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FOREWORD


I wrote this book in dedication to Jann LM Baily, Executive Director of the Kamloops Art Gallery.


For 18 years she was my friend, partner, companion, wife and in the true sense, my life. In public life, she was an icon within the community she lived in for the last 35 years. Her dedication to what she believed in was unwavering and absolute. When she arrived in Kamloops all those years ago it was not a town known for its culture. Even now I have heard the phrase ‘cowboy town’ bandied around. From a humble space below the local museum she built up an art gallery that eventually 20 years later would take pride and place in a new multi-million dollar space in the heart of downtown. It is today probably one of the most recognised contemporary art galleries in Canada.


It was at the same time they were laying the foundations for this great building that our paths crossed and somehow we knew we were meant to be together, even though we lived 5,000 miles apart. Jann’s accomplishments, honours, medals and board appointments are well documented, but I want to share the other side of Jann; the person I first liked, was intrigued by and eventually through deep understanding, loved without reservation with all my heart. To me she was a saint who never ran another person down and would suffer fools to the point of exasperation. In the end it was the other person in her life that hurt her the most, even after death waiting to inflict her diseased ideology by making a mockery of our relationship and spreading this contempt to whoever would listen. If this was just about the trials I went through at the hands of this individual after Jann’s passing I would let it go, but when Jann realised I would, in all probability, outlive her she asked but one favour of her closest sister; “would you look after Alan if anything happens to me?”


Her reply, “You know I will sweetie.”


I was in the other room when I heard the conversation she was having on Skype with her loving sister.


But her hatred went a lot deeper, her jealously of what we had and I believe that she and people with her distinct disorder can never achieve what Jann I did and that is to truly and sincerely love another human being. This book has all the ingredients, hate, betrayal and unconditional love for the reader to expect a very dramatic climax, but alas no, it’s just a true story based on my opinion and backed up, as proof, by actual recordings. Yes it could have had a fatal ending but I’ll let the reader come to their own conclusion on that one. If it was a slander trial, to recognise what we had and what Jann and I were to one another, I will let Jann’s sister Beth have the final word; “My sister loved him... and... he loved her.”


I rest my case.


Alan Quinn
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PROLOGUE


It is one year and two days since my wife passed away. On the anniversary of her death I went to a place down by the sea where I had taken her on Christmas Day 2014. It is a rugged, beautiful coastline and that Christmas, on that particular day, the waves were breaking high and the gusting wind was trying to sweep us off our feet as we clung to each other for dear life. We had bought a derelict little cottage near the sea for our retirement and I had spent a lot of time renovating it into a cosy, comfortable home.


Jann was due to retire in 2016 and wanted to spend most of the rest of her days in Ireland. She loved her gardening and I would tinker in the shed, we had it all figured out and we wouldn’t let anything stand in our way, especially not her failing health. I think we had both convinced ourselves that there were a few, if not too many, good years left in her yet, but the truth was, the good years were now behind her. I now believe she realised that but wasn’t going to share that information with me at any cost.


I wanted to do something to remember this anniversary so I came back to the place that she loved. I have a picture of her standing right here with her arms spread out as if trying to catch the wind and maybe soar around the bay, In my mind I pictured her doing just that.


I had brought with me a black and white picture of the two of us in a wonderful embrace that a photographer friend of ours had taken maybe 10 years ago and which I had laminated, God we looked good! Walking down to the water’s edge where the tide was coming in – today it was sunny and calm – I set the picture down on the rocks, knowing the tide would take it away but that we would be together... maybe forever.


Returning to our home, I tried to get on with things, but once there the melancholia took over and the grief came flooding back again, I thought it would get easier with time but I guess that’s going to depend on me. I have to keep reminding myself it is no longer about Jann... this is now my own suffering and self pity. Of course I miss her but she has moved on, as I believe we do when we pass from the restraints and suffering that is inexplicably connected with our mortal existence.


Jann had a little chest of drawers in the bedroom, she had seen it in a charity shop and had to have it, even if it didn’t match the chest on my side of the bed. Every so often I would open it and have a peek or even a quick rummage through the items she had left there for her return.


I opened the box sitting on top, inside was a little Christmas card and some artisan jewellery I had bought her for the following Christmas but alas... she would never see them.


In a sense, this little bedside locker is all that I have personal to her in our home here in Ireland and I treasure it, as I do my father’s pipe-rack that he had lovingly crafted himself many years ago. Also, my mother’s favourite gloves that she used to wear to church and Jann’s “Harry Potter style” thick rimmed glasses that she wore right up until the day when they had to remove them in the hospital.


I wanted to spend time alone at our home in Kamloops, British Columbia after she had passed away, but it wasn’t to be... powers a lot greater than myself had started to take over and I was in no condition to argue.


Why did I write this book? The short answer I guess would be... because I wanted or, more importantly, I needed too. I was in pain with gut wrenching grief, but most of all, I had a hatred for another human being, the like of which I had never experienced before.


I loved Jann, my soul mate and partner for the last 18 years and I didn’t even realise just to what extent I loved her until that day I lost her forever. I believe I would not be here if it wasn’t for her being there for me during my darkest hours.


She also re-educated me in a sense that forced me to remove my blinkers... down to being brought up in a culture where things that weren’t understood were automatically mistrusted, ridiculed or rejected. I remember those first couple of years together as I was being introduced to her friends over a bottle of wine or two, I would start cracking my jokes about Gays, blacks, gimps etcetera. She would make excuses for me... well he is a hard- drinking Irishman!


With Jann’s perseverance, and my slow willingness to change, my blinkers did eventually come off. I wasn’t a bad person but yes... there were many flaws and these were exacerbated by excessive alcohol abuse. In essence, I learned to change my thinking and perception of people and things and I even acquired an appreciation for art, as I felt that I needed to understand it more... being as it was a great passion of Jann’s.


I have purchased a little contemporary piece that I have hung in the corner of the living room in our little retirement cottage in Ireland and every time I look at it I say to myself, “Jann would absolutely love this.”


When Jann got cancer she had no choice but to accept the fact and then to fight it. I realised I had a choice... it maybe seemed like an impossible choice at the time... but none the less it was a choice to stop drinking. It was my turn to give back and I wanted to be with Jann and look after her. This was the easiest decision of my life, as I had no doubt at this point that I loved her and her love for me was never in question.


Returning to our home, the day after Jann’s passing in Vancouver, I was emotionally, physically and spiritually devastated. I needed support and compassion like I had never yearned for in a long time, but while I was down on my knees with my head in my hands sobbing and not accepting the reality of the situation; someone else had their own agenda on how this was going to play out.


There was a time I would have hit out, but those days were far behind me now. I had not taken a drink for going on seven years and I am so grateful my sobriety carried me through the dark days following Jann’s death as I know without doubt... if I had taken that drink I would have had to live with the consequences of what I could have done to another human being, for the rest of my life.


These may sound harsh, or even brutal words, but I ask that before you judge me... hear my story.


Yes, this is an all too true and personal tale, but I feel it is a warning to us all. We are naturally wary of strangers who do not have our best interests at heart; from the corporate mogul who will quite happily part you from your pension to add another few million to his own portfolio... to the politician who will spin the truth to further his own agenda even at the cost of thousands of lives. But it doesn’t stop there and the people we are at risk from are often a lot closer to home – people we are in contact and communication with in our everyday lives, people we put our trust in, who we respect and even gravitate to in times of need.


They are our friends, colleagues and relatives and will conduct themselves with the upmost integrity... until the time is right for them... then they will strike. In my case it was the moment Jann died... it was payback time for a perceived wrong committed by Jann and myself against this individual.


Our crime...we loved each other.
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18 OCTOBER 2015 – THE NIGHTMARE


It’s 10pm and I’m standing in our little garden patch. Each condo is allocated a piece of the green to the rear where they can tend, plant and grow what they want.


Jann loved ours – through spring, summer and autumn we would spend many an hour tinkering around in our little garden.


Due to her health and mobility issues, she would design and plan and I would happily carry out her wishes. I’m not really the green-fingered type, personally I wouldn’t bother, but I enjoyed doing it for her. I think I can honestly say we had the best looking patch in the complex - over many a season we altered, changed, added to – right up to several weeks before we ‘closed’ the garden for the winter. I suggested that we move the ornate, carved mahogany chair under the arbour and altered the paved pathway so that it branched off into it. I thought that made more sense than the chair sitting under the pergola and she agreed with me on that one.


It was raining that night of the 18th October; not heavily, just a light drizzle but I didn’t have a cap on and it was trickling down my brow. I walked towards our home and stared through the mesh curtains. There was a fire roaring in the grate and a side-lamp was lit, the way we always liked it when we snuggled up and got comfy for the night.


I felt almost in a trance-like state, trying to subdue a million thoughts like hot pokers burning inside my skull – pain, intense anxiety, deep, deep grief, but mostly hate – an all-consuming hatred that I could not believe myself capable of feeling towards another human being. For my wife had passed away just over a week ago and i found myself locked out of my home staring at this individual sprawled out on the couch with her feet up on the footstool, laughing and chatting on her iPad, the hot glow of the fire on her face and a steaming cup of cocoa by her side. She exuded an aura of complete contentment and fulfilment - the sort that comes after another good day of being alive.


Imagine a nightmare where you couldn’t wake up and escape....because, although I hadn’t fully accepted it yet.....this was real.
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13 SEPTEMBER 2015


KAMLOOPS BC 15-1555


SUMMIT DRIVE – 9PM


I called over to Jann, “I’m starting the film!” Attempting once again to prise her away from the computer.


“Right” she half yells, “I’m coming, I’m coming... I just need to finish this”.


I’d heard this a thousand times before, Jann loved her work, she was totally committed, it was her life... or her other life to be exact. I was her life and she was mine, yes, we had our tough patches like every couple, but we were not every couple. I believe we had something very special... something that has been spoken about, written about, sung about, but I think rarely meant – Love, we loved each other. Not the lustful kind of our earlier days but an undeniable, deep, pure and unbreakable love. I adored her and she me.


I raised my voice again, “Jann!”


“I’m coming, I’m coming” I could hear her mumble back, with the steady slap of the keyboard in the background.


I wasn’t really that bothered about the film. I always tried to pick something we would both enjoy, although I would usually go for sci-fi while she preferred a good romance! I’d been lucky the last couple of times... biographies of people who had achieved great and wonderful things in their lives, feel-good films and true stories that suited us both.


I stared at the fire. I loved to put a fire on at the weekend as winter crept in, just enjoying being there with her in our house in Canada, the home that I had worked on tirelessly over the last 18 years and had changed every aspect of under Jann’s careful direction.


We had started to plan our future after Jann’s retirement which was now only a year away and she was finally letting go of her beloved gallery which she had proudly built up over the last 30 years. Now we both relished the idea of retiring to our home in Ireland – bought as a derelict shell of a house on a patch of land near the sea and which I had spent the last two years turning into a home for us. That’s where my skills lay... I’m a building contractor, but had to give it up due to my own health issues several years ago but I could manage if I went at my own pace.


We loved this project... again, she mostly directed and I completed while I was in Ireland and she in Canada. Yes, we were from two different continents but that just made our bond even stronger. We had been going back and forth for 18 years, but from now on we were planning to do it together... no more three, four or five month breaks, though with the wonders of Skype we never felt that far from each other.


She finally crashed down beside me and rested her head in my lap. I could see it in her eyes and drawn face that she wasn’t going to stay awake too long. She smiled and said once again “I love you Alan Quinn”.


I replied “I love you too babe”.


I started the film; I think it was the story of Alan Turing, the guy who invented a machine to crack the Enigma Code. After about 10 minutes she had dropped off, mouth open, snoring slightly. When I nudged her she murmured, “I’m not sleeping, just resting my eyelids”.


After a while I did my usual, turned off the film and played my game (Far Cry 4) for a couple of hours. At about 2am I attempted to rouse her.


“I’m going to bed now... are you coming?”


“I’ll be right up,” she mumbled and I knew that was her for the night.


As I crawled into our bed I noticed that she hadn’t taken her tablets from earlier and I was concerned, as the last day she had been more tired and weaker than usual and she had eaten practically nothing. I remember coaxing her for an hour to eat half a banana. Jann had a mountain of health issues and a list of tablets as long as your arm to take every day, not to mention injections for diabetes and haemoglobin infusions, yet she somehow seemed indestructible to me as she would doll herself up and say;


“How do I look?” and I would reply “Wonderful babe”.


Then she would stride out the door to another city function to raise funds for the gallery or just go and do what she did best... be the Executive Director of the Kamloops Art Gallery.
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My arrival in Canada 1996.
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14 SEPTEMBER 2015


It was Saturday morning, Jann’s favourite day – market day.


She never missed the farmer’s market on St. Paul and First. It wasn’t about getting groceries or vegetables – it was all about the people. She loved people; she loved to interact with like-minded people... that is what she enjoyed the most. I, on the other hand, whether it was through my own Irish culture or my upbringing, found it slightly awkward getting into pleasant, relaxed conversation with strangers. Not that there were many strangers there to Jann... she knew most of them and would chat to everybody and surprisingly, I found myself doing the same after a while.


I looked at her dishevelled form hunched over the computer and knew she hadn’t got much sleep even though she really needed it.


“Hey babe, what’s up?” I asked, concerned. She hadn’t taken her pills again. They lay there in the little petri dish, maybe 10 or 12 pills, each one to counteract the other and all with sickening side effects. I noticed her diabetes indicator was out.


“How’s the sugars?” I asked, referring to her blood sugar level.


“ 3.4” she mumbled back.


“God, Jann we need to get some carbs into you!” I went to the fridge and poured a glass of fresh orange juice.


“Here, get that down you.”


I watched as she forced it down. I asked her to take her pills now but she shook her head and said she’d do it later.


“Hey babe, do you think you are up to going to the market today?” I asked.


“I’ll be fine, just give me a few minutes” she replied.


It was a similar scenario to that which I had seen many times, where she had to force her body to start moving, through sheer guts and willpower, to face another day – except, this day was different and, this time, she was deteriorating as the day went on.


By lunchtime I was getting quite concerned. She had hardly eaten a thing for two days, she couldn’t control her blood sugar and she wasn’t taking her pills.


I convinced her to go to bed for a nap which was an ordeal in itself as the bedroom was up two short flights of stairs... over the last couple of months they had turned into Mount Everest.


We reached the top landing, three stairs at a time, a 30 second break and on to the next three. As we paused she glanced into the bathroom at the new vanity unit I had just finished making and installing the day before.


“It’s beautiful honey” she remarked again. “Just love it”.


I half smiled as I got that tinkling of pride for a job well done. I had gone the extra mile on this one to make it exactly the way she had planned it. We couldn’t find what she had wanted in the stores.


“Sort of Shaker with a touch of Quaker,” she had said.


She would scribble out her plan on paper like she had done with a lot of our other projects and I would go for it with gusto... most of the time.


It was one of the last remaining projects that needed to be done in our home – the original vanity unit had been there since 1975, but at last it was done and I was quite chuffed with myself as it looked like it could have come straight from Ikea – only at a third of the price!


I have to say a part of my love for Jann was the way she continually laid praise on me from the first day I met her. She had the ability to find all that was good in me and tell me so. Oh yeah... there were times in my life when I had given up on myself and Jann’s praise and faith in me pulled me through and, dare I say, probably saved my life.


“Have you put it on Facebook yet?” I said, still glowing with pride.


She loved to share our life, projects and journeys with our friends so, as usual, I assumed she would have done it by now.


“Not yet honey,” she mumbled back.


I said nothing, got her onto the bed, helped her undress, pulled the duvet up around her and cupped my hands around her chubby cheeks. I pushed my face into hers and with a big kiss I whispered, “love you babe”.


“Love you,” she replied with her eyes already closing.


I headed back downstairs and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes... something is wrong... this isn’t good.


It had only been discovered a few months previously that Jann, on top of everything else going on, had a serious heart defect. Every three months she had to go to Vancouver to consult with her doctors on her various health issues, so she would try to time her visits, as much as was possible, for when I was there.


I would do the driving up and down and it was nicer staying at the cancer lodge for several days together. She saw three doctors over a period of two or three days and there were times she had to see two others for eye and skin problems.


I would always go in with her – she bantered back and forth with the doctors, with whom she had a great rapport, especially Dr Steve Nantel her blood doctor and I believe he was genuinely fond of her.


She carried around a barrage of notebooks and diaries, as she had to constantly record everything she took and its effects, blood levels, doses and times.


When I actually think about it now, I maybe didn’t fully appreciate the immense burden she was constantly under.


This time, she also underwent tests to determine the extent of her heart problem and it turned out that the aorta valve was 70% blocked, which really knocked us for six.


We went to see another consultant, who specialises in heart valve replacements, at St Paul’s hospital and, after more tests; he agreed that she was suitable for the operation. They would use a non-invasive procedure with an endoscopic device to insert a new valve into the old one through the major arteries. He stated that she would be put on the emergency list, as this would have to be done in the next few weeks due to her present health condition. This was a big booster to us in a sense... it explained a lot why she was rapidly going downhill this year in terms of mobility and breathing ability.


On the drive back home we discussed the difference this could make but she now had to put her wellbeing as top priority above all else... including her job.


I went up to see how she was doing again around 5pm. I had made her a snack that I thought she might eat... she was semi- sleeping and she still hadn’t taken her pills. I managed to sit her up slightly but couldn’t get her to eat and she was slurring her speech. She looked terrible. I had to make a decision – this situation was not going to improve. There were other factors going on inside her body, but at this point, I was not aware of them.


I told her, “Jann, I’m going to call an ambulance.”


“No, no,” she replied, “I don’t need an ambulance. I’ll be ok – I just want to sleep.”


I went down the stairs with a sort of panic and fear rearing up.


I lifted the phone but hesitated as I had never had to call an ambulance in our whole 18 years together, but I decided that I had no choice but to dial 911.


The first vehicle on the scene was a large fire truck. I greeted the crew of about five fire and rescue guys.


“ I just called for an ambulance,” I explained.


Anyhow, all these guys trekked upstairs into Jann’s bedroom... that look on her tired, drained face as they all marched in! The ambulance crew arrived also and, when I explained the situation, they did a basic examination on her and agreed that they had to get her to hospital. With the help of the paramedics, she managed to get down the stairs and into a wheelchair.


I followed in the car... the hospital was only a 12 minute drive away and I could already feel the relief as I was driving, knowing she was going to get the care she needed to get past this bad patch so that we could concentrate on her getting fit enough for the valve replacement.


This was an important time for us as we were approaching Jann’s retirement with just over a year to go. Due to her health and new complications we had to think about the possibility of early retirement, which at first she didn’t want to consider. There was another option that we had discussed and that was medical leave – getting the valve done hopefully in the next month or so and then returning strong to go out with her head held high.


There was conflict with the staff over the last couple of months and it had given Jann a lot of added stress. Some of the senior staff members were accusing her of being confused and inefficient, which, normally, would have been totally ridiculous. I had to confirm to Jann however that, along with the obvious physical limitations she was having, there was a serious mental toll taking place as well so... she finally agreed to go for the medical leave.


Her board president was 100% behind her on this and was about to set the wheels in motion so that we could start preparing for our trip to have the operation in Vancouver and we got the go ahead that it would be happening sooner rather than later.


I was elated and excited that this could be a game changer and would “buy” us another few years together. I don’t think I could accept how ill Jann really was... the daily pills, the constant blood sugar monitoring, the self-administered IV haemoglobin infusions, the eye drops. I couldn’t even hold her too hard or she would bruise – her skin was almost translucent and she looked like a battered wife from all the needle bruises – but I could not begin to imagine her ever not being there with me.


After a day in the hospital with the care she needed through IVs and drips, she picked up considerably. I would nip back and forth on my bike from the house about three or four times a day. The good weather was still holding out and my much-loved KLR 650, which I spent two seasons working on, was ideal for parking at the extremely busy hospital. I was mostly trying to bring her food that she might eat as the hospital food was – well, hospital food! Her appetite still wasn’t great and choosing food she liked, but having to consider every carb didn’t make it easy.


I contacted her sister Beth to inform her of the situation as Jann liked to keep regular contact with her family through Skype. She was getting impatient by the third day, wanting desperately to go home. We discussed it with her doctor but he advised that he needed to observe her for several more days, as he wasn’t happy with her progress. There was something not right, something going on, but they could not put their finger on it.
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