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When I began the journey of facilitating a creative writing group years ago, I didn’t expect to still be
offering it more than twenty years later. What I knew, and confirmed, was that writing is an important
form of self-expression. Just as some can paint beautiful images with paints and brushes, others create
images and take us places with their mastery of words. 

Writing can allow us to ease feelings that we are experiencing: grief, tragedy, trauma as well as
celebrate beauty, life, positive awe, gratitude, life reflection and so much more. Each time I step into the
Creative Writing groups, I leave having traveled with those present to other places. The writers make us
laugh, cry, contemplate…feel things. Oftentimes we experience similar feelings or can relate, and it
solidifies the bond that we share during these magical times together. Each writer is different, yet the
writings unite us. 

Each month, several writing prompts are shared. There is some “in class” writing, but most of the
writings are done at home. Writers have five minutes in the group to share their writing. They may
write about a topic that they choose, or they may respond to the writing prompts that I share. There is
a combination of these writings included. We have learned about different kinds of writing–six-word
memoir, diamante, haiku and poetry. We have responded to sounds, photographs, quotes and more.

Over the years, I have had the honor of observing writers as they gained confidence and became better
writers, in being proud to be a witness as writers created characters that they wrote books about and
published, and of seeing their works published in a variety of publications. I am so encouraged by the
wonderful human support that comes from the camaraderie of sharing from our souls.

Please enjoy this, our first e-publication. Thank you to the committee for choosing the writings for this
publication. Thank you to Lisa Brammer for bringing it to life.

Happy reading,
Joan Pearse, SourcePoint Arts and Education Manager and grateful Creative Writing facilitator





A Message From the Editors

I was honored to be asked to review the writing submissions from SourcePoint members. I was
impressed with the overall quality of all of the submissions and enjoyed reading them.

~ Jim Davenport

It was an honor and a pleasure to be one of the reviewers of the creative writings of some of
the SourcePoint members. I thoroughly enjoyed reading their pieces, many of which had very

insightful thoughts of life after 55. These are just a few examples of the many talented
SourcePoint members and the leadership here that inspires us.

~ Lora Davenport

As editor of My Communicator, I enjoy the opportunity to read members' creative writing each
quarter. This e-publication has given me the perfect chance to read more and appreciate the
unique voices in our community. I am in awe of the talent in this building on any given day. 

~ Alison Yeager, SourcePoint Chief Advancement Officer

I am thrilled to be part of this publication, which highlights 19 talented SourcePoint writers.
Reviewing each submission was a welcome journey of emotions, ranging from heartwarming

to heartbreaking. Each piece left an impression on me and ignited a spark of inspiration. To the
authors, I extend my heartfelt gratitude for sharing your beautiful and creative works with us.

To the readers, thank you for celebrating the exceptional creativity of our members. 
~ Lisa Brammer, SourcePoint Digital Media Coordinator
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Wendy Bauder
W H E R E  E V E R Y B O D Y  K N O W S  Y O U R  N A M E

T h e  t h e m e  s o n g  o f  a  w e l l - l o v e d  s i t c o m  b e g i n s  t h i s  w a y :  S o m e t i m e s  y o u  w a n t  t o  g o  w h e r e
e v e r y b o d y  k n o w s  y o u r  n a m e .  A n d  t h e y ' r e  a l w a y s  g l a d  y o u  c a m e .  I  a m  a  c o n c i e r g e  a t
S o u r c e P o i n t  a n d  t h e  w o r d s  t o  t h a t  f a m i l i a r  s o n g  f r e q u e n t l y  f l i t  t h r o u g h  m y  m i n d .  I  k n o w
t h a t  t h e  p e o p l e  w h o  w a l k  t h e  h a l l s  a t  S o u r c e P o i n t  w e r e  o n c e  b i g  n a m e s ,  k n o w n  n a m e s ,
b e l o v e d  n a m e s .  T h e y  a r e  f o r m e r  b a n k  p r e s i d e n t s ,  a r t i s t s ,  m u s i c i a n s ,  f i r s t  r e s p o n d e r s ,  a n d
e d u c a t o r s  o n  e v e r y  l e v e l .  T h e y  c a r r i e d  b u s i n e s s  c a r d s ,  o w n e d  c o m p a n i e s ,  a n d  s u p e r v i s e d
t e a m s  o f  p e o p l e .  T h e y  a n s w e r e d  t o  t h e  n a m e  o f  p r o f e s s o r ,  c a p t a i n ,  d o c t o r .  A t  o n e  t i m e
t h e i r  n a m e s  w e r e  w e l l  k n o w n  i n  t h e i r  c i r c l e s ,  a n d  t h e i r  o p i n i o n  w a s  r e s p e c t e d .  B u t
s o m e w h e r e  a l o n g  t h e  l i n e  t h i n g s  c h a n g e d .  T h e y  a g e d .  T h e i r  k i d s  m o v e d  a w a y ,  t h e y  r e t i r e d ,
s p o u s e s  d i e d .  O v e r  t i m e ,  c o w o r k e r s  l o s t  t o u c h ,  f e w e r  p e o p l e  a s k e d  f o r  t h e i r  o p i n i o n ,  a n d
o t h e r s  f o r g o t  t o  i n c l u d e  t h e m .  I t  i s  t h e  f a u l t  o f  n o  o n e  a n d  n o t h i n g .  I t  s i m p l y  i s .  N o w  t i t l e s
s o u n d  r e m o t e  i n s t e a d  o f  r e s p e c t f u l ,  a n d  t h e  t i t l e s  ' s i r '  o r  ' m a ' a m '  a r e  j u s t  o n e  m o r e
e x a m p l e  t h a t  n o  o n e  r e c o g n i z e s  t h e i r  n a m e .

C o m p a n i e s  d o  t r y  t h o u g h .  I  w e n t  t o  a  l o c a l  c o f f e e  s h o p  l a s t  w e e k .  T h e  b a r i s t a  g l a n c e d  a t
m e  a n d  s a i d ,  " D o  y o u  h a v e  o u r  A p p ? "  W h e n  I  s a i d  n o ,  s h e  a s k e d  f o r  m y  n a m e .  W h i l e  I  s t o o d
a n d  w a i t e d  f o r  m y  o r d e r ,  m y  c y n i c a l  w r i t e r ' s  b r a i n  w e n t  t h r o u g h  a  s e r i e s  o f  t h o u g h t s .  I f  I ' d
w a n t e d  t o  o r d e r  m y  c o f f e e  t h r o u g h  a  m o b i l e  A p p ,  I  c o u l d  h a v e .  B u t  t h i s  p a r t i c u l a r
e s t a b l i s h m e n t  i s  m e r e l y  c o n v e n i e n t ,  n o t  a  f a v o r i t e .  I  c o u l d  a l s o  b e  s i t t i n g  i n  t h e  l i n e  o f  7
c a r s  i n  t h e  d r i v e - t h r o u g h .  B u t  i n s t e a d ,  I  w a s  h e r e  i n  p e r s o n .  I  w a t c h e d  t h e  b a r i s t a  g a t h e r
m y  i t e m s  a n d  f r o w n  a t  t h e  o r d e r  s c r e e n .  S h e  h a d n ' t  w r i t t e n  m y  n a m e  d o w n  e v e n  t h o u g h  s h e
a s k e d  f o r  i t .  I  s t e p p e d  f o r w a r d .  " W e n d y , "  I  s a i d .  " R i g h t , "  s h e  a n s w e r e d ,  a n d  s l i d  m y  o r d e r
a c r o s s  t h e  c o u n t e r .
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I n  a  p o l a r  o p p o s i t e  e x p e r i e n c e ,  I  m e t  a  w o m a n  w h o  r e p e a t e d  m y  n a m e  s o  m a n y  t i m e s  i t
b e g a n  t o  s o u n d  s t r a n g e  t o  m y  o w n  e a r s .  I  f e l t  s u r e  w e  b o t h  k n e w  w h a t  m y  n a m e  w a s  a n d  i t
w a s  a l m o s t  e m b a r r a s s i n g  t o  k e e p  h e a r i n g  i t .  U s i n g  a  p e r s o n ' s  n a m e  i n  t h e  c o u r s e  o f
c o n v e r s a t i o n  i s  a c t u a l l y  a  t a c t i c  t a u g h t  a s  a  m e a n s  t o  r e m e m b e r  a  p a r t i c u l a r  p e r s o n
b e c a u s e  w h e n  y o u  r e p e a t  t h e i r  n a m e ,  y o u  a r e  c e m e n t i n g  t h e  i m a g e  o f  t h e i r  f a c e  i n  y o u r
m i n d  a l o n g  w i t h  i t .

W h e n  I  w a s  a  k i d ,  m y  p a r e n t s  h a d  a n  i n s u r a n c e  a g e n t  w h o s e  n a m e  w a s  E d  M u d d .  I  n e v e r
m e t  h i m  b u t  I  r e m e m b e r  h i s  n a m e  t o  t h i s  d a y .  W h y ?  B e c a u s e  h e  w a s  c o n s t a n t l y  t h r u s t i n g
h i s  n a m e  i n  f r o n t  o f  u s .  E v e r y  b i r t h d a y ,  a n n i v e r s a r y  a n d  C h r i s t m a s  m y  p a r e n t s  r e c e i v e d  a
g r e e t i n g  c a r d  f r o m  E d  M u d d .  I t  b e c a m e  a  s o u r c e  o f  l a u g h t e r  i n  o u r  f a m i l y .  " H e y  M o m ,  y o u
g o t  a  b i r t h d a y  c a r d  f r o m  E d  M u d d . "  I ' m  s u r e  E d  M u d d  d i d n ' t  k n o w  m y  p a r e n t s  b e y o n d  t h e i r
i n s u r a n c e  p o l i c y  -  a n d  m y  p a r e n t s  c o u l d n ' t  h a v e  c a r e d  l e s s  t h a t  h i s  o f f i c e  g e n e r a t e d
g r e e t i n g  c a r d s  o n  h i s  b e h a l f  -  b u t  w h a t  b r i l l i a n t  m a r k e t i n g  o n  h i s  p a r t .

E n t e r  S o u r c e P o i n t ,  a n  e s t a b l i s h m e n t  m a d e  u p  o f  a  s e l e c t  g r o u p  o f  p e o p l e  w h o  a s s i s t
o t h e r s  i n  n a v i g a t i n g  l i f e  a f t e r  5 5 .  A t  t h e  c o n c l u s i o n  o f  m y  t o u r s  a s  a  c o n c i e r g e  f o r
S o u r c e P o i n t ,  I  p e r f o r m  w h a t  I  c a l l  ' t h e  h a n d  o f f . '  I ' l l  l e a d  t h e  p r o s p e c t i v e  S o u r c e P o i n t
m e m b e r  t o  t h e  b u s i n e s s  d e s k .  " H e r e  i s  L e i g h , "  I ' l l  s a y .  O r  M a r y .  O r  w h o m e v e r  h a p p e n s  t o  b e
w o r k i n g  t h a t  d a y .  I ' l l  f i n i s h  t h e  i n t r o d u c t i o n  w i t h ,  " A s k  t h e m  a n y t h i n g .  I f  t h e y  d o n ' t  k n o w  t h e
a n s w e r ,  t h e y ' l l  f i n d  o u t . "  A s  I  w a l k  a w a y  I ' l l  u s u a l l y  h e a r  t h e  S o u r c e P o i n t  s t a f f e r  g r e e t  t h e
n e w  p e r s o n  b y  n a m e .  W e ' r e  n o t  a l w a y s  i n  a  p l a c e  w h e r e  e v e r y b o d y  k n o w s  o u r  n a m e ,  b u t  i t
s u r e  i s  n i c e  w h e n  w e  a r e .
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Donna Bingham
I  S A W  Y O U  T O D A Y
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I  s a w  y o u  t o d a y  f r o m  a f a r .
I  w a s  i n  t h e  c o f f e e  s h o p ,
Y o u  w e r e  l e a v i n g  y o u r  c a r .
Y o u  l o o k e d  s o  h a n d s o m e
I n  y o u r  d a r k  w o o l  c o a t
W i t h  t h e  p l a i d  s c a r f  I  g a v e  y o u
W r a p p e d  a r o u n d  y o u r  t h r o a t .

Y o u  w a l k e d  a r o u n d  a n d
O p e n e d  h e r  d o o r .
A s  I  s t o o d  t h e r e  w a t c h i n g ,
M y  h e a r t  s a n k  t o  t h e  f l o o r .
S h e  s t e p p e d  o u t  i n  h e e l s
A n d  a  d r e s s ,  w h e r e a s
I  s t o o d  t h e r e  w a t c h i n g
I n  s w e a t p a n t s ,  I  c o n f e s s .

A  f l a s h b a c k  o f  t i m e s  
W e  s h a r e d  l o n g  a g o ,
T h e  f i r s t  b l u s h  o f  l o v e
A n d  o u r  h e a r t s  a g l o w .

M y  h e a r t  w a s n ’ t  r e a d y
A n d  I  b u i l t  u p  a  w a l l .
Y o u  w e r e  s e c u r e  
A n d  I  f e l t  s o  s m a l l .

S o  u n d e s e r v i n g  o f
Y o u r  s p l e n d i d  g i f t ,
S o ,  I  s e n t  y o u  a w a y
A n d  s e t  m y s e l f  a d r i f t .
I  l o o k  a t  y o u  n o w
A n d  w o n d e r ,  w h a t  i f ,
M y  l i f e  w o u l d  b e  n o w
H a d  I  b e e n  l e s s  s t i f f .

W h a t  w o u l d  h a v e  c h a n g e d
W h e n  I  f e a r e d  a  n e w  l i f e ,  
H a d  I  s a i d  y e s  
T o  b e i n g  y o u r  w i f e .





Janene “JJ” Jackson
T H E  S T O R I E S  W I T H I N  M E  

T h e  w o r l d  i s  a n  o v e r f l o w i n g  b o o k  f o r  m y  i m a g i n a t i o n .  I  w a t c h  a  b u t t e r f l y  h a v e  w o r d s  w i t h  a
f l o w e r  w h o  i n v i t e s  i t  i n  f o r  d r i n k s .  A  b i r d  t w i t t e r s  i n  t h e  t r e e  a b o v e  m e ,  j o i n e d  b y  a  s e c o n d
t o  s i n g  a  d u e t  t o  t h e  e l d e r l y  l a d y  o n  t h e  b e n c h  b e l o w .

A c r o s s  t h e  r o a d ,  a  m a n  w a l k i n g  h i s  d o g  s t o p s  t o  c h a t  w i t h  t h e  p o s t m a n ,  n o  d o u b t  p a s s i n g
o n  a  s e c r e t  m e s s a g e  a b o u t  t h e  c o u p l e  i n  h o u s e  # 2 2 .  T h e y ’ r e  u n d e r  s u r v e i l l a n c e ,  y o u  s e e ,
n o t  o n l y  b y  t h e  d o g ,  b u t  a l s o  b y  t h e  w o m a n  s w e e p i n g  o f f  t h e  s i d e w a l k  i n  f r o n t  o f  h e r
b o o k s t o r e .

A  w h i f f  o f  h o t  c i n n a m o n  r o l l s  b e c k o n s  m e  t o w a r d s  t h e  b o o k s t o r e ’ s  n e a r e s t  n e i g h b o r ,  t h e
b a k e r ,  a s  h e  p r o p s  h i s  d o o r  o p e n  a n d  c a l l s  g o o d  m o r n i n g  t o  h e r .  S h e  s m i l e s  a n d ,  w i t h  a
q u i c k  g l a n c e  a r o u n d ,  s e i z e s  t h e  m o m e n t  t o  s t e p  i n s i d e  t h e  b a k e r y  w i t h  h i m .  T h e  s t a r t  o f  a
b e a u t i f u l  r e l a t i o n s h i p ?

A  k i t t e n  c r i e s  a t  m y  f e e t ,  a n d  I  s t o o p  t o  p e t  i t .  H o w  d i d  i t  g e t  o u t ?  W h e r e  w a s  i t  f r o m ?  W a s
i t  l o s t ?  A  r a u c o u s  c a r  h o r n  s t a r t l e s  t h e  k i t t e n ,  a n d  i t  d a r t s  i n t o  a  n e a r b y  g a r d e n  w h e r e  i t
d u c k s  u n d e r  t h e  p o r c h  t o  s a f e t y .  

A l l  t h i s  o c c u r s  w i t h i n  t h e  f i r s t  1 5  m i n u t e s  o f  m y  m o r n i n g  s t r o l l  d o w n  t h e  s i d e w a l k  o f  S m a l l
T o w n ,  U S A .  T h e  s t o r i e s  a b o u n d  h e r e ,  j u s t  w a i t i n g  t o  b e  s e t  t o  p a p e r .  M y  f i n g e r s  i t c h  t o
g r a b  m y  p e n  a n d  d i v e  i n …  
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Robin Knowles Wallace
D I S C OV E R I N G  A N  U N M A P P E D  ROA D

I n  t h e  l a t e  1 9 5 0 s  o n  v a c a t i o n  i n  N e w  H a m p s h i r e ’ s  W h i t e  M o u n t a i n s ,  o n  S u n d a y  a f t e r n o o n s
m y  f a t h e r ’ s  j o y  w a s  g e t t i n g  l o s t  o f f  t h e  m a p ,  f i n d i n g  r o a d s  n o t  y e t  c h a r t e d .  T h a t  i s  n o t  m y
j o y ;  I  a m  a  p l a n n e r .  I  l i k e  t o  l o o k  a t  m a p s  a n d  k n o w  w h e r e  I  a m  g o i n g .  I  a m  p r o u d  t h a t  I  c a n
s p e a k  “ l e f t / r i g h t ”  a n d  “ n o r t h / s o u t h . ”  E v e n  t h o u g h  I  h a v e  b e g u n  m a n y  l i f e  j o u r n e y s  w i t h o u t
k n o w i n g  t h e  d e s t i n a t i o n ,  I  s t i l l  h a v e  h a d  a t  l e a s t  s o m e  s o r t  o f  m a p  i n  m y  h e a d .

S o ,  w h e n  I  d e c i d e d  i n  t h e  l a t e  2 0 1 0 s  t h a t  m y  r e t i r e m e n t  c o u l d  t a k e  p l a c e  o n  t w o  c o n t i n e n t s
o v e r  e a c h  y e a r ,  I  f e l t  b o t h  a d v e n t u r o u s  a n d  s a t i s f i e d .  I  h a d  d i s c o v e r e d  t h e  p r e v i o u s  d e c a d e
t h e  j o y  o f  s o l o  t r a v e l  i n  E n g l i s h - s p e a k i n g  c o u n t r i e s .  T h e  t h o u g h t  o f  m a y b e  l i v i n g  i n  a
w a l k a b l e  v i l l a g e  w i t h i n  t h e  U n i t e d  K i n g d o m ,  w i t h  a  r i v e r  n e a r b y ,  a n d  i d e a l l y  w i t h  s o m e
a n c i e n t  r u i n s  t o  w a n d e r  a n d  w o n d e r  i n  g a v e  m e  j o y .  I  h a d  c o n v i n c e d  m y s e l f  t h a t  I  c o u l d  d o
t h a t ,  a t  l e a s t  f o r  s e v e r a l  m o n t h s  e a c h  y e a r  i n  r e t i r e m e n t  a f t e r  J u n e  2 0 2 1 .

T h e n  c a m e  t h e  w o r l d w i d e  p a n d e m i c  i n  2 0 2 0 .  I  f e l t  s o  b l e s s e d  t o  h a v e  g o n e  t o  S c o t l a n d  a n d
t h e n  E n g l a n d ,  t w i c e  a c r o s s  t h e  o c e a n  i n  2 0 1 9 ,  w h i l e  I  c o u l d .  T h e n  i n  t h e  s p r i n g  o f  2 0 2 2 ,  I
w a s  h i t  w i t h  s e r i o u s  p h y s i c a l  p a i n ,  a n d  m y  e n e r g y  e v a p o r a t e d .  I t  t o o k  a l m o s t  t w o  y e a r s  t o
g e t  m y  p a i n  a n d  e n e r g y  u n d e r  s o m e  c o n t r o l .  I  w a s  f a c e d  w i t h  t h e  l i m i t a t i o n s  o f  m y  c h r o n i c
d i s e a s e ,  t h e  c h a l l e n g e s  o f  e n e r g y  f o r  d a i l y  t a s k s ,  a n d  a  s e n s e  t h a t  d e e p  p e a c e  n e e d e d  t o
b e  m y  f o c u s  n o w  f o r  m y  l i f e .  T h e r e  w a s  g r i e f  f o r  w h a t  r e a s o n a b l y  w o u l d  n o t  b e .  I  n e e d e d  t o
f i n d  s o m e  r o a d s  n o t  y e t  c l e a r  o n  t h e  m a p  I  h a d  c o n s i d e r e d  f o r  t h e  r e s t  o f  m y  l i f e .

D u r i n g  t h e  p a n d e m i c ,  o n  o n e  o f  m y  m a s k e d  t e n - m i n u t e - i n - a n d - o u t - o f - a - b o o k s t o r e  t r i p s ,  I
p i c k e d  u p  A  C o m p l e t e  G u i d e  t o  S l o w  L i v i n g  ( a  o n e - t i m e  p u b l i c a t i o n  f r o m  t h e  U n i t e d
K i n g d o m ) .  I n  a n  a r t i c l e  r e m i n i s c i n g  a b o u t  t r a v e l ,  t h e r e  w e r e  s m a l l  p i c t u r e s  o f  l o v e l y  p l a c e s
w i t h  t h e  w o r d s  “ C a n ’ t  g e t  t h e r e ?  T r y  t h i s  f o r  i n s p i r a t i o n  i n s t e a d , ”  f o l l o w e d  b y  s u g g e s t i o n s
s u c h  a s :  
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Why not plan a day tr ip with your favorite food and activ it ies?
Head out for  a walk ear ly  in the morning and enjoy the peace when few people are around.

Ah,  roads and spaces not on my or iginal  “ ret irement map.”  Time to f ind roads not yet traveled.  

It  has been easier  than I  might have imagined to f ind things in my l i fe to compensate for  the
global  places I  miss.  I  have pictures and memories I  love from past tr ips,  a long with travel
books from those places and more.  Publ ic televis ion has travel  shows to watch and their
Passport streaming service includes dramas set in different countr ies.   Movies,  especial ly  i f
f i lmed somewhere I  have actual ly  been,  and music of  a l l  sorts can take me away.  There are
novels to take me to places I  know or to those where I  have not yet been.  In 2024 alone,  I
traveled through novels to 13 countr ies—including Botswana,  India,  Norway,  and Palestine—as
wel l  as to t imes long ago,  and to experiences beyond my own. Through pol it ical  news,  my
rel igious denomination,  and dai ly  playing a geographic onl ine game, worldle.teuteuf.fr ,  I  am
reminded to pray and help people in countr ies around the world.

Local ly ,  I  am priv i leged to l ive on the edge of a travelable city with a good art  museum, parks
galore,  with restaurants,  vegan bakeries,  and coffee shops for  carryout.  Dai ly  walks around my
neighborhood with my daughter give me some t ime in civ i l ized nature whi le st i l l  providing
animals—dogs,  cats,  the occasional  deer,  geese,  ducks,  and a rabbit ,  and chi ldren to see.  The
ecl ipse and aurora boreal is  in 2024 provided awe and wonder.  I  have fr iends I  meet on a
regular  basis for  lunch.  On my weekly tr ip to the dr ive-up window at the local  l ibrary,  I  have
options of travel ing by the r iver  or  through wooded residential  streets.  The space I  l ive in has
reminders of  travel  and family  around me in pictures,  books,  and souvenirs.  

Every day I  am thankful  for  moments that remind me that my l i fe is  st i l l  fu l l  of  beauty,  awe, and
del ight.  A l i tt le joy from my father ’s  sense of adventure has seeped into my l i fe—finding a road
that was not on my map.
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Emerson Laird
F O RG I N G  C I V I L  D I S C O U R S E

T h e  a n v i l  s p e w s  c o n f l i c t e d  e l e m e n t s .
T h e  h a m m e r  m e l d s  a l l  d o u b t .
S t r a y  s h a r d s  o f  e n l i g h t e n m e n t
t h r u s t  j a v e l i n s  i n t o  t h e  c a u l d r o n  o f  t h o u g h t .

T h e  d e m i s e
o f  i n e r t i a  
a c c e l e r a t e s
a n y  i n t r i n s i c  i d e a .

W o r d s m i t h i n g
a n y  b i a s e d  c o n s e n s u s  
e n h a n c e s
p o l i t e  c o e x i s t e n c e .

I n  c o n v e r s a t i o n
w a n i n g  d o u b t
a l l o w s  c o m p r o m i s e d  o p i n i o n s  r o i l i n g  i n  t h e  c a u l d r o n
t o  b e  m e a s u r a b l y  l a d l e d  o u t .

U b i q u i t o u s  W i s d o m
c o u n s e l s  m e r i t o r i o u s l y
t h e  m i n d f u l  a r t
o f  s p e a k i n g  e c l e c t i c a l l y .
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Tony Marconi
S O N G  O F  T H E  R O A D W A Y  D O O R

… t h r e e  h u n d r e d  m i l e s ,
            a h e a d  t h e  r o a d  m o r e  v i s i b l e  
            a s  t h e  l a n d  d i s s o l v e s  i n  t h e  p i n k  l i g h t  
                                                                o f  a l m o s t  d a w n    

y o u  s i t  b e s i d e  m e ,  
           e y e s  f i x e d  a n d  r e s t f u l  o n  m y  f a c e ,  
           o f f e r i n g  h o t  c o f f e e  f r o m  a  t h e r m o s  
                                                              w h i l e  t h e  f a r m  n e w s  
                                                              b r e a k s  m o r n i n g  m u s i c  
                                                              o n  a  l o c a l  s t a t i o n  

i  c o u l d  b e  h e r e  f o r e v e r ,  
           m o v i n g  t o w a r d  a n  u n f a m i l i a r  p l a c e ,  
           h e l d  b y  s p e e d  a n d  t h e  v i b r a t i n g  e n g i n e ,                               
                        t o u c h e d  b y  t h e  w a r m t h  o f  y o u r  b r e a t h  
 
i  c o u l d  b e  h e r e  f o r e v e r ,  
           e v e n  a s  d a y  t u r n s  i n t o  t w i l i g h t ;  
                       y o u  b o r n e  l i g h t l y  o n  s h e e t s  s t i f f l y  c l e a n e d ,  
                       w r a p p i n g  y o u r  s t r e n g t h  w i t h i n ,  a r o u n d  m i n e ;  
                       p r e p a r e d  f o r  t o m o r r o w ’ s  m i l e s  

w e  a n d  m a c h i n e s ;  
                      o n l y  w e  m o v i n g ,  m o v i n g ;    
                                                            i  c o u l d  b e  h e r e  f o r e v e r …
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Marcia Mistry
T H E  B A R R E N  RO O M

A b a n d o n e d .  T h i s  m u s i c  r o o m  i s  l i f e l e s s .  J e n n i ’ s  d e a t h  s t o l e  h e r
a m b i a n c e  f r o m  t h e  a t m o s p h e r e .  H e r  t o n e  p e r i s h e d .  T h e  s t a r k n e s s
o f  t h i s  s p a c e  a w a k e n s  m e .  I  r e a l i z e  s i n g i n g  d u e t s  t o g e t h e r  h a s
c e a s e d .  T h i s  b l e a k  a r e a  m a g n i f i e s  m y  e m p t i n e s s .  I t  m i r r o r s  m y
h e a r t  –  h o l l o w  w i t h o u t  h e r  h a r m o n y .

M y  p u l s e  d w i n d l e s .  I  s i n k  i n  s a d n e s s  a n d  m y  b o d y  p u l l s  m e  t o  m y
k n e e s .  S o r r o w  o v e r w h e l m s  m e .  T e a r s  s h o w e r  m y  c h e e k s  a n d
b u b b l e s  o f  p a i n  p o u n d  m y  c h e s t .  M y  h e a r t ,  s a t u r a t e d  w i t h
s a d n e s s ,  l o n g s  t o  h u g  h e r .  I  r e a c h  i n t o  m y  m e m o r y  a n d  s e a r c h .  I
r e m e m b e r  t h e  s o n g s  w e  s a n g ,  b u t  I  n o  l o n g e r  h e a r  h e r  v o i c e .  E a c h
t u n e  s c r a p e s  m y  w o u n d .  P a i n f u l l y ,  I  p e e l  t h e s e  m u s i c a l  m e m o r i e s ,
t h r e a d i n g  a  q u i l t  o f  l o s s .  E a c h  m e l o d y  I  r e m e m b e r  i s  a  s t i t c h  i n  m y
a r d u o u s  j o u r n e y .  W e e k s  o f  g r i e f  c h a l l e n g e  m e  a s  I  r e c a p t u r e  o u r
s p e c i a l  d a y s .  

E v e n t u a l l y ,  m y  a c h i n g  h e a r t  b e g i n s  t o  m e n d .  I  a c c e p t  t h e  l o s s .  I
r e m e m b e r  J e n n i ’ s  k i n d  c h a r a c t e r ,  a n d  t h o u g h t s  o f  h e r  f r i e n d s h i p
c u d d l e  m e .  S h e  e n c o u r a g e d  m e  t o  u s e  m y  t a l e n t .  C a n  m y  h e a r t
s t a r t  h u m m i n g  a g a i n ?  H i n t i n g  a t  a  p u r r ,  i t s  v i b r a t i o n  i n t r o d u c e s  a
s m i l e .  M y  m i s e r y  b e g i n s  t o  m e l l o w .  J e n n i ’ s  t o u c h  i s  n o t  t a n g i b l e ,
b u t  I  h o l d  t h o s e  g r a c i o u s  t i m e s  w e  s h a r e d .  A l t h o u g h  I  c a n ’ t
i m a g i n e  s i n g i n g  y e t ,  I  e m b r a c e  t h e  e c h o e s  o f  h e r  f r i e n d s h i p .  H e r
l o v e  i s  e n g r a v e d  i n  t h e  g a p  i n  m y  h e a r t .  I t ’ s  h e r  e p i t a p h  o f
c o m p a s s i o n  t h a t  I ’ l l  c a r r y  w i t h i n  m e .
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CarlVon Patterson
M Y  L A S T  F I V E  M I N U T E S

I n  d e s p e r a t i o n ,  M r s .  P e r r y ,  m y  s i x t h - g r a d e  t e a c h e r ,  f i n a l l y  y e l l e d ,  “ Y o u
w i l l  n e v e r ,  e v e r  g e t  t h e m  b a c k .  T h e y  a r e  g o n e  f o r e v e r !  O u r  m o u t h s ,  n o w
q u i e t ,  h u n g  o p e n .  W e  l o o k e d  a t  h e r  i n  d i s b e l i e f .  W e  w o n d e r e d  w h a t  s h e
m e a n t .  A f t e r  r e c e s s ,  s h e  h a d  a  r u l e  t h a t  w e  h a d  t o  b e  q u i e t  b e f o r e  w e
e n t e r e d  h e r  c l a s s r o o m .  H o w e v e r ,  a f t e r  o u r  t i m e  o n  t h e  p l a y g r o u n d ,  w e
d i d n ' t  w a n t  t o  “ s e t t l e  d o w n  a n d  b e  q u i e t ”  a s  w e  s t o o d  o u t s i d e  h e r
c l a s s r o o m .  M r s .  P e r r y  h a d  b e e n  a t t e m p t i n g  t o  m a k e  u s  a l l  s t o p  t a l k i n g
a n d  b e  q u i e t .  S h e  h a d  t r i e d ,  w i t h o u t  s u c c e s s ,  t o  “ s h h h h ”  u s ,  b u t  w e
c o n t i n u e d  t a l k i n g .  A f t e r  h e r  o u t b u r s t ,  s h e  s a w  t h e  c o n f u s e d  l o o k  o n  o u r
f a c e s  a n d  e x p l a i n e d ,  “ Y o u  j u s t  w a s t e d  f i v e  m i n u t e s  o f  y o u r  l i f e .  Y o u  w i l l
n e v e r ,  e v e r  g e t  t h o s e  f i v e  m i n u t e s  b a c k  a g a i n . ”  S o m e  o f  u s  l a u g h e d .
O t h e r s  w e r e  q u i e t .  N o  o n e  u n d e r s t o o d  w h a t  s h e  m e a n t .

L a t e r ,  s h e  w r o t e  o n  t h e  b o a r d ,  " L o s t  t i m e  i s  n e v e r  f o u n d  a g a i n . "  —
B e n j a m i n  F r a n k l i n

A s  a  b o y ,  I  e n j o y e d  a t t e n d i n g  t h e  c o u n t y  f a i r .  I  h a v e  g r e a t  m e m o r i e s  o f
w a r m  s u m m e r  b r e e z e s ,  t h e  s o u n d s  o f  l a u g h i n g  c h i l d r e n  o n  a m u s e m e n t
r i d e s ,  a n d  t h e  f e e l  o f  f l u f f y  c o t t o n  c a n d y  i n  m y  m o u t h .  I  l o v e d  t o  w a t c h
t h e  m a n  a t  t h e  c o t t o n  c a n d y  m a c h i n e  s w i r l  t h e  c a r d b o a r d  s t i c k  a r o u n d
t o  c a p t u r e  t h e  s t r a n d s  o f  c o t t o n  c a n d y  l i k e  a  s i l k y  c o c o o n .  I  w o u l d  t a k e
a  h a n d f u l  o f  t h e  f l u f f y  s t u f f  a n d  p o p  i t  i n  m y  m o u t h .   A f t e r  a  m o m e n t ,
t h e  b i g  w a d  o f  c o t t o n  c a n d y  w o u l d  d i s a p p e a r ,  a n d  o n l y  a  l i t t l e  b i t  o f
s u g a r y  g o o  w o u l d  r e m a i n .

I  r e t i r e d  s e v e r a l  y e a r s  a g o ,  a n d  M r s .  P e r r y ’ s  w o r d s  h a v e  r e t u r n e d  t o  m e   
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r e c e n t l y .  W h e n  I  w a n t  t o  c o n n e c t  w i t h  o t h e r s ,  I  s p e n d  f i v e  m i n u t e s
c h e c k i n g  m y  e m a i l .  W h e n  I  w a n t  t o  k n o w  w h a t  i s  h a p p e n i n g  i n  t h e  w o r l d ,
I  t a k e  f i v e  m i n u t e s  t o  v i s i t  m y  f a v o r i t e  n e w s  o p i n i o n  s i t e .

A n d  w h e n  I  w a n t  t o  c h i l l ,  I  f l i p  t h r o u g h  f u n n y  v i d e o  s h o r t s  f o r  f i v e
m i n u t e s .  B u t  I  n e v e r  s e e m  t o  s t o p  a f t e r  j u s t  f i v e .  T h e  m i n u t e s  k e e p
a d d i n g  u p .  P r e t t y  s o o n ,  I  l o o k  a t  m y  w a t c h  a n d  s e e  t h a t  1 5 ,  3 0 ,  o r  6 0
m i n u t e s  h a v e  p a s s e d .  I  r e a l i z e  t h a t  i t  i s  s o  e a s y  t o  “ k i l l  t i m e ”  w i t h  s o c i a l
m e d i a .  S u d d e n l y ,  I  h e a r  t h e  w o r d s  o f  M r s .  P e r r y :  “ Y o u  j u s t  w a s t e d  f i v e
m i n u t e s  o f  y o u r  l i f e .  Y o u  w i l l  n e v e r ,  e v e r  g e t  t h o s e  m i n u t e s  b a c k  a g a i n .
T h e y  a r e  g o n e  f o r e v e r . ”

S o c i a l  m e d i a  i s  t h e  c o t t o n  c a n d y  o f  o u r  t i m e .  I t  a p p e a r s  i m p o r t a n t ,
i n v i t i n g ,  a n d  d e l i c i o u s .  Y e t  a f t e r  a  m o m e n t ,  t h e r e  i s  h a r d l y  a n y t h i n g  l e f t ,
e x c e p t  a  f u z z y  m e m o r y .  T h i s  r e a l i z a t i o n  m a k e s  m e  r e g r e t  h o w  I  h a v e
s p e n t  m y  t i m e  w i t h  n o t h i n g  t o  s h o w  f o r  i t .  B u t  i t  i s  s o  t e m p t i n g  t o  g r a b
a n o t h e r  h a n d f u l .  

MY LAST FIVE MINUTES |  CARLVON PATTERSON





Donald E Pearse, Sr.
G E N I E  I N  A  B OT T L E

     Genie was a happy-go-lucky figment of people’s imaginations. One night, he became attached to
Patrick O’Donnell’s imagination. He was having a ball, since Patrick was a robust, elderly Irishman
having a merry old time in a pub. He had just put the finishing touches on a bottle of Irish Mint Liquor
when his buddies bet him that he could not live for three whole days without his imagination. 

     Patrick never in his life turned down a bet, especially when it entailed a prize of a new bottle of
Irish whiskey! He grabbed his empty bottle and whisked his imagination into it.  Of course, Genie was
caught up in this unexpected whirlwind, and he soon realized he was trapped when Patrick jammed
the cork into the bottle. The pub keeper then placed the bottle high up on a shelf behind the bar for
all to see.

     Poor Genie was overcome by the odor of whiskey in the bottle, and his vision was distorted when
he tried to look out due to the fancy designs in the glass.

     And so it came to pass that Patrick’s imagination was trapped in a whiskey bottle, and Patrick was
without an imagination for the first time in his life. He never realized how much he used it until it was
gone. How dull life became when he only had reality to observe and contemplate. No more visions of
life than he wanted it to be. No more creative ideas of ways to solve problems or to visualize happy
situations

     Meanwhile, Genie was beside himself inside that jar. He tried to think of a way to escape. He
decided to imagine being free since he was a figment of someone’s imagination to begin with.
However, since he was bonded to Patrick when he was placed in the bottle, that did not work. He
was trapped for three whole days.

Patrick was getting increasingly distraught by the hour. He wanted to win that bet, but it was horrible
having to live without his imagination. On the second day, he went back to the bar and sat looking at

|  31





|  33

the bottle that contained Genie. He had almost decided to go grab the bottle when some of his
drinking buddies arrived. They chided him about giving up on the bet, and he told them that would
never happen. Poor Genie sat in the bottle and pouted.

     After the pub closed that night, Patrick waited outside the back door until everyone but the pub
keeper had left. He banged on the door, and when it opened, he barged into the bar and over to the
shelf with the bottle on it. Genie got all excited when he saw Patrick coming, and he spun around so
fast in the bottle that it began to glow! Patrick stopped in his tracks. He might not have had his
imagination, but he could still visualize a cash register ringing up piles of money for him.

     He offered the pub master a cut if he would cooperate. The very next night, when the bar was
filled with merrymakers, Patrick stood on the bar and made an announcement. He declared that he
could make the empty whiskey bottle glow in the dark. 

     Everyone burst out in laughter, but Patrick said he would bet every man in the bar ten euros that
he could make it happen. Amid the laughter, the money was put up, and Patrick walked outside. That
was the cue for the pub master to turn down the lights, and then Patrick came back in, heading
straight for the whiskey bottle with Genie in it. Again, Genie got extremely excited, and his gyrations
made the bottle glow brightly!

     Everyone was in awe, and Patrick happily collected the euros from the bet. He planned to do this
once a week, hoping to catch new patrons off guard. He expected to get rich at poor Genie’s
expense. After the anticipation of being set free, poor Genie was totally exhausted as he slumped to
the bottom of the bottle.

     Life was good for Patrick, except for one little unexpected glitch. The pub master hired a new
helper. On his first day, he saw the empty bottle on the shelf and immediately removed it. He was
about to throw it away when he happened to notice a wee bit of whiskey swirling around the bottom.
He glanced around to see if anyone was looking, and with the coast all clear, he removed the cap,
tipped the bottle up, and let the dribble of whiskey flow onto his waiting tongue. Genie scampered
out, and he was free at last!

     Genie decided to never again let anyone trap him, and Patrick vowed to never again make a bet
that involved his imagination.

GENIE IN A BOTTLE |  DONALD E.  PEARSE, SR.





Dave Richards
A  B U S Y  R E T I R E M E N T

     Being ret ired gives me at least 70 hours more a week of t ime to f i l l .  I  know some people
have problems f i l l ing in that t ime, but I  have not had that issue.   I  f ind I  need more t ime to do
the things I  want to do.  In those moments between volunteering,  doing activ it ies in the
neighborhood, at  Source Point,  and church,  I  f i l l  [t ime] thinking of words of wisdom and sage
I ’ve heard and have freely given out.

   Here are two phrases I  heard long ago and took to heart.  “Retire to something,  not away from
something,”  and “ It ’s  better to wear out than to rust out.”  I ’ve also adapted someone else’s
words of wisdom as,  “The f i rst  100 years are the toughest.”  Other words I  use often are “Have a
fun day”  or  “Have a fun week.”

   My dad didn’t  often coach us as k ids.  He was more of the hands-on “come help me with
projects”  type.  That learn by doing things is  sort  of  a version of the adage,  “Experience is  a
tough teacher.  It  g ives the test f i rst  and the lesson afterwards.”  When he did coach me, it
often started with the word,  “Son.”

   I  came home one day from grade school  and teased my younger brother that I  was the only
one in my class to ace this test.  Dad was reading the paper and put it  down as I  walked by.
“Son,”  here it  comes,  “don’t  get a fat  head.  As you go through l i fe,  you’ l l  meet those smarter
than you and those not.  Treat them al l  the same. They al l  have a story to tel l . ”  That was proven
often during my working l i fe and somehow even more so now as I  volunteer.

  It ’s  amazing to me how my memory works.  I  often remember the general  idea or concept for  a
quote but not always the exact words of the quote or saying that affected me. That just now
tr iggered words of wisdom I  heard recently  that,  as t ime goes on,  our pr ior it ies change
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as to what is  important.  This is  so true.  When I  was a young youth,  I  wanted to be a superhero,
then a sports star,  then r ich and famous.  I  was determined to try any experience or action I
thought would get me there.  What happened was I  was gett ing older,  but in my mind not that
much wiser,  unti l  I  heard another great sage,  Conan the Barbar ian,  who enl ightened me with
the words,  “Those experiences that don’t  k i l l  you strengthen you.”  An odd personage to get
wisdom from.

   Now my mind f lashed back to al l  the t imes my actions or the actions of others could have
ki l led me. I  didn’t  see it  at  the t ime, but I ’m stronger now because of a l l  I  did.   Somehow, I  wish
I  had done more.  Now that I ’m retired,  I ’ve created new goals and jobs for  myself .  Whi le I  can
plot,  plan,  and provide resources for  these new goals,  the problem I  face now is  that I  may not
have any direct control  over the process of fulf i l lment.  However,  I  do have control  over one
goal  - -  my favorite--  because it  requires me to let  the k id out,  which I  do quite often.  I  can
spread a touch of humor to br ighten someone else’s day.

   Now, what matters to me is  not to be r ich or  famous or even remembered, though these
would be nice.  What matters to me is  that someone’s day was br ighter because I  passed by
and left  them with some type of words of encouragement or  a touch of humor.  It  is  my hope
that they pass that on to others.  That to me would be true fulf i l lment.  

   Years ago,  I  donated a concrete bench to my col lege to be placed around the Quad among
others already there from mult iple donors.  We were al lowed to have a message engraved on
that bench to enl ighten future generations.  I  picked one I  found over thirty years before from a
bone doctor named Kavanagh,  who said it  in  1908. I ronical ly ,  i f  you Google his quote,  you may
not f ind his name l isted as saying this because newer stars used his quote and were given
credit  for  it .  I  hope he l ived long enough to at least hear others use his words to spread
wisdom and sage.  Many more quotes have touched me and shaped my l i fe so I  can have a busy
retirement,  but I ’ l l  end with Dr.  Kavanagh’s quote.

   “To succeed in l i fe,  you need three things:  A wishbone, a backbone, and a funny bone.”
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Jack Riordan
T H E  LO N G  S LOW  G O O D B Y E

S h e  w a s  a  l i t t l e  o l d e r ,
L i v e d  t w o  h o u s e s  f r o m  m e ,
P l a y e d  i n  o u r  y a r d .
M o m  l i k e d  h e r ,  s o
W h e n  I  s t a r t e d  s c h o o l
W e  w a l k e d  h o l d i n g  h a n d s
T e l l i n g  t h e  w o n d e r s  t h e r e .
H o l d i n g  h a n d s  b e c a m e
P a s s a g e  t o  o u r  p l a c e s ,
C o n n e c t i o n s  n o t  y e t  u n d e r s t o o d .

D e s p i t e  h e r  s l i g h t  f r a m e
S h e  r a n  l o n g  d i s t a n c e s ,  a n d
D e b a t e d  i n  h i g h  s c h o o l .
B e f o r e  I  c o u l d  d r i v e ,
M o m  d r o v e  t o  s e e  h e r  e v e n t s .

I n  H i g h  S c h o o l ,  I  b l o s s o m e d
B i g  i n  e v e r y t h i n g  w h i l e
S h e  w a s  i n  a  l o c a l  c o l l e g e
T o  b e  a  p h y s i c a l  t h e r a p i s t ,  b u t
S h e  c a m e  t o  m y  e v e n t s .
I  w e n t  t o  a n  o u t - o f - s t a t e  U  t o  p l a y
B u t  s h e  f o u n d  a  w a y
T o  h o l d  h a n d s  a n d  s e e  m e  p l a y .
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THE LONG SLOW GOODBYE |  JACK RIORDAN

I  g o t  a  d e g r e e  i n  E l e c t r o n i c s
A n d  a n  A r m y  C o m m i s s i o n  i n
V i e t n a m  a s  I n t e l l i g e n c e  O f f i c e r ,
I  l i k e d  i t  a n d  p r o m o t e d ,  a d d i n g  a  y e a r .
O n  l e a v e s  h o m e ,  w e  h e l d  h a n d s
I n  o u r  w a y ,  d i s c u s s e d  l i f e ’ s  i s s u e s .
W e  s t a r t e d  t o  w r i t e  a m b l i n g  l e t t e r s
I  t h o u g h t  a n d  d r e a m e d  o f  h e r .

W h e n  I  f i n a l l y  c a m e  h o m e
S h e  w a s  t h e r e  w i t h  a  b i g  h u g ,
H e r  h a n d s  e a s e d  t h e  n i g h t m a r e s .
W e  s p o k e  a b o u t  h o p e s ,  d r e a m s .
W h e n  I  a s k e d  h e r  t o  b e  m y  w i f e ,
S h e  s a i d ,  “ T w o  y e a r s  a g o ,  I  s a i d
Y e s ,  w i t h  o u r  h a n d s .  Y o u  w e r e  b u s y .
A  p e r f e c t  m a r r i a g e ,  g o o d  j o b s
T h r e e  s m a r t  a n d  a t h l e t i c  k i d s
H o u s e  n e a r  s o m e  w o o d s ;  w e
L e a r n e d  m u c h  r a i s i n g  t h e m .

U n l i k e  h e r  o r g a n i z e d  w a y s ,
F o r g e t t i n g  s y m p t o m s  s t a r t e d  a f t e r
K i d s  m o v e d  o u t  o n  t h e i r  o w n
W e  h e l d  h a n d s .  I g n o r e d  t h e m ,
A s  l o n g  a s  w e  c o u l d .

T h e n ,  y e a r s  o f  d o c t o r s ,  t e s t s ,
E x p e r i m e n t a l  t r e a t m e n t s .
A n  e x p l o r a t o r y  o p e r a t i o n ,  b u t
N o  c l e a r  W h a t  i s  i t  o r  W h y .
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THE LONG SLOW GOODBYE |  JACK RIORDAN

S h e  c o u l d  n o  l o n g e r  s t a n d  o r  w a l k .
T h r o u g h  i t  a l l ,  w e  h e l d  h a n d s
D i s c u s s e d  a n d  t a l k e d  i t  t h r o u g h .
W h a t  b e g a n  a s  h e l p i n g  m e
B e c a m e  m e  h e l p i n g  h e r  p r a y
T o  f i n d  a  w a y  b a c k  t o  o u r  p l a c e s .
H e r  s m a l l  w o r l d  w a s  s h r i n k i n g
S h e  n e e d e d  2 4 - h o u r  M e d  c a r e .

S h e  p i c k e d  A s s i s t e d  L i v i n g ,
I  v i s i t e d  a l m o s t  e v e r y  d a y
H o l d i n g  h a n d s  i n  o u r  o l d  w a y .
T h e  b o y s  a n d  f r i e n d s  c a m e ,
M o s t l y ,  o u r  d a u g h t e r  w a s  r e g u l a r
W h e n  s h e  c o u l d  n o t  r e c o g n i z e  t h e m .
W e  h e l d  h a n d s  f o r  3  m o r e  y e a r s ,
W h e r e  i n  h e r  l i f e  w a s  s h e ?
O n c e ,  s h e  s a i d ,  “ S t o p .  I t ’ s  a  r e d  l i g h t . ”
I  h o p e d  i t  w a s  r e m i s s i o n ,  b u t  i t  w a s ,
F r o m  m y  n a p  n e x t  t o  h e r  b e d .

S o o n ,  s h e  d i d  n o t  k n o w  m e ,
O r  h e r s e l f .  H e r  h a n d s  g o t  c o l d
H e r  t i n y  b o d y ’ s  l i f e  e n d e d ,
T h e  g o o d b y e  d i d n ’ t  e n d .
I  w a s  t o o  o l d  t o  f i n d  n e w
W a r m  h a n d s  t o  h o l d
I ’ l l  j u s t  k e e p  t h o s e
F r o m  o u r  o l d  w a y s .
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Nancy Ross
A  H A I K U  F O R  S O L A R  E C L I P S E

O t h e r w o r l d l y  l i g h t ,
B r i g h t  s u n  a n d  d a r k  s h a d o w s  j o i n ,

D a r k n e s s  o v e r t a k e s .

S h a d o w s  e v e r y w h e r e ,
N e a r l y  d a r k  a s  m o o n l e s s  n i g h t ,

D i s t a n t  y e l l o w  g l o w .

S h a d o w s  c r e e p  a w a y ,
A s  s u n l i g h t  b e g i n s  t o  s h i n e .

B r i g h t  d a y l i g h t  a g a i n .
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Rhonda Smith
S I X - WO R D  M E M O I R S

H a p p i n e s s  c o m e s  a t  t h e  w e i r d e s t  m o m e n t s .

A  w e l c o m e  d i v e r s i o n  f r o m  r e a l  l i f e .

D o  m y  w o r d s  m a t t e r  t o  a n y o n e ?

M a k i n g  e x c u s e s  i s  y o u r  o n l y  l a n g u a g e .

S m e l l s  l i k e  t e e n  s p i r i t -  l a u n d r y  e m e r g e n c y .

S e e m s  d u m b  l u c k  i s  m y  l u c k .

B e i n g  i n  t h e  m i d d l e  n e v e r  w o r k s .

M y  h e a r t ,  M y  s o u l ,  M y  m i n d .

S h o p p i n g  i s  a n  a d d i c t i o n ;  I ’ m  h o o k e d .

I ’ m  s e e i n g  m y s e l f  i n  m y  g r a n d k i d s .

I t  a l l  c h a n g e d  i n  a  m o m e n t .

N e v e r  g i v e  u p  t h e  d a i l y  s t r u g g l e .

L i f e  i s  a  h i g h w a y - - D o n ’ t  s p e e d .

T h e  c e i l i n g  c a n  h e a r  m y  t h o u g h t s .

A n o t h e r  d a y ,  a n o t h e r  d o l l a r … n o t  h e r e .

O n e  b l i n k ,  t h e n  i t ’ s  a l l  g o n e .

P a i n  t e l l s  m e  t h a t  I ’ m  a l i v e .

I  h a d  a  M a c G y v e r  i d e a  t o d a y .
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C u t e  a n d  a d o r a b l e  a n d  i n s i g h t f u l  t o o .

I  n e e d  a  s i x  w o r d  m e m o i r .

H o w  d o  h a c k e r s  l e a r n  t h e i r  c r a f t ?

C a t s  a r e  m y  h a p p y  p l a c e  t o d a y .

C a r b o h y d r a t e s  c a l l  t o  m e  l i t e r a l l y  e v e r y d a y .

R i s i n g  e a r l y  m e a n s  n o t  e n o u g h  s l e e p .

S h e ’ s  g o i n g  f o r  t h a t  f u n k y  l o o k .

S o m e t i m e s  i t  j u s t  m a k e s  s e n s e ,  r e a l l y .

E a r w o r m  s t a y s  a l l  d a y - - n e x t  s o n g .

F e w  h o u r s  t o  m y s e l f ,  A h h h … h e a v e n l y .

N o t h i n g  n e w  l e a r n e d ,  l e t ’ s  t r y  a g a i n .

H a t s  w e a r  d i f f e r e n t  f a c e s  o f  m e .

S h e  l o v e s  t o  w r i t e ;  t o  c r e a t e .

G r a t e f u l n e s s  i s  a  d o u b l e  e d g e d  s w o r d .

N e w  d a y ,  N e w  f e e l i n g s ,  N e w  i s s u e s .

T e r r i b l e  t w o s  o r  p r e - t e e n ,  w h a t ’ s  w o r s e ?

C a t s ,  K i d s ,  S o n ,  H u s b a n d - - s m a l l  a p a r t m e n t .

T h e  l a u n d r y  n e v e r  s e e m s  t o  e n d .

B a b y  I t ’ s  C o l d  O u t s i d e - - r e a l l y  c o l d !

E x c e r p t s  f r o m  2 0 2 4  S i x  W o r d  M e m o i r s .
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Gae Snyder
S P R I N G  WO E S

S p r i n g  f l e w  i n  o n  a  c h i l l i n g  w i n d .
N o  s u n ,  o n l y  d a r k ,  d r e a r y  c l o u d s .
S e e m s  l i k e  w i n t e r  w a s n ’ t  r e a d y  t o  e n d .
H i s  g u s t y ,  c o l d  b r e a t h  k n e w  n o  b o u n d s .

B u n d l e  u p  w i t h  h a t  a n d  c o a t .
O r  s t a y  i n s i d e  w h e r e  i t ’ s  c o z y  a n d  w a r m .
W h i l e  O l d  M a n  W i n t e r  c o n t i n u e s  t o  g l o a t .
T r a n s i t i o n  t h r o u g h  M a r c h  i s  f u l l  o f  b l u s t e r  a n d  s t o r m .

O h ,  S p r i n g ,  y o u  t e a s e d  u s  w i t h  s u n s h i n e  a n d  s i x t i e s .
D a f f o d i l s  a n d  o t h e r  b u l b s  w e r e  b u d d i n g .
W e  s h e d  b o o t s  a n d  s w e a t e r s  f o r  s a n d a l s  a n d  s h o r t  s l e e v e s .
W e a t h e r  s o  n i c e ,  w e  f o r g o t  y o u  w e r e  b l u f f i n g .

T h e  e m e r g i n g  c h a n g e  o f  s e a s o n  i s  l o o m i n g .
A n t i c i p a t i o n  p a i n t s  o u r  d a y d r e a m s
W i t h  t r e e s  b l o o m i n g ,  g a r d e n s  f l o w e r i n g ,  a n d  b i r d s  c r o o n i n g .
F r e s h  b r e e z e s  d a n c e  a c r o s s  g l o w i n g  s u n b e a m s .

R e a d y  t o  w e l c o m e  l o n g e r  d a y s  a n d  w a r m e r  t e m p e r a t u r e s .
T o  s a v o r  t h e  p e r f u m e  a n d  c o l o r  o f  n e w  b e g i n n i n g s .
T o  s u f f e r  t h r o u g h  a l l e r g i e s ,  l i g h t n i n g ,  a n d  t h u n d e r .
W o e s  a s i d e ,  h o p e f u l  s i g n s  i n v i t e  m y  h e a r t  t o  s i n g .
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Jim Snyder
PERSERVERANCE

M a y  y o u r  e p i t a p h  
b e  e v i d e n c e  f o r / o f  y o u r  

e v e r y d a y  t o i l s .

E x p r e s s  t r u t h f u l  w o r d s  
f o r  t h o s e  w h o s e  e a r s  a r e  r e a d y  

t o  h e a r  y o u .  

D o  n o t  l e t  b o d y  
l a n g u a g e  b e t r a y  y o u r  c h o i c e  w o r d s …  

W e a r  w h a t ’ s  t r u e .  

A l l o w  t h o s e  w i t h  w h o m
y o u  i n t e r a c t  f e e l  t h e y  a r e

h e r e  a n d  p r i z e d .  

L i v e  o n e ’ s  l i f e  t o  s p e a k  
a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s … T h e i r  v a l u e  

m e m o r y .  
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Barbara Taylor
A  L E T T E R  T O  M O M

D e a r  M o m ,

I  w i s h  y o u  h a d  a  p h o n e  u p  i n  h e a v e n  b e c a u s e  I  w a n t e d  t o
t e l l  y o u  t h a t  t h e  d o c t o r  s a y s  I ’ m  d o i n g  O K .  I ’ m  w o r k i n g  o n
m y  b l o o d  g l u c o s e .  I t ' s  b e e n  u p  a n d  d o w n ,  l i k e  a l w a y s .  
I  w i s h  I  h a d  a  l a d d e r  s o  I  c o u l d  c l i m b  u p  a n d  g i v e  y o u  a  h u g
w h e n  I  w a n t  t o  a n d  g i v e  y o u  a  k i s s ,  t o o .  

M i l o  i s  g a i n i n g  w e i g h t  f r o m  a l l  t h e  t r e a t s .  W h e n  I  t o o k  h i m
t o  y o u r  h o u s e ,  h e  l o o k e d  e v e r y w h e r e  f o r  y o u .  M i l o  s t i l l
l i k e s  t a k i n g  S a g e  o u t s i d e ,  a n d  t h e y  p l a y  l i k e  c r a z y .

I  m i s s  g i v i n g  y o u  a  h u g  a n d  t a l k i n g  t o  y o u .  I  w i s h  I  c o u l d
p i c k  u p  t h e  p h o n e  a n d  c a l l  y o u  w h e n  I  j u s t  n e e d  t o  t a l k .  
I  h o p e  I  c a n  s e e  t h e  o c e a n  f r o m  u p  i n  h e a v e n  s o  w e  c a n
w a l k  t h e  s h o r e s  o f  h e a v e n  t o g e t h e r  w h e n  I  g o  h o m e  t o  b e
w i t h  y o u .

L o v e
B a r b
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Judy Titus
W H AT  I  K N OW  F O R  S U R E

1 .  L i f e  i s  t o o  s h o r t  t o  f o l d  f i t t e d  s h e e t s .

2 .  S e l f - l o v e  i s n ' t  s e l f i s h ;  i t ' s  a  r e q u i r e m e n t  f o r  l o v i n g  o t h e r s .

3 .  W h a t  y o u  s e n d  o u t  a l w a y s  c o m e s  b a c k  t o  y o u .

4 .  E v e r y  p r o b l e m  c o m e s  w i t h  a  l e s s o n  t o  b e  l e a r n e d .

5 .  I t  i s  i n  t h e  h a r d  t i m e s  t h a t  w e  g r o w .

7 .  W e  w i l l  b e  r e m e m b e r e d  f o r  h o w  w e  m a d e  o t h e r s  f e e l .

8 .  T h e  m o m e n t s  y o u  s a v o r  b e c o m e  p r e c i o u s  m e m o r i e s .

9 .  P e o p l e  w h o  d o  n o t  c o m m a n d  r e s p e c t  n e e d  i t  t h e  m o s t .

1 0 .  I t ' s  n e v e r  t o o  l a t e  t o  b e c o m e  w h o  y o u  m i g h t  h a v e  b e e n .

1 1 .  C h a n g e  i s  t h e  o n l y  c o n s t a n t .

1 2 .  L i f e  w o u l d  b e  v e r y  d u l l  i f  i t  w e r e n ' t  s o  f u l l  o f  s u r p r i s e s .

1 3 .  W e  a l w a y s  h a v e  c h o i c e s ,  e v e n  t h o u g h  w e  m a y  n o t  l i k e  t h e  o n e s  w e  h a v e .

1 5 .  H o w  w e  t r e a t  o t h e r s  i s  a  r e f l e c t i o n  o f  h o w  w e  f e e l  a b o u t  o u r s e l v e s .

1 6 .  A s  B u d d h a  s a i d ,  w h a t  w e  t h i n k ,  w e  b e c o m e .

1 7 .  U s i n g  t h e  w o r d  t r y  s e t s  m e  u p  f o r  f a i l u r e .

1 8 .  O p e n  h a n d s  a n d  o p e n  m i n d s  r e c e i v e  t h e  b e s t  g i f t s .

1 9 .  W o r r y i n g  n e v e r  c h a n g e d  a n y t h i n g .

2 0 .  O u r  g r e a t e s t  f e a r  i s  w h a t  w e  d o  n o t  k n o w .
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T H R E E  P E O P L E

T o d a y  i s  S a t u r d a y .  C l i n t  a n d  I  w e r e  o u t  a n d  a b o u t ,  g r o c e r y  s h o p p i n g ,  g a r a g e  s a l e - i n g ,  a n d
t h i s  e v e n i n g ,  a  c o f f e e  h o u s e  c o n c e r t .  I n  t h e  c o u r s e  o f  t h i s  d a y ,  I  m e t  a n d  t a l k e d  w i t h  t h r e e
v e r y  d i f f e r e n t  p e o p l e :  t w o  w o m e n  w h o  w e r e  s t r a n g e r s  t o  m e  a n d  o n e  m a n  I  k n e w  s l i g h t l y
b u t  h a d  n o t  s e e n  f o r  f o u r  y e a r s .  

T h e  c o n t r a s t s  a m o n g  t h e s e  t h r e e  a r e  s t r i k i n g .  T h e  f i r s t  w a s  a  v e r y  o l d  w o m a n ,  p r o b a b l y  i n
h e r  e a r l y  9 o ' s ,  w h o  w a s  s i t t i n g  i n  h e r  r o c k e r  w a t c h i n g  h e r  h o u s e h o l d  p o s s e s s i o n s  s e l l  a t  a
g a r a g e  s a l e .  S h e  h a d  r e c e n t l y  m o v e d  i n t o  a  r e t i r e m e n t  c e n t e r .  E v e n  t h o u g h  h e r  h u s b a n d
a n d  t w o  o f  h e r  f i v e  c h i l d r e n  h a d  d i e d ,  s h e  h a d  s o m e  h e a r i n g  l o s s ,  a n d  w a s  g e t t i n g  r i d  o f
m o s t  o f  h e r  p o s s e s s i o n s ,  v i s i t i n g  w i t h  h e r  w a s  a  d e l i g h t .  S h e  g r a c i o u s l y  o f f e r e d  a  c h a i r  t o
m e  w h e n  i t  b e c a m e  c l e a r  t h a t  C l i n t  a n d  h e r  s o n  h a d  a  l o t  t o  t a l k  a b o u t .  S h e  r e f u s e d  t o  t a k e
a n y  m o n e y  f o r  t h e  L a z a r u s  r e c i p e  b o o k l e t  I  c h o s e  f r o m  h e r  s t a c k  o f  w e l l - u s e d  c o o k b o o k s .
S h e  w a s  c h e e r f u l ,  t h o u g h t f u l ,  a n d  h a p p y  t o  s h a r e  t i m e  w i t h  m e .  S h e  d i d n ' t  s e e m  t o  h a v e
a n y  c o m p l a i n t s  a t  a l l .  

T h e  n e x t  p e r s o n  w e  m e t  w a s  a  v e r y  t h i n  y o u n g  w o m a n  w h o m  w e  h a d  w a t c h e d  f r o m  o u r
b o o t h  a t  A r b y ' s  w h i l e  e a t i n g  l u n c h .  S h e  c a r r i e d  a  v e r y  l a r g e ,  d i l a p i d a t e d  b a c k p a c k  a n d  a
c o u p l e  o f  o t h e r  b a g s  a n d  h a d  a  d o g  o n  a  l e a s h .  S h e  w a s  r u m m a g i n g  t h r o u g h  r e s t a u r a n t
t r a s h  c a n s .  W h e n  w e  l e f t  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t ,  s h e  w a s  s t a n d i n g  i n  t h e  s h a d e  o f  a  t r e e ,  g i v i n g  t h e
d o g  a  c h a n c e  t o  r e s t .  W e  d r o v e  c l o s e  t o  w h e r e  s h e  s t o o d  a n d  a s k e d  i f  t h e r e  w a s  s o m e t h i n g
w e  c o u l d  d o  t o  h e l p  h e r .  W h e n  I  a s k e d  i f  s h e  n e e d e d  m o n e y ,  s h e  s a i d  y e s ,  a l t h o u g h  s h e  h a d
s h o w n  n o  e v i d e n c e  o f  b e g g i n g .  S h e  w a s  v e r y  h a p p y  w i t h  t h e  m o n e y  I  o f f e r e d ,  a n d  w h e n  I
a s k e d  i f  s h e  w a s  h o m e l e s s ,  s h e  r e p l i e d ,  " Y e s ,  a t  t h e  m o m e n t ,  b u t  m y  f r i e n d  i s  l e a v i n g  f o r
C a l i f o r n i a  i n  a  f e w  d a y s ,  a n d  I ' m  g o i n g  t o  r i d e  w i t h  h i m . "  H e r  f a c e  w a s  r a d i a n t  w i t h  b o t h
h o p e  f o r  t h e  f u t u r e  a n d  a p p r e c i a t i o n  f o r  o u r  h e l p .  S h e  t h a n k e d  u s  o v e r  a n d  o v e r  a n d  t o l d  u s  
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t o  h a v e  a  g o o d  d a y .  I  c o u l d  n o t  f o r g e t  h e r ,  k n o w i n g  h e r  b e s t  h o p e  f o r  t h e  n i g h t  w o u l d  b e  a
c o t  i n  s o m e  h o m e l e s s  s h e l t e r  o r  a  b e d r o l l  w i t h  h e r  d o g  s o m e w h e r e  u n d e r  a  t r e e .  

T h e  t h i r d  p e r s o n  I  s p o k e  w i t h  w a s  a  m a n  w e  r a n  i n t o  a t  a  c o n c e r t  i n  a  c o f f e e  s h o p .  A l t h o u g h
h e  s a n g  a t  m y  b i r t h d a y  p a r t y  f o u r  y e a r s  a g o ,  w e  h a d  n o t  s e e n  h i m  s i n c e .  H e  i s  p r o b a b l y  i n
h i s  e a r l y  4 o s ,  a n d  I  a m  f a i r l y  s u r e  h a s  e n o u g h  t o  e a t ,  a  v e h i c l e ,  a n  a d e q u a t e  p l a c e  t o  l i v e ,
a n d ,  b y  a l l  a p p e a r a n c e s ,  g o o d  h e a l t h .  W h e n  a s k e d  h o w  h e  w a s  d o i n g ,  h e  s p e n t  t h e  n e x t
s e v e r a l  m i n u t e s  c o m p l a i n i n g  a b o u t  h i s  j o b  s i t u a t i o n ,  t h e  l o n g  h o u r s  h e  h a s  t o  w o r k ,  t h e
p o o r  p a y ,  a n d  t h e  d i f f i c u l t y  o f  f i n d i n g  a  b e t t e r  j o b .  

I  l e f t  t h e  c o f f e e  s h o p  t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  t h e  d i f f e r e n c e s  b e t w e e n  t h e s e  t h r e e  p e o p l e .  O n e  w a s
p e n n i l e s s  a n d  h o m e l e s s ,  y e t  t h e r e  w a s  s o m e t h i n g  i n  h e r  s m i l e  a n d  m a n n e r  t h a t  I  c a n  o n l y
d e s c r i b e  a s  a  r a d i a n t  g l o w  o f  b o t h  h o p e  a n d  a p p r e c i a t i o n .  O n e  w a s  f a c i n g  t h e  a d j u s t m e n t s
r e q u i r e d  n e a r i n g  t h e  e n d  o f  l i f e  a n d  h a d  l o s t  t h r e e  o f  t h e  p e o p l e  c l o s e s t  t o  h e r ,  y e t  s h e
w a s  c h e e r f u l  a n d  a  j o y  t o  b e  a r o u n d .  T h e  t h i r d  w a s  i n  t h e  p r i m e  o f  l i f e ,  w i t h  g o o d  h e a l t h
a n d  a d e q u a t e  r e s o u r c e s ,  y e t  h e  s e e m e d  n e i t h e r  h o p e f u l  n o r  h a p p y .  

T h i s  w a s  a  p o w e r f u l  r e m i n d e r  t o  m e  o f  w h a t  I  h a v e  a l w a y s  b e l i e v e d  b u t  s o m e t i m e s  f o r g e t .
T h e  t h i n g s  w e  h a v e -  t h e  m o n e y ,  t h e  p o s s e s s i o n s ,  e v e n  t h e  g o o d  h e a l t h -  a r e  n o t  w h a t  m a k e
u s  h a p p y .  H a p p i n e s s  c o m e s  f r o m  s o m e t h i n g  d e e p  w i t h i n  u s .  H a p p i n e s s  i s  a  d e c i s i o n ,  a n
a t t i t u d e ,  a n d  a  g r a t e f u l  a n d  g e n e r o u s  s p i r i t .  I  a m  g r a t e f u l  f o r  t h a t  r e m i n d e r  t o d a y .  





Doug Yost
C H A R L I E  WA I T I N G  W E L L

     The pager vibrated, and I knew what it was about: Charlie White. I was at the hospital most of the
day with Charlie’s wife, Mable. Charlie, a humble auto assembly worker who would only drive Fords,
would often say, “If we who live in this town don’t support what we build in this town, what will we
have? A dyin town!” He was a wise prophet. 

     Charlie was the father of my boyhood friend, Mike. Mike was the first kid to take me into the inner
circle of boys when I first moved to Charleston. I was scared and shy, and a bit intimidated by the
whole move. Mike walked up to me on the playground at school, stuck his hand out, and said, “My
name is Mike; what’s your name? I was a new kid once. We became friends and were inseparable
from that time forward. Mike and I are still friends, and I love his family as my own. His dad, Charlie,
became my second father and a powerful spiritual influence in my life; I didn’t know how much until
much later. He was sowing spiritual seeds in my life.

     Charlie loved his family and Jesus. He would have done anything for his family, and he loved to
share the message of Christ with anyone who would listen, even if they wouldn’t listen. People could
not help but see how he lived his life for Christ. When I became an on-call chaplain, Charlie told me
repeatedly, “HoJo, our lives ought to be a liv’n sermon for all to see. If we cain’t live the life, then no
sense talk’n bout the life.”

     He and Mable moved to Charleston, Ohio, from rural West Virginia in the 1950s to work on the
Ford assembly line. He came to make a better life for himself, his wife, and his children. Charlie grew
up on a dirt farm, and he wanted more for his family. He used to say to me when I was a kid,
“Charleston, Ohio, was my destiny, HoJo. It has my name in it—Charlie’s Town.”

He had been ill for some time, and the doctor called us all in to tell us that Charlie’s time of passing
was imminent. Dr. Kennedy took me aside when I got there and said, “Do not leave this family;
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      they need you here. Pray for no pain and an easy transition. He is a good man, chaplain.”
“Yes, he is, and yes, I will stay to the end, and it will be glorious,” I replied.

     The doctor turned to me and said, “Glorious? This man is going to die tonight. He is going through
the fire, so to speak. Death will consume him.”
 
     “I know he is going through the fire,” I replied, “but death will not consume him any more than the
fire consumed Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego in the book of Daniel. He will pass through the
valley of death to eternal life.”
 
“    I used to believe that,” the doctor replied, “but I have seen so much pain, suffering, and death that
I have become numb. I know that prayer and your presence here is … well, it’s important for him and
his family, but this idea of eternal life? I just don’t know. I just don’t know anymore.” Dr. Kennedy
shook his head, turned to leave, and as he left, he said, “I will be back to check in on him. Call the
nurse if you need anything. We are just trying to keep him comfortable and reduce his pain.”
 
     Charlie's family was all out in the waiting room. They needed to be with their daddy and papaw. I
went to the nurses’ station and explained what I wanted to do, and the head nurse replied, “Yes, of
course, HoJo. Charlie and Mable need them to be in there. Take all the time you need. I don’t think it
will be long before he passes.” 
 
“Thanks, Charlotte, for all your help,” I replied.
  
     I went to the waiting room and gathered all Charlie’s children and grandchildren. I explained what
we were going to do and that it was Charlie’s request. First, Mike and his family would go in with
Charlie and Mable and express their love. Next, Melva and her family would do the same. I further
explained, “While Charlie is very weak physically, his mind and spirit are strong. He would be fully
aware of what you are saying, just don’t expect him to respond verbally. Hugs are okay, just be gentle.”

“ When you all are done saying your goodbyes, Charlie has asked us to sing two hymns as a family.
However, Mike and Melva, your dad wants you to pray with him alone with your mom before the family
sings together. After that, we will just wait on God.”

    Earlier in the day, Charlie told me he wanted his family to sing “How Great Thou Art” and “It is Well
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W i t h  M y  S o u l . ”  “ H o j o, ”  h e  to l d  m e ,  “ yo u  c a n  d o  t h e s e  s o n gs  a t  m y  f u n e r a l  a l s o
 l a t e r ,  b u t  I  w a n t  t o  h e a r  t h e m  b e f o r e  I  d i e .  I  h a v e  o n e  m o r e  r e q u e s t .  I  w a n t  y o u  t o  s i n g  f o r
m e  a n d  m y  f a m i l y  t h e  h y m n  ‘ G o d  L e a d s  u s  A l o n g . ’  Y o u  k n o w ,  ‘ S o m e  t h r o u g h  t h e  w a t e r s ,
s o m e  t h r o u g h  t h e  f l o o d ,  S o m e  t h r o u g h  t h e  f i r e ,  a n d  s o m e  t h r o u g h  t h e . . s o m e  t h r o u g h
t h e . . . o h  I  f o r g e t  t h e  r e s t . ”  

     I  c o n t i n u e d ,  “ S o m e  t h r o u g h  t h e  f i r e  b u t  a l l  t h r o u g h  t h e  b l o o d ;  S o m e  t h r o u g h  g r e a t
s o r r o w ,  b u t  G o d  g i v e s  a  s o n g ,  I n  t h e  n i g h t  s e a s o n  a n d  a l l  t h e  d a y  l o n g .
     “ Y e s ,  t h a t  i s  i t !  C a n  y o u  d o  i t ?  C h a r l i e  a s k e d .
     “ Y e s , ”  I  r e p l i e d ,  “ i t  w o u l d  b e  m y  h o n o r . ”
     “ H o J o ,  I  w a n t  t o  d i e  w e l l ! ”

     E a c h  f a m i l y  c a m e  i n  a n d  s p e n t  t h e i r  t i m e  w i t h  C h a r l i e .  T h e n  I  a s k e d  e v e r y o n e ,  e x c e p t
M i k e  a n d  M e l v a ,  t o  r e t u r n  t o  t h e  w a i t i n g  a r e a  f o r  a  f e w  m o m e n t s .  I  c l o s e d  t h e  d o o r  t o  g i v e
t h e m  s p a c e .  I  w a s  a b o u t  t o  l e a v e  w h e n  M i k e  o p e n e d  t h e  d o o r  a n d  s a i d  C h a r l i e  w a n t e d  m e
t o  b e  t h e r e  a l s o .  

     T h e  n e x t  f i f t e e n  m i n u t e s  o r  s o  w e r e  a  b l e s s e d  t i m e  o f  p r a y e r  m i x e d  w i t h  l a u g h t e r  a n d
t e a r s .  C h a r l i e  l o o k e d  u p  a t  u s  a n d  s a i d ,  “ I  l o v e  y o u  a l l .  N o w ,  l e t ’ s  s i n g  m y  h y m n s . ”

     I  went to get the rest of  the family,  and Melva took her place next to her mom, who was
sitt ing in a chair ,  and Mike took his place to the r ight of  his  father.  When the famil ies returned,
they inst inctively took their  respective places on the r ight and left  s ides of the bed. I  took my
place at the foot of  the bed. Some grabbed hands,  and some hugged. Si lently,  Dr.  Kennedy and
Charlotte,  the nurse,  s l ipped into the room and watched from behind me.

     The family  began to s ing “How Great Thou Art,”  which was almost angel ic.  Pure voices
f loated on the notes and lyr ics.  “Then sings my soul ,  my Savior  God, to Thee How great Thou
art,  how great Thou art !”
 There was no dry eye in that room when the song was done.  Even the doubting Dr.  Kennedy
was moved to tears.

 Then,  the family  sang “ It  is  Wel l  With My Soul . ”  By the end of that song,  the room's door
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 was open,  and we could see al l  the nursing staff  and others had gathered outside.  It  was
stunning.  

     Then Charl ie spoke with supernatural  strength,  “HoJo,  I  want you to read the scr ipture I
asked you to read.  Then,  please sing the song I  requested.

     “Charl ie,  this  is  what the Lord says— he who created you,  Charl ie,  he who formed you,
Charl ie:  Do not fear,  for  I  have redeemed you;  I  have summoned you by name; Charl ie,  you are
mine.  When you pass through the waters,  I  wi l l  be with you,  Charl ie,  and when you pass
through the r ivers,  they wi l l  not sweep over you.  When you walk through the f i re,  Charl ie,  you
wi l l  not be burned; the f lames wi l l  not set you ablaze.  For I  am the Lord your God, Charl ie,  the
Holy One of Israel ,  your Savior. ”  - Isaiah 43:1-3 NIV

     Then I  began to s ing.

     In  shady,  green pastures,  so r ich and so sweet,
     God leads His dear chi ldren along.
     Where the water ’s  cool  f low bathes the weary one’s feet,
     God leads His dear chi ldren along.

     Some through the waters,  some through the f lood,
     Some through the f i re,  but al l  through the blood;
     Some through great sorrow, but God gives a song,
     In  the night season and al l  the day long.

     When I  f in ished the refrain for  the last t ime, there was a holy hush in the room. We al l
gazed upon Charl ie ’s  face.  His eyes were closed, but he had a smile on his face.  There was no
rhythmic r ise and fal l  of  his  chest;  Charl ie had passed to his Savior ’s  arms.  He was f inal ly  home.
He died wel l .





Wendy Bauder
DA M A S C U S  G R A N D

My name is  Damascus Grand, and I  am a sewing machine.  Not a fancy,  digital  g izmo with 37
different st itches,  but a workhorse;  modest and tenacious.  The date on my instruction manual
says 1920, but I  can st i l l  sew l ike I  used to with the help of a l i tt le lubr icant now and then.

I  was born in Belv idere,  I l l inois,  in  a place cal led the National  Sewing Machine Company.  One
of my greatest dreams was to see the Windy City,  so I  was thr i l led when I  got a model ing job
on the f loor of  Montgomery Ward & Company on the north branch of the Chicago River.  I ' l l
admit,  I  was a looker.  I  had an oak cabinet with 4 storage drawers,  a  cast i ron treadle foot,  and
a leather osci l lat ing belt .  I  was bui lt  l ike a br ick house,  even i f  I  do say so myself .

In 1926,  I  moved to a borough in Lancaster County,  Pennsylvania,  to l ive with a young farmer
and his br ide.  I  was a wedding gift  from the church ladies who combined their  pennies to help
Bride get a start  on the donkey work they knew awaited her.  As a chi ld from a poor family
growing up during World War I ,  Br ide never knew a l i fe of  le isure.  Smal l  mercy then,  s ince the
Great Depression was just around the corner.  Br ide and I  pieced qui lts for  her family  from feed
sacks and wool  uniforms. We sewed denim overal ls ,  musl in union suits,  f lannel  pajamas,  and
corduroy trousers.  She and I  sewed whi le she was pregnant,  between chores,  dur ing the
chi ldren's naptime, and long after  the animals and babies were asleep for the night.  I  loved the
feel  of  every fabric we sewed, and somehow, we made it  through the hard,  lean years.

Br ide grew old,  and I  didn't  sew as much as I  used to,  but I  st i l l  p ieced qui lts.  In the summer of
1992,  Br ide introduced me to a city s l icker from Cal i fornia who wasn't  famil iar  with the
Depression or either world war.  I  was dubious,  but Br ide was resolute in teaching her to qui lt ,
and the city s l icker was cur ious enough to try it .  I  made it  diff icult  for  her,  sewing backwards
when she made the sl ightest wrong move with her foot on my treadle.  The city s l icker was 
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determined to learn,  though,  and I  admired her persistence.  As a reward,  I  gave her beautiful ,
even st itches and perfect seams.

Br ide passed away in 2003, and I  was moved to the basement where I  col lected dust.  Over
t ime, my leather belt  frayed,  and my treadle grew st iff .  F i fteen years passed before I  saw the
sun again.  I  was heaved and hefted out of  the basement – because I  was st i l l  bui lt  l ike a br ick
house -  and into a truck where I  rode for several  hours unti l  I  arr ived at a place cal led the
Buckeye State.  A woman supervised the relocation to my new quarters,  and I  was shocked to
see the city s l icker again.  She'd aged, but she was st i l l  cur ious.  My room was f i l led with
sunl ight,  sundry sewing notions,  and a qui lt  frame. She dusted me off  and replaced my leather
belt ,  but she didn't  a lways choose me. She had an electr ic machine and a serger that got more
use than I  did,  unti l  the night everything changed. The snow fel l  steadi ly  for  hours,  and the
wind howled outside as a winter storm bui lt .  The city s l icker had fool ishly  volunteered to sew
29 capes for  the chi ldren's Christmas pageant at  church,  and she was down to the wire.  The
storm hit  the fol lowing morning,  and the unthinkable happened: the power went out.  I
remember tears and phone cal ls ,  and her pacing in the sewing room. I  wanted to shout at  her,
but I  am just a sewing machine.

And then she remembered me. She oi led my creaking joints and opened the window bl inds to
let in as much l ight as she could.  I  think she prayed over me, but I 'm not wel l -versed in such
things.  She sat down and began to work my treadle with her foot l ike no t ime had passed. It
was wonderful  to work again.  As the sun began to set,  she found a battery-operated l ight that
f it  n icely on my cabinet.  We sewed into the dark night,  and before she went to bed, 29
chi ldren had a Christmas cape to wear.

The city s l icker and I  st i l l  sew together,  though not as much as we did that night.  Last week,
she sat down at my cabinet with a notebook.  She ran her f ingers over me and smiled.  Then she
began to write.  My name is  Damascus Grand, and I  am a sewing machine,  so I  couldn't  read
over her shoulder.  But I 'd l ike to think she's writ ing our story.
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Emerson Laird
WE

W e  a r e  t h i n  c l o u d s
p a s s i n g  o n e  t h r o u g h  t h e  o t h e r .
W e  a r e  t u r b u l e n t  w a t e r s
s e e k i n g  a n o t h e r .

         W e  a r e  c y m b a l s  w i t h  e c h o .  
         W e  a r e  a  c h o r u s  w i t h  b a l l a d .
         W e  a r e  r e s t l e s s  w i t h  d r e a m s .
         W e  a r e  e n g a g e d  w i t h  w h a t  s e e m s  v a l i d .

                     W e  a r e  w i s d o m  w i t h  v o i c e .
                     W e  a r e  a v e n u e s  w i t h  z o n e s .
                     W e  a r e  b u s k e r s  w i t h  s o n g .
                     W e  a r e  s e a s o n s  w i t h  u n k n o w n s .

                             W e  a r e  w e a r y  w i t h  r a c i a l  c h a r a d e s .
                             W e  a r e  l i v i n g  m a t t e r  w i t h  p i g m e n t a t i o n .
                             W e  a r e  r o g u e s  w i t h  h e r o e s .
                             W e  a r e  d e s p o t i c  w i t h  C r e a t i o n .

                                     W e  a r e  d e m o n s  w i t h  c o n s c i e n c e .
                                     W e  a r e  a m b i v a l e n t  w i t h  r o m a n c e .
                                     W e  a r e  e n a m o r e d  w i t h  p l a t i t u d e s .
                                     W e  a r e  s a g e s  w i t h  n u a n c e .
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W e  a r e  h u m b l e d  w i t h  p e r f e c t i o n .
W e  a r e  v i s i o n  w i t h  p e r c e p t i o n .
W e  a r e  c i v i l  w i t h  c o m p a s s i o n .
W e  a r e  r e a s o n  w i t h  c o n v i c t i o n .

          W e  a r e  s o l i p s i s t i c  w i t h  o u r  g o o d  f o r t u n e .
          W e  a r e  f l a t t e r e d  w i t h  e v o l u t i o n .
          W e  a r e  c o m p l i a n t  w i t h  n o n s e n s e .
          W e  a r e  r e b e l l i o u s  w i t h  e m a n c i p a t i o n .

                    W e  a r e  s t o i c  w i t h  d e f e a t .
                    W e  a r e  i n c o g n i t o  w i t h  m a s c a r a .
                    W e  a r e  m u t e  w i t h  d i a l o g .
                    W e  a r e  p r o p h e t i c  w i t h  N i r v a n a .

                             W e  a r e  t h i n  c l o u d s  a n d  t u r b u l e n t  w a t e r s  w i t h  v e l o c i t y .
                             W e  a r e  a  v o i d  w i t h o u t  c o m p r o m i s e  w h i c h  t h r i v e s  o n  a n o t h e r ’ s  e m p a t h y .





Jack Riordan
J ENNY

He was beginning to have trouble with guilt-driven Catholic theology; still, he became an Urban
Monk. He tried to be a Jesuit after graduating from Saint Ignatius High School, but his Latin was bad.
He had a 3-year intense romance that ended after junior year when she said over the phone, “She
wanted to date other men.” He was devastated. He was brokenhearted. It not only destroyed his last
year in college but also caused his simple, make-believe future to crumble. He spent the next few
years in a macho bravado state, drinking too much. Then, he joined the Federal Army Reserve in an
attempt to stay out of Vietnam. 

Searching for purpose, he volunteered to help the French Little Brothers of the Poor visit old folks
and bring them ribbon-tied wrapped packages and bouquets of flowers. The Brothers' motto was
“Flowers Before Bread.” When the founders came to check out their first start-up operation in the
USA, he asked if he could join as a Religious Urban Monk. The Order sent him to France for a
novitiate. He learned about poverty, chastity, and obedience, as well as how to cook, raise money,
and live in harmony in small, all-male communities. 

When he got back to Chi-Town, the founder, Count Armond Marquisette, was buying a large old
family retreat with 7 bedrooms and a large screen front porch facing Lake Delevan so poor old
people could have a vacation. Armond and a bevy of wealthy women donors were decorating it with
rehabilitated donated furniture. In France, he managed two much larger vacation houses using
teenage boy volunteers to do most of the grunt work and entertain the old folks.

This purchase presented a likeable challenge for him; busy work making sure the utilities, kitchen,
bathrooms, and common areas would work. A neighbor two doors down, Roger and Dorothy
Wellington, their daughter Jenny, and her grandmother were very welcoming.  Jenny was a talkative,
bright little girl with a beautiful smile and long yellow hair; she was six or seven. When the old folks 
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moved in, she began to come over often. The old folks loved her. Although she got underfoot, she
was a great addition that he did not have to feed. Often, she would bring over cookies, “I made them
myself.” Jenny established her presence with presents.

One evening, after a long day caring for a house full of elderly people, all of whom wanted attention,
he escaped, walked to the sloping bank along the lake, and worked on a rock garden he was trying to
rescue. Behind him, he heard Jenny say, “Hi, don’t pull that up. In a few weeks, it will be beautiful.” 
     “How do you know?”
     “Gram told me. She knows everything about the plants, animals, bugs, and birds.”
     “Do you think she could help restore this bank? I can’t tell the good from the bad; I’m from
Chicago.”
     “Don’t they have plants and trees in Chicago?”
     “Not many in my Neighborhood.” 
      “I’ll ask and tell Gram about Chicago.”

A few days later, while raking grass from the struggling evergreens, “Gram said for you to ask me, and
if I didn’t know, I could take a cutting, a few leaves, or a bug back to her. Then she could tell us.
What to do?” 

That’s how his nature education began, and Jenny’s childhood kingdom was revealed.

During that first summer, whenever he got a chance, he worked on the slope, and Jenny seemed to
appear, usually holding a raccoon or bunny to tell him about a red-headed woodpecker she saw that
day. Since she lived by the lake all year, and thanks to her grandmother, she knew the names of the
wildflowers and the birds, those that stayed and those that passed through. She brought her natural
world kingdom with her. 

Within her realm, it was always nice and warm but never hot. Tranquility reigned. Once within her
kingdom, he could think of nothing, not even the questions for Grandma. Talking was unimportant.
Her presence was important, and yet they always talked of acorns and squirrels, bugs, and
butterflies. She was sunshine in the gray world of suppressed emotion. They talked of the birds and
trees, of plants and animals which lived along our lake. Wordlessly, his heart spoke to her of the joy
she was to him. 
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For three and half years, he lived a life of celibacy, expecting a lifetime of unmarried dedication to
God. Jenny was a daughter teaching him the wonders of nature, but there was something more, an
indescribable fondness, a magic. By the third year, he began to think of Jenny as the daughter he
would never have. In Jenny, he found all that he had decided to do without and the family he wanted. 
 
Jenny passed from a child to a young girl during the time she shared her childhood kingdom. In the
last year, she has changed a lot. Before, she would come over for no reason, but of late, she only
came when she had an excuse. He began to detect new looks on her face. It was only on the day he
prepared to leave that he noticed that her eyes were very brown and beautiful. Before, her
expression was on her whole face; that last day, she spoke only with her eyes. Her face had not yet
learned to say goodbye. It was always her whole face he saw, with her captivating smile that seemed
to have no place to go. For three years, he loved her quietly, never telling her, and he hoped she
silently loved him. Jenny was ten or eleven, and he was twenty-eight when he was about to leave for
Vietnam. She was part of the reason for his leaving the Little Brothers. 

He wanted to tell her that he cared for her, but she could never understand the complexity of his
affection. She looked up and into his eyes and asked if he would like to go for a walk along the lake.
So, in the last moments of their farewell, they walked to the slope and talked of the flower she had
saved and a few leaves changing color. They said goodbye with as little sadness as they could. They
shook hands. That was the only time he had ever held her hand. 

She started home, and he headed back to the house, watching her leave. She turned and said, “Be
careful over there,” and after a pause, “I will miss you, Jack, when you are gone.” That was the first
time she ever called him by name. “I’ll miss you too, Jenny,” knowing she would never understand
how much or why.





Nancy Ross
I  A M  D O ROT H Y

I am a doll, but so much more. My life began the day I was given to a little girl named Edith, for she
loved me from the first moment she looked into my delicate blue eyes. 

My glazed porcelain China upper body was made in a factory in the early days of the 20th century. I
was made whole when my China head, neck, and shoulder piece was attached to a body made of
blue and white ticking stuffed with sawdust. My blue eyes sit under black eyebrows beneath my jet-
black wavy hair. I have a cute little nose and ears, pursed red lips, and dark pink cheeks. My name is
embossed below my neckline in letters painted gold. I am dressed in petticoats and a dress made of
white cotton that may have been actual baby clothes. I even have real little girl panties! My legs are
covered with Edith’s own baby socks, and her button-top baby shoes adorn my feet. Edith took very
good care of me from the first moment we met, although I was packed away in a box for safekeeping
much of the time. 

Then one day, another little girl looked into my eyes and fell in love. Nancy is Edith’s granddaughter.
Edith made little Nancy sit on a bed to play with me, at first. When she was older, Nancy would make
us a little house in a closet. She covered the floor with blankets and pillows so I would be safe. One
day, Nancy noticed that sawdust was leaking from my legs, so I had to go away for a while to get
fixed up. When I came back, both Edith and Nancy were happy to see me looking as good as new. 

Nancy asked her grandma if she could take me home. She was told no. Edith told her that I was now
hers, but I had to stay at grandma’s house. 

Time passed and Edith with it. I waited for Nancy to come for me, but her mother, Esther, took me
to her home to be stored under a bed. Nancy would get me out sometimes, but her mother would
not let her take me to her home, no matter how many times she asked. So, back under the bed I
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 would go to wait. Time passed, and Esther grew old, and finally Nancy was permitted to take me
home. We were so happy to be together at last! I have been on display in Nancy’s home most of the
time since then, rarely in a box. She told me that on the day I went home with her, she heard her
grandma Edith’s laughter and the words, “I told you she was yours!” 

So I am, to this day, loved and cared for. Time will pass, and Nancy will too, and I’ve been told I will
live with Lydia then. She’s Nancy’s daughter. She doesn’t love old things like Nancy does, though, so
we’re a little worried. I may be just a doll, but I am so much more. I’m a cherished piece of family
history; that’s what I am.





Judy Titus
I F  C O U R AG E  K N E W  N O  B O U N D S

1. I’d walk the Appalachian Trail in a party of three: Mother Nature, my thoughts, and me.
      I’d rest in a bag spread upon hard ground and sleep to the sounds of the forest.
      I’d sketch unfamiliar plants and flowers and greet my old friends, the rocks.
      I’d meander the path that others hike and know the joy of slowing down.
      I’d walk only a portion of the trail but know the contentment of enough.
 
 
  2. I’d point my car west and chase the sun until it sinks beneath the waves.
      I’d shun the racetracks of cross-country highways in favor of narrow roads with quirky-sounding
      names.
      I’d idle along at ten mph, lose myself, and find myself along the way.
      I’d eat in unpretentious diners filled with the aroma of simple foods and the laughter of locals.
      I’d explore small towns that time forgot and hear the stories of forgotten people.
      I’d climb a mountain just for the view and come away with treasures that can only be earned.
      I’d stand beneath a desert sky ablaze with stars and see my place in the universe.

 3. I’d live in a tent on the shore of Lake Superior with the lake and forest for companions.
     I’d explore the rocky coastline and challenge myself to find a way forward.
     I’d be lulled to sleep by the heartbeat of an inland sea.
     I’d walk on beaches to the rhythm of waves and feel the rhythm of my life.
     I’d know the unparalleled joy of coming home.
     I’d live in the asystole of time, that infinitesimal pause between seconds where time stands still
      and peace resides. 
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