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Introduction

t was an unseasonably cold spring morning, just this

side of winter. The drizzling, wet mist added to the

chill. Of course, I had left my umbrella at home. Drenched

and shivering there on the bench, I looked like a wet dog

with hair matted to my forehead. Completely deflated, I

had no energy to move—the weather mirrored my state of

mind.

My life as I knew it was over; systematically, one after

another, all the things on which I based my self-worth were

gone.
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viii Introduction

My work.

My money.

My honor.

My marriage.

My car was the only thing I had left to my name . . . and

it was acting like it would be the next to go.

Even the possibility for the future was gone, because I

wasn’t just starting over with nothing. Thanks to high over-

head and an unexpected downturn in the economy, I was

forced to sell the business to which I had devoted my life

at a huge loss. I was a quarter million dollars in debt, and

for the second time in six weeks, the IRS had robbed my

checking account of its last $50.

I had nothing to do, no one to turn to; so there I sat,

completely lost in despair.



C hapter 1

don’t know exactly when she showed up, but some-

thing seemed to suddenly take the chill off, and I was

nudged out of my funk for a moment. I looked to my left,

and there she sat, perfectly still, gazing sweetly into space.

I couldn’t help but wonder about this little, old lady. She

must have been at least eighty years old. The weather was

lousy, but she looked picture perfect.

A slight lady with lips pursed in a modest smile, she

wasn’t wet or cold. Her huge umbrella could have sheltered

at least three people. She held herself erect, certainly a

woman of dignity and grace. She looked like a classic

I
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grandma from the 1950s. Covering her snowy white hair

was a dainty felt hat with a mesh net across her forehead.

Her light blue spring coat covered a brightly flowered voile

dress. She wore thick-heeled pumps. Indicative of the days

of garter belts and non-stretch hose, her nylons showed

subtle little ripples at her ankles. She smelled of lavender.

The large shopping bag at her feet was just begging to be

snatched by the first thief to run through the park. I imme-

diately felt protective of her. Clearly, she had no idea how

to take care of herself. Considering the way I looked, she

should have worried about me taking her bag, but she

seemed totally oblivious to any threat to her safety.

“I’d keep that bag a little closer, if I were you,” I said

flatly.

She leaned over and patted my hand. Her own fragile and

wrinkled hands were as soft as silk. “Don’t worry, dear. It

will be all right.”

We sat on the bench, not another word between us until

she got up some time later to leave. She smiled sweetly and

proclaimed, “This was such a lark. I do hope to see you

again sometime.” And with that, she was off, clomping

softly away, her shopping bag in tow.

The chill seemed to return suddenly, so I bent over to
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retie my shoes before running back to the loft. Even that

wasn’t mine anymore. Due to the lapse in mortgage pay-

ments, foreclosure was eminent. The drawn-out legal

process may buy me another month or two at best.
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C hapter 2

ince I was broke, with nothing better to do, I spent a

lot of time running. Running and thinking. Actually,

wallowing in self-pity was more like it. I thought it would

help me get back in shape while taking my mind off my

problems. In years gone by when I ran, I could get in the

zone and feel so free. So I drove myself to find that place of

abandon again, but to no avail. Now running had become

its own hell. No matter how I fought to avoid it, all I did

was relive the past over and over again in my head, remind-

ing myself of all the ways I’d fallen short.

S
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Today was no different. You stupid, stupid idiot, I berated

myself once again. How has my life been reduced to this mess?

Trudging on, I worked hard to empty my mind. For a few

minutes, I was successful.

I slowed down to a walk. It was then that I noticed the

bright splash of color through the trees. That little, old lady

was in the park again. Her back was to me, but I would rec-

ognize that umbrella anywhere.

Seeing the “baglady” took my mind off my troubles for

a few minutes. It’s truly ludicrous, this label I’ve given her,

and all because of that shopping bag. I wonder why she’s there

on that bench again. It doesn’t add up, her hanging around in

the park like this. She looks like the type of woman who

would be on the arm of a princely older gentleman, a man

who would open doors for her and even throw his cape over a

puddle, so her feet would not be muddied. She certainly seems

like she’s been cherished in her day. I wonder where her prince

is now.

With that, my mind wandered back to the man, my ex-

husband, who had once cherished me. We had been high-

school sweethearts. Well, not at first. Actually, at first he

hated me. I was a headstrong, no-nonsense young woman.

I worked at night and slept through history class where
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Craig sat behind me. One day he banged my chair with his

foot, and I woke up with a start, turned around, and told

him off. That was his story. I didn’t even remember it.

The following summer, when I was sixteen, I changed jobs

to work at McDonald’s, and we ended up working together,

much to his chagrin. Since he was the best at counter sales,

Craig was chosen to train me. He had won all the sales con-

tests until I came on the scene.

Soon after that, he was promoted to the lead position. I

appreciated the fact that even after I stole some of his glory,

he still treated me fairly, and I found myself attracted to

him. We flirted a little bit, and eventually I asked him to

the Sadie Hawkins dance. After that we were an item.

He liked me, but his parents didn’t approve. I was from

the wrong side of the tracks. I wasn’t good enough for their

son. But no matter what they did to break us up, our bond

grew stronger. I followed him to college, and we were mar-

ried during our second year.

In our early twenties, we started our first business, mov-

ing across the country three times in pursuit of entrepre-

neurial and financial success. He had never wanted children,

so our business and our employees became our children.

Craig just loved being a business owner. And I loved Craig.
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But over the years, we grew apart. And, in the end, the

only thing we had in common was the business. When the

business was sold, there was nothing left of the couple who

had once been so in love. After twenty years of marriage, it

was over.

So many regrets. We should have had children. We should

have paid more attention to our personal lives, to each other,

but our careers, our success, took all our effort.

I always thought we could weather any storm. I saw other

marriages split up after the kids left home, and I swore that

would never happen to us. I thought not having children

would save us, but it snuck up on us like a thief in the night.

The pulling apart was so gradual. As it turned out, work

had the same effect on us as children had on some of our

friends. When all our energy was put on other things, and

little attention was focused on the relationship, it disinte-

grated, so slowly, so silently. I didn’t realize it was dying

until it was already dead.

Oh, there were warnings, but I refused to see them. Betsy

and I had been friends forever. On one of her visits she told

me that she thought Craig was having an affair. But at the

time, I was so sure of him that I just thought she had been

reading too many romance novels.
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Later, one of my employees told me that the production

crew thought that Craig and I had a “marriage of conven-

ience.” Still, I thought it was everyone else who was blind

instead of me. What a fool I was.

Even now, I have a memory of the love and longing that

was once there, but it’s only a memory. We didn’t want the

same things anymore. In fact, our wants and needs became

so different that it was impossible to stay together. It’s sad.

I know our time together is over, but I still remember the

boy with whom I fell in love all those years ago. That boy

is gone, and, sadly, that girl is gone, too.

I don’t know how long I had been walking and reliving

this failure in my life when I noticed that the day had all but

passed. My heart had broken as the marriage began to

unravel, but the final filings and signing of the divorce

decree had devastated me. Hope for love everlasting was

soon replaced with bitterness and loneliness. So much for

running to get my mind off things! I practically dragged

myself back home in a depressed stupor.

By the time I got back to the loft, I was starving. Pulling

a cheap TV dinner out of the freezer, I slid it in the micro-

wave, opened a can of Coke, and just sat there. The timer

went off. Mechanically, I pulled out my supper, peeled back
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the top, took one look at the institutional square tray and

the empty chair across from me, and turned my eyes to the

ceiling. Why me?
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C hapter 3

fter a restless night, I was back in the park again,

running hard, trying not to think. All yesterday had

done was bring me down. I have to stop thinking and get

in the zone. Come on, zone! Come on, before I have to start

thinking again.

I ought to call my parents and tell them the divorce is final

. . . and that I’ve lost my job, but I just can’t deal with Dad’s

attitude that nothing I do is ever good enough. I also can’t bear

to hear the disappointment in Mom’s voice.

Mom and Dad are probably eating breakfast right now,

wondering why I haven’t called them back. The other day, I
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called and left them a message when I knew they would be

out. It was very lighthearted, as lighthearted as I could be,

telling them that I was taking a little break from work and

not to worry, I’d be in touch soon. I rationalized that I

needed to work through it on my own before dragging my

parents into the mess.

Thinking about my parents and my internal struggle of

whether to call them started a whole new flood of emo-

tions. Memories of my childhood came to add fuel to an

already raging fire. Yes, we had been extremely poor with

seven people packed into a little two-bedroom duplex. It

was Mom who coined the phrase “the poverty area”

because she didn’t like thinking we lived in the “slums.”

Racial riots and knife fights on the bus were nothing out of

the ordinary. The parents from other neighborhoods didn’t

want their kids associating with us. Today, the newer resi-

dents call it the “ ’hood.” Gangs now rule those streets.

I was so ashamed of our family situation. I begged my

mom and dad to move. I worked my whole life to get out

of there, to get past my past. I can’t go back. I won’t go back

to that place.

I just can’t handle talking to them now, hearing them tell me

to come home. There’s no way I’m going back there, no matter
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what.With each step I took, my rage was building.Why did

this have to happen to me?

Just then, a raised section of the sidewalk caught my

foot, and in a moment I was on the ground. Stunned, I sat

there assessing the damage. My right elbow was only

scraped a little, but my left knee was bleeding. I got up and

limped to the closest bench. The flow of blood from my

knee was just about to hit the top of my sock. I need a

Kleenex, quick.

I felt a slight tap on my arm, and a hand held out a little

pack of those travel tissues. I was so involved with the

blood and pain that I didn’t even look up. I just grabbed

the gift given to me and started to nurse my wounds.

The sting and the throbbing took all my attention. As I

got the blood under control, I took several slow, deep

breaths that helped me calm down a bit, and I felt my heart-

beat slowing. I pulled off my shoe and sock to take a look

at my ankle, hoping it wasn’t too swollen. Fortunately, after

massaging it for a few minutes, and standing up on it again,

there was no pain.

It was only then that I took a look at the now empty tis-

sue pack. I looked around quickly, but no one was there.

Walking out to the main sidewalk that ran along the street,
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I looked up and down the lane. There wasn’t anyone who

looked like they might have been the tissue fairy. Hmm.

That’s weird, I thought.

With that, I tossed the empty package in the trash and

walked toward home. My wounds needed cleaning and

some antiseptic cream.
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Inspiration

Ifso the BagLady is someone you need to meet. A con-
temporary and empowering story, The BagLady’s
Guide to Elegant Living is a universally appealing fable

that inspires you to become more conscious in your ap-
proach to daily life.

At its center is Angela, a woman who has lost it all—
her husband, her career, and her passion for greeting each
day—and Rose, a mysterious bag lady who appears by
chance . . . or by fate. As their unlikely friendship blos-
soms, Rose will lead Angela on a path to find joy and
inner peace.

Simple and insightful, The BagLady’s Guide to Elegant
Living will propel you on a journey of self-discovery, re-
sulting in a richer and more meaningful life.

Dina Dove has been an entrepreneur and
business owner for more than thirty years. She co-
founded a financial education company, where she
helped develop coaching success programs that
have been implemented by more than a thousand
small-business owners.
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