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I look back, dreamily in time, to when I still laughed and played with those I understood, and who, it seemed, 

understood me. I understood them well, for I had grown up with them. We were companions, in sickness, in 

health, in good times and in hard times.  

This didn’t mean I never was lonesome, for rare would be the individual who never was touched with such 

feelings; for that is merely part of existence.  

Perhaps I then dreamed, as I do now, of a time when I would be fully at peace with my surroundings, with my 

colleagues and acquaintances. I didn’t realize how much I did have in common with them, until it too was taken 

away, as the swift stream of life pulls one down and around and away.  

Some call it progress; others don’t know what to make of change when it happens. Change always seems good 

before it happens, for there is always the hope that one will find peace and surcease from whatever is ailing them 

at the moment. But when change occurs, it comes with a new surge of challenges—some good, some that are 

unexpected and hard to bear. 

And so it was with me. But perhaps that is just because I am not truly home yet. My home is yet to come. My 

companions, still earthbound, weren’t living yet their full potential. Perhaps in the days to come, when we all 

have passed through this life of learning, we will be more equipped to be true companions to each other. But that 

will be some time, sometime far down the line. 

I sit and stare out the window of my heart, not forward, but to a dream that has past. A dream that seems so 

distant, and crushed, just as the past is gone and buried, so is what I knew to be. But I am still alive; I am still 

yearning for the peace, for the love, for the laughter of friends. My dream mates, I wish they would be here for 

me, to talk with, to love with, to share the heartaches of life. I wish we could encourage one another in the paths 

we each must walk. 

Though I sit alone in heart, though I dream alone, without a voice to echo my heartbeat, still I must carry on.  

I have a family now who needs me. Though it aches me sore to see that I alone am from the culture I emerged 

from, still they love me, though they scarcely understand. My heart, my thoughts have no one at hand to 

resonate with; at least in the seeable realm. 

Am I a misfit, or simply a resident in another country, where customs are so very different? Am I to merge, to 

reinvent myself, to be different than what my heart feels? Am I to do this so that I can pretend to have peer-like 

company? 

I am misplaced, yet not lost. I know where I am heading. I know who I am. I know what is going on around me like 

a map I have studied well. But, yet, I sigh, as someone who has learned a new language might ache to speak their 

mother tongue with another—for some things only can be expressed in that tongue.  

Let me try, if I may, to tell you the story of a girl we’ll call “Gypsy Young”; for her heart is ever young and free. She 

has traveled the world, but has yet to find her final abode. She has been told that her tribe, the one she married 

out of, is yonder, just out of sight. She dares not dream it so, but once in a rare while she will allow herself to 

imagine that sometime, somewhere, there is a chance, a scarce hope, that she will feel at home one day, 

surrounded by those who truly know her. 

Our story will start right from the beginning, yea slightly before, to set the scene. 

(Note: Then this chapter came..) 



Somewhere I heard a whisper saying “Live!” and so I am. So I exist. I am because I was willed to be so, and the 

breath of life has filled my being. And on I go, not always knowing why. I won’t pretend I have that all figured out. 

But that in itself is part of the reason— I go on to find things out, to make discoveries. Without the element of the 

unknown, I couldn’t possibly be happy. Well, I’ve never been in a state of knowing it all to really prove that. But I 

can imagine how unhappy we would be. That’s why there will always remain a state of mystery with hidden 

secrets, and new joys to be discovered … if we just keep up the road a bit more. Lo and behold, there are 

treasures and secrets revealed, and just enough to keep us going.  

Of course, if that were the only thing that kept our pace up and made us feel the urge to move on forward, life 

would be a synch. But no, there is also the “you must, or else” part of life, the hard things that keep at our heels 

and press us onward. I guess if “mysteries to be learned” isn’t enough, then the troubles that come if you try to 

stand at a stalemate keep one going. A bit of both….a little good, a little trouble, and on we go. 

Why? Where are we going? In circles? I think not, because I have yet to see the same scenery pass by twice. I 

think it’s a one-way ticket we were given at birth, and on we go. To where? Well, that might vary, but if you look 

out for the signs—some blatant, and some subtle, you’ll get a pretty good clue. And you can choose the right and 

best destination. 

I found the first clue when growing up. I heard there was a God, that there was a way to get back to Him. I wanted 

that. I wanted to know there was a happy ending and home for good at the end of life’s road. I don’t regret taking 

the ticket that said the “Heaven Destination” on it, paid for and signed by Jesus Christ—the only sure way to get 

there. I was told that once you have this free pass; you can rest assured that no matter how hard the journey is, 

the destination will be worth the trouble.  

But there was more to it than that, I’ve found out. Not more to do to get to the “Heaven station” but that, 

depending on the choices you make on the rough or smooth roads, your prizes when you get to the end of life’s 

road will vary. 

Hmm. That’s worth a think, or more than one—it’s a daily decision and there’s decisive action to take. There’s 

something about showing up at life’s end with holding the ticket to free entrance, and also having a sack filled 

with the treasures you discovered along the way that were placed there specifically by the One who made the 

path and the people who walk it.  

And there is something for having another very empty sack. There is one sack you don’t want to show up with 

full—a life that was filled with hording and keeping things only for one’s own benefit, holding onto one’s own 

dreams when it would have been best to discard them in order to help others along the path. 

See, if you have a full sack, one in each hand, then you have no hands left to help others with. But if both are 

empty, well, you’ll be a sorry mess if you don’t have the treasures that will help you along the way, providing 

what you need.  

So I’m trying to get the plan and program down. What things to put down, (like a game played), what things to 

pick up, and when to reach out and help someone versus waiting until they are ready to be helped. The way and 

method I use to others can mean the difference of success or failure in nudging them along the right path.  

Then there are the sorrows also. But whenever things seem strugglesome, all I need to do is look in my sack of 

treasures and remind myself that it’s been worth it thus far. Then I look around to see if there are other treasures 

I am missing by being so busy with the journey that I forget what I’m meant to be collecting.  

And if I start to feel real weary, it’s often because I’ve got too many things in my ‘to discard’ bag that have yet to 

be discarded. So I need to take time to do that also. It’s not always fun; well, it never is. Some things are special to 

me, or I thought, “Cool, this might help me at some point on the journey.” But I’ve never really needed it yet, and 

it’s just dead weight I’m pulling along, thinking I need to carry it.  

So there are some tough, or even really hard choices of things to just put down. Some things looked like 

treasures, and I thought they were. And maybe they were, but were just for a time. When I got rid of them it felt 



like a part of me was being left behind. It really hurt. Oh, how I cried -for quite some time. But I was able to make 

it up a steep incline due to the fact the bag was emptier.  

Once in a while, something special happens when I toss away a particularly dear item. One bag is lighter, but then 

the other one feels like something just entered it, something that I didn’t place there. When I look to see what 

happened, if something really did come into the bag of treasures, sure enough, I find it true. “How did that get 

there?” I wonder.  

Just little things like this keep me guessing and having a sense of wonder at this mysterious pathway and journey. 

Sometimes I see someone with a really sad look on their face. I look at the bags they are carrying and it seems 

they got them mixed up, or they never heard what they were to do. They have the discard bag so, so full, and the 

treasure bag basically empty. It’s hard to get on in life with that kind of an arrangement.  

Then, the saddest of all, I think, is to find -along the way- a couple of bags just lying there, no one around. They 

have given up altogether. I can tell by the empty bag that it should have had treasures in it, but that they thought 

there was little worth in taking this particular pathway. It’s just that they focused on all the wrong things and thus 

missed the point. 

I guess the only good thing about it is, it gives me a bit more determination to keep at it. I’d rather make it to the 

end, ragged and in need, than miss what I’m meant to learn, to see, to do. If I try to skip out, I’ll never, ever get 

the same chance again. I’ll probably regret it, for a very long time; perhaps always. 

So here I am today, taking the next step. The fog has come in. I see some flashing lights up ahead, but I’m not sure 

exactly what to expect. I’ll never find out if I don’t keep walking. Sure I’d like to see it all, as clear as day, but that’s 

not for today. Chances are that if I did actually see this particular pass, what’s actually ahead, I might faint just at 

the thought of it. Not because I wouldn’t be capable, but because I might just think I’m not. So sometimes it’s 

best to just only know and take one step at a time. 

Sure is chilly today, so I’ll need to bundle up better.  

One more step. Gotta keep at it. Oh, what’s that glowing off to the side of the path nearby? Oh, good, a treasure! 

I needed one about now. Thank Heaven!   

 


