Preface
The sun shimmered on the lake this fine spring morning. I thought about how lucky I was to have had a morning traveling partner all those years and having been able to see the lake together. I thought about how something experienced alone is never as special as when you see it through someone else’s eyes. In just a few fleeting moments I was across the bridge and the beautiful view was gone. In a way, I reasoned, this was like Lindsey’s life—a short span of sixteen years that we crossed like a bridge over a lake with a fabulous view. Then it was gone and we were left with lots of memories, pictures, videos, and a world of grief. 
Being around Lindsey was like wearing special glasses because she pulled you into her world. When she passed, I realized those “Lindsey glasses” were taken away, and I thought to myself, “You know, that world was a pretty cool place.” It was full of joy, humor, and excitement about the next thing to do or even something as simple as the next meal. I think I want to find those glasses again someday and put them on forever.

