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Just like the Ladies of the Lake, I have a “Bosom Bud” and this past year we went 
through an extraordinary journey together. My best friend of 37 years was diagnosed 
with breast cancer and in December of 2009 we started a journey to fight this disease 
that had invaded her body. 
 
I guess there is never a way to prepare yourself for this kind of news but because my 
friend was so strong, it was necessary I be as strong, on the outside at least. We had a 
“Heart to Heart” about what lie ahead and the journey began. Along with 2 of her sisters, 
we went to doctors appointments, waited anxiously while she was in surgery and had 
lots of “Table Talk” during the healing process. 
 
The next stage of the journey began. Chemotherapy treatments came first and we made 
each trip to the Cross an adventure.  It was a time to get to know each other even better 
and a time to see the true strength my friend has.  

The chemo soon began to 
take its toll and we even 
made shaving off the last of 
her hair an event. I wished 
several times, when she 
was sick through the 
chemo, that I could take 
away some of her pain, but 
she never once 
complained. What strength! 
Through feeling sick, losing 
hair, toenails and 
fingernails she continued to 
work and missed very few 
days. What strength! 
 
Next it was radiation and a 
new round of appointments 
to attend and a new round 
of hell to go through. Once 
again through it all, never a 
complaint. It was a 
milestone when at the end 
of August 2010, we 



attended the last appointment for radiation. We celebrated that night with dinner and 
more than “Just a Sip of Wine”. Now all we had to do is wait for all the healing before the 
final stage of the journey. 
 
November came and so did the appointments that would tell us if all the pain my friend 
went through was going to be worth it. On November 30th my “Bosom Bud,” her 2 sisters 
and I waited to see the doctor and waited to hear the results. I can honestly say that I 
was never more nervous about a doctor’s appointment! I didn’t realize until the doctor 
spoke the words “cancer free” that I had been holding my breath! No words were ever 
sweeter to hear and as I let out my breath I also cried tears of joy!! No tears had been 
shed during the journey as we had all made an agreement to remain positive and tears 
were just not allowed…..until now. 
The journey lasted close to a year and now it was over and it was time to celebrate with 
more than “Just a Sip of Wine”. We popped the champagne, we talked for hours and we 
celebrated how this journey had brought us all closer.   
 
This journey has had a life changing impact on me. It has changed the way I look at 
many things and it has shown me what true strength and what true friendship really are. 
I will never complain about a small pain or a sniffle and I will never take any friendship 
for granted. I even dusted off my running shoes and ran in the “Run for the Cure” with 
my “Bosom Bud” waiting at the finish line. My husband ran with me and it was much like 
the “Tortoise and the Hare” but we did it along with thousands of others. 
 
 Just like the “Ladies of the Lake” we are going to look at life through new eyes, enjoy 
our friends and families and never forget the amazing women that are going through this 
journey everyday. Go pink ladies and hope and pray for a cure for breast cancer. 
 
 
 
 

2nd  Place Winner of the “Ladies of the Lake Writing Contest 2011-03-15 
 

S. Carson, Ontario  
 

She selected a unframed print of “Snowman On the Lake” 

  All is fair in love and war is a famous phrase coined in 1578 by English poet and 
playwright, John Lyly. Our daily struggles are our own personal wars - the lows in our 
lives. Heartache, loneliness, hatred, abuse, illness, and loss are the muck of life we 
drudge through daily. These struggles not only teach us many of life’s important lessons, 
they make us extremely grateful for the peaceful, loving highs of life that make living 
worthwhile. It is within these highs of life, where one finds the bonds of true friendship. 
The Ladies of the Lake series, woven through a kaleidoscope of colour, allows you to 
recall your own memories, to return to a time when feelings of warmth filled your heart 
and a smile lit your face. 

  Our loyalty to each other keeps us strong. Our friendships are blessings through all 
life’s little mysteries. Even though I began my adventures into womanhood earlier than 
my sister, we battled through life’s challenges together. Although at different stages in 
our lives, we respected each other’s differences and rejoiced in our similarities. We 



shared our hopes, our dreams and were bonded in family and in love. Each painting in 
the Ladies of the Lake series allows me to once again frolic through life with my sister at 
my side. 
  Acceptance and unconditional love were gifts handed down to me by my grandmother. 
She taught me about the bond of friendship. My memories of ‘gram’ bring to mind a 
quote taken from Ludwig Van Beethoven, “In Eternity never shall I forget the days I 
spent with you. Continue to be my friend, as you will always find me yours.” This quote 
seems appropriate for the Ladies of the Lake series - the portrayal of true human 
connections, the friendship of many souls. One soul, many bodies! Possible? Absolutely! 
The power of love brings both light and friendship that can prevail over any form of 
darkness, even that of a dying soul. Even in death our memories linger on, bonding us 
forever. 
  Each painting in the series reminds me of events and memories in my life. One 
particular memory could transform and jump right onto a canvas to join with the other 
Ladies of the Lake I refer to as My Little Secret.  I giggle along as I write, more than 
happy to share my story with you.  
  In the healing, cold waters of Lake Huron, tucked back in a tiny cove is where our 
annual girl’s weekend takes place. Our small group consists of a nurse, a teacher, a 
banker, a minister, a student, a writer, and our oldest member, an eighty-six year old 
retiree. Each one leads a stressful life; families and children engulf most of their time 
during the year and they look forward to spending a weekend together, letting their hair 
down, enjoying the fellowship and catching up on a year’s worth of news.  
  Full hips, soft curves, unruly bulges, and dimpled skin keep us from lying on a beach in 
our bikinis. We prefer to sneak away to our little cove and blame the generation before 
us for our imperfections. Over the years our little changes in physical character became 
a joke among us. Over time, acceptance and comfort made our time together feel 
completely safe, leaving all our daily troubles behind to enjoy this weekend, free as a 
bird, with our friends. 
  Each year we would pick a theme and this particular year our theme was Mexican. We 
celebrated by wearing colourful bathing suits with matching plastic margarita glasses, 
sombreros to protect us from the sun, ponchos for swimsuit cover-ups and paddled a 
variety of coloured kayaks for transportation. The drink of choice was strawberry 
margaritas and ice cold beer.  
  The clear turquoise water of the secluded cove was inviting.  We spread our blankets 
on top of the smooth rocks beside the lake and imagined we were basking in the sun on 
our own private mountain top. We enjoyed each other’s company, talked about silly 
things, laughed until our sides split and shared our lives with each other. Relaxing, away 
from the hustle of the rest of the world, was very important to all of us. We enjoyed the 
privacy the little cove afforded us, allowing us to be ourselves and to let our hair down 
without having to worry about watchful eyes. This particular weekend we found 
ourselves bonding more than I could have ever anticipated. 
  Life was good. The sun was hot. We unpacked our collection of Mexican paraphernalia 
along the edge of the lake and prepared to soak up the sun. Adorned with colourful 
bathing suits, matching sombreros and relaxing to some not-so-familiar Mexican tunes, it 
wasn’t long before the cool clear water of the lake called to us. I recall Tina, the 
daredevil of our group, jumping in first. Within a few short minutes we were all enjoying 
ourselves, laughing, splashing, and exploring the cove. It was our wild little Mary that 
couldn’t help herself. A delightful screech pierced the air. We turned to see what the 
happy laughter was all about. Mary, her bathing suit in hand, was swinging it around in a 
circle over her head, yelling for everyone to join her.  



  It wasn’t long before everyone held their bathing suit high in the air, swinging it wildly 
around their head like synchronized swimmers in an afternoon show at the local pool. 
Hysterical laughter filled paradise that sunny afternoon. One of the ladies summed it up 
best, “We’re living the life of Riley, out of sight from the watchful eye of the rest of the 
world!”  
  We were all enjoying our new-found freedom when Bev called out to me, “Hey, Shone! 
Look at all these bubbles over here.”  
  I asked her, “What bubbles?”  
  Pointing to the surface of the water, Bev answered, “There are bubbles coming up from 
under the rocks over here. There’s a lot of them. Where do you think they’re coming 
from?” 
  I told Bev the bubbles were probably coming from the sand under the rocks. I explained 
to her how the rock ledge drops off and the water gets really deep but that there is sand 
on the bottom.   I told her to hang on and I swam back to shore to get my goggles, slowly 
reached my hand out trying not to expose myself in case a plane went by, and swam 
back to Bev. She had moved herself directly over the bubbles, giggling and screaming 
and twirling around and around in the water.  
  I put on my mask and snorkel and dunked my head under the surface of the water. Just 
beyond the rock ledge were five scuba divers standing on the sandy bottom looking up, 
waving at me and giving me a two-thumbs-up. At this point I froze, sheepishly tried to 
form a smile with my snorkel-filled mouth, waved back very slowly, turned and swam 
away.  
  As I surfaced Bev asked, “Where are the bubbles coming from?” 
  I quietly answered, “Oh, they’re coming up out of the sand on the bottom, just like I 
thought.” I figured, why ruin a day of the much-needed bonding we looked forward to all 
year. Bev continued to play in the bubbles for a few more minutes but eventually the 
bubbles went away and we continued to enjoy the sun, the fun and the fellowship. 
  Later that evening, as we walked into a popular local restaurant for supper, five men 
were sitting at the bar. Mary nudged me, “Do you see those guys at the bar. They keep 
laughing and smiling at us. Do we know them? Have we met them before?” 
  I just smiled and said, “No, I doubt we know them. They just appreciate beauty when 
they see it. I chuckled to myself thinking this will always be my little secret. 
  The faceless beauties of the Ladies of The Lake series brings to mind a playful, 
wonderful time in my life. This series represents real women and the timeless 
relationships they hold so close and dear to their heart . . . friendships that last forever.  
 
 
 
 

3rd Place Winner of the “Ladies of the Lake Writing Contest 2011-03-15 
 

JUST A SIP OF WINE 
 

by C. Blink, Alberta  
(winner of an unframed print)  

  
 The first time I saw the picture “Just a Sip of Wine”, I was astounded that 
Kathy Meaney had somehow snuck to our sunset watching parties where we 
sipped our wine and somehow took a picture of us and then painted us exactly 



how we were.  I was so taken by the joy it shows and the obvious friendships in 
the picture.  
 Kathy was at an art show at The Village at Pigeon Lake. I had arrived with 
my best friend, Shelagh, and when I saw the print, I knew I had to buy it for 
Shelagh’s 60th birthday, but how was I to do that when Shelagh was right there? 
As Shelagh was looking at other artists’ works, I quickly pulled out my checkbook 
and wrote a check and told Kathy’s sister which one I wanted and said I would 
pick it up later. I was so afraid someone else would buy it before I could get 
home to get my car.   
 Shelagh saw me write a check and asked which one I was buying. I 
quickly told her the one with four women playing cards. It reminded me of all the 
bridge games we play. Kathy’s sister winked at me and wrapped up that painting 
for me to take. My heart was pounding from the lie, but trying not to smile too 
much, I put it in Shelagh’s car. 
 As soon as I got back to the cabin, I took out the painting and jumped into 
my car and headed back to The Village where I exchanged the painting with 
“Just a Sip of Wine”. I headed back home. Little did I know that Shelagh had 
done the same thing. She raced back to The Village to buy a painting there for 
me. 
 My 60th birthday was that October. Shelagh had a party for me, and when 
I opened my gift, there was a painting called Bosom Buddies. Shelagh truly is my 
bosom buddy. We have known each other since we were 5. We both are heavy 
set and the picture truly represents us sitting on the dock drinking wine. For years 
I had made wine with my husband, and we always had an exorbitant amount to 
share with our friends. Sunsets brought out our Ma-Me-O family of friends to the 
beach to share many a glass. 
 Shelagh’s 60th birthday was in April and I had the picture all wrapped up to 

give her. I was so excited to give 
her this picture because it 
represented all of us so well.  I 
loved this picture so much that I 
actually bought one for myself.  
 When she opened it up, 
her husband, John, took a 
picture of the 4 of us friends 
drinking wine posing behind the 
painting. We were laughing so 
hard and having such a great 
time. 
 Paddy, the girl in the red, 
wanted a picture to take back to 
Idaho with her, so I gave her 

mine and ordered 2 more. Lisa, the one in the white pants wanted one too. 
 We all headed to Idaho to Paddy’s cabin a few days later. Now there were 
6 girls laughing and acting up and just enjoying everyone’s company. There is 
nothing better than girlfriends. It is great that our age does not matter. When we 



are together, the friendship bond is so great that no matter what we do, everyone 
accepts it and just laughs. 

 
 One of our last nights at the cabin in Idaho, Paddy had some neighbors 
over for supper. She showed them the Just a Sip of Wine painting and the fellow 
actually asked if we were the models for the painting. We just laughed and said, 
“Of course!”  
 Thank you so much, Kathy, for the Ladies of the Lake series. They touch 
such a chord for all of us, and we all have one of your paintings in our cabins to 
remember the fun we have together.  
 
 
 
 


