
A Celebration of the Arts at Collington
Summer 2021



Editor’s Note:

The pairings of visual art and written work were selected to be 
complementary but not necessarily illustrative. In addition, we undertake 
artistic adventures by appreciating the computer as a way to vary or create 
original works of art.  

Below is an example showing the original photograph taken by Dave 
Montgomery and two of his variations, one of which provides a design for 
our cover.

Dedication:
The editors gratefully dedicate this issue of Kaleidoscope to the late Frances Kolarek, 
who inspired us to aim for high quality and to “preserve white space.” She especially 
encouraged Collington staff to enter their creative works along with residents, and we are 
delighted that the works of four staff are included in this issue. We honor her own fine 
writing with two essays. Frances died at 103 on February 9, 2021. She is sorely missed 
as our collegial editor and throughout the community for her many contributions and 
presence. 

Cover Page Art: Computerized variation of original photograph, by Dave Montgomery

Original photograph
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Trips to Bosnia in search of fishing 
holes occupied my husband Joe and 
me whenever he could take time 
away from the American Embassy 
in Belgrade where we were posted 
in the mid-1950s. These excursions 
could involve venturing across 
two-lane bridges without side rails 
that spanned vertiginous heights 
or exploring places rich in regional 
history with unpronounceable names 
like Jajce.

It was in this area that we stumbled 
on the Janj, a river that offered 
great fishing possibilities and grassy 
banks where I could set up a day 
camp and serve a lunch of fried 
freshly caught trout.  

It was here we met the miller’s 
wife, a woman who came swinging 
along one afternoon with a distaff 
tucked into the belt of her skirt 
and a spindle in her left hand. With 
her right she grasped a wisp from 
the clump of wool on the distaff, 
moistened it with her saliva and 
deftly twisted it into a thread that 
went directly on to the spindle, 
twirled by her left hand. I suspected 
her skirt had been woven from just 
such thread.

She was typical of the people we 
encountered on these trips to the 
Janj, innocent of luxuries, at home 
with necessities, and unaware of 
their plight. No malls, no shopping 
centers, not even any shops. The 
weekly market fulfilled social and 
commercial needs.

On one trip in late summer we 
ventured into a plum orchard, 
enjoyed the heady aroma of the 
ripening fruit and longed to savor it. 
These plums, called “slive”, were the 
base of the national drink, slivovitz. 
We were hoping for an opportunity 
to buy a few to enjoy on our trip, 
when rounding a bend in the road, a 
youngster appeared. He was offering 
an old felt hat full of these luscious 
plums.

Joe eased the car to a stop, and 
as I rummaged in my tote bag for 
some coins, a notebook and pencil 
tumbled out. At the sight of them 
the boy began to jump up and down. 
His words poured out in a torrent, 
too fast for me to follow.  

“What does he want?” I asked Joe, 
who was fluent in Serbo-Croatian. 
He turned to me, his face masked in 
compassion and said: “What the boy 
wants—the only thing he wants—is 
your pencil.”

      

 Watercolor and ink, by Ann Davie

The Pencil
Frances Kolarek



2  Kaleidoscope Summer 2021

Christmas Cookies and Egg Nog
Eloise Branche

During the three weeks I was home for Christmas from my Milwaukee 
boarding school, my mother and I spent most of our time preparing the 
goodies we enjoyed during the holidays. Mama delighted in doing  
something special for me so she put off making her very special butter 
cookies until I got home to Washington, D.C. to help with the project.

Each cookie was made of two layers of extra-thin dough. A dollop of jam or 
preserves rested on the bottom layer which was topped off with a second 
thin layer of dough. The baking process created an opening in the top of 
the cookie, and the kitchen soon filled with the aroma of one of Mama’s 
purchases of exotic fillings: apricot or pineapple jam, lemon curd, peach 
or grapefruit marmalade. We baked dozens upon dozens of these cookies, 
enough to last through the holidays, as well as a few for me to take back to 
school. As the last day approached, I feared those cookies were all gone. 
But Mama always came up with a tin full for me to take back.

What are the holidays without eggnog? “Kathleen’s Christmas Eggnog” was 
a treat our family and friends looked forward to every year. Its preparation 
took up the better part of a whole day, even though we set up the night 
before. I lined up the bowls, the hand-held egg beater, wooden spoons, and 
rows of clean milk bottles and jars to hold the finished product.  
 
We separated a dozen eggs, whites from yolks, beating the yolks with sugar 
until they turned a lemon yellow and the whites until they stiffened. To the 
yolks Mama added some commercial eggnog and half-and-half cream.

Now Mama began the important job of dribbling into this mix the requisite 
amount of alcohol. Adding the alcohol too rapidly resulted in “cooking” the 
eggs, leaving unappetizing lumps in the finished beverage.
 
It was my job to stir as Mama slowly, slowly added a fifth of 100-proof 
bourbon, a fifth of rum and a pint of brandy to the egg mixture, a process 
that invariably left me with a contact high. Year after year, she cautioned me 
to “Raise your head. Breathe to the side” to no avail. We laughed our way 
through the eggnog process as I came within an inch of toppling over. Oh, 
add the beaten whites to the mixture just before serving.

Originally, I was not allowed to drink this high-test yuletide drink, and after 
a day spent stirring it, I had no desire to. As I got older and was finally 
allowed to taste our creation, I found it delicious. It was best after about 
a week of “ripening.”  And, I came to understand why eggnog cups are so 
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small. A very little of this potent potable goes a long way and you learned to 
sip it slowly.

Today, the laughter shared with my mother over baking cookies and stirring 
eggnog are some of the brightest jewels in my treasure chest of memories.

Blue Kanga
Fabric art, by Jacob Kijne
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Nature’s Salve
Mike Burke

From the northwest, the formation dropped out of the sapphire sky.
They were almost overhead, seeking the refuge 

of the placid lake behind me.
I closed my eyes, and soon the silence yielded

 as air rushed over wings.
The winter sky sighed.

A moment later, I heard the slap of big, webbed feet on the surface
and the rush of parting water as the geese skidded to a stop.

I came here for this.

Photograph, by Joyce Garrison

             Heron Landing
Photograph, by George Gardiner
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Attenuation 
Susan Wolf

Spider-strand connections
Spun over a lifetime

Strong, tensile
Yet easily torn

Stretched by time, distance
By circumstance

Buffeted by the winds of change
Will the web hold

Or fall away
Leaving me solitary

Tangled in grief

Photograph, by Joyce Koch
Dreams

Multi-media collage, by Susan Ireland



6  Kaleidoscope Summer 2021

Cooking for Collington
Stephanie Tolson

Cooking has always been in my blood, something that I am passionate 
about. As a child growing up I remember being in the kitchen with my 
mother, rarely missing an opportunity to help out. After I graduated from 
high school in Columbia, MD, I visited the Culinary Institute of America in 
Hyde Park, NY. I had never been far away from my family, and I got cold 
feet. I started working in various restaurants gaining skills and knowledge. 

I decided to join the U.S. 
Navy in October of 1995, 
not as a cook, but as an 
Operational Specialist. 
I looked at radars and 
tracked ships’ positions 
every 30 minutes to 
ensure we were never 
closer than 8000 yards 
to another vessel. I 
served for 14 1⁄2 years 
in the Navy, and through 
all my Navy time I kept 
thinking, “When I am 
finished with this, I am 
going back to school to 
pursue what I am truly 
passionate about!” 

I went back to school, got my Associate of Applied Science in Culinary Arts 
and continued on to get a Bachelor of Business with a concentration in Food 
Services Management. I have worked various jobs in private high schools, 
boarding schools, high-end restaurants, and regular restaurants. In January 
of 2016, I learned that my father was diagnosed with stage 4 cancer, and I 
immediately started looking for ways to get back home to Columbia.

There was an opening for chef at Collington. After my interview, I was told 
that they had three candidates, and I was asked to come back to cook for 
the Resident Dining Committee. I decided this was not the time to try  
something new. What to prepare? 

Breakfast Radishes
Oil on Paper, by Ingrid Finnan
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I was given an hour to do four plates with a protein, starch and  
vegetables, plus a dessert. I chose Cajun Salmon, couscous and green 
beans. To prepare the salmon I blended together Cajun spices and a little 
bit of brown sugar. I sprinkled the mixture on the salmon and put it into the 
‘fridge to rest. I seasoned the water for the couscous with some vegetable 
base to give it some flavor. Once the water was boiling I added the couscous 
and let it cook completely. I tossed the cooked couscous with a little olive 
oil. I steamed the green beans for about three minutes, then sautéed them 
in a pat of butter. I sautéed the salmon. For my plate presentation I laid the 
green beans on the bottom, used a mold to put the couscous on top and 
angled the salmon on the side with a lemon twist on top. 

The dessert choice was something I saw on Facebook and wanted to try: 
a simple, but elegant, dessert called “an apple rose.” I sliced some fresh 
apples thinly and laid them on a thin piece of pastry dough, rolled it up, put 
it in a muffin tin, brushed it with butter and baked it. Once it came out of 
the oven, I sprinkled it with powdered sugar and added a strawberry and 
mint for garnish. 

I got the job! 

Ed. Note: Chef Stephanie Tolson has been at Collington almost five years and is 
now Assistant Director of Culinary and Executive Chef. 
          

Radicchio
Oil on Paper, by Ingrid Finnan
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On First Looking into 
Heaney’s Beowulf

Dan Kelly

Much had I traveled with the Geatish lord,
Trudging from Hrothgar’s court to dragon-fight
Indentured to some limping, tone-deaf knight
Who wielded archaisms like a sword.
He smote the song, dismembered every chord.
Not once was I conducted to the height
Of well-wrought verse—heroic, paced, forthright—
Till I heard Heaney unlock his word-hoard.
Then I became as a warrior of old
Who, warming his bones in Bede’s bright mead-hall,
Watched as a sparrow, blown in from the cold,
Flew out again, and felt his lust to brawl
For rings go slack, as a new scop told                                 
Of a realm unseen, where ripeness wasn’t all.

            

On First Looking into  
Chapman’s Homer

John Keats
Much have I travell’d in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western islands have I been
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told
That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne;
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He star’d at the Pacific—and all his men
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Ed. Note: Keats compared reading George Chapman’s translations of the Iliad and Odyssey to  
explorers’ first sight of new worlds. Dan compares reading Seamus Heaney’s translation of Beowulf to 
a pagan soldier’s first experience of Christian revelation.

Leaf in Water
Photograph, 

by Katie Courtice Basquin 

Path to the Sea
Oil, by Gay Kelly
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A Pivotal Moment
Doris Walsh

Ed and I decided to drive to Hartford, Connecticut to bring our college  
freshman home for Thanksgiving because I was worried about her traveling 
alone. Snow was in the distant forecast for the Northeast. After we  
consulted many weather resources, we decided we could safely make the 
round trip from Maryland to Connecticut and back home before anything 
significant developed.

We picked up Mary at school. We were barely one hour into our trip and still 
in Connecticut when it started to snow and the temperature dropped. I was 
driving, Ed was navigating from the passenger seat, and Mary (I thought) 
was asleep in the back seat. We were going over a bridge over-pass when 
the road became icy, and the car went into a 360-degree spin-out. From 
the back seat came a quiet but firm voice, “Remember Mom, do not step on 
the brake, and turn the wheel in the direction of the spin when the car spins 
out.”  I did as instructed.

By some miracle, we did not hit anything or anybody, and we landed safely 
upright on the median strip, although facing the wrong way. Several good 
Samaritans stopped to make sure we were OK. After I stopped shaking, I 
realized that my relationship with my daughter was forever changed. I could 
now recognize that I was the parent of a mature young woman. And . . . I 
need not worry about her . . . too much.

Staccato  
Conté Crayon, by Maja Keech 
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The Cat (1990)
Paul Darby

Our cat died the other day. She was killed crossing the road. Not an  
uncommon way for a cat to die.

We don’t know where she came from when she showed up about twelve 
years ago. She just started hanging around the kitchen door, and we started 
feeding her. She had a litter of kittens under the shelter of some plywood 
leaning against the back of the house. We had her spayed after that. Too 
many kittens can be a bother.

We never named her . . . she was simply “the cat.” We had an arrangement 
with her: we fed her, she caught mice. We wouldn’t let her in the house. 
As the weather got colder her coat became quite luxuriant, and I expect 
that she stayed warm. Even when it got very cold or when there was snow 
on the ground she stayed out. When the weather was very bad she moved 
into the stable with the horse at night. The horse seemed to like having her 
around. And she became a tolerated acquaintance to our various dogs. After 
about six or eight years she would let you hold and pet her, but only for a 
moment or so.

Last year we moved to a new house in a subdivision with a much smaller 
yard. We brought her with us. No stable now. No pile of hay in which to 
nestle; lawns instead of fields of wildflowers and brush; fewer mice. 
                
She took up residence in the garage. Over the winter, whenever I went into 
the garage to do some work she would jump up onto the workbench to 
come close to wherever I was and poke her nose into whatever I was doing. 
I would give her a pat or scratch her head. We became friends. I looked 
forward to seeing her, and I like to think she liked being with me.

When spring came she started to roam.

One day our son saw her dead beside the road and came to the house to 
ask if we wanted him to bring her over. I said why would we want him to 
bring a dead cat to the house. He left. I saw him stop, pick her up and place 
her in the back of his truck and drive off.
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I’m going to miss her a lot. She was a good cat. I wish we had named her; 
even stray cats deserve, at least, a name. I wish I had taken the little time 
needed to bury her in a corner of the backyard. I think I loved that cat.

Sleeping Cat  
Watercolor and ink, by Marion Robbins 

Ed. Note: Marion Robbins, who died on October 23, 2020, was a beloved spiritual 
guide, yoga teacher, artist and friend to many, many residents and staff at 
Collington.
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A Grammar Drama
Jeanne Slawson

They called her the Ultimate Grammar Girl.
Her past had been simple and perfect.
Then she dangled her participles for a

passive progressive and fell for his sweet preposition.

Their passion led to a conjunction.
She thought him pluperfect, but no,

in fact he was wildly possessive,
not demonstrative, and way indirect.

And despite faithful use of a diagram,
her sentence was three little gerunds

whose shrieking, and thumping, and brawling
gave her adverbs, and split her infinitives.

So, renouncing her former adjectives,
she packed articles, pronouns, and verbs

and took off for the main interjection,
and a bus to a future conditional.

Needlework Quilt  
by Carol Klass
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A Grammar Drama
Jeanne Slawson

They called her the Ultimate Grammar Girl.
Her past had been simple and perfect.
Then she dangled her participles for a

passive progressive and fell for his sweet preposition.

Their passion led to a conjunction.
She thought him pluperfect, but no,

in fact he was wildly possessive,
not demonstrative, and way indirect.

And despite faithful use of a diagram,
her sentence was three little gerunds

whose shrieking, and thumping, and brawling
gave her adverbs, and split her infinitives.

So, renouncing her former adjectives,
she packed articles, pronouns, and verbs

and took off for the main interjection,
and a bus to a future conditional.

Bracelets 
Beads and metalwork, by Susan Ireland
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Guardians of the Silk Road
Dorothy Yuan

“We will build a wall, a big, beautiful border wall. The 2000 mile wall will keep out 
the hordes of Mexicans invading our country.”  The 45th President of the United 
States.

Upon hearing about this plan, my thoughts were brought back to a trip we 
took some twenty years ago to visit the 5000-mile Great Wall of China—not 
the section of the Wall close to Beijing, to which most visitors are taken, but 
the extreme western end of the Wall. We had been allowed to join a troop 
of docents from the National Palace Museum in Taiwan, so in addition to the 
company of knowledgeable companions, we were treated to a special  
itinerary of less touristy sites along the Silk Road.

From Tian Shui, a city historically touted to be exactly in the center of 
China, we went by rail to Jiayu Quan, the first outpost of the Great Wall.  
Located in a desert landscape populated by a few villages and many camels, 
this ancient structure, built around the 10th century, had been partially  
restored. Walking through the gate and on the rocky path between the 
two sides of the double wall, we were pummeled by an incessant wind that 
blew sand from far across the desert into both our nostrils and our clothes. 
Feeling the chill, my mind wandered to the thousands of men conscripted 
here long ago, who had to labor under such harsh conditions. I recalled the 
ancient lines of poetry written by the women left behind, who yearned for 
the return of their husbands that was never to be.

So what did this wall achieve? It was supposed to fend off marauding  
Mongols from the north but in the end was quite ineffective. Both the 
Mongols without, and the Chinese dynasty within, eventually crumbled from 
their own failed governance and were easily conquered by the Manchus.  
Can this be a lesson for other wall builders?

In the nearby Maijishan Grottoes, built in the 4th century, more than 7,000 
statues of Buddha and his attendants greeted us. When the ISIS fanatics  
destroyed the large Buddha in Bamiyan, Afghanistan, I drew some comfort 
from the recollection of the many Buddhas still guarding the Silk Road.
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Guilin Village 
Drawing on tablet, by Dorothy Yuan

We continued by bus, train, and plane, to cover the 2000 miles west from 
Xian. The route was marked by tombs of ancient travelers and caves rich 
with vestiges of art left by artisans. Many caves had portions of their  
murals stripped by Western anthropologists, and these are perhaps  
languishing in some museum storeroom. A number of the caves with fences 
across the openings continue to be family dwellings. Looking up at the faint 
remains of art on the walls as the inhabitants sleep next to them, one  
wonders if their dreams are colored by these ancient figures.
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Photographs by Ann Davie,  
Marian Fuchs, Joyce Garrison,  
and Mike McCulley

Oil, by Gay Kelly

Changing Seasons  
at Collington Lake

Changing Seasons  
at Collington Lake
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Oil, by Gay Kelly

Changing Seasons  
at Collington Lake

Changing Seasons  
at Collington Lake
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Skiing Blind         
Lily Solmssen Moureaux

While working in Geneva, Switzerland, I had the unique opportunity to join a 
group of 20 blind men and women, 15-60 years old, and about 20  
instructors, in a Ski Camp for the Visually Impaired. Participants were Swiss, 
Dutch, German, and American. There was a wonderfully enthusiastic spirit, 
so typical of this sport.

Lessons were given in the morning, with one instructor for one to three 
persons. The method to orient a blind student has the person imagine him/
herself at the center of a clock. If the skier is to turn to the right, the  
instructor calls out “Three o’clock,” and the skier turns skis toward the 
three. If they need to go left, the instruction is “Nine o’clock.”

Afternoons were filled with wonderful tours on fresh powder snow! 
Evenings were spent playing cards and chess. You can imagine the admiration 
we sighted folks had for the tactile methods used to play these games. We 
also danced to a jukebox, and shared stories of our respective countries. 

Skiing Blind
Photograph, by Lily Solmssen Moureaux
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Colored pencil, by Marilyn MeekCeramic plate, by Martha Wilder

Winter of Our Discontent
Acrylic, by Marilu Sherer
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Honfleur, a Place of Tranquility  
Watercolor and ink, by John Hindinger

Aurora and Moon  
Digital art, by Aljohn Campos 
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Just One More Chapter
Mary Bird

During my childhood, I hid under the piano with a book. When my mother 
called me to set the table for dinner, I shouted, “Just one more chapter.”

I suspect my mother cajoled my sister to take me out to play because she 
began teaching me hopscotch. She helped me memorize jump rope rhymes. 
She pulled me around a frozen pond on my cousin Billy’s hockey skates— 
with newspaper stuffed in the toes — until I found my balance. However, as 
soon as I escaped inside, I took up with my book.

When I became an adult, there were several decades when I worked,  
volunteered, served on boards, worked more, sang in church choirs, roamed 
museums, exhibited paintings, traveled, and worked some more.

When I retired, I could finally do whatever I wanted. At first, though, I 
worked on fixing up a house, volunteering, serving on boards, organizing 
groups, and taking classes. I began to resent the demands on my time; I 
was tired of scurrying from here to there.

During the first weeks of the Covid-19 restrictions, I felt relief.

I told a friend, “I’m not bothered by being alone at home. After all, I’m an 
introvert.” “You are not an introvert,” she said. “You never met a stranger.” 
Her laughter tinkled down the phone line.

She may be right, or I may be right, but, when I recline with my fourth book 
of the week, I think of the little girl under the piano: “Just one more chapter.”

Otter in Eskimo Style  
Handcrafted bench painted with acrylic, by Terry McGuire



22  Kaleidoscope Summer 2021

Integration 101
Rita Gardiner

The Summer of 1964, when I was 15, marked the beginning of a major 
change in my interactions with White people. Until then, my racially  
segregated world had been rigorously circumscribed. The Colored library 
was across the street from the Colored hospital, two blocks from the Colored 
“Y” and around the corner from the Colored First Baptist Church. One of the 
three Colored public pools was within walking distance of my house. Our 
community, anchored by a solid base of factory workers, included educators, 
medical and legal professionals, and small business owners, and was  
culturally centered around the local Teachers College. The only White  
children I “knew” were Howdy Doody’s Peanut Gallery and the 
Mouseketeers.

My close encounters with Whites were limited to St. Benedict the Moor  
Elementary School where the students were Colored and the priests and 
nuns were White. Many of the nuns openly resented having to teach 
savages, and were fond of saying “Act your age and not your race” and 

“White people are descended from 
Adam and Eve; Colored people are  
descended from monkeys and 
apes.” They made no secret of 
favoring the children with lighter 
skin, and I was NOT a favorite! 
After seven years, I escaped to the 
segregated public school system, 
and spent three wonderful years 
with Black teachers who expected  
excellence, celebrated  
achievement, and nurtured my 
damaged self-esteem.

That summer, I was one of 27 
Black students among the 400 
or so high school juniors and 
seniors attending the residential 
North Carolina Governor’s School. 
Although the dormitories were 
not segregated, the rooms were. 
Twenty-six of us were paired as 
roommates and the odd girl out 
had a single room. Everything else 
was fully integrated: classrooms, Black Hole  

Acrylic, by H. D. Kim 
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Ed. Note: Dr. H.D. Kim died on June 22, 2021. His gentle spirit, his art, and his 
loving handshake will be missed. Black Hole responds to the turmoil and grief–in 
himself and in the country–raised by troubling issues of race, disease, and political 
unrest.
고고고 고고고 고고고. Translation: rest in peace

art and dance studios, theater dressing rooms, science laboratories,  
family-style dining room, recreational facilities—even the swimming pool. 
That was a surprise! The young women in my dormitory were, for the most 
part, amiable and occasionally inclusive. For the first time, I experienced 
social and academic interactions with White people who were close to me in 
age.

Six weeks into my Junior year, my family moved from segregated-de-jure 
Winston-Salem, NC to segregated-de-facto Cleveland, OH. To my dismay, I  
was demoted to the 10th grade because I was “coming from an inferior 
school system.” After two weeks at my mostly Black neighborhood school, 
and after the placement testing demanded by my mother, I was promoted 
to 11th grade and transferred to the academic magnet program based at 
another, predominantly White, school.

The Black students, who comprised about 15% of the student body, either 
lived within the school’s boundaries—literally across the railroad tracks from 
the school—or were bussed in from the darker neighborhoods for the  
academic magnet program. Most of this latter group had been classmates 
since third grade. So here I was, a high school junior, trying to break into 
an established peer group with my Southern accent and learned diffidence 
toward Whites.

I was assigned to a Journalism class and was able to spend all my free  
periods in the newspaper/yearbook work room. Nearly all the Black students 
in the magnet program worked on the newspaper and/or the yearbook, and, 
mercifully, they welcomed me into their social group. Many of the White 
journalists were also in the magnet program, and so I got to know them 
in and out of the classroom, but any friendships between Black and White 
students were superficial and confined to school. To my great surprise, I was 
able to fit in socially and to excel academically.

Those two years, June 1964–June 1966, provided many new experiences, 
some harmonious and some violently hateful, but all eye opening. As I came 
of age, that period provided my first lessons in learning to manage a  
bi-cultural life and introduced me to the challenges and nuances of being 
Black and accomplished in a society dominated by Whites.

 

고인의 명복을 빕니다 
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Spiritual Magic
Linda Ewald

My four sisters and I, with our parents, get on a boat in New York bound for 
China. My parents are missionaries, so we are going to be gone for several 
years. We will be on the boat for a long time since we will go through the 
Panama Canal. I am six, and I am second oldest. My older sister and I each 
have a new doll that has new clothes, even some little paper shoes and 
knitted socks. I wear a green coverall suit, and my sisters wear red. We 
roam around the ship wherever we are allowed.

There are other missionaries on the boat. One day one of them gathers 
the children around her and tells us a story. She has a walnut in her hand. 
As she talks, a ribbon appears from the walnut, first green, then red, then 
yellow. We are fascinated watching the ribbon roll out of the walnut. She 
pauses in her story. “And then what?” says a little voice. “And then,” she 
says, “God so loved the world that he gave his Son,” and suddenly the 
ribbon turns white. We can see gold writing on it.

I realize I am holding my breath. All the children are quiet. She gets up, 
puts the walnut in her pocket and walks away. Every day during the rest of 
the journey I look for her, but I never see her again.

Year of the Dragon 
Oil, by Cheryl Henry-Fawcett
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The link to hear Marilyn Haskel and a small group sing this original 
composition may be found at 

https://luckybeez.files.wordpress.com/2021/06/32-the-spirit-is-among-us.mp3
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Words: Marilyn Haskel, based on Exodus 3:1-15
Music: Holy Ground, Marilyn Haskel, © 2011 by Marilyn Haskel

THE SPIRIT IS AMONG US
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A small clump of dandelions has 
just appeared near my door. Four 
or five yellow flowers are crouching 
low to the ground as if ducking 
the blades of a lawn mower. Their 
stems are short, almost not there 
at all, but as the days go by, they 
will lengthen. And the  
transformation from gold to silver 
will take place as small, translucent 
globes appear.

Looking across our many lawns 
here at Collington I don’t see a  
single dandelion. My own 
small clump crowds the edge 
of a footpath. It has escaped 
whatever herbicidal fate befell its 
companions. 

Dandelions thrived where I lived 
before coming to Collington, in a 
small, 1815 farm house  
surrounded by an acre of lawn, 
dotted generously with them. A 
close friend on a visit offered to 
“root those dandelions out” for 
me, until I held up a hand and said 
“Stop. Stop right there. Don’t you 
dare touch my dandelions.”

I took her up the winding stair to 
a floor-to-ceiling window. “Look,” I 
said. “See how they are scattered 
across the grass? Random. A 
handful of golden coins tossed by a 
young fairy tale prince—a gift to his 
loyal subjects. Aren’t they lovely?”  
My friend, who lives in a suburb 
where dandelions are rooted out 
ruthlessly, was noncommittal.

My small patch here will soon 
begin to develop stems, and I will 
enjoy watching their progress. 
When the stems reach their 
mature height, maybe two to 
three inches, they will be topped 
by silver balls; a network of seeds 
that will fly away on the first 
breeze. Or, perhaps some passing 
child will pick them and “tell time” 
by blowing them apart, chanting 
”One o’clock, two o’clock, three 
o’clock, four . . .” until there is 
nothing left and the seeds sail 

A Bit of Turf
Oil on Paper, by Ingrid Finnan 

Dandelions
Frances Kolarek
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Dandelions Blown to the Winds 
Watercolor, by CR

away to propagate a crop of 
golden coins in a grassy meadow.

Weeds. That’s what people call 
them, with that contemptuous 
sneer that accompanies the word. 

“Weeds.”
 
And who, please, determines 
which flowers are weeds and which 
are not?  Planting themselves 

at random, choosing their own 
plot, growing without benefit of 
cultivation?  My kind of plant. 
Bring ‘em on.

Dandelions are nature’s gift. They 
ask only for you to wait for them 
to appear, stemless, a small golden 
treasure smiling up at us.  

Hello, Springtime.
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Bee Fantasy 
Pencil and ink, by Ruth Schrock

Bee on Camellia
Photograph, by George Gardiner

Ink and marker, by Aljohn Campos
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Under the Jade
CR

We were lucky to be invited to visit beneath the jade plant.
If you ever look closely at the dirt around the base and think you 

    see activity, your eyes do not deceive you.
These are the guards.

Do not mistake them for insects.
This would be a grave mistake.

They may perceive you as worthy.
An invitation might well follow.

An invitation? Yes.
Accept it.

You will never have this experience again.
In a temporary miniature state you will descend into a place of  

  magic that only a few have ever seen.

Mixed Media, by CR
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The Dog and I
Janet Gretchen Jones

From “Our Baby’s First Seven Years,” compiled by my mother.

“Janet crazy about dogs and absolutely unafraid of them. Plays with  
neighbors’ dogs but doesn’t have one of her own.

“By two years affectionate, happy, but rather hot temper. Selfish, as is to 
be expected. Quite destructive.”

What might have happened

It was in the summer when I was three plus. 
We lived on a short dead end street, about ten 
houses on each side. At the dead end there was 
a chain link fence with a golf course beyond. 
Behind our house was an alley that gave access 
to garages and to trash pick up and other 
utilities. Beyond the alley the land dropped off 
steeply to a valley with farms and a stream at 
the bottom. During daylight hours I came and 
went as I pleased, my mother not knowing or 
concerned where I was.

One afternoon I made my way down the alley 
to my friend the Newfie, who lived in a big 
doghouse behind his family’s house. I went into 
his doghouse; we hung out there, each glad of 
the other’s company. As the daylight began to 
fade, my mother realized I was not home. She 
wanted me there before my father came home from work. So, she went 
looking. And looking. No one had seen me. I don’t know what clue or  
instinct made her check the Newfie’s house. There I was. She said it was 
time to come home. I said nothing. The dog growled. A certain amount of 
repetition. Then she went home to await my father.

Being told of the situation, the lord and master strode down the alley to 
bring me home. Janet silent; dog growled. Repetition. During “The War” it 
was hard to get meat. That week my mother managed to cash in on making 
nice to the butcher and came home with a nice beef steak for my father’s 
dinner. Alas, it was not to be. The dog’s position was clear. My position was 

Bertie
Photograph, by Joyce Garrison
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clear. The ransom was clear. My father got the steak, which drew the dog 
from his house, and then grabbed me.

The stories that were told

The father: Jaw-dropping astonishment.
“ME! That this should happen to me! I thought I would have a heart attack. 
And then Janet wouldn’t come out. The dog wouldn’t budge. I couldn’t figure 
out what to do. When I walked back to the house Betsy gave me a steak. 
MY DINNER! When I got home from work, my family should be there and my 
dinner ready. I shouldn’t have to bribe a dog to free my child.”

The mother: What will people think of me?
“ME! It wasn’t my fault. It was Janet’s fault. It was the dog’s fault. Not my 
fault. I just hope no one knows about it. That no one blames me.”

Pastel and ink, by Don Lewis
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Woven basket, by Helen Hindinger

Ceramic vase, by Shirley Denman

Hooked rug, by Pat Duggan

Watercolor and ink, by James Townsend
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