
		
			[image: A close-up view of a light beige woven fabric texture with a subtle grid pattern.

Description generated by AI]
		

		
			
				My

				Journey To

				One Hundred

			

		

		
			[image: A child with short hair wearing a light-colored dress and dark boots stands outdoors on grass next to a small round table set with cups and a teapot.

Description generated by AI]
		

		
			
				Beth Pierce Robinson

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			[image: A child with short hair wearing a light-colored dress and dark boots stands outdoors on grass next to a small round table set with a tea set.

Description generated by AI]
		

		
			
				My

				Journey To

				One Hundred

			

		

		
			
				Beth Pierce Robinson

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			
				Dedication

				All the following pages and stories are dedicated to my deeply loved children, Brian Pierce, Robert Bruce, and Gillian Edith. Ever lively, ever creative, a joy for all my days.
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				Coming Full Circle

				Until I was almost eleven years old, I lived the dreams of a poet and storyteller. Before I could write or even manage scissors, I tore white writing paper into small pieces, tucked them into an envelope and, with the rounded fingers of childhood, handed ‘my book’ to my editor father. Later, with blunt-nosed scissors, I built a ‘book’ by cutting out gaily-coloured magazine pictures and, with white paste and a metal-handled brush, laid my story in rows on the inside of a dust jacket that, until then, had covered Carl Sand-burg’s book, Abraham Lincoln, The Prairie Years.

					Later I learned to print with a pencil, and with words, shaped rhyming lines. Soon there were little ‘books’ of poetry submitted to my editor father who beamed with delight and, in subsequent days, sent a formal acknowledgment from his editorial desk!

					By nine I was in full flight! There was bravado lurking in my pencil and a childhood recognition that I had found a way to draw my father from his desk, if only for brief moments. Both day and night he laboured: critiquing, correcting, shaping authors’ manu-scripts; researching, writing, creating his own books and readers. Vocation and avocation blurred into one shelf of books.

					Our house was a gathering place for authors, poets and artists. My eyes and ears revelled in the gatherings around our fireplace and ample dining room table. My small toes were dancing inside my shoes as my eyes savoured the crinkled eyes and beribboned pince-nez of the laughing poet, Charles G.D. Roberts; the visual artist, C.W. Jefferys, who could talk and smoke, the cigarette never leaving his bewhiskered mouth; Wilson MacDonald, a pioneering vegetarian, emptying walnuts and raisins out of his pockets and onto his salad plate. My eyes widened, keeping time with those of my mother. This was a first for her too! Roberts, the poet with stamps from far-flung corners shared his bounty with me. What 
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				romance in the costume of Bliss Carman: a wide-brimmed hat, a soft, flowing tie and round pantlegs (no steamed edges for him!). I pressed my ears into the tales and wondered if someday there would be lyrical lines penned just for me!

					At eleven I had been asked to prepare an ‘oral composition’ for my class. That would be easy. I would tell my class about my friend and poet, Bliss Carman. Everything was close at hand: some treasured hand-written letters to my father, his editor/publish-er, as well as small memorabilia, volumes of his poetry and all the stories overheard around our fireplace. Never far from my imagina-tion were the pictures of ardent women who as muses had inspired words that drifted to the poet’s page.

					As I started to speak, my voice was confident. My eyes reflect-ed my passion and the pleasure of sharing a corner of my own life. I read Bliss Carman’s ‘An Autumn Song’ that began, “There is something in autumn that is native to my blood.” Later I read, “Arnold, Master of the Scud.”

					There’s a schooner out from Kingsport

					Through the morning’s dazzle-gleam,

					Snoring down the Bay of Fundy

					With a norther on her beam.

				And then there was a quiet, uncertain laugh from someone at a desk. I continued.

					How the tough wind springs to wrestle

					When the tide is on the flood!

					And between them stands young daring -

					Arnold, Master of the Scud.
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				And then louder, more certain laughter.

					He is only “Martin’s youngster,”

					To the Minas coasting fleet

					Twelve years old, and full of satan

					as a nut is full of meat.

				A whole chorus of wailing laughter followed.

					I finished the fourth verse, stopped reading, searched the teach-er’s eyes for consolation. None was forthcoming. The bell rang for recess. I scrambled for my papers and ran for the school yard, each step pounding a rhythm that screamed, “I must be queer, poetry must be queer, I must be queer, poetry must be queer.” Over and over, step by step, the words were repeated. The cruel laughter that accompanied my beloved poetry became etched in my memory.

					With High School, my unconscious must have acknowledged that there was a second string to my bow. I threw myself head-long into athletics, dance and young people’s theatre. Much later, when established in my profession, my editorials for a magazine came full-blown to the first page. I savoured the shaping of words for professional papers and lectures. Still later when days lost some of their urgency, a lovely quickening, akin to spring, came to my pen... the poetry and the stories returned!
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				My Mother

				I walk in gentle footprints replete with purpose, the very footprints of my mother, Edith Chown Pierce, 1890-1954. Was that blending in her character an ancient gene that swam from generation to generation or had it been refined in the fiery furnace of life?

					Over a century ago, my mother played on Kingston’s William Street with friends and three older brothers. Today, I walk that street hearing her voice bubbling into ready laughter. I marvel that her laughter lasted a lifetime. She was only five when death stole her mother away and twenty when her father died. Each time, maiden aunts and maternal grandparents reached out to fill the void.

					My mother’s school days were spent in Kingston and Montreal until graduation from Queen’s University in 1912. Queen’s pro-vided a cornucopia of experiences in societies, on teams, and on student-packed-railway cars going west for the summer teaching on the Prairies. Then on May 26, 1910, she boarded a steamer, ‘Dominion’. Her suffragette aunt was sweeping her off to London where, together, they would march in the historic parade to Royal Albert Hall and the giant rally, celebrating the hard-won women’s vote. This experience transformed her university papers... papers that railed against the demeaning lot of women without a vote.

					London was followed with travels in England, shaped by her socialist-leaning aunt, and studying French at the Guilde Inter-nationale at 6 Rue de la Sorbonne. When the steamer returned to Canada in September 1910, there was the crushing news that her father was dying. Again family members gathered round with their support and in 1912 she was able to celebrate her graduation from Queen’s.

					Saskatchewan, and the memory of summer teaching days 
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				during university vacations, lured my mother to the Regina Nor-mal School. Here she formed life-long friendships, many friends subsequently becoming honorary aunts to her son and daughter.

					Woven through the dances at Queen’s, the Prairie school rooms, Normal School, and teaching days in Regina were the letters and visits of my father, Lorne Pierce. Following graduation from Queen’s, he traveled to study at Toronto’s Victoria College, Columbia University and Union Seminary in New York, all the time hoping his ‘Butterfly’ would agree to marriage.

					In 1916, during World War I, they were married in the Kingston home of my mother’s Conley grandparents. After a honeymoon in the Adirondacks, they settled into a house close to my father’s Ottawa church. All too quickly it was arduous Canadian Army training and a posting to army recruitment ... the pulpit replaced by the back of an army truck. My mother packed for the return to Kingston, counting the army ‘leaves’ for precious time together.

					Later, my father, while assigned to administration in a Kings-ton military hospital, was diagnosed with incipient tuberculosis. Released from the army and sent home to rest, he imagined a three-point charge in the country near Morrisburg would be just what his lungs required! Off they went in a newly acquired Dodge coupe - quite useless on muddy country roads!

					Nothing about this rural posting was restful! The families were wrapped in wartime grieving, and the 1918 influenza epidemic ravaged the community, my mother barely surviving this omni-present flu. It required heroism to travel the rural roads to three churches on a Sunday. My mother surely earned a medal for all those travels and all those committee, group, and board meetings she attended as the young parson’s wife.

					Wedged in between all the church responsibilities was my 
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				father’s driving need to see a centre for sports and cultural events in his village of Brinston, and, at the same time, to complete his doctoral thesis on Dostoyevsky. My mother often surprised my father with reading material during his army days. Was one of her choices the inspiration for his thesis? This thesis prompted the Methodist Book Room, later renamed The Ryerson Press, to extend an invitation that initiated the move to Toronto in 1920, and, for my father, forty years in the chair as editor.

					My mother was the last of the chatelaines. Her home in Toronto, the fireplace, and her tea tray were always ready for visiting authors, poets, and artists. My brother and I quickly learned to read labels on cakes that distinguished between ‘company’ and ‘family’. But in and through all this were her own well-defined interests in special groups, her extensive garden, and later, the study of Canadian glass history. The first small book written about Canadian glass was hers! Still later, her glass treasures were housed in the Royal Ontario Museum.

					I will never forget her love so generously given, the smiles that wrinkled her welcoming face, and her tenacity in solving the his-tory of the earliest Canadian glass-making days. Yes, my mother was gentle but always full of purpose. 
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				Needles and Pins

				Dear Harriet, my grandmother, often rocked by her kitchen window, read her Bible and nimbly moved her tatting bobbin in and out of the coloured threads. When she found a quotation she would like to memorize, and not-so-subtly urge her family to do the same, she would cut small pieces of paper, inscribe them with a verse, and pin them to the curtain hanging beside her chair, or without subtlety above the ever-present dishpan.

					It wasn’t just the chair but the pointed bobbins, crochet hooks, embroidery and knitting needles that provided the defense for my grandmother. All women needed to protect their quiet, respite moments from the ongoing demands of a multitude of tasks, and the ever-present needs of their children. How clever was this needle moat! Precious moments of reprieve from household demands! How legitimate those quiet corners!
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				One Foot Urban, Another Foot Rural 

				I walk in a well-defined footprint: one that knows the rhythm and, at times, the discordant notes of city living, another that steps into fields of wild strawberries, explores meandering streams or observes the many moods of a restless lake. 

					Was it fate, serendipity or an unconscious yearning that pro-pelled my parents toward each of their homes on a city street with an immediate, round-the-corner presence of open skies, fragranc-es and textures of a rural life? We lived as if we were standing with one foot in the city, another in the country.

					Our first home in Toronto was on Wineva Avenue, a street that rose from Lake Ontario. Parks, walks and water in Kew Beach were present for childhood’s exploring hands and feet.

					The second house, on Glengrove Avenue in North Toronto, again was on a settled street, with even a primary school, John Ross Robertson. By passing in front of two houses, we were on the all-mud Avenue Road, crossing it we would come to a stream fit for the first botany and zoology lessons. I can feel the mud ooz-ing between my toes and the wiggly amphibians about my ankles. Later, exploring toward the north there were more open fields and a world of strawberries for our ever-prepared tin bucket.

					The third house--on Campbell Crescent in York Mills--had a strong, right foot planted in the country but a walk out of the val-ley brought us to the rush of street cars, lines of retail stores and all the brilliant lights on Yonge Street. So oriented to the rural were we that the house received a name: La Ferme. 

					The son of William Wilfred Campbell (the Canadian poet) named our street and built the three houses in 1934. Could my editor father not resist a home built by a poet’s son?

					Those were my teen years, when fresh social and political breezes were blowing through my life. My teachers were giving 
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				me challenging responsibilities and my great aunt, Alice Chown, was introducing me to her liberal and socialist friends as I passed tea and the simplest of rectangular biscuits. My mother and father were entertaining the artists, poets and authors creating manuscripts for the Ryerson Press publishing list. Those times formed not only breezes but gales through a youthful mind.

					The summers at Delta, on Lower Beverley Lake, were part of that ongoing rhythm of urban and rural landscape. On an island, with four cottages for the younger years, and later as a teen, a lakeside cottage on the mainland embraced a water world where we learned to read the sky for the fair and stormy days, paddle canoes and dive into the lake’s dark depths. Too soon we returned to Toronto to pick up our books and return to school.

					And later I chose to live in Kingston on a busy street. But by walking mere minutes, I came to a harbour with anchored sailing boats and Lake Ontario wrapping around myriads of nomadic hulls. This move came from an old yearning to be part of two worlds in all the coming seasons.
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				Fourteen Again

				I walk softly in the footprints of those gentle years wrapping 1934. Two minute red cotton initials, embroidered on a natural linen towel, fling open memory’s door. I am fourteen again and Alice-like I move into and around rooms, pushing through doors, climbing steps and finally emerge outside, in the garden of my childhood.

					I slip into the living room, my eyes following the four walls past paintings by J.E.H. Macdonald, C.W. Jefferys, and Sir Wyly Grier, the walnut book shelves, formerly belonging to John A.Macdonald, my mother’s desk, lovingly embracing my father’s writings, the upright Mason & Risch piano, stroked exuberantly by my father and brother, but hesitantly by my fingers. Then a chair beckons, and I become part of a group, clustered around an open fireplace with a steaming cup of tea. My mother, father and visiting authors are earnestly sharing ideas and experiences. Sometimes my father misses a phrase due to his hearing loss. I sit close enough to bridge the missing words. 

					In a moment my memory takes a leap! It is another day and another log has been thrown on the fire. This time the whole family has gathered together, with perhaps an extra one or two to savour and share the just-ended party conversations. (I am still trying to figure how my mother made tea for 100 people all in teapots!) I like these times: the family, light-hearted and together. Too soon we will disperse to our separate lives.

					Now I climb the stairs, swinging around the newel post and then holding fast to the dark wooden banister, I pass a rogue’s gallery of photographed men and women, all with a literary story to tell. Then I enter my father’s study, where another fireplace in-vites me to sit on a floral-covered sofa within a surround of books. My eyes leap from window to window then rest on two desks, one a giant, spread with the inevitable leaves of white manuscript 
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				papers, a Meerschaum pipe, a Bliss Carman inkwell and a cluster of editing pens, mingling with the pages.

					I stand beside the Remington typewriter still centered on a small walnut desk. In much earlier days this had been a chest of drawers. A talented cabinet-maker had created a space for the knees, leaving a row of drawers on either side. Windows and a door leading out to a small balcony bring the garden and the ris-ing hillside right into that keyboard. Twenty letters were written many weekends! (Today, this is my treasured desk, no longer supporting a typewriter but instead, all the magic of a computer.) 

					Now I come down stairs, walk through the living room and out a set of French doors to a stone patio. Bushes create a secluded space for comfortable chairs and a table. I slip in beside the table, place my hands on the heavily textured Mexican cloth and relish the memory of those long-ago lunches and the feelings of fiesta time. Such a happy respite from the more formal dinners on the walnut dining room table!

					I skip down the flagstone steps and spread my arms into all the space: a wrap-around garden with clusters of birches, flowers placed by the eye, soul and hands of my mother and a hillside curving around two sides of the house. Up there is a resting, thinking, cedar bench. But first I must cross a small bridge and make the small climb. Settled down, I survey the beauty and the calm, marveling that three neighbours had agreed that there would be no fences, leaving the eye to wander through the open spaces.

					As I continue to sit on the hillside bench, I cherish the colours, shapes and textures of the childhood garden, the fireplaces, the absorbing, challenging conversations and the ever present teapot. I remember the carefully pressed cottons and linens of those long 
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				ago days. Some were laundered outside the house, and required embroidered initials close to collars and linen corners. I can feel the thin brown paper that wrapped the returning parcels and the narrow string that held all together!

					In my childhood home there were moments when time moved gently. Chairs, like arms, encircled bodies that had stepped outside a demanding day to linger and savour a special moment. Windows opened to nature’s greens. Hands held teacups. And fingers still lingered on tiny embroidered initials.
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				Summer 1941

				In the midst of the classes shaped for those University of Toron-to students preparing to be occupational therapists, there was to be a summer where we unpacked all our psychology, psychiatry, kinesiology, anatomy, and of course our craft skills, into real ex-periences with real patients. My assignment took me to Kingston and the venerable Kingston Psychiatric Hospital, a nurse’s residence chucked to the walls with protocol, and of course an occupational therapy department with staff constantly being creative as they imagined healing programs for the many and varied patient needs. The memories that lingered the longest were those of schizophrenia and deep depressions before the discovery of the miracle medi-cations that transformed the lives of those traumatized by their delusions, hallucinations and their black holes of despair.

					Into that world came three young Queen’s med students who were able to find sunshine in all the challenges of their studies, and their daily hospital rounds and treatment sessions. Into that 
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				world they brought a traumatized Model T Ford. On the out-side it looked well integrated but inside the upholstery had been attacked by some strange, ageing malady. With considerable bravado, and youth on my side, I promised to imagine a proper therapy for the interior, and without any hesitation went down Princess Street until I found some drapery fabric that I thought would last at least through the summer. With untested skills, I set about restoring the health of the Ford’s interior. There were the doors and the cushion seats, and as I set about placing the garish fabric, strewn with large, loud, pink peonies, I knew I had cured the interior’s malaise and would delight the interns. Of course we needed a trial run. We all piled into the new splendor, went down town, and with sweeping motions opened the doors to awe-struck pedestrians, and many spontaneous questions. But it was the September Meds’ formal at Queen’s where the Model T shone its brightest. What taxi could compete with those peonies!
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				Remembering the Military Hospital, Ste. Anne De Bellevue

				“The hospital train will be arriving at the station at seven this evening. Sister can you take your turn?”

					At first the giant engine light beamed down the track, then a row of somber brown railway cars eased to a silent stop. We edged forward on the platform at Ste. Anne de Bellevue, standing by doors opening with a metallic hum. Young faces emerged, some with heads, arms and legs swathed in white bandages; some bent over, picking their way cautiously with crutches; others walking with eyes clouded and somewhere else; still others lost in the wrap-pings of a stretcher. Later their story would be more visible on hospital rounds. All the starched exterior of the veil and uniform was pure camouflage. Underneath was a quivering Gordian knot until I took the first step and unlocked my limbs and head. Then I gave myself to the experience. 

					I was assigned to travel the short distance to the hospital with men and women too quiet, too preoccupied, their eyes glazed and far away. Kit bags, duffel bags followed the patients to their wards and rooms. Some hungrily opened and spilled the contents on the bedcovers, others huddled in a chair or stood pressed against a wall. Their eyes shouted, “Where am I? What town? What Casu-alty Clearing Center? What ship? What train?”

					Today, I can still smell the uniforms as they tumbled out of bags. Crumpled Army khaki, Air Force blue, Navy blue, too long in the ship’s hold, too long caged in a memory-filled bag, all redo-lent with an insecticide spray and the adrenalin of battle. Over the years, the pungent odours of boiling soup cauldrons that leaked through the hospital hallways goes hand-in-hand with those of long-remembered duffel bags.

					Hospital rounds brought orders for occupational therapy: 
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				specific remedial exercises, rehabilitation programs for aphasia and other speech anomalies. Some amputee patients were intro-duced to daily ward exercises as a preparation for weight-bearing and those serviceable wooden crutches. Others with shrapnel wounds that had sent memory into oblivion would, with the help of objects and pictures, begin to name again. There was a carpen-try area with adapted equipment, even a car motor to encourage special muscle responses. Representatives from famous regiments mustered for rehabilitation.

					Wrapping around the daily schedule were letters to be written for those who could form words but not shape them with a pen. One Army officer mourned for his trunk somewhere in England. His head injury had swept away the name of the town and the family sheltering his valuables. With a map of England and a magnifying glass, we searched the small print inch by inch. Days later, the village name leapt off the page and shortly the surname returned. Letters sped across the Atlantic and, with his treasures safely in Canada, true recovery could begin.

					The humour of the most maimed was present each day. One morning, warming up reluctant muscles, the patients were lying on their beds and reaching up to pull imaginary ropes, one hand following the other when, flying across the ward came a voice in distress, “Sister, what can I do, my cow is on stilts!” The group broke into healing laughter. Then one joke followed the next; each one surpassing the last!

					Some patients were hungry to talk and exercise their active minds. They succumbed to treatments for unruly muscles so that they could walk in spite of the hemiplegia. But mostly it was “Just talk to me!” Little did I know that someday John Matheson and all that brilliance would be unleashed in Parliament and on a judge’s bench!
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					In the sun of summer, the patients would be wheeled outside. On the grass they would gather for concerts cheering performers such as Bing Crosby. They begged him to remove his hat. (“Was he really bald?”) Without a reply, they settled for another favourite hum-along, sing-along chorus!

					At times, small clusters of staff would leave duties behind and, with lunches prepared by the dining hall staff, spend an after-noon swimming in the St. Lawrence. Women in small wartime gatherings always seemed to knit. If you weren’t knitting for your love in a foxhole, an aircraft or a warship, you were mailing socks for brothers, cousins and neighbours. Knitting was a daily ritual, linking our lives with those too far way to touch. 

					Winding through every wartime day were letters written and received through the vagaries of the censor and the mail ships. Mail call was a potent power: it could float or ground your day. The tender, slender chain holding two lives together was played out under a postage stamp. All the humour, pathos and friendships have lingered to glow brightly, burnished by seventy-five years.
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				Half a Sailboat

				Around my fourth finger, left hand, is wrapped half a sailboat...

					

				In 1945, I said my fond farewell to the staff and patients at the Military Hospital, Ste, Anne de Bellevue where I had been an occupational therapist, and, returning to Toronto, spent a year at university. At the same time, my brother was back at ‘Vic’ after army service, completing his Commerce and Finance degree and my parents were feeling the post-war bulge with more ‘things’ in more rooms and more faces around the dining room table. Friends gathered frequently. There was therapy in talk. And people like my brother found freedom and exhilaration in sailing Toronto’s waters.

					One day a friend with a rainbow class sailboat invited me to sail the turbulent water of Lake Ontario. He was a captain in every inch of his demeanor, issuing orders with all the solemnity of his rank. 

					Having sailed only small crafts on small lakes, I had a meagre six-word sailing vocabulary--the rest was survival instinct. I knew enough to duck the boom when we were coming about and to lend my weight to either the port or starboard when we were go-ing to hike and run with the wind, something the racing class boat ventured often! The afternoon was riddled with anxiety. I had been dry-docked too long.

					Arriving home, I collapsed into the house after a breathless thank you. In a state of heightened animation, I plunged into the living room and much to my surprise, found a ready audience for my sailing replay. My brother Bruce, and his C and F classmate, Jack were sitting with their dates, their minds far from lecture halls and class assignments! The virtuoso performance of my afternoon’s adventure caught the eye of my brother’s friend. He knew the sail-
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				ing vocabulary and, as if prompting from stage left, urged me on!

					Not long afterwards Bruce and Jack were negotiating a joint venture, the purchase of a fourteen-foot dingy. And there I was out on Toronto’s Bay once again!

					On land, on the water, between books and papers, it was an halcyon year. At its close, I returned to the workforce as an occupational therapist with the Workmen’s Compensation Board Convalescent Centre, located close to the present Pearson Airport.

					The Centre was gaining a wide reputation. As part of the treatment program, situations were created where the working conditions of the injured were replicated. Here were combined both exercises and the measurement of progress. The San Francisco Rehabilitation Centre invited me to come and initiate a similar program. 

					With my Toronto work experience and Galbreth’s Time and Motion Study, I packed for San Francisco. Jack’s roses were at the train station along with his promise to write and phone often. Re-luctantly I waved good-bye and set off for Chicago and San Fran-cisco, stopping in Arizona for a day’s ride into the Grand Canyon. Mules carried us down from the rim, still wrapped in February’s snow, to the cactus-strewn desert where we shed jackets, lunched, shook out our legs and then began our slow ascent on twisting, narrow paths. At spaced intervals the mules would rest. Gather-ing their four hooves together, they pivoted to face the increasingly steep drop to the canyon floor. They stood motionless: I held my breath!

					A day in the saddle paralyzed my walking muscles. Fortu-nately, I recovered in time to meet my new director, with straight, reliable legs. She took me directly to the top of the Mark Hopkins Hotel on Knob Hill to drink in the night-time beauty of her fair 

			

		

	
		
			
				24	

			

		

		
			
				[ My Journey to One Hundred \

			

		

		
			
				city and to point out the location of the International Women’s Residence where I would be staying for the next three months.

					The windows of the residence opened to the golden strands of the Oakland Bridge and the towering campanile of the Berk-ley campus. Down below were all the colours of San Francisco’s Chinatown.

					My residence was on Powell Street, famous for its cable car. Each day I would swing onto the car, often standing on the outside perimeter as it ran, bell clanging, down the hill. What a way to go to work!

					Jack’s promised and longed for letters and phone calls were a happy punctuation in all the challenge of the work environment. On weekends in the sunshine of California, there was a feast to be discovered: exotic flowers, climbing streets, the long ocean views and always a new gallery.

					The residence, with its shared mealtimes, created a circle of friends and company for the city’s exploration. When it came time to leave, I was not an exception. I too sang, “I left my heart in San Francisco.”

					Three months later, in all the fullness of May, I was back in the sailboat with Jack. The summer months allowed for some weekends in the family cottage at Delta, on the Rideau. My par-ents were stretching to accommodate their feeling “that this was getting pretty serious” while Jack and I schemed hours away from measuring eyes. 

					One evening after making a quick change from bathing suits to dress code for dinner at Hotel Kenney, Jones Falls, I slipped into a dress that I had made, the neckline requiring that mini cage known as a strapless bra. Looking pretty spiffy, we started out in Jack’s Ford coupe. I still remember the menu or is it because over 
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				the decades the ingredients have remained surprisingly consistent!

					After dinner we walked up the steep limestone steps past the locks clustered around Jones Falls. Boats were gathering ready for their move through to yet another level in the Rideau Canal. Beside the lake, Jack asked me to marry him. I inhaled the largest breath of my lifetime preparatory to my “yes, yes, yes!” when like the setting sun beside us, my strapless bra began to descend to my waist! With one thumb on that wayward confection and one arm free, I embraced the dear man who was to be my partner for the next forty-five years!

					Without a bank account sufficient for the purchase of an en-gagement ring, Jack and my brother, who also had thoughts of a ring, decided to haul their boat out and offer it for sale. Memory has a new owner making a swift purchase and then Jack with half the proceeds, began his search for a ring that would not only have a diamond, but an emerald to celebrate our shared Irish ancestry. He placed it on my fourth finger, left hand: half a sailboat. I will cherish it to the end of my days.
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				The Black Leather Suit

				In the early eighties, leather was creeping slowly into the fashion scene. The first dramatic autumn-gold leather suit swept before my eyes and into my imagination as I sat eating in a Dublin restaurant. It wasn’t long until I had translated autumn-gold into soft black leather- black being a favourite wardrobe colour now that my hair was beginning to give itself over to grey.

					The classroom at the Ontario College of Art and Design was a perfect place to launch a black leather pant suit. It sat comfort-ably with the women students’ elaborately coloured back-combed and teased hair, reaching new and higher heights with each succeeding class. The young male students were equally dramat-ic and confident, with their ancient warrior hair shapes or hair falling farther and farther down their backs. Only when working on an art assignment did they gather-up the unruly hair and pull it through an elastic band. Students’ clothes as well as their hair were always a project in progress. Outfits included leg warmers, mini-skirts, bleached jeans, and sweatshirts that were often cut into daring shapes, especially around the neck. Occasionally there were women brave enough to put aside their green, yellow or red sneakers for pointed shoes and spike heels. In such company, my black leather didn’t even warrant a blink.

					Several years later, when it came time to retire, my husband and I made the long-anticipated move from the swirling arts cor-nucopia of downtown Toronto to a remote, lakeside, newly-built home close to the Eastern Ontario village of Delta. Of course the leather suit went with me, and my husband eagerly packed his long black leather coat, both created in a well known Spadina Avenue shop.

					In September we made the move to our new house: an open lake before us and acres of open fields wrapping the back walls 
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				and windows. The summer people were beginning to leave, and soon there were large spaces left between the year-round residents. All my life, I had spent halcyon summer months on the shores of Beverley Lake, and with this large move from Toronto to Delta came the expectation that of course I would be accepted as an “insider.” That never happened. Were the appellations ‘Bay Street’ and ‘professor’ the traps that caught us in the ‘outsider’ cage? Not entirely. If only we had we been born in Leeds Coun-ty, we would have been securely “in.” Mercifully, there were other ‘outsiders’ on the nearby concession lines and it was with these people that we formed new and lasting bonds of friendship.

					As the weather became colder, and the summer residents returned at Thanksgiving to put up shutters, pull in the floating docks, and drain the water out of cottage pipes, a pot luck supper was planned for the goodbyes, and out came my leather slacks! What a disaster, but what a learning curve! When I arrived at the party, my arms wrapped around my dinner offering, the first voice I heard snarled that I looked as if I was ready for “a red light district in the city”. So this was red-neck, ultra conservative territory! I reeled back into an uncharacteristic quiet as I tried to temper the avalanche of swirling emotions. Yes, this was a warn-ing, a spontaneous comment that was merely the tip of a much larger iceberg. Hastily, the black leather suit went to the back of my clothes cupboard. 

					As the daylight became shorter and the days still colder, I was anticipating a visit from a former Concordia colleague. She would come from Montreal to Brockville by train, spend the day at our new Delta home, and together we would drive back to catch the evening train. In the morning, with ominous dark clouds, and a weather report suggesting a winter surprise, my 
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				husband encouraged me to pack a small bag, just in case my plan for the day had to be abandoned, and the visit would have to take place entirely in Brockville. How right he was! A raging blizzard hurled snow at all sides of the car as we drove south to meet the train. All too soon my husband and I realized that after my friend returned to Montreal, I would need a place to stay in Brockville overnight. Hopefully the twenty-one miles of road that separated Delta from Brockville would be cleared sufficiently for my hus-band to pick me up the following morning. 

					With the decision made that I would secure a room for the night, we drove to the first hotel and I went in to the reception desk. When I requested a single room for the night. I was asked where I lived. When I responded with “Delta”, I was told that they only took guests outside the 20 mile limit. Obviously the 21 miles didn’t count. On we went to the first motel and their all-too rapid response was that they were full for the night. Something strange was happening. Was it the black leather? Was it the small bag I was carrying? 

				Driving almost to the easterly town limits. Once again I appeared at the reception desk with my request for a single room. For the third time I felt the eyes cover me from head to toe and when, once again I was refused a room, I asked to speak to a manager. Explaining that I had come from Brockville to meet a friend from my teaching days at Concordia University in Montreal. I told the manager that my husband and I had been looking forward to en-tertaining her in our new home in Delta, but now with the storm, all this was going to be impossible. Our visiting would have to be in Brockville until the evening train would take my friend back to Montreal. As my husband was not going to be able to return to pick me up, it was urgent that I have a room for the night. After 
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				a pause, I assured him that with this blizzard the only place my friend and I would be eating would be in his restaurant. With those assurances, I seemed to achieve some credibility. Going to-ward the front desk he called out, “Find this woman a room”. And find a room they did, down a slope at the very back of the motel.

				Once again the black leather suit was returned to the back of the clothes cupboard but with each return to Toronto to dip into the world of the arts, out came my treasured, storied, leather suit. Like my art students, no one in the theaters and galleries paused to blink. 

			

		

		
			[image: Several white outlined squares of varying sizes overlap and are arranged vertically on a gray background.

Description generated by AI]
		

	
		
			
				30	

			

		

		
			
				[ My Journey to One Hundred \

			

		

		
			
				Bare, Dancing Feet

				I walk in the footprints of bare, dancing feet. From my earliest days, there was dance. As a child, my classes began in a studio close to home and later spread into all the energy of downtown Toronto. Always there was the excitement of visiting dance companies. If I had saved all the ticket stubs what a paper blizzard today!

					For years my eyes had been glued to ballet slippers and the fairytale worlds conjured in my imagination. Then, just as Van Gogh paintings had propelled me further and further into the art expressions of the 20th Century, Patricia Beatty, Peter Randazzo and David Earle, artistic directors of The Toronto Dance The-atre, introduced me to that tidal wave: modern dance. Martha Graham was their teacher and mentoring spirit. Her philosophy for life and dance, her vocabulary of movement for the body was reflected in the choreography of North America, Europe and the Yorkville studio of The Toronto Dance Theatre. 

					My first modern dance performance was a visceral experience winding through the Atlantis of my unconscious. In a state of won-der, my mind savoured every detail of the experience: the interplay of music, art, lighting, costumes and all the changing, flowing body shapes. Much deeper were all the emotions of a new and surpris-ing recognition: this dance was speaking directly to me. This was not a fairytale, this was life! Here my own story could relate to the unspoken but universal language of modern dance. 

					For twenty-five years, I reveled inside the energy of The To-ronto Dance Theatre, as a friend, as a member of the company’s Board and for five years, Chair of their professional school. (My gray hairs can be attributed to meeting the Friday payroll: a feat in any arts organization!) I was there, close to the passionate ener-gies of the artistic directors, their choreography, their teaching, their students, their performances and their ever-outward-reach-
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				ing personal growth and philosophy. Trish, Peter and David em-braced all of life’s joys, sorrows and complexities, reflecting these embraces in their dance, a gift to all my days.	
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				The Magic of the Sixties

				We never know when a gentle tap on the shoulder will open new doors and take us down new roads. Out of all the bursting energy of the sixties came moments of forward thinking in the United Church. They named a man to imagine new liturgies for the church’s Sunday mornings. At the same time Metropolitan United Church, Toronto, was beginning to question what new role it might play in its central, downtown location. In all this yeast I heard, “Beth, with all your interests in the arts would you be interested in forming an Arts Committee? The United Church has never had such a committee and it’s time it did!” When, hap-pily I agreed, Dr. Clifford Elliot (forever after, Cliff) asked me to make an appointment with Rev. Ronald Atkinson (always, Ron) to learn of the plans for ‘Creation’ and the shaping of new forms of worship. I entered a subterranean office requiring funky lighting and the music of Messiaen to lift it into the sunshine. Ron greeted me and in moments feisty ideas were dancing with Messiaen! 

					Metropolitan was on the right road. It was the arts in the litur-gies that could open new possibilities in worship. The Sixties had given the members of the Arts Committee the bravado as well as the creativity to reach out into the arts community for dancers, mime artists, musicians, sculptors and visual artists who would add new dimensions to the morning services. Later came evening salons/coffee houses and the full blossoming of an annual arts festival ‘dayspring’. Cliff Elliott, Ron Atkinson and the Arts Com-mittee transformed Metropolitan United Church into a gathering place for artists and worship with soaring new dimensions.

					Without that finger placed on my shoulder and that invitation into the world of new possibilities what other roads might I have travelled? How grateful I am that I chose to journey with a rain-bow of artists. What passion and exuberance I brought to those 
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				years! Always my hope was to give members of the congregation and the community transcendent moments of beauty that had within them the harbingers of change.
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				My Journey with Art

				Down through the years, I have travelled many roads seeking the creative work of individual painters and sculptors. They have added such colour and texture to my life.

					During my youthful years, it was the Group of Seven paint-ings that my parents hung on the walls of our Toronto home that caught my imagination. Those Canadian painters brought into my world the consciousness of the untamed natural landscape of Algoma, of small rural gatherings of houses, and of towering rocky grandeur. My imagination fused with the strength in the colours and the light emanating from the canvases. Meeting A.Y.Jackson, Frederick Varley and J.E.H. MacDonald’s son Thoreau added still more intensity to my interest, and my study of the famous group.

					Later, as a recently graduated occupational therapist, I chose to complete my clinical training requirements in Baltimore. Weekends allowed me the freedom to explore not only the histo-ry of nearby Washington but to take in magnificent art exhibits. Visiting the work of Vincent van Gogh in 1942, I was swept away by his palette and strong, shaping, brush strokes. This was the first North American retrospective of van Gogh’s paintings and draw-ings, and with a huge sense of hunger I devoured his imagery and vivid colours, especially his yellows and blues. At the same time, a new, undefined urgency to explore contemporary expressions in art seemed to erupt in me as I walked that Mellon Gallery show. Van Gogh and his paintings had lit a bonfire!

					Was it Constantin Brancusi’s sculptures which I first saw in textbooks and then finally at the Museum of Modern Art in New York that initiated my next discovery and study? Later in the Pompidou Centre in Paris, I was surprised to find myself standing in the reassembled studio that Brancusi had worked in for forty 
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				years. Here was the very environment in which he had shaped his abstract, smooth-surfaced, rounded heads, and tall, reaching bird shapes! During another visit I made to Paris, the Pompidou Cen-tre had mounted a special exhibit of Brancusi’s sculptures. For the first time, I experienced each individual piece mounted on the plinth that Brancusi had shaped in both wood and plaster. This totality of effect left me with an emotional and visual memory that I have long treasured.

					Pablo Picasso must have been an imaginative part of all my early years of travel. Wherever my journeys took me, I can remember shaping my day to seek out his work. Perhaps it was his canvas Guernica, painted during the Spanish Civil war which I first saw in New York, that opened my eyes to still newer ways of representing our thoughts and deeper feelings on canvas or with clay. Picasso had chosen female figures to represent all the anguish of his country’s wartime on that oversize canvas. This anguish lingered with me as it evoked some of the emotions that I had experienced during my WWII military hospital days. Often as I paused to study Picasso’s inventive ways with paint on canvas, and with black and white line drawings, I imagined his emotional responses to the particular women in his life each in a different way becoming his muse, each one inspiring yet another visible change in his art.

					Henry Moore came to Toronto for the installation of his large, two-piece sculpture in front of the new City Hall, two hugely impressive modern art forms, architecture and sculpture became one. I understand that while planning this event, Henry Moore met with the staff of the Art Gallery of Ontario and became enamored of Toronto and its potential as a site for the arts. Soon there was a Henry Moore gift to the gallery. It was a major offer-
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				ing of many sculptures, paintings, drawings and artifacts, all with great research and study potential. These have been treasured through the years.

					With this impressive exhibit in place, the AGO’s Allan Wilkin-son, curator of the collection, planned a trip to England to study the work of Henry Moore and Barbara Hepworth. I joined the group of gallery members on this journey which featured Moore’s studios, conversations with his assistants, and walks around the grassy, rolling landscape of his home. How right was the out of doors for his life-sized sculptures! Sheep and sculptures caught our fascination with every step we took. Then there was the stu-dio meeting with Moore standing with his back to the shelves that held stones, shells and artifacts that often inspired and gave shape to his drawings and sculptures.

					Later we visited Cornwall and Barbara Hepworth’s work, only weeks after her tragic death in her St. Ives house fire. Her assis-tants, still deeply mourning her death, spoke and recalled the last pieces of sculpture they had worked on with Hepworth present. There were walks around her garden and then a visit to a dance hall that stored myriads of her sculptures. All came alive with the accompanied talk of Allan Bowness, (Barbara Hepworth’s son in law) from the Courtauld Institute in London. These experiences coincided with my studies to become an art therapist and instilled in me a deeper understanding of the part emotions play in an evolving painting or sculpture.

					Albert Giacometti, with his sculpted, elongated, narrow bodies walked into my life with a group of walking figures. A large show was mounted in the old National Gallery on Elgin Street in Ottawa in 1974. I had often wondered what fascination moved El Greco and Giacometti to create the slender, attenuated body 
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				that seemed to emphasize both the emotions and movement of the body. I imagined Giacometti’s upright walking bodies in-spiring a dance choreographer and his box-like shapes having a similar potential to suggest a set for the staging of a play. How exciting to imagine dancers moving through those walking groups of sculptures! Always kept close to me is a small book recounting conversations between Beckett and Giacometti. Often they each despair that their work does not match their expectations. If they only knew how people crowd into galleries and theatres to share moments with their art!

					Weaving in and out through my travelling days have been the Impressionists from France with their vibrant colours and bright sunlight. The Abstract Expressionists, especially those from New York – Jackson Pollock, Willem de Kooning, Mark Rothko, and always those who often created black and white abstract images on their canvases – Robert Motherwell, Paul-Emile Borduas, Jean-Paul Riopelle, all those artists and their works reached into the depths of my emotions. Later, I came to understand the fullness of their gifts to sustain my days. If you travelled to Norway you couldn’t avoid Munch’s Scream and his human paintings. If you visited Monet’s garden in Giverny, France and were led to his water lilies growing in his ponds, you couldn’t then forget the first time you saw his huge paintings of those same lilies in New York at MOMA, and the painted panels wrapping around a large room in the Orangerie in Paris. What lasting memories!

					Always I remember walking into a gallery surrounded by huge, alive-with-colour Georgia O’Keefe paintings of flowers, or on an-other occasion slowly following tables holding Judy Chicago’s Din-ner Party. Then there was the moment when I came into a room hung with Francis Bacon portraits, and stood stock still with tears 
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				running down my cheeks as I looked into the eyes of a sad, seated figure. And the never-to-be-forgotten hours I travelled to linger with the paintings and small sculptures of the Montreal artist, Betty Goodwin. She brought to my attention the many emotional realities she knew only too well – her loss and the Holocaust.

					Another different experience took place as I stood under myr-iads of small white porcelain shapes circling around a large dome in London’s Tate Gallery. It was a pure sculptural delight shaped by the ceramic artist, Edmund De Waal! I remember a visit to the Tate to sit among the distinctive Mark Rothko abstract paintings with their varying rectangles of colour. My eyes paused for long moments on one canvas, following layer after coloured layer until the true luminosity buried in the canvas took me into the tran-scendent. Unforgettable!

					How deeply grateful are we who linger with the shapes, the multitude of colours and the textures on a canvas, a sculpture, savour a poet’s well-shaped line holding haunting beauty, or the composer’s notes that linger on and on, and then discover that the gift of discov-ery is a gift forever.
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				The Clothes Cupboard

				Was it in Dr. Blatz’ psychology class that I began to understand that perhaps every clothes cupboard had its own personality?

					Dr. Blatz, who had been the founder of the Institute for Child Study at the University of Toronto, created lectures that were pep-pered with anecdotal material. One day he described his clothes cupboard. Obviously in the thrall of Galbreth’s Time and Motion Study, Dr. Blatz had fashioned an order for wearing his clothes. As I remember it, there were seven blue suits, seven white shirts and seven bow ties. Instead of starting each day trying to match suit, shirt and tie, and wasting time that could be spent on significant endeavours, he just rotated the contents of his cupboard!

					My clothes cupboard reveled in the random! Mixing and matching was a game. In my late teens, there seemed to be two kinds of guests or occasions that exercised my creativity. Just as my editor father’s life moved comfortably between the writer and the artist, the accountant and the plant manager, so my parents’ social world swayed between the arts and business world. When I was included in either of these events, I imagined with youthful exuberance that my dress must match the colours of the artist’s palette or the blues and browns of the Bay Street bottom line!

					When I married, I married a corner of the business world but my days mingled within the arts. Jack made a constantly expand-ing life out of managing the operation of the first commercial shopping centres and the ever-growing cluster of sky-reaching office towers close to Front and King Streets in Toronto. Work-ing alongside architects such as I.M.Pei, he would make plans that would assure that all the beauty of the architects’ design and choice of building materials would be matched with an interior space where the tenants and the public would experience reliable security, heating, lighting…all the details of an efficiently-run 
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				office tower.

					Married to a piece of the banking world meant going to the left side of my cupboard for the classic brown or blue suit (black slacks came later!). Then there were events at the Toronto Dance Theatre, and out of my cupboard came the brightly coloured, free-flowing dresses that hinted at the sun-drenched culture sur-rounding the Mediterranean!

					There was stability and time-saving for Dr. Blatz in his rotating suit cupboard. By contrast, each morning was a challenge for me. Would it be a suit, or all the flamboyance of a sixties dress? When I dressed in the classic look, that meant that I was off to an event where the essence would be punctuality. How I rebelled at the Bank’s protocol of arriving not one minute early--or horrors one minute late--but exactly as the clock struck the hour. Just once, Jack’s boutonniere for a company reception was the last on the tray! Being the cause of this embarrassment, never again did I rail against the timing exactitude of the banking fraternity.

					Two sides of my clothes cupboard were a metaphor for all the forty-five years of my marriage to Jack. We were different in many ways, but in ways that complemented one another. Jack’s feet always felt firmly rooted. Although my feet liked to dance, I always knew that there would be all the security of Jack’s steady rhythm and presence. But then there were the times when Jack reveled in sailing into a wind, tipping the boat up on a knife-edge, while I dreamed of my canoe and dipping my paddle into a glass-smooth evening lake!

					Jack brought a Coleman stove and a picnic basket into our marriage. I brought some paintings! I can still smell the coffee percolating in the enamel pot and the pan of bubbling bacon and beans! They were standard picnic fare when the Robinson grand-
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				parents led us down Ontario’s country roads for the first taste of spring and the last fling of autumn. Three generations marveling that although there was still snow in the woods, there was always a sunny, almost warm space for the Coleman stove.

					Jack brought Sharbot Lake into our marriage and I brought Beverley Lake. We had both spent our summers with boats and swimsuits, corn roasts and minnow pails! Generations had gathered each summer beside these lakes with their rocky shores climbing towards tall stands of pine and maple. These deep-reaching bonds continued to pull our summer lives, first to Sharbot Lake and later to Delta.

					On retirement there were twenty-two acres that met finger tip to finger tip with the first cottage, ‘Windrush’. Planning for the house began with summer chairs placed in imaginary rooms on an open field. At times we moved a ladder to different positions to locate our potential view. With string, we kept shifting the imagined outside walls of the house to coax southern sunshine into our windows. Gradually the stake placement was settled and we invited all our neighbours for a ‘house warming’ inside our string-outlined house. A happy, crazy beginning!

					The second ‘Windrush’ grew to become a house of delights. Sun did pour in the windows, wood fueled the extra stoves, ga-rages held cars, antique boats, a workshop for Jack and a room of my own, shelves for books and ample space for all. In the field, a labyrinth was mowed, a pathway edged with wild flowers. Many savoured the inner peace that accompanied an evening walk.

					Now, ten years later, the beauty of those acres running to a lake and back to a woods carpeted in May-time trillium, is etched in my memory. I am grateful for the gift of our shared home: ‘Windrush’, Sidney Street, Gordon Road, Three Valleys Drive, 
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				Walmer Road and now, King Street in Kingston. A multitude of treasured memories must be stored in the bricks, stone, wood, glass and door-knobs of those homes in Delta, Toronto and Kingston. 

					The two ends of my cupboard have come to merge just as there was a coming together of interest and passions in all my days with Jack. I miss his excitement when he saw great beauty in the craftsmanship of an antique skiff, an Inuit sculpture, the stone masonry of an office tower and even exotic olives, pickles and onions!

				I miss his exuberance on the dance floor. How he loved to polka!

				I miss the sure mind dealing with all the envelopes that flood through the front door.

				I miss, above all else, my hand in his, his hand in mine, every step of the way.
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				A Keening

				J.D.R.

				1922 - 1994

					“Grief is not as I thought a state, but a process, 	like a winding valley which gives you a new 	landscape every few miles.”	– C.S.Lewis

				He waited

				for the final

				blaze of autumn

				brushing softly

				with his last breath

				my finger tips

				I am stranded between sunset and daybreak

				the warmth of the sun

				between yesterday’s grief

				and tomorrow’s hope

				too soon to climb

				too soon to reach

				could sunrise hold the answer

				Silver, new moon cradle,

				rock me, rock me,

				through the blackness of the night.

				Hold me, hold me,

				for the very promise

				of a new tomorrow.
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				Can I believe

				this pall of loneliness

				this shroud of gray

				will lift and reveal

				the glory of the daffodil

				Half moon

				through the breadth of night

				tip your bounty

				into trembling hearts

				whisper cadences

				for longing ears

				stand guard until earth faces

				the certain dawn

					“How does love leave its mark? Memory, possessions,	a taste, an imprint on the flesh... a vow.”	– Anne Michaels
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				Remembering – By Grand Central Station I Sat Down and Wept

				Elizabeth Smart’s book and title echo in my mind and mem-ory. Today I walked and wept in the giant corridors that lead to Toronto’s Union Station.

					In winter the subway hurls me south and into the underground world of the meshed Royal Bank and Union Station. Today it was different. The warmth of the Maytime sunshine and some mysterious force pulled me off the subway car at Queen Street. I would walk to my train. On Yonge Street, my shoes tapped a gentle drumbeat past old and new building facades and a lifetime of remembering.

					At King Street my feet took a right turn. At Bay Street I crossed, reaching out towards banks of yellow daffodil, pure gold in the late afternoon sunshine. My eyes swept up the façade of Commerce Court and back into the Banking Hall, all fashioned from almost-matching white stone. Such beauty and integrity in I.M. Pei’s form and presence!

					There were clusters of red tulips across the road and a blinking red sign – a record of today’s trading on the stock exchange. Was the ‘Dow’ going up and the dollar going down? I tried to make sense of this juxtaposition of red tulips and red neon.

					Then abruptly my eyes were pulled down. The ultimate Bay Street antiphon was at my feet. A man wrapped in a head-cov-ering coat was sleeping, stretched out over a warming, under-ground sidewalk vent. Was he oblivious to the suits and briefcases stepping around his motionless body? Red tulips, the wealth of towering office buildings and the gnawing ache of poverty yanked me into this City’s reality. The images continue to haunt me.

					Once again, I crossed the street. My feet moved quickly in the warmth of May. It was not flowers pulling me, but the Scotia 
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				copper-brown tower so narrow it looked as if it could, tree-like, bend, then straighten in the wind. What competition to have the tallest building on Bay Street! And how proud my husband was to be there when that ‘topping-off’ ceremony took place!

					There was time to leave the traffic and pause in a well-remem-bered secluded opening where the silver, copper and gold office towers danced around me. Brilliant sun sent cloud shapes from building to building and all the beauty of the gold Royal Bank reflected the skies’ springtime blue.

					Unconsciously I had stepped into a circle of ‘Jack’s buildings,’ I celebrated their beauty, my eyes circling the cornucopia and then, Jack’s arms were around me and I wept.

					I lingered, recalling those halcyon days. There was no tomor-row. The banks had money to put into the beauty of form and the luxury of interior space. Every detail came from the drawing board of a dreamer of large dreams.

					Jack was the architect’s reality check. The building must oper-ate safely and efficiently. Each service (security, engineering, light-ing, cleaning, maintenance) must have its space and place in the daily running of office towers. He was excited by the architect’s blueprints. Looking inside the exterior walls he was challenged to create space that worked. There were days when the whole devel-opment team climbed mountains together.

					What a strange impulse took me to not so strange a place! I lingered in Jack’s Bay Street embrace, savoured the warmth, car-ried the reds and yellows of the tulips and daffodils all the way to the Union Station, on to the eastbound train and back to my new home, Kingston.
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				January 21, 1995 – 9:00 p.m.

				The click of a closing door

				Silent steps through recent snow

				Trees, fence lines wrapped in winter

				And waiting silently in the dark

				A late postscript of summer

				A mound of startling green

				A magic circle wrapped in white

				I bend with bare hands

				Grasp the emerald parsley

				Place it where taste buds remember

				And with reverence

				For this very mystery

				Slowly chew winter’s gift

				And sense a quickening

				Akin to spring
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				An Old Diary

				An old diary weaves footprints through my memory. My begin-nings are recorded by my father and later by my mother when she has recovered, not only from my birth, but from the move that brought our trio to Toronto.

					It was a photograph, taken when I was almost two, that sent memory into a spiraling dance. I am standing in our garden: in front of me is a very small, round table with a substantial pedestal base all set with small cups, saucers and a teapot! And I am pour-ing! My dress is well down my legs, and my ink-black hair is cut in that ever-practical shape for straight hair…the ‘Dutch bob!’

					Here I am, one hundred years later, feeling dressed when my skirts reach far down my legs, my hair drops down across my eyebrows and still, I pour tea for friends more often than anyone else I know!

					Tea was an integral part of my childhood. If you wanted to talk something over, out came the teapot! If my father had authors for tea, more teacups. If my mother planned to entertain some of her volun-teer groups, more tea. After a party, when all the guests had disap-peared, out would come the tea-tray and, sitting around the fireplace we would savour the happenings and evening’s conversations.

					Between Christmas and New Year’s, my parents had a gather-ing for friends. In the earliest years, there were twenty-five people until, over the decades, the numbers escalated to one hundred and twenty-five. Just after I was married, my husband Jack’s business friends were included. They were comfortable with the numbers but never forgot that the party served “only tea”!

					After school, my children and their friends, gathered for three-thirty-tea around the large dining-room table. Here all the day’s news was gathered up: freshly minted in the classroom, the play yard and the backyard. I cherish those moments.

					Today the teapot is always at the ready for both the sponta-
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				neous cup as well as the planned, marked-on-the-calendar occa-sion. It has become a way of entertaining both individual friends as well as small groups. With an ample plate of finger food and a large pot of tea, the conversation can range in all directions and I can be a part of it. On my own, dinner parties have become a sizable marathon.

					And so, there I am in a sepia-aged photograph at twenty-three months pouring tea in a garden. Now, one hundred years later I am still boiling water for the next cup of tea.
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				Waiting

				September 11, 2001. In an instant, I felt those long ago, all-per-vasive emotions of ‘waiting’. I was back in World War II. The soldiers were waiting for orders to proceed overseas, the airmen, waiting for their first assigned target, the navy and its ships waiting to stealthily move out into the black of the night, families, hus-bands, wives, children, lovers, all waiting for orders, news and precious mail. Yes, even politicians waiting, hoping to get it right. 

					In September 2001, the whole globe was drawn into a war of bombs, battlefields and terror and with it, omnipresent waiting. We wait on news. We wait to spend. We wait to save. We wait for the spilling of Pandora’s Box. And we long, in our waiting, for information that would point the world toward order and decency.

					Yes, I am waiting for a planet of peace where people gather around tables rather than the horror of gun installations. 
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				Remembrance Day, 2000

				*They shall not grow old, as we that are left, grow old,

				Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn,

				At the going down of the sun and in the morning

				We will remember them

				Always, I will remember them.

					Today, on the eleventh hour of the eleventh month, in the year 2000, the trumpets are sounding the Last Post at the Cenotaph in Ottawa. All around the square are the once-so-young service men and women; all wearing their berets, regimental badges and medals. Backs are straight, shoulders square, following the long-remembered internal command. The eyes of one veteran hold mine and I cannot let them go. I watch, transfixed by the slowly changing wide, dark eyes. Slowly he disengages from the scene before his eyes and begins a journey back into distant war-time remembering. I join him, returning to the Military Hospital at Ste. Anne de Bellevue. 

					I see my green uniform and my head wrapped in the white traditional veil. One by one, men and women, physically and emotionally injured by the flying debris of war, weave through my memory. I remember that as an Occupational Therapist my treatment program had at its essence, rehabilitation. But, always, the dilemma: how to shape a program for injured bodies when their souls carry so many other scars? And then suddenly, I am with a ward of amputees exercising and tossing their humour like balloons into the air, laughter rippling across the beds. For the present they postpone imagining a life with an artificial arm, leg or hand. How could they foresee their future days with these strange, unyielding appendages?

					I remember the brain-injured ‘Vingt-Deux’ soldier of long ago. 
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				I am curious. Were you able to recover the vocabulary that we tried so hard to retrieve? Then quickly I turn to the soldier with torn leg muscles and inquire if the leg had carried him through life without a cane or was the cane always by his side? I slip over to the bed of a Captain, shrapnel wounds reshaping his memory. All over again we are trying to search for the name of the village holding his trunk and their stored valuables. 

					Memory connects Armistice Day and VE Day. I return to May 1945 and that summer night in Ste. Anne’s. With the duties of the day complete, a small cluster of friends walk, dance, and sing, down to the shores of the St. Lawrence River. The night is warm. There is a gentle rain, suddenly the heavens open and every uniform is soaked. We remove our shoes, and with bare feet, splash our way to a large sheltering tree. We sing for the joy of the war’s ending, the safety of those we love, tears flowing for those, too soon, snatched from our embrace.

				** ‘O valiant hearts’, I will never forget you.

				*Laurence Binyon, For the Fallen

				**John S. Arkwright, O Valiant Hearts
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				The Christmas Cards

				With brilliant February sunshine spreading across my floors, and the outside thermometer slipping farther and farther below the freezing mark, the time had come to unwrap some small bun-dles stored in my linen cupboard.

					For five Decembers I had saved my Christmas cards. Each year, reluctant to part with their images and stories, I had wrapped the cards for a tomorrow. Now the “tomorrow” had arrived.

					One by one I opened the parcels. One by one I held up and opened the shiny rectangles. Sometimes a surprise picture or note fell to my lap or to the floor. There were greetings, a multitude of hopes for the coming days, brief stories, memories, and for linger-ing moments I savoured the image of a long-remembered face.

					There were notes on the cards that recalled shared moments: there was a time when, at the age of nine, I had been entrusted with a young girl who yearned to take the same dance classes at the Royal Conservatory of Music in Toronto. Each Saturday we would start out from the north end of Toronto, and on a street car, we headed toward College and University Avenues. That friend, all these decades later, still marvels that at a transfer point in our travels I was able to negotiate a hot chocolate at the ‘Honey Dew’ before the ticket expired! Was I honing my organizational skills even then?

					There is still an annual card resonating with my early high school years when bicycles carried us to school, and into esca-pades of story-filled freedom. Each year, there are notes recalling our tunic-clad adventures along with recent insights and wisdoms. This year, commenting on my annual visit to Ireland, she was reminded of a Sigmund Freud declaration when referring to the Irish people: “This is one race of people for whom psychoanalysis is of no use whatsoever.” Now what was I to make of that?!
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					From my late teens, a friend and former neighbour, who daily continues to walk to his law office, writes an annual letter replete with ideas, philosophy, poetry, all mixed with remembering and dreaming. This year he imagined holding a dinner party for his favourite authors and thinkers. After reading his guest list, I re-quested that I be seated beside Virginia Woolf!

					Year after year, many of my cards arrive created by artist friends. Images flow through paint brushes, cameras, shaped coloured papers, hand made paper, lines of poetry, and fitting into the palm of my hand, a small book created in Japan, holding a year of remembering. How difficult to release those treasures.

					Often over the five years, the covers of cards from individuals have reflected a single theme that happily resonated with both the sender and receiver. For some it was the vibrant colours in their gardens. For others it was their travels that reached around the globe. Trains, aircraft, ships, sail boats, even feet and bicycles pro-vide the mode of transportation. A surprising number in recent years have discovered the Arctic and have become so passionate about the land, water and snow formations that they continue to return. Some to paint, others to create lines of poetry.

					There are photographs of young family members. If only those two dimensional pictures could speak! 

					Miracles of the computer age continue to dazzle my vintage neurons with their colours, shapes, photography, even their callig-raphy. With no end in sight for the imaginative manipulation of the computer keys, there will be years of Christmas surprises.

					There are those that nourish their love and my love of dance. The flowing shapes set off waves in my kinetic memory. My body remembers old classes and then all the decades associated with a modern dance company in Toronto and recently in Guelph: the 
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				privileges of watching the classes of professional dancers, being present for rehearsals, even the gift of sitting in a studio while an inspired choreographer began to shape a new dance. And today it is the beat of the bodhran and the fiddle that pulls me weekly into a set for Irish dancing

					No longer in those five packages were the deeply missed, now-silent voices that had added such beauty, and texture to my life. There were the treasured women with whom we shared the language of the soul. Each day I sense that void. My 1942 practi-cum supervisor in Baltimore continued to write for 64 years, and together with our husbands found corners to meet and share. My first high school sweetheart, who daily came whistling to my door in York Mills so that we could bicycle to our classes, wrote a short note each Christmas. For some friends, when the body became too frail to write, we found telephones, and helpful family mem-bers to hold our lives together. I miss the Christmas voices of all those friends and my beloved family members.

					The sun continues to shine across my study floor carrying the long shadows of furniture legs, and the springtime pot of golden daffodils. Beside me are all the memories from past Christmases. As my eyes move from cluster to cluster I realize that each card, in an individual way, reveals a deep sharing and a passion for the elusive beauty in life. It was there in the reproduced paintings, the flowers, the computer images, the stones, dancing figures and the often-shaped dove of peace. All strong and colourful bridges into a shared past.
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				My Professional Life

				How grateful I am to have had two professions, one as an occu-pational therapist, another as an art therapist. As an occupational therapist, a major portion of my work was with the physically in-jured and as an art therapist, with the emotional traumas of mainly adult men and women. Graduating from the University of Toronto in 1942, it was wartime, and I applied to the Military Hospital in Ste. Anne de Bellevue to work with the men and women physically and emotionally maimed by their front-line experiences. Those Military Hospital days became a life-altering experience, influenc-ing many facets of my ongoing life.

					At the end of the war in 1945, I returned to Toronto and was fortunate to work for the then named, Workmen’s Compensation Board Clinic and later their Convalescent Centre. It was their innovative treatment program based on Galbreth’s “Time and Motion Study” that prepared injured workmen to be treated and their performance tested before they returned to their former jobs. It was this treatment program that took me to the San Francisco Rehabilitation Centre to help set up a similar program.

					Following San Francisco, and after my marriage in 1949 for five years I edited the Canadian Journal of Occupational Ther-apy, and then when the children went off to school, I began working with long term disabilities in the then named Riverdale Hospital, in downtown Toronto. Quickly I realized these men and women had few visitors. Their families and friends were ex-periencing ‘visitor fatigue’ and as a result there was little stimula-tion coming from outside the hospital. It was then that I initiated an art program with painting, sculpture, the playing of music, and the reading of poetry and short stories. About the same time, I read about California’s Sensitivity Training and Sensory Aware-ness programs and decided that in a separate, quiet room I would 
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				gather the twelve wheelchair patients, and each week bring a dif-ferent basket filled with small objects that they could either touch, smell, or see. Another day I played bird songs and wide range of music. As they felt a soft piece of fabric, smelled a cinnamon stick, saw a coloured spool of thread they told personal stories, revealing memories often of their childhood and former, healthier times. Together with those stories and the painted and sculpted images, I knew that I lacked the knowledge and the skills to create an appropriate therapeutic intervention that would benefit the emotional needs of the patients. Gratefully, there had been pub-licity in the newspaper about a growing profession, Art Therapy. I began to search for a training facility where I could combine my training with the youthful exuberance of my young family, and the work-hours of my very supportive husband. The Toronto Art Therapy Institute in the mid-seventies gave me part-time training hours, and the professional support during those students days to work as an art therapy volunteer with different populations espe-cially with children in public and junior high schools. With my own art therapy, psychotherapy and a psychiatrist to supervise my work, I began a private practice in 1978, and in the early eighties I began teaching at the then known Ontario College of Art and Design in Toronto.

					When Julia Byers, as Director the Art Therapy program, then part of the Art Educations Department of Concordia University in Montreal, requested a maternity leave in 1985 I was invited to teach part time, a Monday to Wednesday appointment. On Thursday and Friday I maintained my Toronto private practice.

					After two absorbing, thoughtful and growing years of part time hours in the Art Therapy program at Concordia University, and at 67 years of age, my husband and I, fulfilling a long held dream, 
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				retired to the country north of Kingston. And there in all the serenity of a lakeside home surrounded by open fields and woods, I began to write, using quotations from the narrative journals that my father had kept as editor of the Ryerson Press to create my sto-ry. About the same time I returned to the writing of poetry and short stories. Although the first manuscript was rejected for being two stories, the short stories are being gathered and my wartime memoir Please Write was published in November, 2015.

					Volunteering has always been another large part of my life. I have had a lifetime passion for the visual arts and for dance, and they have opened many opportunities for me to plan festivals, salons, liturgies and performances, even ‘chair’ a professional dance school! I have been one of the four to whom the old Stone Mill in Delta was deeded with the proviso that we would create a local museum and when possible, create a working, teaching mill. In stages this has been accomplished with the help of many. In later years there has been concern for elder abuse and provisions for elder home care and so much more. All has been generously recognized by the Queen Elizabeth II Diamond Jubilee Medal, September, 2012 and the Governor General’s Caring Canadian Award, April 2014. I cherish these awards and the memory of those events.

					How grateful I am that it was my work as an occupational therapist that opened me to all the possibilities of art therapy. That profession has been part of my life since 1978. In recent years in Kingston, I have been invited to introduce medical students at Queen’s University to art therapy. Another invitation came from a well-known Kingston psychiatrist. She asked me to work with her, and some of her Veteran patients suffering from the horrors of their wars, and Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. 
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				Growing out of this experience was my opportunity to participate in the documentary, Soldiers’ Children, picturing the deep discom-forts felt by every family member, when the men and women in the armed services return from war zones with PTSD.

					Now, it is over seventy years since my wartime military hospi-tal experiences, and I am full of gratitude not only for the recent years in which my life came full circle, but for each day in between that held a rainbow of possibilities.
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				 Aunt Alice

				I walk in the footprints of my indomitable, indestructible great aunt, Alice Amelia Chown 1866-1949.

					She ripped into my life with all the intensity of a summer storm and left behind corpuscles laden with social issues. My mother, before me, knew this highly charged energy. At twenty years, while still a student at Queen’s University, she sailed with her aunt to London. Here they marched, then joined thousands as they entered and surrounded the Royal Albert Hall to celebrate women’s suffrage in England.

					Aunt Alice’s mind never walked, it always ran, insisting on women’s right to vote, to receive higher education, to be protected by fair labour laws and, work environments free of harassments. She took her organizing skills to the Settlement Houses of New York and Chicago and to the experiments in co-operative living in Letchford, England and the States of New York and Arkansas. Finally, when she returned to Canada and Toronto, she initiated a community living experiment on acres just west of the city at Clarkson. To all these initiatives, she added her skills as a journal-ist placing her views to an ever-widening audience.

					World War I energized the full force of her pacifism. She extolled social sharing, believing it would lead to a system that would promote peace. Ideas, she believed, along with intelligence and good will, would replace force. Here she met with hostility, especially when she coupled her stance with an interest in the Russians’ early experiments.

					Was it the Queen’s philosophy professor, John Watson and the political scientist Adam Shortt who shaped Alice’s notions of social reform or was her yearning to be free from the stric-ture of conservative Kingston and the yolk of Methodism? Fate had placed her as an only daughter with six brothers, not one of 
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				whom would have been expected to look after their mother during almost two decades as a semi-invalid. Instead it was Alice who stayed close to home until the age of forty. Then in 1906, follow-ing her mother’s death, she sped away to the Settlement Houses and experiments in community living.

					I loved this big-boned great aunt with her bobbed hair, straight-hanging simple dresses and inevitable sandals. My Aunt Alice initiation began when I was 14 years old. It was then that she invited equal numbers of opposites for a cup of strong tea and the simplest rectangular biscuits. The socialists gathered with the conservatives, the dark skin with the fair, ten Hebrew friends with ten Protestant, and I was there to help and soak up these after-noons of adventure!

					Our house always vibrated with her presence. Her social issues passed from discussion to exhortations across the dinner table. Surely there is a gene hospitable to change and I was the recipient decades ago!
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				The Whistler

				His whistle lingers in the wind. Down through the years the tune fades but the rhythm of the high-reaching notes beat like raindrops on my memory. Ascending octaves heralded his ap-proach. Over the hill he came, often on foot. Sometimes he held a book of foreign stamps: a youthful collection ready for a trade, an exchange that would add luster to his pages. I had hoped the whistling and the stamps were meant for me but sometimes my brother would intercept this teen exuberance and I sat to one side, a hidden foot tapping, waiting out my brother’s sudden interest in stamp from Albania! Always I knew the whistling and visit were really mine. 

					Halcyon summer gave way to September’s demands. It was high school enrolment time and time for choices: books, clothes, transportation and new friends. Books were easy: just follow the list. But clothes, who wants to wear gentle blue romper-like outfits and ankle socks for gym. How discreet to have elastic reefing in the legs of your gym outfit! No Lycra shorts and shirts for this generation!

					Transportation provided choices. It would be streetcar or bicy-cle. Stretching the bicycle season to its utmost, I elected to follow the hills and the straight and narrow roads to school. Oh, happy day! My whistler chose his bicycle too!

					Each morning the signature tune would signal departure time and we were off! Each day was a potpourri of new experiences. Latin and French for the first time; play was now gym and being small meant a top position in the pyramid, a stage allowed for some bravado on the boards; the classroom frowned on teen ex-uberance, and like many others, I spent time in the hall, suffered through detentions and experimented with lipstick.

					And then, with the wind blowing away the detritus of the day, we bicycled home savouring the good and railing against the inhu-
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				mane Latin pedagogue!

					For two years my whistler and I talked, bicycled and even trad-ed stamps! A happy easing into the teens.

					Another school took me into another world. Here I was riding south. The extra-curricular swallowed all my energies. All the full-rounded flavours of executive membership tapped the creative and pulled me into an orbiting rainbow.	

					In no time it was university and wartime. The RAF drew my whistler to England and sorties over Europe. Thankfully he returned unscathed but joined those who never forgot. His work and marriage took him to the United States. My work and mar-riage were replete in Canada.

					Fifty years after high school graduation, with spontaneous planning, our seasoned quartet met at the school auditorium. With hugs and laughter the years melted away. For moments it seemed that nothing had changed. But it had. Cancer had attacked the whistler.

					Our foursome danced the night away denying all the tomor-rows. But, once at home, taking up my pen, I seized the moment to write and remember, write and be grateful for that island of time years ago when the world was full of red apples, flying kites, cantering horses, bicycles and a crescendo of whistled notes. His reply was warm and fulsome, but he admitted, it was harder to whistle with chemotherapy around each corner. And then in Feb-ruary came a note, “Prepare for a flock of Canadian robins. They are gathered in our Georgia garden!” Quickly I replied, “Hold the robins! My world is buried in five feet of snow!”

					Although our lives had danced in different directions, each year, for over 60, a Christmas card and note arrived signed, “As ever, Ted.” 

					And then, too soon, the cards fell silent.	
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				The Three Orphans

				I walk in the footprints of an image, the sepia coloured photograph of three young girls all dressed in black. The per-son I have known best in the picture is Ada. Her parents’ early deaths in Limehouse, Stepney, County of London, left five sisters to survive on the earnings of the two older sisters … a mere two pounds a week. This miniscule amount in the early 1900’s failed to prevent a welfare agency from gathering up the three youngest and placing them in an orphanage.

					In 1912, when the girls were 9, 11, and 13 years of age, a “nice lady” brought them to hard work on three separate farms close to Iroquois and Morrisburg in southeastern Ontario.

					A “nice lady” had freed the orphanage in England from the feeding of three hungry mouths. But what new lives, better lives, might have been theirs in England? If they had been adopted and become part of a family, not part of a farm workplace, would their health have been stronger and their talents able to shine even brighter?

					In Canada, Ada, Sadie and Betty, through determination, found their way to nursing and self-taught hairdressing, and, as pictures seem to indicate, to all the pleasures of acting, but unfor-tunately in a sanitarium for tuberculosis.

					Each sister found a Canadian family, each in their own way, very different. Ada, later in her teens, left her farm protesting that the monthly stipend she was given could not begin to cover all her clothes, even her shoelaces! She came to Toronto with my parents, finished her high school studies and entered the Women’s College Hospital for nurses’ training. On graduating she won a bursary that took her to New York for a year of study. My par-ents’ pride in Ada was all that of a mother and father.

					Sadie (Sarah) became a foster child of a childless farming 
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				family. Although she worked hard, she never felt that she had been treated harshly, only generously as the recipient of her foster parents’ estates. Later in life their home became her home and the setting for her hair dressing business.

					Betty (Elizabeth) was so painfully exhausted by the demands of the farm family, rising at 4:30 and working until 9 at night, that by 17 years of age she required the care of the Gravenhurst Sanitari-um. All her beauty, her dance-like gestures and costumed pho-tographs from patient plays, shine from the pages of an ancient album. Her death came early. She was 31 years of age.

					All the orphans, and infants of unwed mothers, shipped off to countries circling the globe, may have provided a financial gain for the orphanages and church-centred shelters but did anyone measure the moral cost?
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				Margaretha

				All these years later, I continue to walk in the footprints of Margaretha Haug. She was twenty-five years old when she slipped into my life. I was ten years older and looking for extra hands, eyes and feet to match the energies of my three young chil-dren while I explored creative challenges in my Toronto commu-nity. Margaretha became a caring, golden presence through my life and the life of my family for many decades.

					Margaretha’s childhood began in Berkus, Jugoslavia, October 29, 1929, where in her teens her life and the life of her family were tossed into cruel fragments by Hitler’s war. In her mid-teens she found it necessary to hide in tall tree branches to escape the sexual appetites of invading soldiers. Her father was called up to support his country’s army and disappeared as a prisoner of war. Margaretha for years followed even the faintest of leads hoping to be reunited with her father. Instead his life and death were swal-lowed up in a network of half-truths.

					For Margaretha, the war meant days of forced marches along with her mother, grandmother and younger brother, Peter. They were herded to Austria, Margaretha and her mother walking all the way, while Peter and his grandmother were piled into a train, all barely surviving on mere scraps of food.

					Finally coming to a halt in Austria, Margaretha and her mother walked into a Red Cross Centre. It was late at night, there happened to be a free bunk and they crawled in for a long sleep. During the night Margaretha heard the crying of a young child and immediately recognized that it was her brother. The four family members, traveling by train and on foot, had been mysteri-ously reunited. Sadly, all the deprivations of food and shelter soon took the lives of both their mother and grandmother and Marga-retha and her brother were now on their own.
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					Margaretha’s world was torn apart when her brother was ready to depart to Sweden and his new adopting parents. She searched all her meager belongings for a departing gift and placed in his nine-year-old hands a small black comb.

					Margaretha was employed in Kareuthia, Austria by the Villau Institute responsible for the well-being of both aging citizens and very young children. The church Sisters took great care of those entrusted to them and similarly Margaretha received their con-stant caring and affection. This affection flowed through the years of letters that followed Margaretha’s immigration to Canada - an enduring link to all those early days.

					Margaretha was a young adult in Canada and her broth-er Peter was in Sweden. One weekend it seemed time for the brother and sister to be re-united by telephone. The call to Swe-den was placed in our Toronto kitchen. My whole family stood close by as Margaretha and Peter tried to arrange a language comfortable to both. Peter now had his Swedish language and Margaretha had her English. They agreed to use their early high German from school days. Margaretha encouraged her brother to come to Canada, but Peter responded with guarded enthusiasm, obviously showing concern for his now aging adop-tive parents. In the background our tears tumbled down our smiling faces.

					A few years later Peter did walk down the arrival ramp at To-ronto’s Union Station. Margaretha was too excited to recognize her blond-haired, handsome brother, but our whole family called out “There he is!” What a glorious coming together! Margaretha and Peter Haug were finally united! 

				And to complete all her days, our caring Margaretha met her caring love, Horst Marquardt, and into their marriage came two 
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				daughters, Katharina and Barbara. Such delight danced on between our two families. Bonded by years of knowing and affec-tion, our hugs will mingle forever.
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				For John Matheson: Return to Ortona

				All fibres of my memory watched “Return to Ortona” on CBC’s news program “The National” on February 2, 1999. Fifty-five years ago you were an officer with the Canadian Army fighting in Italy. Now you were to meet the enemy: German paratroopers who had fought against you as you tried to cross the Moro River and gain the city of Ortona for the Allies. Actual live WWII foot-age from the Italian front narrated by Canadian Correspondent, Mathew Halton, alternated with the meeting for the first time of men who had fought on opposite sides of the battle for Ortona.

					Wisely, you and the Canadian Veterans did not rush into the initial meeting in Italy. You arrived early, allowing psychological space to mourn your fighting comrades, now in the grassy cem-eteries of Italy. You took time to experience the ebb and flow of memories. You stopped before the white crosses marking the lost lives in your Regiment, pausing to remember the stretcher-bearer who went out to rescue an injured German soldier, his red cross useless in the cross-fire. Tears rushed to the eyes of Canadians as you remembered Christmas, 1944. With hostilities stilled for one night, a full dinner had been prepared in an Ortona church. The organ played “Silent Night, Holy Night” and then, too soon, the sound and fury of battled resumed.

					The German Veterans took time to walk and remember Orto-na. They recalled the strategy that sealed off all the main streets, except one, forcing the leading Canadian Sherman tanks into one avenue and certain oblivion. Some of these former paratroopers still carried the haunted memory of targeting a Canadian billet and blowing up twenty-four lives. For others, each Christmas since has been emotionally charged by the memories of 1944: hid-ing in a dark railway tunnel with, as solace, only a bag of oranges.

					This transition time in Italy was preparation time. In a few 
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				days, the grey-haired men were almost ready to meet. Reserva-tions lingered in some of the men. But then you met! Human beings came together, told their stories, cleansed their memories and felt healing as the unknown became known.

					Fifty-five years later you ate dinner together in the Ortona church hall. The Canadian who had played the organ for “Silent Night” all those years ago returned to lead voices in English and German as they sang the familiar carol. Your eyes on all those around you flowed with tears, all lips quivered as the ancient words filled the now restored sanctuary. 

					Weaving through “Return to Ortona” were three remembered faces, three remembered voices: the reporting of Mathew Halton came from the Italian inferno; then, fifty-five years later, his son, David Halton, took us back to the battlefields and the men who were both mourning and being healed; and then as if it were yes-terday, my eyes followed you and your still indestructible spirit … the spirit I came to know in the Military Hospital at Ste. Anne de Bellevue.

					Your paralyzing shrapnel wounds were so severe we wondered if you would ever walk again. And you did, sometimes with two canes, sometimes with one. Your creative, energetic mind drove you forward. After a legal practice, you became a Member of Parliament, working with Prime Minister Lester B. Pearson to give Canadians a new flag. Your verve for life took you from Parlia-ment to the Bench as a revered judge. All that with two canes, curiosity and passion.

					I watched the return to Italy filmed against a background of cemeteries, open fields, gentle rivers and history-filled architecture. I followed your expressive face, as it reflected every nuance of your journey through former battlefields, the initial meeting with the 
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				veteran paratroopers and the dinner that culminated in the singing together of “Silent Night, Holy Night.” With all these images echo-ing through my mind and memory, I too, mourned my war.
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				For Norma

				Do you remember (could you ever forget) the night you went out to Dorval airport to fly from Montreal to Toronto? You had packed up your apartment in Old Montreal and filled bags for a year-long sabbatical from Concordia University. You were off to Japan to study with their fibre artists and to imagine new direc-tions for your installations. You were a genius transforming empty spaces with fibres and unforgettable lines of poetry. Often the newly-shaped space lent itself to a performance.

					Because the laptop computer had not replaced the typewriter, you carried your portable (your “right arm” you always declared!). Presenting yourself to the check-in, you placed your typewriter in the measuring device for carry-on luggage but it wouldn’t fit. When Commissionaires stated flatly that the typewriter would have to be sent with your baggage, you went spiraling into orbit! Your tongue became unhinged! Did you push the bearer of bad news? What did you say?

					The RCMP were summoned. You were detained until you would pay $100, sign a release form, and agree to attend a future court hearing. With firm and fiery indignation you refused to read and sign the form printed in French. Others were eager to trans-late the form but you insisted on a document written in English.

					There was an ominous pause. You requested a phone that you could call friends who would be expecting your flight in Toronto. “No,” but they would make the call. I answered the telephone. An official-sounding voice announced it was RCMP detachment at Dorval Airport. “Your professor friend has been detained because of an incident at the check-out counter. She is required to sign a re-lease. This form is in French and she is insisting on one in English. Of course she won’t be on the flight you are planning to meet.”

					Somewhere in all of that I heard, “irregular behavior” and the 
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				therapist in me sputtered, “Oh, I hope you will take into account the tension she has been experiencing. You know she has been packing up her Montreal life for a year’s sabbatical.” If there was a reply, I didn’t hear it. My mind was racing, looking for a solu-tion to the impasse. At least I remembered to ask for the station phone number.

					And, turning to my husband, I questioned, “Who do we know in Montreal that Norma would trust to translate and read the release form?” Jack picked up the telephone and immediately dialed a business associate who responded, eager for the challenge. Much later, he called to report in a subdued voice that it had been a no-go. Norma was continuing to insist on the English release form.

					Still another phone call, this time from the City Police Station in Old Montreal, (just blocks from the apartment that you had vacated just hours earlier). Norma had been moved downtown and would be on an early flight to Toronto. I worried wondering what circumstances had caused the move from RCMP to City Police custody. Later you explained that Dorval had given up and turned you over to the City. Fortunately, an older, gentler Police Officer sat quietly with you, called you “Norma,” dropping all the University identification and asked, “Please will you let me read this form to you?” You agreed, signed, paid $100.00 and you were released.

					And so, Norma, looking like a rag doll, eyes wrapped in dark glasses, arrived at the Toronto Airport the next morning. Her type-writer, packaged in a heavy carton, came rolling out with the other baggage, unscathed. We drove home hearing the details of your ordeal punctuated by tears and a body crumbling with each retelling.

					Norma, you had not only missed your flight to Toronto, but now it was too late for your long anticipated flight to Japan. 
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					You took over my study for one long month. Like a mole, you went in and out of that space. Planning your next move, you began to think of alternatives. Was it to be Japan or ... perhaps Finland, known for its fabrics and their designs. Almost 30 days later, after mountains of paper, a multitude of midnight talks, gallons of tea, long exploring walks in Toronto (we always seemed to end up in a Yorkville Café), almost recovered from the Airport trauma, you were ready to update your ticket to Japan. That very morning a special delivery letter arrived offering a bursary for study in Finland. The auspicious ‘gift’ won out.

					Clothes for a cold climate were substituted for fabrics des-tined for Japan. Even a yellow raincoat and matching pants were purchased for all the vagaries of Finland’s weather. Now, Norma, you were ready to move on.

					And we took the next month to recover! 
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				Scott Symons, Where Are You?

				Scott Symons, where are you?

					Forty years ago you were a peacock among pheasants. A Rhodes scholar, the right Rosedale address, a wife with stunning beauty and intellect and a house full of rare French-Canadian armoires, silver, pottery and ecclesiastical carvings. If there was glass, it was free-blown, iridescent and shaped by angels, not glass blown-in-a-mold or plebeian pressed glass shaped for tableware, merely at the turn of the century.

					Over four decades ago you were the young Curator of the Canadiana Gallery of the Royal Ontario Museum. With keen eyes and long arms you were drawing together a collection of china, glass, furniture, pottery and silver representing the glory of Canada’s past.

					Our paths crossed when my mother’s collection of Canadian pressed glass with patterns famous in Ontario and Nova Scotia was gifted to the ROM. It was to be a first, with many collectors adding their treasured pieces in subsequent years.

					My collecting, the excitement of glass ‘digs’ headed by the wonderfully bearded and passionate historical archeologist, Walter Kenyon, brought us together. I marveled at your ability to shape phrases and your ever-growing Canadiana collection. Do you remember the invitation to have lunch at our cottage on the Rideau? Will you ever forget it? Your car drove through the gate and rested on a knoll in the sunlight. Judith stepped out wrapped in gentle, many-coloured cotton, the dress and hat cut from the same delicate fabric.

					Things began to happen. The chilled wine bottle cracked on opening. Then as we picked up our forks to eat our salads, of course arranged on antique glass plates, a chipmunk, playing in the overhanging pine tree, lost his grip and plunged headlong into 
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				your plate. Late in the afternoon a neighbor phoned to invite us for a bowl of newly ‘built’ corn chowder. “Please bring your own soup bowls”, he requested. And so, like a string of supplicant priests we processed down the road, our bowls held on out-stretched hands! But disaster struck again! The lid had come off the pepper shaker and now we were to have Cajun corn chowder!

					We all wondered what would happen next. Well, as you start-ed to leave (I couldn’t fault you on your timing) you remembered a gift you had brought us. You opened the trunk of your Volk-swagen Beetle and there was a giant mushroom-like puffball. It had been toasting in the summer heat throughout the whole day. As you held it aloft, myriads of spores floated through the air. We had snow in July. Our favourite confection had expired!

					You floated down the road. We waved good-bye, our credulity stretched beyond repair.

					Was that day of wedded comedy too much for you? Soon you moved to Montreal. ‘Coming out’ you wrote Place D’Armes. More writing, more feasting on antiquities in Quebec and then, a decade later, you moved to Morocco.

					Your picture in a newspaper struck memory a sad blow. Thirty years ago you left Canada. I miss your flamboyance, the way you honed your ideas, your passion for beauty, and yes, the peacock that no longer lives among us.
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				Other 

				Days
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				Today

				Today

				I take to the green roads

				winding through my County Clare

				with ancient fossil-filled limestone

				far from people and the traffic buzz

				alone with wild orchids, blue gentian,

				the languid water in a stream, 

				“back to silent words

				that only nature uses”

				I am home again

				My gratitude to Emily Carr for Hundreds and Thousands, and “back to silent words…”
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				The Coast of County Clare

				I walk in grass-covered footprints. My recently laced boots lifting up and settling down, moving through green, sun-swept Irish landscape, toward the ever-present sea. Clustered close to the giant rocks guarding the coast, stand lonely, abandoned, stone cottages. Long years have re-shaped their walls. Roofs have vanished, doors and window-openings now barely visible and yet there is a presence, a spirit, amid the tumbled stones.

					I imagine an Irish fisherman and his wife still standing in an open doorway. He shifts his body this way and then that way, twisting into his heavy waterproof jacket, stiffened by layers of embedded rain and salt. One sock-covered foot after another is lifted and placed inside a boot reaching to the knee. Shrugging the layers into place he turns to say goodbye and with a “God bless!” closes the wooden door, a frail protection from the driving west wind, chilled by an endless open ocean.

					Outside, men from the other three stone cottages gather their fishing gear and together, stepping cautiously, move through na-ture’s wall of rocks to their moored coracle. They will search out the mackerel along the coast, haul in their catch and then travel-ling miles with a cart call out, “Buy my fish! Mackerel for sale!”

					There is a creeping sadness, a mourning, as the mackerel catch along the coast begins to shrink. Too soon this tiny clutch of cot-tages is emptied: men, women and children moving on with hope to a somewhere with possibilities.

					Gradually the abandoned roofs give way to the elements. The walls crumble but the chimneys stand tall, sentinels, reminders of all the gathered past. The stone walls, where limestones had been placed one upon the other, encircle each cottage, spreading arms wide, protecting the ancient, lingering spirits.

					I reach out to touch the limestone, warmed by the sun at noon. 
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				I let my fingers rest on the gray stone walls. I feel the spirits reach up to touch my finger tips. I speak to them, listen to their re-sponse and cherish our conversation. Moments beyond language.

					Turning toward the ocean, cautiously I place my boot-wrapped feet on the surf-scrubbed rocks and, one more time, marvel at their coloured strata--the riches of all the millennia.

					I think of the Irish men and women who walked these same shores and loved their secluded land in County Clare and, weep-ing, left its shores.
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				Weeping Woman

				I walk in the ancient footprints of a weeping woman. With berries, herbs and the soft dew of morning, she ministers to the soaring fever and the restless body of her infant son.

					For long years, Irish families clung to this limestone mountain-side. Five stone houses held all their possessions, and the hillside, their grazing sheep. A tiny chapel added brief riches to their souls but always, dark spectres lingered outside their doors.

					They had come years before, climbed the low-lying mountain, gathered up the flat limestone stones, piled them one on the other, allowing small windows for the light, and a doorway to welcome each morning and close out the harsh winds of winter. Their hearts, filled with expectations, carried them through the months and years.

					They loved The Burren of County Clare. Millennia ago their mountain had been buried by glaciers. Twice the snow had melt-ed, pushing all before it, denuding the landscape and leaving in its stead single, isolated, giant stones, a constant reminder that the forces of nature can both give and destroy. But then a postscript! A gift! An infinite variety of wild flowers!

					A cornucopia of beauty could never calm the elements, as-suage the failures or blur the lonely hours. In the end of all the dreaming and striving, a simple grassy mound punctuated the descent from the mountain. Embraced by sunlight, soft winds, dark storm clouds and lashing rains, a children’s grave holds the treasured lives of a deserted Irish village. I circle the ancient mound…and mourn.
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				Ireland

				I walk in ancient footprints, day after day. Some mysterious force carries me out of my Irish door, and down a gently sloping road to the many moods of the Atlantic Ocean.

					Is it a fairy or a twirling leprechaun that pulls me toward the setting sun? Is it memory carrying me to a grassy carpet, woven with wild flowers, a stone house long deserted?

					Fanore has given me mountain paths to climb, long valleys to explore, wide spreading limestone shorelines on which to sit and muse. But always there is this evening walk to the long forgotten ruins. I pause frequently to recognize, and attempt to name a Burren wildflower, always hoping for yet another orchid. I scan the sky, turning slowly, absorbing all degrees of the compass, a gift never offered in an urban word. I climb the huge boulders hug-ging the shoreline, and then free of this barrier, leap from one flat stony surface to another, marveling at the pools of sea-water alive with silent lives.

					For years I have returned, time without number, to this mys-tical corner of County Clare. Here my whole being is at home, exhilarated and at peace.

					In the closing hours of a recent visit, I learned that the desert-ed stone house had carried long ago the names of my ancestors, and I had been walking in ancient family footprints.
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				I Sleep Beside an Irish Mountain

				I sleep beside an Irish mountain

				wrapped in sky: blue-black at midnight,

				crimson orange at dawn and dusk.

				Mid-morning winds scatter clouds

				to dance and dapple gentle slopes

				of fossil-filled limestone.

				I sleep beside an Irish mountain

				embraced by clamoring rivers

				and the irrepressible Atlantic.

				Ocean waves, tides and rain-curtains

				press against primordial rock,

				the silent face of County Clare.

				I sleep beside an Irish mountain

				in early summer. Already blue gentian

				wrap the Burren’s rocky face.

				Now orchids, wild thyme and fox-glove cling

				to paths and fields. Bloody cranesbill stay

				to brave winter’s chill.
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				I sleep beside an Irish mountain

				steeped in history. Circles of stone:

				round forts, burial mounds, holy wells

				and cooking places, punctuate

				the rocky hills and hidden valleys.

				All hold a Celtic mystery

				I slept beside an Irish mountain

				sustained by certainty:

				the flow of seasons, the moon’s presence

				the tide’s daily ebb and flow,

				the earth’s unfailing path

				and, the ever-returning dawn.
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				Celtic Stone Garden

				Stones have always told me stories. Is it because my earliest summers were spent on small, rocky, Rideau islands? Stone cir-cles, megalithic tombs, round forts and pre-historic cooking places have drawn me into their ancient mysteries.

					Almost four years ago, I was offered tons of Leeds County rock and an assistant - a backhoe! Friends challenged me to create a garden that would flow from their stone house, already wrapped round with perennial gardens, shrubs and trees. A path in a walled rose garden carried the eye through a gate, down between two elm trees to a pond. Embracing the quiet waters on the far side was a semi-circle of bushes and far beyond, acres of open fields.

					Several times, at different hours of the day, I sat in the open space and sketched possibilities. Later, with an oily, white marker, I walked the path separating two farm properties until I reached a pile of long discarded and ignored stones. Marking the pieces that would respond to my imagined plan, I anticipated the day when the backhoe operator would be ready to begin.

					The day arrived! The selected stones had been moved and were heaped in the garden space. I took up a slender stick, my baton, and began by pointing to a marked stone and then walking to a designated position in the open landscape. The young driver and his hulking machine, with ease, followed all my gestures. Piece after piece was scooped up, placed, and then with my stick indicating a slight but necessary change in orientation, the huge fork was swiveled around and gently, so very gently, nudged the stone into place.

					Gradually the shapes took form in the landscape: one bisecting the path from the rose garden, two edging close to the elm trees, providing an ample gateway to the pond. Two defining large 
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				sculptures were placed in the open space beyond the trees. It was time then for a tea break and time to exclaim to the backhoe oper-ator, “You are a poet!” How sensitive he was to every movement of my stick.

					Slowly, over two full mornings, the sculptures were built. The massive rocks, with sloping shoulders, were placed high on a lime-stone plinth and then random stones clustered around the base. Under the branches of each elm, rocks were arranged in a semi-cir-cle, for sitting and conversation. A gigantic single rock held the eye before the grass sloped to the pond (the flat surface ideal for a sunset orator!) Down at the edge of the pond, steps were placed, and three rounded stones for resting and dangling playful feet in the still water.

					Finally, the eye traveled to an opening in the semi-circle of small trees and shrubs on the far side of the pond. Here the largest upright stone had been positioned on a high, flat rock, wrapped by a cluster of granite. The journey from the rose gar-den gate was almost complete. As a postscript, one of the owners suggested a stone, centered in the pond... then the backhoe came to rest.

					The whole confluence of a dream, shared imagining and large nudgings to intuition had created the Celtic Stone Garden in Oakleaf, Ontario.

					Almost two years later, the rose garden, the perennial borders and the Celtic inspired sculptures, were ready for a party. Sever-al hundred gathered in summer cottons and wide straw hats to celebrate the summer solstice with Irish fiddles, harps, songs and Yeats’ poetry. The happy and proud owners spoke to all under a festive white tent and introduced Ireland’s Ambassador to Cana-da and his wife, who, for that afternoon, had slipped comfortably 
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				into this valley of eastern Ontario, settled long ago, by Irish men, women, and children.

					On the Vernal Equinox, March 20, 2001, a friend, living near the Celtic Stone Garden, shook herself out of bed at 5.30, drove to the snow-bound gate, scaled the rural fence and, crunching through the crisp snow, made her way to the pond. Camera uncovered, she positioned herself for the sun’s first rays. Would those lines of light touch the large, pivotal piece in the garden? Would the first light extend in a straight line toward the sculpture in the pond?

					Gradually the narrow cleft formed by the peaks of the two standing stones was burnished by all the hues of the rising sun. The two sculptures, a human silhouette on the snow and a camera formed an unbroken line. What miracle, what serendipity, what intuition had aligned these stones to mark the springtime solstice?

					My memory travels to Ireland, England and Scotland, to the stone circles and the Neolithic burial mounds, some with passage graves, allowing only the first light of a solstice morning into their stony interiors. Today, an equinox can inspire the re-enactment of ages old pagan rituals, drawing men and women into trans-forming space. In Oakleaf, silent intuition had shaped stones to carry a deep-running, ancient mystery.
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				London, 1993

				“This is a security alert: 

				all passengers leave the train immediately.” 

				Their eyes mask the erupting volcano in their souls. 

				Without a word they walk the ancient, tile-lined tunnels

				climb the never-ending escalator banks,

				emerging from the bowels of the underground 

				to a street seething with disrupted humanity.

				Bulletin boards suggest alternate routes

				double-decker buses stop, already choked to the doors 

				huddled figures walk uncertain miles 

				ghostlike rows of taxis pass in procession 

				until finally one car separates from the horde

				gathers us up and with silent arabesques 

				delivers us safely home. 
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				Ronchamp Cathedral

				France

				Come pilgrim spirits,

				let us climb towards Ronchamp!

				savour the pulse of the rising road,

				revel in reaching Corbusier’s dream.

				The white eminence assumes a winged shape,

				feel a gentle breeze on our up-turned faces, 

				wind slowly to the summit and the western door,

				to move too swiftly would wrench the dream apart.

				Marvel at the wrapping sky, pause, then enter, 

				standing, allow the eyes to sweep the curving walls,

				walking, trace the niches jewelled with coloured glass,

				feeding the soul, sit, rest a while.
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				Prelude

				Why was I lifting my fingers to remove a tear, suddenly adrift on my cheek? Was it the Italian road sign pointing to Monte Cassino? Such a small, blue rectangle with white lettering but it reached into a torrent of unexpected emotions … and in the coming days, prompted my pen and my story.

					During the Italian winter and early Spring of 1944, WWII Allied ingenuity and resources were stretched by their multiple attempts to penetrate the German strongholds close to the Rapi-do River, and the towering rocky promontory, Monte Cassino with its omnipresent Benedictine monastery. All the roads, rivers and mountain passes leading to Rome were secured by German troops. The repeated thrusts of the Allies from the south, the bloody horrors of each assault, the ever-mounting death toll came to be etched in all the annals of WWII. Could Saint Benedict have imagined all the beauty of his sacred monastery, basilica and arching cloisters becoming such a battleground?

					The Monte Cassino monastery, founded in 529 by Saint Ben-edict, became known throughout the world as a place of holiness, culture and art. Twice in its early days it was invaded and left in ruins. Still later, in 1349, it was leveled by an earthquake. One restoration followed yet another, and each time the basilica’s inte-rior gained more and more artistry and beauty. On February 15, 1944, during the final battles to reach Rome, the monastery once again was reduced to heaps of rubble, this time by Allied aircraft. During the decade following the war, the Italian state financed the restoration of the monastery and basilica. It was into this glowing beauty and grandeur that I stepped after a switch-back climb to the top of the mountain.

					In a gentle rain, I began my walk through the storied paths of the monastery and cloisters. It was a quiet and measured walk. I 
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				was surprised that from the deep recesses of my memory I was recalling the youthful faces of those maimed servicemen that I had helped to rehabilitate in the Quebec military hospital at Sainte Anne de Bellevue. Many of my patients had been injured during the Allied invasion of Italy. As vividly as yesterday I saw the hospi-tal trains, the wards of amputees, the bandaged heads and limbs, lines of crutches and wheel chairs, face straining to remember, and always humour camouflaging a deep cauldron of fear and despair.

					At the same time I was seeing my young love as he wrote more than two years of letters from American foxholes and artillery dugouts. He was so certain of his pacifist stance that he had enlist-ed as a conscientious objector, and as a medic rescued the injured from the battlefields that spread across Italy, and France, right into Germany. In the aftermath of the victory in Europe his ultimate horror had been … Dachau.

					As I walked in what had now become a downpour, I mourn-ed all the young lives tortured for a lifetime by their injuries and their unshakeable memories. Placing one foot after another on the thirty-nine steps rising to the basilica, the rain splashing on my umbrella, I let all of my patients and my young love know that always I would remember them. The marble Saint Benedict at the foot of the steps understood.

					After returning from Italy, I took out the wartime letters, now yellow with age. It was the haunting beauty of the letters from a foxhole that drew me into imagining a story. It is this story that has become a braiding together of quotations from the treasured wartime letters, reminiscences of my defining military hospital experiences as an occupational therapist, and related reference to the broader, soul- searing WWII history. It is the poetry within the line of each letter that now I am unwrapping, remembering, celebrating, sharing.
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				That Day In Kyoto

				Our trio begins each Kyoto day in a 21st century architectural wonder, a railway station. Buses, railway and subway cars con-verge in this soaring miracle. This morning we take a train on track two at exactly 8.32. Watches can be set or corrected by each arrival time! Speeding out of the density of the city, we pass alter-nately clustered rows of houses and always rectangles of watery green with sprouting rice. Close to the rising mountains we leave the train and begin our walk towards the massive wooden south gate of the temple. 

					The mountainside wraps

					The commanding temple gate

					Welcomes, embraces

				I feel the welcome and, stepping into the temple grounds, I am so comfortable. I roam the acres independently, walking, sitting, think-ing, reading and allowing the experiences of the temple buildings and gardens to gently flow into a gathering pool of memories.

					I climb wide stone steps to the main temple and I am greeted by rows of empty shoes. I slip out of mine, feeling all the comfort and silence of stocking feet.

					Rows of ordered shoes

					Drawing close to temple steps 

					Silent Buddha waits

				Inside the temple, sitting on a small ledge, I take out my notes and, in all the warmth of early June, my eyes trace the ancient figures shaped in wood and clay. Once again Buddha is sitting among a cluster of lotus leaves, his hands raised in gestures of comfort, and all around him is a vast array of protecting heavenly guardians. 

					This is one day in fourteen and one temple among many in Nara, Uji and Kyoto. Our trio is able to visit a temple each day along with a sprinkling of museums and miles of walking! Gradually one Buddha 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				94	

			

		

		
			
				[ My Journey to One Hundred \

			

		

		
			
				is becoming important to me- Yakushi, the healing Buddha. I am able to recognize him quickly because, rather than sitting among lotus leaves, this Buddha sits on a draped box. His right hand raised, palm facing forward, is saying silently “Fear not.” In his left hand, he holds a small amphora containing healing spirits. The same spirits are to be found in the box on which he sits. Yakushi is helping me temper the pain of my son’s death in the last year and I am grateful.

					Ascending stone steps

					Gather me to a Buddha

					A gentle tranquility

				Walking from one temple building to another, I linger in the gardens to enjoy their deep silence and beauty. There is a garden with pond, moss, shaped trees and bushes. Then there are large spaces of raked, patterned sand and, always a miracle, a well-placed stone. There is magic in that simple beauty.

					Perfect spheres all pink

					Gathered to warm brown earth

					Azaleas dancing

				Sometimes I stop to watch a monk, silently working in a garden.

					Sit at a distance

					Resonate with the whisk 

					Gathering stray leaves

				Other times I sit engrossed watching the fingertips of a woman removing the tiny green sprouts breaking through the border of pristine, raked sand.

					Tiny dressed in blue

					She gathered straying green stalks

					Into waiting pans

				Still other moments I watch as a monk wraps a rock in heavy blackened twine. When placed on a path, this stone will alert a 
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				walker that he can go no further. Surely a stop sign appropriate for a temple garden!

					A black twine-wrapped stone

					A warning: retreat, return

					No future this way

				In a secluded area, a bamboo gate alerts me to a remembered experience. I enter and follow the stone path toward the tea house. I rest on a covered bench where, in my imagination, many had waited an invitation to the tea ceremony.

					A tea house waiting 

					Open the transforming gate

					Taste the healing tea

				Once the invitation is offered, each guest will stop by the hol-lowed stone filled with fresh clear water and, with the bamboo ladle, wash their hands and then, with their fingers, carry water to cleanse their lips. Only then is each guest prepared for the tea ceremony and the tea bowls with their shining pools of greens.

					A cool hollowed stone

					Water for hands and spirit 

					Approach the tea house

				Gathering up their serenity from the day our trio meets, moves towards trains that will carry us close to our Kyoto rooms. There is a welcome stop in a small family restaurant on a hidden street, where large bowls of rice or noodles are transformed with eggs, fish, or vegetables. Substantial, plain, but a healthy impetus to walk the last roads to ‘home’!

					My hands grasp the bowl 

					Gathering rice contentment

					From the wooden sticks

				How grateful I am for all the lingering magic of that Kyoto day.
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				It is Beauty that Sustains Me

				It is beauty that sustains me. The beauty in that instant when the eye holds a gesture, a shape, a colour, a surface texture, and the ear reaches for the unexpected; a moment, transforming the ordinary into the extraordinary.

					Beauty is an organ chord reverberating through every atom; the pre-dawn, tentative chirping sounds of birds, clinging to a nearby tree; the staccato sound of an ocean wave rolling over a pebbled shore; the nighttime train whistle, opening memory’s door. 

					Beauty is a full moon held in the sky by the lacy branches of an ancient apple tree; the shapes on a canvas resonating with an inner story; the surface of an evening lake painted by the fiery reds of the setting sun; the dancer’s arm reaching, reaching into eternity; the symmetries of a winter corn field, the golden stubble festooned in winter’s white.	

					Beauty is a smile of recognition; the unexpected visitor at the door; the arms that open--and then enclose; the comforting words that respond to hidden, swirling emotions; all the riches of friendship.

					Beauty in art, nature and life lifts me into the transcendent moment, offering the gift of insight, understanding, and ever new, ever green possibilities. This is the beauty that sustains me.
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				It wasn’t just the chair but the pointed bobbins, crochet hooks, embroidery and knitting needles that provided the defense for my grandmother. All women needed to protect their quiet, respite moments from the ongoing demands of a multitude of tasks, and the ever-present needs of their children. How clever was this needle moat! Precious moments of reprieve from household demands! How legitimate those quiet corners! 
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