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GINNY BENSON’S CONVERSATIONS WITH ELISE
MAY 11 – JUNE 23, 2010

(During this period, every visit felt like a last visit.)

MAY 11

Russell was in town for an extended visit with Elise, and on this day, I went out to join him in a conversation with Elise. 

When I remarked on how upbeat she was, she said, “Why not enjoy every moment of life.  I can’t understand why people go around feeling sad.  Of course, everyone has troubles, but that doesn’t mean we have to go around like this.”

When we discussed the joy she has always gotten out of networking with other people, she said, “There’s always someone else to bring into the circle.”  To underline this point, she told us the Norwegian word for “always”—“bestandig.”

During another conversation when we were discussing the state of the world, she said, “The moment that is is the moment that is. There is no crisis. The world is what it is and we are what we are. And we can do. But we have to do it…I say let’s see what each of us can do.” We talked about people’s different capacities and roles, and observed how some people are talented musically and some people may not be, and she said, “But we can all make music even in our hearts.”

We discussed Philip’s musical abilities and then turned to Russell’s. Russell told me then that he plays the 12 string guitar but hasn’t for a long time.  He used to have a large repertoire of folk songs. “At one time,” he said, “ I had ten hours of songs, mostly union songs, songs of struggle and protest.” 

We then turned to Russell’s experience in 1965 organizing a fast as a senior in high school. Students were protesting the war in Vietnam and also what was going on in Selma, Alabama, at the same time.  Seventy-five students were involved, and there was media coverage.  The father of one of the protesting students was an M.D. He assured the parents that it was all right for the students to go without food for 48 hours. Russell remembered that after meeting with the parents of these students, this man was “beaming with pride.”

Elise said, “I was always learning from my children. You start from where you are.”  Turning to Russell, she said, “Are you my first child?” Affirming this, she said, “I started from him. I remember being so proud of him when he organized this fast in high school.  He was the first to realize we’ve got to save the earth.” Russell demurred, “I was one of many.”

MAY 16

I arrived at North Hill in the late morning on Sunday, May 16th. The day was beautiful so I took Elise out for a few minutes. Then, Christie and her daughter Emily arrived for lunch with Elise; and we all sat together in the dining room.  Elise was in good spirits, though her color seemed more yellow and she seemed to have less energy than before.  She took a nap after lunch when we all left.  I took an hour walk around the grounds, communed with the wild turkeys that live in the woods at North Hill and a cardinal and then returned with some wild (and domestic) flowers for Elise. 

When I entered her room, she awoke looking refreshed and happy to see me again.  This time it was even warmer outdoors so I took her out for about a half hour chat on the patio after a spin around the yard in her recliner.  I took notes on our talk.  I was very moved by it and by our warm, trusting, and easy rapport.  She has no fear of what’s to come.  Especially this inspired me.

Here are the details of our conversation that day:

Thinking this would likely be our last visit together, I told her that Mr. Ikeda, the Center’s founder, sent his best regards to her and truly enjoyed the message she had written to him in the copy of Into Full Flower, their dialogue book that I had delivered to him for her.  Regarding this message, which referred to building peace cultures together, she said, “We’re still doing it, and I’m happy to remember what we’ve done together.”  As Elise said this, her use of the word, “remember,” struck me.  In light of her Alzheimer’s, I wondered, was her memory improving in these last days or had “remember” become a collective act for her, something we do together, the three of us?

We began to talk about the notion of having a calling in life.  We agreed that both she and Mr. Ikeda had a calling to build peace cultures.  Yearning as usual to be inclusive, she said, “We all have to follow our calling.  You’ll follow yours, too.”

I responded, “What I really love to do is to bring people together in a meeting of minds and hearts.”

Elise: That’s where we meet…in the minds and hearts.

Ginny: Will we three meet again?  Do you believe we will meet again in the future somehow?

Elise: Of course we will.

(I was surprised by the certainty with which she spoke these words because she had always expressed considerable doubt about the idea of reincarnation.)

I then shared with her how encouraged I have been by her attitude toward death. “Why?” she asked. 

Ginny: Well, because you aren't frightened by death. Most people are." 

Elise: You don't need to be. You and I know there's no reason to be frightened

Ginny: Yes. But still I am sometimes. Don't you have doubts once in a while?

Elise: I just dance anyway. That's the most important thing to do. It's a calling: to dance in the sky.
We talked for a bit about her dancing in the sky, and then, again, in a gesture of inclusivity, she said, “You can certainly dance as well as I can.”

Ginny: You know, I realize that you have used this phrase, dancing in the sky, many times recently, but I’m really not sure exactly what you mean by it.  Can you tell me what it means to dance in the sky?

Elise: She gave me the kind of look she must have kept on reserve for really slow students who need to have the obvious restated. Emphatically, she responded, “Being where you are!” 

(This exchange had many levels of meaning for me.  First, I could see that we had gradually expanded the notion of calling to a universal calling. We are all called to dance in the sky in the sense that we are called to be where we are, in the midst of infinite possibilities.  Also, the joy implied in the image of dancing is a universal joy as well, accessible to all, as long as we can truly be where we are.  Finally, everything she’s been saying for many years about her great effort to learn to be in the moment, to be here now, had come together recently in this poetic expression full of meaning. She had plumbed the depths of her nursing home reality and found a dancing spirit there, and this was sustaining her as she faced the unknown.)

Then, Elise and I began to talk about how we came to meet each other through Mr. Ikeda and his connection with her and Kenneth.  I marveled at how we had ended up as such good friends and that now here we were together in a way as though we were family members and yet we’re not even related.  

Ginny: Why did we end up together like this, Elise, so close in these final moments?

Elise: We take care of each other.  But we don’t know who the other is. Yet, there comes a time when we know who the other is and we do it.

(Elise’s phrase, “we take care of each other” had great depth and resonance.  She was speaking of a universal human truth, it seemed.  “We take care of each other….that’s the nature of being human.”)

Ginny: Still, Elise, I keep wondering, why are we so connected?

Elise: It’s the way things are.  We’re born. We’re born with more than one connection.

At the end of our conversation, I told her that I take notes on visits with her so that I can share her wisdom on the website that Russell has created for her “journey.”  I said that the path she has taken in her final years would encourage many people.  Elise responded, “I am always on my way.”

MAY 18

On this day I opened the conversation by asking how she’s feeling now.

Elise: There’s nothing I can do now.

Ginny: Yes, it’s all about being “happy and at ease.” (This is a phrase from the Lotus Sutra, referring to how people are when they manifest the Buddha nature.)

Elise:  Yes, I like that phrase…”happy and at ease.”

Ginny: I will miss you, Elise.  (She and I are both thinking this will surely be our last visit because soon I leave for several days in Minnesota)

Elise: I won’t take you with me. I promise!

(We both laugh.)

Elise: We can’t be serious all of the time.  A little humor is part of being happy and at ease. We think of angels singing but we never hear about them laughing.  When I get to heaven, I am going to laugh. And I bet I will find out that the angels there are laughing….laughing at the image we all have of heaven, of them wearing wings and being very solemn. They’re having fun!  Life has just begun!

This reminded me of one of her birthday poems, so I said, “Elise, your birthday is coming up very soon, in early July.“ 

Elise: Which one is it?

Ginny: It’s your 90th.

Elise: Hey, what a great time to go off!  A birthday send-off to heaven….to heaven?  Of course, I’m there already.  But, there is a special gate…a joy.

Ginny: Speaking of joy, I told Elise about what I had learned from Anna, a friend of Russell, about wild turkeys. When I spoke to Anna about the flock of wild turkeys that lived on North Hill in the woods surrounding Elise’s nursing home, Anna said that the Cherokee used to call them “give-away eagles.” Seeing wild turkeys, she said, always reminds her to be a “Bodhisattva”—a being who reaches for enlightenment not only for self but, perhaps most especially for all other beings. 

Elise: (back to earth) I can’t go until I’m ready.  I’m still happy here.  I enjoy doing what’s here for us to do.  And when that changes, it’ll change. I don’t decide.  You don’t. No one does.  The universe decides. That’s a pretty big decision-maker.  I’ll be happy whenever it happens.

Ginny: That’s the way.

Then, I told her about what I had learned from the year that we spent at the Ikeda Center in 2008, studying around the theme of “Understanding Death, Appreciating Life.”  (I told her about this then because it seemed to me that she is leaving this life in the Bodhisattva-like condition that people have agreed is the basis for finding “joy in life and joy in death,” a notion that was introduced by Mr. Ikeda in the lecture he gave at Harvard University when he founded the Center in 1993.) 

I was surprised by how closely Elise listened to all of this. She followed my every word, understanding exactly what I was talking about, fascinated that this year of study had been carried out at the Center.

Then she sat back and said,  “I see now. It’s THE WAY. That’s what the Buddha taught us.  Jesus taught that, too.”

Ginny: I still can’t get over how close I am to you, to be able to talk together in this way, and yet we are not even family.

Elise: God has one family.

MAY 19

Again, I was thinking this is my last chance to see her and this time, it was the only remaining chance to see her before I left the next day for a long weekend in Minnesota. Also, I was reveling in the wisdom and joy she had shared with me in recent visits, eager for more.

On this morning, I brought up her 90th birthday again and asked if she would like to write her birthday poem early, rather than waiting until July 6th. 

This tumbled out….

Ninety is heaven
And that's where 
I want to be.
Can you see me
Dancing in heaven?
Wherever I am
I can dance
And sing.

Then Elise began to sing a sweet little song in Norwegian. She translated it for me roughly as:

You and me 
And we two
Go sailing in a
Wooden shoe…

Then, the song says that when we got to the coast of England, the shoe spilled us out. There we met a fiddler who fiddled while we sang and danced.
(I asked Elise to sing this wooden shoe song again for me and then again for the hospice worker when she came into the room. This was a beautiful moment for us to see Elise singing so sweetly even though we both knew she was in some discomfort that morning.)

Then a bright look of realization and joy lit up Elise's face. She said, "I know exactly what will happen!" she paused as though that was all she had to say. I asked her whether she was talking about heaven. "No. It's about when I get into that boat." She sang a passage from the song again. "When we got to England, we met a fiddler.” That's it! That's the whole story! Now it's all over. I love that story! I have sung it over and over again during my life. I can't remember when I started but it must have been in my childhood because it's in Norwegian.

At this point, an aide came for Elise and I hugged her and took my leave. When I got to the elevator, though, I realized I had left my purse in her room, so I retraced my footsteps. I found Elise sitting in the hallway near her door, waiting for the aide there.  I kneeled and spoke with her for a bit more.  I told her that I love the twinkle in her eye.  She said, “I hereby bequeath to you the twinkle in my eye.”  Then she thought better of this and said, “Oh no, not yet.  I still need that twinkle.  For now, you can borrow it.”  Then, she observed, “But you have a twinkle, too, you know.” 

MAY 25

I took Elise out on the patio in the early morning before the heat got really intense and she was delighted to be in nature.  When we settled down after a tour of the grounds, I asked her to sing the wooden shoe song for me again. She said she loves it when I ask her to sing that song. Happily, she sang it once and then twice.  

I told her that I have noticed a change in her thinking about the journey into death she is taking.  I reminded her that several days ago she had told me that she has to get ready for a long swim across the Atlantic Ocean.  But, then, before I left for Minnesota, she sang me this song and said, “This is exactly what will happen...That’s it.  That’s the whole story!”  It’s a different story, not so difficult. She doesn’t have to swim the whole way. 

Elise: (emphatically) This is not a story.  It really happened.

Ginny: (puzzled) You mean it’s a metaphor for what will happen?  

Elise: No, but yes, if you consider that our lives are metaphors.  

Ginny:  You must be talking about the meaning that our lives have.

Elise: Yes, it’s about the meaning of life.  We sail the ocean in a wooden shoe.  This is a very special shoe. The whole point of the story is that you’re there.  You don’t have to worry about getting there, because you’re there.  I’ve been dancing and singing since I was a little girl. 

She sang the song again, with great enjoyment.  I sang along for the “Fa la Fa la Fa la la la la”  chorus.  

Elise: We sang ourselves to the top of those trees. Isn’t it wonderful what you can do with a little singing? 

Elise grew tired then and I took her in for a nap.  Before I left she said she is relaxed and happy. This was a very sweet visit.  I spoke with Carolyn, the music therapist afrerwards, and she told me that Elise has been in good spirits for the last several days, participating in activities.
MAY 28

At one point during our visit on the patio, Elise was so overjoyed by being out doors, she sounded poetic:

 Everything is in the now. 

The trees and the sky

And you and I

We’re in the now!

This time, she referred to “swimming” in the sky.  That’s a new one.  “Swimming?” I asked.

Elise: When I was a child, I used to swim all day. No, not all day, but in the morning, I would swim around the lake.  I’d take my clothes off in the morning and put on a bathing suit, and swim across the lake.

Poetic again, as she observed the trees,

 See the wind dancing in the trees. 

Or is it the trees dancing in the wind?

Trees can’t dance without the wind

The wind can’t dance without the trees.

We all need each other

And I need you

And you need me.

So happy

I could lie here forever

But I won’t

Heavenward seeking.
For me, this is the perfect place

I could live up in the top of that tree

I can send myself up there on the top

Now, I’m waving in the wind.

Everything needs everything.

On this visit, I told Elise about some challenging plans I have in mind for future work I would like to do. She was very encouraging, eager for me to fulfill my dreams and make a contribution. In fact, my sharing this seemed to get her very excited and hopeful. I told her that I feel a bit intimidated by the magnitude of the project I have in mind. Reminding her that she had officially bequeathed to me “the twinkle in her eye” on an earlier visit, I asked if I might also have her “gumption.”  

Ginny: Elise, is there a better word than “gumption” for this quality that you have?

Elise: No. That’s it!

JUNE 1

Outdoors again, and feeling poetic again.

Elise:  I love the natural.

Ginny: Today, you sound like Kenneth before he died.  I remember you told me that he said to you just a short while before he passed on, “Elise, I love the world!”

Elise: 

I love the sky

I love the world

I love the trees

All unfurled

Way up

Into the sky

On this day, I took a photo of Elise holding a bright pink peony. She said, as I was taking the picture, “I love nature!”

JUNE 2 (my mother’s birthday)

Russell had returned to be with Elise while Christie was away. When I arrived, Russell met me in the hallway and told me that Elise was playing volleyball with the other residents.  I thought he must have been kidding.  He took me down the hall, and sure enough, the activities staff had positioned her well in her recliner right in front of the net where she could return the flying balloon when it came to her.  I wanted so to document this sight. I stood on the side taking one picture after another.  The aide and one of the residents realized that I was trying to get a shot of Elise in action, reaching out and connecting with the balloon. So, the resident kept steering the balloon Elise’s way and the aide stepped to the side for a clear shot.  Finally, after about fifteen pictures, I got the perfect photo!

JUNE 13

Russell’s visit ended, and Phillip came to be with Elise and Christie for several days.  I went out on that Sunday to meet Phillip and see Elise.

This visit was quite wonderful although it involved very little interaction with Elise.  Phillip, as Russell had indicated, is very kind and warm.  To me, he looked very much like the photos I’ve seen of Kenneth.  We had a good conversation in the hallway at the nursing home before going in to see Elise.  He said she was having some trouble breathing now, or was breathing heavily, but her vital signs were still very good, according to the nurse who took them that morning. Phyllis, her roommate, wasn’t in the room, so it was alright for the three of us to be there, but when she came back we went out or reduced our number to no more than two, which is a policy that Christie wisely created.  


Elise was sleeping and breathing with some difficulty when I went in.  I remembered that Elise told me she had breathed in rhythm with Kenneth as he was dying and so I did the same. A Buddhist doctor friend, who said it is helpful to those who are dying, also corroborated this practice.  I stood by the head of the bed and breathed in rhythm with her for several minutes. Christie later told me that she noticed that Elise’s breathing gradually evened out.  I think this was true.  Philip played his harp quietly, a lullaby he had composed for Elise.  We whispered to each other over Elise and there was great companionship among us.  Eventually, a nurse came in to wash up Elise and so we left.  


When we came back into the room, Elise awoke briefly. I said “Hi!” and beamed at her, and she looked at me with recognition, but didn’t say anything.  It was a serious look, as though she were preoccupied and knew I would understand, that she didn’t need to say anything.  I had the general sense that she is gathering her strength and that things are happening in her at a great distance from the rest of us.

Phillip touched her to try to get her to wake up and interact with me, but I told him that it’s fine, I don’t need that, and he then began to play her lullaby again.  Philip told me that the other day when he had played a lullaby to Elise that he had composed for I think it was Petra, Elise had said, “Won’t you write a lullaby for me, too?”  And so this was the first time he had played Elise’s new lullaby for the rest of us, something he had been practicing with Elise for a day or so. It was soft and sweet.  It sounded like the rhythm of breathing, in fact. 

As we talked about how surprisingly hardy Elise’s body has been, in spite of her readiness to reach for heaven, Philip recalled a sonnet he had written about this on her 88th birthday. He said he was really pleased to have found the handwritten copy of this sonnet in a book of his sonnets on her shelf.... especially pleasing because he hadn’t been able to find it in his computer files.  It was there in the pages of his book. I asked him to read it. It was a wonderful sonnet. Again, I had intimations of Kenneth.  

During this second part of our visit with Elise, while Phyllis was out of the room, Philip played the harp softly, the lullaby again, and Christie sat by her bedside. I kneeled near the head of her bed and softly chanted daimoku (the invocation of the title of the Lotus Sutra, Nam-myoho-renge-kyo) after asking Christie’s permission.  This was only five minutes, but it felt powerful, deep, and comforting.  I noticed the corner of Elise’s mouth turn up at one point.  She seemed peaceful. I felt a lot of love and admiration for Elise the whole time, and especially during these moments of chanting.  

When we had talked in the hallway on my way in, Philip had related stories about a few friends who had visited Elise just in the last couple of days when she was mostly sleeping. They had experienced a surprising connection with her, coming away deeply encouraged by some sign of her responsiveness, even now. It came to me that Elise is truly having a Bodhisattva’s death. The Bodhisattva, an ideal extolled in Mahayana Buddhism, postpones his or her entry into Nirvana out of compassion to lead others to enlightenment first.  We marveled at how Elise is open to connections right until the last moment, wanting to reach out and share her happiness.  I mentioned this to Philip who said that he has always been impressed by the Buddhist idea of the Bodhisattva.  


JUNE 15

Though unsettling, this visit was also beautiful in so many respects. On this day, I was planning to be out in Wellesley in the morning for an appointment anyway, so I called Philip on Monday night and checked to see if it would be all right for me to come out.  He told me that he would be giving a “concert” for the residents of North Hill at 10:15 AM, and of course, please come ahead.  I was deeply touched by Philip’s thoughtfulness in giving this concert for the residents while he was there.  

As I sat with the other residents and listened to his concert, I noticed that his music and the stories of his life that are interspersed between his compositions were full of love.  His caring for friends and people who have touched his life, it seemed, inspired each song.  I guess this has always been the case, but when he was playing alone there to the residents, amidst all of their amusing, almost off-the-wall responses, patiently and kindly throughout, I got it, I got how Philip is such a Boulding!  This is his own brand of networking. 

Then.  Philip, Christie and I communed together in Elise’s room. She was in a deep sleep the whole time. We sat in silence. I was reminded of the “contemplative circle” of scholar-activists I helped to organize for Elise so that she could replicate a community in Boulder that she missed after she moved here.  Once a month, we would sit in silence for about twenty minutes with these five or six friends, mostly at her place in North Hill. Then Elise would end the silence by reaching out to hold our hands. She would always begin the round of sharing, which was meant to be about our ongoing spiritual journey and our efforts to balance reflection and action.  We would always end these deep talks with a “group hug.”  Anyway, I was having memories of these times as I sat there with Elise, Christie and Philip.  Though Elise seemed very far away when I looked at her sleeping face, she seemed quite present in the shared silence after the first ten minutes or so. It seemed a deep connecting was going on.


Philip mentioned that both he and Christie have been waking up with a start in the middle of the night feeling Elise’s presence and certain that she must have been passing at that moment. (A common occurrence for me as well.) Philip said that he and Christie, in comparing notes about this connection with Elise, realized that she now seems to have her feet firmly planted in both worlds, the material and the spiritual, and that she may be traveling back and forth between these worlds at will. That would explain why they are feeling her presence in their sleep like this, even though during much of this time she was able to still connect with her visitors during the day.  

As Philip and I spoke together about this, he realized that, of course, Elise would be doing this “traveling” because she is such a networker and has always been. She must be sharing with us her journey into the unknown. Her impulse to connect is still at work.  And once again, we realized an aspect of the Bodhisattva-like person’s experience in the latter stages of the dying process.  She probably wants us to know what she’s learning!
JUNE 18

I visited Elise again this morning, this time with Christie (Phillip had gone home).  As Christie and I sat with her, I was able to chant daimoku softly for quite a bit of time at her bedside, while Phyllis was out of the room. At first Elise looked tense around the eyes. Christie and I both felt this. At the end, she looked peaceful, but the look on her face was one of the most faraway looks I've ever seen. I took a picture. Elise isn’t taking in nutrition or fluids any more.

JUNE 20 (Father’s Day)

I was planning to accompany Christie to visit Elise on this day, but Christie awoke in the morning feeling very sick. So, I went on my own, with Christie’s blessing.

I arrived at 1:30 PM and stayed only for an hour.  This time Elise had her eyes open most of the time but both eyes were looking upward.  The nurse said that’s another sign that death is nearer. It was eerie to see her this way. They gave her additional morphine while I was there. She was breathing through her mouth most of the time.  I showed the aide the little water spray bottle that Helena, a friend of Russell’s, had recommended. The aide liked it and told the nurse about it, so I left it out where they can use it. This way, they can moisten the inside of her mouth without her choking on excess fluid. 

The nurse encouraged me to talk to her and hold her right hand, which was less strong today but had some movement in it. The nurse said that her vital signs were still fairly strong this morning. Apparently, she was actually connecting with the aides this morning when they washed her. She seemed to be trying to talk, but couldn’t. She smiled once, they said.  The staff is really working hard to make her comfortable. The hospice aide had been there in the morning.  When I called Christie she had rested and sounded a tiny bit better than she was this morning.  

 
Elise’s breathing is more labored but still pretty strong.  The nurse, who seemed quite experienced, said that she thought Elise would pass tomorrow or the next day.


I have a sense of inheriting a lot from Elise, a lot of teaching to carry forward into the world she loves so much. 


JUNE 23
 

When I spoke to the nurse on the phone, I discovered that they are no longer taking vital signs on Elise because it seemed too intrusive at this stage.  When I asked if the breathing has shifted, the nurse told me that no it's still steady though hoarse.  There have been no periods of not breathing.  I understand that after the point when the breathing shifts, things can happen pretty fast. 

I spoke to Christie after this and found that she's feeling much better today. She was just about to leave for a short visit with Elise. I encouraged her to not push herself too much, but she said she wants to be there with Elise. I think she will call me afterwards so we can help make each other strong for this final stage.

That morning at home, I picked up a book from my shelf that came from Elise’s collection. It's called Peace Is Everybody's Business and it's about the life of a woman peace educator Elizabeth Evans Baker. In it is an inscription to Elise from its author, Marta Daniels, who writes "To Elise, who did not know how much she helped me write this book, with love and great admiration." When I saw this I realized how my own gratitude to Elise flows into a great river of gratitude formed by the many, many students of peace in her large wake.

I decided to visit Elise later in the day. When I arrived at around 4:30 PM, she was still breathing quite strongly.  When Phyllis was out of the room, I read to Elise from the poem that Mr. Ikeda had composed about her life. I sensed that Elise knew what I was doing and could hear me on another dimension than the physical. As I read these passages about Elise’s calling and her noble life, I was reminded of Elise’s strong conviction that “you can build peace cultures wherever you are!” I realized that this conviction must have been guiding her now. One way of looking at her long dying process is that she is building peace cultures where she is, traveling in the depths between life and death.  I began to see her lengthy dying process as another “pioneering” effort by this mother of all humanity, taking it on herself to do this work no matter how arduous


A nurse named Marion came into the room and joined us.  In just a brief conversation, she and I bonded.  She shared some wisdom about dying with me and I began to think that there might be one last “hitch” in Elise’s thinking about death and the afterlife that she needs to resolve before she can let go.  I decided that I ought to stay a while longer tonight, on this must-be-last-visit with Elise. Most of the time, I quietly chant by her side. I set my intention to help ease her through any mental hurdles still remaining.  Marion had said that even though people think they have these things all worked out about death and the afterlife, when they actually face death, unresolved issues can come up to make them hold back and do a lot of work there in the space between life and death.  

Then, Marion agreed to help me tilt Elise’s head back about 30 degrees, which is what Russell’s friend, Anna, had recommended at this stage. When we flattened the bed, removed the pillows that had propped her up, and replaced them with a towel roll under her neck, I saw a certain physical holding pattern around Elise’s neck and shoulders start to ease. I began to think of this process of working through holding patterns as multi-leveled—physical, psychological and spiritual. 

When I left that evening, I felt a certain completion to my own role, that I had done all I could do in Elise’s presence and didn’t need to come back.  When I got home, after sleeping some, I chanted in the wee hours for Elise and then got back to sleep briefly and had a good dream.  I dreamt that my cat was in a metal contraption made up of heavy bars that went around her whole body and locked in front so she could hardly move. In the dream, I unlocked this body prison and she was able to be free. This felt like a good dream, releasing...

JUNE 24, 2010

Late afternoon: I just got word from Russell and Christie that Elise passed away. It’s a big relief at this point.


