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                                         Overture

 


 From long, long ago (it seems like only yesterday) those times now roll before me in bold kaleidoscope, highlighting my life’s journey. Premature birth with undeveloped lungs in the year 1924 made my early years quite touch and go with my loving parents on high alert for signs of any health problems that could arise.

 

 During this time of my youth my parents earnestly showed me what mattered most and how to deal with it. It was then I came to realize I was a sensitive, creative free spirit with an insatiable thirst for learning. I could easily think with finesse and clarity, though often quiet and shy among grownups on a regular basis.

 

 Such are the predicaments of the awkward years. Will this muddle ever end? Alas, the torments of youth thus stagger the growing mind, puzzle the caring parents with their own confusions.

 

 My teenage years were beset with tragedy. At age thirteen my mother died suddenly of pneumonia. At age nineteen my brother, my only sibling, was killed in  World War II when he was twenty-six. Along with him I lost some dear friends that I had grown up with. 

 

 These adversities strengthened me in a way that would give me guidance for the rest of my life - the powerful knowledge that when there’s a will there’s a way. A ways, always hold a positive attitude, look up beyond the clouds.

 

 Today I am eighty-five years young, forever young at heart. I’m one of the few living survivors of World War II. Our group is known as the Greatest Generation.

  

 My mother was a teacher and I’ve become a teacher through time’s gifts. I’m not a preacher; just a teacher to sparkle sunshine in the dark, wherever one may be, how dimly one can see past remembered surroundings.

 

 For many years I’ve been a lyric, inspirational poet and writer of song lyrics. My writings are available in libraries, churches, hospice, newspapers and publishing internationally.

 

 I have a Japanese pen pal who uses my writings and song lyrics to teach his beginning English speaking and writing classes. Some of his students wrote to me in English to thank me for sending a CD song “Lullabies.”

 

 I’m blessed to realize that you can get through anything that life throws at you by clear communication, friendship and faith. There is a peace here, this acceptance and trust to live by. 

 

 I have had glaucoma for twenty years. The hardest thing I’ve ever had to do from a personal standpoint is giving up driving due to loss of peripheral vision. Giving up this freedom was a wallop of an effort. After a few months to integrate a new mindset, I managed to get a positive emotional overlook on the problem and all’s well despite this setback.

 

 At present I’m dealing with an arterial retinal block behind both eyes that needs to be watched and treated as necessary. If unattended, over time I will completely lose my sight. I look at this as the greatest challenge of my life.

 

 It will be a rewarding adventure to test my daily management of hidden abilities just waiting for future motivation. All lessons learned from the past will play a part to keep me always positive, alert.

 

 How will I cope with the progressive loss of sight that threatens to attack my inner being? First of all, I will choose listening to my heart again - the heart that beats with wisdom energies, evolving flexibilities, possibilities.

 

 In my heart I will secure life’s rhythms played in musical tones, balancing levels of contentment against daily shortcomings - a much needed tool for uncertain moments with dim directions to follow.

 

 I will dance the waltz of life with lilting song additions, happy in my innermost being and ready to use new tools, adjust to the bridge between past and present with expansions for the future. 

 

 My heart will let me dare to dream as always, reaching for lasting hope no matter how dim the future may seem at times. 

 

 I have three children and seven grandchildren - all vibrant in their own ways, all a constant joy in my life. Their loving support in all my ventures, their kindness and help along the way makes all the difference in my abilities to live as life should be lived, using ever available courage tools when needed.

 

 One of my favorite tools is the Grabber. It can be used to pick up things dropped on the floor, unloading clothes from the dryer, reaching kitchen cabinet items, counter items, disposing of waste basket materials for the trash in handy clusters. It grabs my thankful heart each time I use it. Hooray for the Grabber!

 

 For years I’ve suffered with painful arthritis, a tough thing to deal with. Combining this disability with my fading eyesight, I use a magnifying glass for reading and writing, cruise the house with a cane and walker, reach my favorite chair to rest awhile, then walk to the open windows. Here I can drink in the sweet aromas of springtime from the gardens. I can feel the velvet petals of a rose bouquet. How wonderful it is to connect once more with those sparkling childhood joys, harmonies as I mature. This is life lived to the fullest, folks, with no regrets, no sad songs to sing. 

 
                                 Reprise
                                 Encore

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------


Cycles

 

The rhythms of my days
All changes in my ways
Become my legacy
For all those just like me-
Dim vision, loss of sight
Can cast amazing light 
For spirit eyes to see
Releasing victories    
God’s gracious destinies
Ever growing with the flow
Sharing as we go.

