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· -W-e -- C- r- e- a- t-e -- O-u-r -- L-i-v-e -s - -

Editor’s Note: Following is a page from my spiritual journal.

UNFINISHED BUSINESS 
 I slid my credit card through the gas pump’s “reader,” and glanced at other patrons. Behind me, a stick-thin figure draped in a straight ankle-length dress stood by her Jeep. She wore a surgeon’s mask, and seemed familiar. That’s Caroline from church!

As if hearing my thought, the woman turned her large almond-shaped eyes on me.  She lifted her hand in greeting. I released the gas hose from its notch and returned her “hello.” The hose nozzle disappeared into my Vibe’s tank and I pulled the metal trigger and held it. Gasoline whooshed in. 
Looking up again, I saw Caroline walking over. 
       “Hi Francine!” she said.
“Hello Caroline.” I nodded at her mask. “Do you have the flu?”
“I have pneumonia.” 
I took a breath to speak, but she rushed ahead. “Pneumonia complicates the cancer nodules … in both lungs.  It’s everywhere now. I’m dying. I’ve arranged for Hospice to come in.” Dying? She’s younger than me!... What’s she doing pumping gas? Yes, she’s a marathon bike rider and probably has lots of stamina, but…

As she told more of her preparations, I hung up the fuel hose and replaced the gas cap. She’s amazing. The machine spit out my receipt and I tore it off. What can I say to her?

When Caroline paused a moment, I opened my arms, stepped toward her, and gave her a hug.  I murmured into her ear, “God bless you!”
Releasing me, she said, “He does! … I’ve met with Father Gillespie about my funeral. I’ve bought a grave site… 
A breeze rippled Caroline’s long dress and the white receipt fluttered in my hand like a tiny flag of truce to her openness.  
As if anticipating my “What-can-I-do?” she said, “I’m doing all right so far. I don’t need any help. Like I said, Hospice will come soon.”
 Stunned by her honesty, I repeated, “God bless you, Caroline.”
She stepped toward her vehicle. “Gotta’go. Maybe see you at church, Francine! Bye!”
 
Three weeks later, I entered the silent sanctuary where candles were lit for Caroline’s funeral. I had never attended a Catholic funeral rite.  But, from masses I had sat in, I knew it would be a special event when I saw a white-robed man swinging an incense infuser. The slotted brass container left a holy trail of fragrant blue smoke that curled, rose and disappeared.
More than fifty people sat quietly until the cantor raised his arms, signaling the congregation to stand. Everyone turned to the rear of the church   (See next page.)

as if waiting for a bride to walk down the aisle. Instead, in the threshold to the sanctuary, four people reverently unfolded a long white cloth and draped it over Caroline’s casket atop a gurney. When they finished, Father Gillespie reached for his silver scepter, dunked it in a crystal pail of holy water, and baptized Caroline one last time.

The priest turned and entered the church as we sang, “I Want to Walk as a Child of the Light.” Attendants pushed the casket as far as the altar step. Father continued up, turned to us and raised his arm, drawing a large cross in the air. “In the name of The Father, and of The Son, and of The Holy Ghost. Amen.”

Suddenly, a small sob rose and caught in my throat. What’s this?  Caroline and I were not close. I just worked with her at church sometimes.   Paying no attention to my  thoughts, tears overflowed. As I fumbled for a Kleenex, I realized my sadness was not for the-here-and-now.  I was grieving Grandma Elizabeth.           

I had missed her Catholic funeral when I was thirteen. 
 That summer of 1957 I’d been in Anaheim, California with my other grandmother.  Grandma Bernice wanted to fly from Indiana and visit her daughter and grandchildren who’d moved west. But Grandpa wouldn’t go. The family worried she could not manage Chicago’s O’Hare and LA International airports by herself.  Thirteen and going into seventh grade, I was as tall as my mother and nearly as strong. I had been chosen as “Grandma’s escort.”  
After a two-week visit, we flew home from California and I fell into bed and slept. The next day, Mother told me Grandma Elizabeth had died.
“Why didn’t you call me?”  I would have come home.  I should have been at her funeral! 

 Calmly Mother explained, “We didn’t want to worry you. Grandma Elizabeth would have wanted you to stay in California and have a good time. There’s nothing you could have done here.” Mother’s words seemed logical, but I still felt left out and angry. Something’s not right. I huffed to myself, “I should have been there.”     

Now half a century later, I dabbed my eyes again as we sang the recessional song, “Let There Be Peace on Earth.” God bless your soul, Caroline. And after all these years, God bless yours, too, Grandma Elizabeth!  I love you.


Frances Fritzie

************************************************************************

- -A-R-O-U-N-D - - T-H-E

- - F-R-A-M-E- -

(Letters to the Editor)

My dearest Francula,

I have been thinking about your July ’10 letter a lot. Why does first love continue to resonate throughout our lives? Or, is it only unrequited first love? Perhaps it is like that first drink, drug, or spiritual awakening -- it is never as intense as the first time.


Sometimes I fear I just don’t feel emotions as deeply as I did when my hormones were raging. Or perhaps I used up my share of those feelings, or I don’t have anyone to pour them on. I know I need to bathe myself in them.

More later, 

Love 

Liz

Liz/Moscar (July ’10) adds, “I’ve been moving, freakin’ out, and actually working like a mad thing on this research grant. Next-- two job interviews.”

************************************************************************

Dear Frances, 

In your last letter you observed my husband was running our household. Yes, I know that, now. Looking back, I can see he always has. I don’t know why -- I can’t understand it. I am the one earning an income. Now he has started having health problems. He thinks he is dying and is driving everyone crazy.


A while back I mentioned I wished I were Amish. Actually, some of my dad’s relatives really were Amish. You reminded me in that culture, the husbands, brothers and fathers rule the women and children. Yes, I know. In the books I read the men are also loving and caring.  Their family is important to them. My dad always says, “Children are a blessing from God.”  But, my husband always felt children were “in the way.” He didn’t want any.


I do have some friends. There is a lady in the nursing home where I work who gives me a hug every time she sees me. She also tells me she is praying for me.  

She has met my husband and says, “I don’t trust him. It isn’t right … a man who doesn’t want to support his wife.” She says even the Bible says men should “provide for his own.”


 We go to church, but my husband sleeps! When I ask him why, he tells me early on he went to church only to make his mother happy and she’s gone now.


I still take one day at a time. I study my Bible and pray a lot. My dad and I hope for a better future. God is in control.


Love and prayers, 


LindaSue

LindaSue (July ’10) adds, “One of the reasons I married my husband is I thought he had a strong faith. We went to church together before we got married. A lot has changed since then…”

***********************************************************************

Hi Frances,

 
I always print Ninepatch, take it into the living room. I read it as the TV news reports events of the day and I sip a martini.


Something has recently been on my mind and I keep asking The Universe for help with it.  I have been granted extra years. At eighty-four, I have lived far longer than any ancestor. Of course nowadays, people are living longer, but I say to The Universe, “Help me do something with my extra years.” 

In my prayer and meditation, I got answers. One was, “Do some little things three or four times a week for someone who expects nothing.” It’s an old thought, but it seems right. I feel good about what I do.

When I talk of my work, reading and travels, I notice many older women say, “Oh well, I’m eighty and I just hibernate.” 

Another message I got from The Universe relates to those women who feel finished. About them The Universe said, “By living happily and looking younger than your years, you show other women they can do the same for themselves.”  

This kind of knowing is a long way from “reading” my bubbles (July 2010).  But it’s true. 


Be well, be happy!

Joan

M.Joan (July ’10) adds, “I am single, run my own business and still put in long hours. Life has blessed me in many ways.” 

************************************************************************

Dear Fritzie,  

After his long illness, two days ago my husband passed away. I was with him and was able to speak gentle thoughts. There is a hole in my heart today and it will heal.  

Both our sons are here with me and have been of great comfort. We are so glad this is over for him that we aren’t as sad as you might think. He is at peace 

-- what we have wanted for so long. 

As I came out of my dream sleep this morning, I was planning what to take to the nursing home and then when I thought about him being gone, I wondered if I was dreaming or awake. 

Love, 

Elaine

Elaine (July ’10)adds, “Thoughts come at me quickly -- I’m a widow; I’m a single woman; I won’t be going to the nursing home tomorrow; it’s 6:30 in the evening and I’m never home at this time…” 

************************************************************************

Frances:


Sorry! I'm not much of a correspondent lately.  I seem to be either working, sleeping, or mindlessly playing Internet games (I think that gaming soothes me, somehow.)  

Our vacation starts a week from today and lasts for two weeks.  So much to do in the meantime!                      
Preparing a motorcycle trip is different, more complicated than car travel.  


I do hope that all is well with you, I suspect that it is.  You say you are “unsettled.” I get blues after landing in a place different than my regular home.  Perhaps it is separation from your hubby?  Memories of the past (your first love story) stirring?  Missing your Florida friends?  It is difficult to “wait,” to feel grounded isn't it?  

 
Alas, duty calls. In a few minutes, I must mow my portion of the lawn and that will take a couple of hours.  Aaach!  

Until “later,”

Linda


Linda Rosenthal (July ’10) adds, “I seem to have to will myself to do everything except play games.”

************************************************************************

Dear Frances- 

I was glancing through the May ‘10 issue of Ninepatch, while getting ready to pack to travel to Massachusetts for the remainder of the summer. I thought of many things.


One thing that crossed my mind was about not seeing people I care about. It seems that my friendships are mostly made for life. With these folk, we will effortlessly pick up with one another at our next encounter as if we have never really been apart. We start wherever we left off.


We matter to each other -- care about each other -- while going on with our daily “living forward.”  You are one of those friends, Frances.


With regular reading, Ninepatch writers are, too-- in a way.


Love you, 


Nancyann


Nancyann (July ’10) adds, “I also thought about my favorite time of day. It’s late afternoon. I call it ‘the golden time.’ If I am at the beach that time of day, I hate to go home. To me, it feels like basking in warmth and fullness and beauty -- no matter where I am.”
************************************************************************

Hi Frances, 

  
Yesterday I went out dancing to work on #2 from my summer plans list (June ’10), “practice dance steps.”  I drove about twenty-five miles to a Friday night dance.  Arrived just as they were setting the tables for “lunch” at 8:30 PM! 

As I stood in the doorway surveying the crowd in hopes of finding a nice young lady to dance with, I discovered they all seemed as a OLD as me! (
I went on to Sioux Falls.  Their VFW had a cowboy band, but the lights were out all over that part of town.  Trusting luck, I chose my partner in the dark. 

Eventually lights came on and I saw who I was dancing with.  However, by then I was having a good time and it didn’t matter. 

Today I started thinking about # 6 of my summer plans:  make a pizza better than Liberty Bell Chalet. 

 I realized I’d first have to learn to make mozzarella cheese!   What you find in the stores is often artificial or the real stuff is too old.  Cheese is the best when it is fresh and used within two or three days. I also need fresh pasteurized milk, citric acid, rubber gloves, a very accurate thermometer, cheese cloth, and stainless steel pots, knives and rennet-- a liquid used in preparing jams and jellies.   

Wish me luck.  

Le

Le (June ’10) says, “Since I didn't get my tomato and cherry-pepper plants into the ground until mid-June-- summer plan #1 -- I'm hoping for a late fall.  Today I dissolved some calcium tables in water and poured a bit around each of the plants.  Reason:  the soil needs calcium to prevent ‘blossom bottom rot.’  In my childhood, folks added crush-ed egg shells to their gardens -- calcium!” 

************************************************************************

Fritzie-

At six this evening, we had Nancy Cat put to sleep. She was nineteen years old and I had her seventeen of those years.  

She was doing okay until last night when she threw up nothing but blood. It was not good from then on.  She stayed wherever I was and cried when she moved. The vet examined her and found a tumor in her abdomen.  

She is the last of our old cats.  My “ladies,” Nancy and Charlotte were with me from early 90's.  Andy was about fifteen and ours from 1997 until last year. 

Only three are left.  They are still young but the two black brother and sister are diabetic and need daily insulin. Mr. Gray is seven years old. Hopefully these pets will be around for awhile.  

I will miss Nancy.  I miss Charlotte and Andrew, too.   

Patricia

Patricia (July’10) adds, “The pets I’ve lost will not be replaced. Any new cat might outlive me. I am really sad. Sometimes getting old sucks.”  

************************************************************************

Hi Frances,

     You asked me if I still blame things I do on “Lucy.”  I did that all the time when my husband was alive. Now he’s gone, but I still do it with my boyfriend on occasion.  Lucy is such a part of me that I will go to my grave with her. 

It is fun to have someone to blame for my sometimes outlandish behavior or carelessness.  Don't you sometimes just want to let loose and do something

really kooky, like singing “Little Ducky Duddle” or acting childish, doing a wild dance, or just making funny faces?  

I find I don't do as much of that playful stuff anymore and I sometimes wonder why.  It is hard to pinpoint what has made me a more somber person.  Maybe losing my 

husband and all my family being far away has something to do with it.  

My boyfriend tends to be on the serious side most of the time. I'm sure that is part of it, too, although I have to admit, when I act silly he usually plays along.   

    
I hope you have a wonderful summer in Michigan.  Stay cool and enjoy. 

Judy

Judy (April ‘09) adds, “Life can be demanding on a day to day basis and sometimes “Lucy” and I just need to brighten it up a little.  I used to write little notes and put them in my husband's socks when he went away on business trips. Other times, I’d pack something personal of mine in with his underwear.  He said it was always a welcome surprise and made him feel that I was always with him.”  

************************************************************************
Appreciation grows with need.


James (July ’10) adds, “It’s easy to take things for granted until they become scarce.”

************************************************************************

- - - -F-A-B-R-I-C-S- - -- 

(Our Experiences)

LOTTE’S JOURNALS


Sunday, April 4, 2010

Uncle Jerry had a toothache. Brought him to the dentist. Root canal with an abscess. Later on that day, he was shaking like a leaf -- his temperature reached 102. Called 911 and took him to the hospital. Stayed there four days and because of his infected tooth, contracted a urinary tract infection. Hooked up to an antibiotic IV and the temperature came down. So did the infection. He has to drink a lot of fluids, when I am not home with him, he doesn't want to drink. 

He is doing much better now. He is still sleeping.

Days are getting warmer and the temperatures are rising. 

 
Haven't received my contract for summer school. Also, the school has to lay off sixty-five people, and I am the last one to join the team. 

**

Monday, April 12, 2010 

On the day of Uncle Jerry’s discharge, the nurse didn't have the papers ready and she sent the ambulance back. Uncle Jerry still had his IV in his hand. Asked if she could remove it.  She said, “In a minute.”(Took 3 hrs!) Questioned her, why did she send the ambulance back? “ Not ready.”    
Quite upset -- so was Uncle Jerry. Nurse and his aid were waiting at home. 

Normally I would have fired a letter off to the president, instead waited one week and very calmly wrote a focused letter. 

**

 Tuesday, April 13, 2010

Easter break was a joke. Three days off and the remaining days had to go to school to make up time for lost days when we had the Nor’easter.

 
I have been hired for the summer school but no increase in salary. 

 
Uncle Jerry has to go for a cat scan (for his left knee). I pray to God that he will be able to walk; I have so much faith and that has pulled us both through the rough times we had. It is so hard to find a lawyer who is willing to represent him.  

Last year when he was in the rehab, they pushed so many pills down his throat that his esophagus is totally out of whack. Have spoken to a few lawyers but they don’t see sufficient funds for his case. 

Somewhere in the foxhole place where we moved, is an envelope which contains all the documents from that rehab. Maybe I can argue his case with the lawyer!

 
Working on another article for NINEPATCH. 

**
Saturday, May 15, 2010

Yesterday morning, Uncle Jerry had a temperature of 100.2. Took him by ambulance to ER and again in the hospital. White blood cells elevated. 

Now Uncle Jerry’s temperature came down to 97. Hopefully, we can go home on Monday. 

 
Last week, I was called into the principal’s office and was told, sorry, have to let you go due to the budget cuts.  Sixty-five people let go, including tenured teachers. Perhaps, I can collect unemployment.

As soon as I am done with summer school, we are going to North Carolina and see if we like it. Nothing here for us, except expenses. 

Lotte DeRoy (May ’10) adds, “We celebrated Uncle Jerry’s eighty-fifth birthday a month late. We couldn’t do anything in April.”

************************************************************************

GOING QUIETLY ON HIS WAY

(Part One of Two)

After Daddy died, I found that memories of him long forgotten would return to me, unbidden.  I remembered and missed so many things about him.  The memories were at times a lifeline, at times a suffocating blanket.  In the end, they helped me grieve, and they helped me understand -- as an adult -- the person he was.
When my parents were young and we children were in elementary school, we lived in a tiny rural town in north central Florida.   Daddy, a genial, handsome man with sparkling blue eyes and very little hair, was principal of the only public school there, kindergarten through twelfth grade.  We didn’t have much in the way of formal                          

entertainment. Life was simple: it revolved around family, home, church, and school.  

Sunday afternoons often found us piled in our tan 1958 Ford sedan, windows rolled down to capture the breeze and get some relief from the stifling Florida heat and humidity.
It seemed there was an endless supply of dirt roads to explore in the countryside sur-rounding our town.  We were never headed anyplace in particular and we were never in a hurry.  Gas was cheap and plentiful, and time seemed limitless.  We passed few cars and fewer homes on our afternoon rambles.  We might stop to pick up a discarded Coca Cola bottle so we could collect a few cents refund at the local store, or we might pull over to pick rain lilies or violets in the spring, perhaps blackberries or wild grapes in the summer. Daddy was always interested in crops growing on the neighboring farmland:  corn, peas, okra, and melons in the summer, greens, potatoes, onions, and beans in the fall. 
It was rare to see other people out and about on Sunday afternoons -- in those days, there were “blue laws.”  As a result, all businesses were closed and people generally observed a day of rest on the Sabbath.  After church and a hearty dinner, most folks took naps, read the Sunday paper, or, like our family, went for a drive in the country.

Mary Wood Bridgman is married and the mother of a grown daughter.  She is retired  and enjoys reading, writing, and music.  She reads her book chapters and other stories regularly on “In Context,” a program of the NPR affiliate in Jacksonville, FL.  

************************************************************************

A BABYSITTING ADVENTURE

My daughter and her husband planned a two-week trip and asked if I’d fly up and stay with my granddaughters several states away.  I have such fun with the girls, I was delighted to pack my bags and kiss my husband goodbye.

Staying with them was more like visiting than duty. I just had one disaster. One day I decided to run the dishwasher. Only my younger granddaughter --Nicole, age nine-- was home. She said to me, “My mom uses this soap.”  I added it to the dishwasher and hit the “start” button. 

 
Later, when I walked back into the kitchen I was surprised to see soap bubbles everywhereeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! The scene reminded me of a movie I saw years ago. Is this real? This can't be happening to me.  Bubbles were pouring out of the dishwasher.  

I pushed the “cancel” button on the machine, called to my granddaughter and we started cleaning up the mess.  We scooped up as many of the bubbles as we could and threw them in the sink. We mopped the slippery floor with dish towels and old tee-shirts. We even cleaned the foam out of the machine.  

 I started the dishwasher again to wash it out, but the same thing happened.  Suds bubbled everywhere. We caught some in bowls.  When we filled them all, we dumped the froth in the sink. We threw towels on the floor to collect more water and bubbles.  We still couldn't keep up with the new bubbles so I pushed the cancel button -- again. 

Once we mopped it all up, I decided on another strategy with the dishwasher.  I pushed the “quick rinse” button.  No help. The bubbles quick rinsed out and onto the kitchen floor!  

Nicole screamed, “If my mom saw this, she’d holler her head off.” 

 I persevered with rinsing.  and mopping. After going through the quick rinse cycle  two more times, the bubbles finally gave up. 

I sure had a lot of wet towels and soggy tee-shirts to launder!

Lynan (Nov.-Dec.‘09) adds, “I was about ready to collapse with exhaustion.  I was never so happy to fly back home.”

 ***********************************************************************

Ninepatch Birthdays

August 2010

Louise
1

George
3

Lori
24

-T-H-R-E-A-D -

 (Our Knowing and Our Spirituality)

THE MIND

It’s

What

You do

With your

Brain that makes

Your mind what it is!

       Simon Stargazer III (July’10) says, “Like my bod… I need to keep exercising my mind, so I look great inside and

out!”

************************************************************************

(THREAD continue on the next page.)

THE BLACKSMITH 

OF REED CITY

I walked into Tall Moose Café’

To have a cup of coffee, 

To watch the local folk and talk

Or read the paper maybe.

In strode a soft-eyed 

sun-drenched man;

his worn straw hat was tearing.

A wrought iron leaf hung 

on his chest, 

showed off his craft, his caring.

And at his waist a soft suede pouch

Lay fringed and hanging there.

Upon his wrist, a horseshoe twist

Of iron met my tense stare.

“Are you a native of this place?”

Five years,” he smiled with pleasure.

“I love that bracelet on your arm.”

He handed me the treasure.

“I made it, I’m a blacksmith here.”

I thanked him, sounding giddy.

Ah, Renny Hampton is his name,

The blacksmith of Reed City.


Gail (July ’10) tells of her Reed City adventure, “I was checking out Reed City, Mich., because one of my daughters was going to marry a young man from that place, and I happened on to the Blacksmith of Reed City. It was a surprise when he offered his bracelet to me, so I wrote a poem about my pleasure.”

**********************************************************************

- -M-A-N-A-G-I-N-G- - T-H-E

 - - H-O-U-S-E- -

(Ninepatch Business)








GET TO KNOW YOU


Our Monthly Question for August was, “The ingredients of a good movie are…”

June Poucher (July ’10) responded to this question saying, “Three ingredients make a good movie. First, I like a good story. The story should have warmth and humor, and perhaps, tragedy too. 

Such a human interest tale doesn’t need car crashes, guns and graphics to touch the better human emotions. Second, good actors are essential, but third, and most important to me is to leave the theater feeling better; uplifted and inspired.”

**

Georgene (Mar.’10) says, “My husband and I watch up to three movies a week -- rarely at the theatre-- and mostly by way of online rentals. We like drama and mysteries best. The ingredients of a good movie in these genre are storyline, actor chemistry, and a twist.  There are only so many themes so a good movie has to draw me in to an engaging and plausible story.  I have to care about the actors and believe they ‘fit’ together.  For example, while I enjoyed the movie "Bridges of Madison County", I couldn't believe Meryl Streep was Italian and I didn't think that she and Clint Eastwood had chemistry -- of course, I still cried like a baby at the end. It just wasn't as good as it could have been.  

The best part of seeing a good movie is the "twist" -- the thing that makes the movie stand out from others.  When I think of twists, the first that comes to mind is “The Sixth Sense.” The ending totally caught me off guard.

**

The Monthly Question for September ’10 is, “When I was a child, I wanted to grow up to be…”

                                                            *

UP AND AWAY

A few people are more adept with drawings than with words. Carol (Feb. ‘10) is one. When I visited her at her Michigan home, she gave me a tour, showing me the various projects she’d worked on since I was last there.  

A fascinating and colorful postcard and stamp exchange with people all over the world topped her list. She led me from room to room. In one I saw photos of her recent “croning” and saw the special crown of flowers she’d worn for being honored by her wisdom circle.  In her computer room, she showed several photo stories she was developing. One was of a stump standing in her neighbor’s yard. Over the past year, she had “shot” it in all seasons. 

In her sleeping room she paused by a stack of books and papers beside her bed. “And here is the bubble picture you asked for,” she said adding, “I just didn’t write anything.”

Authors of Kokology, Tadahiko Nagao and Isamu Saito, interpret images and say this about seeing many rising bubbles “…You see your own dreams as elusive and unattainable…whatever the (reason) may be, the gap between your dreams and reality is wide…”

Knowing Carol, I disagree. When I consider her detailed landscape that varies from distant mountains to nearby tall grasses, I’d guess they represent Carol’s widely varied interests. Perhaps she will never finish the many projects she enjoys. But enjoyment is a process, not a product.













Editor, Frances
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