Shadows by D. #. Lawrence

And if tonight my soul may find her peace
in sleep, and sink. in gooq oblivion,
and in the morning wake like a new-opened flower
then I have been dipped aqain in God, And new-created.

And if, as weeks go round, in the dark. of the moon
my spirit darkens and qoes out, and soft strange gloom
pervades my movements and my thoughts and words

then Ishall know that I am walking still
with God, we Are close together now the moon's in shadow.

And if, as autumn deepens and darkens
I feel the pain of falling leaves, and stems that break.in storms
and trouble and dissolution and distress
and then the softness of deep shadows folding,
falc{ing around my soul and spirit, Around my Lips
so sweet, Like A swoon, or more Like the drowse af A Low, sad song
smging darker than the nig[»tinﬂnle, on, on to the solstice
and the silence of short days, the silence of the year, the shadow,
then Ishall know that my Life is moving still
with the ark earth, and drenched
with the deep oblivion of earth’s Lapse and renewnl.

And if, in the changing phases of man's Life
Tfall in sickness and in misery
my wrists seem broken and my heart seems dead
and strength is gone, and my Life
is only the leavings of a Life:

and still, among it all, snatches af lovely oblivion, and snatches
af renewal
odd, Wintnj flawzrs upon the withered stem, yet new, stranqge flmvers
such as my life Aas not ?mmgf»t fartﬁ }efare, new blossoms of me

then I must know that still
I am in the hands af the unknown God,
he is breaking me down to his own oblivion
to send me fartft on A new maming, A new mAan.

Reflections of Sunlight and Shadow — Cross River, BWCA
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Dcccmbcr 2007
Dear F:ricnds —

Tlﬂc older ] get, the more introspcctivc ] become. AL\() has exac-
erbated this tendcncy in me, and the insidious progress of the disease
— and the ravages it works on my }Joclg and sPirft — makes a review of
2007 bittersweet. Fer!’xaps more bitter than sweet this year, alt}wougl’l
that changcs clag }33 dag —and (as has always been the case with mc)
can even changc 139 the hour.

MQ strongest imprcssion of the yearasa whole is that it was a
never~encling swirl of Iight and shadow, gooc{ times mixed with bad,
progress and erosion. All years are like that, but 2007 contained
some elements that made the contrast more noticeable than usual - or

magbc | wasjust Paying more attention.

Keep in touch with us At rookswan@comeast.net



Morc than E_nough Hcalth Drama

In ]:ebruarg, I arl was told he had Igmplﬁoma‘ Bad words were
said; to quote him, “Yet another *#@ging opportunity for Pcrsonal
growth.” |t turned out to be Stagc 1A, non~Hoc{gkins, and indolent
(their word, not ours). |t’s nevergoocl news to be c{iagnosed with can-
cer, but this was about the best we could hoPe for. He had a mass
removed from his neck and underwent a course of 17 radiation treat-
ments in April. [is beard barelg survived (it got pretty thin for a
while) but is now back, thick, full and more handsome than ever. T he
radiation rca”g saPPec{ his strengtl‘x and, even thougl‘x his August
(T scan showed no active cancer sites, he isjust now ?eeling like
he’s back to full vigor. [He'll continue to have scans every siX montl'\s;
tlﬁeg treat Igmpl’loma of his sort as a chronic disecase —~ one that re-
quires continual chccking, but which (with 1ucl<> may never return
Retirement

ALS has forced me into an early retirement — not just from work,
but also from a wide range of activities that | have [ong held dear.

M3 last dag in the office was April 30, 2007. Alwags an oc{dity
amongjo[}lﬁoppfng babg boomers, | had worked there since
January 18,1978 — so leaving was heart-wrenching for me. Put by
Apri[, gatiguc and weakness Prcvcntcd me from }Jcing at the office
more than 20 hours a week, and | felt that it would be better to retire
than to continue to ask the office to limP along with me as a Part~tfme
directorin a job that had always required much more than a full-time
commitment.

| wish | could say that, by retiring in the sPring, | was able to sPcnd
all summer Puttering in my garden. | was able to enjog the sunny dags
and the lovely flowers my friends had planted, but my hand strength
and mobilitg were so poor that ] couldn’t do much more than dead-
head the flowers and Pick the blueberries | could reach from my chair.
|t was something - certain13 better than not }Deing able to spend any

time in our beloved garclcns — and on most c{ags, it was enougl'l.

eroded away, it is clear that the essence of me is not my bodg. | bit-
terly miss making pies, wrapping gifts, and cooking (all things that |
can no 1onger do because ALS melted those musclcs), and ] am
higHg frustrated bg not being able to Pick up anything or speak
clear|3 and Iouc”g. Yet, when | sit still, | find | feel as alive as ever —
what’s up with that? Shedding the aspects of myself that | thought
defined me, made me lovable, gave me somcthing to offer the world is
harcl, unP|easant work. ]t’s work each of us must do at some Point

] could —and do — dwell in the dark shadow of all that now seems
impossiblc forme - morning wancs, Photographg, travel, Plaging Piano,
gardening, rolling overin bed, and a long list of other things that no
one would want to read. Put] also try to bask in the 1igl’1t of what |
can still enjog - reading a book, gazing at the 5‘(3, communicating with
friends (via email and/or slow, slurred speech), watching my beloved
nieces and ncphcws blossom into dazzhng individuals.

F ven the increasinglyJabored brcathing Al Shas Produccc{ n
me serves as a reminder to focus on each moment, each breath, each
sParHing second of this embodied existence. | don’t pretenc] that I'm
able to do that all the time — but l have found that the more ] c{o, the
more content l am. Thc Past Provic{es too harsh a reminder of what 1
used to be able to do, and worrying about the future (Particu!arlg the
messy P!’]gsica| decline it certain|3 will }Dring> makes me miss this mo-
ment when | am as Phgsically capab[c as | will ever be.

| wouldrn’t wish Al S on anyone, and | would give a lot to not be
going tlﬁrough it mgsel]c. And yet, | would not trade for better health
i it meant | had to Forgo the past 50 years with [~ arl, not know the
love of my Family and friends, never see the }Deaut3 of a sunrise, never
smell garc{cn soil in the spring, or never rest in the peace of a moonlit
night.

] l’lope 2007 has given you much to be thankful for - and I hope
that 2008 brings you &ehght, contentment, and love.



Storm Clouds Enhance the Sunset — Gordon Lake, BWCA
Dusk, A'ugust 15, 2007
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needs.

Ovcr my bir’chc{ag in Scptcmbcr, we drove to the Nortlﬂ 5horc
with our friends Barb and K eith. QOur first road triP with the power
wheelchair and ourvan, it worked well. OF course there were Places
that were not accessible to me — but the four of us had gun, ate we”,
and were able to marvel at the immensity of | ake Supcrior.

We spent Thanksgiving in Sioux FFalls, where my brother and
some of my nephews live. We staged at a hotel and brougl’rt a 1'13~
draulic lift to raise me from sitting to stanc{ing (nccessarg Forge’cting
out of bed in the morning and c|im}3ing into bed at niglﬁt —and every
uP~From~the~wheelchair event in between). Being with my whole fam-
i|3 on Tl’lanksgiving was a very bright spot this year.

Halﬁf)alccd Fl—\ilosophizing

ma long way from ca”ing AlLS my friend, but | must admit it has

been a very gooc{ teacher. Asvarious Physica] capabilitics have

Scptcmbcr marked the end of my attendance at yoga classes. ]
started the year able to drive mgse”i, walk with my cane to the cloor,
and getinto the studio without any Problem‘ Bg Februarﬁ, | heeded
l’nclP oPcning the cloor, and bg Marc}‘x ] needed help to make the one
step up into the studio. Bg APril, when | was no Ionger able to drive,
Ear| would take me to the studio, haul out a Por‘table ramp, and help
getme and my chair into the studio. Bg June, | couldn’t stand up
from the floor and walk over to my shoes after class — ]’c{ crawl over to
a bench, heave my bodg onto it, and then get assistance with getting
into the chair. f)g August, | couldn’t even crawl without assistance.
(/\/otc: /maﬂ be one of the a/enscstALﬁpatfcnts ever: /knew t/mat/
wasn’t going to be able to wa/,é, but it was ke getting the dlégnosls all
overagain when [ found [ couldn’t crawl) Qpitting the yoga classes
was a dark and bitter event, but onlg because the classes, the teacher,
and the other students had become such a sweet and bright Part of
my life —and | am eterna”g gratefzul for their support, which allowed me
to continue my modified aPProach to yoga as 1ong as | could.

I:arnily and Fricncls

|t’s said that a friend is someone who knows the song in your heart
and can sing it back to you when 3ou’ve Forgotten the words. We
could not have managccl this year without our amazing Familg and
friends. Tlﬂeg strolled with us througlﬁ the sunliglﬁt of the year, and
theg carried us, singing somct|9, when it was too dark for us to see.

AgrouP ca”ing itself Katlﬁg’s (Circle looks after some of our ba-
sic needs; because of their efforts, we have fantastic heat-and-eat
meals at least three dags cach week - which reduces the burden Earl
now carries oxcgetting the two of us fed each day‘ Theﬂ also line up
Peop!e to spend time with me so that [~ arl can continue to Plag in the
§M Orcl‘lestra and attend his yoga classes.

M3 sister and her husband built wooden walkwags in ourgarc{en
so that ] could roll out there to crj09 the summer. Crcws from

Kathg’s Cfrcle built a ramp to our back door, Plantec{ our flower and



vegetable garc{ens, and helped with garden clean~up in the fall - tlﬁeg
even washed windows and cleaned gutters!

My brother stayed with me for a week in June; we spent some time
every day writing and ta”dng about our shared childhood memories
and our lived experience with ALS, and imagining a book that would
comPi|e ourwork on these subjects‘ Mg sister-in-law stayec{ with me
in August so that [ arl could take his annual canoe trip (his photos
grace these Pages) — awonderful break for him, and a marvelous time
for me, since Clﬁergl and | were friends long before she fell for my
brother.

We've met wonderful Pcop|e tl-lrough our ALS support group —
Pcoplc who knowjust what we’re going ’cl’wrough, who can Iaugh and
cry with us, and who can share their strategies and solutions for Iiving
with Al S. T hat's the beautiful }Drfght side of the support group.
The dark realitg, thougl‘:, is that we lose some of these new friends
each year as ALS claims their lives; in the past year, more than half a
dozen have died. T he other bittersweet realit3 is that each meeting
brings anew face or two — new People to know and cherish; new peo-
Ple with whom to commiserate; new Pcop!e to mourn when thcirjoun
neys are done.

]n August, ] arranged to have a home health aide getme up,
bathed, and dressed on c]ays when [ arlismt here. | have been richlg
blessed to have the same woman (Theo) almost every clag, and ]
count her as a sweet, bright part of our “new normal.” Shc’s smart
about l’lerjob, she does it with great tenderness and care, and she
makes me |augl'u‘ Her s!’rfning presence shrinks the shadow that comes
with no Ionger being able to care for mgsel?

Since October, friends from the yoga studio have come to our
house every Sundag toengageina lively discussion of [ he (Grace in
D\y/’n‘gb\zj K athleen Dowling angh. T hese smart, Funny PeoP|e are
wfning to discuss and explore the meaning of life, of birth, of death.

T ogether, we shine a bright light on the dark face of death, an act of

courage (] beheve) that gives us comfort and hoPe on thisjoumeg.

Travcl

We started the year with a two-week triP to England (with a short
stop in Faris)‘ Wc_joincc{ our niece Mcg!‘xan, who studied theatre in
| _ondon c{uring Januarg, had a week in | ondon, two nights in Paris,
anda shortjaunt to Chesterﬁe]ci to see some sites where /Dr/a/c and
Frcjuc//ce was filmed in 2005. T he time in | _ondon and [aris gave me
and [ arl a chance for one more look at some of our favorite Placcs -
the Rodin sculpturc garc{cn in Faris and Hﬂc{c Fark in |_ondon, for
example. T he weather was cold, | spent most of the time being
Pushecl in a wheelchair (making subwag travel meossibIe), and it was
much more stressful than our usual travels. But it was a sweet delig!‘wt
to find a great |ndian restaurant right next to our hotel in |_ondon,
and to eat once again the extraorc{inarg ogerings of Pauls Patisserie
Pur Beurre.

|n March, we traveled to Cali)cornia with my sister and her Famib‘ |
had never seen the rcdwoods, and Marcia’s gir]s hadn’t seen the
ocean, so we few into San [Francisco and drove north. T he red-
woods were magnhcicent - 50 large you almost can’t believe the P}wo~
tos when you get home. T he first dags were cold, windy, and mixed
Fog with rain, making the glimpscs of coastline and stormy sea thri”ing
- butnot very inviting for stro”ing on the beach. T helast dags of the
triP had lovelg sunshine; Marcia’s Pre~’crip Planning had identified
some state Par!(s on the coast that Providecl beach wheelchairs — so I
was actua”y able to getouton the sanc{, close to the water. V\/hat a
ghct my sister gave mel!

Mag brought a triP to Oregon to visit [~ arl’s Family, and it was
|ove13 to be with them again. |t was our first triP with the power wheel-
chair (which meant we had to rent a spccial van when we got there),
and it made it clear that twosome travel is Probably a tlﬁing of the past
forme and Farl. fF arlisto get any rest on a vacation, we need to

bring a third someone who can manage me and my growing list of



