
EXCERPT FROM WINDOWS TO MY SOUL 

Introduction 

   
 I  was, as  a chi ld, moody and emot ional .   I  would often i ndulge my 

darkest  moment s  by  running away to the hayloft  of  our barn where the 

sweet  smel l  of f reshly  baled hay would fi l l  my nost ri l s  and saturate my 

senses.   There I  would fl oat  away i nto the deepest  recesses  of  my soul .   I f 

the hayloft  was st i l l  too close to those I  needed to run away f rom, I  would 

put a hal ter and rope on my buckskin mare, Golden Arrow , sl ip onto her 

back and r ide to the nearby woods.   Pat ient ly  she would l i sten to me rant 

and rave at  al l  the insul ts  and t ransgressions  I  fel t  I  had endured that day 

or week.   Often I  would sl ide off  her warm back i nto the cool  tal l  g rasses .  

Lying on my back, I  would search the passi ng clouds for fami l iar and 

fantast ic  figures , then rol l  over to study the grass .   My very fi rst  attempt at  

poet ic  w ri t i ng was about a blade of grass . 

 

 I  did not  know then, that  on those escapes to the woods as  I  rol led back and forth f rom 

cloud gazing to examining a simple blade of  grass , I  was doing what  I  would do the rest  of my 

l i fe.   I n the detai l s  of  a blade of  grass  I  found my dai ly  and very  l imi ted sel f .   There were the 

dew-drop tears  of  my easi ly  wounded heart ; the sharp and unpol i shed edges of  youth; the 

f lexibi l i ty needed to please parental  w i l l s ;  the tenderness  of  my gi rl hood; and the l ightness  of  

my sl ight  f rame easi ly blown about by  the forces of others. 

 

 I n the clouds I  found my dreams and my spi r i t  would fly up to meet those fantast ic 

f igures  that  seemed to magical ly  match my fantasies .   As  the clouds moved and t ransfigured 

themselves, so did I .   I  imagined mysel f to have the power to be anything I  wanted to be. 

 

 Throughout  my l i fe , I  have al ternately  sought  the perspect ive and exhi larat ion of  the 

clouds, of  the “big picture,” and the reassur i ng cont rol  and manageabi l ity that the blade of 

grass  and the attent ion to detai l  gives  me.  I  have learned that  the “big picture” that  becomes 

one’s  l i fe  i s  formed f rom the careful  attent ion to and combining of  dai ly  detai l s ,  even the 

smal lest  and most  ni t ty-gri t ty  of  them.  The j igsaw puzzle of  l i fe  i s  put  together one piece at  a 

t ime, one sect ion at  a t ime.  From t ime to t ime, you must  l ook up to review  the big picture – 

the dream you have for your l i fe  – in order to see what  part  of  the puzzle you need to work on 

next .   But  then, you must  return to the detai l s ,  to the fi nding and fi t t ing of  each piece, one 

minute, one hour, one day, one week, one month, one year at  a t ime. 

 
 Thi s  book i s  about  the j igsaw puzzle of  my l i fe and some of the pieces I  have found and 

f i t ted i nto place as I  t ry  to complete the big picture.   Thi s  book al so tel l s  of  my “secret  l i fe” of  

contemplat ion and w ri t ing.   I  was born to a very  social  and athlet ic fami ly and did my best  to 

mold my shy , i nt roverted nature into a more compat ible, ext roverted one.   Col lege and 

graduate school  i n Colorado, Europe, and U tah and then a twenty year career as a psychiat ric 

social  worker perpetuated my publ ic  image as an outgoing, social  and people-or iented 

person, gi ving no hint  of  the recluse who l ived w i thin.   Thi rty  years  of  journal s  have chronicled 

that secret  i nner l i fe  and thi s  book takes a fi rst  l ook i nto those journals .  


