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Two Sentence Description

A spiritual journey through the wilderness of doubt and demons, cancer and death, and finally 

redemption, ultimately arriving at love again. The masculine, true-life travel companion to Elizabeth 

Gilbert's Eat, Pray, Love.

Synopsis

On an epic solo journey deep within the desert wilderness, Joe sees the signs that he has 

missed his entire life, pointing him in the direction he knows he needs to go. It seems all his life he 

has been trying to find his way, trying to find his faith, and escape his fears. He’s traveled through the 

spectacular wilderness of the new American West, the depravity of booze and sex, the fear of cancer, 

and the mysticism of a new spirituality. Perhaps this time he has found something true.

Back home, faith in those signs is tested. He is losing his battle with alcohol, his job is about to

go away, and his wife succumbs to the cancer she has been battling for years, leaving him alone and 
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scared, now a young widower and single parent. The lessons of the desert seem lost. 

But at rock bottom, unmistakeable signs appear, "coincidences" that just cannot be ignored. A 

beautiful widow enters his life, throwing him a life preserver. Can this all really be happening? Are the 

challenges that life inevitably throws at us what we need to strip us down to our bare essence, to our 

true selves, so that we will find the courage and faith we need to follow our path in life? And can this 

new love, born in the desperation and loneliness of loss, blossom into the true love it is meant to be? 

Or will the fears and vices that have always haunted Joe destroy it, along with him?

Through this true physical and spiritual journey, on a path marked by cairns, a flawed hero 

emerges, journeying to a place never before imagined. Demons are swept aside, a great love story 

rises from the ashes, and twin souls are reunited by destiny.

Market Strengths

The strength of Cairns is the story. 

It is marketable because it is the oldest, most popular story of all time, the Hero’s Journey, 

updated and told with a fresh, flawed, honest voice. 

It is compelling, powerful and inspiring because it is true. Transformation can happen after 

loss, and magic is real, even for the skeptic.

Audience

Cairns will resonate with seekers and spiritualists, with traditional religion drifters, with anyone 

struggling with a lack of meaning in their lives.

It will reverberate with those who struggle with alcohol and addiction, loss and grief. 

Anyone caught in the modern pincers of career and family, anyone who has been affected by 

cancer, will identify with the hero’s challenges.

The journey itself, through the spectacular wilderness of the new American West, will attract 

adventure and outdoor enthusiasts. 

In the end, though, the love story rising from the ashes will inspire everyone.

Categories

If you must put Cairns in a box, make it a big box. Classify it as Creative Nonfiction, a 

Memoir of Self-discovery, Adventure, and Spirituality. File it under Romance and Love Story, too,

an unexpected late life blossoming. Above all, it is an Inspirational true story.

http://www.movieoutline.com/articles/the-hero-journey-mythic-structure-of-joseph-campbell-monomyth.html


Reader Benefits

Cairns is at its heart an inspirational love story. But along the way, readers will also learn about:

• The difficulty of finding your way and navigating a new spirituality

• The glamour, trap and principles for a way out of alcoholism.

• Dealing with cancer and the death of a spouse

• Principles of navigating grief

• Principles of truly intimate relationships

• Exploration of soul mates and twin souls

Platform

Part of the Cairns story has been featured on the Huffington Post, part of this story has been 

told in the book People Who Inspire  , by Mary Dreliszak. Part of this story has been told on other’s 

blogs, part of it on Internet radio, part of it on my blended blog. We were even asked to audition for a 

reality show.

Now it is time to tell the whole story, in a full length book.

I am looking for a publisher and promotions partner, but I will be the hardest working member 

of the team:

• I have extensive experience in promoting my self-published books - book signings, 

readings, speaking events, blogs, and social media. 

• I have a plan for non-traditional endorsements and perhaps corporate sponsors, 

based on the book’s content, from the following:

• Bill Bauman and CSL

• Tarma Designs

• Panera Bread

• Red Rock Winery

• I have two self-published books, Evening’s Light, A Journey with Grief, and co-author 

in The Unofficial Guide to Fatherhood. 

• I have also built a regional foundation from my blogs on Grief, Adventure, Single 

Parenting, and Blended Families. Last year (2015) these blogs had almost 10,000 hits 

from more than 4,000 visitors from over 80 countries. (Full stats available upon 

request.)
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Comparable Works

Cairns travels into the wilderness, disaffected and testing, a la McCandless of Into the Wild, 

searching for pertinence with Strayed in Wild, finding meaning via The Snow Leopard and Life of Pi.

It travels the spiritual path, The Road Less Traveled with The Untethered Soul, learning The 

Secret.

Cairns walks the road to recovery with The Big Book (AA), works through grief with Kubler-

Ross.

Cairns learns to love again, with the surprise of The Notebook, and a happy ending for The 

Bridges of Madison County.

Above all, Cairns finds The Way on a pilgrimage similar to the Camino, finds love a la Eat, 

Pray, Love, and returns a hero via Joseph Campbell, with the wisdom of Gibran.

About the Author

Joe Walko is a full-time father in a non-traditional family brought together by tragedy, but 

blended by love. In his spare time, he is a writer and blogger searching for his voice, a seeker of his 

truth, a nature and adventure junkie discovering whole new worlds and beauty in the glorious 

struggle, in the ordinary, in his own backyard, and mostly, in his heart.

Please see my Amazon author page. Current news is posted on my website, 

www.joewalko.wordpress.com , along with links to other writings and blogs. 

Proposed Back Cover
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has been trying to find his way, trying to find his faith, and escape his fears. He’s traveled through the 

spectacular wilderness of the new American West, the depravity of booze and sex, the fear of cancer, 

and the mysticism of a new spirituality. Perhaps this time he has found something true.

Back home, faith in those signs is tested. He is losing his battle with alcohol, his job is about 

to go away, and his wife succumbs to the cancer she has been battling for years, leaving him alone 

and scared, now a young widower and single parent. The lessons of the desert seem lost. 

But at rock bottom, unmistakeable signs appear, "coincidences" that just cannot be ignored. A 

beautiful widow enters his life, throwing him a life preserver. Can this all really be happening? Are the 

challenges that life inevitably throws at us what we need to strip us down to our bare essence, to our 
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Book Stats and Outline

(Detailed chapter outline available upon request)

Manuscript is completed

Word Count – 105,000

Pages - 304

Title Page, with quote related to the message of the book      1 page

Introduction – Drink, Pray, Love, Cairns    11 pages

Part I - Escalante (Call to Adventure)    64 pages

Escalante Adventure set up  5 pages

Hero setup – flashback, how I got here  8 pages

Escalante Adventure  2 pages

Character set up – Family  6 pages

Character setup – Wilderness  3 pages

Sub-Antagonist setup – Cancer  8 pages

Escalante Adventure  3 pages

Character setup – Faith  4 pages

Escalante Adventure  4 pages

Main Antagonist setup – Alcohol  9 pages

Escalante Adventure  4 pages

Sub-hero set up – Alt Faith   3 pages

Escalante Adventure  3 pages

Part II – Ruts and Patterns (Challenges and Temptations)     43 pages

The Depth of Ruts and Patterns  4 pages

Alcohol II  2 pages

Cancer III  1 page

No Brakes    2 pages

A Break  3 pages

Zion I 24 pages

Ruts and Patterns II   6 pages

Part III – Declivity, Descent (The Abyss)     51 pages

Declivity and Descent   9 pages

Rehab 15 pages

Ducks   3 pages

Grace, Courage and Dignity 18 pages



Hearts and Hats   5 pages

Part IV – Arcs (Transformation)     49 pages

Stories   5 pages

Reaching Out   3 pages

Angels I   6 pages

Dark Nights   6 pages

Mountains and Canyons, Dirt and Sky   9 pages

Grief   3 pages

Lightning   6 pages

Helloween 10 pages

Part V – Redrocks and Blue Eyes (Atonement)     58 pages

Panera   8 pages

11-11   7 pages

Redrocks and Blue Eyes   2 pages

Zion II 12 pages

Kim (Heroine set up)   6 pages

Passion   3 pages

Cliffs   3 pages

Joy and Sorrow   2 pages

Orange Light   4 pages

Choices 10 pages

Part VI – of Magic (Return)     23 pages

Morning in the Woods   7 pages

Magic   5 pages

Zion III 10 pages

Epilogue – (Gifts of the Goddess)       3 pages



Sample Chapters - Intro

(Full manuscript available upon request)

Drink

THE DONUT SHOP IS long since closed, lost in the dark wee hours between too late and too 

early, but now the signs for fresh coffee and pastries are flashing in alternating red and blue light. My 

cloudy mind races, eyes frantically scanning the adjacents woods for an escape route. But an Irwin 

Township police car is in front of mine, and another behind it in the deserted parking lot. I am boxed 

in; I have no moves left. I am at authority's mercy now, the next move is theirs. There is no way out 

this time, the cunning fox with its leg finally caught in a steel grip, after so many times eluding the trap

and getting away with the bait. 

It is dreamlike now to be caught. Sweat beads on my forehead, and my heart is pounding out 

of my chest - pounding with fear. I watch the scene from outside my body. This can’t be happening. 

Thoughts of doom rattle around in my head, heavy breaths come in irregular gasps, and the empty 

feeling in the pit of my stomach is bottomless. This can’t be real. Not here. Please, not now.

A police radio cackles loudly as the officers move in, my face suddenly lit up by a too bright 

flashlight, reflecting back my terror-filled, bloodshot, dilated eyes, yanking me violently from the car 

and into the present. 

“You have the right to remain silent...” bellows one officer. But the words don’t register in my 

fuzzy, dull brain; they are coming from a movie I am watching, not my life. 

“Anything you say can and may be used against you...” the bad dream continues. I hear 

myself admitting understanding in a wavering, cracking voice. 

The other officer roughly turns me around, his full body weight pressing into my back, 

securely pinning me against the car while my hands are twisted into the handcuffs. The cold metal 

cuts into my wrists, cuts through my bleary consciousness with the shock of an unexpectedly cold 

shower. Someone rudely pushes my head down and stuffs me impatiently into the back of the cruiser.

I am helpless now. And it is strangely...liberating. In the dark and quiet of the police car, my 

breathing slows and my head starts to clear. For the brief ride to the barracks, a calm peace 

descends upon me, because there is nothing I can do about my situation now; it is up to the universe. 

A weight on my chest I didn’t know I carried is lifted. Like a fugitive finally caught after years on the 

lam, the pressure of constantly being on alert, always on the run, always trying to make my own way, 

is released. My fate is in the hands of the gods now.



I am caught off guard by the relief in the midst of such an ordeal. Is it a sign? Isn’t this what I 

have been looking for? Maybe that’s why this brief glimpse of genuine peace strikes me. But it doesn’t

last long.

“You really screwed up my night!” scowls the irritated, burly Sergeant back at the barracks, 

clearly not happy about processing paperwork instead of patrolling. He barks short orders. My fingers 

are smeared with black ink, and a hollow-eyed mug shot is taken, reflecting a ragged, drawn and 

disbelieving face that is not me. I am tagged and numbered like cattle, an intimidating and 

dehumanizing process, exactly as intended. It brings home the seriousness of the situation with the 

force of a pipe bomb exploding in a small room, blowing up my present. What now of my future?

Jesus, how did I get into this mess? How did I not see the warning signs? Am I really that 

stupid? This isn’t how it’s supposed to be. I’m a 46 year-old finance professional. I’ve got a wife and 

two kids, a house in suburbia. I’m an outstanding member of the community, Volunteer of the Year at 

the East Suburban YMCA last year, for Chrissake sake! Give me a break, I don't deserve this! This 

wasn’t in my plans! How did this happen? How did I get here?

Pray

WELL I DIDN’T expect the butterflies. It’s just a simple Retreat, and I am just a participant. 

But there it is, a nervous apprehension, as if I’ve been repeatedly invited here, but have always 

declined and now have to face all my lame excuses.

Maybe it’s the darkness. I can’t see anything familiar, and I travel alone. I zip my coat up 

tighter to ward off the chill. I know the magnificent canyons are out there, I know I am surrounded by 

incredible beauty, but I can’t see it now, in the pitch blackness. I feel very small. Yellow eyes from 

unseen creatures in the field alight in my dim flashlight beam, and a bright-eyed fox scampers across 

the path twenty feet in front of me. It is also eerily quiet, the only sound my own breathing and 

footsteps. The lights of the lodge do not seem to be getting any closer, despite my brisk pace.

There is something about the darkness, the complete lack of artificial light in an unfamiliar 

place, especially in a big wilderness; it creates an anxiety. A big part of this fear of darkness stems 

from the relative uselessness of my most relied upon sense, sight. But where there is faith - or 

desperation - enough to walk through fear, other senses are revealed.

I know that the next time I come through this canyon in the darkness, after seeing it in the light

of day, it will feel different, more familiar, more comfortable, the faith that the red rocks and towering 



cliffs are out there despite not being able to see them confirmed, the anxiety vanquished.

Tonight, though, with equal parts desperation and fate, I choose to trust that this is the right 

way, that I am in the right place. There is a sense that I am supposed to be here, too, finally accepting

an invitation extended long ago. It lends an element of mystery, maybe even discovery, to the 

darkness. The curiosity pushes me on with anticipation, pushing me through the fear.

After all, I am in a spectacular slice of the desert, a place so inspiring it is called Zion. Zion 

National Park in southern Utah is the location for a four day Personal Retreat, presented by the 

Center for Soulful Living, where we will explore our all-inspiring Spirit and Nature among the towering 

rock sculptures of the park and kindred spirits. 

I stumble on an unseen rock, nearly losing my balance, derailing my thoughts. Really, I’m 

going to a Personal Retreat in the desert? Despite the faith that got me here, my doubts travel with 

me, too. Me, the former altar boy, now disowned Catholic, part time atheist, full time skeptic - why did 

I voluntarily put myself into this position? This isn’t how it’s supposed to be! I’m a middle-aged, smart 

guy with my head on straight, a professional with a good career path living the American Dream. Why 

am I out traipsing in the desert, looking for myself, searching for meaning? 

What am I looking for? Aren’t I supposed to know by this age? I’ve got everything I can 

possibly want, I’m supposed to be reveling in the materialistic rewards and comforts of twenty-plus 

years of well paid employment, easing into my cabana chair on the beach, getting fat and happy.

All I know is that something deep inside is telling me there is something more, a different path for me -

and I can no longer ignore it. Dammit, this wasn’t in the plans! And now here I am out in the desert on 

a whim, chasing something I can’t even name. This is not me! How did I let this happen? How did I 

get here?

But so many signs have pointed me here, despite my choosing not to see them for so many 

years. So many paths have led me here, in spite of my meandering choices. Finally life has either 

conspired to force me to start paying attention to my signs, or I’ve grown weary of avoiding them.

The warm lights of Zion Lodge are welcoming, chasing away the darkness and setting aside, 

for now, my doubts. I honestly don’t know what to expect. I’ve never attended an event of this nature, 

and it certainly is way outside my comfort zone. It does not fit into my linear patterns of thinking and 

living, patterns that define me, patterns that cage me. But it feels right, and despite my nervousness, 

and I vow to listen with an open mind, to follow my heart, and to follow the signs, wherever they might

lead…



Love

I'M SURE IT LOOKS like a normal family dinner at a nice Italian restaurant to the casual 

outside observer. A mother and father with four kids, two girls and two boys, enjoying a fantastic 

dinner of pasta and salads and steak and pizza for the little guy. Amidst the clatter of dishes, the 

smells of warm bread and steaming pasta mix with the sounds of laughter and lively chatter and the 

tastes of rich sauces and red wines.

But there is very little normal about this gathering. The paths taken to get to this table seem 

destined, if not downright miraculous. Nothing is taken for granted anymore by this hodgepodge 

group, certainly not something as simple as a family meal and genuine laughter.

Most would not notice the two empty chairs at the table tonight. But they occupy the positions 

of honor to the six people gathered around. These chairs, they can never be filled. Forever there will 

be an important piece missing from everyone here - from every family meal, every milestone 

celebration, from every family vacation and from every one of those times where you just want to 

share with your best friend, where you just need the guidance and security of mom or dad, or the 

comfort of a spouse when you’ve had an impossible day. Or when you just want to be a normal, 

complete family again.

This past year has been numb, terrifying, sad, sometimes hopeless, and mostly... empty, so 

empty. Those empty chairs are everywhere – at the kitchen table, where one boy struggles to 

understand algebra, and the other boy struggles with the patience needed to teach it when he is 

exhausted after a long day. At dinner, served at eight o'clock at night, entrees from the freezer only 

half eaten because the boys appetite is left littered in the candy wrappers and chip bags of 

convenience when Dad is not home. Such a far cry from the gourmet meals and homemade breads 

they are used to! And at the baseball field, where my youngest boy wears shoes a size too small and 

baseball pants too dirty because I just don't have the time to take care of those things on my own. 

Empty chairs are at the school chorus concert, where I sit alone in an auditorium seemingly 

filled only with couples. At the Thanksgiving table, where everyone else has a spouse to pass the 

butter and salt. On family vacations, where most share an evening stroll on the beach hand in hand, 

but I walk alone. And worst, at night, when the black hole of the empty side of the bed threatens to 

swallow me whole. 

How do you recover from the big losses? How do you move forward? Certainly it seems 

impossible at first. It is a struggle just to get through all the daily chores. The big things, like mourning,



maintaining the house, or refocusing on a career adrift, are left undone, untouched. They all seem out

of reach. And certainly there will never be time or room in my heart again for love.

Most crushing, though, is the simple loss of normalcy – please, how about just one meal as a 

whole family again? 

And yet as impossible as this all seemed a year ago, here it is now, this near perfect meal, 

shared amongst these beautiful people. The most improbable guest of all? Happiness.

How can this be? How did I end up at this table? This isn’t how I could have ever dared 

imagined it at the depths of my despair. I'm a 48 year old unemployed widower, unsure of everything, 

with a future completely unknown, a broken man struggling just to keep my kids safe, to stay on track 

and sober. Happiness? This wasn’t expected nor deserved, that’s for sure. Wow, how did this 

happen? How did I get here?

Sometimes you just need to follow your signs...

IT’S ONLY IN HINDSIGHT that I see the arc connecting these three events. It is only looking 

back that I understand that each of these episodes was a vitally important part of my way.

I wish I could say I trusted where I was going, through all the wrenching changes. But I didn’t; 

I fought all of them. Ironic, isn’t it, that the nature of life is change, yet we put such tremendous 

amounts of energy into resisting change. I am no different.

I wish I could say I had faith all along that things would work out. But that is not true either. 

Funny, I had to question my faith to find it. It wasn’t pretty.

I wish I could say that I didn’t give in to the fear that obscured my signs, that led me far off my path, 

but I often did.

If only I had known when I was going through these ordeals that “the difficult times we fear 

might ruin us are the very ones that can break us open and help us blossom into who we were meant 

to be,” as Elizabeth Lesser so gracefully teaches. I didn’t always understand that we need our trials 

and tribulations to wear us down, to break through the fear and the barriers constructed over a 

lifetime, built to protect us.

It is only when life truly deconstructs us that we finally see the wisdom of our own hearts. And 

that is precisely when we need it the most. Indeed, it was only when I was completely devastated, 

when all seemed lost, that I found the courage to finally listen to my heart, to recognize my signs, and 

start walking my path...



"In the middle of the journey of our life, I found myself within a dark woods, where the straight way

was lost." – Dante Alighieri, Inferno

Cairns

I LIKE TO HIKE and backpack through the wilderness, the more remote the place the better. I

feel most true to myself there, amongst the rocks and trees and animals and isolation. I like the sting 

of a cold wind on my face, the hot burn of muscle ache at the end of a long day on the trail, and the 

feel of a silence so big and complete it creates its own presence, raising the hairs on the back of my 

neck, forcing my attention to the moment. Out in the big empty I can hear myself think clearly, without 

distraction. Alone in the wild country, I notice my heart beat, and give myself permission to listen to 

my soul’s wisdom.

It was in the backcountry of the desert southwest where I first encountered cairns. Paths over 

hard sandstone cannot be marked permanently, lost to shifting sands and constant erosion. Trails 

here lack the permanent impression of a hard-packed path through a lush damp woods, so hikers 

stack rocks to show the way in the desert, to mark the route when no trail is seen.

Cairn. Pronounced karen. Karens if plural. A tower of stones, clearly not natural, perhaps 

manmade, perhaps divined. An orderly pile of rocks, some simple, just a few stones; some ornate, 

stacked to the sky in intricate balance; depending on where you are, and what you need. 

They are hard to see at first; they blend in, you have to train yourself to recognize them. The 

simple ones, maybe three stones stacked atop one another, are often the most valuable, for they are 

often the ones encountered the farthest from the trailheads and popular locations. They are the ones 

way out on the edge, where you need them most; the ones in real wilderness. 

It’s easy to miss your cairns, your signs. Your signs and your path are as unique as your 

fingerprints, and often only you can see them. I’ve blustered right by many of mine, too caught up with

the crowd, unable to break away from the pack when my path diverged. We’re taught to follow the 

crowd, encouraged even; and it’s usually the easier route.

Sometimes there are just too many choices. We can be and do whatever we want - twenty 

paths diverge in a wood now. How do we choose? How do we decide what is really important? How 

do we know who we really are, what we should do, who we really want to be? If we haven’t done the 

homework, we won’t recognize our signs. We won’t see the cairn marking our trail.



It’s especially easy to miss my signs when I’m not paying attention, too busy building a career 

and raising a family. “I'll catch up tomorrow, or next week”, I bargain. Now twenty years have gone by;

surely I’ve gained some wisdom. But it's still not easy. Compounding the issue, there are now self-

serving distractions that have become very important to me, that want only to deter me from my true 

path. I give in to these distractions too often.

The result is that most of the time now I feel downright lost. Most of the time I don't even 

bother to search for my cairns anymore. It's much easier to just follow the money, to give in to 

materialistic diversions, to go with the way of the world, led astray so easily by my vices.

But my path is now littered with the wreckage of once bright and shiny desires - fast cars and 

new houses, a buzzed and glamorous lifestyle - that have lost their luster. They ring hollow, their 

happiness impermanent, I realize now, only after having spent a tremendous amount of time and life 

energy to obtain them. Worse, a voice inside tells me that they only served to distract me from my 

true path - and now time is running out. It’s time to get real.

That’s why I like rocks. Rocks are real. They are permanent, solid, unchanging - unlike me. I 

am a doubting Thomas, my faith as impermanent as the happiness I sought in material possessions. 

Rocks are the opposite of faith - tangible, sturdy, simple. I can touch them, pick them up, kick them, 

build with them.

Stack these simple objects into a cairn, and they take on a power; the power to show the way.

To a disillusioned and wandering soul, finding a cairn when I think I am hopelessly lost is like finding a

lifeline, like finding a long lost map. It is an answer to a prayer. The question now becomes – are you 

ready to follow?

THE HARD TRUTH IS, you have to want to be found; honestly want it; desperately want it. 

This simply doesn’t happen when we are comfortable. It happens when life doesn't go as planned, 

when the house of cards is crashing down, when there is no way out in sight, only rubble all around. 

Rock bottom is what AA calls it. It's a lonely, scary place. But it is also the only place solid enough to 

start building a real foundation.

Even from this desolate place, you still have to ask for it, genuinely, humbly. Nothing is 

granted if you don’t ask. We always have the choice to not ask, too, to just give in to the destruction. 

But if you decide you truly want it, and then honestly ask for it - it suddenly isn't just a feel-good, 

gimmicky idea anymore. It becomes something you have to work toward. That work starts at rock 



bottom.

It's about this time that you learn how to pray. I'm not talking about rote prayers memorized in 

Sunday school, impersonal and indecipherable benedictions enforced with rulers on wrists and 

penance. I'm talking about authentic prayers from a broken heart, prayers prayed from knees on the 

hard ground. Rock bottom is often the place of our first honest prayer.

But that doesn't matter; what matters is that it is true, and that you are finally ready for your 

answers, for your path to reveal itself, on its terms, as your heart truly desires it - not as you or the 

world think it should be. It doesn't matter how you pray, for your prayers are as unique as your path. It

doesn’t matter what God you pray to, either. What matters is that your prayers are genuine. From 

your knees, with a busted open heart and an honest request put forth to the universe - will come a 

sign, a clue, pointing you to what you truly desire.

Now comes the hard part – do you follow? Following your path is always a choice. This is 

where your path gets its power, its meaning – and ultimately, it’s truth and its deep satisfaction and 

peace - from your free will to choose it. It is not always the easiest choice. The question, now that 

your prayers have been answered, is “Will you have the courage to choose the right path for you?” 

My nagging whisper doesn't go away.

“Are you ready now?” the voice seems to ask, losing patience.

Wrinkles form around my eyes. Wow, when did this happen? It’s time to start being honest.

Or maybe it’s time to just give up.

Once again I am at a crossroads. I can either start paying attention to my cairns, start doing 

the hard work of what is right, and finally find my way - or I can just look for something to make me 

feel better about my choices and my honesty (or lack of it). Alcohol has always been my distraction, 

my alternative and detour around the hard truth of choices. She is waiting for me again.

Which path will I choose?



If you've made it this far, thank you for reading and thank you for your time. Again, I am 

looking for a collaborative partner to help turn this compelling story into a great book. If this 

proposition aligns with your interests, strengths and goals, I look forward to working with you to bring 

this project into the world.

Sincerely,

Joe Walko

4016 Duchess Court

Murrysville, PA 15668

412-979-4476 Text and Cell

jwalko1019@gmail.com 
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