THE POET: A JOURNAL

“Silly boys, silly girls
Silly, silly, silly
Playing the games, all the toys
Silly, silly, silly!”

Journal, I’ve been in this town with my family for over six weeks now. The move was
terrible. I cried for my lost friends and all that I knew. Somehow now the inner hurt is
healing and is now being replaced by a longing to meet even one new friend, to learn
about our new home. As I walk around the place, this little town is becoming more
acceptable, almost comfortable. Yet, the friends seem very hard to discover. Not only
am I the new girl on the block, in the sophomore class, but I’'m the new minister’s
daughter. To the kids in my classes it’s like I'm starting with two strikes and have to
prove somehow that I have a rightful place among them. There’s a peculiar small town
elitism with the students, like each has a sort of noble destiny they’re well aware of
They are a strange collection of egos and spoon-fed personalities. Dear Journal, I will try

to be more faithful in writing to you.
L

Journal, often I feel like I’m talking to walls, walls who don’t want to listen-

“Walls all around
In hearts, in minds
In the bright glassy eyes of the “Barbie” girls,
The “Ken-clean” boys at school;
Hearing, but not hearing
Seeing, but not seeing much.”

I even wonder now about why I"ve written all those countless little poems over the years.
Drawers filled with notebooks filled with writings. Yet, who has heard? Who has
listened? Who even cares!

Father and Mother have been so caught up in being “pastor and his lovely wife” that I
find myself becoming more angry and resentful. All the prayers and sermons given and
yet, what would they say if they knew I didn’t really believe in God or a God or in Jesus.
Maybe if I could see Jesus walk the earth again I would believe! But all I hear are nice
words and stories and prayers. At times I really wonder if Father even believes himself,
I’'m troubled and perplexed. My schoolmates keep so shallow and distant. It all seems so
stupid!

#

Journal, today I finally had an honest exchange with one of my fellow students. We
were all talking surface talk about the football team and its string of victories. Several of
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the others were gushing about the wonders of high school football and how good winning
was for the school and the whole town. I saw one of the boys roll his eyes in slight
disgust. When our eyes met, he simply shook his head and walked away. At that
moment we communicated! We shared a thought that was real and honest. I will try to
seek him out to talk face to face.

“Honest eyes search the depths

Touch what is real and true

They look upon the lasting things dressed with meaning,

They clothe the naked surface with what will not quickly wear out
Or fade like the next clever thought.

Also Journal, I’ve been watching one of our neighbors. She’s old and seems odd and
eccentric in a harmless, attractive way. She smiles all the time. She waves at me while
viciously attacking the weeds in her many flower gardens. I’ve even seen her blurt out
Bible verses as she crawls around the gardens! A steady stream of people visit her, all
ages and types. One of the kids at school mockingly said I lived next door to a psycho
witch during my first delightful week at school! I find her peculiar, but likeable. Some
day I know we will talk. Her outfits are wild and would shame some of my classmates
who always think they’re so cool riding the latest “new wave” of clothing styles.

LE S

Journal, I made two flesh and blood contacts, two face to face conversations in the
same day! After withering from loneliness, some freshness, a little life. The boy at
school whose eyes met mine a week ago, walked up to me during lunch and spoke freely
to me. I felt like a little kid for a minute until he made a sarcastic joke and we laughed
together. We agreed we were both a little “different” than the others, but that it was
okay. He talked about live theater and his interest in drama. He also encouraged me to
try out for a part in the winter play. Itold him about my passion for different types of
writings.

“Surprise, surprise, woven thread of surprises
Joining, connecting, bridging the mundane,

The common comings and goings;

Light and friendly spurts carry the day.

A new friend, a new day

This thread of encouragement follows the winds.”

After dinner I felt a strong desire also to approach our neighbor. She was, again,
furiously pulling stray grass from a circular bed of mums and faded Gloriosa Daisy
blossoms. I pretended to be doing something near the short fence boundary and
wondered just what to say at first. But just as an idea came, she suddenly stood up,
wiped her forehead and looked right at me with a melting smile. She walked briskly over
saying loudly her name was Ellen. I quickly spouted out that my middle name was Ellen.
Then she turned and talked to some invisible person with her saying, “Thank you, I
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should have known”. She then reached out with her smile and talked warmly to me with
a true grandmother’s comfort. I felt a sudden flow of goodness and assurance come over
me. Though I said little, I now understood why so many different people visited her
house. My father was the pastor of one of the main city churches, and yet we have a
small fraction of visitors in comparison.

She apologized for not coming over sooner and invited me to visit her any time. A lock
of her silver hair fell over her striking face, the rest of her long hair was tied back by a
gaudy purple and gold scarf that clashed with an old pea green sweatshirt that looked as if
mice had chewed on it. She then made me promise to come by one evening to meet her
flowers! My defenses were instantly penetrated by her bright eyes and I gladly agreed.
As she walked away I noticed her bright red bedroom slippers, and thought nothing of it.

A day of surprises!

#* ok

Journal, T have tried to keep true to the early commitment of only writing my thoughts
as some worthwhile meanings welled up, instead of an exercise or silly diary. So, you
can understand the irregular sessions that might seem random to some with big gaps.
Simply, I want what I share here to have value, to be meaningful no matter how many
days or even weeks slip by. As I get busier, I seem to want to write more poetry instead;
it’s a way for me to focus and concentrate on what is essential and real. The lines seem
to help refine my daily experiences into what should be kept and what should be
forgotten. Mother gets agitated when she sees me with my notebook in lap and repeats
the phrase over and over- “Be a doer, Kerin!”. But she doesn’t seem to understand that
when I write I am being a doer in my own way. At a time when I need her to draw close,
she acts more and more bothered, irritated and impatient towards me. She frustrates me
often!

“Be a doer! Be a doer!

Make your daydreams fewer and fewer

Idle moment fantasies,

Inward turnings that you just can’t see.

But in me, in my mind a new world is growing;
The knowing of life and my small part in it.
New simple words, new simple thoughts

Like a new baby developing first within.”

I am “doing”, Mother! You and Father are so busy running your big, exclusive church,
you haven’t taken the time for me that I need.

Though most of my classmates look at me as the quiet intellectual snob,
the short, plain “new comer”, unattractive in their television-video eyes, Bruce at least
seemed more and more genuine. He was becoming my best school friend. We talk often
and laugh easily together. Though we don’t date, as dating goes, I feel a certain drawing
to him. Itry to be quiet, to calm something simmering within him, to contrast an inner
stillness. There’s a cynical anger that often flares up when anything touching on
authority is heard or mentioned. I don’t understand the reasons for it, but, a lot has to do
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with his own father and a bitter divorce his parents went through. Yet, he has such a
tender side to his nature and a sensitive, creative humor that I enjoy.

Then there’s Ellen, my adoptive grandmother and neighbor-friend! I am becoming a
horticulturist through her influences, with dirt-crusted knuckles and dirt always under my
nails. But that’s a small price to pay in exchange for sharing in the peace that wraps
around her. She has such amazing depth in her understanding of most everything,
especially people. Yet, I never feel intimidated, just a simple encouragement to be who I
am and to grow into all I can grow into. She speaks freely about her love for God and her
close friendship with Jesus. Though she knows all about my father’s “pastoring”, she
never digs for information or talks critically about our “denomination”. She always waits
for me to ask questions and coaxes or shapes them further in me. 1 find her more and
more fascinating. She goes to her church meetings in an old furniture store downtown
just off the main street. I find that strange. Maybe some time I’ll go with her just to see.

#k

Journal, when Mom and Dad finally gave me the okay to visit Ellen’s church, they had
no idea what it would be like! If they did, they probably would have blocked my desire,
making it all the more desirable. So, for a number of weeks now Ellen and I have been
going to a Saturday morning prayer/music service. Afterward we usually go down the
street a block and have a late breakfast at our favorite café.

When I went the first time to the Bible Tabernacle Fellowship with Ellen I was stunned
and a little afraid to walk through the door. The old store rumbled and the door frame
vibrated with the loud sounds of horns, drums, tambourines, bells, guitars and very loud
singing mixed with louder shouts! The stiff and ritualistic service and surroundings at
Father’s church had only set me up for the shock. All the formal etiquette I learned as I
grew up a minister’s kid went literally out the window. These strange people at the
Tabernacle Fellowship talked and sang and acted as if God the Lord was really in their
midst. I had certainly grown up in a different church world. This fellowship existed in a
different universe! As I quickly learned with much help from Ellen, reality was a
supernatural dimension that became “natural” for these unique people gathered in this
storefront church. For the first time in my experience I saw the Scriptures come alive in
people. I now want to become more a part of these true Christians; but my own parents
will be upset to say the least when I figure out how to share my newest experiences of the
Living God with them. But Ellen is such a crazy jewel, a wacky, wonderful old lady.
Somehow she’s become the grandmother I never knew.

“How do I understand?

Oh heart, how do I understand!

Drawn into peaceful, loving wings

Goodness calling

The Living King of the Universe calling,

How do I understand? By drawing beneath the shadow!”

* %

119






