
A Mid-day Meditation 
From 

Sue’s Perspective 
 
“It’s been a day of funeral homes and flooded basements…”  
 
As you all know by this time, my beloved Dave died ten days ago. Needless to say, my world has been forever 
changed. The depth of sadness that goes along with the death of your life’s partner is nothing you can 
describe because the words in our language are inadequate. It’s as simple as that.  
 
The day after Dave died, I had an appointment to see Brenda Scott and Steve Rogers at the George Funeral 
Home in Wiarton. Me being me, thought that I could manage that appointment on my own. Oh, I am quite 
sure that I could have arrived for the appointment readily enough. My problem is, I didn’t think about the 
return trip and how safe it would be for me to be driving while being an emotional wreck. So, I asked my 
friend, Carl, to accompany me. That was a very smart thing to do, if for no other reason than to have someone 
to talk to after the appointment was over. By the time I got back home, I was pretty much a mess. I made 
myself a cup of tea (the cure-all for everything) and just as I sat down with it my son called me to enquire 
about how the appointment went. I told him… 
 
“It’s been a day of funeral homes…” 
 
While Mike and I were chatting, I heard a strange noise in the kitchen and thought, “Oh man, my fridge is 
acting up.” I approached the fridge and listened closely. It was running as it should. Then I heard the noise 
again and it sounded as though it was coming from the basement. Of course, I was giving Mike a running 
commentary during all this activity. I went and opened the basement door, turned on the light and looked 
down the stairs. There were things floating around that should not have been floating around. I found my 
“wellies” and went downstairs to discover a couple of inches of water all over the basement floor! I ended my 
call with my son and went to find out what was going on. In short order, I found the problem. There was water 
spewing out of a pipe everywhere! I got drenched! HOW DO I TURN THE PUMP OFF????  
 
Just then, thankfully, my sister called. I say thankfully now but at the time I wasn’t so sure. As I splashed 
through the water and fought my way through the “blue air,” I was ranting about being unable to turn the 
pump off. My sister, being the older, wiser sister said, “Take the fuses out.” Fortunately, there was a chair 
nearby (I’m sure God put it there because I don’t think Dave would have) on which I could kneel before I 
touched the fuses. The pump  stopped. I thanked my much wiser sister and ended the call so that I could 
contact the plumber. As I stood in the flooded basement, weeping uncontrollably, I had a few choice words for 
Dave, for God and for the burst pipe. All I can say is that I am extremely thankful that our God is a forgiving 
god. When I got up on Monday morning, little did I know that I was going to deal with funeral homes… 
 
“and flooded basements…” 
 
So, did I tell you about my dryer?... 


