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Moving, even though
I'm moving today. I'm moving from my 1-bedroom apartment in Davis 
Square, Somerville to a house in Arlington. Not just any house. It’s a 
parsonage.

What’s that? You don’t know what a parsonage is?

Ah. A parsonage is a church house. And usually the pastor of the 
church and the pastor’s family live in the parsonage. Only, the pastor 
of this church lives elsewhere. Because no, I am not a pastor. Not as 
such.

I will be sharing this parsonage with two other women, one in her 30s 
and one in her 50s. Even though I had inklings about needing to move 

some time ago, I was not 
ready to move for a long, 
long time, and then one 
day I was. Hello, that day.

I have a good feeling 
about where I'm going: 
Even though a tree fell on 
the side of my new house 
in the micro-blast storm 
the other day, the storm 
with the hail and that 
amazing wind, even 
though. (There was no 
structural damage to the 
house. Whew!  Also, the 
tree with the treehouse I 
have plans to rebuild is 
still standing. Whew!)

Even though I haven't 
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shared my living space with roommates since being in my twenties 
when I lived with What'sHerName on Alpine Street and said I'd only 
ever live with people again if the people was a he, and a he I was 
sharing a bed with, even though. 

Even though it's a parsonage and I don’t really believe in God (not like 
that), even though. Actually, I'm oddly thrilled about it being a 
parsonage, thrilled. You see, my father was a preacher. My grandfather 
was a preacher. And my great grandfather was a preacher too. Oh, 
irony.

My new housemates seem very interesting. I'm excited. Saffron, let's 
call her, is an expressive arts therapist. She has a piano in her 
bedroom. No kidding! OK, it's an electric one that you can play 
silently with headphones, but still, a piano. In her bedroom. We love 
her already, don't we? And she will be turning the garage into an art 
studio for herself, a la Jackson Pollock. She has had some significant 
health issues, the kind that make you pretty much turn your life-habits 
on their head, and now she is best friends with the vegetable kingdom 
and she exercises every day. (Here's hoping that's contagious). When 
we first met by e-mail, Saffron followed the link to my blog and wrote 
back, “I think you have even more opinions than I do!” Even though 
I'm still mulling that over, she seemed to like that about me. Huh.

Jade is a scientist turned artist. She became a scientist because her 
parents wanted her to, but she always hated working in labs and so, 
first chance she got, she quit and became a forest ranger. (Right?!) This 
was back in the pre-internet days. She wrote to the U.S. Department of 
Parks and Recreation and asked for an application. They wrote back 
and said, Don't bother, you are a woman and we get thousands of 
applications, so you have like 1 in 1000 chance. And she wrote back 
(this is all snail mail) and said Well, Mister, I have no chance if you 
don't send me an application so kindly send me a goddam application 
please. She didn't say goddam, and she didn't say, Well Mister, but I 
just did because I get all hands-on-my-hips for her about it even now. 
But she remained undaunted and she got a post! Even though her first 
assignment was in Podunk Park, Middle of Nowhere where all she 
remembers are mosquitoes, park by park she made her way to the 
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greats out West. She is now retired from a job at Harvard and she is an 
artist. So, wow. I hope to learn a thing or two about going after, and 
getting, what you want from Jade.

That leaves me, Heidi. I am a writer. And a massage therapist. And a 
mixer of potions. Last month I went on sabbatical from selling my 
essential oil-based potions for a few months so that I could spend 
more time writing, and this morning, before moving, I am taking a few 
minutes to scratch my mark on this here moment of in-between.

In-betweens are powerful and they go by in a flash. Take dawn, take 
dusk, those magical in-betweens that happen every day, whether we 
notice or not, but if we do? Oh my. It's like getting to spy on darkness 
and light making love. We get to witness that other worldly shade of 
purple-blue that becomes of the sky as it gives itself completely to 
what comes next.

I wonder what magics will come in my new place. I wonder what new 
ways, new paths, new sounds and sights await... This here is me, 
priming the neurons of possibility, taking that next step with eyes and 
ears open. Wheee! 

I really have my heart set on that treehouse. I see, I see, in the crystal 
ball of my mind's eye, a meditation cushion. I see, I see, no wifi. I see, 
I see, a pen and a notebook. Mostly I see space and quiet and 
perspective, me on a perch in a tree. Ahhh...

Alright. Now I must turn back to this packing. Chaos is part of in-
between, isn't it ? Good about that because that's pretty much what 
we've got us here right now. Chaos. And boxes.

Dear New Tenant in 202

Yesterday I walked past the building where I used to live until just a 
few days ago. There was a plant in the window of my old apartment, 
and it made me happy to think that someone who wants to put a plant 
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in the window has moved into the space I lived in for four and a half 
years. Last week, when I left, I thought of leaving the new tenant a 
note. I wanted to say, 

Welcome! I hope you will laugh and sing in these walls. I hope 
you will make lots of love and have many kisses in here. I'm 
happy to say I had me some fantastic kisses in here. Two of the 
men I kissed in 202 I love dearly, still, even though we no longer 
kiss, not like that. The third? Ahhh... excuse me while I sigh and 
stare off into middle distance for about 10 minutes. Where was I? 
Oh yes, pining. I still pine over that kiss. Maybe because it was 
just that one, although technically, does a kiss that lasts forever in 
the 3 o'clock morning count as only one? Maybe because I never 
had the chance to love that kisser good and proper. That was 
many months ago, and yes, I have a hard time moving on. 

But hello! I'm moving.

Ta!

Heidi

P.S. Your neighbor is rude. Don't take it personally. She prefers 
banging on your wall to saying hello. If you vacuum at 2 in the 
afternoon, which I did every, oh, month or so, she will bang on 
your wall. If you watch a show on your laptop at 7 in the evening, 
she will bang on your wall. If you walk across your living room at 
10 in the morning? Bang. You'd make me insanely happy if you 
have a big, flat screen TV (I did not), and consider placing it 
smack dab in the middle of that big Westward-facing wall in the 
living room. And then I hope you will also consider staying up 
really late to watch it every night. (Yes, I am evil). That, or slip her 
a love potion, for surely she is need of a good romp in the hay. 

To kisses! Many. At any time of day or night. And banging. Though 
not on walls.

Cheers!
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Skunks trump

They're coming for the trees. Both, not just the one that fell in the 
storm, but also the standing tree, yes, the one I’ve had my heart set on 
having a treehouse in. 

Even though I understand that they must remove the one that got 
uprooted and is leaning on the house --my bedroom, specifically-- and 
even though I sort of maybe possibly understand that the other one is a 
liability, what with it having a split limb and it standing a mere few 
feet from the church, I am sad. So very sad.

When I got home after work today, I headed straight for the backyard 
and there I sat, listening to the wind in the treetops, shedding some 
tears, saying a few words of farewell, when--

Skunk!

(c) Heidi Fischbach, 2012 7



I am here to tell you that in a showdown between tears and a skunk, 
there is, in reality, no contest. My tears stopped in their tracks, my 
breath froze mid-inhale, and, after sitting, practically paralyzed, for 
several minutes, I bolted for the house. Yes, I am a wimp.

RIP, treehouse tree

Oh, the tree. It's lying before me on the ground, sliced up in pieces, 
scattered about in sawdust. Oh tree, my tree. The squirrels I've 
watched play chase up and down the limbs of you every morning for 
the last week have now gone elsewhere. One of them was back a few 
minutes ago, gingerly moving about, not sure what to make of the 
scene. I wanted to call out and tell him everything, but thought better 
of it and just watched quietly, instead. I thought he'd be all, What The 
Acorn (WTA!) about it but I must say, he wasn't. He took it all in in his 
squirrelish way, a good measure of dignity, I must say, moving 
tentatively, two steps, maybe three, at a time, then stopping to look 
about. He seemed puzzled, a bit confused. His playmate, his quarrel-
mate, his hide-n-seek and chase-mate, was nowhere to be found and 
eventually he, too, left, surely to find himself a new and standing tree 
to play upon.

Sometimes life levels us. Storms knock us about. Mighty Maples are 
uprooted. Or sliced into pieces. Lovers leave, or we do. Children go 
away to college. We miscarry. People die. Engagements are broken. 
Divorces happen. Friends move. We open our eyes and don't know 
where we are. Maybe, even, we forget who we are. We reach for what 
was always there and it isn't. There. It's just not.

“It's not” is just as much a part of things as “it is.” Have you noticed? 
“Life and death,” we like to say, as if life were on this end over here 
and death way over there. But no. Death has always been a part of life, 
always. “Birth and death” would be more like it, because life? All of it 
is life, and life? It keeps happening.
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Good morning, Tuesday. I'm up. I've been sitting here waiting to meet 
you. This morning I reached for my tree and my tree wasn’t there. My 
dream of treehouse, of meditation nook, of writing perch, of no wifi 
zone, was gone. And yet, here I am. Sitting quietly. Tea. Laptop. 
Fingers tapping. Ah, there you are, soft and blue and shy. C’mere, my 
Tuesday, let’s cry.

I. Am. A writer.

I couldn’t always write that out loud. I thought only people famous for 
what they’d written could call themselves writers. And then one day I 
heard someone say, a writer is someone who writes. And then I 
noticed that even though writing had been my dream of dreams for, 
oh, decades, and that writing a book was what I’ve most ever wanted 
to do, I was constantly putting that kind of writing off for everything 
else. And then one day I noticed that the putting off of writing was 
waking me up in the middle of the night and not letting me fall back 
asleep. And, as wake up calls go, not being able to sleep, hands down, 
wins. A few months ago, finally, I was ready. I knew it was time: no 
matter what, I would write.

Good morning! I am a writer. Because I write.

When I show up to write in the morning, I don't know what will 
come. Sometimes I think I know, but I am open to surprise, open to 
what wants to be written coming from my fingers, rather than me 
forcing my fingers to say what I think they should.

Yesterday morning, when I opened my laptop, I thought what would 
come would be about how the birds now fly across the barren desert 
that has become of our back yard, with no trees, no branches, to rest 
on or nest in. But no. What came was about the squirrel. What came 
was about Tuesday being soft and blue and shy. What came was about 
things being gone. And the space a gone thing leaves.
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Life has space, so much space. Space for all that has been and is no 
more. What was is a part of things. It also has space for all that is to 
be. The potential, the possibility of a thing to come is a part of life too. 
We see, we feel, we touch, taste and hear, and we call those things 
real. Understandable. But we also miss, we long, we imagine, we 
dream... Is what we perceive with our senses more real than what we 
imagine? And is any of it really real at all?

And yet, my senses remind me that I am, in this form, in this body, 
finite, just like the tree that was razed yesterday. In this moment I am 
pinchable, huggable, touchable, endable. And end I will. My body 
will end. But, will I? Whoever can know. People have all sorts of 
opinions on that; they even fight wars over those opinions, “beliefs” 
they call them, and they talk of having this thing called “faith,” and of 
knowing what comes next, but whoever can really know?

“When death comes / ... / I want to step through the 
door full of curiosity, wondering: what is it going to be 
like, that cottage of darkness?”  -Mary Oliver

Ah, the mystery. Whatever will come next?

Saving Bella

I find what I think is a dead mouse on first step to the attic... the very 
same attic with the door letting out to my bedroom... the very same 
bedroom wherein every night I oh-so-trustingly close my innocent wee 
eyes to sleep.

HALP! I scream like a girl, slam the door shut and run to find Jade. She 
was a forest ranger after all.
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Fast forward 10 minutes: Jade and I have discussed strategy. The plan is 
to put a box over the mouse so that we, by which I mean she, can 
push it into a bag, quickly close the bag, and then throw the bag away. 
Great plan, yes? Except for how when we actually go to do this we 
notice that the mouse is actually not a mouse but ohmygod it’s a bat 
and ohmygod it is not quite dead. And then Jade mentions the 
possibility of the R-word, wherein R stands for rabies, and now I am 
really screaming like a girl, jumping up and down, and alternately 
wringing my hands and interlocking them in prayer, even though I 
don’t believe in God, not like that. 

We reconsider our plan. Jade makes some calls and, long story short, 
Animal Control is coming tomorrow. Among other things, Jade reports 
back to me that bats can squeeze through a space the width of a 
number 2 pencil. This fact does not thrill me one bit and I practically 
empty a roll of tin foil to block the spaces around the attic door. I 
consider moving out of my bedroom for the night but I don’t. The only 
thing on my Dammit List(!) when I moved into the parsonage was that 
I’d never ever, no matter what, walk on eggshells, dammit! And even 
though I had only been thinking of potential housemate and shared 
living space-situations when I made my Dammit List(!), life has now 
brought me a bat and I am brave, dammit! Also, I suppose that 
technically I am now sharing a house with a bat as well. So there’s 
that.

Flash forward 4 hours:  My friend, Ealasaid, who is a roadie for 
libraries by day and a bat rescuer by night, a fact I did not know until 
just now when she piped in on Facebook in response to my cry for 
HALP(!), tells me that bats are our friends, that bats are endangered, 
and that some species of bats can eat upwards of a thousand bugs an 
hour while hunting at night. She says that the bat just outside my 
bedroom is probably sick or asleep. And that Animal Control pretty 
much is code for Death to Animals. 

Aw shit. I now become instantly attached to this bat who has, 
somehow, gone from being an “it” to being a “she,” and not just any 
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old Jane Doe she bat but a bat with a name and lord help me but now 
I am on a mission to save Bella the Bat, even though technically the 
thought of a bat still makes me scream like a girl, although not every 
girl, clearly, because my friend Ealasaid is a girl who is secretly also a 
volunteer bat rescuer. (Go girls! Too bad my friend is in California). The 
short of that there second to last run on sentence is that I can no 
longer bear the thought of Bella being killed and I start making calls. 
The closest Massachusetts equivalent of Ealasaid in California lives 
hours away, but I press on. Bella must live.

Ex-forest ranger housemate does not seem thrilled about revisiting the 
animal control plan, but we agree to wait and see what they have to 
say when we talk to them during business hours tomorrow morning, 
Monday. We agree that we will consider the call exploratory, fact-
finding. Secretly, I am also devising Plan B, which involves putting on 
protective gear and a superhero cape, none of which I actually have or 
know where to find, but dammit I will in order to save Bella from 
death squads.

Flash forward to Monday morning: Animal control Tom is actually 
super helpful. He is quite sure that when we open the door to the attic,  
we are likely not going to find Bella where we'd last seen her sleeping 
playing dead. Apparently, bats are very, very sound sleepers. Tom says 
that the bat (no, he doesn’t call her Bella) is likely to have woken and 
left the building in the night to find water and other bats. 

Tom also tells us that Animal Control does not kill bats. If they do 
come to the house, which he will if Bella is still here, they would take 
the bat and let it loose outside.

When we check, sure enough, Bella is gone. Belllllaaaaaa! Go, Bella!

Dear Massachusetts, thank you for not being 
California. Thank you for not killing bats. I’m sorry I 
sometimes talk bad about your winters. xo Heidi
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Hip Monday

Monday is bold. Monday does not hide. Monday ties scarves 'round 
her big hips to catch your eye. Monday is fresh. She's put pearls in her 
ears to catch a wink from the sun. Monday says, look! Am I not just 
the roundest piece of hip you've ever seen? Enjoy! I am yours, I am 
you, I am out and about. I am Monday!

Not talking bad about summer

Hello, Friday. How quickly your week-mates came and went, bringing 
a menage a trois, make that a menage a beaucoup, of moods and 
weather. But stealing the show this week was our signature New 
England humid heat. 

If you're not from these parts, it goes like this: the air gets hot and 
heavy and wet just shy of rain... This suchness can go on for what starts 
to feel like ever, all the while the air greedily gulping up more and 

Dear Bella, way to fly away. Go you! I hope you have 
found your tribe and plenty of water and are happily 
snacking on mosquitoes and all manner of bugs as we 
speak. I must be frank with you though, Bella: even 
though I care about you, I must ask you not to come 
back. And if you must, please please please do not even 
for one second consider squeezing through under the 
bottom of the attic door into my bedroom because I will 
scream and you will be scared and I will be scared and 
all around it will be scary. You see, my bravery has 
bounds. But thanks for teaching me about your kind, 
Bella-boo. I wish you and yours well. xo Heidi
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more moisture... just when you think it couldn't possibly take on 
anymore, it can. It so can. And it does. And does. And does. And all 
the while the air is getting heavier, the sky is coming lower and the 
world starts feeling like a gray wet blanket hovering very hotly, though 
not at all sexily, above your head just out of reach. It is not, shall we 
say, the most pleasant of sensations, but it is part of summer in these 
parts, and you will not find me talking bad about summer. No you 
won't. 

Where was I? Oh yes, at some moment, exactly when no one knows --
except for a few people who get secret weather transmission signals in 
their sinuses and ear canals (yup, swear to god! I know a few)-- by 
some act of what we can only call mercy, it rains, although rain does 
not do justice to what actually happens, for this, my friends in, say, 
Phoenix, or Jerusalem, is not just some any old rain. 

This is not a soft, kiss-your-face, moisturize your skin rain. Oh no. This, 
my dry weather-friend, is the rain of our hot and hovering wet blanket 
finally being wrung out. And when it falls, there is nothing graceful or 
soft about it. The word “torrential” starts to get at it and when this rain 
torrents upon us, drivers forget how to drive, street drains forget how 
to drain, umbrellas are rendered meaningless, and if you are anywhere 
but inside four walls under a roof, you get very, very wet.

I got caught in Wednesday's torrent, after which my sandals took an 
entire day to dry. Why? Because oftentimes, the next wet blanket starts 
forming right on the heels of the last downpour. Because this is New 
England.

Hello, Friday! Am I ever happy you are here. You are clear. And you 
are dry. Also, I adore your breeze. xo
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So, how much does a room at the Y cost, anyway?

The other day I had lunch with a friend. We talked about the 
vicissitudes of self-employment, the extra expensiveness of living 
single, and the wake up at dark:thirty worry during lean business 
months. I said that for me the worst part of money angst is not getting 
to write and do creative things because worry has a way of crowding 
the mind and, at the beginning and end of the day, hustling butt to 
make rent always trumps, no matter how good your other cards may 
be. All of that we talked about over our bowls of lentil soup and 
Moroccan mint tea in Harvard Square.

Me: “Remember when I called the Y a couple years ago to see how 
much it'd cost to rent a room?” 

At the time, my rent was too expensive for me. I kind of suspected 
something needed to change, but I was not ready to make the right 
change. In my worried state, I was imagining that my only option was 
just one notch up from homeless, living at the Y. In my mind's eye I'd 
picture it and cry: sure, I'd have less rent to pay but then, where would 
I mix my potions, let alone store my essential oils? Surely the common 
fridge --as I imagined such things at the Y, really I had no idea-- was no 
place to store a bottle of, say, Jasmine Grandiflorum or Sandalwood 
oil, surely...

We laughed ruefully.

She: “So, how much does a room at the Y cost, anyway?”

Me: “I don't know. They never did call me back.”

Oh my. Did we laugh. The Y didn’t want me. Or it just wasn’t meant to 
be. But many months later a house with 2 housemates was and that is 
how I took on a whole new set of, uh, situations, not all easy but this 
morning I have to tell you, it's good. The relief of paying 40% less 
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rent? Priceless. And the joy of living in a house that smells like house 
and has many rooms including a basement and an attic and, yes, joy 
of joys, a wee sun room that, at the moment, has only the sparsest and 
magical-est of things? Also, getting to live with other humanlings, close 
enough to smell, yet in a house big enough that we aren't on top of 
each other? All those years I told myself such would be a “step down”? 
I'm here to tell you, it is not so. Just not so.

In retrospect, I think what I was doing these last years was learning to 
get out of my own way. And looking, as kindly as I could, at whatever 
was in the way, doing my best to meet, with kindness and presence, 
my fears. Again and again and again.

And then one day change came knocking on my door and, whereas 
before I had covered my ears and turned up the distracting music, one 
day I opened the door and I said, yes. Just like that, yes. Come in, yes. 
Here, have a seat. Talk to me, Change. What have you got? Yes.

There is a lot of pushing, pulling, and cajoling that happens when we 
try to make change happen before its time, and whatever movement 
comes of it doesn't really stick, even if on first blush it looks good. 
Peek below the surface, and you’ll see that it's rigged with duct tape 
and held together with flimsy thread. 

Non-violent change is kind. And patient. Which doesn’t mean it 
doesn’t sometimes happen quickly. But it is never in a hurry. It 
happens when it happens, and not a moment before. And not to say it 
isn't hard. Because, moving? Still one of the most stressful things ever. 
And not to say it will look exactly as you hoped. (RIP, treehouse tree). 
And not to say you won't cry, but then again, if there weren't tears, it'd 
not be life, at least not mine.
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The Vegetable Kingdom 

[The other day day, over lunch, Saffron and I played with our food. I 
highly recommend it.]

Kale is king. King! Enough said. 

Cauliflower is a nerd. Cauliflower wears a pocket protector. His 
glasses are taped together. Cauliflower is a good friend. But he'll 
always be awkward. That's OK. After high school, you don't care.

Lettuces were the jocks. They got lots of attention, but they wilt at the 
first sign of pressure. Some of them changed, but not iceberg. Never sit 
next to iceberg on a long bus trip. He will bore you to tears. Arugula, 
on the other hand...

Broccoli is the librarian. She wears sexy fitted suits, heels and pointy 
glasses. She is resourceful and so very smaht. About EV-ree-thing.

Pumpkin is a Buddha. Pumpkin sits there in all his pumpkinness, 
unobtrusive, but never missing a beat. Also, if you toast pumpkin's 
seeds, you'll never run out of something to chew on.

Avocado is queen. Queen! Again, enough said.

Eggplant is beautiful, but shady. Eggplant wears sunglasses at night. 
Eggplant is the godfather of the vegetable mafia. Green peppers are 
mafiosos, too.

Swiss Chard is a sexy broad. Her everyday attire is a deep shade of 
green. But she also wears red and yellow scarves --and not just around 
her neck. She is starting a trend of scarves as skirts. Watch for it.
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Bok Choy is the girl next door. She has buck teeth and the most 
generous smile. We love her. She’s always up for a trip to Walden 
Pond.

Carrot is a geek, and the best friend you could ever keep. Super loyal. 
Super smart. He's the guy you call when your computer crashes. A 
friend for life.

Asparagus is a gymnast. You should see asparagus on the uneven bars. 
Asparagus can get into or out of any position. This can be useful. 
(Ahem!)

Sweet potatoes are kind and warm and have welcoming laps and 
generous bosomses. When you need to be held all night, you should 
consider calling on sweet potato. Sweet potato is a booty call for 
comfort.

Tomatoes are summer girls. They love to laugh, and to skinny dip. You 
can go night-swimming with tomatoes.

Herbs and spices can turn any gathering of vegetables into a party in 
your mouth: Rosemary has the oddest, most contagious laugh. Basil is 
the best kisser. Thyme always has something up his sleeve. Pepper has 
freckles and fire in his eyes. Parsley is fresh. (Watch out!) Oregano is 
avuncular. Sage wears a monocle and smokes a cigar. Cilantro is a 
doll, though often misunderstood. Mint makes the best cocktail. And, 
although not a vegetable, no vegetable gathering can be a party until 
salt arrives, be it pink salt, gray salt, black salt, white salt, smoked salt 
or kosher salt... I promise you: your party will die before you can even 
say hi if you have forgotten to invite salt.
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Singing back up for Leonard Cohen

Unless you met me 5 minutes ago, probably you know that I have had 
a crush on Leonard Cohen for years. If ever I had to pick one human 
being for a space capsule thingie to be sent to a planet place where 
aliens don't know Thing One about this being human and matters of 
the heart? I'd pick him. And then of course I'd offer to go along to keep 
him company. (Ahem!) The man writes a mean lyric. He says it like it 
is and he says it so beautifully. The way he turns a phrase? The way he 
rolls a metaphor? And the way that, despite having what most people 
consider to be not much of a voice at all, if he has something to sing 
he just, well, sings it--? It's useless to explain love, but it is related to 
all of those reasons that I love him.

Years ago, I started having this fantasy of singing backup for Leonard 
Cohen. When I finally noticed my fantasy, I thought it was a joke, 
because, really? Really, Heidi?! But it would not go away. 

And then one day I'd been singing and dancing my ass off, which I 
know because as it turned out my boyfriend at the time was behind 
me with his iPhone, recording not just the concert but pretty much just 
as much my ass thankyouverymuch... Anyway, we were at a Trombone 
Shorty outdoor jazz concert up in Maine with my friend Anna, and as 
we left I said my fantasy out loud, and I forget which of them it was 
said, “Why backup?”

To which I said, “What do you mean, why backup?”

To which they said, “Why not alongside? Or your own thing?” 

I laughed, but their question, just like my fantasy, would not go away. 
That was a couple of years ago.

Sometime last spring, my fantasy got so loud it pretty much would not 
let me sleep and one day, maybe just as a truce with insomnia, I asked 
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around about voice teachers, and my therapist, who pretty much 
knows anybody and everybody, gave me a referral, to whom I wrote:

Sue said yes, and even though she smiled about Leonard Cohen, she 
did not at all laugh at me. (Points for that, right?)

In June, I went to my first voice lesson. I'd contacted Sue in April and 
then promptly got bronchitis and lost my voice. Completely. For 2 
weeks. Feel free to read into that! But life is kind and it was that 
bronchitis which in some way finally made me ready to move into a 
place with housemates and more affordable rent, where not working 
for 2 weeks would not make me even sicker with worry (no paid sick 
time when self-employed) and where the time I spent worrying could 
get freed up to write. 

My first lesson was, in a word, big: big piano, big voice, big laughter, 
big room, big lady! After call and response stuff up and down and up 

Hi Sue,

I'm interested in your private and/or group singing classes. Lately 
I've had an ever-growing desire to give voice to things… Mostly 
my way of doing so is through writing, but that is not feeling quite 
enough. It seems that I want a very literal kind of voice-giving.

I love music, grew up singing in church choirs and in high school 
choir and, not being church-going or in high school anymore, 
have nowhere to sing these days other than in my living room or 
in my head.

Could you help me?

Thank you!

Heidi

P.S. My secret fantasy is to sing back-up for Leonard Cohen! 
Please don't tell anyone.
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the keyboard, Sue suggested we try some improv. Aw, shit! She had my 
number: improv is hard for me, or, I should say, hard for that careful 
and orchestrated part of me, the part from which I am accustomed to 
moving in the world, but oh my, so much fun, too, improv. And then 
she suggested I scat a song, to which I was all, “Excuse me? Scat a 
song?!” And she said, “Yes, gibberish language, just make it up on the 
fly, doesn’t even have to be words.” Oh god, was this ever pushing my 
bounds. As it turned out, I could only scat in Spanish sounds. And 
even then, actual words came, but they came on-the-fly. That counts.

I left my first lesson with yesses coursing through my veins. It’s like I 
had shot up on life. I could hardly contain myself. Every cell in my 
body was zinging. Later, talking to my friend, who also happens to be 
a former boyfriend-lover-man, I said, “Think of the best sex ever, that's 
how quickly that hour flew by!” He raised an eyebrow and said, “I'm 
not sure how to take that--” I repeated, winking my weird Heidi-wink 
wherein both eyes participate, which yes, some people --maybe even 
you-- would call not-winking, “Exactly. THAT good.”

In my voice lesson this week, Sue had me move around the room 
while I sang. She wanted me to give movement to my words. She 
promised not to look. Good about that. You see, I can dance in my 
living room alone. I can dance at an outdoor concert when no one 
(that I know of!) is watching my butt. But someone watching? My 
voice lessons are bringing me right up to all of my edges, and yes, self-
consciousness is one of my biggest.

It's easy for me to be rote and careful. In writing, more than anywhere 
else, I am able to cross over my usual edge of guardedness, but even 
there it often feels like a struggle to give, to allow, everything its life. 
There is, of course, nothing wrong with safe, except for when there is 
more, so much more, and that more is banging on your chest from the 
inside, waking you up at 4 in the morning, shouting: Let. Me. Out! It 
wants a life, dammit. It wants a voice. And it will not settle for that 
cramped box that is your chest, and one day it starts turning all your 
safe pens and lined paper into paper airplanes.
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Who knew singing would be about so much more than just singing. I 
mean, why wouldn't it be, but even so, it surprised me. Wise people 
say, “How you do anything, is how you do everything.” Cheri Huber 
said that. Another wise woman says that you can do your work, your 
inquiry, your curious exploration of life, by observing anything or 
anyone --mother, father, sister, brother, gosh, even your kitchen sink!-- 
and you’ll learn who you are. It was Byron Katie who said it something  
like that, but wise people as old as time itself have pretty much said 
the same. 

Everything reflects us back to us. Anything can show me, me. Anything 
can show you, you. This is, depending on how you see it, the terrible 
or the wonderful news. Me? Today? I think it’s pretty fantastic. It means 
that anything can be my path to freedom. Anything including Leonard 
Cohen.

Sunday wears a scarf

Good morning, Sunday. You are drizzly, you are gray. You are a scarf, 
loose and soft on my neck. You are cold and warm at once. You are 
Sunday. You are curly-cued and blue, long, very long, and drawing 
back around on yourself, not out and out and about like your 
weekmate, Friday. Good morning, Sunday, you are Sunday.
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Driving my friend to the airport

Me: Have you started watching Breaking Bad?

He: No.

Me: Why not? I need you to start so that you can catch up to me so 
that I have someone to process episodes with because that is the 
badassest show that is freaking me out that I have ever loved and 
gotten addicted to and I can't believe I love it and I need to process. 
Like episode 6 of season 2. Can I tell you it?

He: No.

Me: Why not?

He: Because I'm going to watch it.

Me: I can tell it very carefully.

He: No you can't.

Me: Can't tell you or can't tell you carefully?

He: Both.

Me: Can I just tell you one itty bitty bit?

He: No. 

Me: Ittiest bittiest bit?

He: OK.
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Me: So a bunch of violent shit just went down, I mean, super violent, 
violent on steroids-violent, oh my god it's so violent. Anyway, the shit 
that just went down leaves Mr. White and his young partner and 
slacker ex-student, Jesse, without anyone to sell their meth. So now 
they have to. This task falls on Jesse because Mr. White doesn't want to 
get his hands dirty with the likes of drug dealing, he being, after all, 
the chemist who is “only” doing this so that he can leave his family 
money because he is dying of cancer, and Jesse being the junkie. So 
the opening scene of this episode has Jesse waiting on a street corner 
for a friend whom he and Mr. White have hired to deal for them. He's 
standing there smoking and passing the time lalala when he spots a 
beetle on the sidewalk. He watches it, clearly mesmerized, then bends 
down and lets the beetle crawl over his hand. It’s a very tender 
moment and he is smiling, something he rarely does when others are 
around. In the next moment his friend-now-dealer arrives, sees the 
bug, and before you can even think “WAIT!,” squashes it under his 
shoe. Anyway, the scene is brilliant. In what can't be more than 23 
seconds we get a full read on Jesse who, new gun in pocket, is on his 
way to try to be badass and mean, exact revenge, and scare the shit 
out of any other meth-heads who might be considering stealing drugs 
from him and Mr. White.

He: [nods]

Me: OK. So that is just the start. Can I tell you just one little thing more 
please?

He: No.

Me: There'salittlekidandanATMmachine!

He: You are hopeless.

Me: You've gotta see it. It's the ATM machine episode and it's called 
Peekaboo and oh my god oh my god--
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He: Hopeless.

Me: You're right.

[A moment of silence ensues.]

Me: I need your advice.

He: Go ahead.

Me: So, in all my unpacking and paring down and getting rid of stuff I 
don't love or need, I came across a bear. Not Humlum. He's on my 
bed. And I love him and need him. This is another one. From my 
childhood, I think. Except that I was never into stuffed animals when I 
was growing up and I have absolutely no memory whatsoever, not 
even repressed, of any kind of sweetness between me and this bear 
but he is well worn and over the years I keep moving him with me and 
every time I unpack him I don't want to have him out because he 
makes me sad and one time I had to glue his eye back on because it 
had fallen off and I just don't know what to do with him. Again. I don't 
want to ever unpack him and have to consider what to do with him 
again.

He: Is he in good enough shape to give to a kid?

Me: Nope. Not at all. But when I think of just throwing him away I 
can't. It'd be like killing him. Even though I don't love this bear, I just 
can't kill him.

He: Give him to me. I'll take care of it.

Me: Really? You'd do that for me?

He: Yes.

Me: OK. I don't want to know what happens. 
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[A moment of silence ensues]

Me: What are you going to do?

He: I'm not going to tell you.

Me: I don't care if you euthanize but if you do please promise there'll 
be lots of mercy?

He: Of course.

Me: OK.

[Another moment of silence]

Me: You can use my Netflix account and catch up to me on Breaking 
Bad until you get the disks from your dad.

He: OK.

Me: My password is capital letter-symbol-little letter-little letter-little 
letter-little letter-symbol-little letter-number. Isn't that a good 
rememberable but unhackable password?

He: It's hackable.

Me: It's not a word.

He: It's hackable. 

Me: It's a freaking jumbled up flower word with symbols and I turned 
the noun into an adverb which makes no sense as words go and added 
a number at the end to throw them off. It has letters and numbers and 
symbols, just like you told me to do.
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He: [sighs]

Me: But you'll remember it, won't you? Because I want you to catch 
up to me soon. Because I need to process Peekaboo. That's what the 
beetle episode is called.

He: You should use the password app I gave you.

Me: Something went wrong and I can't figure it out. Plus, you have to 
remember the password to get into the password program.

He: Yes you do.

Me: What's your password?

He: [Rattles off the longest sentence. In French. My recollection, in my 
best fake French: OohlalaMerciBeaucoupFoisGrasLeCorbusierLalala]

Me: Totally hackable.

----------

[Several days later, on the phone:]

Me: Did you do it already?

He: What?

Me: You know, um, the bear.

He: No.
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Me: So he's still alive?

He: Yes.

Me: Can you bring him back? I just need a picture of him.

He: Sure.

Now the bear is sitting on my 
bookshelf, right where I snapped this 
picture of him. Honestly, I'm not sure 
I'm going to be able to go through 
with the plan, even with lots of mercy, 
because now the bear has a name 
(meet Peekaboo) and I am here to tell 
you that it becomes significantly 
harder to kill (or have killed) 
something you've named. (Recall 
Bella). Oh dear.
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Treehouse redux

You know how I didn't end up getting my treehouse because the tree 
got cut down? The treehouse I'd dreamed of climbing up into every 
morning to meditate? The one that would not have wifi because it 
knew that I am sorely lacking in discipline and mightily endowed with 
compulsivity... the treehouse I'd only take a notebook and pen into to 
write every morning? And maybe my guitar? It was to be the place I'd 
go to get away from all my distract-y and avoid-y restless habits. It'd be 
the place I'd go to find and be with me. That treehouse.

As life would have it, there is a screened-in room off the side of the 
parsonage. It is part of the house, but also, somehow, separate. When 
you're in there, you are practically outside. Every morning, pretty 
much since I moved into the parsonage, has found me making my tea, 
filling a thermos, and a few minutes later, sitting, laptop on lap, 
tapping my keyboard, letting words come until I've tapped the 
equivalent of three pages. Or more.

To get to the screened-in room, you have to pass through another little 
room, which gets tons of sun, and somehow, even with three of us 
unpacking and putting our things around the house in what feels like 
an organic, yet mostly uncoordinated, way, the wee room has stayed 
gorgeously spare of furniture and gadgets. There are some yoga mats, 
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weights, bolsters and pillows, a 
meditation cushion, a wrought-
iron music stand, a guitar, an 
old, white, wicker chair, and, as 
of just last night, a jar of firefly 
lights, which I brought in to give 
me some light without having to 
turn on the overhead bulb.

This morning it strikes me that 
the screened-in room has pretty 
much, other than not being 
literally in the branches, all of 
the qualities my treehouse was 
to have. Which would make the 
sun room a tree house 
extension!

Life is kind, isn't it? So kind.

How to make a jar of firefly lights

1. Get thyself a big glass vase and a string or two of wee white lights
2. Stuff the jar loosely with the lights and plug them in.

Voila! Second best only to the jars you'd collect fireflies in when you 
were a kid. Remember how you'd beg your mom for a jar and then 
you'd find a nail and a big stone to poke holes in the lid so that your 
little magical light creatures could breathe? Yes, those.
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The shape of what’s left

I am left with the outline of the shape of what has left and sometimes 
wind howls through it in the night. I wake up. It's hard to sleep in its 
company.

Its company. It’s an it. Funny that. But yes, it has presence, after all, 
and upon further noticing, a lonesome quality about it. Maybe it has 
come to me for company. Or maybe it has come to keep me company. 
It seems kind, in any case, if sad. I could tell it to go away, to leave me 
be, to let me sleep, but it strikes me that then I'd really be alone. So I 
get up. I go downstairs. I say hello. 

I sit in my treehouse room and listen to the patter of rain. Words don't 
come easily this morning. I try to make them, then stop. I am done 
with forcing. I am done with pushing and pulling on myself. It's mean 
and it hurts. So I listen.

It's an expectant morning. Even the birds are quiet and waiting. The 
wind, too, listens, not sure enough of anything to say anything out 
loud. But now and then it whispers and stirs a leaf here and there.

Was that thunder? I'm not sure and now it's moved on. And now the 
still birds have flown off to whatever, to wherever is next. 

Good morning, Sunday. I'm glad you came. I’m a bit chilly but I'm too 
lazy right now to go upstairs and change, so here I sit with goose-
bumped arms and legs. Plus tea. Hello, Sunday, you are shy. Thanks for 
stopping by.
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Tuesday grins

A woman on one crutch, a big bag over her shoulder, is running down 
the parsonage street for the bus. Will she make it? Yes. Does!

A man and his boy, who looks to be about 7, are jogging. The boy 
looks pleased as punch to be jogging with dad. I believe he believes 
that jogging means wearing a grin and making your knees come up as 
high as possible.

Dear Tuesday, this morning I sit in a new chair, in a new room, and I 
see new things. It’s not even 9 yet and I’ve already made the bus on 
one crutch, and gotten to jog with a grin. Aren’t you a bag of surprises!

Downward dogs at dawn

This morning when I wake very early, which is way more poetic than 
saying I had insomnia, I come to the pillow room, in which pillows 
and bolsters and blankets are also friends with a wicker chair, a guitar, 
a wrought iron music stand, a meditation cushion and three yoga 
mats. After a couple of years of not doing yoga, which came after 
many years of doing mucho beaucoup yoga, this morning I did yoga. 
The pillow room also has Saffron’s weights, and by using two of them 
as props I am able to do some downward dogs and planks without 
killing my wrist joints, which is part of the reason I had not done yoga 
for the last couple of years. The other, and possibly main, reason is that 
I just could not bear the thought of another yoga teacher telling me, in 
her barely-turned-(maybe)-23 come-to-Jesus voice, and in her barely-
turned-(maybe)-23 tight little butt, to “just breathe,” to “just let go.” 
Because, swear to god, I was going to have to throw her the shoe I 
was, thankfully, not wearing. And yoga is about ahimsa, which is the 
Sanskrit word for non-violence, and a lovely word it is. But when I 
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kept having that fantasy of throwing my shoes at teachers, well, let's 
just say I knew it was time for a break.

Also, in recent years I have started practicing the practice of doing 
what I want, what feels good to me, which I don't know the Sanskrit 
word for, but if there isn't one, there totally should be. And in the last 
few years what I really wanted to do was to be outside. On my bike. 
The wind in my face or up my skirt. Or at the pond running. But this 
morning I did it, I did yoga, and it was awesome and no one put the 
word “just” before anything, and certainly no one told me to just 
breathe, and so I, in no moment, wanted to throw my shoe at anyone. 
Ahhh. Also? I breathed. I did. Funny, that! It’s a lovely thing to do. I 
highly recommend breathing.

Oooh! The sun is hitting the big Maple in front of the church in a very 
flattering way, setting her leaves a-shimmer. This morning I have 
opened wide the French doors between the tree house room and the 
pillow room, which are now neck in neck for becoming my favorite 
rooms in the world... After doing yoga, my butt just wants to sit down, 
right here, to write. So it does. I love letting my body do what it wants. 
It has the best ideas. Like, downward dogs when I wake early. Hi!

Sunday goes commando

It's a beautiful, crispy morning. That’s what my friend Herbert would 
say. There are certain mistakes of non-native English speakers that 
should just never be corrected. Crispy instead of crisp is one of zem.

Sunday is grinning. She has highlights in her hair, and she wears no 
underwear. That's our Sunday! Dressed in secrets. The kind that make 
you smile. The kind you wear up your sleeve.
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Not good at goodbyes

Last day of August, you feel like September. A soft wind tousles your 
treetops. The sun rubs your back with a bittersweet warmth that tells 
you that Fall is ‘round the bend, that all will be OK, and that Summer 
will come again. She hasn't left yet but her evening hours are upon us 
and soon she will go.

I get all beggy and pathetic with Summer. I want to get her drunk so 
she can't get out the door and will have to stay another night. She, of 
course, is smart and sees right through my wiles. No thank you, she 
says and smiles when I offer her more wine.

Bittersweet

Summer night, summer night, is there anything more beautiful than a 
late summer night? Is there anything more generous than the song 
sung softly by late summer night creatures who know that their nights 
are numbered?

Saturday, you wake up sad. You cried yourself to sleep last night. But 
there are birds flitting across your wet and puffy-eyed world this 
morning. Funny that, the birds. They always stay or come back, no 
matter what. 

Good morning, Saturday. Here. Have this blanket. I like to think the 
hands of life crocheted it for you: this here is a row of laughter, this 
here is that row of tears, those rows over there are rows of 
bewilderment and confusion, and on the edges here, all the way 
around, are fringes made of quiet acceptance. Best blanket ever. Just 
leave it on the porch before you go. I’ll need it come winter.
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Postscript: Temuco, Neruda, and I

1971. I am 3. My family has just moved to southern Chile, where my 
father, originally from Germany, will be the pastor of a small country 
church in a farming community made up, mainly, of German 
immigrants whose ancestors arrived in Chile in the very early 20th 
century. The community, called Faja Maisan, is an hour’s drive 
Southwest of Temuco, the capital of Chile’s 9th region. 

In “la Faja,” as we call it for short, I will learn to read and write, in 
Spanish and in German, in a 3-room school house. In 1977, we will 
move to Temuco, where my school will have not just more rooms but 
also more buildings, and all of my classes will be in Spanish.

In 1971 Chilean poet Pablo Neruda wins the Nobel Prize in Literature. 
He will be the second poet from Chile to win, however, in school I 
will only ever learn about Gabriela Mistral, the first, because in 1973 a 
military coup d’etat will oust democratically-elected socialist 
president, Salvador Allende, whom Neruda had passionately 
supported before his death --indeed, both of their deaths-- in 1973. 
What follows the coup is 17 years of military dictatorship, and 
censorship, that sickly child born of fear and insecurity.

Some 20 years later, I will discover and promptly fall in love with 
Neruda and I will not be able to get enough of him. I will empty 
bookstore and library shelves of his books. I will listen to a recording 
of his acceptance speech at the Nobel Prize award ceremony. I will go 
back to Chile and study for one semester in a Chilean university. (My 
family will no longer be there and it will be my first time not living in 
a parsonage in Chile. Rather, I will share a small apartment with a 
young woman and her 6-year-old son). While in Chile, Ardiente 
Paciencia, a film based on the life of Neruda, will be released and I 
will watch it in a theater filled with people beaming with pride for 
their poet, Don Pablo, poet of the people. Years later, in the States, I 
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will watch Il Postino, a more polished, but still lovely, version of 
Antonio Skármeta’s original Ardiente Paciencia.

Pablo Neruda, whose hometown was Temuco, wrote odes to the most 
common of things, things like socks, melons, artichokes... It seems to 
me that pretty much anything that he appreciated was likely to 
become the subject for an ode or a poem. I like to think that Neruda 
and I drank of the same Temuco water, and that we breathed of the 
same air. In my dreams we walk down Temuco streets together: I am 8 
and he is old and we are always walking. He has the kindest, 
sparkliest eyes, and we play a game which only allows us to speak in 
metaphor.

I ask for silence  (by Pablo Neruda)

Now if you’d leave me in peace.
Now if you’d get on without me.

I am going to close my eyes

And I only want five things,
five favorite roots.

One is love without end.

Second is to see autumn.
I cannot be without leaves
flying and returning to earth.

Third is grave winter,
the rain I loved, the caress
of a fire in the wilderness of cold.

In fourth place is summertime
round like a watermelon.

The fifth thing is your eyes,
Matilde, my love, my beloved,
I don't want to sleep without your eyes,
I don’t want to be without your seeing me:
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I’d trade springtime
for your gaze still upon me.

My friends, all of that is what I want.
It's nearly nothing and almost everything.

Now if you wish you may leave.

So much have I lived that one day
you’ll have to make yourselves forget me,
erasing the blackboard of me:
my heart was endless.

But just because I ask for silence
don’t go thinking I’m about to die:
au contraire:
it so happens I'm about to be lived.

It just so happens that I am and I keep being.

I will not be dying for within me
grains will grow,
first the kernels that break
through the earth to see light,
but mother earth is dark:
and inside me I am dark:
I am like a well in whose waters
the nighttime leaves her stars
and goes on alone through the fields.

This is about having lived so much
that I want to live another much.

Never have I felt such resonance,
never have I had so many kisses.

Now, as always, it is early.
The light takes flight with her bees.

Leave me alone with this day.
I ask permission to be born.

(Translation by Heidi Fischbach. Neruda’s original “Pido Silencio” here)
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Staying in touch

Sign up for my e-mail list HERE!

Know someone who would enjoy reading this chapbook?
Please invite them to get themselves their very own copy HERE. (Thank you!)

To drop me a line and tell me what your day is wearing 
Heidi@HeidisTable.com

Visit my webhome www.HeidisTable.com

Until next time,

xo
Heidi

(January 2013)
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