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IT ALL STARTED WITH TED
 – Mavis Streyffeler

During the historical renovation of  Porter Hall in 
2016 Facilities Supervisor Ted Morales and his crew – 
Phil, Raul, Chico, Sergio, Dan, Paul and Eddie – cleaned 
out the basement to prepare it for an earthquake retrofit.. 

“It was a dark and spooky place,” he said, “and I was 
surprised to see an old elevator door attached to the shaft. 
It must have weighed over 200 pounds as we wrestled it 
off, out and up the stairs. 

“Now…what to do with it?”
The green door with a fireproof  1/4” glass panel 

ended up in the Furniture barn, of  course, and stayed 
there for a year before Al Streyffeler moved it into our 
side yard.  Then in spring 2018 Barrie Gray donated three 
buckets of  slab glass trimmings to Al in bright yellow, 
blue, orange and green.

Al removed the surrounding heavy steel trim from 
the old elevator door and framed it with the same 
redwood trim that he constructed for the Keiko Miura 
panels which you can see in many places on our campus.  
Meanwhile I cleaned and sorted the colorful glass that 
Barrie had contributed.

Enter Alison Stendahl! She and her friends started 
arranging the varied colors into ‘sunrise,’ ‘blue river,’ 
‘green woods,’ ‘sky’ and ‘sunset.’ Al used epoxy glue to 
attach each colorful piece.

And so “Sunrise/Sunset” was ready to be sold at 
our 2018 Festival. And it sold — to Wendy and Charles 
Bayer — who have generously lent it to be displayed on 
our campus. You can see it in front of  507/511 West 6th 
Street, just inside the 6th Street gate.
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Short reflection...longer story...prose...poetry...your own 
invention...that’s what Reflections is for.  Send yours as an 
attachment to an email to me at jandmdenham@gmail.
com  You can get inspiration from previous REFLECTIONS 
issues available at Pilgrimplacepost.org.  --  John Denham, 
editor
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I don’t look in the mirror much. No 
particular reason. It just doesn’t occur to me 
to do so. We were headed out to dinner with 
friends the other evening, and I realized that 
I had not even glanced in the mirror to see if 
my hair needed combing. Oh, well.

Then the other morning I did so and 
thought, “That’s not me, not the real me, the 
one I carry around inside myself.” I have lines 
around my eyes and mouth, fillings in my teeth, 
droopy upper arms, a pudgy stomach, really 
gray hair, glasses that need to be worn all the 
time, and a nasty suspicion my hearing’s getting 
worse! How on earth did that happen? Where 
did I go, the self I used to be?

I’m 75 now. Every once 
in a while, polite young men 
stand up for me on buses or 
offer to help me carry my 
groceries out to the car. I 
cringed the other day when 
someone called me “Ma’am.”

My parents are gone, 
and I am the matriarch of 
the family. — Gasp! —

There is always a gap 
between how we feel inside 
ourselves and how the world 
sees us. Sometimes this gap 
is comfortingly narrow and 
seems bridgeable; at other 
times it yawns horribly, 
so that the self we experience and the one 
that other people encounter appear almost 
unconnected.

I think that this bewildering and often 
frightening mismatch between the way we see 
and know ourselves and the way the world sees 
us happens more often and more powerfully 
as we get older — because, of course, inside 

our minds and our hearts and our heads, we 
are still young, still just getting going on life’s 
journey, still making up our minds who we want 
to be.

Because, of course, I’m not really 75. 
I’m ten and jumping in puddles; I’m 16 and 
falling in love for the first time; I’m 18 and 
leaving home; I’m a student, a newly-wed, an 
over-eager young teacher, a mother of two 
young sons….

But the mirror ignores the selves I 
carry with me and can only, mercilessly, show 
me my 75-year-old self, unmistakably bashed-
about by life and all its ambushes. And people 

can only see that 75-year-
old - or increasingly, perhaps, 
don’t see me. There are 
definitely times when I have 
felt invisible. To become 
invisible is to be like a ghost 
in my own life.

Here at Pilgrim Place 
I am surrounded by women 
and men with long and richly 
complicated histories. I 
admire their tenacity. They 
are marvels, not just because 
they are indomitable, but 
because they are passionate 
and fiercely optimistic. We 
are our life’s work and only at 
the very end can we gather 
together all these selves and 

know what we have made of ourselves.

If we are lucky, we become old. But 
when we are old, we still have that need to be 
recognized, seen as who we are. Our selves.

If you ask me how old I feel, I would 
probably say 21. But I am 75 years young and 
still feel that life is ahead of me.

YOU DON’T SEE THE REAL ME              Bonnie Britt

“I feel every day of our lives needs to be directed toward  
learning / growing / becoming — as long as we have breath.” —Betsy Bacon
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… from the deck of  a ship where I had gone to 
read and instead was grasped by:

The mystery of  the ocean 
the sheer Immensity of  it 
water and waves, clouds and sky 
as far as I can see — 
farther than I can see, metaphor of  mystery 
surrounding me within and without 
as dark clouds come down 
blurring the sea/sky boundary 
like some thin place, the veil so thin

I could almost reach out — 
touching the untouchable mystery 
cradling my soul so tiny and contained 
yet intricately bound 
to all that is and has been and will be 
beyond language it will not be still 
insistent to be enfleshed in words 
to Tabernacle here incarnating mystery 
always beyond yet dwelling within —

Have I courage to share this moment 
so vulnerable and naked and inadequate 
these words shared in a whisper 
lest my soul explode 
from awesome mystery 
that cannot be contained

Dare I?  
Dare I not?

LETTER TO A FRIEND 
—Dwight Vogel

Our house becomes a garden

It is the week of  Festival and our house becomes a 
garden  
The sunflowers in hardwood rows turn their heads to 
the sun.

The begonia is a lush tapestry perched on a stool  
Like a plush Persian cat in a painting by Matisse. 

Twin cacti climb as skyscrapers from their pots 
 Short spines anchor new spider webs each dawn.

Vases throughout the house carry rosebuds opening  
To watch over Zinnia blossoms adding color 
everywhere.

Tomorrow they will wend their way to Mayflower  
Where will join the grand parade of  welcoming blooms. 

OUR HOUSE BECOMES A GARDEN 
— Mark Johnson

We are most aware of  our privileged lives after age 80
When one glass of  wine together makes us happy;
When we can still make love, if  not as often;
When we agree on movies to see 

and at what time and in what theater.
And, believe me, an ability to converse  

about the news within our community 
and even more about TV reports 
of  misery in the world.

Not always agreeing about what’s going on 
but always able to kiss each other good-night.

Personally, for me, I still find it hard to believe 
that this ugly body of  mine is attractive to him.

So many warts and bulges and sore 
limbs and weak muscles etc. etc. 
Ugly as sin.

He thinks I’m Cinderella.   
I think he is Prince Charming,  
not at a ball but in our own home. 
— as we both know, a blessed one.

LIVING WITH AN OLD MAN 
—Jean Lesher 

I dove without helmet 
or line into the hull
jagged as an open can,
carried up the girls of  summer,
long skirts fluttering like clouds,
exposing their legs.
Onlookers shouted, 
“Your lungs will burst.”
I was seventeen and prince of  the river
carrying the breathless to the useless air.
I dove again and again
until twilight swept the sky purple.
I had borne forty bodies in my arms,
once a mother embracing her baby.
Bodies bobbed up.
Men used grappling irons
and pike poles to pull them out.
I lifted crates off  bodies,
ripped away snagged cloth
and cradled them as if  they knew me,
were my mother or father,
these loved or unloved strangers
I could not save.

Published in Water~Stone Review, 2015

YOUNG DIVER      —Renny Golden
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SLUG LIVES MATTER              Judith Favor 
Have you ever looked at a dead banana slug 

up close? 
I hadn’t, until one brushed my ankle as I 

sat with my feet in the creek near our cabin in 
Northern California. The corpse was filmy white, 
the size of my middle finger. It grossed me 
out, but made me curious, too. Why would any 
sensible slug jump in the creek? Another corpse 
bumped my leg. Yuck! I tried to swish it into the 
current but it didn’t cooperate, so I dropped a flat 
rock on top of it.

Gazing toward shore, my eyes widened. I 
saw a slug nursery embedded in the bank, and 
it was love at 
first sight. Tiny 
slugs snuggled 
between pairs 
of big ones 
in little coves 
formed by 
tangled pine 
roots. But wait. 
Two of the 
cuticle-size 
infants had only 
one protector. 

Oh, no! 
Minutes ago, 

I had moved 
many rocks in 
order to reach 
a midstream 
boulder just the 
size of my fanny. Unaware of the nursery, I’d 
waded in where adult slugs now scouted for food. 
My rock-shifting had killed at least two dads. I 
shivered to see myself through the protuberant 
eyes of these elders. Slugs in the ’hood must 
view me as a predator. I had disrupted their 
reproductive safety zone. How could I make 
amends?

Guilt guided my gaze downstream where a 
silent drama was playing out. A slug no bigger 
than a fingernail-paring, perched precariously on 
a wet rock, was sliding slowly toward the swirl 
of fast water below. Two mature slugs hunched 

nearby, bodies touching. Antennae waved, 
connecting at the tips. I got the message: 

Our kid is in danger! We have no hands but 
yours. 

I moved quickly and slid two flat rocks 
beneath the little one. Just in time. It landed 
safely and two sets of antennae retracted. 
Parents and offspring began inching toward each 
other. 

I heaved a sigh of relief.
On a patch of dirt near the stump where I 

dried my feet, four teen-sized slugs had their 
heads together. As I laced my boots, I imagined 

them devising 
a rap song 
about uncles 
who drowned 
and a cousin 
who didn’t. Or 
composing a 
poem — Walt 
Whitman-style 
— titled The 
Loveliness 
of the Lowly 
Banana Slug.

My brush 
with love and 
death led 
me to learn 
more about 

perennially 
overlooked 

creatures that look like small internal organs on 
the move. 

Did you know banana slugs are avid lovers 
and tender parents? I didn’t, until I watched a pair 
procreating on YouTube.  They bear one baby 
a year and keep it close until it’s grown. They 
generously share food and, yes, dine on bear 
scat. 

Now when I see slugs in the forest gliding 
along on a glimmer of slime, I give a friendly nod 
to show appreciation for their quiet dignity and 
parental commitment.
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“To let go graciously in the face of the losses of getting old 
 is an important quality of healthy aging.” — Hallee Spriggins


