly clicked N a new way.

IwWo vears carlier, | had lost myy hushband Brett

Just
39—t0 brain cancer. hough he'd been in remission,
we learned that his cancer
R had returned on the very
200%
/ day our twins were born:
Brevt with he lived to hear 1
ICHved 1O hear 1CINM say
Q??#!f '

“Dada,” but died onlv three
months Hll_‘»'iﬂtllt"il‘|ili!'i|
birthday. I had walked
through the days since

then in a fi ¢ of mourning
for the man | Was sup-
posed to grow old with.
And now | fel Stuck in
a life in New York City
that wasn't working
lor me anymore,

| had been back at work for seven month

I

vt | |lhi|j1¢i '
mysell having trouble focusing, It one MECting

thought it would |u'|]1 me move lorward, |

with my boss, | saw two of her blond heads ||rl.|HHj'
¥

Wiredd
h'-.' L] IIL’L .Ilhf | WIS wt*ln}{ ali r_l||='h' ! vii'n I]Il' I}|||1

in front of me; my brain had literally been re

28 thae 8

had always lifted me in the past, such as walke i

Riverside Park and pretending o sample the rubby,

bhacon and CRES from the twins' toy ST }Iril, Lo f e
Hat, I would do anything to start over,

And that day in the car with Lisa, | was st k by
a sudden vision of what my new life could 00k ik e
‘I'wish | could move to Denver,” 1 said 1o her, At
once, | red H}_:Itiﬂ'tl the truth in these words b AT RTE
my heart jerked and the air was still,

“You can,” Lisa said simply, “What's st PPING voy "

Lisa knew of my longtime love for Colorad.,
and the vacations Brett and | had spent there with
iriends, She even knew about the house we pined foy
on the corner of Third and ( lermont, the one with
the purple clematis growing tall over a white w e
fence. “Who's living in our house?” Brett and L would
JoKe cach time we visited, | pictured a garden with
tomatoes and beans, basil and mint. Bren Would mow
the lawn on the weekends and “II.I”}-' make use of he
grill accessories we'd been given as a wedding gifi,

“Lean't just pick up and move,” 1 said. Iu*;;inum_sg [O)
rattle off the list of cons, the most significant being
that [ had no family in Denver. How would | manay

“You can doit,” Lisa answered,

“But I'd have to find a house,” I said. “c L new
job. Find a school for the kids. Make friends,”

“OK," Lisa responded, wholly unfazed.

e

| checked her face and saw not a hint of
Her trust was unshakable, and thre ugh it, | felt my
own faith rise. Just like that, with the twine
happily munching Pirate's Booty in the backseat,
I made the decision tha yes, | would go.

doubr.

A journey through the clouds
We left for Denver on June 17, 2006, F
The gmu“‘!}’r.\; L) my htﬂ‘lil}-’
cut and New Y

ather's Day.
and friends in Connecti
rk were tough, but | tried to focus
on the opportunities ahead of us. On the pl

ﬂ.l"_', tl“l
twins bounced in their seats.

ascy kep looking our
ith wonderment. “The ¢l uds,”

he squealed. “Now we can be with D
always searched for his fathe

the small window w

addy.” My son
I especially in cars
Or trains or Ihin;:n that moved; he w

ds .'ﬂi” CoOnvineed
that we could hind Bre

ttand bring him home.







