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Gretchan Pyne
now believes
things happen
for a reason,
even if they
cause, at first,

unbearable pain
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t was a dreary, drzzly day m March
2001, the ume of year when New England
turng from snow to mud. The I:and.su;:apc
was sheathed in monochromatic gray, not a
bloom or bud in sight. “Whar a rotten day,”
Gretchan Pyne remarked as she drove
home from an errand. In the backseat of the
car, 3-year-old Lulu had donned a pair of
plastic rose-colored glasses her father had
recently bought her.

“Mama, look!" she said. “The whole
world looks pink! Try them on.”

Gretchan, eranky, told her daughter she
needed to focus on driving. Then she
looked in the rearview mirror and saw
Lulu's crestfallen Litle face.

When they pulled into the driveway,
Gretchan took the glasses. “How!™ she

exclaimed. “The
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The girl shook
her head. *No, you have o find your own.”
‘That night, her mother wrote down the
story in her journal, It was this simple yet
profound message from a child
that would end up, in a way,
saving Gretchan Pyne’s life.

few months later, on July 14,
2001, the Pync family packed up their car
and headed for Truro, Massachusetts, a
pristine stretch of sandy beach on Cape
Cod National Seashore. As usual, Gretchan
and Warren Pyne and their three children,
Lulu, 4, and 9-year-old twins Dylon and
Drew, were the first to arrive and the last 1o
leave. They built “sand bathwubs,” digging
trenches and letting the ocean fill them with
water. They played paddleball  cosnsuen









