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Welcome to the 2022 Anthology:  Telling Our Stories through Word and Image. We are 
honored to present this powerful collection of creative work by patients, loved ones                 
and staff of the Dartmouth Cancer Center. The Anthology contributors are emblematic    
of those who participate in our visual art, creative writing and music programs: brave, 
generous, and grateful to find understanding, joy and community in creative expression.   
 
Our creative arts programs are rooted in the understanding that creative expression                        
promotes healing and well-being. As a joint project between Dartmouth Cancer Center                     
and Dartmouth Health Arts and Humanities Program, our multi-disciplinary team of                          
artists provides one-on-one and group activities to people who are affected by cancer                                     
and serious illness. All are welcome to participate—no arts experience required—and                    
our services are free of charge.  
 
           See the Complementary Care Program guide and calendar                                         
           or email Creative.Arts@Hitchcock.org for more information. 
 
Having a team of artists available to our patients and their families is a rare opportunity,                    
made possible through the support of philanthropy. We thank the Cancer Center                     
Administration, the Friends of Dartmouth Cancer Center and the individual donors                   
who make possible a patient arts program through which so many benefit. In addition, 
we are grateful to the DH Arts and Humanities Program and Marianne Barthel, whose                                  
resourceful vision increases our capacity to reach patients throughout Dartmouth 
Health.   
  
We also thank YOU for honoring our artists with your attention. To have one’s artistic                       
expression witnessed, listened to or seen by others is a profound gift. The                       
contributors to this Anthology submitted their work with you in mind—we hope you                            
feel the support of our larger community. You are not alone.  
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To those who created with us this year:  we saw, heard, and were changed for the 
better by your creative power. Thank you for your willingness to share a part of 
yourself with all of us; we dedicate this Anthology to you. 
  
With Gratitude, 
 

Andrea, Michelle, Kim, Marjorie, Margaret, Pam & Patty  
 

 

Andrea Buccellato, Program Manager                                                                                                                           
Michelle B. Davis, Program Specialist  
Marjorie Gellhorn Sa’adah, Creative Writer                                                                        
Kim Wenger Hall, Visual Artist 
Margaret Stephens, Therapeutic Harpist 
Pamela Stohrer, Therapeutic Harpist 
Patricia Williams, Therapeutic Harpist 
  
Dartmouth Cancer Center  
Complementary Care Program   
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NAVIGATION 
Rebecca Adams 
 
 
Stamped on this sidewalk, 
tracks of the spirit, 
with bones, love and rain. 
 
Inexact passages, 
the memory of this place: 
the constant wolf. 
 
Notions of what is no longer. 
An exhale, 
the sidewalk ahead: 
an idea. 
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IN THE SHADOW OF THE NEW YORK WOMEN’S HOUSE OF DETENTION 
Rebecca Adams 
 
 
1964 
 
My family lived in a fifth floor walkup which overlooked West Tenth Street and Sixth 
Avenue, beyond which stood the New York Women’s House of Detention. There     
was the world of our apartment and then the world at large, populated with pimps, 
boyfriends, girlfriends and husbands on the sidewalk below the women caged in                
the prison. They yelled in; the women yelled out. These were private utterances                 
of love and loss which my ears could not unhear.  
 

The courthouse and prison formed an odd city block roughly the shape of an                        
obtuse triangle. This juncture on Sixth Avenue was where Ninth Street turned into 
Christopher Street, and a bit of pavement called the Ruth E. Wittenberg Triangle                   
was located. Wittenberg advocated to demolish the prison and turn the open space 
into a community garden which eventually did occur in the seventies. 
 

The proximity of my parents' apartment to the prison was the minutiae of my daily 
life. The prison was an imposing twelve-storied building, coated in soot, which                     
overshadowed everything surrounding it. During the sixties, the City of New York               
incarcerated approximately 700 women—two women per 4 foot by 8 foot cell.                
Collateral damage and slow death flowed from the prison every day. 
 

In 1964, I was seven and my world was hardly circumspect. I was under no illusions 
about what lay outside our apartment:  a population of caged and nonconformist 
women. I would stare at the people yelling from the street and attempt to locate                    
the small window from which wails of misery rang out. Sometimes sheets would be 
hung out of the windows—as though the inmate could shimmy down from eight                  
stories above and simply jump to the pavement below. 
 

One of my oldest memories is a sweet canary with orange dashed wings who lived   
in a cage in my bedroom. My mother opened the cage and the bird flew out the                
window towards the Jefferson Market Clock tower and then to the New York                 
Women’s House of Detention. My mother had a shocked look at the speed of                
the bird’s escape. I cried and cried, but this was among my earliest lessons. I do                
not know if this little bird landed on the sill of one of those barred prison windows,  
but I do know that little bird chose freedom.  
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FOUNDATION 
Beth Blair 
 
 
I have not the beauty or performance savvy  
of an Amanda Gorman, nor the gravitas of a 
Jane Kenyon (never mind her poet laureate  
husband, Donald Hall). In fact, the only other 
poet of note I can name is Maya Angelou. 
 
If I had to describe myself,  
the first thing I might say is short,  
the second is, bakes good pie. 
These familiar words define me. 
 
But my tidy world was broken  
by your death. Now other words  
—of great sorrow and great joy—  
are streaming through the cracks. 
 
I have no way to manage the flow  
except to gather it into small bundles  
loosely called poems. Stack them  
neatly between the pages  
to try to build a new world  
with the tomes. 
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BREATHE OUT 
Beth Blair 
 
 
I cannot help but think 

as I open the windows to the day 

and the cool morning air flows in 

crisp and moist 

of how from your failing body 

your last warm breath ran out. 

The window was open then, too. 

We could hear the spring birdsong, 

the distant hum of a small plane overhead, 

the buzz of a chainsaw 

somewhere in the distance. 

The April breeze flowed into the room. 

Though you were past speech 

you must have felt it 

smelled it. 

Your heart leapt at the possibilities 

and you were gone. 
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I ARE 
Beth Blair 
 
 
Whenever I go walking now 
it is not unusual for a neighbor 
to cease weeding or raking 
to lean on the fence 
or perch on the stone wall and ask,  
with concern furrowing their brow 
“How are you?” 
 
I don’t want to dump on them the 
gritty details of my broken heart,  
but being kind people, neighbors who 
have shared this town for 30 years, 
they have bravely asked a vital question.    
Now they wait.   Fidgeting.   Anxious.  
How will I answer “How are you?” 
 
I generally say  
a bit ruefully, 
with a shrug, and 
a ghost of a smile, 
“I are!” 
 
This makes them laugh. 
The awkwardness passes. 
Now we can talk about small things instead;  
      stacking wood (still not done) 
      dogs (mine straining at her leash) 
      the country store (will it fold?) 
      cell phone reception (lousy) 
 
After a bit, our respective tasks call us back to life 
them to weeding or raking, 
me to walking the straining dog 
and stacking the waiting wood. 
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THIS AND THAT 
Beth Blair 
 
 
Some days grief is a small annoying thing, 
a strawberry seed wedged in my tooth  
that can’t quite be picked out. 
 
Other days it is the sharp corner of a table  
that catches my shin, making me  
curse a blue streak and hop on one foot. 
 
In the evening my grief is  
the cooling woodstove  
that once was fiery and hot,  
now fading to ashes. 
 
But on a good day, my grief is  
a worn canvas bag that I take  
into the garden and fill with  
the last tomatoes of summer. 
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TIME PASSES 
Brian Blanchette 
 
 
Excitement and anticipation  
now overloading senses 
mere minutes until arrival 
mere 11,570,400 minutes since exit 
how thrilled to share a peek into the past  
my past, my stage, my youth 
my world 
home 
not just the physical house 
no—much more 
the sidewalks, the trees 
the secret hideouts, the decrepit  
cleaners—where wiffle ball ruled 
the market, Swan Street, where  
we delivered weekly mimeographed— 
yes, mimeographed—specials 
the neighborhood where we delivered  
daily newspapers—212 papers— 
where everybody knew your name. 
 
The corner guarded by Mahoney’s Pharmacy 
where we could sit and sip 
lime rickeys or Hire’s root beer  
in frosted mugs. 
 
The corner guarded by the barbershop 
diagonally across from Mahoney’s 
where Papa took my brothers and me  
every three weeks to have our “ears lowered” 
 
The same corner where we got a life  
lesson when Freddie the Barber 
had to dump a bucket of water  
on frenzied dogs we thought were dancing 
Freddie and Carl started explaining  
the dance until Papa said, “Enough.” 
 
And then down Swan Street for ice cream 
Ready for ice cream?  Ready for my  
town?  Let’s turn the corner and see— 
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Wait—not right—no—wrong turn 
These apartments—this bank—  
 
How can we play ball there? 
And wait 
That was our first house—  
how many apartments are there? 
Wait 
Swan Street Market, my first job,  
looks like a nuclear waste site 
We’ll go to the corner  
that has to be the— 
Wait 
What are these signs—there’s filth, and racial slurs   
gates surround a liquor store—no more haircuts 
No ice cream 
No guards—worse, nothing to guard 
 
Ten minutes to tear my heartstrings— 
to pierce my memories 
Why?  Why did I let  
11,570,400 minutes pass. 
Why does everything change? 
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NOW, YET THEN 
Brian Blanchette 
 
 
Always at the shore, drawn as if by diurnal tides 
That cleanse the beach on each outward march,  
Leaving the simple treasures first brought in  
Those we hunted for in youth 
 
How fickle the mind, maybe salt air mellows its mechanisms,  
For at the sea, it is solace that I find 
Waves become soundless at times 
A gentle wash upon the damp, hard sand 
Thoughts become peaceful, pleasant, oft of the past 
 
The ocean air so clear, clean 
It begs one to sit, to enjoy the natural seating—boulders  
How many summers here, ha—rather not remember 
How many books read, waves body surfed, tuna fish sandwiches,  
How many laughs, tears, friendships made, summer romances begun  
And ended … “Of course, I’ll write” … right 
 
“Best day of the summer,” my Mother said every Labor Day  
Yet tomorrow’s sunrise may be blocked as I arise 
Heavy, gray stratocumulus arrived overnight  
A tidal cacophony fills the air 
Pounding, thundering, salty mist spraying 
This is today’s surf; easily heard from the cottage on the hill  
“The Lookout”—summer home for half a century 
 
Calmness washed out with the evening low tide 
Dark, seaweed-laden angry swells arrive with the new tide  
The air complacent no more 
My thoughts recede into shadowy caverns my mind harbors  
Pleasant memories:  summers past, shells, rocks, baby crabs  
Simple pleasures:  walking, running, swimming 
But storm-infused powerful, surfable whitecaps 
Bring my reminisces to a fade out;  
Hard, wet sand and pieces of frothy seaweed  
“Does seaweed have wings?”—slap my face as if a rebuke 
 
Time to exit, physically and mentally 
What was then, was now, for a day 
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TIGER IN THE GRASS 
Anne Marie Bohn 
 
 
The tiger in the grass  
  Is in my looking glass 
A face, a fear 
  A growl, a tear. 
He’s looking at me 
  With duplicity 
Keeping his intentions inside 
  Acting like he has nothing to hide. 
 
I’m afraid he may suddenly pounce 
  Like when the doctors suddenly announce: 
You have an aggressive cancer 
  And while we don’t have every answer, 
We will follow established protocol 
  And if you stay in for the long haul, 
You’ll make it through 
  And come out anew! 
 
That is just what I did 
  So now we’ll shut that lid 
Tell the tiger to go away 
  And don’t come back another day! 
Because for now you’ve won the race 
And in the mirror is a happy face. 
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THE QUESTION 
Anne Marie Bohn 
 
 
My question is … 
Why do I spend so much time worrying? 
It’s like someone opened a door 
And all these worries came through and heaped up on top of me. 
The thing is … 
I’m not stuck in this one place; 
I could move … 
If I can find the strength to wade through the worries. 
I don’t have to be alone; 
I can ask my family and friends for help 
To sort through the worries, 
To solve the ones that can be solved, 
To set aside the ones that can be postponed, 
And to toss the rest out the window. 
I don’t have to dwell on my worries, 
I don’t have to let them weigh me down, 
And I don’t have to feel so alone. 
I can spend time with family and friends, 
I can find ways to enjoy the bright things in my life, 
Singing, writing, doodling, photography, 
And I can share my gifts with others 
Which will brighten other people’s lives. 
And I think that is the answer to my question. 
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REARRANGING THE UNIVERSE 
Anne Marie Bohn 
 
 
It’s neat to think how rearranging words can rearrange the universe. 
Sometimes we get stuck in our negative thoughts or gloomy beliefs. 
But if we can just look outside at the sunshine or snuggle up with a friendly dog 
We can rearrange the universe around us and bring joy into our lives. 
 
Sometimes we have a problem we can’t fix or a riddle we can’t solve 
But if we rearrange our thinking about it and come at it from a different direction 
It could become an exciting adventure to find a way out of the labyrinth 
Or a good excuse to have a neighborhood party to see if other people can help us out.  
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TAI CHI 
Anne Marie Bohn 
 
 
In Tai Chi, you often start a pose 
With your “hands on the table.” 
It’s as if the table (which isn’t really there) 
Helps you stand upright and get ready for 
The sequence of moves to follow. 
Your feet are grounded in the earth 
And “the moon is your hat” keeping your head upright. 
But your “hands on the table” 
Along with your breathing in Dan Tien (your center) 
Give you strength to stand upright 
And prepare you for the sequence of moves that follows. 
 
Like Marjorie said, community is important to our writing. 
I also feel community is important in Tai Chi. 
Learning the moves with other people 
Helps us feel like part of a group 
With a common goal. 
We’re all learning how to do Tai Chi 
Even if we are at different levels. 
Everyone in the community is supportive of each other. 
Everyone’s presence helps us all stand tall and strong 
When we put our “hands on the table” together. 
 
I have worries about my health 
Since my doctors have said I have plateaued and may not get better. 
These thoughts are bugging me, needling me 
And giving me headaches. 
I need to surround myself with the community of my peers; 
Let them help me stand tall and strong 
At the table of life, 
Knowing they offer support, connection and encouragement. 
As part of a community—my table— 
I can find the strength and peace 
To let my worries go, 
To accept where I’m at, 
And to follow my new path, or sequence of moves, 
Wherever it may lead me. 
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ALL I CAN SEE 
Caryn Brooks 
 
 
Allied with me is all I can see 
when I mind-jump 
I pretend my way out of allegiance 
Just to see the infinity in my skull  
But the earth meets my feet 
I am allied, mutually  

 

 

 

PRECEDING THE RIOT 
Caryn Brooks 
 
 
Outside the hens startle 
So many things hum in my house, always but now  
In the tense inhale before the barometric 
I feel the interior of my skull exquisitely 
 
Ambient and null, shifting my inner eye 
I am all forehead, all hollow, taut, and strange  
In these moments before the pain 
Where is my skull on any other day?  
Urging me to rest, shades drawn 
Before the riot of migraine's tiny arrow paints its broad arrays  
And tricks my senses  
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Caryn Brooks 
 
 

I 

 
 

 

 
 
Insect repellent, hat, suntan goop, slicing and chopping tools. GO!  
So hot and humid! How brave I was! How ready! 

 
 

 
 

But the buzzing of yellow jackets?  
I began to run up the hill. 
The yellow jackets followed after, 

 
 
And  
All hot and bothered, 
I found my silly bone. 
 
In my hair? 
A single bumble bee,  
harmless and dead (alas) 
another more better dropping down to here 
 
I owe her. 
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FREEDOM FEELS LIKE 
Caryn Brooks 
 
 
Today 
when I said no to the toxic taffy  
Instead of shame, 
I touched the cool heart of my free me 
 
I stepped back when they wouldn't  
I vanished at the place 
Between fear and hope 
A wisp of joy, a flame  

 

 

 

JUMPSPOT OFFSIDE 
Caryn Brooks 
 
 
I've said I don't like talking to her  
Her a firehose of scorn,  
Evidence pooling at my feet 
She studies me for the next thing that needs fixing 
She doesn't have to say:  A thing this broken ought not to have been made 
 
I mean, 
... look at all the carpenters! 
 
But: scorch my cambium, shiver me timbers! 
you don't see me 
 
I'll heal on my way now, thanks!  
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STRAW, STCKS, BRICKS 
Caryn Brooks 
 
 
Let me in! 
Imagine. 

 

 
with all of our eyes together 
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SOMETHING SOLID 
Tarah Friend Cantore 
 
 
Find anything 
Something solid to hold the burden 
Transfer it please 
The messy weight of it all 
A degree of suffering 
 
I need a thing to support me 
Unconditionally. 
Not a partner. A friend. Mother or daughter. 
They have conditions. 
 
Let it go 
Do not hold it yourself 
It may be too much to bear. 
Physically stressing your bones, muscles and brain  
Mentally taxing your mind 
Spiritually dampening your fire 
 
Please lift me 
Empower me 
And enlighten me. 
 
Something solid melts  
into liquid  
Beginning to flow 
Now I can appreciate the joy 
And I am grateful.  
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WEIGHTED 
Tarah Friend Cantore 
 
 
The weight of my granddaughter in my arms. 
I am mindful as her little body shifts 
Towards mine. 
I vaguely recall my daughters doing the same 
An altered perspective. 
 
I experienced happiness and joy in them. 
But time moved faster 
I swear 
 
Dishes to wash 
Diapers to change 
Laundry to fold 
Career to have 
Love to make 
Myself to give 
 
What’s next? 
Always anticipating 
 
I flew 
Flitted 
Flustered and frustrated 
 
Now I am grounded by the weight 
Grateful 
Time slows 
I swear 
 
I zoom out 
Watching and witnessing 
I zoom in 
Present and aware  
Touching. Sensing. 
Myself to love with more to give 
 
Weighted with  
pure joy. 
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LIFE IS ABUZZ 
Tarah Friend Cantore  
 
 
Life is abuzz 
Grow up. Get Married. 
Have children. 
And a career. 
 
Be the perfect daughter. 
Wife. Mother. 
Physical therapist. 
 
It all moved so fast. Time flew. 
Sure, I was there for all of it. 
But did I truly witness it? 
 
Now, I slow down time.  
Self-aware and present in the moment. 
 
I see what I couldn’t before 
Inspiration for a painting in the mud puddle 
 
I feel what I didn’t before 
Warm blades of grass under my feet 
 
I hear what I didn’t before 
A stranger’s laughter in the hallway 
 
I taste what I didn’t before 
The creamy rich avocado 
 
I touch what I couldn’t before 
My soul 
 
Was my true self there all along? 
Maybe. 
All that matters is that I am here now 
Tuning in at a different frequency.  



35 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 
 
 



36 

 
 
 
 
 

IN MY GARDEN 
Michelle Belinda Davis 
 
 
Inch worm, inch worm  
measuring the miracles 
seems to me you'd stop and see 
how beautiful they are 
 
that was how  
my four-year-old self  
heard this song 
and I was awestruck 
 
that this tiny, fragile creature  
not only understood what a miracle was 
but also had the ability to measure one 
 
It was magical! 
and being just four 
I had only a vague idea of what a miracle was 
 
so every time I saw an inchworm 
on a leaf or a flower or in my hair 
I felt enchanted 
 
like I was seeing something no one else knew about 
and those leaves and flowers  
and everything the inchworm touched  
must be the miracles the song mentioned   
 
that included me, and my sister, and definitely my mama 
 
at some point 
I learned the actual words 
 
MARIGOLDS! 
 
But the deep knowing  
of the miraculous beauty  
of nature 
is something I never outgrew 
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happy bees, hopping frogs, nesting wrens,  
darting dragonflies, clever squirrels 
delicate spider webs covered in dew 
the song in the birch leaves caught on a breeze 
the smile of sunflowers 
a spotted fawn  
 
and I think of this song  
when I'm in my big girl garden  
quietly admiring the flowers and fruits 
that I helped to grow 
with gentle, dirt-covered hands 
 
at one  
with the buzzes and breezes,  
the sweet and savory smells,  
the graceful butterflies 
the warm earth beneath my feet 
the sunshine on my skin 
all of the curious creatures that come to visit 
 
sun, rain, earth, seeds, pollinators  
worms who can calculate 
nature creating miracles 
right here in my garden 
 
I breathe it all in  
and hope  
one day 
the world 
 
will stop   
 
and see 
 
how beautiful we are 
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THE THREE-MINUTE EGG 
C.I. Dennis 
 
 

Not long after my cancer diagnosis, I was on the phone with an old friend. 
He’d recently moved to San Diego, and had spent the first weeks going back and 
forth to the doctor for eye problems. A cataract surgery had gone poorly, and he 
was fearful that he would lose his vision. “But here I am, rambling,” he said. 
“Talking about your ailments should be like making a soft-boiled egg—three 
minutes, max.” 

 
We laughed, and it diffused the tension. I had just spent time in Florida, 

where comparing health issues and afflictions was the norm with people my age, 
like mortgage rates or pre-schools were, forty years ago.  

 
“Don’t fret about that,” I said. “We go back a long way. It’s OK to share this 

stuff.”  
 
He continued, and by the end of the call he was more confident that things 

would work out with the docs. It was just kind of a slog, and he needed to vent.  
 
Meanwhile, I had said nothing about my biopsy, or my bell-ringer of a 

Gleason score. I was fine being on the receiving end of bad news, but not on the 
giving end. Not because I had decided to tough it out in secret—I just didn’t have 
a mental roadmap as to who to tell, and when, and the last thing I wanted to do 
was burden people.  

 
My wife knew, of course. I had also told my son, as prostate cancer is                 

practically a family tradition for us and he needed to know. My father had radiation 
and testosterone-blocking therapy in his seventies, and died when the cancer 
came back in his mid-eighties. My younger brother had his prostate removed in 
his early sixties. It’s literally in our genes. 

 
My dad let the family know early on. He was upbeat about it, doing things 

like drawing little messages and smiley faces on his abdomen to make the techs 
laugh when he went in for daily radiation. If he suffered from side effects, he didn’t 
let on, only citing his Rules for Getting Old: “Never Pass a Bathroom” and “Never 
Trust a Fart”. He eventually shared the diagnosis with his walking buddies, but he 
kept our own conversations about it to a minimum, other than: It’s time for you to 
start getting annual PSA tests. 

 
 I did, and twenty years later my very-gradually-increasing scores suddenly 
roared out of the gate like a Santa Anita racehorse.  
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So, why I couldn’t I tell my oldest friend? What was holding me back?  
 
It took me a few weeks to realize that it was fear. Even with my high-risk 

case the treatments are effective and the survival rate is good, but when you hear 
the term “survival rate” and realize they’re talking about you, it gives you pause.                   
It can take time to absorb bad news, and even longer to find the courage to tell                 
others, because doing so makes it all the more real. 

 
There is a difference between the courage of acceptance and the bravado 

of denial, Hollywood-style, where the hero takes a slug and hardly winces as he 
keeps fighting the bad guys. We are programmed to fight against adversity, and 
having cancer can feel like a chaotic battle. But, as Sun Tzu said about war: “In 
the midst of chaos, there is also opportunity.” 

 
The opportunity lies in not being afraid to let your defenses down. It truly 

helps to tell people what is going on, albeit selectively, and at your own pace. And 
don’t worry, you’re not burdening anyone: those who you tell will be glad—even 
honored—that you confided in them, and will want to offer help and reassurance, 
and that’s a big part of getting through this.  

 
I told my friend in San Diego. I’ve told a number of other people since, and 

their support has been huge. I encouraged my wife to tell anyone she wants, be-
cause she needs the support as much as I do. A movie hero might tell no one, but 
they’re all brimming over with testosterone, and my testosterone is currently M.I.A. 
as part of the treatment that I hope will lead to my cure. 

 
Go ahead and tell whoever you like. You’ll be better off, and your friends  

and loved ones will too, because you are giving them the chance to lend a        
sympathetic ear to someone they care about. 

 
Just keep it under three minutes, OK? 
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HIDE 
Renée M. Flint 
 
 
there is quiet stillness and 
     a roaring silence 
as the walls go up 
 
undesirable, but seemingly inevitable 
     a needed relief and refuge 
when the walls go up 
 
it's like hearing the ticking of a clock downstairs 
    when sleep will not come 
it's both a comfort and a hindrance 
 
is it resignation or acceptance, 
    a giving over or a breaking open 
when the walls go up 
 
are those closest to her able to see 
    the gradual fade away 
    the slow disappearance of light 
as the walls go up 
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COTTONWOOD LEAF 
Renée M. Flint 
 
 
I am surrounded 
 by other paper thin hearts 
and I am upheld 
  
Their support feels like 
 soft, beautiful fabric 
elegantly draped as fallen 
 
We wait 
 on the ground 
for the new season 
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HOW OLD ARE WE IN THE THEORETICAL AFTERLIFE? 
Patrick Kearney 
 
  
Well, you wake up in your childhood bed and you can smell 
the pancakes, toast and coffee. 
You climb out of your favorite feet pajamas and into your overhauls. 
Your parents are in the kitchen, and they are young and happy, 
smelling of bath powder, shaving cream, sawdust and cinnamon. 

  
It is always Saturday, and you play with your best friends. 
Everybody is "it" and no one is "out," unless they get tired of running 
and want to lie on their backs and watch the clouds, 
feel the weight of the spinning earth beneath them. 

  
Your bike is blue or red and it is all downhill to the library, 
where there are a thousand books you want to read 
and beanbag chairs in a sunny corner. 

  
At noon, you are in your grandmother's kitchen and 
she makes your favorite grilled cheese sandwich 
with a pickle and the crust cut off. 

  
In the afternoon, you are on the porch playing board games. 
You are swimming in the brook. 
You are twelve and climb to the top of a sycamore 
where you can see the whole town and far out into the country. 
You climb the lookout hill, you play baseball 
and there are no adults to coach, umpire, argue or cheer. 
You have long talks with your best friend. 
You take a hike alone to a place you've never been. 
It is September and the leaves on the ground are baking in the sun,  
smelling of nutmeg. 
Sometimes the afternoon goes on for days. 
It is January. 
There is four feet of snow, innocent of plows or footprints. 
It is July and you are chasing fireflies. 
You are searching for frogs with a flashlight; 
you are playing freeze tag on a big lawn. 
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You sit down to Macs and Cheese with a crispy top at dinner. 
At some point, you are eating soufflé; 
the wine is chilled. 
You are twenty-three and sitting across from the love of your life. 
The conversation is a magic carpet. 
You are on the beach and stars blot the sky. 
You can see a billion light years into the night. 

  
You wake up the next morning, and you are seven.  
 
 
 
 
BUDDHA’S SHOPPING LIST 
Patrick Kearney 
 
 
“Although sentient beings are innumerable, 
I vow to save them.” 
 
I found Buddha’s shopping list 
In the bottom of a grocery cart 
-Carrots 
-Onions 
-Tater Tots 
(Pull them gently from the dirt.) 
-Brown rice 
(Thank you farmers.) 
-Lemon cookies for my tea 
-Beef is bad for the steer, bad for the earth and bad for me, but it sure tastes good. 
-Leg of lamb, which I have tasted maybe twice, probably should be a sacrament …
but not today. 
 
“Although my desires are limitless, 
I vow to be rid of them.” 
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#1 
John LeMay 
 
 
The craft of writing needs an empty space. 
On the silent page one looks 
For opportunities to leave a trail of ink, 
Making a path that 
Meanders as time permits 
In loops and scribbles and curls  
Feeling a kinship with the 
Swoop of birds—old sibling buddies from the nest— 
As thunder rolls in the distance. 
Knowing it may bring trauma, 
But staking one’s life on the odds of a direct  
Lightning strike, and with gut obstinacy, continuing on, 
Letting the sky decide 
Whether to leave the wanderer wet, or dry, or struck down to die. 
 
 
 

#2 
John LeMay 
 
 
A vixen with a kit, or a doe with a fawn, 
Must have feelings akin to our own  
Between mother and child, 
An enveloping affection 
And yet, 
Do they have their own versions of family drama? 
An occasional tug of war? 
Or is it just as it seems? 
A nuzzling interaction, 
Natural and free. 
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#3 
John LeMay 
 
 
If you knock two legs off the end of a table  
You’ve got an inclined plane, and all those things you’ve piled on the table slide  
To the floor and then you have a pile on the floor. 
And what to do with the things in the pile? Tag sale? Good Will store? 
Maybe sort through it  
To the point of exhaustion? 
Maybe work backward, and pull out a few things that, okay, you could 
Live without if you have to, but you hope you don’t have to. 
Then, pile the rest on the lawn, in good rural fashion, with a sign that says “free”. 
Making an altar to the traffic and the wind, and the rain, and the sea.  
 
 
 
THE LAST DAYS OF CHEMO 
John LeMay 
 
 
In the last days of my chemo treatment, during the mid-December days of holiday 
anticipation, and after a few months of outpatient chemo, which had left me a bit 
wilted, it came time to retreat for three weeks to a climate-controlled room as an 
inpatient, so I could surrender my immune system to the cause of beating cancer.  
 
And so, for the first week, as signs of holiday cheer began to appear at the nurses’ 
station, it was a chemo infusion one day, then a day off, and a different chemo              
infusion the next day, then a day off, and so forth, till I had hardly a white blood 
cell left to my name.  
 
The first day’s medication was the harshest, though; at 10 pm the infusion began, 
of a little compound called carmustine. 
 
I was quite accustomed to nurses coming into my room at all hours, with various 
tasks to help keep me alive, and, happy to see a human face, I’d climb to my feet 
and step on the scale, and back into bed for whatever shots were due. 
 
But on this night, with carmustine at work, I tried to stand up, swooned, and fell 
back into bed, not sure if the murky figure standing at my bedside was a nurse, 
or was really, instead, the ghost of Christmas past. 
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HOMESICK IN HEAVEN 
Beth McLean 
 
 
I lay on the floor with you; it’s killing my back but feeding my soul. The weather  
today is perfect and the breeze lightly trails in through the sliding glass door. From 
where we lay, I can stare out the open door and watch the sunlight play on the 
tops of full green leaves. The air flowing into the room smells like fresh cut grass 
and summertime as it swirls through the light curtains, fluttering them just enough 
to brush against our heads, making you laugh.  
 

“Is that where God is today?” you ask, turning your face just enough for your 
whisper to reverberate and tickle my ear.  

 
“You can see God anywhere, really,” I answered.  
 

We talk about God a lot when it comes to weather. You have always been an      
early riser and we would come to this very window when we first woke up in the 
mornings and watch the pink rise and spread through the sky – and whenever the 
pinkish orange tinge seemed most brilliant, I would whisper to you, “It’s like seeing 
God.”  And as most toddlers do, you started saying it back to me.  
 
Your little hand reaches out and grabs mine, scooting your body down so you can 
reach it, and leaning in to lay your head on my belly. It hurts, I’ve had so many 
surgeries and procedures done to this area, but I wouldn’t dream of moving you.  
 

“Can we go play sharks now?”  
 
“Just one more minute,” I beg. See, you’re just four … and you don’t know 

that we are running out of time. You don’t know that in the blink of an eye,                     
probably soon enough that you’ll barely even remember me, I’ll be gone.  And I 
really hope that when I’m fluttering in the sunlight of the birch leaves, or shining in 
the pink/orange sunrise, that you’ll feel my warmth and you’ll channel even an 
ounce of the peace and happiness I feel, laying on the floor with you – knowing 
that it’s the best place I’ve ever been, with the most amazing person I’ve ever had 
the pleasure of knowing. Maybe it’ll get locked away deep inside you – so that 
even if you don’t remember this, you’ll look out at this scene in moments of stress, 
and feel a calmness or an ease – maybe you’ll feel a peace wash over you and 
you won’t understand it at all – but it’ll be me.  
 
And I don’t know what comes next, I don’t know where we go when we die, but I 
know that if there’s any way at all that I can make my way back to you – I’ll be in 
that place, watching you grow, watching you become you.  
 
And no matter how pearly the gates, how golden the streets, or how beautiful the 
company may be, I might be the only one who is homesick in heaven.  



51 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
IT’S JUST A BAND-AID 
Beth McLean 
 
 
It’s just a Band Aid but I stare at it angrily. Why does it do this to me? It’s four     
inches of cloth adhesive – but it packs a punch better than a right hook. 
 
I’m even more pissed because it’s my second Band Aid – in an effort to avoid 
emotional break down, I promptly ripped the prior one loose and trashed it. It                
hadn’t even thunked into the soft plastic bag of the trash before the blood                    
reappeared. Damn it. My hair has grown out. My port scar has faded into pale               
purple. But these strange, seemingly innocuous reminders of cancer send me         
into a fairly uncomfortable level of fear and anxiety.  
 
Some nights – as I get ready for bed – I pause when I see the hooks nearby. They 
were hung to hold my chemo bag as I slept. I once had a fit of rage and tried to rip 
them out but apparently that hook is connected to whatever is holding the house 
together.  
 
Someone asked me what advice I would give someone who is starting this                        
process. I would tell them – let go of what you think you know about yourself. 
You’re about to do things you don’t think you can do. Everything you thought you 
knew about yourself – your strengths, your weaknesses, priorities, and passions – 
they’re all about to be tested and forever altered. You will never, ever be the                      
person you were before. Whether you’re still battling cancer or you’re in remission 
– experiencing this changes you forever.  
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TREATMENT CYCLE 
Beth McLean 
 
 
Wednesday. Chemo day. Go feeling like myself – leave feeling like a coked-out 
curmudgeon with the worst accessory for any outfit. It goes with nothing. And it 
shouldn’t – it’s stupid. This take-home chemo machine sounds like a VCR ejecting 
a tape on a loop. When I wear it around my waist, bending over to tie my shoes 
feels like it did when I was very pregnant. I want to sleep but can’t. You know what 
I can do a lot? Cold sweat – like a champ.  
 
Thursday. Try to shower with my pump – this could be an Olympic sport. Can’t get 
it wet and I don’t, but anyone who wants to know what it’s like: Get a six-foot 
phone cord and tie it to a brick outside the shower, duct tape your phone on your 
right upper chest – and shower. May the odds be ever in your favor. I usually try to 
go to work on Thursdays. So I Shower. Work. Panic every time my cat approaches 
me because she likes to attack the tubes full of poison. My face is hot. My mouth is 
hot. Give me a milkshake.  
 
Friday. Pump’s off. Arm needle machinery is on and I’m out like a light. I leave the 
house in a state I never imagined in my wildest dreams I would – and I give zero 
fucks about it. Don’t ask me anything important because I do not care. See you  
tomorrow.  
 
Saturday. Feed me (but only like three things because my heartburn is bad) and 
leave me alone (but not too alone because I’m highly emotional). I get to take a 
normal shower today, yes – it’s the little things.  
 
Sunday. How does that song go? Here comes the sun do do do do.  
 
Monday. There goes the sun – my stomach’s in a vise, give me meds.  
 
Tuesday. Semi vise – give me more meds. 
 
Wednesday. Am I better? Eating is a 50/50 gamble … Sometimes you win  – 
sometimes you … more meds.  
 
Thursday. Whew! Finally a bit like myself. 5 more days til chemo … 
 
Friday. Build a plan of attack to shove two weeks of living life into one single                   
two-day weekend. Four days til chemo … 
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Saturday. Clean everything. Shop for everything. Do … everything. Three days til 
chemo … 
 
Sunday. Cry – but only in the shower. Plan ahead for whatever I might have to do 
the next week that needs to be taken care of because I only have two days to do 
it. Two more days til chemo 
 
Monday. Cry. Work. Anxiety. 1 more day til chemo 
 
Tuesday. Cry. Work. Cry. Appointments. Cry. Wash my bathtub. Clean my sheets. 
Do all the things I can’t feel up to doing for a while. Sometimes crying is its own 
event – but I’m a good multi-tasker … Nothing like scrubbing your bathtub,                             
listening to music, bawling about life. Daydream about getting into my car with              
my son and the three things I care about and driving off into the sunset. Cry. 
 
Wednesday. Here we go again.  
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FILLED WITH THE GLADNESS OF LIVING 
Beth McLean 
 
 
One can only really experience the gladness of living if they’ve known the bad-
ness of dying. I wonder if everyone thinks the way that I do – I wonder if even I  
always thought the way that I do. Who picks up beautiful things and looks for the 
cracks? Who inspects these treasures intent on finding the flaw that then makes 
them truly worthy of being called beautiful?  
 
I used to look at broken things and try to find beauty. Now I look at beautiful things 
and try to find the breaks.  
 
Before I had cancer – I loved my hair. I had long, beautiful hair that flowed like 
golden waves down my back. I spent hours doing my hair. Hours upon hours, 
days upon days. And then it was gone.  
 
Before I had cancer – I loved my job. I would wake up in the morning and sip my 
coffee on my way in. I would be greeted at the door by eager co-workers and we 
would tackle the day at 100 mph.  And then I couldn’t go there a while.  
 
Before I had cancer – I enjoyed spending time with my son. I would read him bed-
time stories and tuck him in and think – wow what a great kid. And then I was too 
sick to read every night.  
 
And now – now that I have been through that hell, now that my soul has been 
crushed, and I have clawed my way out of the depths of darkness that I was 
thrown into – now I am filled with the gladness of living.  
 
Now – I LOVE my hair. It’s short – it’s not what I ever wanted it to be, but I love it 
anyway. I put it in these ridiculously small and strange pony tails and I delight over 
it. Because I know what it is to not have it.  
 
Now – I slow down at work – I triage. I make slower but sounder decisions and I 
invest in the people alongside me – How are you doing? I ask them while we are 
in the middle of a situation. Are you doing ok? Because now I know why I actually 
loved it to begin with.  
 
Now – when my son pretends to have to pee again or asks for another glass of 
water and he takes twenty minutes to pick a book and it’s the same book we read 
thirteen times already this week – I don’t rush him and I do the voices just as well 
the 14

th
 time as I did the 1

st
 – because I know that there is literally nowhere else in 

the world or beyond that beats sitting and reading him this book while he avoids 
his bedtime.  
 
Because once you know the badness of dying – you are full of the gladness of                      
living.  
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LOOK DOWN AND PRAISE THE UNSEEN 
Kathleen Skinner Shulman 
 
 
To make demands of dirt, 

Plant your feet firmly 

Squeeze soil between those tired toes. 

Lean down  

Listen  

Close your eyes 

 

Creatures tunnel a life below, 

Return creation 

To basic elements 

Release nutrients 

Layer new crust on Earth 

Breathe our life cycle into motion 

Cradle a seed 

Shelter a spore 

Wait germination  

 

Soil renew life, 

Wait 

Listen 

Pray. 
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A WINDOW  ON OUR WORLD 
Kathleen Skinner Shulman 
 
 
Coronavirus finds our divisions and grows 
Undetected or as a slight cough, a headache, a fever. 
 
Taking hold of cells in the lung, heart, nerves, brain. 
Riding the currents around the world and back. 
Beyond climate, geographic bounds it floats. 
Small 
Capricious 
 
Moving, always moving 
Seeking a host, then another, then another 
Not a complex organism  
Determined  
Contagious 
 
Global destruction follows 
We mourn millions of souls 
Young or old but mostly poor 
Lost 
Grieving  
 
We seek solace in mountains  
Glaciers wrinkled in our terrain  
Offering a challenge 
Explore 
Climb 
 
Wearing altitude proudly  
Wisps of clouds swirl  
Beckon us to scramble over the granite 
Peace 
Quiet 
 
Some secrets only mountains know 
Looking down on the valleys  
Sending icy steams to nurture the land 
Open 
Peaceful  
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A STONE IN MY POCKET 
Kathleen Skinner Shulman 
 
 
Touch the small rough crystal 

 

Form a prayer my soul 

 

Slow the pace 

 

Silence the insistent thoughts 

 

Bring in quiet  

 

Listen to the simplicity of balance  

 

Consider everything 

 

Give thanks and praise 

 

Embrace water, rock, tree  

 

Walk in the mossy woods  
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THANK YOU 
Malissa Spiegel 
 
 
Dear Family, Friends, and Friends of Friends, 
 
Thank you for your generosity, kindness, and support over the last few months. 
Every time I was having a hard day, I would get a text, phone call, care package, 
card, hat (sooo many great hats), flowers or a visit. These moments gave me 
strength and carried me through the tough times. 
  
I had my last chemo treatment today. Finally. The infusion nurses all signed a  
card for me. They are truly earth angels. Seems fitting that I started in the middle 
of winter and now it is summer. All the snowy drives, white knuckling it up to               
Dartmouth, seem long ago and everything feels lighter. Every winter I question 
why I live here, then summer comes, and I fall in love with New Hampshire all 
over again.  
 
I met with my surgeon last week. The mammogram showed that I responded well 
to the chemo and immunotherapy. I have an MRI scheduled to get more details 
before surgery. I will have surgery in August and receive radiation and continue 
immunotherapy until February. I am halfway there, and the prognosis is very good. 
I am in good hands at Dartmouth.  
 
Cancer inspired me to enjoy the journey no matter where I am on the timeline  
and not to wait for things to be perfect to be happy. I was reminded that the only 
constant in life is change, and there is beauty even in the chaos. Colors, shadows, 
and the contrast of light and dark are what makes life rich. 
 
Nothing demonstrates this better than the change of seasons in New England. 
When the leaves change, I always feel this urgency to appreciate every day.                  
The colors are extraordinary but temporary, and winter is around the corner. Fall 
demonstrates the beauty of letting go. November ushers in winter with daylight 
ending at 4 o’clock. This transition is brutal, so I learned to embrace winter,      
spending days skiing and hiking, eating crockpot dinners, spending time with 
friends, and cozying up next to the woodstove. Winter gives permission to slow 
down and rest. Spring is called mud season here. The weather is very indecisive 
and vacillates between warm days, rain, and snow. Just when things seem to 
have turned the corner, black flies arrive – Mother’s Day to Father’s Day. There                      
is hope though; summer is on the way. Spring teaches patience.  
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When summer comes, I drop everything and spend as much time as possible     
outside. Not sure if there is any place more beautiful at this time of year and the 
long winter makes it that much sweeter. The intention of summer is obvious:                       
celebration. 
 
Every season has a purpose, although it is not always obvious at the time. The 
purpose may be to put you on another path, help someone from your experience, 
learn a lesson, open your mind, uncover your talents, develop gratitude, or give 
you perspective. Even with cancer there have been moments of grace. I’ve come 
to understand that suffering and happiness coexist. Sometimes in the midst of 
pain is when we feel the greatest love.  
 
I am touched by the support of all of you. It has been a gift to reconnect and   
deepen relationships with friends and family. I am grateful for the visits and that                  
I felt good enough to enjoy them. I will cherish the laughs and tears together and 
all the special moments in between – cutting my hair, rides to chemo, trying on 
wigs (that was fun), walks, coffee dates, and meals together. Thank you for all                 
the love, I feel it deep in my heart.  
 
Love,  
Malissa  
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CHANGE IN THE WEATHER 
Andy Steele 
 
 
I just finished 44 days of low dose radiation at DHMC. I saw the same people                 

at the same time every day for nine weeks. 
 
Mary at the door asking if I had any COVID symptoms. Dan the security guard 

who helped folks who needed help. Diane the receptionist at area 2K. The          
radiation techs varied a bit, but they were from the same group of 6 or 8 folks.  
Dr. Zaki and Patsy at every Thursday check in. 

 
The change is that I don’t need to go in now! I kind of miss my new hospital                    

family. 
 
 
ORDINARY/EXTRAORDINARY 
Andy Steele 
 
 
The bok choi in the Willing Hands Garden was full of life and ready to feed a                   

family in need. It is early in the growing season, but it was in mid-season form! 
 
 
FOCUS 
Andy Steele 
 
 
Seeing what is out on the fringes gives deeper meaning to what is right in front                 

of us. The idea is much like “don’t confuse the forest for the trees.” 
 
Staring straight ahead are the obvious activities and new conditions we are                 

dealing with every day … COVID, cancers, ailing joints, family issues. It helps   
to see the whole picture. A loving spouse, an interesting career, many friends 
and other acquaintances. 

 
Everyone faces bumps in their life road.  
  
Just as highways have guard rails to keep cars on the road near embankments, 

friends, family, and doctors on our left and right keep us moving forward 
through the curves and bumps of life. 

 
It’s time to focus on the peripheral things in life, especially when times are tough. 
 
We can all use some guardrails. We need to focus on them, too. 
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TABLE OF EXPERIENCES 
Andy Steele 
 
 
Kind of like putting your biography and obituary on a table. 

The good times 

The not so good times 

The friends we have made 

The friends we have lost 

Births and deaths of family 

Feelings of joy and wonder 

Sadness of divorce 

Happiness of a positive and loving second marriage 

Getting better from a rare neuro disorder 

Learning to deal with your body as it starts to age 

Looking back of 40 years of working at Tuck School of Business at Dartmouth 

Gratitude … lots of that … 

for all the dogs that blessed our growing up and kept us walking … Sparky, Blaze, 

Flame, Trevor, Maverick, Ivy, Winslow 

for parents who helped in so many ways 

for teachers who challenged me along the way, but believed in me 

for friends,  

for medical staff in NC, VT, and NH 

It is a very old table, but it has stood the test of time. 

I am very grateful for all the items on my table.   
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THE WRITTEN RECORD DOES NOT SHOW 
Annabelle Steele 
 
 
I try to keep a calm face that reassures and carries faith for the outer world and                
in the storms of others. When I write I tell the story of my feelings and my humble 
gratitude for being, my self doubts, all fears of the complexity with which I rework 
events and responses and feelings as if carding wool to get the hairs of the lambs 
wool straight. I keep a lot in and have faith that when I write it, I will understand. 
There were many years when I just lived moment to moment breath to breath 
without thought or scrutiny, just doing my best right here in this moment. It is such 
a luxury to write and be reflective, to have the time to sort things out on paper. 
Even sunlight on a worn-out fabric shimmers in time with meaning. 
 

 

 

ALL WATER HAS PERFECT MEMORY 
Annabelle Steele 
 
 
How amazing the smell of wet moss and rotting wood in the moldy leaves in the 
spring. The call of the robin high in the tree red breast in the sunlight. How many 
springs have I felt the resurgence of life wafting up from the ground to my nose or 
heard the birdcall in my ears and yet even though it is memory it is new again. 
The old drifts out of my hand as if I were asleep like an old person in a rocking 
chair. The new awakens me. Then there is the light of the sun on the water in the 
breeze that brings me home to me. Is that what memory is? My senses bring 
home things I’ve seen and felt before, and each time it is anew. Did I always stop 
when I saw light on moving water or is it just now that this beautiful impermanence 
catches my breath and reminds me. Don’t miss this, pay attention. Did I stop at 
the top of the bridge and kneel in awe at the beauty? 
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YOU CANNOT PUT A FIRE OUT 
Annabelle Steele  
 
 
What ignites like fire and burns like fire keeps going like fire is life churning 
through the veins and capillaries mysteriously surging to head and steadily 
breathing to calm. Hearts beating has been the sign and signal of life and love 
and it is so much more that that. It is the tiniest calcium channel in the cell that 
magically opens because it gains access to the key, another hydrogen or oxygen 
and that opening allows the transferring of the substance to feed the cell to                     
encourage the heart and all this is happening under the surface beneath the skin 
as we walk buoyant in the sea of sunshine breathing the fresh air marveling at the 
day and inside the magic goes on.  
 
 
 
NIGHT FLIGHT 
Annabelle Steele 
 
 
I knew nothing. I had no idea. Nothing could have prepared for the flight into                   
the darkness shared with a man not suited to me, my first marriage. Bumps and 
scurrying for cover, not prepared for intimacy with someone who did not accept 
me for who I am or appreciate who I was. I tried to end it to get out before to say 
no thank you and goodbye but the anger and the yelling and the wall knocked a 
piece out of my brain so I cowered and went through with it as if I were watching 
from the outside. Who was that beautiful woman walking down the aisle? She 
knew nothing of what was ahead and I couldn’t warn her. Is there a poem about 
riding into the valley of death and all the soldiers die? Later after two children to 
take care of and protect more important than myself, I got myself out and had the 
joy of parenting and growing as a feeling person. Started to learn to express                   
myself without fear, learning it was worth it to express myself and be alive and 
even further on I met the gentlest soul. Gentlest soul even more scared than me. 
And we both got tickets on the exit row and held hands at every take off and 
looked over at each other during the bumps and turbulence and knew it was going 
to be alright and if we were going down at least we would be together. Knowing 
kindness unraveled the armor at the same time as it knit us together.  
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I AM TRAVELING INTO A STRANGE COUNTRY 
Heather Wishik 
 
 
Off and on in my life I imagined my doctor was about to call and tell me I had one 
type of cancer or another. The day this worry came true my doctor, Emily, called 
late in the afternoon. It was otherwise an ordinary Tuesday. I was resting on the 
long living room couch, my hip aching after an early morning walk around the high 
school’s gravel track, then hours working on a collage in my art studio.  
 
She said, “I am so sorry, Heather. They have found a lytic lesion in your pelvic 
bone, it is big, nine centimeters. It is probably multiple myeloma, a blood cancer.” 
 
I asked what is a lytic lesion and as she started to explain she also started to cry.  
My doctor was crying! That felt weird for sure, and suddenly I was taking care of 
her while trying not to panic. I mean, if she was crying it must be really bad, right?  
 
But I had never heard of multiple myeloma, I had no idea about it, I didn’t know 
how scared to be, so as Emily explained I should go see an oncologist—she had 
already called their office, I should call them in the morning—I slowed down to               
listen,  
 
somehow found a pen and wrote down the phone number, thanked her. She kept 
saying she was so sorry to have to call with this news, while I kept thinking one 
year ago my hip x-ray showed nothing, how could a huge hole develop so fast? 
 
Since then I have gotten to know this strange territory, struggled to explore it.  
Emily doesn’t cry when I go see her now, though she always looks so serious.  
I keep wanting to tickle her, or tell a joke, anything to make her smile, treat me  
the way she used to, instead of as if I am enveloped in a rough darkness and 
must be handled gravely.   
 
Gravity is not really what I crave these days. Instead I crave humor, silliness,                  
moments of joy and surprise cuddles like this afternoon, while we were just talking 
and Susan climbed onto my lap facing me, put her head into the crook of my 
neck, her arms around me and snuggled.  
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NO DOOR 
Heather Wishik 
 
 
We have walled up a door and three windows, 
pushed the outer skin of the house four feet to the east.  
 
All this just to expand the kitchen. Caleb,  
our carpenter, worries about lost light. The neighbor  
who sold us the house says his wife always drank  
her morning coffee outside that door because she  
loves the early sun. Clearly, no one supports our decision.  
 
Yet yesterday, with the newly expanded area  
enclosed at last, the kitchen was bright, sun coming  
through the remaining windows. We could feel  
how the two of us will cook together without colliding, 
plenty of space to prep and chop on one counter, tend  
pots, wash up, keep each other kitchen-comfortable.  
 
This new space will work for us, our rhythms, forty-one  
years of knowing how to be present, separately and together. 
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TO HELL WITH TELLING IT SLANT* 
Heather Wishik 
 
 
If peripheral vision is how we see the tiger in the grass,  
then telling it slant is how we may find voice for the tiger  
hiding in the heart. My stepmother, Belle, told me “Some people  
are born fierce and some are not—you are one of the fierce ones.”  
It grew old, the female constraint of slantedness and I gave it up  
in favor of the fierceness of the direct stare. 
 
Voicing is a musical term learned from a piano tuner many years ago,  
the 88 steps of the scale, each well voiced by assuring the clusters of strings 
for each key are tuned to vibrate in the correct time with each other.   
Tigers voice in purrs, rumbles, long exhalations. 
 
My heart’s tiger no longer hides inside, nor does the one in the grass.  
They are out in the open, hungry for freedom, ready to lope along with me  
at a comfortable pace. Aging, they are grey under the chin these two,  
my companions, who remind me daily to dare, to wander, to roar my fury  
at being ill loud enough to generate an echo from the farthest hill I can see  
whenever I feel moved to do so. 
 
 
*With thanks to Emily Dickinson and Harriet Doerr 
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THIS NEW LAND I HAVE JOURNEYED TO 
Heather Wishik 
 
 
It isn’t purgatory since I am not yet dead. It is liminal, between living and actively 
dying. It could be on the way to the River Styx perhaps, that walk down toward  
the underworld that occasionally a living being takes in search of a beloved. Or it 
could be a climb upward, like Jack in the Bean Stalk’s climb, a ladder so tall it                
enters the clouds and the rest of where it goes cannot be seen from below.  
 
In this liminal space today I was immersed in breathing, counting steps, asking 
“What is this?”, a Buddhist practice, as I walked. Friday, as Susan and I climbed 
the Barr Hill trail I was, at first, on the verge of tears, preoccupied with how short 
my time may be, having read an article saying only 30% of multiple myeloma                 
patients live ten years. But once we entered the spruce forest from the high        
meadow and all I could hear were our footfalls, not even any birds, and the light 
sprinkled abstractions all around me, those almost-tears disappeared, as did the 
pain in my hip. I realized I was totally pain free for the first time in a long while, 
and I forgot about dying and was totally present in the walking, the staring down  
at the tree roots to avoid tripping, the looking up into the canopy to find light. 
 
In this land, then, there are days when I am in the darkening, and days when I             
am in the misty light. In either case I am always alone here, there are no others 
with me. Even when Susan is literally with me, she is not in this land. No one else 
lives here.  
 
There is no map for this land, there is just the compulsion to keep walking it,                  
discovering day to day more nuances, different sounds, new light. This is a                 
moody land, or I am moody in it. This is a terrifying land, or I am fearful in it. This 
is a quiet land or I am silent in it. I am not lost nor found, I just am here, no choice 
about it, no way out, only through. Since I am the only one here, I speak in                    
whatever language I have for this, sometimes words, sometimes breaths, steps, 
tears, smiles, sometimes French, Dutch, Urdu, Hausa, and back to English, in 
sentences, in poems, in dreams, in wishes. 
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SUCH BEAUTY  
Margo Marrone 
 
 
Such beauty surrounds me 
In summer the birds call it out 
See the flowers, hovering bees that pollinate 
Clouds dancing across the sky 
The smell of rain, watering the earth 
Sparkling lakes invite me in 
The rush of coolness tingles my skin 
So much for which to be grateful 
Yet, there is sadness 
Nobody with whom to share it... 
 
 
 
PURPLE SKY AT HULETT’S LANDING 
Margo Marrone 
 
 
Clear skies are ideal 
Or are they? 
It is the clouds 
That reveal the beauty  
In the sky 
And in life, too 
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KINDNESS MEDITATION 
Kathleen Skinner Shulman 
 
 
May your feet know the joy of a snowy path 

 

May your hands turn to work for others 

 

May your eyes find the hope in the starry sky 

 

May your mind rest from distraction 

 

May your smile radiate without warning 

 

May your heart be filled with love 

 

May your shoulders put down their burdens 

 

May your soul know the nurturing of connection with others 

 

May your spirit be renewed in nature 

 

May your Love spill over to heal the world.  
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