Prologue 
What is the meaning of life? 
A question I have often asked myself during my seventy- plus years. Meeting my adversities and challenges with hope and determination has offered me the opportunity to discover myself. It has led me down many different pathways of personal and spiritual growth. They have gone hand-in-hand throughout my life and continue to do so today. I believe we are all offered this gift of self- observation, and it’s up to us whether to choose to learn from our experiences or stay stuck in the fear of the past. 
My desire to understand myself and the many trials, both physical and emotional, has led me on a journey of personal development, searching for answers – why me? 
In my debut memoir, A Grip on Reality, I strived to overcome many hardships as I raised my two children – most of their lives, on my own with much financial hardship and mental stress. This first half-century of my life handed me numerous lessons that I met and overcame with strength and tenacity. I’m proud of my achievements, and I bring this book to you as a continuation of my life, now that my children are successful adults with children of their own. We made it successfully together. 
But there was more to come. 
It took me twenty-five years to make another monumental decision that changed my direction in my latter years. 
Looking back over our lives is an interesting observation of our decision-making and our ongoing day-to-day choices. I believe it continues until we take our last breath. 
A Grip on Living takes you on a tour around the globe as well as around the conflicts in my head. 

Twenty-seven 
My heart wouldn’t stop palpitating when I stepped off the treadmill. Shaking and panting, I staggered back onto the bed like an invalid. The cardiologist rushed from one computer to the other. Silent, fear gripped me. Why doesn’t it stop thumping? It’s only been two months since my brother-in-law died. Now me? 
‘You can get dressed,’ his assistant told me.
I sat in Doctor Fong’s office with my husband close beside me, as the doctor told me in a casual voice, ‘It just wouldn’t stop.’ His frivolous attitude made my blood boil. He didn’t instil me with confidence. I watched him start writing prescriptions, enough to start my heart palpitating again. I hadn’t taken a pill or antibiotic for over twenty years. A sense of urgency propelled me into asking a myriad questions, my mind whirring, as I envisioned my life as a drug addict. I received monosyllabic answers. At 
sixty-nine, I sat stunned, contemplating my future.
I knew I faced another scary challenge, overcoming my heart dancing its irregular beat. I hope it’s not my time to depart this life! I had heaps on my to-do list: watching my four beautiful grandchildren grow through adolescence into adulthood. My determination not to miss their achievements spurred me on. They are the vibrant stars that light my sky. I cherish my role as their grandma as they tread their individual pathways, sharing my wisdom and life experience. 
On another merry-go-round, my mind flashed back to my mastectomy and two years later, the last stage before the “big C” on my cervix. Then there was the near- fatal car accident in Canada when I was cut out of the Dodge with the jaws-of-life and rushed in an ambulance to Victoria Hospital. Death persists in knocking at my door. I continue to thwart its sinister flames by escaping its evil grip. 
As I enjoyed my morning cappuccino on the back deck, drinking in the beauty of our rainforest garden with its leaves sparkling like diamonds from the night’s tropical storm, I pondered my survival instincts and my tenacity to overcome my adversities. My gratitude to my acupuncturist overwhelmed me. If she hadn’t felt my irregular pulse and demanded I go straight to my GP, I truly believe I would not be alive today. 
‘Your sinus node is hardly working,’ he had told me, after an ECT the following afternoon. ‘I want you to wear a Holter Monitor overnight, then we’ll know exactly what’s going on.’ 
The following day, my faithful doctor advised me, ‘Yes, you’ve got a sick sinus node, which is resulting in bradycardia and cardiac insufficiency. Your heart’s up around two hundred and down to thirty-five. Not good.’ 
My role as a saviour to others, helping and supporting those around me, has defined my journey through life. Now it was my turn to reach out. Anxiety gripped me like a boa constrictor seizing my body. My resilience alone did not ensure my survival of this test. 
Popping pills and wandering around like a zombie for over a year, I could no longer stomach my delirium. Time for a serious discussion with Dr Fong. 
‘It seems you’re not managing the medication,’ he admitted at my appointment. Well, that doesn’t surprise me. My GP had already told me I was in the five per cent of the population who can’t handle these drugs. 
‘Yes, that’s right. I can’t do this any longer.’ 
‘Um – would you be prepared to go into hospital for a week for some tests?’ 
What’s this man talking about – would I be prepared? 
‘Yes, I’m happy to do whatever is necessary to get my life back again.’ Sick of lying on the couch day after day for months with a racing heart, I agreed to go to Buderim Hospital the following week. 
I felt secure knowing my cardiologist’s rooms joined part of the hospital, assuring me of a daily visit and his expertise. Wired to the nurses’ station, and ICU with patches on my torso, I spent the week pacing the fifth floor, trying to trigger the monitors. Thursday arrived. I’d had enough. I wanted to go home. When my trusty doctor visited me that morning, I suggested it was pointless to continue these tests. 
190 
‘Just give it until tomorrow, that will be a week you’ve been in here. I don’t want you to have a pacemaker. And I don’t think you need an ablation. Let’s reassess tomorrow.’ 
‘Oh, ok.’ 
At two o’clock that afternoon, I slumped back in my chair. Mayhem ensued. Nurses and a couple of doctors from the ICU sprinted into my room. 
‘What just happened?’ 
‘My head dropped back against the headrest, and everything went black.’ 
‘Quick call, Dr Fong.’ 
Within minutes he appeared, holding a sheet of paper. ‘See that straight line? That’s when your heart stopped beating.’ 
Shocked, I stared at him in disbelief, unable to utter a word. 
‘It’s a pacemaker. I’ll call Dr Chung, who will visit you this afternoon and explain the procedure. See you tomorrow.’ 
I stared out the window, trying to process what had just happened. A feeling of calm and acceptance washed over me. Pleased something had happened that would finish the trial and set me free. Having been there before, I knew what it was like to face death. 

