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Carol Mockovak 
 

Music of the Boundary Waters     
 
The crash of the waves 
The cry of a loon 
The call of a wolf 
The splash of a paddle 
 
A sonata for  
Setting up camp 
A lullaby for  
Sleeping in a tent 
 
A memory  
Recorded in a 
Symphony from 
The trees  
 

 
Nancy Minahan 

Moonrise, stained glass 
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Iric Nathanson 
 
A Special Place 
 
This special place, our Becketwood home, has been transformed 
over the past 40 years.  
 
Our castle-like building has an updated look now that the front 
entrance and the patio have been rebuilt. Our grounds, once golf- 
course pristine, have taken on a new more natural appearance 
with low-mow maintenance and the installation of the meadow on 
Mount Becketwood.   
 
Major changes have occurred demographically. In 1986, when 
Becketwood opened, Members were part of the Greatest 
Generation. Many were World War II vets. Today, baby boomers 
predominate at Becketwood. Their life experiences differ markedly 
from the earlier generations.  
 
And now, in 2026, Becketwood is no longer self-managed. An 
outside organization, Ebenezer, oversees co-op operations. 
Despite these changes, the more intangible aspects of life at 
Becketwood have endured over the last four decades. At the 
outset, our founders created a cooperative structure that continues 
to provide the foundation for Becketwood governance. Because 
we are all joint owners of the cooperative corporation, we have a 
direct stake in the preservation and enhancement of this 12-acre 
facility. That sense of ownership is lacking in the more recent 
senior developments organized as rentals.    
 
The cooperative structure, in turn, has enhanced a strong sense of 
community that has always been Becketwood’s hallmark. 
Membership in the cooperative is the characteristic that we 
Becketwoodians share. That common characteristic makes us a 
part of a community in the most general sense. But community at 
Becketwood has a much deeper, more personal feel for many of 
us. Community means the bonds of friendship and support we 
have been able to establish with the neighbors who share this 
living space with us. 
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Some of us are lucky enough to benefit from the support that 
nearby family members and friends outside Becketwood can 
provide. But for others, particularly those without life partners, 
Becketwood has become our family. When we are laid up at home 
with some incapacity or other, we know we can always call on a 
neighbor to make that run to the pharmacy or the grocery store for 
us. And when we step out of our apartment, often there is a friend 
nearby we can chat with on the way to the elevator or the mailbox. 
 
Particularly as we age, the sense of community can overcome the 
isolation that burdens so many seniors who live by themselves. As 
the years go by, it is not as easy as it once was to drive out to see 
that friend in Plymouth or Stillwater. And that friend, someone we 
may have known since childhood, may no longer be with us. More 
and more, our social world is comprised of the new friends we 
have made at Becketwood. 
 
Becketwood fosters a strong, embracing sense of community, but 
that community doesn’t envelop us on its own. If we want 
community, we can’t sit back and wait for it to find us. We have to 
go out and find it. That may mean choosing to participate in some 
of the myriad activities that occur here every week. We can 
volunteer to join the teams that keep Becketwood functioning on a 
day-to-day basis: the pantry crew, the garden stewards, the 
recyclers, the move-in mavens, the list goes on and on. But life at 
Becketwood is more than work. It’s also fun. That enjoyment could 
include the Monday night games, the Wednesday night dances, or 
the Saturday morning Ukulele Society.   
 
For those of us who want some companionship without organized 
activities, there is morning coffee in the workshop and the 
afternoon get-together in the coffee shop. And it is always easy 
enough to share a table with people we may not know at mealtime 
in the Dining Room and at Cookie Cart on Thursday afternoon. 
 
As we celebrate our co-op’s 40th anniversary, we need to 
acknowledge the strong enduring community that has made 
Becketwood such a special place. 
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Pat Cummings 
A Haiku for Lily 
 
Our mentor and friend 
 
Treasured flower of Becketwood 
            
Your wisdom seeds us.  

                   

          

Janet Tripp       Vanjie Bratt, A Splash of 
             Color, Chinese watercolors 

Transplants 
  

To be rooted is perhaps the most important and least 
 recognized need of the human soul. – Simone Weil 

 
I am rooted in family, in faith, and my corner of this good green 
earth. That used to be the southwest corner of Minneapolis. Then 
one year ago we packed up our lives and followed Minnehaha 
Creek five miles south, passed Minnehaha Falls and settled in 
Becketwood.  
 
In the spring I met with my friend Lyn, who is on the Grounds 
Committee. I had a question and she has a map of all the trees 
surrounding our senior residence, a stone’s throw from the 
Mississippi River. I wanted to know, what was this tree? Should I, 
could I, trim a few of the long hanging branches? I am steward of 
this particular common garden, one story below my window. It had 
been a struggle to water and weed around its branches. At my 
Logan Avenue house I had looked down through the branches of a 
tall river birch my husband and children had planted years ago. I 
knew it well and felt the need to be properly introduced to my 
current next-door neighbor whose branches frame my new front 
lawn. Lyn opened the map and introduced me to Amur the 
Chokecherry tree. 
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I was uprooted by the move. The plan had been to leave my house 
feet first on the way to the cemetery. Life doesn’t always go as 
planned. Things change -- circumstances, needs, and even our 
bodies, which deceive us when we are not looking. We’ve become 
someone new with different needs. It became necessary to create 
a new home for these new people with their new needs. So here I 
was, learning about Amur. 
 
She is a lovely tree. Born in Korea, Manchuria and China along the 
banks of the Amur River. Her full scientific name is Prunus Maackii. 
In the spring there were white hanging flowers and this fall red 
berries that ripen to black. The fruit is described as sour and I am 
not a jam or jelly maker so I will leave it dinner for the birds. Amur’s 
bark is papery and somewhat striated like a birch, a lovely amber 
shading to copper. 
 
Like me, Amur is a transplant. I am not as far away from home as 
she is, being only a few miles down Minnehaha Parkwy, not across 
an ocean. The chokecherry has been at Becketwood for seven 
years and is comfortably at home. Not me. I am still in a state of 
shock: uprooted, at a loss, confused, and missing my breezy sun 
porch, the scent of lilacs, watching goldfinch eating lunch outside 
my kitchen window, and in the winter, a glowing fire in our 
fireplace.  
 
Transplanted trees can take even a year to grow new roots, 
depending on how big its diameter is, how long it had been in its 
first home. Transplant shock can severely stress the tree, requiring 
a longer time to recover and establish new roots. The new 
environment matters. What the soil is like, the water, the 
temperature. If the tree is root bound, all tangled up, it takes longer 
and extra care. 
 
Living on Logan Avenue for 49 years, raising three children, my 
roots were thoroughly tangled in memories, friendships, a garden 
added to over the years, the comfort of the familiar. Uprooting, 
dismantling, throwing away, struggling with what to keep, what 
mattered and what didn’t left me stressed, numb and weary. It did 
not help that our new space had immediate needs: new 
appliances, a desperate lack of bookshelves, paint and carpeting. 
 



 

6 
 

I knew this would be hard. The old, the familiar was so safe. It’s not 
as though we hadn’t thought it through: Forty years ago I had 
visited this residence, walked past the gardens and the woods, up 
the stairs, past the tall windows and said to myself, “I could live 
here.” So we are and find the soil in this new space rich and deep, 
full of people of good will welcoming and helpful. There are 260 of 
them, divided like Minneapolis and St. Paul by geography--the east 
wing and the west wing. Living next to the west elevator, our 
nearest neighbor the craft room, I may never know neighbors in 
the eastern block. 
 
Amur the chokecherry may communicate through its root system 
as trees do, but I doubt it has attitude problems, that emotions 
keep it awake nights, that it struggles to give up the old to make 
way for the new. 
 
I am here now. Sitting at my desk looking out the window. The front 
door of Becketwood is below me beside the patio and my common 
garden, number 8. The chokecherry casts a loving shade to 
nurture the hosta and ferns. Her branches rustle and sway in the 
breeze. People go in and out the front door: visitors and residents, 
some on canes and walkers, dogs on a leash leading their person, 
cleaning staff and administration folks. Vehicles pull up, Amazon 
Prime, FedEx, ambulances that some call the Becketwood taxi, 
sometimes accompanied by a fire truck. My location, second floor, 
close to the elevator, easy to find just past the front desk and the 
library, was one of the attractions. From our windows I follow the 
goings-on of my neighbors, watch the sun rise, the shadows 
lengthen. 
 
It’s been a year. I have set out some feelers, established a few 
connections, planted some zinnias. I watch the seasons change 
beyond my window. Life flourishing, retreating and resting under 
the winter snow. Time can’t be hurried. This will be home in its own 
good time. Friends wonder if I’m settled yet. I tell them to ask me in 
a year. I’m still busy feathering my nest, living this new life I find 
myself in, my roots reaching out into the new soil. I put aside what 
can wait, which is most everything. I look around at this day, pick 
up my pen and write my way into this new life.  
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Vanjie Bratt 
Love Birds Chatting 
Chinese watercolors  

 
 
 
 
 

 

Kyoko Katayama 
七転八起  Nanakorobi yaoki     
Fall Seven Times, Get up Eight 
 
I am 12 years old. It’s sweltering August 1959 in Tokyo. Mama, her 
younger sister and brother all leave to work in the morning and 
come home tired in the evening. I’m home alone till then. One 
month of summer break from school is an eternity. Days are so 
long, like time itself is melting and dripping away in the heat. I’m hot 
and I’m bored. I go to Shizue-chan’s apartment across the hall. She 
is my age, also alone and bored. 
  
“I have an idea,” I tell Shizue-chan. “Let’s learn to ride a bicycle!” 
Neither of us, nor anyone in our family for that matter, owns a 
bicycle. It’s that I’ve watched grown-ups and teenagers ride them, 
sitting tall and looking intent, the wheels swiftly weaving through the 
sluggish walkers. I think they look so cool. 
  
“Let’s try!” I prompt.  
Shizue-chan opens her eyes wide. “Kyoko-chan, it’s no use. We 
don’t have a bicycle to try.”  
“No, no, there is a little bicycle repair shop by Chu-gakko, the junior 
high. They rent old bicycles, cheap!” I say. 
 
Shizue-chan yields to my enthusiasm. We walk to the tiny shop. 
Coming in from the summer noon, our eyes have to get used to the 
dim light of the shop. We smell metal and some kind of oil. The man 
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with greasy fingers is amused by the unusual customers. “Yes, I 
have bikes just right for you girls. It’s 10 yen for an hour.” He pulls 
out a couple of smaller bikes. He makes sure the hand brakes work. 
We pay with our small coins, our lunch money. 
 
I walk the bike towards the dusty yard of the junior high and Shizue-
chan follows me. I can’t get on the bike and keep a balance. Shizue-
chan and I take turns holding each other’s bike until we go a few 
feet, we brake, put one foot down, and start over again. Our cheeks 
redden with sweat, grime and determination. 
  
All the rest of August we pay visits to the bike shop and we practice. 
Before we start school, we can go round and round the fenced field. 
We never think of going on the streets where the neighbors could 
see our secret ritual and our smug faces.  

       ****** 
I am 16 now. Mama tells me about an American she met. I am angry 
when she decides to marry him at the American embassy in Tokyo. 
We are supposed to belong to each other and no one else. Mama 
and I have always been the family, and I don’t want to make room 
for a stranger. He, Mr. Milligan, says, “One day I am taking you to 
America.” His blue eyes say, we should feel grateful to him for 
taking us away from Japan, the backward war-torn country. I don’t 
like him but I don’t say that to Mama. I keep inside my 
disappointment in Mama for marrying him, and my sadness about 
changes I have no control over. Her last name is now Milligan from 
Katayama, and she requires me the same for the purpose of 
passport and visa. Kyoko Milligan. Who is that?  
  
A year later, in June our cross-pacific ship slowly passes under the 
Golden Gate Bridge. The passengers rush to the deck to see. I can’t 
believe how pretty and uniform the houses on the hills are. We 
disembark the ship and we are met by Mr. Milligan’s nephew and 
his wife who live in Daily City, a suburb of San Francisco. Their 
house is on top of a hill, and from there, I could see the ocean we’ve 
just crossed. Beyond it are my home and my friends from whom I 
am ripped apart. I feel raw like I was skinned and I have no 
protection.   
  
In the nephew’s beautiful home, they show mama and me a special 
room for a car, called a “garage.” There I see a bicycle tucked away. 
I ask in my broken English, Can I lide it? still mixing up L and R. 
They say, “of course,” and the nephew pulls out the bike for me on 
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the spotless sidewalk. I have not ridden a bicycle since those 
August days with Shizue-chan. The excitement of riding a bike 
consoles my homesickness. I am at the top of a hill that now looks 
steeper than I thought. I mount it and the bike gains momentum 
quickly. I try to brake, but oh no, I can’t find handle brakes. The 
American bike has no brakes and I’m going downhill so fast in a 
strange new country!  
  
I crash into a bush by a pale-yellow house with orange flowers. On 
the ground, my misery bursts open. I just want to crumple and cry. 
Forever. My face stings. Scrapes here and blood there. In time I get 
up. I pick up the unscraped sturdy American bike. I slowly walk it 
uphill to the nephew’s house.  
  
Nana korobi ya-oki, fall seven times, get up eight, a Japanese 
proverb says. Yes, I remember.                  
 
         

Vanjie Bratt 
 

View of an Owl 
Only a Few Feet from 

a Becketwoodian’s 
Window 

Chinese watercolors 
 

           
    

 



 

10 
 

 
Rick Weber 
 
Simon’s Tour 
 
“Starts right here, often enough for this room to have a reputation. 
Some married women don’t let their husband come here alone.” 
The tour leader said with a fake chuckle as she leaned against the 
third of five kinda large free-standing two-sided bookshelves. Two 
of the other walls were lousy with books. One wall was windows 
and, I guess, there wasn’t a fourth wall because the hallway went 
right through the space. 
 
“Right over there on the jig-saw tables. Not so much at the heavy 
table over there, behind you, sir, because that is usually where the 
women meet in the afternoon. The men gather for morning coffee 
in the wood shop.” 
 
I was the sir, leaning against the table, holding my knees tight 
together.  
 
I hadn’t been paying a lot of attention so I didn’t know what 
happened at the puzzle tables. The last I remembered she was 
talking about elevator reliability. I don’t know if she said they 
were—or were not—very reliable.  
 
Either way. Didn’t bother me. I took the stairs, but looking at the 
other nine members on the introductory walkabout, I figured they 
sure needed an elevator. Oh, and a map. This place was a maze. 
A person needed that ‘Gobble Maps,’ I think it was called, to find 
anything. What I need to find was a bathroom. My bladder felt the 
size of an emu’s egg. One about to break. 
 
The tour had started with a video thing almost three hours ago and 
I was pushing my luck just standing there, shifting weight side to 
side. I felt like a first grader wanting to raise my hand and ask for a 
hall pass, except I had never been a first grader, personally; just 
watched ‘em on rare occasions when I visited Samantha, my 
daughter, and I walked with her to pick up the twins. 
 
I was still jet-lagged. I should have known the flight from Australia 
was too hard on me to do anything except rest the first two days in 
Minneapolis. This was day one.  
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Samantha was due to meet me here in another three hours to look 
at buying a place. She had already had the tour and said she had 
a place picked out. 
 
The dining room where the Marketing Committee had given us a 
ham and cheese sandwich and potato salad and refills of coffee 
was nice. Airy and homey. I’ll give them that, if your idea of home 
is a manor house. Mine was more of a rustic ranch. 
 
“Dad. You are seventy-eight years old. You know you can’t stay 
out there alone any more. I won’t allow it. You don’t have a 
neighbor within five miles and you didn’t even get your phone fixed 
for almost a month after you threw it against the wall. I was ready 
to get on a plane when I checked with McGarvy at the Postal 
Pickup Outpost Store. He told me you were OK, showing up every 
other day like always.”  
 
“The damn thing wasn’t working before I threw it,” I responded. I 
could be ornery. 
 
“Excuse me, Ma’am. Are there any personal care facilities 
nearby?” I hated to ask. I had to ask. 
 
“Personal Care Facilities?” The question seemed to stump her. 
“Well, there is a Health Clinic just across the river and shopping in 
the same area, but not a gym. You do recall seeing our own new 
health and fitness area, don’t you?” 
 
I hated asking even more the second time. “No. I mean a loo.” 
 
The three other old guys on the tour perked up and paid attention 
now. 
 
“Oh. Yes. Just through that door and a few steps to the right,” was 
the answer. She looked at her watch. “My, my. Look at the time. 
Where did it all go?” She tried a smile but the four of us were 
already on the move. 
 
“Damn,” said the tall guy who got to the door first. “It’s onna them 
unisexy one-holers. I’m Daryl, in case you forget everybody’s 
names like I did. Who’s got dibs?” 
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‘I do. I’m the one who asked.” I wasn’t so jet-lagged to surrender 
my advantage. “And I’m Simon.” 
 
On the way back to the group I asked Daryl what it was the lady 
said often happened in that last room. 
 
“Oh, she was talking about hookups. One of the ladies, the one 
with the dyed hair and the high heels had asked how many guys 
and gals lived here. It was pretty clear she meant single people. I 
think she is a cougar on the prowl. My wife said the tour guide is 
on the prowl too. My wife picks up on things like that.” 
 
“A cougar on the prowl?” I asked. 
 
“You know. Getting that first look at the men coming into the place. 
Heh. Heh. My wife said that guide was giving you the eye, ‘ncase 
you didn’t notice.” 
 
That stopped me. No woman had looked at me for years. Then 
again, I wasn’t around women much. Since Anne died I wasn’t 
interested anyway. Four years, five months and….seven days 
now. I keep count on the calendar. 
 
I don’t know why. Maybe because I haven’t been happy since. 
After the tour I went to my room. Samantha had rented one of the 
guest rooms right in the facility. It was nice enough. The whole 
place was nice enough. But it wasn’t home.  
 
Samantha was probably right. I would never go home again. I sure 
hated to admit it. Just hated it. So I went back to that room. The 
library. 
 
There were eight ladies at the coffee table and two ladies at the 
bigger puzzle table sorting small pieces out of the bottom of a box 
by…color I guessed…looking at the pieces in the plates in front of 
them. 
 
I was no puzzle putter together but I was good at detail and colors. 
I could see they had some wrong colors in the plates. “I think that 
orange piece you are holding goes with these over here,” I said.  
 
I couldn’t stop myself from adding “Damnation. That’s a picture of 
Ayers Rock on the box cover. I live near there.” 
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There was a third stool and the slender gal patted it as she made 
eye contact and said, “Well, sit down and help out if that’s your 
bent. I’m Monette. This is Nancy. You new here? Where do you 
come from?” 
 
She had nice eyes, same color as the skies back home. It’s fair to 
say something started. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  Vanjie Bratt, Sunrise Landscape, Chinese watercolor 
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Diane Patricia Barrett  
 
Berlin 
 
I was in my early 20s on a journey of adventurous escape after 
grad-school, precipitated, in part, by two recent losses, the death 
of my mother and the ending of a several-year relationship. After 
working for the summer in a Swiss hotel as a kitchen helper, I 
ended up in Berlin. It was there that the grand theft took place. 
 
It was during the Cold War, 1970 to be exact, when the Berlin Wall 
stood ominously, separating communist East Berlin from 
democratic West Berlin. Although West Berliners were not allowed 
to pass through to the Russian Sector, foreigners from the West 
were, Checkpoint Charlie being the transit point. I had it in my 
mind that I wanted to experience the crossing into the East; the 
mystery and edginess of things had always been an allure for me, 
although, thankfully, I’d been very good at calculating the safe 
distance.  
 
On the designated day, I made my way from the American zone to 
Checkpoint Charlie, presented my papers, and, permission 
granted, took that one step beyond the line of demarcation 
between freedom and its absence under a system of autocratic 
rule. Truthfully, I did feel a little scared as I said goodbye to the 
American soldier and the protective safety that he embodied. 
These were the days of post-World War II history when there was 
a pervasive aura of suspicion and fear in the West of the Soviet 
Union. Although highly unlikely that I would have an encounter with 
the Stazi, the East Berlin police controlled by the Russians, I felt 
cautious, having consumed so many news clips and spy movies 
growing up in the 1950s and ‘60s, depicting the brutality inflicted 
upon East Berliners and their collaborators, especially those trying 
to escape to the West.  
 
One step is all it took, and there I stood in the Communist East, the 
darkness and bleakness of it as I had imagined. I’m mainly 
referring, of course, to the felt sense of the place, the feeling of 
oppression. This married to the concrete: stores with poorly 
stocked shelves, the people nonresponsive to smiles, buildings in 
disrepair. I walked about uneasily, taking in the weightiness of the 
grief, which, I now realize, matched the heaviness of my own 
history of death and loss.  
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Wanting to support the East Berliners, I had currency exchanged 
to buy a few items. I spent the afternoon wandering the streets, 
popping into ill-stocked shops, but mainly observing. When the 
time came to start making my way back -- I certainly didn’t want to 
arrive later than my allotted time -- and as I was negotiating 
cobblestone streets lined with black-sooted five- or six-story 
buildings, I impulsively took one of the remaining East Berlin coins 
from my pocket and surreptitiously placed it in my shoe, knowing 
that, before exiting, I would be ordered by the authorities in the 
Russian zone to exchange back any remaining currency.  
 
Why? I didn’t know, really. I suppose it was some semblance of 
resistance that overcame my inhibition and fear, landing in a 
smooth, definitive movement of hand to shoe. I knew that I wanted 
to protest this suppression of the natural human desire to be free 
to grow, to express. Well, there was no intense questioning from 
the Russian soldiers, just a direction to move to the exchange 
kiosk, since I did acknowledge that I had some East Berlin 
coinage. Pretty anti-climactic. I wonder, though, what would have 
happened if the guards had asked me to remove my shoes and 
had found the coin? Probably not much, but, who knows, the 
gesture may have been taken as a symbolic way of expressing 
alliance with the underground resistance, which I suppose it was.   
 
On November 9, 1989, the Berlin Wall fell. Riding the wave of  
growing and more visible nonviolent protest as citizens of the 
Communist block countries began taking to the streets, East 
Berliners, too, brought their protest to the city square. The crowds 
in East Berlin’s Alexanderplatz gathered that Fall in increasing 
numbers carrying flags, banners, and posters, despite the curfews 
and bans on assembly imposed by the threatened government. On 
November 9, a million East Germans defied the prohibitions once 
again, and the collective demand for freedom finally broke through 
the wall of oppression, the guards relenting under the pressure of 
the inevitable, and “once again people were writing history with 
their feet” (Rebecca Solnit, Wanderlust). 
 
I returned to Berlin in 2017. For the better part of a year, a 
persistent sense of wanting to revisit Berlin was with me, and I 
finally decided to follow the impulse. I stayed in East Berlin and for 
several days walked around Alexanderplatz and the surrounding 
city, now vibrant and alive…. And, of course, I went to Checkpoint 
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Charlie. I can remember somberly approaching the spot where the 
checkpoint once stood, as images of the bleakness and decay of 
that place rose from some interior memory box, having been 
deposited there almost fifty years prior.   
 
I stood for several minutes in front of the Checkpoint Charlie 
Museum that had been built at the site to commemorate the 
significance of this crossing over point by the Wall. The incongruity 
between my moody internal storyline and the surrounding noise 
and busyness of big city commercialism and the requisite, it 
seems, McDonald’s across the street on Friedrichstrasse, couldn’t 
have been more pronounced. I felt disoriented and fled to the 
interior of the Museum where, strangely, I found solace.   
 
Once inside, I wandered among the displays of Cold War history. 
Darkness, fear, oppression, vividly portrayed by multimedia 
presentations in the dimly lit interior. Remarkably, though, I could 
also feel a thread of transcendence and hope as I moved through 
the unfolding story. Resistance movements; growing international 
nonviolent protests for human rights; artists and poets bearing 
witness to the human struggle for dignity and freedom.   
 
After several hours of immersion in that time and place, I surfaced 
onto a sunlit Friedrichstrasse amidst the frenzy of everyday big city 
living, feeling surprisingly more hopeful. Here it was, with its far-
less-than-perfect self, a united and free city. I joined the fray, 
smiling a bit as I passed McDonald’s in search of an alternative 
place to eat, experiencing somewhere along the way the imprint of 
that East Berlin coin in my shoe, and wondering if that implied 
gesture of resistance might be called for again in my life, the 
present times even demanding a movement from silent gesture to 
feet-on-the-ground marching. 
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Ingrid Stocking 

Maine Morning 
I held a small black phone in my hand 
that morning in Maine, in a field of my best friend’s grass 
near the pond where we’d just swum naked. 
We walked past the lilies 
and the sleeping snapping turtle, and the purple lupine. 
My dog followed us across the road and back 
hoping to catch a frog, a squirrel, a resting toad. 
We walked past a sleeping farm 
through blueberry fields, where bees were drinking. 
 
He had called the night before, and said 
They found it in my throat and gut, I hope 
I’ll see you soon again. 
O my god, I said. 
 
The sky was barely light that early morning 
when the phone rang in my hand. 
There is no other way -- I don’t know how to tell you -- 
He died at 5:00 this morning. 
 
And then someone -- I don’t know who it was -- 
someone, that morning, was screaming in the grass.  
 
 
 
 
         Jerry McClelland 

 
Beautiful Weed 
print on cotton paper    
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Marcia Floding 
 

San Geronimo Fortress 
 
In January of 2012, my late husband Matt had a conference in San 
Juan, Puerto Rico, and I went with him. Close to our hotel was an 
ancient fort that intrigued me. I had brought my sketch book and 
decided to sketch the fort, which dated back to the 15th century. 
 
While I was sitting by the fort, studying its structure for several 
hours (it was much warmer there), I was aware of a sense of 
sadness. The fort had been a place for prisoners, and I became 
aware of what must have been a place of sorrow. 
 

 

 
        

Marcia Floding  
San Geronimo  
pencil sketch  
on Bristol smooth paper 
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Ann Lovrien 

Assumed Identity 
The road ended at my grandparents’ farm. The narrow band of 
gravel gave way to prairie weeds. When you got to the farm, you 
were there to visit, or you were lost. I was seven years old and 
staying with my grandparents. It was late summer and my favorite 
time of day -- early evening, everything golden time. 
 
Grandpa and I had just finished milking the cows and feeding the 
cats. Grandpa did the cows, and I did the cats. As we walked from 
the barn, we noticed a fast-moving ball of dust heading toward the 
farm. Someone was coming to see us. 
 
A white Cadillac crunched off the gravel and onto the yard. Inside 
the car was a girl my age and a man I decided was her father. 
While the man and Grandpa talked, the girl and I looked at each 
other through the car’s open window. 
 
She was on her way to a party in a white dress with crinolines so 
stiff, it took both hands to keep her skirt down. Her head was 
covered in yellow ringlets. Pink satin bows perched above her 
ears. I couldn’t see her shoes, but I knew they were patent leather. 
 
I took this opportunity of chance encounter to tell myself a story. 
She thinks I live here; she thinks my grandpa is my dad; she thinks 
I’m poor; she thinks I work hard. This was all quite pleasing to me. 
I was poor because we didn’t have a Cadillac, the barn needed 
painting, and the house was a slap-dash of crooked additions. Just 
being the farm at the end of the road and having a gray-haired 
father spoke of lack and effort.   
 
How I looked shouted our poverty and my life of physical exertion. 
A sweaty, sunburned, dirt-streaked face was clear evidence. Add 
to this, straight brown pigtails and bangs that needed trimming. I 
wore a stained blue shirt with snaps down the front, faded jeans 
and my socks poked through the tops of my red tennis shoes. I 
liked what a mess I presented. 
 
While Grandpa and her dad continued to talk, the girl and I 
continued to look at each other, absorbed in our own thoughts.  
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Actually, I was absorbed in both of our thoughts, sure that I could 
read her conclusions. 
 
She felt sorry for me, but I was proud of my life as a farmer. She 
thought I wanted her pretty white dress and ringlets. I felt 
completely at home in my cow milking, cat feeding outfit. She 
believed going to a party was more fun than staying home. I took 
immense satisfaction in being surrounded by the rich golden sun, 
shining on the farm at the end of the road. 
 
Having gotten directions to their destination, the Cadillac turned 
around and kicked up a retreating ball of dust. Grandpa and I 
walked to the house for supper with Grandma. 
 
At the end of the week, I went home to a small city where I lived 
with three siblings and parents of average age and income. I got 
my bangs trimmed and took up my life of middle-class, urban 
second grader. 
 
 
 

Judy Solmonson 

Wondering as the first snow falls 
 
What do the trees think as their branches are newly outlined with the 
soft white snow 
 
Do the bare branches feel naked or are they happy to see the birds and 
squirrels frolicking on their branches 
 
Winds arch and sway the mighty oak, elm and maple branches that 
testify to tree strength and flexibility 
 
Tree roots reach down to nourish the many creatures that thrive 
beneath the earth 
 
Will I once again embrace the cold, wind and snow that punctuates 
this season of winter 
 
Yes, this is my world, ever changing, challenging me to open my 
mind, heart, and body to the exciting possibilities ahead  
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Lucia Wilkes Smith 
 
Euthanasia 
 
Most of us kids didn’t even see the stupid bird suddenly smack into 
the pale blue car driving along Joppa Avenue. We were too busy 
playing our mid-summer game of Red Rover on the Swensons’ 
front yard. It was a 1950 Ford, Johnny told us later, and he knew 
his makes and models.  
 
The rest of us were much more interested in that big black starling 
lying motionless in the street. All seven of us ran onto the 
pavement to stare at it. We squatted in a wide circle around it, and 
we asked each other, “Is it dead?”  
 
Jimmy McCoy reached out to nudge it with the handle of his sling 
shot. He barely touched it, and the bird lurched and jerked to its 
feet. We jumped back, and the poor thing dragged one wing on the 
ground and wobbled goofily for a few inches along the hot 
pavement.  
 
“It’s gonna die,” Jerilyn announced, and she was the oldest so we 
all believed. She stood with her hands on her hips and held her 
mouth the way our mothers would have done if they’d been there 
instead of sitting in the Swensons’ screened porch, sipping iced 
tea and playing canasta. 
 
Ruthie started to cry. 
 
Jimmy wanted to shoot the flopping bird with his slingshot to end 
its misery. But, I was second-oldest, and I suggested, instead, we 
should put the bird to sleep. We all knew what that meant, sort of. 
 
I had an idea of the equipment we’d need, and the younger kids all 
took assignments. Johnny got a shovel from his dad’s garage so 
he could dig a grave. By the time Gail brought a brown lunch bag 
from her house, the starling was again lying on its side in the 
street. Jimmy prodded it into the bag that Mary Jeanne held 
gingerly between her thumbs and forefingers. 
 
I was sure that a car’s exhaust system would work exactly like the 
gas chamber I imagined in the basement of veterinarian Dr. Berg’s 
pet hospital. The exhaust fumes would quickly overcome the 
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terminally injured bird, so weak from struggling to right himself in 
the blazing sun. I went into our own kitchen to find Mother’s car 
keys resting in the clear glass ash tray on the counter. My little 
sister followed me, and I hissed at her, “Ruthie, don’t you dare tell!” 
 
Our light green Pontiac stood just outside the single-car garage. 
There were three keys on the simple chain, and the first one I tried 
fit the ignition. The car turned over and putted quietly in the 
driveway. Lucky. 
 
Jimmy handed over the paper bag with the bird inside. It felt much 
lighter than the lunch bag Mother packed for me each school day 
with a plum jelly sandwich on Wonder Bread, apple, and 
homemade ginger cookie for my lunch. I fitted the paper bag 
around the Pontiac’s exhaust pipe, holding it tightly, my fingers like 
drawstrings crimping the neck of the bag. 
 
Then the bag jumped. The bird flopped inside the bag with 
shocking strength. Oh, Jesus, help me. 
 
I couldn’t let go. I tried to look calm. Jerilyn reached through the 
open front door of the Pontiac and pressed her hand lightly against 
the gas pedal. I fought the new gust of exhaust, squeezing the bag 
hard around the tailpipe. The bird lurched again, and I was 
astounded by its energy. It had seemed so near death. 
 
I couldn’t interrupt our humanitarian effort. Certainly, the bird was 
permanently damaged by now. I closed my eyes. I held firm. 
After some minutes – who can say how much time elapsed during 
a summer day while other children, somewhere else, ran bases or 
read stories or splashed at beaches along a shore? After a long, 
slow passage of time, the bird was still. 
 
One of the boys took the bag from my hand, and they all ran off to 
bury the bird. I don’t know if one of my playmates said words from 
the Mass or from the Mourner’s Kaddish. I don’t know whether the 
bird was buried near the Papermasters’ apple trees or beneath 
Mrs. Swenson’s trellis at the back of the garage. Later I wondered 
whether the boys removed the bird from the bag or just dropped 
the bag into the hole they had dug. I wasn’t part of the burial. 
 
I turned, instead, to the ignition switch of the death machine. I 
stopped the motor, pulled the key free, and carried the keychain 
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into our kitchen. Apparently, Mother had come home after her 
canasta game with the other mothers. She must have walked 
through the front door of our house, picking up the mail from the 
narrow slot, sorting it on the dining room table. Then she sat at her 
treadle sewing machine in the back bedroom, pumping, pumping 
to make the needle plunge down through the fabric and up again. 
She didn’t hear me pull open the screen door to enter the kitchen 
with the keys gripped in my sweaty palm. 
 
I slid the keys silently into the glass ashtray and walked into the 
cool of the curtained living room. Nobody ever sat in the dim front 
room during the middle of the day. I lay down on the sofa with its 
roughly raised tufts and ridges.  
 
Nobody would look for me there. Not even Ruthie. I could be 
alone. 
 
 
 
Carol Masters 
Memorial Tree 
Why I chose it as your memorial, the American Sentry linden, 
basswood, was more than its strong name, although I still picture 
you standing tall, no sloucher you, watching out for the little ones.  
 
On a midsummer day like today we hiked a nature preserve. Skirts 
of rain swept down the valley, drove us under a basswood. It was a 
shelter, four trunks sprung from a common root, making room for 
the four of us, me, your dad, little brother, and you. We were 
heartwood, red center, I dreamed.  
 
The air was suddenly cool, older, bark smelling like mushrooms or 
a dead fire. You boys didn’t want to stay there. The place seemed 
to be waiting for something and you couldn’t wait then. Of course I 
let you boys go, to run headlong down the hill, and we parents 
followed.  
 
This rainy day, I can barely see your small linden from my fourth-
floor window. On the window each raindrop has a dark side, a 
crescent moonshape trembling, and whether of its own weight or 
the darkness in it growing, one drop hurtles down, nothing to stop 
it spilling itself. 
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Mimi Holmes  
 

Art Missionary in Alabama     
 

I was finishing up my Master of Fine Arts at Florida State 
University in Tallahassee in 1984. I needed to find a job; I wanted a 
job away from Tallahassee so I could be removed from a 
relationship falling apart. Supposedly with my MFA I was ready to 
teach at the college level; but I had not done much teaching other 
than shadow a professor through one semester of Design. My MFA 
program, at which I spent three years rather than the normal two, 
was all about the creation of art and the assessment of whether it 
was good. No time was spent considering how we would make a 
living making art. The assumption: if your art was good, you would 
succeed. 
  
So I applied to every state’s Artist-in-Education (AIR) program that 
accepted artists from out of state. I was accepted by two: Alabama 
and Wyoming. Alabama was a lot closer! I was invited to interview 
for a position in Haleyville, which was in Northwest Alabama, 
between Birmingham and Florence. I pulled my slides, resumé, 
chose my clothes and drove the 381 miles in my yellow 1972 
Honda Civic hatchback. My hair was punkishly short. I wore beige 
culottes, a cool hand-painted sleeveless T- shirt bought at an art 
fair, ankle socks and slip-on clear plastic jelly shoes. 
 
I interviewed with Haleyville High School principal David 
Henderson and Superintendent Boyce Albright in the latter’s 
Office. They were thrilled with my Art and Theatre background, 
asking if I would be willing to teach art classes in the evening, and 
direct the senior class play. We talked of many things, but they 
never asked what kind of artwork I made or to see my slides. I 
think they just assumed I was an oil painter. At the end of the 
interview I was offered the job and I accepted. Before I left, they 
told me how pleased they were that I hadn’t worn a torn t-shirt and 
ragged jeans to the interview.  
 
Back in Tallahassee, I chose what to take, what to put in storage. 
My family lived three hours away from Haleyville in Jacksonville, 
Florida. My 54-year-old mother and youngest brother Clay (20) 
took time off to help me move up to Alabama. We had the family 
station wagon and my hatchback filled with my clothes, art 
supplies and kitty Cherpologne. 
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I had my choice of two apartments, both $100 a month. One was a 
small four-room house without furniture and no curtains at the 
windows; the other had two windowless bedrooms in the basement 
of a rambler in a subdivision with furniture. No one lived upstairs. I 
chose the one with furniture. 
 
I think we must have driven, caravan style, up on a Friday or a 
Saturday, moved me in, and Mom and Clay returned home on 
Sunday, leaving me bereft, in a strange place. I started teaching 
the next day! Just like the superintendent and principal, I had my 
own misconceptions about what Winston County in northwest 
Alabama would be like. I expected more blacks, but the town was 
mostly white, with a population of 4,000 plus. There were 108 
Blacks, a Korean family, and an East Indian family for diversity. Oh, 
and one Jewish man, who ran Feldman’s Store, across from the 
movie theatre on the one-block Main Street that was dying 
because of the opening of a new Wal-Mart on the outskirts of town. 
  
I learned that Winston County had seceded from Alabama when 
Alabama seceded from the Union. Slavery had not been an issue 
in the poor hill country of Winston County. There was one stoplight 
in town. One motel. Townfolk were still incensed that they hadn’t 
been consulted over what fast-food burger restaurant was put in: 
they would have preferred a McDonald’s over Burger King. There 
were no liquor stores in what I would soon learn was a dry county.  
 
I was rigorous about working out a schedule with my principal that 
adhered to the AIR specifications: I taught three classes three days 
a week on Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, leaving me the 
rest of the school week to create art in my open studio/classroom 
and drive exhibits of my work around the Southeast on my long 
weekends. I taught 8th and 9th graders taken out of study hall for 
six weeks, and then had a new group, then a third. Then repeat. I 
had to come up with lessons which I could then repeat for the next 
group. I had a $1,000.00 for art supplies, and $1,000.00 to pay 
other artists to spend a day as a visiting artist. I was paid 
$12,000.00 for nine months of work during the school year. 

 
My art room was a windowless back room of the library. There was 
no water and no electrical outlets. These problems were solved by 
running a long extension cord and me carrying five-gallon buckets 
of water into my room. I felt like a pioneer! Actually, I was an art 
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missionary, trying to convince students and townsfolk that art was 
not a suspect activity. I thought I was the only real artist in a 60-
mile radius, but of course, I was not including the quilters and folk 
artists and Sunday painters in my assessment. I had time to do my 
art. I started my involvement with Mail Art, where artists send small 
pieces of art through the mail to each other and to Mail Art 
exhibitions. I made friends with artists in Huntsville, Alabama. 
 
I stayed in Alabama not one year, but four. That’s how long it took 
to land the coveted college teaching job. It was only when I moved 
to Mt. Vernon, Iowa, to teach Fibers at Cornell College that I 
realized how wonderful my time in Alabama had been, how of use I 
had been to the students and the town.  
 

 
Dick Byrne   
 
Grandma Bathed Me in the Sink 
 

Grandma bathed me in the sink  
she washed our dishes in. 
Hot water turns pink 
a pale Irish baby’s skin. 
 
Her cupped old fingers, blue-veined  
as ink, doused the scald,  
calming my screams with water  
pumped cool into the sink. 
 
She was given to prayer in eternal link 
and baptized me a thousand  
times among the dishes 
in that Jordan’s stream of a sink.  
 
Hail Mary, bless this child,  
she’d wink, as your son meek and mild,  
amid the bread and fishes, I learned the graces  
on my rump in that sink. 
 
The scalded ass, the cooling tears, not a thought to think, 
the rosary prayers, the holy airs, baptismal kisses,  
her cupping hand, a water pool, small enough to drink.   
All I know of holiness was born in that sink. 
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Jerry McClelland and Janet Higgins 

How Conversations with Becketwood Nature Came To Be  
 
In 2024 Minnesotian Mary Jo Hoffman published a visually 
sumptuous and inspiring book of photographs titled Still: The Art of 
Noticing, a collection of photographs she originally posted on her 
blog. Her blog documents her daily practice of photographing 
items she gathered from nature during her walks. For over 12 
years she opened a daily conversation with nature, arranging 
elements both large and small, extraordinary and ordinary, on her 
studio table. She then photographed the composition that arose . 
 
In early October 2025, the Creative Arts Committee offered a Pop-
Up Play Experience inspired by Mary Jo Hoffman’s beautiful 
practice of having visual conversations with nature.  
 
Becketwoodians were invited to collect leaves, seedheads, 
grasses, bark, vegetables, and flowers from their collections and 
the grounds of Becketwood and bring them to the Chapel. 
Individually we made arrangements against white paper on tables, 
shared them with each other, rearranged them, photographed 
them, changed the botanicals, and rearranged them again. A 
sample of the “conversations with nature” that arose are seen in 
the photographs of the arrangements made by: Bev Brogie, Judy 
Solmonson, and Jude Wing. 
 
During our time together we reflected on prior experiences of fall, 
how the botanicals from the Becketwood grounds anchored us to 
this place, the ephemeral nature of our arrangements, and the 
appearance and symbolism of plants at the end of the growing 
season.  
 
And we returned the botanicals to the outdoors. 
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Judy Solmonson, Conversation with Becketwood Nature, photo 

 
 
Jude Wing, Conversation with Becketwood Nature (includes 
Jude’s buckeye collection), photo 
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 Bev Brogie, Conversation with Becketwood Nature, photo 
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Carol Masters 

  
Heirloom 

 
Trying to lose my sorrow- 
filled self in my tiny wet  
weedy plot, my finger  
finds the Iphone icon, 

 
white rectangle 
with a circle: camera! 
I spy red circlets below 
then sate myself 
 
with volunteer cherry  
tomatoes’ burst  
tang on the tongue,  
my eyes fill 
 
with a surprise 
of overgrown lettuce,  
bolted excrescences 
spread like sky  
 
fireworks above dark 
earth in sprays 
of pale yellow  
Infinitesimal blooms 
 
and they pose 
stiff and strange  
on their branchlets 
 
wide smiling     
as for a portrait 
of my proud family. 
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