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FROM THE EDITORS

The first issue of our journal went online

in the fall of 2011. Here we are 15 years

later. From this perspective we, our

publisher and current editors, reflect on

the vantage of our personal journeys to

keep our minds young. Each of us is

committed to freely sharing our skills and

discoveries with you, our readers, in the

garden of earthly delight we believe is

planted when we share in the spiritual

growth seeded in creative expression.

Perhaps read our bios, located at the

front of every issue. Our journal presents

the opportunity for the free exchange of

wisdom gleaned from creative engage-

ment, and each of us engages in our

own way. Our suggested theme for this

issue asked submitters to ponder the

theme of learning as it relates to the arts

and you personally in your creative

endeavours. As you enjoy this wonderful

issue we believe each contributor offers

wise perspectives that deserve reflection.

Founders of The Journal, publisher

Robert MacDonald in LEARNING FROM

ARTISTS and editor Karen Close in AS

I’VE AGED, launch your journeys with

the wisdom gleaned from their own

experiences. Johanna Beyers in ART AND

LEARNING AS A WAY OF LIFE and Laura

David in LIFELONG LEARNING AND

CREATIVITY share how input from

others, friends or new teachers, culti-

vates growth. REIGNITING THE FLAME by

Jimmy Lisotto and WHAT I DIDN’T

KNOW I KNEW by Patricia Keeney offer

the wisdom of what you learn when you

take time to revisit your creative life.

FEELING THE EARTH MOVE? by Mark

Macleod and 2026: FIXED IN PLACE by

Robin Broderick offer contrasting

perspectives on the impact of creatively

relaxing into the changing moments of

our lives. When we find books we can’t

SUBMISSION
GUIDELINES

We welcome you to join our community of

storytellers by sharing your experience of

creative expression.

We require your story to accompany

any submissions of your creative

expression. We strongly encourage

individuals to write their own stories

because the process of reflectionbringing

forward memories now, into their current

lived perspectiveand writing about them is

very much part of a creative experience.

Taking time to ask oneself honest questions

and then to deeply consider the responses

that emerge brings both personal benefit

and a compelling story. Genuine self-

expression is what works best. If you feel

you need help editing and bringing order

and flow to your mind’s meanderings this is

available, but only you can draw forth the

wisdom of your own life’s experiences and

expressions. It’s your enthusiasm that

inspires others to explore themselves and

that harvests your wisdom as a legacy for

future generations. We find a pairing of

examples of your expression within your

resist recommending to our readers we

share our enthusiasm in short reviews. In

this issue Karen Close shares the book

Theo of Golden by Allen Levin. In

GATHERING LIGHT: STORYTELLING AS A

WAY OF FEELING HEARD by Andrea

Goodman suggests a new path for

entering storytelling.Finally we conclude

with our ongoing contributions from Z. I.

Mahmud in REVISITING THE CLASSICS.

Allen Levi in Theo of Golden suggests

“the very act of creating – be it a meal, a

painting, a book, or a song – is a way for

humanity to connect. It’s this glorious

gift that God has given us.”

For our next issue we invite you to

consider the following theme:

Connecting through our stories is

itself an act of creativity. What am I

creating – who am I becoming as I

create, and whom might it connect

with?

–Karen and Laura

story most effective.

• Please attach your story, including

examples of your work, as a Word

document (.doc) not a PDF to enable

editing, generic font, 14 pt, 1.5 spacing.

Leave only one space after a period.

• 1500 word maximum (use word count)

• Please attach:

o Your headshot

o 3-4 high-resolution (300 dpi) JPGs of

photos related to your article. Not

necessary for poetry submissions, but if

you see relevance please include

• Insert the word “photo #” with its

caption within the article where you

would like each image placed (we’ll try

to honour this request as layout

permits).

• Please include a brief bio note, written in

the third person (one or two short

paragraphs of up to 200 words). Your

bio will be placed at the end of your

article and is intended to give the reader

an idea of who you are, your passions

and/or what you do and have done with

your life that feels relevant to the article.

Please include your preferred contact

information, including email, website,

blog address – whatever you want

included in the publication.

Please email your article and photo-

graphs to Karen Close

karensageing@gmail.com and/or Laura

David ladida336@gmail.com

Quarterly issues of The Journal go online

around a solstice or equinox: March, June,

September and December. We need to

receive your intention of submitting as early

as possible. Your complete submission is

required by the first day of the month

preceding publication.

Please note: The Journal operates as

part of the gift economy. We are about

sharing the wisdom of original thinking as

our life experiences nurture our mutual

‘soul’ growth. For this online journal there is

no receiving of payment by anyone. Robert

MacDonald gives his publishing/layout

talents and we editors give our editing skills

to those who share their stories with us. In

“payment” contributors have their articles

professionally edited and published online

and may share their articles however they

might wish.



3the journal of creative aging

ISSUE CONTENTS

4. LEARNING FROM ARTISTS

Robert MacDonald

9. AS I’VE AGED

Karen Close

13. ART AND LEARNING AS

A WAY OF LIFE

Johanna Beyers

17. LIFELONG LEARNING AND

CREATIVITY

Laura David

19. REIGNITING THE FLAME

Jimmy Lisotto

21. WHAT I DIDN’T KNOW I KNEW

Patricia Keeney

24. FEELING THE EARTH MOVE?

Mark Macleod

27. 2026: FIXED IN PLACE

Robin Broderick

29. LEARNING BY ENGAGED PLAY

Learning in Community

Penn Kemp

32. THEO OF GOLDEN BY ALLEN LEVI

Review by Karen Close

34. GATHERING LIGHT

Storytelling as a Way of Feeling

Heard

Andrea Goodman

36. REVISITING THE CLASSICS

The Gothic Logic of Truth in Edgar

Allen Poe’s Poem Annabel Lee,

Z. I. Mahmud

number 58, fall 2026

issn 1920-5848

a publication of the

Okanagan Institute

Copyright © 2026 Okanagan Institute.
All rights reserved. No part of this publica-
tion may be reproduced in any form
without the permission of the publisher,
except for personal use.

This publication is available for online
viewing and downloading at:

www.sageing.ca
Email karensageing@gmail.com

Cover image:detail from Owl Between the

Branches,  by Karen Close

Please note: not all browsers can use the

hyperlinks on our PDF pages.

If you encounter that issue, we suggest you

copy the web and email links, and paste

them into your applications.

WHO WE ARE

Karen Close, Editor,

taught English and

Visual Arts for 30

years. Retirement in

1995 gave her the

opportunity to meet

vibrant senior

Canadian artists and

to hear their stories.

Indigenous cultures teach us, “All Elders

have medicine – physical, emotional,

musical, story. Let’s give our unique

medicine to the world.” In 2011, believing

in the medicine inherent in creative

expression, Karen began editing the free

online arts and aging journal Sage-ing With

Creative Spirit, Grace and Gratitude. She is

the author of two books. Unfinished

Women: Seeds From My Friendship With

Reva Brooks and The Spirit of Kelowna: A

Celebration of Art and Community profiles

a community art project in Kelowna, BC. In

January, 2015 Wood Lake Publishing

released Creative Aging: Stories from the

Pages of the Journal Sage-ing With Creative

Spirit, Grace and Gratitude. Karen is the

recipient of the 2016 City of Kelowna

Honour In The Arts award.

Johanna Beyers,

Copy Editor, is a

poet and mixed

media artist. She

began her career as

a marine

paleontologist, and

holds a PhD in

environmental policy

and a Master’s of Social Work. She is a

certified sandplay therapist. Johanna is the

author of Sandbar Islands (The Caitlin Press,

1988) and Wearing my Feathered Hat

(Wind Oak & Dove, 2013). Her work has

been published in The Capilano Review,

Sage-ing, Room of One’s Own, CV2,

Waves, and elsewhere. She has been copy-

editor for Sage-ing since 2018.

Laura David

(Foster), Assistant

Editor,

Artist Laura David

(Foster), MPS, CCC,

formerly a registered

art therapist and

clinical counsellor

(with Foster Art and

Wellness in Edmonton/Kelowna) is now

retired and enjoying life as a grandmother.

She has worked therapeutically with

individuals and groups in various organiza-

tions, but now has chosen to return to her

first love: to focus on her own work as an

artist. She has developed a passion for the

healing power of art that stems from her

lived experience of mental health issues,

recovery, spirituality, and creating and

teaching art. She pursued this passion by

completing a Master of Psychotherapy and

Spirituality degree at St. Stephen’s College

with an Art Therapy specialization. Laura

agrees, “Feeling is the power that drives

art” (1991, David Milne).

Robert

MacDonald,

Designer and

Publisher, has

lived by his wits,

some hard work,

and a good lashing

of luck. Almost

completely

unschooled, he has, over several decades,

invented identities as graphic artist,

typographer, printer, community activist,

publisher, information architect, program

director, programmer, and designer. He

hasn’t finished with inventions. Having

spent most of his life thoroughly urbanized

(Toronto, New York, San Francisco,

Vancouver) he is now nestled into the

grasslands and orchards of the Okanagan

valley. He finds profound solace in the

virgin wilderness upland from his habits.

His works have appeared in the journals

Kosmos, Image, Sage-ing, and more, and

he has chapbooks: Dead Drop and

Headwinds, with more anticipated. He is

transcribing several decades of writings

from notebook to manuscript, and is

otherwise biding his time.
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LEARNING
FROM ARTISTS
Robert MacDonald

I think of myself as an artist. I’ve thought of myself as such through many
different artistic identities while I wondered my way through my unexpect-
edly long, and gratifyingly productive, life. All those identities – visual artist,
typographic artist, publishing artist, community artist, literary artist, teach-
ing artist  – helped me navigate through the highs and lows and vicissitudes
of creativity and creative identity, which have been my loadstone. I’ve had
many mentors – sages and savants both – who’ve directly juiced my explo-
rations, lifted my expectations, challenged my assumptions and guided my
creative journey. I honour them all.

In my relatively constant creative explorations, I’ve drawn inspiration
from people of many disciplines, across a number of geographies and
histories. I’ve studied and tried to apply the life lessons and creative practices
of a wide variety of historically significant artists. I would like to share a few
of those for a moment.

In his 80s, the brilliant cellist Pablo Casals revealed the essence of his
extraordinary character and the source of his exuberant life-energy with a
stirring statement for how purposeful work is the true fountain of youth: “If
you continue to work and to absorb the beauty in the world about you, you
find that age does not necessarily mean getting old.” Having read that, I was
inspired not only to explore his creative works, but to spend time reading his
words, and those about him.
Recounting being at once delighted and unsurprised by an article about an
orchestra in the Caucasus composed of musicians older than a hundred,
Casals considers the source of their vitality: “In spite of their age, those

musicians have not lost their zest for life.
How does one explain this? I do not think the
answer lies simply in their physical constitu-
tions or in something unique about the cli-
mate in which they live. It has to do with their
attitude toward life; and I believe that their
ability to work is due in no small measure to
the fact that they do work. Work helps pre-
vent one from getting old. The man who
works and is never bored is never old. Work
and interest in worthwhile things are the best
remedy for age. Each day I am reborn. Each
day I must begin again.”

In my relatively
constant creative
explorations, I’ve
drawn inspiration
from people of
many disciplines.
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With great elegance, just as with his breathtaking musical work, Casals
contrasts the dullness of mindless routine with the exhilaration of mindful
ritual – something many successful artists embed into their lives, and
especially into their creative practices.

I too am prone to mindful ritual, both personally and professionally. I
maintain a rigorous schedule, plan my daily routine with care and foresight,
am an early riser and welcome the dawn with a momentary ritual of praise
and thanksgiving. I use small notebooks to record thoughts and impressions
and keep track of my reading by making notes of things I intend to explore
further. I plan my garden every year in the darkest of days, imagining what
might be possible and prudent, plant my garlic and bulbs as the frost arrives,
start my flower and vegetable seedlings indoors under lights in the midst of
winter, ensure I have the proper materials and tools ready for the easing of
frost in spring, prepare my beds for transplantation and seeding, and maintain
a careful schedule of fertilization and soil amendment, guided by the wisdom
of the seasons, learnings from previous successes and failures, and the
practical wisdom of the almanac.

It is a sentiment the writer Henry Miller also notes. in his own meditations
on the secret of remaining spiritually young: “On how one orients himself to
the moment, depends the failure or fruitfulness of it.” I had opportunity to
spend time with Miller in my youth, and I can attest to his fruitfulness. He
shone a bright and enduring beacon on the life and work of many artists who
shared time and attention with him, not least me.

Over the course of his long life, Miller sought ceaselessly to orient
himself towards maximal fruitfulness, from his creative discipline to his

philosophical reflections to his exuberant irreverence. He
wrote a seminal essay titled “On Turning Eighty” on the
subject of aging and the key to living a full life. He outlines his
spiritual centre, the life-force that stoked his ageless inner
engine: “Perhaps it is curiosity – about anything and every-
thing – that made me the writer I am. It has never left me …
With this attribute goes another which I prize above every-
thing else, and that is the sense of wonder. No matter how
restricted my world may become I cannot imagine it leaving
me void of wonder. In a sense I suppose it might be called my
religion. I do not ask how it came about, this creation in which
we swim, but only to enjoy and appreciate it.”

Miller would articulate this with even more exquisite
clarity in contemplating the meaning of life and turn to his
other saving grace – the capacity for light-heartedness as an
antidote to life’s often stifling solemnity: “Perhaps the most
comforting thing about growing old gracefully is the increas-
ing ability not to take things too seriously. One of the big
differences between a genuine sage and a preacher is gaiety.

Over the course of his
long life, Miller sought
ceaselessly to orient
himself towards
maximal fruitfulness,
from his creative
discipline to his
philosophical
reflections to his
exuberant irreverence.
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When the sage laughs it is a belly laugh; when the preacher laughs, which is
all too seldom, it is on the wrong side of the face.”

I spent a winter with Miller in Big Sur on the California coast, helping him
manage his prodigious correspondence. He was a diligent and disciplined
writer, using his time and imagination to pursue his artistic goals. He had
works to make, he had limited time, and he used his obvious talents to
maximize them both.

The artist Wassily Kandinsky realized that visual art did not have to be simply
a reproduction of the world we live in, that paintings could not just mimic the
physical world, but draw viewers into a higher spiritual consciousness.

Kandinsky was most interested in figuring out how to unlock the
spiritual possibilities of visual art. A lifelong synesthetic (colours held sounds
for him, and he saw colours when he heard words) he moved between art
forms naturally. He was exquisitely sensitive to the ways colours interacted
and evoked different moods and feelings.

He developed a theory that images should not be so realistic that they
draw a soul down to the material world, but they needed to be recognizable
enough to say something. For this reason, he was intrigued by imagery that
could provide shorthand for complex ideas.

He also believed a crisis was imminent, that artists could either help or
do more harm. In his 1912 treatise Concerning the Spiritual in Art, he developed
the idea of history as a spiritual triangle, where the goal of human endeavour
is both to move into the upper portions of the ever-narrowing triangle and
to move the triangle as a whole upward. He acknowledged that our human
need to move ever upward and forward remains veiled in obscurity, but he
insisted that this is where art becomes so necessary.

He believed “painting is a power which can be used to serve the
improvement and refinement of the human soul – to, in fact, the raising of
the spiritual. If art refrains from doing this work, a chasm remains unbridged,
for no other power can take the place of art in this activity.”

Kandinsky bitterly condemned artists who used their gifts to minister to
lower needs and drag back those who are striving to press onward, writing
that people looked to art for spiritual elevation and should not be disap-
pointed. To paint beautiful women or glittering fruit baskets might draw
people into galleries, but then to turn them back out onto the street neither
richer nor poorer was to allow hungry souls to leave empty and bereft of
uplift. Art could feed these hungry souls, he believed, and to use it for
anything baser was a betrayal of the artistic calling.

This anxiety for the fate of the world and firm belief in the power of art
to help or hurt led Kandinsky to see artists as spiritual leaders. He ended his
years having never abandoned his urgent spiritual desire to create art that
draws the human spirit upward.

Kandinsky’s attraction to the abstract arose from his desire for art to be
a portal to the divine. The end was never a terminus, but always a transfor-
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mation. He always retained his determination to keep moving upward, even
if by the end of his life he wasn’t sure there would ever be a final resting stop.
As he wrote: “Our epoch is a time of tragic collision between matter and spirit
and of the downfall of the purely material world.”

Having never imagined that I might be a painter, upon reading Kandinsky
and visiting his works in European and American galleries, I realized that I
had visual images in my imagination that demanded to be expressed on paper
and canvas. Subsequently, I have created an increasing number of acrylic,
watercolour, and pencil works that attempt to express the inner realm he
inspired, the spiritual nexus that lives in me and demands realization.

The Victorian-age polymath William Morris conjured the days when the
mystery and wonder of handicrafts were well acknowledged by the world –
when such craftsmen were considered artists. But then that art changed: it
grew into something heavy and complex, and crafts like home building,
weaving and blacksmithing were broken down into parts and turned into
industrial activities, rending the lives of artists into one long tragedy of hope
and fear, joy and trouble. This process, Morris insisted, defined the growth

of art: like all growth, it was good and fruitful for a while,
but, like all fruitful growth, it grew into decay; like all
decay of what was once fruitful, it will grow into something
new.

Morris personally dove into reinventing several crafts,
including furniture making, printing, textiles and more.
But he wanted to do more than just reproduce art from
bygone eras: he wanted people to have the opportunity to
perform skilled labour in the manner of medieval
craftspeople by working slowly, with their hands, gradu-
ally improving their skills through experiments and mis-
takes.

The problems of skilled, meaningful work are just as
urgent today as they were in the time of Morris. In his
Papal Encyclical Magnifica Humanitas of 2026,
Pope Leo worries that artificial intelligence will paradoxi-
cally de-skill workers, subject them to automated surveil-
lance and relegate them to rigid and repetitive tasks. But
we must push back against this, he insists, because work is
not simply an instrument; it expresses and enhances the
dignity of our lives. It is a requirement of the human
condition, a normal path towards maturity, development
and personal fulfillment.

Defending that dignity often involves looking back.
Some of the richest thinking about what good work looks
like has come from people mourning its disappearance,
many inspired by the works of Morris.
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The longing to live as some
imagined stonemason, weaver,
farmer or woodworker can be
turned into a demand for work
that is complex and worthwhile.

In his essay “Useful Work
versus Useless Toil” Morris offered
a framework for doing this. He
dismissed a swathe of contempo-
rary work as useless and harmful
to the mental life of the worker –
something that many of us can
likely relate to – but he maintained
that there is a category of hopeful
work. For him, such work is ani-
mated by four goals: the hope of
rest, the hope of producing useful

things, the hope of intrinsic pleasure in skilled activity, and the hope of
abundance for all.

I wasted a couple of years in my early career in the advertising world. I
made vain and ultimately meaningless contributions to the capitalist capture.
I left to enter the world of publishing, because it seemed so much more
creative and fulfilling, and found a profound and enduring source of creative
fulfillment.

Simultaneously, I discovered a fount of creative excitement and
wisdom in the craft of fine printing. In an echo of what Morris had done a
century earlier, a subculture had been developing using the methods and
equipment of an earlier time to typeset, print and bind exquisite works of art
that celebrated the literary and visual arts and honoured the craft traditions
of creative workers of a previous era. I participated in that profound and
beautiful subculture and created one of the seminal creative enterprises of the
era, named Dreadnaught after a passage I found in Joyce’s Finnegan’s Wake.

There are many more artists – whether painters, sculptors, weavers,
designers, writers, musicians, dancers, builders, crafters, publishers, and
others – who have informed and inspired my journey over the years. I’ve
studied and tried to apply the life lessons and creative practices of as many of
them as inspire and inform me. And will continue to do so until I no longer
can. It has been, and continues to be, an awesome journey.

I left to enter the world
of publishing, because
it seemed so much
more creative and
fulfilling, and found a
profound and enduring
source of creative
fulfillment.
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AS I’VE AGED
Karen Close

“As I sought wisdom I tore myself away from the safe comfort of certainties through
my love for the truth; and truth rewarded me.” – Simone de Beauvoir

With the passing of each year my life is more engaged in reading, writing,
painting, pondering and wondering – searching for my own truths. The gift
of aging is the vantage to look back over all you’ve been and seen, and to ask
questions. Patterns emerge. Perceptions which can come only when we are
in harmony and emerging into fuller consciousness, the centre of life. This
has meant spending a lot of time in my own adult ‘play room’ engaged in
exploring me – creatively, physically and spiritually.

“If we fail to nourish our souls, they wither, and without soul, life ceases to have
meaning ... The creative process shrivels in the absence of continual dialogue with the
soul. And creativity is what makes life worth living.” – Marion Woodman

Aging allows us to become our own teachers and open to self-directed
education while opening to our own truths. I have adopted the words of Sir
Kenneth Robinson, British author, speaker and international advisor on
education in the arts, as my own: “My contention is that creativity, now, is
as important in education as literacy, and we should treat it with the same
status.” Becoming our own teachers and sage-ing with creative spirit is the
perspective that helps us grow into wisdom.

For me, I particularly love the magic of intuitive creative expression and
watching where it directs my thoughts when I relax into spontaneous mark
making and flowing paint. I close my eyes and let my hands express who I am
in that moment, allowing present sensations to dominate past understandings.
There is a deep sense of peace as my hands wander a surface. Surprisingly, as
my hands have become less dextrous with age they more easily align to feel
my soul’s directions. Almost without notice, or perhaps guided, I see images
forming as if by magic as I concentrate on listening to the whispers of my
‘heART’. Almost blindly I might change tools or stop when my hands want
to rest, and then I observe. My sensitivity to line, shape, colour, space and
texture has heightened through the years, and I let them speak without
reference to imagery. If one accepts that mark making is the psyche speaking,
there is great fascination in reading the gestures of one’s own hand(s). How
I made different marks and how my hand(s) – and my  ‘heART’ – felt while
making these marks fascinates me. I have begun to realize that I am creating
a diary of interwoven connections and awareness of my own becoming. But
becoming what I still question. My mind dances. My ‘doodlings’ are more for
myself than others – maps for my own curiosity to invent and explore. For

I particularly love the
magic of intuitive
creative expression and
watching where it
directs my thoughts
when I relax into
spontaneous mark
making and flowing
paint.
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me art-making is a process of continually articulating, refining and creating
an ever-evolving form of symbolic language. How this language gets created,
differently in every moment, is an act of the psyche, which is simultaneously
the subject and the object of this new language. Spontaneous creating builds
an understanding of a new personal language. You’ll discover you are always
able to recognize your own doodles. In the act of freely giving representation
and ‘being’ to what is happening inside me, without reference to seeking
perfection with external goals, judgments disappear and I am at peace.
Increasingly, I have come to believe that spontaneous creative expression is
distinct from all of our other human endeavours because when we allow
complete freedom we are tapping into our intuitive, spiritual natures. When
we allow ‘making’ to become a spiritual act there is a kind of alchemy. We
re-create and transform ourselves into the whole of who we are, apart from
what we’ve been taught. When I commune with my marks I invite them to
speak to me; I turn an image around and relax into it. I see images differently
each time I look. “The creation of something new is not accomplished by the intellect
but by play-acting from inner necessity.” – Carl Jung

In the images below I have tried to share the messages I felt in the
moment of doing by giving titles, but these might change each day as I look
and relook.

Toiling in the garden of myself, engaging more and more with my
memories and my life experiences is enlivening. I feel a surge of energy each
time I enter my studio/gym/creativity ‘play room’ located in the upstairs of
my home. For me play has come to mean ‘purposeful learning about
yourself.’ My paintings are everywhere, hanging and propped against the
walls, greeting me. First, I go to my yoga mat to breathe, to in-spire my body
and feel its complaints. I lift a few weights and then move to my stationary
bike. Contemplation begins as I pedal. The physical stimulates the mental.
Finally, I settle at my writing desk and computer, or an easel. Depending on
the urge, I play with words or paint.

Beginning my day by engaging with my body and my surroundings

Left: Doodle: I Feel Me

Middle:  Doodle and collage: At one With

Nature

Right: Doodle: Nature’s Energy Speaks

Toiling in the garden of
myself, engaging more
and more with my
memories and my life
experiences is
enlivening.
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opens me to my centre. My inner voice directs me to past paintings, some
buried from sight; some hanging in clear sight. My computer stores what I
have written or read and copied to save. My computer is a dear friend
allowing me to return easily to past thoughts that call for contemplation and
review as my creative urges move into new territory. Sage-ing with creative
spirit demands our active and engaged participation from the very core of our
being.

Recently I read words that resonated most strongly.
“What is art actually for? It’s not to entertain or medicate us but to reveal our

intrinsic freedom. It’s a manifestation of the divine in which each of us – not just the
‘pros’ – are invited to take part.” – Paul Levy, US/British journalist and his
thoughts in “The Artist as Healer of the World: A Blueprint for Re-Creating
Our Reality.” In these acrylic paintings of nature I allowed myself this
freedom.

When we self-educate, we sage and move towards our own core beliefs,
the centre of who we truly are. When we self-educate, we can choose where

Left: Arbutus Tree

Right: Owl Between the Branches
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and from whom we find direction. As we search, the
delight of finding synchronicity with another’s
thoughts or expressions can be directive as well as
satisfying. As readers will note, I am a collector of
quotes that have inspired and felt true for me. As I
have read, I have come to believe that a true work of
art should invite us into an intimate relationship not
only with the work of art, but with ourselves. Genu-
ine works of art don’t just ask us to admire, but rather
can be doors to our centre, whispering to and awaken-
ing inner knowing. Now when I visit an art gallery I
search for works in which I find a sense of ease and
comfort, alive to myself, as I pulse with the energy of
the creator.

For me that comfort is found in abstract expres-
sive works, when I can sense the movements of
creation rather than masterful imagery. The language
of lines, colours, shapes, space and texture offer me

freedom to explore and imagine the complexities of creation beyond the safe
comfort of certainties created through exactness.

Creativity is a living real force, a gift of the divine, that we’re all
connected to. How one chooses to create is up to the individual, but to
experience its life-enhancing value is to experience the whole of being. In
conclusion, I would like to share quotes from beautiful books I have greatly
enjoyed.

“The very act of creating – be it a meal, a painting, a book, or a song – is a way for
humanity to connect. It’s this glorious gift that God has given us.” – Allen Levi,
Theo of Golden.

“Every moment and every event of every man’s life on earth plants something in his
soul.” – Thomas Merton, New Seeds of Contemplation.

Battered by the Tides

Creativity is a living
real force, a gift of the
divine, that we’re all
connected to.
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ART AND
LEARNING AS
A WAY OF LIFE
Johanna Beyers

The Spring issue of The Journal invited readers to reflect on the role of
learning in personal as well as creative life, prompted by Henry Ford’s axiom
that “Anyone who stops learning is old” and, conversely, that those who keep
learning stay young. The idea of a place for learning in creative development
generally and art-making specifically struck me as something integral to the
process, infiltrating it almost invisibly, even without conscious awareness.

I asked myself, How does learning manifest in a given artist’s work? How
does “staying young” manifest in that work? Does learning help us find
direction or shape our development? Technique and know-how can be
taught, but what about inspiration and artistic leaning?

I am a member of Artique, a cooperatively run gallery of local artists in
Powell River. It seemed a good time to ask Artique artists to explore the
relation between art and learning with me through an interview. Three
artists graciously accepted: Bente Hansen, Janet Southcott and Katie McLean.
The three women bring varied life experiences to their art, and each has high
regard for learning, a love they have cultivated since childhood.

Reflecting on Ford’s saying, Janet likened ‘old mind’ to a pond: “If a pond
isn’t receiving fresh water it becomes stagnant, smelly, and eventually may
dry up. It’s a pond we don’t really want to be around, whereas a pond that
receives a trickle of fresh water has a lot of life to it and is likely to be a place
where people like to be. I think of that in human terms very similarly. So
someone who is stuck in their ways, who is not moving forward in whatever
it is that makes them happy and gives them a passion, I wouldn’t necessarily
want to be around, not for long, but somebody who is learning something
new I find interesting and want to be around.” Janet’s basic attitude is to adopt
a childlike perspective. This is how she has kept her passion and her mind
young. She remarks pithily, “This is not a 9 to 5, retire at 60 sort of thing,” and
so personal and professional learning is all mixed in together.

Bente said she takes an art course of some sort every year, and when we
spoke in early July she was engaged with one in composition. For the courses
she tends to choose artists whom she admires, then hopes they are good
teachers too. The only one with a formal arts education, she remarks that she
still has lots to learn. Speaking with Bente, her admiration for the artists that
have influenced her since junior high school really comes across, as well as
how much she cherishes the teaching and learning relationship. She credits
her teacher in junior high for imparting fundamentals such as colour theory.

Does learning help us
find direction or shape
our development?
Technique and know-
how can be taught, but
what about inspiration
and artistic leaning?
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At UBC, where she majored in Fibre Art and Painting,
she was very inspired by textile artist Joanne Stanton
and found an amazing fibre arts instructor in Penny
Goldstone; students learnt to spin, weave and dye
textiles, in addition to design and abstract art. Point-
ing to a tapestry on the wall at her home, which she
made during her time there, Bente notes it is hand-
spun and hand-dyed. This piece reminded me of her
tree paintings. Bente comments that in part it’s the
colours and in part because the way she renders trees
is often as though they are intertwined, just like
weavings.

For Katie, who described her schooling as “unu-
sual,” learning comes from “looking around, just
noticing.” We were talking in my living room, and
Katie was attentive to the patterns on the carpet and
the way the design was carried out. Like the others,
she cannot distinguish learning for personal growth

from artistic growth. Katie understands learning as “part of being alive and
existing in the world.” It’s an ecological understanding, in which “everything
goes together” and is related. “Learning and living and thinking about art, it’s
just one and the same thing.” She is inspired by watching how things work
in the natural world. Katie grew into becoming an artist pretty much on her
own, with her mother as someone who encouraged and stood by her without
actively teaching. Katie’s primary media are pencil crayons and photogra-
phy. As a child and teenager she drew all the time, but it was things like
making paper dolls and paper doll’s clothes that really taught her how to use
pencil crayons and mix colours; making the clothes meant learning about
human form, shading and how to drape fabric. Katie bolstered her self-taught
skills with occasional classes or a talk at the library and books. Later, she
studied culinary arts, made jewellery and worked in a frame shop, but also
stopped drawing. When she joined the Malaspina Art Society here, she was
called back to drawing and found that she was quickly better than she had
been. Katie thinks it’s because she kept looking at things with an artist’s eye
and the desire to bring out the ideas in her mind.

Janet’s early influences were her uncle, a watercolour artist, and her
photographer father. She described her family as a “natural-history house-
hold,” so going for a walk with her parents and sister was a lesson in
examining the world close up; Janet says this kind of looking allows her to
“slow down and see things that other people miss,” emphasizing doing so
with childlike eyes. Travelling, during which she always took an art kit with
her, was a significant influence, and gradually she developed the drive to
creative work into the path of an artist. Becoming an artist, Janet says, is how
she regained her youthful passions, “allowing them free rein.”

Bayles and Orland, in their book Art & Fear: Observations on the Perils (and

Sunset by Bente Hansen

“Learning and living
and thinking about art,
it’s just one and the
same thing.”
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Rewards) of Artmaking (1993), write that the
artist’s job is “to learn to work on your work”
and also that “following your own voice ...
makes your work distinctive.” I think this
sums up quite well the struggle many artists,
formally trained or not, face in their develop-
ment. I asked the women for their thoughts.

Bente recalls a walk on the beach that, like
light suddenly falling through a stand of trees
(a favourite subject, preferably using the lus-
cious oils she adores), allowed her to realize
a painful but precious truth: while she doesn’t
have the talents of two successful painter
friends, she has “Bente talents,” and these
yield her her own distinctive voice without

comparing herself to someone else. She has in fact developed and trained that
voice her whole life, but it took that edge-like moment of necessity to accept:
“I could paint like me.” She reminisces that when she lived in Ottawa she
would go daily to the National Art Gallery and, awestruck, sit in front of Tom
Thompson’s and Lawren Harris’s paintings, then go to free lectures at night.
She works at her work by painting what inspires her, exploring media and
colour, design and composition. Bente’s approach is by experimentation,
figuring out “why something grabbed my attention, asking what if I try this,
what if I do that.” Switching to printmaking or watercolours keeps her work
fresh and varied.

Katie, through constant practice of eye and hand, tries to get ever closer
to expressing what she sees and “getting at the feeling behind the seeing,” a
process of stepping back from a more or less realistic rendition, reaching for
a simplicity that can speak to what is behind the seeing. Like her passion to
find things “that are out there but somewhat hidden” and unnoticed by
others, getting at the feeling is something that can surface only through
focused attention and experimentation. She is excited to share what she
captures in this way, and this is also a gesture of giving back to community.

Janet, also self-taught, was drawn initially to realism as a necessary step
on the way to free experimentation; she now enjoys painting without
particular intent, then “standing back and seeing what’s come onto the
canvas.” She learnt “there are no mistakes. A stroke may need work, but it’s
not wrong. There are easier things and harder things. We have to go through
the harder things to learn the easier way.” By accepting herself, she can allow
what is happening to happen. This understanding is freeing and results in
each new piece being different from the last, echoing Bente’s experience.
Allowing that looseness brings Janet “so close to what I’m here to do, what
my work is as an artist.” And if it doesn’t work out, well, if you paint over it
“it becomes something new.”

Reverberating through each woman’s narrative is the desire to share

Passion For Mud by Janet Southcott

“Following your own
voice ... makes your
work distinctive.”
She learnt “there are
no mistakes. A stroke
may need work, but it’s
not wrong.
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their particular way of experiencing the world and add
something of their own to it. For Katie this means showing
the “beauty in the everyday”; similarly, Janet loves “to
shine a light on the unseen, whether that’d be the toad-
stool amongst the rhododendrons or the nature spirit in
the garden”; and Bente, whose painting is imbued with
colour, hopes to inspire and make viewers feel good.

Janet’s idea that a young mind is like a pond fed by a
source of fresh water has the sort of vitality that may come
to my aid when I worry I’m getting stale. “What’s going on
with that streamlet?” I’ll ask. “Is it blocked?” And I’ll set to
work unblocking so the water can flow again, in its own
perfect way. Bente’s insight that she “could paint like me”
reminds me that the important thing is to work on my
own work, not the work that mattered to another artist,
and to accept my talent for what it is. Katie’s perspective
that learning is simply a natural “part of being alive and
existing in the world” affirms art’s relevance and ability to
cut across and reverberate in all areas of life. I find in her
outlook an unexpected, hopeful and buoyant note.

Johanna thanks Bente Hansen, Janet Southcott and Katie McLean for

their generosity in sharing their intimate experience and journey in art-

making with her and readers of The Journal. Their holistic understand-

ing of art and learning as intertwined, which underscores how deeply

present they are to their work, inspired the title of this piece.

The Trees Are Watching by Katie McLean
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LIFELONG
LEARNING AND
CREATIVITY
Laura David

I have always loved learning. It probably began with my environment as a
child: both of my parents were educators and encouraged it. Rather than
exerting any pressure, they enjoyed learning, so they influenced me by their
example. Hence, when I ponder the quote by Henry Ford, “Anyone who
keeps learning stays young”, I find it energizing. I believe lifelong learning is
important for many reasons. Learning provides community, confidence and
self-actualization. It is potentially good for your health, mentally, physically
and spiritually. It is integral to knowing, being, loving and sharing yourself,
which is what our journal Sage-ing promotes.

My other lifelong passion has been visual art. I have always loved
drawing  – doing any kind of art. I enjoy remembering how as a child I
watched my dad painting and saw the joy it gave him and the enthusiasm he
shared. Hence learning in visual arts has been ingrained in me as a lifelong
endeavour. Creativity and learning work together in my experience; as I
explore new art materials, I learn new ways to explore in my art and in who
I am.

This past winter I enjoyed an online ten-week “Transform Your Art”
program. I wanted to do “what makes me come alive” (the theme of our
Sage-ing issue 57 in March). It was more than an art course on technique. It
included mentorship in personal and group zoom calls. Although the pro-
gram founder, Kellie Day, provided direction in many methods and tech-
niques with mixed media, she was more passionate about helping artists find
their uniqueness in their process and resulting work. She emphasized focus-
ing on what makes you who you are, what your passions, likes and dislikes
are, and why, and even what you feel makes you quirky. This approach
resonated. She is emphatic that uniqueness is what takes your art from
ordinary to extraordinary, or from “good to wow.” Kellie’s energy, as she
shares in her demonstrations with mixed media, is contagious. She laughs as
she allows unplanned things just to happen rather than seeking perfection,
and this was what I found most intriguing and refreshing. Creativity requires
this kind of energy and playfulness; this is what gives enjoyment to the
process, making the joy visible in the resulting art. I enjoyed the learning in
this program and feel that there were many valuable takeaways. I especially
enjoyed the format, which included weekly themes with videos, weekly
group zoom calls to discuss the learning, and one-to-one mentoring calls with
Kelly.

Uniqueness is what
takes your art from
ordinary to
extraordinary, or from
“good to wow.”
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It was the group and personal
mentoring that I found most valuable, as
I experienced what I already believed to
be true: we can learn and develop so
much through communicating with oth-
ers rather than just learning in solitude.
The mixed media painting I am sharing
here is from that course. In the artwork
I have written in the quote about doing
what makes you come alive by Thurman,
which, as I mentioned, was the theme
for our March issue of Sage-ing. The paint-
ing also has the phrases “Live to Love”
and “Love to Live”. These are phrases
that have been a mantra for me for a long
time.

In this painting, I used the techniques
with mixed media that I learned in the
program and combined them with im-
agery and words that are meaningful to
me. The florals feel nostalgic to me; I
have always enjoyed flowers, photo-

graphing and painting them, and even just doodling them. The musical notes
and other remnants of text also contribute to a quality of nostalgia for me. By
creating the artwork I was doing what makes me come alive; having the
words of my mantra stand out reminds me of words to live by.

Essentially, taking from what I learned and making it my own was and
continues to be integral to finding my unique voice. In my experience, I have
learned to be cautious that the learning process does not stifle an artwork by
trying too hard to emanate an approach. Yet learning in various ways,
whether through YouTube videos or courses and workshops in person or
online, is important to keeping things fresh.

Overall, I have found lifelong learning is a mindset that I have adopted.
As I continue to learn, I develop and grow as an artist and an individual. By
taking what I learn and adding it to what I already know, both my art and me
are revitalized, rather than at risk of being stale or stagnant. Hence I find it
true: learning keeps you young.

Live to love and love to live

I have found lifelong
learning is a mindset
that I have adopted.
As I continue to learn, I
develop and grow as an
artist and an individual.
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REIGNITING
THE FLAME
Jimmy Lisotto

The poem Embers Anew was initially conceived and written as a gentle
reminder to myself that the effects of Father Time are a natural consequence
of the aging process, and that I should not belittle myself for my own personal
flame not burning with the same intensity as it once did.

I chuckle when I look at the irony of the situation that, in retrospect,
the original draft, titled “The Fire of Time”, was never completed. The
rhythm and metre eluded me, and I relegated it to a folder of Projects to be
Revisited, where it was subsequently forgotten. I recall thinking to myself,
somewhat disgruntled, that perhaps my own creative spark was beginning to
wane.

When I got back into poetry, I not only leveraged my existing skills, but
also began to experiment, broaden my perspective and acquire new knowl-
edge. I expanded my literary scope by exploring new poetic styles and
techniques. When I resumed writing, I initially adhered to the traditional
poetic principles I was raised with, which emphasized a strict rhythm, metre
and rhyme scheme, as is seen in “Embers Anew”.

I then came to realize that the concept of poetry writing has undergone
significant evolution and change over the past few years, with a greater
variety of forms and styles being accepted and encouraged than in the past.
For a considerable time, I was resistant to these changes and additions, as
learning and experimenting with them would have required me to step out
of my comfort zone. When I finally did, it was not a dramatic leap, but rather
a cautious start. I wrote a 12-line free verse poem titled “Motes”. I did not
have high hopes for its publication, but I recall feeling refreshed by the
freedom to write without adhering to traditional rhythmic and metrical
structures. I was surprised when it was published relatively quickly.

Subsequently, I delved into reading and learning about diverse forms of
poetry, including free verse, sonnets and ballads. Furthermore, I familiarized

myself with more contemporary tech-
niques, such as enjambment (the con-
tinuation of a sentence, clause or
thought from one poetic line to the
next without terminal punctuation),
anaphora (the repetition of a word or
phrase at the beginning of successive
lines) and refrain (a line, phrase or
group of lines that repeats periodi-
cally throughout a poem, functioning

Embers Anew

As Father Time, the silent thief

Steals into thought, and leaves us grief,

The inner fire begins to fade,

And dims into a darker shade.

Yet clarity can still spark true

To help the embers burn anew,

For steady breath does still remain

To gently nurse the rising flame.

No season comes to us too late,

To gather fuel and change our fate.

Let every word and lesson learned,

Become the tinder to be burned.

Kindle your inner hearth with care,

The resulting blaze will declare

The shifting years can never win

Against the timeless light within.

Right: Embers
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similarly to a chorus in a song).
The initial draft of “Embers Anew” was once neglected in a file but was

ultimately recreated in two distinct forms: “Embers Anew” in four quatrains
with an AABB rhyme scheme and “Fanning the Embers” in free verse.

The style in “Fanning the Embers” is new to me; I would not have
attempted it earlier, given the narrow parameters I was taught when I was
younger. My point is, I learned, and by expanding my knowledge and
broadening my perspectives, I opened up numerous new avenues of enjoy-
ment with my craft. I’ve been able to craft poems that would have been
unattainable without dedicating time to acquiring new techniques and skills.
Learning has not only contributed to maintaining my mental acuity, but it
has also significantly enhanced my enjoyment and satisfaction in writing. It
has reignited my own creative spark. My photo Flames visually intrigues me
when I see the creative spark once more dancing with life.

Jimmy Lisotto is a poet in New Hampshire. He has previously been published in Agape

Review, The International Library of Poetry, Solid Food Press, Trashlight Press, Bee The

Foundation, Sage-ing, Arlijo, Black Noise Zine, Valiant Scribe, and Faith On Every Corner. He

believes that poetry is a medium that can connect people from all walks of life. He can be

found on Facebook and Instagram.

Fanning the Embers

The passage of time, the silent thief,

Can cause the fire of the mind

To slowly subside.

Yet steady breath remains

To gently fan the embers,

And nurse the rising flame.

No season is too late

To gather new fuel.

Let knowledge and learning

Become the tinder

That feeds the intellect

And stokes a fresh blaze.

Kindle your inner hearth

With newfound wisdom,

And the shifting years

Cannot dim your light.

Flames
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WHAT I DIDN’T
KNOW I KNEW
Patricia Keeney

Poems tend to emerge for me when I need to deal with strong feeling and
muddled thought or joy, which I sometimes experience as a flash of ecstasy.
The poem digs down, telling me what I didn’t know I knew, often the deeper
meaning of some event or observation. It reveals an otherwise inarticulable
significance that would have been lost to me had I not answered its call.

The poem “Geraldine” is as alive for me now as it was when I wrote it for
my small daughter. Her learning, her coping with grief was also mine. Dealt
with in different ways. She grieved for her pet gerbil. I grieved for her. My
pain inevitably came out as a poem.

Poetry takes me behind the scenes. It processes my reactions and re-
sponses, restoring balance and momentarily offering a settled sense of things.

Geraldine

The gerbil is dead. Geraldine, three years,

the craziest friend you’ve ever had.

Frantic ball of fur caged in your little room

scratching her way through dreamless sleep

living it up on paper scraps

moonstruck

dazed by that cool lunar gaze

pulsing behind daysky.

It’s why she rode the big metal wheel

Panting, praying

Each hard rung a step closer

a step further away

rumbling up to peeled ceiling

hunkering down in dirty newsprint

manic scrabble

mantra

mandala.

Light brown they are, dark-tipped, soft

(though Geraldine was rare satiny black).

The cups of her ears caught every sound.

A bulge of eye, moist and sable

needly silk whiskers – over-sensitized.

Tusk and nail, tooth and claw

Ancient names for digging desert rats

(though far too fierce for Geraldine).

At night, cold sand covers them

billowing gently where they breathe and breed

sucking on the great mother moon.

Geraldine is put to sleep

a mercy over days of pain.

We bury her with solemn attention

in the back yard.

You practise flute and cry your cry

alone in your bed as you must

calling me when it’s over.

I tell you Geraldine is bright again.

She need not struggle any more. She’s there

the place she always tried to climb to

on that infernal wheel.

She’s basking in soft silver light

raking her bliss of coarse hot sand

with many quick-witted ancestors

speaking Greek and Latin

relating to them strange memories

stories of your gentleness

and how your legend grew and grew

and how she often talks to you in dreams.

Note: The scientific name for gerbils derives from

both Greek and Latin. Desert rodents, gerbils

were the first creatures to be sent to the moon.

Poetry takes me
behind the scenes.
It processes my
reactions and
responses, restoring
balance and
momentarily offering
a settled sense of
things.
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“Geraldine” continues to remind me how we all race madly around
life’s wheel, after dreams and ideas, never giving up until, with
insight and clear vision, we are transformed into some higher state
where all borders vanish and we reach our fullest selves leaving
nothing behind. The poem gives me that. And I hope it gives others
some version of that. Even momentarily. And/or every time it is
read.

Revisiting “Geraldine” now, my daughter understands these
things. And as a school psychologist she helps countless troubled
kids leap off their wheels and out of their cages with equal amounts
of trepidation, excitement and surprise.

Lacking a photo of Geraldine, I offer two of my resident
chipmunks, nibbling, scurrying and burrowing all over our prop-
erty from their underground citadel, and (I’m convinced) prepar-
ing to carry us off on their very nimble shoulders.

The Real Cheese Seller

From temple steps while sipping

a warm delicacy of twigs and local beans

we watched the cheese sellers spread out on green leaves

their porridge-y mounds of yak goodness.

They carried everything upon their person

tin pots to contain the confection

long knives for chunking

the very curled leaves that would be

plate and colour for his pale delicious food.

Young boys and old men bought wads of it

rolled into balls and hurled at mouths

as though contesting, as though it must be dangerous.

And indeed the whole operation was illegal.

They were all conspirators

savouring moments of stolen glory

until the official police marched up

and moved off all offenders, leaf and scales

to clear this dirty curb for its one rightful vendor.

Proud practitioner of a timeless trade

he began the cycle once again, meticulously

from veined dish to brash weight

in exact duplication of his predecessors.

To know your place so well among the hours.

To execute your role like that.

To be of service and desired.

To be the best and have your talent used.

That is the indisputable pride of the real cheese seller.

Resident Chipmunk 1 and 2
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This poem takes place in Kathmandu. As I sat
high over the street sipping some very healthy
soup I witnessed a dramatic turf war among
the cheese sellers, providing life lessons I will
never forget, most of which culminate in the
last stanza.

How we all strive to know our place and
role in life, the moment to shine our best
light. How we long to have our talents used
and understood, not just for ourselves but for
the good of others. How we desire to feel we
belong as who we really are, if only for an
hour in the flow of years.And how fortunate
we are if the only police in our lives are the
kindly ones we need psychically to guide us

through.
My time in Nepal predates the handy 1-phone camera. So the photo I

provide is from a recent trip to Germany featuring my husband gleeful
behind a tantalizing array of cheeses that I think the cheese sellers of
Kathmandu would have appreciated.

Patricia Keeney is a poet and novelist, literary and theatre critic and professor of Literature

and Creative Writing at York University. She is a member of the Writers’ Union of Canada,

the League of Canadian Poets, the Canadian Theatre Critics Association and the Interna-

tional Association of Theatre Critics. Website: wapitiwords.ca

Appreciating the cheese seller

How we long to have
our talents used and
understood, not just
for ourselves but for
the good of others.
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FEELING THE
EARTH MOVE?
Mark Macleod

“Only connect” – the often-quoted advice in EM Forster’s novel Howards End –
sounds so simple, doesn’t it? Just do it.

When I retired from lecturing at a big inland university and relocated to
Australia’s heart-shaped island state, Tasmania, it was to connect with my family.
For 11 years I had driven up to Sydney most weekends to visit my parents – five
and a half hours each way. After their deaths, though, I turned south to live in
Tasmania’s small capital city, Hobart. I first considered Sydney but the cost of real
estate was too high. In Hobart it is wonderful to be only 10 minutes away from
my daughters, their husbands and my four grandchildren.

Hobart is beautiful. A historian friend of mine calls it the “toy Sydney.”
Clustered around a spectacular harbour with a lively waterfront, tall-masted
ships and the same kind of Georgian sandstone buildings that glow in the mellow
sunset, surrounded by hills with easy exits to forests and beaches – all the features
that people love about Sydney, but smaller and less intense.

Trauma of any kind, such as the loss of a loved one, a relationship, a home,
a job or good health, entails grief. But it is also an opportunity to reframe your life.
A high percentage of people report that life improves dramatically as a result of
trauma. I had given up a job I loved and decided to relocate – a double whammy.

When I wrote the poem “Only Connect” I was anticipating many positive
changes. I was looking forward to freedom from the burden of administration,
which has become such a bloodsucking menace to all educators, leaving them
less time than ever to engage with students and ideas – the reason they devoted
their lives to education in the first place. I was looking forward to a cooler climate.
In Australia you can’t get much cooler than Hobart – next stop Antarctica. And
I was looking forward to living just minutes rather than hours away from my
daughters and their families.

After the distant memory of divorce, an earlier trauma, I had also now lived
alone for far longer than I had been married, so I wondered finally if I might have
one more go at a long-term relationship. The poem stands at a crossroads and
looks forward and backwards, using humour to smooth off some edges on both
nostalgia and the fear of what may lie ahead. I knew that drawing physically closer
to the family was not about going back to some fondly remembered past. All that
had changed.

I took this photograph of my two eldest grandchildren, August and Raphaela,
standing on top of kunanyi/Mount Wellington, looking out over Hobart. The
first sign of a change in the times we live in is that I can’t show you their faces. I’m
so proud of them. They are lovely people but also beautiful to look at, and when
they were born, I wanted to share them with everyone, but, as with my other

August Raphaela Kunanyi
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daughter’s two children, I had to promise never to post identifiable photographs.
It disgusts me that, because of a minority of bad actors, a practice I grew up loving
– the sharing of family photographs – had to change. Only connect? Ha!

And yet as I reflect on the photograph, there’s a poetic advantage in your not
being able to see their faces. They’ve become you and me, looking out over
whatever lies ahead. What are they thinking? Feeling? What hopes and fears are
under August’s golden curls? Although Raphaela is younger – as August pointed
out on one of her birthdays, “You’ll always be younger than me” – I love her
confident choice of cowboy boots to carry her into the future.

What was my own future, though? A smaller house and income, most of my
120 cartons of books left behind, and learning how to be a daily part of my
extended family again. At first reconnecting with family celebrations and respon-
sibilities wasn’t easy. After the initial flush of enthusiasm settled down, I began
to confront the truth that at family gatherings I was no longer looked to as a
source of advice or the centre of attention. I knew I was the storyteller I had
always been, and I knew I was surrounded by people who loved me. I also
acknowledged that I might have fallen into the trap of repeating myself, like my
own parents did. Whatever – I started to notice that I was rarely allowed to get
to the end of some anecdote that I had hoped might amuse everyone.

I seemed to have become a benign and avuncular presence on the edge of
most gatherings. Literature is full of them: quietly rocking or knitting on porches.
Remembering, occasionally smiling. I know you’ll hear that there’s still a note of
sadness in my voice; but not self-pity, I hope. Gradually, I adapted to the idea that
everyone was happy for me to be there, but that I was no longer essential. And,
after all, that’s the outcome that every parent and every teacher wants. My eldest
daughter gave me a lesson in that reality when she was just 6. She had been invited
to her first birthday party and asked me if I could drive her. As we approached her
friend’s street, though, she asked me if I could stop a block early and she would
walk the rest of the way. I burst out laughing. “So I’m good enough to be your
chauffeur, but not good enough to be seen with you!”

What I have become in my family is an observer. One of Australia’s most
famous writers for children, Patricia Wrightson, said to me many years ago, “If
you look round the classroom and ask yourself who will grow up to be the writer,
it’s not the loudest or the most popular one, the one everyone wants to be with.
It’s that shy one, sitting over by the window, silently watching everyone else and
taking it all in.”

That’s who I had become in my post-retirement move to Hobart. Uninten-
tionally, my family had given me the freedom to be the observant writer I’d had
so little opportunity to be in all those years at the teaching end of the lecture
theatre.

In “Only Connect”, then, I’m laughing gently at the changes in my physical
capacity. Our contemporary awareness of dementia notwithstanding, I reject
completely the lazy stereotype of advanced age as a ‘second childhood’. My own
parents lived with dementia in their last years. It robbed them of confidence; it
pulled their horizons closer to them. But they still had wisdom born of experi-

Only Connect

Things just don’t connect

anymore – or not quite.

Take this arm, this

leg, that gap in my top,

or bottom – made for

each other, but missing

every time I try. If I

say almost exactly like

love, you will be

right to parse the link.

I used to be able

to stand on one leg

while pulling on or

tearing off a sock,

those quick shorts –

their once snug fit

slack now, thanks

to the toe that’s

snagged the hem,

again and again

on their way to landfill.

I lean against door

frames, tables and other

props I’m told are

safe if the earth

should shift, in hope

of a smooth coupling.

What am I seeing?

The slow decline

backwards

into my mother?

Without clothes

you’d think it might

be easier. I check

the rehoming pages,

count the dog

years left to me.

But there are not

just gaps in things

to leap across. Take

words. The intonation

missed in email

and messaging. What

is this thing called

love? They stumble,

poised on the edge

of a glass staircase

I’m about to dive

into, like some hillside

swimming pool

that vanishes through

[continues on next page]
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ence, and they had their ongoing spiritual journeys, full of questions. They
encountered physical challenges, fortunately not as severe as some, but they had
time and curiosity and, although I made mistakes along the way, I learnt so much
by taking their journey with them.

My parents kept their ability to process each day through language, and in
the second half of “Only Connect” I wanted to explore my own fear of losing it.
In my family people lose their sight, their hearing, their tastebuds – devastating
for the many creative cooks they’ve raised who want to please them! But I hadn’t
considered the possibility of losing my language. It shocked me when a brilliant
academic friend had a major stroke and lost almost every linguistic possession.
Through extraordinary courage and determination, she regained her words by
endless recitation, which took months, years. (There’s a test for loved ones,
believe me!) But grammar took a lot longer – she could name a knife and name
a power point, but she had no idea how, or if, they were connected. Eventually,
grammar did come back, though not completely.

I am a Quaker and we worship in silence, so long stretches without words are
quite easy for me. The end of “Only Connect” anticipates a Taoist ideal: that
perfect communication is wordless because without words getting in the way,
understanding would be complete. However, in the poem there’s one more
potential physical challenge before such a blessed state can be reached. I was
checking out a new public building in Sydney, which had been given several
design awards, and as I started down the staircase, I suddenly became afraid to
take even one more step. The much-praised stairs were made entirely of glass. A
designer out of touch with reality! Age and multifocals had already made
descending any steps precarious, but a whole flight of glass was now potentially
catastrophic. My mind immediately went to those hillside swimming pools of
California’s rich and famous, with their glass walls and infinity edging, just
begging for the earth to shift and create the unimaginable.

It was an image that made the traditional antipodean advice earlier in the
poem seem so tame: to shelter under classroom tables or doorframes in the event
of an earthquake. And that leaves us with one thread in the poem still dangling:
Hemingway’s post-coital “did thee feel the earth move?” Here at the bottom of
the world, I’ve reconnected with the family, I’ve been given more freedom to
write, I’ve mostly made my peace with silence. Might the earth move under my
feet if I try again to connect in a romantic relationship? I’ve got no idea. That
poem hasn’t yet been written.

In an earlier time I wrote: “Tashkent, Learning the Language.”

Mark Macleod is a poet and editor, a writer for children, and lives in Hobart, Tasmania,

where he is Quaker Advisor at the Friends’ School. He has taught Children’s Literature,

Australian Literature and Creative Writing at universities in Australia and around the world,

most recently in Mumbai and Gangtok. In 2024, he was invited to conduct workshops on

writing for peace in Uzbekistan and India, and in 2025 he was a guest at the Minangkabau

Literacy Festival in Indonesia and at the Writers’ Meet for Peace in Kolkata and Guwahati,

India, where he was presented with the Kathak Literary Award by the High Commissioner for

Bangladesh, and the Radio Mirchi Award for literary excellence.

its infinity wall

with a terrifying thrill

down to the endless

valley below. I am taunted

by the risk of losing

all words at one stroke.

And yet, drawn to it,

I resist the slow flicker

of clawing them back,

mere names to shuffle

through, in my search

for grammar, my family

keeping me away from

knives and power points,

as I fumble towards

the certainty of a day

when I connect once again

with the meaning of silence.

Tashkent, Learning
the Language
for A’zam Abidov

You stand aside and show me in.

‘This is your heart,’ you say.

‘Come and take rest.

Treat it as your home.’

You whisper a question

about sleepers and slippers.

People passing through

your country heard ‘cash’, ‘tent’,

the silken hush of the words

billow on their slipstream.

‘We are under the flight path

here,’ you say. ‘But look –

the persimmons, the cherries!

Sometimes, like right now – ‘

Your lips frame the last three words,

but all I hear is the updraft

of destinations, then laughter.

‘Tasmania,’ you say. ‘So green.’

Your eyes widen with a smile,

soften the hard sounds,

the insanity of living

at the bottom of the world.

‘Is it separate from Australia?’

someone asks.

And one of us will say,

‘In my country, we dream

of you.’
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2026: FIXED IN
PLACE
Robin Broderick

Antanaclasis (n.): the repetition of a word or phrase whose meaning changes with
each use.
What use is creation? When I consider this question, I find my answer is not
in explanation but in practice. I work by returning to an idea repeatedly, not
to refine it towards closure but to test how many meanings it can hold at once.
I am drawn to complexity, to the act of unravelling and rewrapping meaning,
sometimes a second time, sometimes a third, and on occasion a fourth, until
the structure begins to speak in a language that feels almost private – precise
enough to be legible, but only just.

From this position, creation is not separate from living. Things move
through me, and I register them as material before they become anything
else. I think with them, turn them over and allow them to shift form.
Sometimes they become art, sometimes photography, sometimes sculpture,
sometimes poetry, sometimes narrative, and sometimes they remain in
suspension until I understand what shape they are asking for, resonating
materially.

I began with something simpler than explanation: I notice where I am.
My body is always here, and that makes it the only fixed point in every
experience I have. Everything else moves – the place, the people, the
moment, the feeling, the meaning that later tries to form around it – but I am
always meeting it from this same centre.

From there I don’t define it, I stay with it. I let a single sentence or
question sit in awareness for a minute or two and allow it to open gradually,
as if it knows more than I do at first. What follows is a kind of listening that
moves through different threads of attention.

Location: Where am I within my body at this moment?
Presence: What becomes visible when I recognize that I am already here?
Movement: What is moving through the space I hold?
Sensation: Where does this experience live in my body?
Origin: Where might this experience have begun?
Meaning: What meaning is beginning to form around this experience?
Care: Which part of this experience belongs to my care?    
Relationship: What relationship would I like to create with what is

moving through me?
Discernment: What does this experience reveal about what has entered

my awareness?
Permission: Who has permission to enter this experience with me?
Participation: How deeply do I choose to enter this flow?

I am drawn to
complexity, to the act
of unravelling and
rewrapping meaning,
sometimes a second
time, sometimes a
third, and on occasion a
fourth, until the
structure begins to
speak in a language
that feels almost
private.
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Return: What do I know about myself from the quiet centre of my own
body?

I stay long enough with what is present that it begins to reveal its own
shape. I contemplate that the energy that moves through the universe moves
through me, and, for this period, my soul, my consciousness and my
connection to all of it are held inside this particular body. The energy existed
before me, it reaches me in the form of an experience and it continues after
it has passed through me.

What happens when I experience something difficult, beautiful, confus-
ing or deeply moving from that fixed position? It occurs in the space I hold,
affects the body I live in and becomes part of my experience. Over time it
moves, changes shape and finds its way into other people, other moments
and sometimes other forms.

I am still long enough to find edges, middle, heft. I can hold something
that passed through me, turn it around and discover what it felt like from the
fixed position I occupied when it arrived. The work becomes both the
experience and the record of my having experienced it.

This is also why another person’s work can feel so completely accurate.
A writer, artist, dancer, musician or performer has captured something that
moved through them, and I recognize it because some version of the same
sensation has also moved through me. The work allows an experience held
in one body to become perceptible from the fixed point of another.

What happens when I look at something I have created after the
experience that formed it has moved on?

Talking Notes
I lick spit onto my thumb and clean the screen. Belief that even small motions
resemble progress. This crisis flirts with awakening. The system continues –
consumed, renamed, returned. Search history accumulates into narrative:
purchasing gestures, pauses and the silence that can take hold after align-
ment. My observation is continuous: records aligning behaviour and playing
probability-like expression.

The ruminating sorts me, exchanging certainty, identifying protection.
Safer. I belong here; it’s treating bias as an instructing sign. There is interpre-
tive stillness, I bat my eyes and my movement is categorized; remembering
that leaving is feedback, maddening, and that enters the record. Blame, who?

Taking the collection is not holy. Curated capture won’t feed these
creative cravings. I pause and my name comes back spelled in math. Rigid
with probability and the cost of being misread by every system in store.
‘Choose’ is the cleanest part of the trap, a forged investigation between no
and inevitability. A room built to feel like escape. The true, private self
becomes unbelievable, like rows of cursive longing. Who even does that
anymore?

The author finds writing about herself in the third person fundamentally strange.

Robin can be reached at tellrobin@hotmail.com.

The Crash, 2017. Charcoal, graphite and

Conté on paper, 7.5”x 8”

A writer, artist, dancer,
musician or performer
has captured
something that moved
through them, and I
recognize it because
some version of the
same sensation has
also moved through
me.
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LEARNING BY
ENGAGED PLAY
LEARNING IN COMMUNITY

Penn Kemp

The single word that keeps learning alive for me
would be “Community”. And that community takes
several forms. I continue to keep the spirit of learning
lively by collaborating with other artists, both in
poetry and other art forms. Curiosity is the master
teacher, along with a child’s sense of wonder. Col-
laborations for me are a game of reciprocity, delight

and challenge, exploring new paths and opportunities. This year, I’ve been
collaborating on chapbooks with poets Harold Rhenisch (The Black Keys of
Kiev) and Jennifer Wenn (THE WAY ROUND),

Sharon Thesen and I wrote a series of epistolary poems every month
over a year, which Gap Riot Press published as P.S., https://
www.gapriotpress.com/shop/p/penn-kemp-sharon-thesen-p and described
as “24 poems in conversation with each other that explore how poetic
conversation works across months, across an ocean, across subjectivities,
and across disparate ways of knowing. In the note that accompanies the text,
the poets observe that their ‘ways of knowing are different but validated by
one another.’ This chapbook is page after page of reaching out, validating,
hearing, and trying to understand and know each other. It’s a big ol’ hug of
a chapbook, a fiercely feminine conversation.”

My most recent collaboration was in August with improvisational
musician Ann Denny for a PASSPORT to NATURE event, once more
celebrating community, this time in the magnificent grounds of London’s
Westminster Ponds. Across our different media, Ann and I listen to one
another and respond, thus enhancing our separate skills and uncovering
insights even while performing. Bonus! You can experience the result on our
video, Penn Kemp - YouTube.

I also keep the spirit of learning alive by giving workshops in community,
encouraging others to explore their own creativity. When I taught High
School English in the 60s, it was a time of experiment: I was encouraged to
teach the writings of Leonard Cohen and Joni Mitchel, for example, while
playing their songs to very engaged students (some of whom, I was later told,
came to my classes stoned). Though things have tightened up in the school
system, giving workshops keeps me on my toes and my sense of play keen in
the need to keep present. It’s a joy, for example, to participate in the League
of Canadian Poets’ P.K. Page Mentorship Program, working one-on-one
with N.B. poet, Louise Murphy, via Zoom over ten weeks. What a treat!

Image by Harold Rhenisch

Cover of P.S., Gap Riot Press

(2022, Season 8)
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For the topic of continuing to learn no matter one’s age, I’ll focus on my
participation in London Ontario’s Creative Age programs. These workshops
at London Public Library neatly tie in with the goals expressed in Sage-ing
with Creative Spirit, Grace & Gratitude. Joanne Kerr, London’s Public Services
Librarian for Adult Programming, is excited about sharing their Creative Age
programs in my piece for this issue; she encouraged me to write the article.

One of the original organizers of Creative Age programs is Kathy Smith.
She first introduced me to Sage-ing years ago now. So, a lovely connection
across the country, following through at a moment when Canada most needs
to present a united front. This is how community spirit is built and thrives.

Kathy writes, “In 2010, we started Creative Age programs and activities
for London Ontario adults 50+. We had drama, dance, creative writing,
drumming, music, art and photography workshops along with festival
events. A few years ago, the London Public Library brought the Creative Age
program under the library umbrella as many of the founders were aging out.
I’m so excited the library is adding more talented artists, performers and
instructors to develop high quality programs all around the city. This year,
we have over 150 FREE workshops and activities in neighbourhood library
branches. Thanks to London Public Library, funders, sponsors, instructors
and volunteers for making the dream a reality. Joanna at the library is adding
more programs to the registration page on a weekly basis.“

When London Public Library asked me to participate in their Creative
Age programs, I happily agreed as our values aligned: “Inspiring Older
Adults, Creative Age programs are about connecting to your creativity with
the help of instructors and performers who will inspire, teach, and give you
the opportunity to practice your own unique creative expression. These
programs are focused on learning, celebration, and social connection for
adults 55 and older. Creative Age Workshops for Older Adults programs at
London Public Library are generously supported by” several local founda-
tions. For more information on their programs, see https://www.lpl.ca/
whats/creative-aging.

Next February, I’ll be presenting Calling in the Muse to Write What
Matters. This series of four free workshops through London Public Library
will be live on Tuesdays, February 2, 9, 16, 23 2027 from 2:00-3:30 pm EST.
The workshops are online, which is why I’m including the information for
you. They are limited to 15 participants. Registration will open at London
Library in January. Contact: Joanna Kerr, Public Services Librarian (Adult
Programming), 519-661-5122, joanna.kerr@lpl.ca.

I’ll present the three stages of writing (invocation, expression and
communication) to explore new ways of reaching the source of your creativ-
ity, evoking your Muse to give form to what wants to emerge. These
workshops, based on my book, What Springs to Mind, will inspire your
creativity and enhance your editing skills, whether the form your work takes
is poetry, memoir, fiction or nonfiction; we will also discuss publishing today
and presenting your piece. We will tap the innovative energy and source of

Top: Penn playing with serpent.

Photograph by Bryan Lavery

Above: Cover, What Springs to Mind,

Pendas Productions
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inspiration, finding exact language to shape your piece. Par-
ticipants will develop an abundance of ideas and images, an
enhanced awareness of structure, and more ease and joy in
presenting your work. My workbook on creativity, What
Springs to Mind, will soon be out as an eBook.

Here’s celebrating the myriad ways of staying engaged …
and learning.

For sixty years, Penn Kemp (M.Ed.) has delighted in giving writing

workshops and encouraging participants to articulate their work on the

page and off. London Ontario’s first Poet Laureate, Penn has long been a

keen participant/activist in Canada’s cultural life, with thirty+ books of

poetry, prose and drama; seven plays and ten CDs produced as well as

award-winning videopoems. Penn received the League of Canadian Poets’

first Lifetime Achievement Award, Life Membership, and their Spoken

Word Award; she has been chosen as mentor in the League’s 2026-2027

Mentorship Program.

Penn has performed in arts festivals around the world, giving readings

and workshops in various writer-in-residencies from the Yukon to Labrador and throughout

India and Brazil, Britain and Germany. Her work has been translated often: “Poem for peace

in many voices”, for instance, is out in 136 languages. Recent publications are COLOUR

FIELDING (2026) and ORDINARY/MOVING (2025), Silver Bow Publishing, and Lives of Dead

Poets, above/ground press (2025). Updates are on www.pennkemp.weebly.com. Penn is

active across the web: join her on https://pennkemp.substack.com/, https://

www.youtube.com/@pennkemp1 and https://facebook.com/pennkemppoet.

Patricia Keeney and Penn wrote and performed their collaboration, VOCAL BRAIDINGS: an

experiment in poetry and theatre, in Jaipur, India and for Indian television as well as several

venues in Ontario. The collection is an interwoven version of their separate poems.

Ann Denny and Penn Kemp.

Photo: Jennifer Wenn

Tap the innovative
energy and source of
inspiration, finding
exact language to
shape your piece.
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THEO OF GOLDEN
BY ALLEN LEVI
Review by Karen Close

In concluding my personal article on aging in this issue I quoted from Theo of
Golden: “The very act of creating – be it a meal, a painting, a book, or a song – is a way
for humanity to connect. It’s this glorious gift that God has given us.”

For me this quote reinforces the essential message of Sage-ing With Creative
Spirit, Grace and Gratitude.

Know Yourself: your strengths, weaknesses, successes and failures
Be Yourself: not what you perceive to be worthy
Love Yourself: for who you have been and what you’ve discovered
Share Yourself: speak creatively from your heART
Theo’s story telling about his latter years in the fictional town of Golden

develops the themes of giving and receiving, seeing and being seen, power of
generosity, the importance of connection, and the quiet miracles that happen
when we choose kindness and wonder. The wisdom of Levi’s words urges
reflection. I read and then re-read this novel for the beauty of simply resting in its
beautiful passages.

The arrival of Theo, a mysterious and polite older man with a Portuguese
background, becomes a mystery to the town of Golden. The mystery deepens as
he begins his project of locating the sitters for the beautiful pencil portraits he
finds in a local coffee shop and giving these portraits to their subjects and listening
with love to their special stories.

As he gives his attention to the subjects of each of these portraits, Theo
deeply touches the lives of various residents – artists, musicians and struggling
locals – weaving a web of connection of healing and grace across the community,

“Let the beauty of what you love be what you do.” – Rumi
In the years just before turning 70, Allen Levi wrote and self-published Theo

of Golden, his first novel directed only by his own heart for the joy of writing. In
his forties he left 13 years of law practice to pursue his creative loves: musician,
songwriter, storyteller and now world-praised novelist.

His recently released interview with Oprah is deeply insightful. https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=pYGspxTSiNg

I hope the wisdom, and indeed beauty, in the following quotes from the
novel will invite you to find your own sweet lulling and inspiration to read Levi’s
novel.

Describing his protagonist, Levi writes:
“He was obviously old but a “young old,” in a way that would almost make

a younger soul look forward to seniority.”
Theo shares his philosophy of art:
“ ... I guess if a work of art makes us see something familiar in a new way or

 Levi writing Theo of Golden (below)
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makes us feel something we ought to have felt all along or shows us our place in
the world more clearly, maybe then it qualifies as ‘good.’ If it makes us better
somehow, maybe that’s what gives it value ... That means, of course, that ‘good
art’ varies from one person to another ... for anything to be good, truly good,
there must be love in it ... There must be love for the gift itself, love for the subject
being depicted or the story being told, and love for the audience. Whether the art
is sculpture, farming, teaching.”

“The mind of the artist is a place of fascination ... beauty, throughout my life,
has always seemed to hint at something more ... I long, as one has said, not just
to see it but to verily become part of it.”

Describing the process of the portrait-artist whose works Theo gives through-
out the novel he notes:

“Slowly, as if rising through water, the shape of a head became apparent ...
His hand twisted, turned, tapped, danced, hovered, and stroked the page in a
choreography that had taken years to perfect.”

On receiving the artist’s portrait of him the subject responds”
“ ... he could see that someone had taken great effort and given painstaking

attention to every detail, every line, every shadow in his face. Someone had
deemed him worthy of their time.”

Another artist whose story becomes a focus is a cellist:
“This cello was his flesh and bone, heart and soul, language and voice. It did

not merely belong to him. It was part of him. The demure Simone, with cello
cradled in his arms, was a force of nature. Electrified. Ravished and ravishing.”

Another focus in the novel is Theo’s friendship with a young girl who had
been injured in a car accident that killed her mother. As Theo is helping the child,
Levi is also helping his readers to appreciate the magic of story telling: the wonder
of words. The fertility of imagination. Attending a cello performance with the
little girl Theo explains:

Tonight, when Simone plays his songs, the music notes will come out of his
cello, and they will fly in every direction. You see, all the notes are inside his cello
right now. But when he moves the bow, like this,” Theo gestured, “it is like a key
that opens the door, and out they come, one at a time. They look like this.” Theo
sketched quarter notes, eighth notes, and sixteenth notes on the back of the
program so that Lamisha could envision the flight he was describing. “You see?
The round part here is their tummy, and these are the wings. Tonight Simone will
set them free, and they will fly around us so fast we might not even see them. “And
do you know what they do when they fly away? They hide. Many of them will
go straight up and hide in the pine cones. And some will hide in the organ pipes...
“And then, late, late tonight, when everyone has gone home, they will all come
out of hiding. And they will have a big celebration because they are free. And they
will make their very own song, one only they know. And sometimes, if someone
is in the building late at night, they hear strange sounds and think it’s a ghost, but
really it is only all the happy notes at their big parade.

I hope Levi’s words have inspired your imaginations and made you eager to
read the novel in its entirety for the many twists and turns that reveal love for the
subject being depicted, the story being told and love for the audience.

For anything to be
good, truly good, there
must be love in it ...
There must be love for
the gift itself, love for
the subject being
depicted or the story
being told, and love for
the audience.
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GATHERING
LIGHT
STORYTELLING AS A WAY OF FEELING HEARD

Andrea Goodman

A person does not need to write a memoir to tell a meaningful story. Sometimes one
memory is enough: a recipe, a song, a photograph, the smell of cedar after rain, a
teacup held in the hand, a phrase a mother used to say, a place once called home.

My father was a very creative person. Throughout his life, he told pieces of his
story through art and photography. What he noticed, what he chose to photograph,
what he made with his hands – all of these things said something about who he was.
But he still felt that he ought to write his story. That was where he became stuck. He
imagined a biography as something complete: a logical progression of events,
properly organized from beginning to end. Faced with the enormity of telling an
entire life, he never quite managed to tell it.

After my father died, I was cleaning out his garage and found three hammers.
Three ordinary hammers. I had no idea why he had three, where they had come from,
how long he had owned them or whether each had a particular purpose. Perhaps
there was no story at all. But knowing my father, I suspect there was. I would have
loved to ask him. Where did they come from? What had he built with them? Was one
his father’s? Was there one he always reached for first? I’ll never know. My father had
worried about telling me the story of his whole life. I would have treasured the story
of three hammers, but I have others.

That experience changed the way I think about storytelling. A whole life is an
enormous subject. A hammer isn’t. Neither is a photograph, a recipe or a favourite
song. Small things give us somewhere easy to begin. We don’t have to decide what
was most important about our lives, remember events in the correct order or know
where the story is going. We can simply begin with something we remember. And
small beginnings have a way of opening doors. A familiar object may bring back the
hands that once used it, the room where it sat, the person who gave it, the work it
helped accomplish. A song may bring back a dance hall, a first love, a road trip, a
kitchen radio, or a grief long softened by time. A recipe might carry family history,
migration, celebration, scarcity or simply the memory of standing beside someone
we loved in a kitchen.

Or perhaps a story carries none of those things. Perhaps it is simply a good story
about a terrible pie. That matters too. Not every memory has to reveal something
profound. Some stories survive because they are simply fun to tell. My father and I
loved retelling the story of the time he dumped our canoe while reaching for a rock
underwater. It wasn’t an important event in either of our lives. There was no great
lesson in it. It was just funny, and it became one of our stories.

The road trip where everything went wrong. The rainy camping trip. The
holiday meal nobody could eat. The wrong turn, the missed ferry, the tent that leaked,
the dog that stole dinner. At the time, these may have felt like annoyances or disasters.
Years later, they can become the stories everyone asks to hear again. Remember
when...? That shared remembering is part of storytelling too. We don’t have to extract

We don’t have to
decide what was most
important about our
lives, remember events
in the correct order or
know where the story
is going. We can simply
begin with something
we remember.
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wisdom from every memory to make it worth telling. Sometimes laughter is enough.
The value of our stories isn’t measured by their historical importance or by the

wisdom we can extract from them. Small fragments hold a voice and a glimpse of how
a person experienced the world. A life is not only made of milestones. It is also made
of textures, sounds, gestures, habits, losses, jokes, surprises, preferences, ridiculous
mistakes and ordinary acts of love.

In my work as a hospice volunteer, I have often seen how deeply people need to
feel heard. Not interviewed. Not assessed. Not hurried towards a tidy life story.
Simply heard. Small entry points can make that easier for both the teller and the
listener. Instead of “Tell me about your life,” we can ask: “Tell me about this
photograph. Who made that recipe? What song takes you somewhere? What object
have you kept longer than anyone would expect? What beauty did you notice today?”

There is no requirement that the answer lead anywhere profound. That freedom
may be part of what makes these questions powerful. A story can wander. One
memory can lead to another. Something forgotten for decades can suddenly return.
Or we may simply spend ten minutes talking about a photograph. The telling itself can
be meaningful.

When we pause over a memory, we are not simply looking backward. We are
noticing again. We may discover something in an old experience that we didn’t
recognize while we were living it. We may remember what made us laugh, what
frightened us, what we valued, whom we loved or the person we once were. And
another person is there to hear it. That matters particularly as we age. Illness, disability
or the routines of care can sometimes make a person’s needs more visible than the
person themselves. Asking about memories, preferences, humour, loves and losses
makes room for the self that continues beneath and beyond those circumstances.

Not every story needs to be written down. Sometimes the gift is simply the
experience of telling it and being heard. However, when a story is preserved – in a
notebook, an audio recording, a caption on a photograph, a letter, or even a few words
on a card – it offers something else. A small piece of one person’s inner world can travel
beyond the conversation in which it was shared.

This understanding helped lead me to create Gathering Light, a project about
memory, storytelling, connection and feeling heard. But it also changed the way I
think about my own family’s stories. I don’t need a complete chronology of my
father’s life to know who he was. Much of him remains in the things he created, the
photographs he took and the memories I carry.

At the heart of Gathering Light there is the belief that when we gather and share
our stories, we are not simply preserving information about a life. We are creating the
possibility of connection – leaving a small light somewhere along the path, trusting
that someday, someone may come upon it and find their way by its glow.

A good place for any of us to begin a conversation with a senior is not with “Tell
me your life story.” Try something smaller. Pick up an object and ask where it came
from. Pull out an old photograph and ask what was happening just beyond the edge
of the frame. Perhaps ask them to remember a meal, a song, a journey, a joke that still
makes them laugh. Try these prompts with someone else or with yourself. See what
comes. You don’t have to know where the story is going. You don’t have to decide
whether it is important before you tell it. Just start somewhere small. You may be
surprised by how much is there.

www.gathering-light.ca – andrea@gathering-light.ca

Small fragments hold a
voice and a glimpse of
how a person
experienced the world.

A small piece of one
person’s inner world
can travel beyond the
conversation in which
it was shared.
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REVISITING THE
CLASSICS
THE GOTHIC LOGIC OF TRUTH IN EDGAR ALLEN
POE’S POEM “ANNABEL LEE”

Z. I. Mahmud

It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought

Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea:

But we loved with a love that was more than love —

I and my Annabel Lee;

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of heaven

Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling

My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsman came

And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre

In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in heaven,

Went envying her and me

Yes!  that was the reason (as all men know,

In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love

Of those who were older than we —

Of many far wiser than we —

And neither the angels in heaven above

Nor the demons down under the sea

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling  my darling  my life and my bride,

In her sepulchre there by the sea,

In her tomb by the sounding sea.

SAGE-ING WITH
LITERATURE
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The funerary sculpture Prometheus Bound and the Oceanids,
by German sculptor Eduard Müller, depicts mourning
beside a tomb. Such memorial imagery reflects the sym-
bolic maritime landscape of “Annabel Lee”, where love
persists across the threshold between life and death, and its
association with the living sea.

In the poem, the speaker mourns a lost love and
tries to explain her death by blaming supernatural forces.
His repeated return to the same memories shows how
grief can shape a story – and sometimes distort it. The
poem becomes less a puzzle about what happened and
more a portrait of a mind struggling to make sense of loss.

To me this work suggests that Gothic mystery is
driven by two forces: strong emotion and the desire for
explanation. Through poetic obsession the lyrics suggest
that the search for truth often begins in mourning – and
that, even when answers are found, some questions re-
main. The contours of love and loss are bound together
into a haunting narrative that implicates memory, grief
and supernatural causality in a deeply affective mystery.
The poem begins with an almost fairytale opening – “It
was many and many a year ago, / In a kingdom by the sea”

– yet this familiar cadence quickly unsettles itself as the speaker insists on a
love that “was more than love.” The emotional persistence of this opening sets
up the central paradox of the poem: the speaker’s grief refuses closure,
presenting love itself as a mystery demanding explanation.

Scholar Catherine A. Runcie traced what she terms a “psychic pattern”
in Poe’s later poetry – an affective logic where the speaker’s repeated returns
to certain motifs enact a compulsive drive rather than a teleological argu-
ment:

In Poe’s later poems, the speaker often enacts a series of emotional
returns – repetition that is not merely rhetorical but structurally compulsive.
These returns entangle the poem’s form with the psyche of the speaker,
demonstrating how narrativity and emotional fixation converge. The speak-
er’s insistence that his soul remain united with the beloved becomes a
structural enactment of unresolved desire and perpetual mourning.

Poe’s poems have a tendency to channel obsession through linguistic
repetition – here the refrains of place (“kingdom by the sea”) and possession
(“my beautiful Annabel Lee”) become marks of a psyche that cannot rest.
Instead of asking who killed Annabel Lee?, Poe’s speaker seems to be unravel-
ling why he cannot let go.

In the opening stanzas the speaking voice enchantingly ensnares,
charismatically spellbinds, beguilingly inveigles us in both historical corporality
and the appeal of magnetic memory:

Top. The Sea Beyond the Kingdom by the

Sea, by Caspar David Friedrich. Friedrich’s

vast maritime horizon echoes the solitude

and metaphysical longing that permeate

Poe’s “Annabel Lee.”

Above: “Prometheus Bound and the

Oceanids”
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It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

By the name of Annabel Lee;

[…]

But we loved with a love that was more than love –

I and my Annabel Lee;

With a love that the wingèd seraphs of heaven

Coveted her and me.

Here the repeated location phrase and the speaker’s self-referential “I and my
Annabel Lee” do more than narrate a past event: they signal an affective
present that refuses the distance between experience and remembrance. The
poem’s logic, after all, suggests that love itself has become a force that
provokes even angels – less as a literal account than as an index of the
speaker’s intensifying emotional investment.

Transitioning from the poem’s lyric core to its explanatory claims, the
speaker blames the envy of angelic beings for Annabel Lee’s death. This
attribution is both dramatic and enigmatic, raising interpretive questions
about the poem’s claim to causality. In a pedagogical context, Mark Richardson
highlights this exact ambiguity is fertile ground for interpretive inquiry.
From this lens he states:

“Many critics simply accept the story of the poem – that speakers and readers
alike understand the narrative’s causal logic that angels, envying the lovers, caused
Annabel Lee’s death and that the narrator clings to her memory forever. However, this
surface reading suppresses the complex negotiation between text and reader: students
often arrive at alternate interpretations, suggesting that the highborn kinsmen might
represent social forces or that the poem’s rhetorical claims invite a negotiated rather
than literal acceptance of causality, revealing a depth beyond the simple narrative.”

Richardson’s extended observation underscores that the mystery in
“Annabel Lee” is not only what happened but how readers and critics are
invited to interpret why it happened. The poem’s supernatural causation
becomes a stand-in for doubt, inviting the reader to consider psychological
or social alternatives – echoing the way detective narratives engage both
evidence and interpretation.

Analysis by Jacky W. Duma foregrounds the poem’s sonic and rhythmic
arcs and pathways as integral to its emotional logic:

Poe’s use of repetitive rhyme and rhythmic patterns in Annabel Lee
generates a soundscape akin to the blues. The recurrence of key sounds –
especially the repeated referent ‘sea’ and the refrain-like invocation of
‘Annabel Lee’ – creates a looping effect that mirrors the speaker’s irresolvable
longing. This musical repetition functions not merely as stylistic flourish but
as an embodiment of the speaker’s inability to move beyond grief; the
rhythm itself becomes a sign of affective entrapment.

“Annabel Lee” exemplifies that mysteries persist not because they are
fully solved, but because they haunt the spaces between explanation and
emotion. Is there a truth in this that explains what we call a mystery,

The poem becomes less
a puzzle about what
happened and more a
portrait of a mind
struggling to make
sense of loss.



39the journal of creative aging

something that eludes understanding? In this haunting, the poem gestures
forward to later mystery modes, suggesting that power lies not only in
answers but in the questions evoked. Poe’s mystery happens inside the mind.
The poem highlights that Poe’s speaker produces a stream of consciousness
that is emotionally charged and linguistically intense, sometimes irrational –
almost like speaking in the language of the psyche rather than logical
argument. The poem’s repeated, looping phrases like “my darling – my darling
– my life and my bride” make the speaker’s speech more affective, compulsive
and ecstatic than explanatory.

Z. I. Mahmud is an ICCR (SJS) scholarship fellow alumnus of the Department of English,
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Our Manifesto
This journal (and our associated website) is about you, and the possibil-
ity of you creating the next chapter in the book of your life.

You’re familiar with how the other chapters worked: early, child-
hood, teenage, tempest, tragedy, trial, temptation, partnering, break-
ing, birthing, making, solving, earning, learning, building, growing,
mentoring, celebrating, wising up, and ending up here after all that.

The road of life goes on from where you now find yourself, you’re
still on it, and the vistas that open before you promise more and maybe
better rewards, but only if you engage in the possibilities.

You now get to decide if this next chapter will be a rich and fulfilling
one for you, or only the last.

Rather than fading into that good night, might we offer an alternative?
Creative aging is a powerful social and cultural movement that has

stirred the imaginations of many communities and people. Also referred
to as sage-ing, creative aging takes many forms, and elevates people in
many ways.

Most importantly, creative aging encourages and facilitates indi-
vidual and collective creative pursuits, including writing, crafting, paint-
ing, dancing, and an almost unlimited number of other ways to express
your creative energy.

It encourages you to find your inner artist, to discover the opportu-
nity to celebrate and elevate, to make the most of the wisdom you’ve
accumulated through the lessons of your life. It pleads for you to speak
the truths you’ve learned, to share your wisdom, to be wise, to sage.

Creative aging helps you discover the source of wellness, which is in
your spirit, your will to be, to be well, to share your gift, to explore, to
create, to be whole.

Creative aging encourages you to engage with your inner life, to
experience the grace of knowledge, to express gratitude for your gifts,
and to share them with others on the same journey. By doing so, you
open the door to the creative person that lives inside you, the insights
you possess, the lessons you can learn through your experience, the
discoveries you can share with fellow creators, and the wisdom you can
gift to future generations.

Sage-ing: The Journal of Creative Aging exists to help you document
your creative pursuits with care and integrity, to honour your truth. It’s
time for you to join us. Tell your story, make your next chapter.


