
































































































































































All In A Day’s Work

figure out what took you about five 
minutes, great job. 
HANNAH: Are you hiring? 

elitedaily.com

Breaking The Code
A couple of days after a software 
installation, a client called and 
complained that our product was 
completely broken. He threatened 
to cancel payments and drop the 
project. Fuming, he refused anything 
but on-site support (not part of 
the contract) and claimed that the 
instructions we left him were useless. 

He demanded that we make the 
three-hour trip today. I am shown 
into the client’s office and sit down.
ME: “What is your password?”
CLIENT: “I don’t know the password! 
That’s the whole problem!”

His assistant handed him 
the instructions and pointed to 
item number one: “On all new 
installations, the password is the 
user’s last name.” After he spelled his 
name aloud for me, I logged him in. 
He said thanks and I was shown out.

Clientsfromhell.com

Sound Familiar?
As the parent of a five-year-old boy, I 
can name all the dinosaurs and none 
of my colleagues. @pinkcamoto

I feel most offices have three people 
who do all the work and 15 people 
who walk around with salads.

@bazecrazeww

CLASSIC RÉSUMÉ 
BLOOPERS 

Woman who sent her résumé 
and cover letter without 

deleting someone else’s editing, 
including such comments as  

‘I don’t think you want to say this 

about yourself here.’

Candidate wrote résumé as a 
play – Act 1, Act 2, etc.

‘Skills: Strong Work Ethic, 
Attention to Detail, Team 

Player, Self-Motivated, 
Attention to Detail.’

A woman had attached  
a picture of herself in a  
Minnie Mouse costume.

‘I am loyal to my  
employer at all costs. Please  

feel free to respond to my 
résumé on my office voicemail.’

‘I have an excellent  
track record, although I am  

not a horse.’
Sources: The Washington Post,  

Careerbuilder.ca, Fortune magazine
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Pilgrim’s
Progress

Slow adventures on walking routes with historical 
and spiritual backstories are the new travel rage 
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h e t h e r  y o u ’ r e 
s e a r c h i n g  f o r 
spiritual solace or 
simply wish to leave 
modern life behind 

and connect with the great outdoors 
for a few days, following pilgrimage 
routes across the world is becoming 
increasingly popular among tourists 
and hikers. For thousands of years, 
travellers have visited specific desti-
nations of religious significance, such 
as sacred shrines. Pilgrimages have 
long featured in world religions such 
as Christianity, Islam, Buddhism, 
Hinduism, Judaism and Shinto. 

Today, repurposed pilgrimages fol-
lowing time-worn paths are emerg-
ing in many destinations, including 

TRAVEL

Scotland, India, Japan, England and 
Italy, as tourism authorities court 
more secular visitors. 

In 1985, a rou nd 1200 people 
walked the famous Camino De Santi-
ago trail in northwest Spain. By 2019, 
before COVID-19 got in the way, it 
had leapt to almost 350,000.  

For modern-day wayfarers, who 
are interested in visiting famous re-
ligious landmarks or simply enjoy 
walking through beautiful villages, 
forests and mountains, there is im-
proved accommodation, up-to-date 
signage and handy map apps. Trails 
vary from one-day walks to month-
long treks.

Here are some of the best pilgrim 
walking routes. 
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The ‘Way Of St James’ is the best-
known European pilgrim route, 
attracting hundreds of thousands 

of walkers every year. It’s actually not 
just one path but a network of them, 
spanning a wide region of France, Spain 
and Portugal.

Some of these paths stretch for 
hundreds of kilometres across  the 
mountains and hills between the French 
Pyrenees and Portuguese Peneda 
Geres, but all lead to the same spot in 
Spanish Galicia – the Cathedral of 
Santiago de Compostela. This shrine to 

the apostle St James is a UNESCO World 
Heritage Site that has attracted visitors 
for hundreds of years.

The far west of Spain is a green and 
unspoilt region, and Santiago de 
Compostela is a spellbinding medieval 
city. But sometimes the route is so 
popular there can be a shortage of 
accommodation along the way, so book 
ahead. The sheer number of pilgrims 
finishing the route can lead to a 
bottleneck of weary walkers queuing to 
enter the cathedral at the end, too. 
santiago-compostela.net

CAMINO DE SANTIAGO
SPAIN, FRANCE AND PORTUGAL
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OThis drover’s path across a ridge of 
chalk hills may have existed since 
prehistoric times, but it became 

spiritually significant after the murder 
and canonisation of Thomas Becket in 
1170. His Canterbury shrine started to 
draw pilgrims from all over Europe, 
including Geoffrey Chaucer’s colourful 
bunch in The Canterbury Tales.

The most celebrated route winds 
from St Swithun’s Shrine in Winchester 
Cathedral 240 kilometres across the 

North Downs to Canterbury. It’s a 
glimpse of classic English countryside, 
full of wide rural views.

After collecting the medieval 
‘wayfarer’s dole’ – a free ration of bread 
and beer – on leaving Winchester, 
walkers follow tree-lined paths that 
pass a long sequence of historic sites, 
like the Black Prince’s holy well and 
Chilham’s Norman castle.
britishpilgrimage.org/portfolio/pilgrims-
way-to-canterbury

THE PILGRIM’S WAY
ENGLAND
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The smallest of Japan’s main islands, 
Shikoku hosts a variety of natural, 
culinary and cultural experiences. 

One of these is the Shikoku Henro, or the 
pilgrimage to 88 temples dotted around 
the island. Shikoku is where the revered 
Buddhist monk Kukai (774-835), 
posthumously known as Kobo Daishi, 
was born and trained. The full route 
covers roughly 1400 kilometres. 
Traditionally, it would take a month or 
two to complete on foot, staying 
overnight in shukubo (temple lodgings) 
along the way, but modern wayfarers use 

public transport and bikes as well. There 
are also shorter routes covering fewer 
temples. While the temples welcome 
visitors, guests are asked to follow the 
proper etiquette when they arrive, such 
as washing their hands and mouth and 
lighting incense.

Another popular trail in Japan is the 
68-kilometre Nakahechi route, which 
links Buddhist and Shinto shrines and is 
part of the centuries-old Kumano Kodo 
pilgrimage trail on Honshu island. 
shikoku-tourism.com/en/shikoku-henro/
shikoku-henro

SHIKOKU HENRO
JAPAN

Pilgrim’s Progress
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Walking across the narrow tidal 
causeway to Lindisfarne Abbey 
on Holy Island, England, would 

give anyone spiritual goosebumps. The 
timeless atmosphere of this early 
Christian monastic site is a rewarding 
finale to an epic 100-kilometre walking 
trail through the Scottish Borders.

The official route is now being 
promoted by tourism officials keen to 
recreate the success of the Camino. 
You’ll find all the modern internet 
marketing and online maps, but don’t 
forget the path commemorates a 
seventh-century Anglo Saxon monk, 
bishop, hermit and saint. 

St Cuthbert died alone in his remote 

refuge on the Farne Islands, but his 
relics were buried at Lindisfarne and 
repeatedly protected from Viking raids. 
He became a medieval cult figure, 
inspiring pilgrims from all over Britain, 
including King Alfred the Great who 
claimed to have been inspired by a 
dream of the saint to unite Britain.

Today St Cuthbert’s route starts at a 
12th-century abbey at Melrose in 
Scotland, the town where he grew up. 
Walkers follow modern signs featuring 
St Cuthbert’s cross over the glorious 
panoramic viewpoints of the hilly 
borderlands and along the River Tweed 
to the Northumberland coast.
stcuthbertsway.info

ST CUTHBERT’S WAY
SCOTLAND AND ENGLAND
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LES CHEMINS DU 
MONT SAINT MICHEL
FRANCE

Walking across Normandy from 
Rouen to Mont St Michel can 
provide a wonderful pastoral 

walking holiday across the top of rural 
France. Traditional routes to Le Mont 
cover 320 kilometres from Rouen or 
160 kilometres from Caen.

There is one part of the medieval 
experience, however, that today’s 
walkers should avoid. The fairytale 
island’s religious sanctuary stands 
alone in a wide bay of mud flats where 
the tide notoriously comes in at the 
speed of a galloping horse. A 
thousand years ago pilgrims didn’t 
have the benefit of tide tables and 
trusted in God to protect their walk 
across kilometres of tidal mud. Sadly, 
their prayers were not always heard, 
and many were swept away by tides. 

Today, some people still carefully 
take paths across the bay at low tide, 
but the safest approach to Le Mont is 
over the new bridge and causeway.
lescheminsdumontsaintmichel.com

VIA COLONIENSIS
GERMANY AND LUXEMBOURG

Medieval Germany had its own 
pilgrimage routes and one of 
the best has been revived for 

modern walking holidays. The Via 
Coloniensis runs for 240 kilometres 
through the gentle wooded hills of 
western Germany and modern 
Luxembourg. 

The route was considered a 
preliminary for hardy pilgrims bound 
for the enormous trek to Santiago de 
Compostela in Spain. Today’s 
walkers can start at Cologne’s 
magnificent Gothic cathedral, the 
largest in northern Europe, and 
follow clearly marked paths to finish 
at Trier’s multi-spired St Peter’s 
Cathedral. Commissioned by 
Emperor Constantine in the fourth 
century, St Peter’s is Germany’s 
oldest church.
jcjourneys.com/way-of-st-james-
germany-via-coloniensis                  
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BONUS READ

BY Katie McKenna

F R O M  T H E  B O O K  H O W  T O  G E T  R U N  O V E R  B Y  A  T R U C K 

What started as a bicycle ride through 
the city on a beautiful morning turned 
ugly when the rider took a wrong turn 
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would be untrue. But there were 
signs from God, three, in fact: 1. My 
bike tyres were f lat; 2. I almost fell 
down the stairs trying to get my bike 
out of the apartment; and – most im-
portant – 3. I decided not to wear any 
underwear that day.

As a child I was told to always wear 
clean underwear. My mother’s rea-
son was always the same: “What if 
you get into an accident?” This nev-
er made any sense to me. I had just 
got up, and the idea of putting on a 
beautifully pristine pair of undies 
made no sense. 

It was an unbelievably beautiful 
day. There was the smell of autumn 
in the air, the sky was a deep blue, 
and there was no one on the streets. 
The morning felt like a secret; it was 
so dark and quiet, it gave me shivers. 
The trees on my block were begin-
ning to change from dark green to a 
golden yellow. Autumn has always 
been my favourite season, a time 
of new beginnings, a new jacket – a 
chance to start over again.

THE LAST THING I REMEMBER
BEFORE BEING RUN OVER WAS THE HOLLOW SOUND  
OF MY FIST BANGING THE SIDE OF THE TRUCK, AND 
THEN I FELT AS THOUGH I WAS TUMBLING. ALL I 
COULD THINK WAS, PLEASE LET THIS MAN STOP 
BEFORE THE SECOND SET OF WHEELS COMES FOR ME.
So, how do you get run over by a 
semi-trailer? My first recommenda-
tion is to ride a bicycle.

I live in Brooklyn, and all the hip-
sters ride bicycles. I figured if those 
music lovers could handle riding 
their bikes in Brooklyn so could I.  
I mean, hello! I was an all-county 
track champion in high school.

I actually did, for almost a year. I 
rode my bike on errands. I rode my 
bike to work. I rode my bike to my 
friends’ apartments, locking it to 
stop signs and feeling eco-conscious 
and thoughtful. In the summer I 
even took myself on romantic bike 
rides. Stopping in McCarren Park at 
twilight made me feel like I was in a 
foreign film, sitting on a park bench 
in a black beret and a scarf  – when in 
reality I was sitting on patchy brown 
grass, wearing sports shorts and run-
ning shoes.

When I woke up early on Octo-
ber 2, I won’t tell you that there was 
a hand on my shoulder that told me 
not to go out that day – because that P
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I walked my bike one block up and 
over another to the station. By 6.15, 
tyres fully inflated, I was riding down 
Metropolitan Avenue (a major thor-
oughfare in Brooklyn) without much 
of a plan. I knew I wanted to ride for 
45 minutes and just explore the neigh-
bourhood.

About half an hour into my ride, 
the sun was starting to rise over the 
low buildings on Vandervoort Av-
enue. I decided that watching the 
sunrise as I rode out the last 15 min-
utes would be a per-
fect conclusion to my 
morning workout. I 
wanted to take this 
morning and make it 
mine. I wanted to see 
something beautiful 
and then be able to 
keep it in my pocket 
all day. It would be my 
secret to keep.

S t o p p i n g  a t  t h e 
lights at the corner of 
Maspeth and Vandervoort, I looked 
back at the car behind me, a black 
Mazda sedan. I waved at the driver 
and pointed to the right, letting them 
know which way I was going to turn. 
The semi-trailer that was next to me 
didn’t have its indicator on, so I as-
sumed the driver was going straight. 
Just in case he wasn’t, I waved in his 
side mirror anyway. I pointed to my-
self and then I pointed to the right. 
I always communicated with truck 
drivers via their side-view mirrors. 

Every one of them had a sign that 
specifically said, IF YOU CAN’T SEE 
MY MIRRORS, I CAN’T SEE YOU. My 
assumption was that the opposite 
was also true: if you can see my mir-
rors, I can see you. I was wrong.

When the lights turned green, I 
took the right turn wide and easy, 
without a thought about the 18-wheel 
vehicle to my left – because it wasn’t 
turning, and for that matter the Maz-
da wasn’t either. I thought I had tons 
of room. I didn’t. 

The last thing I re-
member before being 
run over was the hol-
low sound of my fist 
banging the side of the 
truck, and then I felt 
as though I was tum-
bling. I don’t k now 
where my bike had 
gone. I knew I was on 
the road, and there 
was this moment when 
I thought, Am I in an 

action movie? This happens in action 
movies. What would Bruce Willis do? 
What can I do to stop this?!?

The answer was nothing. There 
was nothing I could do.

Before I even realised what was 
happening, I felt pressure and then 
heard a cracking sound. The realisa-
tion that the cracking was my bones 
shocked me. I squeezed my eyes shut, 
and I felt the first four wheels of the 
truck run over my body. I didn’t have 
time to process the pain. All I could 

MY ASSUMPTION 
WAS THAT THE 

OPPOSITE  
WAS ALSO TRUE:  
IF YOU CAN SEE  
MY MIRRORS,  

I CAN SEE YOU.  
I WAS WRONG
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think was, Please let this man stop 
before the second set of wheels comes 
for me.

“No, no, no, please God no,” I 
shr ieked before t he second set 
of wheels rolled over my already 
crushed middle.

This time I kept my eyes open. 
I watched this second set of giant 
wheels run over my body. I heard 
more cracking and felt the grooves in 
the tyres on my skin. I heard the mud 
flaps thwack over me. I felt gravel in 
my back. I was a sparrow that had 
lingered too long in 
the road, no different 
from every slow bird, 
ever y irresponsible 
squirrel, every way-
ward dog t hat just 
wasn’t fast enough.

T he n  t he r e  w a s 
the sound of a horn 
– a one-note beep 
t h a t  d i d n’t  s t o p . 
This was the kind of 
horn-blowing you hear on the ex-
pressway during rush hour, the kind 
where you know the horn is being 
punched out of frustration. When I 
heard that horn, I thought to myself, 
Now you beep. You couldn’t have 
beeped before your death machine 
crushed my body? 

Hearing something meant I was 
still alive. I was still here and – as 
long as I stayed awake – I was alive. 
As long as my eyes were open, I was 
awake. So I barely blinked.

I lay there waiting for something 
to change, to get better or worse. I 
waited for a break in the silence that 
kept ringing in my ears. I remember 
looking up as the early morning sky 
went from that deep blue to a sun-
light-pale, pale blue – the clouds 
looked as if they were whipped out of 
fairy floss.

I screamed out for someone to 
call my mother. If she was there, 
she could fix it. As soon as she was 
notified, all this could be undone. 
Because this was not reality. Reali-

ty was the fact that I 
had to get back to my 
apartment and iron 
my shirt. Reality was 
that I had a big day 
at work, and I was 
nervous about getting 
sweaty in my new suit. 
Reality was not that I 
was on the precipice 
of losing my life – that 
was not what was hap-

pening. I refused to close my eyes.

AS THE INITIAL SHOCK OF IMPACT 
began to wear off, my body reacted 
with crushing pain. It was unlike 
anything I could have imagined. I 
was confused by it. I couldn’t believe 
there could be a sensation so horri-
ble and intense or that it would con-
tinue to radiate out of my body. This 
excruciating pain stayed right where 
it was, doing relay races up and down 
the length of my body. I didn’t know 

“NO, NO, NO,  
PLEASE GOD NO,”  

I SHRIEKED BEFORE 
THE SECOND SET OF 

WHEELS ROLLED 
OVER MY ALREADY 
CRUSHED MIDDLE
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what to do. I didn’t know how to stop 
it. I couldn’t shake it off, or massage 
it, or walk to a place that I thought 
would somehow give me relief. I had 
no choice but to just lie there, trying 
not to drown in it.

I remember a young woman about 
my age come over and said she 
would call my mother. She asked me 
if I knew her phone number. I did. 
I remembered it as a song that my 
mother had taught my siblings and 
me to help us learn all the numbers. 
This young woman, 
the one who was call-
ing my mother now, 
had been in the black 
Mazda. Her boyfriend 
had been driving. He 
was directing traffic 
around me, around 
the accident scene. 
They were saving me.

He put up orange cones, and flares 
were l it around me. Ever y t hing 
changed. I watched as this woman 
took responsibility for calling a per-
fect stranger’s mother to tell her that 
her daughter’s body had just been 
crushed by a semi-trailer. I heard 
her say that her name was Gisele; she 
sounded scared. Her voice shook as 
she told my family’s answering ma-
chine that I had been in an accident 
and that whoever got this should call 
her back as soon as possible.

I knew then that I was broken. 
My mother wasn’t home. She had 
been called and nothing was better. 

Plus, Gisele was so frightened – she 
couldn’t even feign calm as she left 
that message. I was stricken with 
terror, but I couldn’t give in to it. I 
thought that if I let myself fall into it 
– fall into the fear, the loneliness, the 
hurt – I would be lost forever. I had 
no phone, no ID and, no underwear. 
If I didn’t manage to stay conscious, 
I would become a whorish Jane Doe 
who rode a bicycle. I couldn’t go out 
like that.

My one job was to stay awake. I 
needed to stay awake.

My brain kept whir-
ring as I lay on that 
Brooklyn street: What 
do these people need 
to know? What do I 
need to say? 

“I can move my toes 
and my fingers – if I 
pass out, tell the par-

amedics I’m not paralysed.” I spoke 
with the authority of someone who 
actually knew what they were talking 
about, not a theatre major who could 
barely put on a Band-Aid. Thank God 
for all those TV movies I watched – 
you know the ones, where someone 
gets into an accident and then freak 
out and say, “I can’t move my legs, 
I CAN’T MOVE MY LEGS.” Well, I 
couldn’t move my legs either. But I 
could move my toes, and I knew that 
counted for something.

“Please, can you hold my hand?” 
I asked Gisele. “I’m scared.” I didn’t 
want to say it. I wanted to be strong 

AS THE INITIAL 
SHOCK OF IMPACT 
BEGAN TO WEAR 

OFF, MY BODY 
REACTED WITH  
CRUSHING PAIN
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Katie McKenna with her mother, father, brother Conor and boyfriend Bak 

and funny and to let this just roll 
off me. I wanted to believe that this 
wasn’t a big deal – that I could put a 
Band-Aid on this one, all by myself. 
But after telling another person I was 
frightened, it became clear to me 
that I wasn’t tough enough to do this 
on my own. My mother wasn’t there 
and I was surrounded by strangers. 
So I did what made me feel like I was 
close to my family: I began to pray.

I asked Gisele, the stranger hold-
ing my hand, if she would pray with 
me. Without knowing if she was 
Catholic, Protestant, Jewish or Mus-
lim – I began to pray the Hail Mary. 
I prayed to Mary to not let me die. I 
really didn’t want to die.

My voice usually quivered at the 
‘hour-of-death’ part when I said this 
prayer out loud – this time it felt as 
if the words were shaking my entire 
body. Was this it? Seriously? Was I 
going to die, here on this street in 
Brooklyn, because of a wrong turn 
on a bike ride?

The only thing I could control 
just then was my eyes. They were 
the only part of my body that wasn’t 
hurting. I kept them open for my 
mother, for my father, for my sister, 
for my brothers, for my boyfriend, for 
my friends – I knew if I closed them 
I would be giving up on ever seeing 
those people again, on seeing any-
thing else in my life again. If I closed P
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my eyes, there was the possibility 
that I would be in darkness forever. 
So I stared unblinking into the sun-
light, fearfully gulping up as much 
light as I could.

W H E N  I  O P E N E D  m y  e y e s , 
ever ything was white. The after-
noon sunlight was blindingly white, 
my sheets were white, and I was feel-
ing white-hot pain. My whole body 
felt like the tip of a flame. What was 
happening was beyond anything I 
had ever felt before. 
I had heard people 
use white-hot  as a 
descriptor, and it had 
never made sense to 
me until now. Before, 
when I thought of hot 
t h i ngs, t he colou r 
t hat came to mind 
was red. Now, when I closed my eyes 
I could see the colour of my agony 
– and it was white. It was a remind-
er from my broken body that now 
everything had been flipped. I could 
no longer slip into the cool darkness 
behind my eyelids; even there, only 
bright, bright white lived.

I discovered tubes sticking out of 
every one of my orifices and wires 
extending from my fingers. I felt like 
a plastic octopus. The machines all 
around me, which these tubes were 
no doubt attached to, wouldn’t stop 
beeping. Was the stuff running in 
and out of the tubes causing the ma-
chines to beep? If that was the case, 

then I would like for the tubes to tell 
the machines to tell the nurses I was 
thirsty. Exhausted from this thought 
exercise, I closed my eyes and fell 
back into the whiteness.

When I opened my eyes again, my 
mum and dad, my brother Conor, 
and my boyfriend, Bak, were stand-
ing at the end of my hospital bed. 
My father’s face was bright red, and 
he had his fist up to his mouth. His 
shoulders shook as he sobbed. Tears 
slipped down my face as I waved at 

him and mum, and 
then I pointed to my-
self and curled my fin-
gers into the OK sign. 
I didn’t actually feel 
OK, but I didn’t think 
that a thumbs-down 
sign was appropriate 
– they looked worried 

enough as it was. In reality, having 
them there did make ever ything 
seem a little more OK.

“Hi, baby,” my mother said as she 
pinched my toe. My tears didn’t stop, 
but I felt soothed knowing that I 
wasn’t alone anymore.

As happy as I was to see everyone, 
my need for water trumped any other 
thought I had. My thirst was so great 
that it created a miracle – I final-
ly found a way to use something of 
what I had learned from 11th-grade 
chemistry class. I tried to make the 
chemical combination of H

2
O with 

my fingers, but my hands and arms 
felt heavy. It was like they had fallen 

 IF I CLOSED MY 
EYES, THERE WAS 
THE POSSIBILITY 

THAT I WOULD BE IN 
DARKNESS FOREVER
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asleep and my attempt to wake them 
had promoted an attack by thou-
sands of pins and needles. My finger 
acrobatics left me exhausted, frus-
trated and still thirsty. Defeated, I 
closed my eyes.

Four hours later, they removed 
my breathing tube. I was now able 
to tell them what I wanted. It was 
such relief to be able to speak and 
to know that I wasn’t paralysed, but 
in that moment the best part was 
knowing they were going to bring 
me some water. They 
brought me ice chips 
instead. I was only 
allowed a small cup 
of those lovely little 
things, but they were 
magnificent. I know 
e v e r y o n e  a l w a y s 
knocks hospital food, 
but I have to say that 
they do ice chips beautifully. That 
first glorious chip I chomped into 
had more give than a regular ice 
cube, and then it broke apart into 
hundreds of litt le melting snow-
flakes in my cardboard mouth. I was 
elated.

A WEEK AFTER THE ACCIDENT, I 
was moved out of the ICU. The doc-
tors felt I was stable and ready to be 
in the regular part of the hospital. I 
didn’t want to leave. The ICU was 
so bright, and people talked quiet-
ly and treated me delicately, as if I 
was special. But I guess I didn’t need 

their intensive care anymore, so I was 
kicked out. There wouldn’t be people 
watching over me at all times. No one 
would be checking in on me, making 
sure I felt OK, asking if I was thirsty, 
or pushing the hair away from my 
face.

On t his f loor t he doctors did 
rounds about three t imes a day, 
with the morning rounds being the 
longest and most important. In that 
meeting they would tell me about 
what was going to happen during the 

day and do a once-
over of all my medi-
cal stuff. The rounds 
lasted about five min-
utes or so and, in that 
t ime, they threw as 
much information at 
me as possible.

O n e  m o r n i n g  a 
group of three doc-

tors came in looking more serious 
than usual. There was a lot to brief 
me on – first and foremost that was 
the day we were covering pain man-
agement. The phrase pain man-
agement always made me laugh a 
little. It sounded as though it was a 
department in the company of my 
body: “And on your left is where Ka-
tie manages her pain, sets up sched-
ules, hires and fires, and sets stand-
ards and goals for her pain.”

If there really was a pain manage-
ment department, I was a poor man-
ager. My pain was all over the place. 
No one showed up on time, no one 

FOUR HOURS LATER, 
THEY REMOVED MY 
BREATHING TUBE.  
I WAS NOW ABLE  

TO TELL THEM  
WHAT I WANTED
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followed the dress code, and not one 
person filled out their tax form cor-
rectly. It was a mad show.

Every morning they checked in 
to see how good a manager I was by 
asking me my pain level, and every 
morning, I told them it was a ten. 
Every time. It was always ten – that 
is, unless I felt like dropping an 11 on 
them. Those were usually the really 
slow mornings.

“Katie, do you feel like your pain 
comes in waves?” one of the doctors 
asked that morning.

“ Y e a h ,  i t  g e t s 
w or s e s ome t i me s . 
Like when I move, 
or breathe too hard, 
or do anything with 
my body. But, if I am 
completely still and 
barely breathe, it is a 
steady pain.” I was re-
ally good at explaining how I felt to 
doctors – when I breathe, it hurts. 
When I don’t, I feel much better.  
According to my synopsis, all I had 
to do was barely breathe, and I’d be 
just fine.

“OK, so what we think will be best 
for your pain management would be 
if you got a morphine drip that would 
be attached to a pump, so you can 
use more medicine when you’re in a 
lot of pain and less when the pain is 
not as intense.”

The idea of a morphine pump 
made sense to me; this way I could 
get the meds I needed, when I needed 

them. I could try to manage what was 
happening to me better. No one un-
derstood my pain like I did, so having 
this pump as a weapon in my man-
agerial arsenal seemed like a good 
idea. The doctors left me feeling con-
fident that this would be the answer 
to my problems.

Later that day the nurses brought 
in this huge machine, offering star-
tling little instruction. They inserted 
the IV in the vein on the inside of my 
elbow and attached it to the pump. 

This machine would 
allow morphine to be 
pumped directly into 
my veins ever y si x 
minutes. They were 
giving me the maxi-
mum amount of mor-
phine my body could 
take without overdos-
ing. If I got any more, I 

could unintentionally kill myself like 
an 1980s punk rocker. I figured I’d be 
floating on a cloud of feeling better.

I was mistaken.
The nurses took off the fentanyl 

pain patch that had been excreting 
medicine into my bloodstream slow-
ly, carefully, and without me having 
to work for it. They put the clicker 
that was attached to the pump into 
my hand. It was cylindrical and 
had a button at the top that fitted 
my thumb perfectly. Left with this 
huge machine, and the instruction 
to press the button when I felt pain, 
I assumed my pain would somehow 

I WAS REALLY  
GOOD AT 

EXPLAINING HOW  
I FELT TO DOCTORS 
– WHEN I BREATHE,  

IT HURTS
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oblige by making an appearance 
every six minutes or so.

My body knew the patch had been 
removed about a half hour after the 
doctors and the nurses left. The 
lightning bolts were brighter, strong-
er, more frightening than anything 
I had felt thus far. I simply couldn’t 
comprehend that my body could feel 
this bad without me actually dying. 
In my first act as official pain man-
ager, I forcefully pressed the button 
down with my thumb until I heard 
the click of the pump. 
A second later there 
was a rush of cold 
that spread down my 
left forearm into my 
fingers and all over 
my body, dulling the 
pain.

Relief and release: 
t h i s  p u m p  w a s  a 
manager’s dream. The pain was still 
there, but it felt controlled. It felt like 
it could be handled. It felt amazing.

But then five minutes after pressing 
the pump, something changed. The 
morphine and its numbing fingers 
wore off, and when I pushed the but-
ton again, there was no click, no rush 
of cold, no relief. The pain was still 
very much there, and it was angry. I 
kept pushing down the button with 
my thumb over and over again, wait-
ing, hoping enough time had passed. 
It has to have been one minute al-
ready. Sixty little seconds. They must 
have passed. THIS IS THE LONGEST  

60 SECONDS IN HISTORY! When I 
was about to lose my mind and rip 
the pump out and beg for the patch 
back, I heard the click, and then 
the cold rush, and finally the relief. 
It became crystal clear to me how 
people could become addicted to 
morphine. I felt the craving and the 
desperation.

Those last 60 seconds became the 
worst moments of my day. Wanting 
it to be six minutes, needing for it 
to be six minutes. I stared up at that 

clock, feeling the pain 
invade my body and 
fearing that it would 
never go away. I made 
up excuses for why 
this wasn’t working: 
maybe t he doctors 
messed up the dos-
age? Maybe they just 
d id n’t rea l ise how 

tough I am? I know my chart says I 
can’t take more morphine than this 
and not have my heart explode, but 
I know I can.

I begged for more medication, for 
a little higher dosage to get through 
that sixth minute. They told me they 
were sorry I was having this pain, 
but they couldn’t give me any more 
morphine because there could be se-
rious complications... like me dying. 
I knew the truth though: my doctors 
were a bunch of unfeeling cowards – 
OK, Katie might die, gotta be careful. 
At this point I didn’t care if I died. I 
just wanted to stop hurting.

I SIMPLY COULDN’T 
COMPREHEND THAT  

MY BODY COULD 
FEEL THIS BAD 
WITHOUT ME 

ACTUALLY DYING
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This whole situation was compli-
cated by the fact that I was never very 
good at maths. All the adding up of 
minutes confused me. Luckily, I had 
been pretty decent at my multiplica-
tion tables up to the tens, and miracle 
of miracles, six was within that realm. 
So, one day I began my pumping at 
6am exactly, and from then on I knew 
at what position the big hand on the 
clock would need to be at when I 
could get my medicine again.

I w rote out the numbers on a 
napk in: six, 12, 18, 
24, 30, 36, 42, 48, 54, 
60. Those were the 
good numbers. Every 
other number was a 
bad one. I stared at 
that clock, wishing 
for multiples of six, 
worshipping t hem, 
dreaming of them ... 
which, on top of being sad, was a lit-
tle creepy.

I would click the button and hope 
for a glitch. I would pray for the ma-
chine to break and give me a little 
more, just a little more to keep the 
pain away. When my six minutes 
were up, I would hear the click that 
made the pump go, and I would stare 
at my forearm and watch my veins 
take in the painkiller. I believed I 
could see the pain actually being 
killed, everything easing, my mus-
cles and bones healing, all that was 
wrong becoming right again, at least 
for the next five minutes.

As time went on, the space be-
tween the electric shocks of pain 
lengthened. And as I became a better 
pain manager, I tried to stretch out 
the periods of time between pumps. 
It was a game I played with myself, 
trying to stave off pressing the pump. 
I would try for 12 minutes instead of 
six, and if I made it, I would feel ex-
cessively proud of myself. If I got to 
15, I would call a managers’ meeting 
with myself and offer me a raise, an 
award, the promise of a promotion.

One day I set a goal 
for myself – a serious 
I-a m-not-messi ng-
around goal. I was 
going to wait 30 min-
utes between pumps. 
The lightning bolts of 
pain came at around 
15 m i nut e s,  but  I 
breathed in and out, 

concentrating on what was happen-
ing on The Golden Girls. From what 
I could tell, Rose was dumb, Blanche 
was slutty, Dorothy was sarcastic 
and Sophia was just sassy. As divert-
ing as this show can be, I willed the 
ladies to be dumb, slutty, sarcastic 
and sassy faster. I wasn’t sure I could 
hold out without pushing the trigger, 
but time crept by at its own stubborn 
pace with no interest in how I wanted 
it to roll.

When the last joke was uttered 
and the canned applause began, I 
felt an incredible sense of pride and 
accomplishment. I had fought it. I 

AS TIME WENT ON,  
THE SPACE 

BETWEEN THE 
ELECTRIC  

SHOCKS OF PAIN 
LENGTHENED
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had fought the pain! I had fought and 
won! I felt f lushed with my victory. 
That afternoon, I threw myself a little 
party in my body’s conference room. 
There was a cake with World’s Best 
Manager written on it in blue frost-
ing. And I don’t know much about 
much, but if something is written in 
blue frosting, you have a moral obli-
gation to believe it.

So I did.

I HATED THAT I COULDN’T WALK. I 
hated that I was help-
less and listless and 
had no control of my 
body; but I hated the 
idea of leaving my bed 
way more. I had be-
come well acquainted 
with the pain I was in 
when I was in bed. I 
knew what it looked 
like. I knew what it felt 
like. I knew what was 
hurting and why. In my bed I knew 
where the remote control was. I knew 
how far I could tilt my bed before the 
shock waves of pain would start, but I 
didn’t know anything else. It had tak-
en me weeks to get accustomed to this 
hurt, and I wasn’t sure I could handle 
a new kind.

The idea of the pain was terrifying, 
but more than the pain I feared the 
doctors would be right, and maybe I 
wouldn’t be able to walk again. I kept 
the hope I would be normal again 
tucked away in my heart. Maybe I will 

be able to sit up on my own. Maybe 
someday I can stand. Maybe some-
day I will be able to walk. That ‘may-
be’ was what I clung to. With physical 
therapy there was no maybe – it was 
either sink or swim. I wanted to crawl 
under the cardboard sheets and nev-
er come out again. I wanted to live in 
the hope, let it surround me, untested. 
If I had my way, I would never have 
to try; it would just happen. I would 
wake up one day and I would be able 
to walk, and everything would be nor-

mal again. I would be 
just like Pollyanna.

It turned out there 
was no need for me to 
be as scared of my first 
physical therapy ses-
sion as I had been. My 
therapist’s name was 
Lou, and in my opin-
ion he had no concept 
of the gravity of this 
situation. This was a 

big deal for me. Not just a big deal, a 
HUGE deal. If I did this physical ther-
apy business correctly, it would bring 
me to another level of my recovery. 
If I didn’t, I would sink into a deep, 
dark abyss that I wasn’t sure I would 
be able to climb out of.

The thing that made it super clear 
to me that he didn’t ‘get’ what a big 
deal this was for me was that he was 
whistling. Whistling? This is not a 
happy occasion, friend. This is not the 
bridge in a country song. Are you not 
aware of how desperate my situation 

 I FELT AN 
INCREDIBLE SENSE 

OF PRIDE AND 
ACCOMPLISHMENT.  
I HAD FOUGHT IT.  

I HAD FOUGHT  
THE PAIN!
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is? Don’t you feel sorry for me? Aren’t 
you worried I won’t be able to do 
this? Get with the programme: Katie + 
Trying to Sit + Right Now = Potential 
Heartbreak.

Both my parents were in the hospi-
tal room with me at the time, covered 
head to toe in protective garments 
because the staph infection I’d con-
tracted wasn’t completely healed yet. 
Everything around me was yellow – all 
their protective gear, the head caps, 
the apron-gown things. The walls and 
the lights in the room were all differ-
ent shades of yellow. It was like being 
inside a box of Lemonheads. 

They were expectant, they were 
nervous, they were hopeful. I hadn’t 
told them I was scared. I was so sick 
of telling them I was scared or incapa-
ble or sad – I had decided this time I 
would keep it to myself. I hoped some-
how I would be able to pull myself up 
by my own bootstraps, even though I 
wasn’t wearing boots at this exact mo-
ment, and just get it done. If the whole 
bootstrap thing didn’t work, I had a 
plan B that included chickening out 
and then crying like a huge baby.

“OK, Katie, you are going to sit up 
on your own now,” Lou said to me 
breezily. He started to tilt the bed 
slowly upwards, the mechanical 
hum lifting me closer and closer to 
change. With each centimetre to-
wards sitting upright I became more 
and more aware of my rapidly beat-
ing heart and my sweating palms. 

Lou was a man of act ion. He 

took his huge left hand and put it 
behind my shoulder blade, and 
then looped his right hand under-
neath my knees. His face was about  
30 centimetres away from mine when 
he said, “Now we are going to sit you 
up.” More out of habit than pain, 
tears sprang to my eyes as I moved.

As I leaned forward, I felt a wisp 
of cold air on my back, and I real-
ised that my gown was completely 
open at the back and that everyone 
in the room was going to see my bot-
tom. Before I could move my arm to 
at least attempt to close my gown, 
Lou had rotated my fragile body  
90 degrees to the right. I was sitting 
up on the side of the bed with my feet 
dangling off the edge.

The room was different. I could see 
two corners of the ceiling at once. I 
was so excited. It was a new world! 
Then I started to feel as though I was 
falling to the right. 

“I ’m f a l l i n g ,  I ’m f a l l i n g ,”  I 
screamed. I had only tilted about 
five centimetres, but my equilibri-
um was off after a month horizontal. 
I had no sense of myself or my place 
in the world. My body couldn’t pro-
cess what was happening. After Lou 
steadied me, I waved at my parents. 
“Hi, I’m sitting up.”

NOW THAT I HAD BEEN SUCCESS-
FUL in step one, there was no going 
back. If I had failed, I would have 
been allowed to temper-tantrum my 
way out of this day of physiotherapy. 
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Katie’s book How To Get Run Over By A 
Truck details her long road to recovery 

But I hadn’t failed; I had succeeded. 
I listened carefully to Lou’s instruc-

tions. I took hold of the top of the 
walker with my bony hands. They 
looked so small and fragile on the grey 
plastic handles. The last time I had 
gripped something metal this tightly 
was my first time on the monkey bars 
when I was five. My knuckles were 
just as white then as they were now.

I gripped the walker in my hands 
and straightened my arms. I willed 
my forearms to lift my body, and with 
Lou’s help, I touched the ground with 
my feet, which felt like plaster of Par-
is. It was as though my feet would 
sink into it, and then the floor would 
mould around them. 

Lou circled around, spotting me as 
I lowered myself into a real big-girl 
chair. Its back was still, and it was to-
tally uncomfortable. I wondered how 
I had ever sat in something that didn’t 
recline. 

The blood started to return to my 
legs and it felt like they were waking 
up after I had crossed them for too 
long. I loved it. I loved the feeling of 
ANYTHING in my legs. They felt like 
they were a part of me again. They 
weren’t just lifeless rag dolls attached 
to my torso. They had worth; they had 
feeling.

In that instant I stopped being so 
frightened of my future. Living a 
semi-normal life became something I 
could wrap my arms around, some-
thing I was actually capable of achiev-
ing. I had willed myself to sit up, to 

stand and then to sit again. I did that. 
No more waiting and hoping for well-
ness or happiness or mobility. I had 
been able to go and get it on my own. 
I wanted it, and I made it happen. 

Katie McKenna is a writer, life coach 
and speaker living in Vermont, 
USA. Inkshares is an award-
winning publisher and film-and-TV 
production company based in 
California.

EXCERPTED FROM THE BOOK HOW TO GET RUN 
OVER BY A TRUCK, © INKSHARES, 2016. AVAIL ABLE 
ON AMAZON. REPRINTED BY PERMISSION OF THE 
PUBLISHER. P
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When A
SECRET
Is Bad For

Your Health

T
hirty years ago, Allison 
McColeman hid a big se-
cret from her family: a 
husba nd. McColema n, 
now a 55-year-old mother, 

feared the marriage would cause too 
much friction with her parents. Her 
stepfather didn’t like her partner, 
and the lovebirds had been dating 
for less than a year, which she knew 
would worry her mother. Plus, deep 
down she knew the marriage was a 

bad idea.
“I was embarrassed to tell 

them what I’d done,” she says. 
So Allison pretended the man 
who swept her off her feet was 

simply her boyfriend. Only 
her closest friends knew 
t he t rut h: A l l ison had 
married t he charming 
Irishman in a small wed-

ding at the Registry Office, 
in part to sponsor his bid for 

citizenship. She expected they’d have 
a ‘real’ wedding if the relationship 
worked out.

Instead, the couple split after a 
year. It took another five years for 
Allison to come clean to her moth-
er (her stepfather had since died). 
Though her ex rarely came up in 
their conversation, Allison couldn’t 
stop thinking about her secret. It 
was like there was an elephant in the 
room that only she saw. “I felt like I’d 
been lying to her all that time,” she 
says about life before she came clean. 
“Afterwards, I just felt lighter.”BY Leah Rumack IL
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you involuntarily think about it – like 
you’re picking at a scab. It’s more 
likely that your mind will get stuck 
thinking about a secret that speaks to 
your intrinsic sense of self (a hidden 
marriage) than a more everyday se-
cret (like the fact that I have a stash of 
chocolate that I hide from my family). 
“The hard part about having a secret 
is not that we have to hide it,” says Sle-
pian, “but that we have to live with it 
alone in our thoughts.”

DISTINGUISH SHAME 
FROM GUILT
Chances are good that the secrets 
that will weigh on you the most are 
the ones that make you feel bad 

about yourself. Part of 
the reason Allison didn’t 
tell her family about her 
ill-fated nuptials is that 
some pa r t of her felt 
that her boyfriend was 
using her, and she was 
ashamed she got sucked 
in. Many of us can relate 

to shame keeping us quiet. (My hus-
band still likes to remind me about 
when I ‘forgot’ to tell him that I was 
visiting a psychic because I knew he 
would think it was silly and a waste of  
money.)

Slepian says that what’s more 
harmful about shame – and what 
distinguishes it from guilt – is that 
when you feel ashamed you think 
I’m a bad person, but when you feel 
guilt you think I’ve done a bad thing. 

We all have personal secrets – even 
if they’re not always as juicy as a hid-
den marriage. While not everybody 
needs to know everything about you, 
the benefits of sharing secrets can of-
ten be greater than whatever damage 
you’re imagining you will incur from 
doing so. Here’s how to tell someone 
a big secret.

ASK YOURSELF: IS IT 
HARMFUL?
The idea that secrets can be a psychic 
weight is what first intrigued psy-
chologist Michael Slepian, an associ-
ate professor at Columbia University 
and author of The Secret Life of Se-
crets. His research shows that 97 per 
cent of people have a 
secret, and the average 
person is keeping 13 at 
any given time. Keeping 
secrets has been linked 
with less-satisfying rela-
tionships, higher rates of 
anxiety and depression 
and a generally dimin-
ished sense of wellbeing. Slepian’s re-
search revealed 38 categories of com-
mon secrets spanning everything 
from big ones (infidelity, addiction) to 
relatively minor ones (embarrassing 
habits, hidden possessions).

All types of secrets have the po-
tential to harm your mental health, 
but that harm doesn’t actually come 
from the stress of concealment. Slepi-
an says the biggest clue to how dam-
aging a secret is to you is how often 

ALL TYPES OF 
SECRETS HAVE 
THE POTENTIAL 
TO HARM YOUR 

MENTAL HEALTH
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The latter is actually much healthier, 
he says, and telling your secret can 
help get you past the shame and to a 
place where you might reflect on your 
behaviour. 

If you decide you acted wrongly, 
he adds, you can then figure out how 
to act differently next time. “You can 
learn from your mistakes.” 

CONFIDE…
The most obvious thing you can do 
to lessen the weight of keeping a se-
cret is to share it with 
someone, says Slepian. 
Telling it to another 
person – be it a friend, 
a therapist or even an 
online acquaintance – 
can reduce the number 
of times your mind will 
obsessively go back to 
it, sort of like opening 
a n emot iona l pres-
sure valve. But Slepian 
points out it’s not simply the act of 
confessing that helps get your mind 
out of the record groove – it’s the con-
versation that follows.

“Confessing something on the in-
ternet anonymously can feel really 
great for about ten seconds,” he says. 
“But having a conversation with 
someone you trust works because 
people can bring a unique perspec-
tive, emotional support or advice.” 
Even being heard by one person can 
help you think about your secret dif-
ferently and move forward.

BUT CONFIDE IN THE 
RIGHT PERSON
Slepian says that people share 26 per 
cent of the secrets they’re told, which 
seems like a pretty big gamble to take 
if you have a secret you really want 
kept (mostly) under wraps. The key, 
he says, is to choose someone who 
has a similar set of morals and val-
ues as you. “People are more likely 
to pass on a secret if they’re morally 
outraged by the behaviour,” he says. 
“So don’t confide in someone who’s 

going to be scandalised 
by your admission.”

For ex a mple,  you 
may not want to share 
that you’ve developed 
a crush on a colleague 
(even t hough you’re 
already in a relation-
ship) with the friend 
who thinks that even 
looking at another per-
son is tantamount to 

cheating. It’s probably better to save 
that particular tidbit for the pal who 
knows a bit of innocent daydreaming 
when she sees it and can reassure you 
that you’re not a monster who’s des-
tined to break up your family. 

Deep down, past all the worry and 
shame, Allison knew that her mother 
could handle the secret. “She was 
surprised, but she wasn’t angry,” she 
says. Mostly, she was happy Allison 
was OK, divorced and had a clean 
slate. “And I felt much better because 
I got it off my chest.”                             

EVEN BEING 
HEARD BY ONE 

PERSON CAN HELP 
YOU THINK ABOUT 

YOUR SECRET 
DIFFERENTLY AND 
MOVE FORWARD
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sugar and lack nutritional value. 

Everyday habits to 
improve your memory

Fifteen ways to free up your  
brain and remember new and 

important information.

PETS

These adorable pups look so 
much like stuffed animals, you’ll 
do a double-take to make sure 
they’re pets, not toys!

14 PUPPIES THAT LOOK 
LIKE TEDDY BEARS

LIFESTYLE + HEALTH

http://RDasia.com


PUZZLES

ACROSS

   1 Farm honkers (5)

   4 Declares formally (9)

10 High-pitched flute (4)

11 Happening together (10)

12 Safe stores (6)

13 Casual tops (1-6)

14 WWII turning point (1-3)

16  Lowest-value  chessmen (5)

19  Deciduous  
timber trees (4)

Crossword
Test your general 
knowledge. 

DOWN

   2  My Fair Lady’s 
 _____ Doolittle (5)

   3  Author of  
‘Ozymandias’ (7)

   5 Made phone call (4)

   6  Consecutive  
parts of a meal (7)

   7 International carrier (7)

   8 Frequently (4,5)

   9 Misbehaves (4,2)

15 Rainless months (3,6)

17 Egyptian cobra (3)

18 Indicate agreement (3)

21 Profoundly different (7)

22 Household chore (7)

23 Wanders away (6)

24 Obtains temporarily (7)

27 Model _____ 
        Campbell (5)

28 Stupefy (4)

20 Cloth colourist (4)

22  Portable music players (5)

24 Deep voice (4)

25  May contain peas or 
beans, for example (4,3)

26  Shows broadcasts  
again (6)

29 Mental analysis (10)

30  Woodwind instrument (4)

31 Graceless (9)

32 Up and out of bed (5)

Challenge yourself by solving these puzzles and mind 
stretchers, then check your answers on page 110.
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BRAIN POWER
brought to you by

"Write, Erase, Rewrite"

Puzzle 
Answers

PAGES 110

IF YOU SOLVE IT WITHIN: 
15 minutes, you’re a true expert 

30 minutes, you’re no slouch 

60 minutes or more, maybe numbers aren’t your thing

Sudoku
HOW TO PLAY: To win, you have to put a number 
from 1 to 9 in each outlined section so that:
• Every horizontal row and vertical column 
contains all nine numerals (1-9) without repeating 
any of them; 
• Each of the outlined sections has all nine 
numerals, none repeated.

8 3 4
3 5
4 9 6 3

8 1 9
8 3 7 9 6

3 2 6
5 3 9 1
1 4

2 6 5



Spot The Difference
There are ten differences. Can you find them?

FAMILY FUN
Puzzle 

Answers
PAGE 110

Kaleidomaze
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Cross the bridge  
from bottom to top. 

You do not have to start at  
a pink square but you must follow 

 the correct colour sequence. 

You may only travel from a pink  
square to a yellow one, from a  

yellow square to a blue one,  
from a blue square to a green one,  

and from a green square  
to a pink one.

Diagonal moves are not allowed.
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TRIVIA

Test Your General Knowledge

The Genius Section

Answers: 1. Dijon mustard. 2. Nannying. 3. One cell each. 4. Bone marrow. 5. Peter Jackson. 
6. The NBA. 7. Orcas. Scientists don’t fully understand this behaviour, but it may be a playful ‘fad’. 
8. Antarctica. 9. Elliot Page. 10. Lisbon. 11. A cat. 12. Shania Twain’s Come on Over. 13. Fly solo 
around the world. 14. Dungeons & Dragons. 15. Nitrogen. 

1. What condiment was in short 
supply last year across France, 
despite being named for a French 
city? 1 point
2. The UK’s Norland College is 
known for training elite providers of 
what service? 2 points
3. How many cells do bacteria 
have? 1 point
4. Volunteers receive anaesthesia 
when they donate which of the 
following: blood, bone marrow or 
plasma? 2 points
5. Who recently became the third 
person to earn a billion dollars 
by making movies? 2 points
6. Players in what 
professional sport perform 
signature celebratory 
moves as ‘Ice in My Veins’, 
‘Night Night’ and ‘The 
Silencer’? 1 point
7. Which cetaceans 
recently began 
attacking small boats, 
sometimes sinking 
them? 2 points

8. Roughly 255 million years ago, 
India, Africa and Australia were all 
touching which continent? 1 point
9. What Canadian actor said, 
“Bullying puts you in a place where, 
later, you have so much unlearning 
to do”? 2 points
10. What city suffered a devastat-
ing earthquake in 1755? 1 point
11. What was the ninth- century 
Japanese Emperor Uda describing 
when he wrote, “When it lies down, it 
curls in a circle like a coin”? 1 point 
12. What is the world’s best-selling 

studio album by a female 
musician? 1 point

13. Zara Rutherford and 
her brother Mack recently 
became the youngest 
woman and the youngest 

person, respectively, to do 
what? 1 point
14. What tabletop-
game franchise of 
Stranger Things fame 
will get a new film 
this year? 1 point

16-20 Gold medal      11-15 Silver medal     6-10 Bronze medal     0-5 Wooden spoon

15. Billions of the people  
alive today wouldn’t have food 
to eat if it weren’t for ammonia, 
a fertiliser compound made by 
extracting which element from 

the air? 1 point
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Crossword
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Kaleidomaze
Cross the bridge from bottom to top.

Following the colour sequence.

Spot The Difference 

PUZZLE ANSWERS

Sudoku
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WORD POWER

The Genius Section

And They All Lived Happily Ever After

BY Sarah Chassé

1. valiant – A: royal.  
B: courageous. C: gentle.

2. crone – A: cruel old woman.  
B: enchanted frog. C: long-lost twin.

3. motif – A: series of riddles.  
B: hooded cloak. C: recurring theme. 

4. talisman – A: suit of armour.  
B: lucky object. C: bad omen.

5. chalice – A: drinking vessel.  
B: lost child found in forests.  
C: troll’s weapon.

6. damsel – A: young woman.  
B: magic bean. C: golden goose.

7. betrothed – A: wealthy.  
B: covered in jewels. C: engaged.

8. kelpie – A: witch. B: water spirit. 
C: stepsister.

9. pastoral – A: rural.  
B: ancient. C: passed down.

10. knave – A: deceitful man.  
B: travelling musician. 
C: eldest son.

11. parable – A: tall tower.  
B: shepherd’s staff.  
C: story with a moral.

12. soothsayer – A: matchmaker.  
B: singer of ballads. C: psychic.

13. coronate – A: banish.  
B: crown. C: wake with a kiss.

14. ogre – A: impossible task.  
B: drawbridge. C: man-eating giant.

15. joust – A: overthrow a king.  
B: curse for 100 years.  
C: battle on horseback.

This month’s quiz will whisk you off to a kingdom far, 
far away, full of fair maidens, dashing princes and 
mythical monsters. Your quest: choose the correct 

definitions for these words, all inspired by fairy tales 
and fables. Once you slay that dragon, turn to the next 

page for your happily ever after.
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VOCABULARY RATINGS
5–9: Fair
10–12: Good
13–15: Word Power Wizard

1. valiant – (B) courageous. 
Thanks to the valiant  efforts of 
firefighters, no one was injured in 
the blaze.

2. crone – (A) cruel old woman. 
Mrs Claxton is known as the 
neighbourhood crone, but she’s 
always been kind to me.

3. motif – (C) recurring theme.  
The battle between good and evil is 
a common  motif in literature from 
many cultures.

4. talisman – (B) lucky object. 
Giuseppe carries a rabbit’s foot as 
a talisman when he visits the casino.

5. chalice – (A) drinking vessel.  
The wicked queen offered her enemy 
a chalice full of poison.

6. damsel – (A) young woman. 
I’m no damsel in distress, I have a 
black belt in karate!

7. betrothed – (C) engaged.  
The princess is betrothed to a 
handsome duke and will be a 
blushing bride.

8. kelpie – (B) water spirit. 
According to Scottish legend, 
kelpies lure unsuspecting travellers 
to drown in lakes and rivers.

9. pastoral – (A) rural.  
Hans prefers his quiet, pastoral life 
over the hustle and bustle of cities.

10. knave – (A) deceitful man.  
“That knave Donald has betrayed 
me!” Jack cried.

11. parable – (C) story with a moral. 
The parable of King Midas reminds 
us to be careful what we wish for.

12. soothsayer – (C) psychic.  
After examining the tea leaves, the 
soothsayer predicted a rich harvest.

13. coronate – (B) crown. 
Leonora was coronated as queen 
immediately after her wicked  
uncle died.

14. ogre – (C) man-eating giant. 
Perhaps the most famous ogre, 
Shrek, is more friendly than 
fearsome.

15. joust – (C) battle on horseback. 
Sir Percival and his long-time rival, 
Sir William, will joust tomorrow at 
noon to settle their differences.

Answers
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