
MY JOURNEY MY WALK

My journey to healing from my husbands affair. But as he walked out the door, he paused, looked back at me and came
back in and gave me.

A massive fireplace with an absolutely gorgeous wooden lintel that I just know is American chestnut. There
are two walls that still have exposed log beams and I absolutely love it. From the creek to the land, the barns,
the ghosts and the house itself. He has never sat under one of the massive trees by the creek and listened. The
flow of the creek is spiritually cleansing. We have walk leader training workshops regularly, and we give
support with running your own walk or finding you a walk to support. Did you know walking burns as many
calories as jogging the same distance? This one hour walk runs on the last Wednesday of every month from
March to October. The smell hits me first. The cobwebs came down, the spider webs removed, the junk
packed in the basement and on the three porches hauled away. So the house becomes ours. He worked hard.
Oh my God. It began to grow on me. You can love and support someone from afar. I admired him. The land
here has so much to say. This building is also swallowed up and nature is attempting to take it back. The house
is heated only by wood, so he fixed that really early on. I think they call it a widow maker. I only made it to
the second floor once. It was a nightmare. My love for this place is beyond words. He also built a closet in
each room too. I have so much to think about. The foundation here has stood the test of time. I could see him
struggling.


