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To Gratitude from Grief 

I really dive into things. This is true for me with both grieving 
and giving thanks after the passing of my wife a year ago. Many 
people lost Kathleen, their friend, their fellow dog walker, their 
mom, and their Buela. She was multi-faceted. Having been so 
close for so many years, it makes sense that I now feel solo 
along the trail. My camping companion and Camino partner are 
no longer with me. What forks in the road to take? 

I experience grief deeply, in waves rather than constantly. 
ttiĂƚŚůĞĞŶ͛ƐtĚĞƉĂƌƚƵƌĞtŚĂƐtĐƌĂĐŬĞĚtŵǇtŚĞĂƌƚtĂŶĚtĞŵŽƚŝŽŶƐtǁŝĚĞt
open after 50 years of walking the paths of marriage and family 
together, not to mention sharing a life filled with wagging tails 
and meows. 

A guest will notice my intensity about death from articles and 
books stacked up. Will they think me obsessive to have 
ĐŽŵƉůĞƚĞĚtƚǁŽtƌŽƵŶĚƐtŽĨthŶĚƌĞǁtfiŽůĞĐĞŬ͛ƐtPreparing to Die 
program? As an alum, I can enroll at a discount if only as an 
ŽƉƉŽƌƚƵŶŝƚǇtƚŽtůŝƐƚĞŶtƚŽtŽƚŚĞƌtƉĞŽƉůĞ͛ƐtƐƚŽƌŝĞƐ͘tEƚtƉƌŽǀŝĚĞƐtĂt
common environment in which to view death in a more holistic 
and expansive way.  

I have attended at least three monthly gatherings of Death Café 
in Marin. aŶĚtEtƚƵŶĞtŝŶtĂƐtŽĨƚĞŶtĂƐtEtĐĂŶtƚŽt^ƵǌĂŶŶĞt?ŝĞƐĞŵĂŶŶ͛Ɛt
The Awakened Way YouTube programs on Sunday morning. I 
put off and then watched documentary film tŽůĨ͛ƐlDĞƐƐĂŐĞ. 
After meeting up via an online class with Bill, a widower who 
ƐŚĂƌĞĚtƚŚĂƚtŚĞtĨĞůƚt͞ĂůŽŶĞtďƵƚtŶŽƚtĂůŽŶĞ͕͟tEtĨŝŶĚtŵǇƐĞůĨtƉĂƌƚtŽĨtĂt
circle of people, self-identified or not, who experience their 
departed one as still present, though in a different way. Already 
my experience of deep frequent grieving is providing a light at 
the end of the tunnel. 

Recently, there have been deaths of three iconic and prominent 
personages, Dolly Parton, Gloria Steinem, and Wendell Berry. As 
Wendell expressed at the end of his poem, The Loved Ones: 
͞dŚĞǇtůŝǀĞtŶŽǁtŝŶtƚŚĞtƉĞƌŵĂŶĞŶƚtǁŽƌůĚ͘ttĞtĂƌĞtƚŚĞtĂďƐĞŶƚt
ŽŶĞƐ͘͟ 

 

 

 

Neighbors who knew Kathleen from our thousands of dog 
walks around our neighborhood wondered where she was. I 
ƚŽůĚtƚŚĞŵ͘thŶĚtŶŽǁtƚŚĞǇtŬŝŶĚůǇtŝŶƋƵŝƌĞtĂƚtƚŝŵĞƐ͕t͞fiŽǁtĂƌĞt
ǇŽƵtĚŽŝŶŐ͍͟tFǇtĂŶƐǁĞƌƐtǀĂƌǇ͘t͞yŽŵĞƐtŝŶtǁĂǀĞƐ͘͟  First, a 
ŵŝƐƐŝŶŐt͙ĚĞĞƉůǇt͙  not here. Later, as more and more time 
goes on, an alchemical transformation appears alongside the 
grief: gratitude. 

So, why gratitude? I do not want to have a heart attack, for 
starters. I do not want my health to go downhill any more 
than it already has. Katheen, who the morning after she 
ĚĞƉĂƌƚĞĚtƐĞŶƚtŵĞtƚŚĞtŵĞƐƐĂŐĞ͕t͞?ĞŽƌŐĞ͕tŝƚ͛ƐtĂůůtŽŬĂǇ͘tDƵƐƚtůĞƚt
ŝƚtŐŽ͕͟tŶŽǁtƐĞŶĚƐtŵĞtƚŚĞtŵĞƐƐĂŐĞt͞^ƚĂǇtŚĞĂůƚŚǇ͘͟  ͞dŚĞƌĞtĂƌĞt
the grandchildren to love, and you are called to do so on my 
ďĞŚĂůĨtĂůƐŽ͘͟ 

Again, why gratitude? That this wonderful joyful amazing 
person came into my life to begin with. The Taylor-Johnson 
temperament analysis and Myers Briggs tests forecast that we 
did not match up. However, we both were Gemini and deep 
down there were ample simpatico roots and feelings of 
radical love. And a whole string of wagging tails from Marin 
Humane, sparking joy. Gratitude.  It all led to Life equals Love 
in Full Expression. 

How does grieving move into gratitude? Gradually. It 
increases as the process evolves and happens more fluidly. 
fiĞĂƌŝŶŐtttiĂƚŚůĞĞŶtƐĂǇ͕t͞E͛ŵtŽŬ͕tƉĂǇtĂƚƚĞŶƚŝŽŶtƚŽtƚŚŽƐĞtĂƌŽƵŶĚt
ǇŽƵtƚŽtůŽǀĞ͕͟tEtĨĞĞůtƐŚĞtŝƐtƵƌŐŝŶŐtŵĞtďĞǇŽŶĚtŐƌŝĞǀŝŶŐ͘t^ŚĞtŚĂƐt
reached the permanent side. I, the absent one, want to learn 
to live with her as she is now. 

Now, from grief to gratitude, when a pang of missing comes 
up, a vision arises of her together with her other-side family 
and friends next to her. I, still riding the waves of 
impermanence, am buoyed by their mysterious 
accompaniment. A smile appears. A spring to my step. A fresh 
day. Thank you. Gratefully. 

                                                             George Ferrick 
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rŌĞƌerƐŚďĞƌƌǇ 

 
dŚĞtƐŚĂĚŽǁtŚĂƐtďĞĐŽŵĞt^ĞƉƚĞŵďĞƌtĂŐĂŝŶtĂŶĚtĂůůtƚŚĞtǁŚŝůĞt
ƚŚĞtůĞŵŽŶtƚƌĞĞtƐůĞĞƉƐtĮƞƵůůǇtďĞŚŝŶĚtƚŚĞtǁŚŝƚĞtƉŝĐŬĞƚƐtŽĨtƚŚĞt
ĨĞŶĐĞtǁŽďďůŝŶŐtůŝŬĞtƌŽƩĞŶtƚĞĞƚŚ͘tdŚĞtǀĞƌǇtĂĐƚtŽĨtƐĞĞŝŶŐtŚĂƐt
ďĞĐŽŵĞtĂtĐƌŝŵĞ͘tdŚĞǇtƐĂǇtƚƌƵƚŚ͕tůŝŬĞtĂtĨĞŶĐĞ͕tŝƐtĚĞďĂƚĂďůĞ͕tĂƐt
SŐǇƉƟĂŶtůŝůŝĞƐtŽƉĞŶtƚŚĞŝƌtƐŝůŬǇtƚŽŶŐƵĞƐtƚŽtƚŚĞtƐƵŶt;ǁŚŝĐŚtƵƐĞĚt
ƚŽtďĞtĂtŐŽĚͿ͘tdŚĞǇtŽƉĞŶtǁŝƚŚŽƵƚtŽƵƌtŝŶƚĞƌǀĞŶƟŽŶt;ĂtŵŝƌĂĐůĞͿ͘t
hůůtƚŚĞƐĞtŇŽǁĞƌƐtŬŶŽǁtǁŚĂƚtƚŽtĚŽ͘ttŚǇtĚŽŶ͛ƚtǁĞ͍tdǁŽtĞŵƉƚǇt
ǇĞůůŽǁtĐŚĂŝƌƐtƐŝƚtǁĂŝƟŶŐtĨŽƌtĂtĐŽŶǀĞƌƐĂƟŽŶ͕tƉƌĞĨĞƌƌŝŶŐt
ĞǆŝƐƚĞŶƟĂůŝƐŵ͘tdŚĞtƚĂďůĞtǇĞĂƌŶƐtĨŽƌtĂtďŽƩůĞtŽĨtyŚĂƚĞĂƵt
mĞǇĐŚĞǀĞůůĞtĂŶĚtĂtĐŝŐĂƌ͘ t:ŽtŶĞĞĚtĨŽƌtĐŚĞĞƐĞtĂŶĚtĐƌĂĐŬĞƌƐ͘tyĂŶt
ǁĞtƐƟůůtďƌĞĂŬtďƌĞĂĚ͍t 
 
htƐƉƵƌŝŽƵƐtǁŝŶĚtĚƌŝǀĞƐtůĞĂǀĞƐtƚŽtŵĂĚŶĞƐƐtĂƐtǀŝŽůĂĐĞŽƵƐt
ŵŽƌŶŝŶŐtŐůŽƌŝĞƐtǁŝŶĚtƚŚĞŝƌtǁĂǇtĂƌŽƵŶĚtƚƌĂƐŚtĐĂŶƐ͕tĂƐtŝĨtƚŽtƐĂǇ͕t
ƐĞĞtŚŽǁtƉƌĞƩǇtǁĞtůŽŽŬ͘ttSǀĞŶtǇŽƵƌtŐĂƌďĂŐĞtŝƐtǁŽƌƚŚt
ĚĞĐŽƌĂƟŶŐ͘tdŚĞtůŽƐƚtĂƌƚtŽĨtƐĞĞŝŶŐ͘tdĞǆƟŶŐtĞŵŽũŝƐtůŝŬĞtĐĂƌǀŝŶŐt
ĐƵŶĞŝĨŽƌŵtŽŶtĐůĂǇtƚĂďůĞƚƐ͘t^ƵŵĞƌŝĂŶƐtĞǀĞŶtŚĂĚtƐŝŵŝůĞƐ͘t:Žǁt
ǁĞtŚĂǀĞtƐŝŵƵůĂĐƌƵŵ͘tKƌtůĂǌǇtĐƌƵŵďƐ͘tdŚŽƵŐŚƚtŚŝƐƚŽƌǇtĐůŽƵĚǇ͕t
ĂƐtŵĂĐŚŝŶĞƐtĐŚĂƐĞtĞǀĞƌǇtƐǇůůĂďůĞtǁŽƌƚŚtŶŽƚŚŝŶŐ͕tďƵƚtŵĂŬŝŶŐt
ŵŝůůŝŽŶƐ͘tzŽƵtǁŝůůtŚĂǀĞtŵŽƌĞtůĞŝƐƵƌĞtƟŵĞ͕tďƵƚtEtĨŽƌŐŽƚtƚŽtƉĂǇt
ƚŚĞtǁĂƚĞƌtďŝůů͘tEtĨŽƌŐŽƚtƚŽtĚƌŝŶŬtǁĂƚĞƌ͘ tEtĨŽƌŐŽƚ͕tĨŽƌŐŽƚ͘tttŚĂƚ Ɛ͛t
ĨŽƌtĚŝŶŶĞƌ͍ttŚĂƚ͛ƐtĨŽƌtůƵŶĐŚ͍tdŚĞtĨƌĞĞǌĞƌtŝƐtƚŽŽtĨƵůů͘t 
 
FĂƌƐtŝƐtƚŚĞtŶĞǁtĐŽƵŶƚƌǇ͕tďƵƚtĂƌĞtƚŚĞƌĞtƐƉŝĐĞƐ͍ttŚĂƚtŬŝŶĚtŽĨt
ƉĞĂƌůtĐĂŶtŐƌŽǁ͕tĂŶĚtŝƐtďƌĞĂƚŚŝŶŐtƐƟůůtƌĞůĞǀĂŶƚ͍tHŝƐĐŽǀĞƌǇtŝƐtƐŽt
ŽůĚtĨĂƐŚŝŽŶĞĚtǁŚĞŶtǇŽƵtĐĂŶtƐƚƌĞĂŵtĂtƐƚƌĞĂŵtĂŶĚtďŝƌĚƐŽŶŐtŽŶt
ƚĞůĞǀŝƐŝŽŶ͕tǁŚŝůĞtǇŽƵƌtǁŽƌůĚtŚĂƐtĐĂǀĞĚtŝŶtůŝŬĞtƚŚĞtďŝŐtƐŝŶŬŚŽůĞt
ŝŶt:ŝĐŬtyĂŐĞ Ɛ͛tFĂůŝďƵtĚƌŝǀĞǁĂǇ͘tdŚĞǇtĨŽƵŶĚtƉŽƌƚĂͲƉŽƫĞƐt
ŇŽĂƟŶŐtĂƌŽƵŶĚtŝŶtŚŝƐtƉŽŽů͘ 
 
dŚĞtĚĂǇtĨƌĞƚƐtĂůůtŶŝŐŚƚtĂŶĚtŬĞĞƉƐtƵƐtĂǁĂŬĞ͘ttĞtǁŝƐŚtĨŽƌtƚŚŝŶŐƐt
ǁĞtĚŽŶ͛ƚtǁĂŶƚ͘tKƵƌtĚƌĞĂŵƐtĂƌĞtĐĂƌƐtĚƌŝǀŝŶŐtĂƌŽƵŶĚtůŽŽŬŝŶŐt
ĨŽƌtƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐtƚŽtĚŽ͘tfiŽĂƌĚŝŶŐtĐůŽƵĚƐ͘tdŚĞtŵĂƉtŚĂƐt
ĚŝƐĂƉƉĞĂƌĞĚtŝŶƚŽtĂtƐĐƌĞĞŶ͘tdŚĞtůĞŌtŚĂŶĚtŶŽtůŽŶŐĞƌtůŝŬĞƐtƚŚĞt
ƌŝŐŚƚtŝŶtĂŶtĞŶĚůĞƐƐtĮŐŚƚ͘tSǀĞŶƚƵĂůůǇtďůƵĞtĂŶĚtƌĞĚtďĞĐŽŵĞtĂt
ŵƵĚĚǇtƚǇƌŝĂŶ͕tĞǀĞŶtƌŽǇĂůƐtǁŝůůtŶŽƚtǁĞĂƌ͘  
 
dŚĞtůĂƐƚtƌŝĚĞtŽŶtĂtƐǁŝŶŐ͕tĐĂŶtǇŽƵtƌĞŵĞŵďĞƌ͍tdŚĞtƐŵĞůůtŽĨtŝƌŽŶt
ĂŶĚtŚŽƚtƐƵŶ͘tdŚĞtŐƌĂƐƐtďĞŶĞĂƚŚtǇŽƵƌtďĂƌĞtĨĞĞƚ͘t:ŽƚtǁĂŶƟŶŐt
ƚŽtƉƵƚtǇŽƵƌtƐŚŽĞƐtďĂĐŬtŽŶ͘  
 
tttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttFĂƌĐŝĂtdĂǇůŽƌt^ŵŝƚŚ 
 

 

 

Harvey Abernathey, God-Rays 
Louis W

indhurst 
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ringsͶbut also tentacles. We started eating with the forks we were 
given, dipping into the sauce talking about the view. 

When my girlfriend turned to look at the seals engaged in a raucous 
barking conversation on Seal Rock, I put a tentacle in my mouth 
letting the squid legs hang off my bottom lip. You know, like 
Humphrey Bogart smoking a cigarette in To Have and Have Not. I 
continued to talk, squid legs wiggling and waggling the whole time. I 
ĚŽŶ͛ƚtŬŶŽǁtǁŚĂƚtŵĂĚĞtŵĞtĚŽtŝƚ͖tƉĞƌŚĂƉƐtĂŶtƵŶĐŽŶƐĐŝŽƵƐtƌĞůĂƚŝŽŶƐŚŝƉt
test?  

Anyway, when she turned her eyes back my way and spied the 
dangling tentacles hanging from my mouth, her face held the briefest 
expression of disbelief, followed by astonishment. Then she burst 
into laughter.  

Thinking back on that day, if it was a test, we both passed. I learned 
she has a sense of humor to my liking. She learned I have a sense of 
humor to her likingͶalbeit the humor on my part is tinged with a 
sense of goofiness that perhaps she has more endured than enjoyed 
over time. For, you see, my girlfriend that day at the Cliff House is 
now my wife and has been for the past 36 years. 

That moment of comic intimacy on that afternoon over three 
ĚĞĐĂĚĞƐtĂŐŽ͕tƚŽtƋƵŽƚĞtFĂƌǇtKůŝǀĞƌ͕t͞ǁĂƐtďĞƚƚĞƌtƚŚĂŶtĂůůtƚŚĞtƌŝĐŚĞƐtŽƌt
ƉŽǁĞƌtŝŶtƚŚĞtǁŽƌůĚ͘͟tEƚtǁĂƐŶ͛ƚtƚŚĞtŝŶƐƚĂŶƚtƚŚĂƚtůŽǀĞtďĞŐĂŶ͕tŝƚtŚĂĚt
already begunͶmore like an instance when love deepened.                                              

                                                                           Larry C. Tolbert 

 

Appetizer 

͞^ŽŵĞƚŝŵĞƐlƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐlŚĂƉƉĞŶƐl΀ŝŶlůŝĨĞ΁lďĞƚƚĞƌl
than all the riches or power in the world. It could 
be anything, but very likely you notice it in the 
instant when love beginƐ͟- FĂƌǇtKůŝǀĞƌ͕t͞DŽŶ͛ƚl
Hesitate͟ 

tĞtŚĂĚŶ͛ƚtďĞĞŶtĚĂƚŝŶŐtǀĞƌǇtůŽŶŐtǁŚĞŶtEtƚŽŽŬtŵǇtŐŝƌůĨƌŝĞŶĚt
to the Cliff House Restaurant in San FranciscoͶback when it 
was an elegant destination place. To set the scene, picture a 
small vase with colorful flowers on a white linen tablecloth, 
silverware carefully placed and spaced, seated next to a 
window looking out on a Pacific Ocean filled with the 
rippling diamond reflections of a bright afternoon sun.  

I ordered an appetizer of fried calamari with dipping sauce. 
When it came, it was loaded with calamari  

  

                                                         Janet Frankfield    

Laura M
ilholland 
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Tradition 

As the days grow shorter  

and darkness comes earlier  

I feel myself opening up  

ĞǆƉĂŶĚŝŶŐ͙t 

looking forward to the holiday activities  

we celebrate every year.  

 

Eƚ͛ƐtƚƌĂĚŝƚŝŽŶtƚŚĂƚtďƌŝŶŐtƵƐtƚŽŐĞƚŚĞƌt 

a human family carving pumpkins  

planning costumes  

making sure we have enough treats  

for the ghosts and goblins  

who will be knocking on our door.  

 

Shopping for Thanksgiving dinner  

remembering to buy a few extras  

for the local group that makes sure  

those who have nowhere to go  

are fed and feted  

taking time to volunteer.  

 

Rejoicing in the light from Hanukkah menorahs  

Christmas trees  

Solstice candles in friendly windows  

shining  

into a darkness  

that envelopes  

a reminder  

the light always returns.  

                                                       Anne Mulvaney 

Anne, who contributed to many issues of the Journal, 
passed away on September 15. In gratitude and 
remembrance this is a reprint of one of her poems. 

 

 

 

 

Fred Kral, Solstice 2016 

   Kral, Solstice 2016 
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The Holly Tree 
 

The old holly tree was elated by the thought of joining her oak 
friends uprooted a few years prior in a wild, windy storm. 
Sylvanus had hurried them into the heavens sparing them from a 
chainsaw dismembering. As their green spirits brushed by she 
felt envious of their untethered freedom. Her boughs had decked 
more than enough halls and her roots had been embedded in 
this spot at the bottom of the garden far too long. She also 
missed the cat who for years curled napping in the hollow the 
base of her trunk. After waking and a downward stretch, he 
would always give her a vitalizing bark scratching. The koi pond 
soon to be built where she stood would finally free her to join 
them.    
 
Sarah, in a rush to check her fruit cakes, lay the holly and her 
clippers on the counter and pulled off her gloves. The cakes were 
not done yet, but their perfume already filled the house with 
Christmas spirit. She turned from the oven and reached for the 
holly too quickly, pricking her finger. A pinpoint of blood 
bloomed the same shade of red as the holly berries. She never 
ƉŝĐŬĞĚtŚŽůůǇtǁŝƚŚŽƵƚtƚŚŝŶŬŝŶŐtŽĨtDĂĐŬ͕tŚĞƌtŚƵƐďĂŶĚtdŽŵ͛ƐtďĞƐƚt
ĨƌŝĞŶĚ͘t͞fiĞǇt^ĂƌĂŚ͕tǁŽƵůĚtǇŽƵtůŝŬĞtƚŽtĐŽŵĞtĐƵƚtƐŽŵĞtŚŽůůǇ͍tKƵƌt
tree is lŽĂĚĞĚtǁŝƚŚtďĞƌƌŝĞƐ͘͟ 
 
^ŚĞtŬŶĞǁtƚŚĞtƚƌĞĞtǁĂƐtĚŽŽŵĞĚtƚŽtŵĂŬĞtǁĂǇtĨŽƌtDĂĐŬ͛ƐtůŽŶŐt
ĚĞƐŝƌĞĚtŬŽŝtƉŽŶĚ͘ttŚĞŶtƐĞĞŝŶŐtƚŚĞtĨĂŵŝůŝĂƌtŽůĚtƚƌĞĞ͛ƐtĚĂƌŬ͕tƚŚŝĐŬt
ƚƌƵŶŬtĂŶĚtŐƌĂĐĞĨƵůtƐŚĂƉĞtƐŚĞ͛ĚtƐĂŝĚ͕t͞KŚtDĂĐŬ͕tŝƐŶ͛ƚtƚŚĞƌĞtĂŶŽƚŚĞƌt
ƉůĂĐĞtƚŽtƉƵƚtǇŽƵƌtƉŽŶĚ͍  ͟
 
Jack, a sought-after landscape designer, often compared his 
ŐĂƌĚĞŶtƚŽtƚŚĞtĐŽďďůĞƌ͛ƐtĐŚŝůĚƌĞŶtǁŝƚŚŽƵƚtƐŚŽĞƐ͘tmƵƐǇtǁŝƚŚtĐůŝĞŶƚƐ͛t
gardens it had taken him longer than he hoped to complete his 
ŽǁŶtŐĂƌĚĞŶ͛ƐtĚĞƐŝŐŶ͘tdŚĞtŬŽŝtƉŽŶĚtǁĂƐtƚŚĞtĨŝŶĂůtƚŽƵĐŚ- -the 
centerpiece at the bottom of the garden with paths leading from 
both sides up through the natural rock formations that graced his 
property.  
 
Once the tree was removed she and Jack honored it, planting 
cuttings from its branches in their gardens and Sarah decked her 
house in holly- -an orgy of it- -every Christmas. She had a bloody 
finger to show for it. 
 
dŚĞtŬŽŝtƉŽŶĚtƋƵŝĐŬůǇtďĞĐĂŵĞt^ĂƌĂŚ͛ƐtĨĂǀŽƌŝƚĞtƉůĂĐĞtƚŽtŵĞĞƚtĨŽƌt
tea. Jack and his partner Michael provided mugs, and a thermos 
ŽĨtƚĞĂtĂŶĚt^ĂƌĂŚtďĂŬĞĚtƐĐŽŶĞƐtŽƌtĐŽŽŬŝĞƐtĨŽƌtŚĞƌtĂŶĚtdŽŵ͛Ɛt
contribution. Sitting on comfortable benches with a view of the 
pond, the koi never ceased to amaze them with their variety. 
^ĂƌĂŚ͛ƐtĨĂǀŽƌŝƚĞtǁĂƐtůĂƌŐĞtĂŶĚtƉĞĂĐŚtĐŽůŽƌĞĚtǁŝƚŚtĂtƉĞƌĨĞĐƚt
cream oval behind its head.  
 
At the last of these teas, Jack, always full of energy and on the 
go, shared that he had been losing weight, and an MRI revealed a 
small tumor on his thyroid.  
 

 
͞FǇtĚŽĐƚŽƌtŝƐtĂĨƌĂŝĚtŝƚtŵŝŐŚƚtďĞtĐĂŶĐĞƌŽƵƐ͕͟tŚĞtƐĂŝĚ͕t͞ƐŽtǁĂŶƚƐtƚŽt
ƌĞŵŽǀĞtŝƚ͘͟tfiĞtĂƐƐƵƌĞĚtƵƐtŝƚtǁĂƐtĂtƐŝŵƉůĞtƉƌŽĐĞĚƵƌĞtĂŶĚtŶŽƚŚŝŶŐt
to worry about. He had surgery a few days later. 
  
As Jack drifted back to post-op consciousness, he felt an unusual 
buoyancy.  And there to greet him was his beloved cat Zipman 
and the holly tree he had sacrificed to the pond, their spirits 
ƌĞĂĐŚŝŶŐtŽƵƚtƚŽtŚŝŵ͘tfiĞ͛ĚtŚĂĚtĂtƐƚƌŽŬĞtĚƵƌŝŶŐtƚŚĞtŽƉĞƌĂƚŝŽŶtĂŶĚt
died. Oddly he felt no despair, instead excitement gripped him as 
he realized the immortal adventure ahead of him. 
 
At first, it felt odd to not have a body, but he soon adapted. He 
missed it most when he stopped to check on Sarah. They were 
kindred spirits the moment they met and she had become his 
dearest friend. He always wished he could give her a hug when 
he visited. 

 
^ĂƌĂŚ͛ƐtŚŽƵƐĞtǁĂƐtǁĂƌŵtĂŶĚtĨƌĂŐƌĂŶƚtǁŝƚŚtĐŝŶŶĂŵŽŶ͕tŶƵƚŵĞŐt
and allspice but Jack sensed her absence as soon as he arrived. 
He always looked forward to watching her delft hands shaping 
ƉŝĞĐƌƵƐƚtŽƌtĐŚŽƉƉŝŶŐtŐĂƌůŝĐ͘t^ŚĞtĐŽƵůĚŶ͛ƚtŚĂǀĞtďĞĞŶtŐŽŶĞtůŽŶŐtĂƐt
he could see lively flames flickering through the glass of the 
wood burning stove at the far end of the kitchen. He and Sarah 
both loved to cook and another thing he missed about life was 
eating. 
 
He glided down the hall and into the bedroom where he 
remembered sitting with Sarah on the bed, their heads bent over 
a book on English gardens. Did she still have it?  
 
After rinsing her bleeding finger, Sarah cut three sprigs bright 
with berries from the branches on the counter to add to a vase 
of yellow roses she placed in the guest room to welcome her 
mother who loved them so. Entering the room, she shivered and 
glanced down to make sure the heating vent was open. Adding 
the holly to the roses was the final touch. The room was ready 
ĨŽƌtŚĞƌtƉĂƌĞŶƚƐ͛tĂƌƌŝǀĂů͘ 
 
Then she noticed the book lying open on the bed. A frisson ran 
through her; it was the book on English gardens that she and 
Jack looked at together not long before he died and it was 
opened to a garden that held at its center an old holly tree. Had 
her thoughts of Jack while cutting the holly boughs, conjured him 
up? 
 
Sarah recalled that golden autumn afternoon visit to the koi 
pond realizing when her thoughts turned to Jack, his spirit would 
be there with her.    
 

                                                              Susan Connelly 
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Show Gratitude Like a Dog 

 
 

I want to show you gratitude 
like a dog Ͷ 
how they look into your eyes, 
blinking slowly, 
while you pet their heads. 
 
I will let you run your fingers 
through my hair and 
you reward me with 
your soft, upturn smile. 
This is all I need. 
 
I want to nestle close to you 
on the sofa,  
exchanging body heat and 
feeling so calm, I lose  
all alertness from outside. 
 
I can do this if I trust you; 
let us feed each other, 
go for long walks, 
maybe twice a day. 
I want us to show gratitude 
just like two dogs. 
 
                             Lorraine Ortega 

 
 

 

 

 
                                                                    Tami Tsark, Holiday 

Em
a Drouillard 

Susan Connelly 
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DŽƚŚĞƌ͛Ɛe^ƚŝƚĐŚĞƐ 

San Francisco, 1954, 
My mother crossed an ocean 

with a degree from Penn, 
and a belief in learning, 

The door looked at her 
Chinese face 
and remained 
a door. 

So she climbed the stairs 
of Chinatown, 
where sewing machines hummed 
above and the markets and restaurants. 
 
Thousands of needles crossing cloth, 
thousands of mothers who had crossed 
oceans. 
 
My mother sat among them, 

pressing her pedal 
over and over. 

The needle descends, 
The needle rises, 
The needle descends, 
The needle rises. 

A seam becomes a dollar. 
A dollar becomes dinner. 
Dinner becomes strength. 
Strength becomes school. 
School becomes possibility. 

Possibility becomes 
a son 
walking into medical school. 

 

I did not know then 
what Mother left 
beside that sewing machine 

I never asked 
what dreams she folded 
between pieces of cloth. 
 
What part of herself 
she tucked beneath each seam 
so her children might have more. 

    Ray Fay, M.D. 

dŚŝƐlƉŽĞŵlŝƐlĨƌŽŵlZĂǇ͛ƐlŶĞǁlďŽŽŬlŽĨl
poems, "Becoming". Now available on 
Amazon. 

 

 

 
                        Tom Gannon 

Harvey Abernathey, Q
uiet M

om
ent 

Abernathey 
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The Grace of Ciao 

E͛ŵtŶŽƚtƐƵƌĞtǁŚĂƚtƚŚĂƚtǁĂƐ͕ 
only that, for the while, 
it was good for my soul 

Suddenly, briefly, for the moment 
we were simply 
together again,  
the distance between us ʹ disappeared: 
a clear connection 
And it was good for our souls 

And then, the silence was built between us, 
an access door closed 
without word or sign 
Or moment of farewell 
 
I hold what has changed without retreating my heart 
I bless what was, without asking it to return as it was 
I live openheartedly in the quiet, 
Trusting that Love does not disappear when voices do 
 
To self for future reference, 
lesson carried forward 
I will love without defining it 
to anyone, including the beloved, 
without giving it a name, 
without defining its shape 
or its place in my life 

And ask nothing of the beloved 
but to have been love 
while it was.                           --    Terry Deddo 

 

The Silencing of a Hush 
 

 
Beneath the heat under moonlight  
Needles click and stitch 
Sticks that matter 
Silencing clutter turning to knit/pearl gather. 
The type of crafting 
Hears a phone ring. 
 
Crochet monkeys  
Singing to pillow snugs 
Hooked up pink pig 
Sound asleep in glass empty of drink,  
The animals party with me 
And my friend Alexa. 
 
Shall place a sombrero over 
HŽŽĨtƚŚĞtŵŽĐŬŝŶŐďŝƌĚ͛ƐtŚĞĂĚ 
ZĞŵĞŵďĞƌtĂůůtƚŚĂƚ͛ƐtŐŽŶĞtƵŶƐĂŝĚt 
By myself, called as lonely but that synapse is misled. 
 
dŚĞtďŽƌĚĞƌůŝŶĞtǁŽŶ͛ƚtŬŶŽǁtŝƚtƐĞĞŵƐ 
Caught in their dreams 
Partying without any rise  
Above bottom line I surmise. 
On the line 
As if another realm  
Challenged by rigor mortise,  
Birds will sing of bells that ring  
Crocodiles with timer set clocks  
Are partying,  
tŚĞƌĞtƐƵŶƐĞƚtŝƐŶ͛ƚtĨƌŝŐŚƚĞŶŝŶŐ 
Nor is the MandoloƌŝĂŶ͛ƐtŚŽŵĞĐŽŵŝŶŐ͘ 
At last the punishment is ending  
As the God again  
Reaps investment from smiling. 
                                                         Karen Arnold 

 

 

 

Susan Connelly 

                                                                    Marilyn Bagshaw 
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Party Animal 

My favorite party animal was Peggy. She came from West Virginia 
coal country. Her father was vice president of a coal company in 
Logan, and Peggy remained a country girl at heartͶdirect, practical, 
robust and wonderfully feminine. She wore her hair cropped short. 
͞tŚǇtƐŽtƐŚŽƌƚ͕tWĞŐŐǇ͍͟t 

͞^Ž EtĐĂŶtƐůĞĞƉtůĂƚĞtĂŶĚtŐĞƚtŐŽŝŶŐtƋƵŝĐŬůǇ͘͟tdŚĂƚtǁĂƐtWĞŐŐǇ͘t—ŝĨĞt
presented problems. Peggy eliminated them. She had a pug nose, 
couple of freckles on her cheeks, and heart-shaped sunglasses. I 
don't know that heart-shaped sunglasses can tell you everything you 
need to know about a woman, but they tell you considerably more 
than ordinary sunglasses. 

For a while, Peggy lived in a Manhattan apartment. On Halloween, 
she would go door to door carrying an empty wine glass. She'd 
ŬŶŽĐŬ͘tdŚĞtĚŽŽƌtǁŽƵůĚtŽƉĞŶ͘tWĞŐŐǇtŚĞůĚtŽƵƚtƚŚĞtŐůĂƐƐ͘t͞dƌŝĐŬtŽƌt
ƚƌĞĂƚ͘͟tdŚĂƚtǁĂƐtWĞŐŐǇ͘ 

KŶĐĞ͕tǁŚĞŶtEtǀŝƐŝƚĞĚtWĞŐŐǇ͕tƐŚĞtƐĂŝĚ͕t͞zŽƵtŚĂǀĞtƚŽ see my new art 
ĐŽůůĞĐƚŝŽŶ͘tgŽůůŽǁtŵĞ͘͟t^ŚĞtůĞĚtŵĞtƚŽtƚŚĞtůŝǀŝŶŐtƌŽŽŵtĐŽƵĐŚ͘t͞—ŝĞt
ĚŽǁŶtĂŶĚtůŽŽŬtƵƉ͘͟tEtĚŝĚ͘tWĂŝŶƚŝŶŐƐtĂŶĚtƉŽƐƚĞƌƐtĐŽǀĞƌĞĚtƚŚĞtĐĞŝůŝŶŐ͘t
That was Peggy. Another time, while we were dancing, I said, 
͞WĞŐŐǇ͕tƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐtŚĂƐtĐŽŵĞtďĞƚǁĞĞŶtƵƐ͘͟ttŝƚŚout missing a beat, 
ƐŚĞtƌĞƉůŝĞĚ͗t͞dŚĂƚtǁŽƵůĚtďĞtŵĞ͘͟tdŚĞŶtƐŚĞtĐƌŽƐƐĞĚtŚĞƌtĞǇĞƐ͘tdŚĂƚt
was Peggy. 

But my favorite Peggy accessory wasn't the sunglasses. It was her 
flask. Peggy carried what I came to think of as a female flask. A 
man's flask is a rectangular metal object intended for a hip pocket 
and designed to suggest that its owner has recently returned from 
shooting grouse. Peggy's was discreet. It belonged in a purse. And it 
contained Sloe Gin. 

At a party, Peggy would order a Coke. Just a Coke. To the 

 

casual observer, she was possibly the most temperate woman in 
the room. Then the purse would open. Out came the female 
flask. A little Sloe Gin went into the Coke. The flask disappeared. 
Peggy took a sip. And civilization continued. 

I admired the whole operation. No bartender. No complicated 
drink order. No discussion about whether the martini was dry 
enough. Peggy had achieved beverage independence. Other 
women carried lipstick, tissues, aspirin and perhaps an extra pair 
of stockings. Peggy carried Sloe Gin. If civilization collapsed 
between cocktails and dinner, I wanted to be in Peggy's group. 

I have known plenty of people who qualified as party animals in 
the conventional sense. They drank too much, talked too loudly, 
danced too late and occasionally woke up wondering where 
they had left their shoes. Peggy didn't need any of that. She 
brought the party with her. 

^Ž͕tǁŚĞŶĞǀĞƌtEtŚĞĂƌtƚŚĞtĞǆƉƌĞƐƐŝŽŶt͞ƉĂƌƚǇtĂŶŝŵĂů͕͟tEtĚŽŶΖƚt
picture some fellow with a lampshade on his head. I picture 
Peggy. I picture the cropped hair and the heart-shaped 
sunglasses. I picture her crossing her eyes on the dance floor. 
Then I picture the purse opening. I picture that little female flask 
appearing. And I picture Peggy quietly improving the worldͶ
one Coke at a time.    -- Joseph Cillo 

 

 

 

Joseph Cillo 

Leigh N
icolaisen 
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HAPPY HOLIDAYS! 

                                                  Tom Gannon 

                                                                      Laura Milholland 
                                                    Marilyn Bagshaw 

N
ancy Pappas 
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