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NOTES:
ABOUT “The next right thing”
It is no overstatement to say that I was obsessed with Disney movies as a child. I am thrilled
to be able to say that my children now are as well. Our family obsession with the movie
Frozen II landed in my life near the time that I was introduced to a documentary entitled
Midsummer in Newtown by Michael Unger, Artistic Director of The Skylight Music Theatre.
The film explores approaches to healing in the community where the Sandy Hook
Elementary School school shooting took place in 2012. It is heartbreaking, courageous, and
inspirational.
The song “The next right thing” is sung by Princess Anna in the movie Frozen II after she has
lost her sister and been separated from everyone that she loves; it has been forever linked
in my mind to the experience of the family of Ana Marquez-Greene, one of the Sandy Hook
tragedy’s victims, featured in the documentary as they try to move forward in Ana’s
memory after her death. Sadly what I have come to understand as I have grown into
adulthood is that our human tragedies like those encountered by the families of the Sandy
Hook tragedy, of the recent tragedy in Waukesha, of continued violence around the world,
are not granted a magical Disney ending. One can not know this experience unless you
have lived it I am sure. I have not. Yet, I continue to think of Ana and her family every single
time I hear this song, and I imagine what it would feel like to turn the movie off right there at
its most frightening, lonely moment…and choose to go on.
–Colleen Brooks

TEXT FOR “The next right thing”
I've seen dark before, but not like this
This is cold, this is empty, this is numb
The life I knew is over, the lights are out
Hello, darkness, I'm ready to succumb
I follow you around, I always have
But you've gone to a place I cannot find
This grief has a gravity, it pulls me down
But a tiny voice whispers in my mind
You are lost, hope is gone
But you must go on
And do the next right thing

Can there be a day beyond this night?
I don't know anymore what is true
I can't find my direction, I'm all alone
The only star that guided me was you
How to rise from the floor?
When it's not you I'm rising for
Just do the next right thing
Take a step, step again
It is all that I can to do
The next right thing
I won't look too far ahead
It's too much for me to take
But break it down to this next breath, this next step
This next choice is one that I can make
So I'll walk through this night
Stumbling blindly toward the light
And do the next right thing
And, with the dawn, what comes then?
When it's clear that everything will never be the same again
Then I'll make the choice to hear that voice
And do the next right thing

ABOUT Songs for Andy
Songs for Andy is, of course, for my brother Andy, who led by example to inspire and shape
my life and the lives of so many others. Songs for Andy is for my mom and all those
grieving Andy’s loss. Songs for Andy is forJames and those grieving the loss of his brothers,
Mark and Theo. Songs for Andy is for ALL who know loss and grief in any capacity, and in a
post-COVID pandemic world, “ALL who know loss and grief” is truly ALL of us on this Earth.
The titles of the pieces in our cycle are nouns that I felt described my brother: Will, Heart,
Humor, Courage and Brotherhood. Many of the texts are from spiritual leaders who
dedicated their lives to the pursuit of peace and equality, which felt right to honor my
brother’s memory and also felt right for our current time in which violence and inequalities
sadly continue to abound. In light of COVID-19 we decided to perform four of the songs in
foreign languages.

The text for Heart, is the only text that was newly composed for this cycle. When searching
for this text, I repeatedly was overwhelmed with options of a romantic nature. I’m not saying
that my brother wasn’t romantic, but that is not the reason that I wanted to give a piece this
title. If you knew my brother, then the statement “Andy had HEART” would make sense to
you. I was not finding any poems, however, that described this sentiment, so I decided to
write a text myself. What does it mean to say that one “has heart”? I did the best that I could
to describe what I thought this statement meant in the main body of the text. I opened the
piece with the different functions of the heart from the functional “to beat” & “to pump”
(seeing as my brother was a surgeon) to the more metaphorical “to dream” & “to
remember.” I closed the piece with something that my mom said when we were, in fact,
discussing the text for this piece. My mother was recalling a time when Andy pulled his car
over on the highway to say a prayer after an ambulance passed by, and she shared with
me that “To have heart, is to pour love out of one’s body to someone you don’t even know.”
Thank you, Andy, for all you have shared with us and all you continue to share with us. I am
eternally grateful for the new friendships, challenges, and joys that this project has brought
into my life. I enjoyed imagining what you would think about certain sections of text or
music. I enjoyed asking myself how you would handle decisions that came up in my life. I still
enjoy singing “I love you, my brother,” to you every single time, and I am so looking forward
to the opportunity to reconnect with our friends and family at this performance in your
memory in order to continue renewing your presence in our lives. With love and gratitude to
you now and always.
–Colleen Brooks

Howard & Andy Brooks

Music has always been my most cathartic of experiences. Regardless of whether I’m
playing, listening, or composing… I become enveloped by the indescribable. I am
transported to a place neither here nor there, but simply, right now. I write music to take
myself to endless iterations of this sacred place. To be recognized for this ability in my own
music is both exhilarating and terrifying. I am no Chopin or Beethoven. This is a burden that
weighs heavily on me while in the shadow of such greats before me. However, I am
someone desperate to heal and grow from the tantalizing magic of sound. I hope that is
reason enough to offer my compositions to all of you.
Thank you to Dr. Brooks for believing in me as a composer, collaborator and person. This is
a deeply personal commission and to be trusted with it is an honor. Thank you to my fiancé
Elaine for putting up with endless practice, frantic revisions, and shall we say the
‘eccentricity of my artistic temperament’. Thank you to my mother for instilling the deepest
sense of belief in myself and for always propelling me forward. Thank you to my
grandmother for not just being my first music teacher but for being a model of inspiration.
Finally, thank you to Mark and Theo. There is much I wish I could say or do over again but
your memories shaped this song cycle. I am determined to honor your memory in the music
I write and the life I lead.
–James Daly

TEXTS FOR Songs for Andy
WILL
Brothers and sisters
do not weary
in doing what is right.
Do not weary.
Brothers,
Sisters,
Do not weary in doing what is right.
Do not weary
Do not weary in doing
Do not weary in doing that … which is right.
Brothers and sisters,
do not weary in doing what is right.

HEART
to beat
to pump
to nourish
to dream
to desire
to hope
to hurt
to fail
to break
to remember
To have heart is to be ruled by compassion and fueled by a fire passionate.
To have heart is to share with generosity and to lift up tirelessly.
To have heart is to brave risks and inspire change.
To have heart is to believe in the unbelievable and light the path for the future.
To have heart … is to open oneself to joy.
Heart is to pour love out from your body to someone you don’t even know.

HUMOR
You make life more beautiful with your smile.

COURAGE
Still in my life’s spring was I, and I wandered out,
And with youth’s happy dance left I my father’s house.
All my inheritance, my possessions, throw I happily away believing,
And on the light pilgrim staff pull I away with a child’s innocence.
Then drives me a powerful hope and a dark word of faith
“Go forth,” it calls, “the path is open. Always toward the rising sun away.
Until a golden gate you reach, there go you in
Then the earthly things will become there eternal, not transitory be.”
Evening there was, and there was morning. Never, never, stood I still,
But always it remained hidden what I sought, what I wanted.

Mountains stood before my way; streams blocked my feet.
Over abysses, built I footbridges, bridges across the wild river.
And to a stream bank came I, that toward the morning sun flowed.
Happily trusting its course I threw myself in its lap.
Towards a great ocean I drifted on its wave play,
Before me lies a further empty expanse. Nearer am I not to the goal.
Ah! No path wants there to lead. Ah! The heaven above me
Wants the earth never to touch, and the “there” is never “here.”

BROTHERHOOD
We have flown the air like birds
swum the sea like fishes
we have yet to learn the simple act
of walking the earth like brothers.
I love you, my brother, whoever you are,
wherever you are church,
temple,
or mosque.
We are children of one faith,
fingers of the hand,
the one hand,
the loving hand,
extending to all,
offering to all,
receiving all.
Shall we …
Shall we …
Shall we gather at the river?
Shall we gather at the river?
Shall we gather at the river where bright angel feet have trod?
Yes, we’ll gather at the river, the beautiful, the beautiful river,
gather with the saints at the river, the beautiful river.
Yes, we shall, yes, we shall, yes, we shall, yes, we shall.

ABOUT the Amneris Scene from

Aida

If you’ve ever seen the final scene of Verdi’s opera Aida in a production (or on YouTube),
you well know that it typically ends with Amneris screaming blame at the Priests who have
sentenced the man she loves to death, and then the curtain falls, end of story. Around the
time that I began studying this piece (with the fabulous Connie Haas…), wondering where I
might possibly be able to actually perform it, I took an incredibly insightful training course
on Racial Equity that was designed by Dr. Chia Youyee Vang and the faculty at the
University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee. It opened my eyes to ways that I may have
inadvertently participated in systemic racism and offered education and encouragement to
assist me in beginning to implement positive changes immediately. This got me thinking
about Amneris and brought the following questions to mind … (NOTE: for those unfamiliar
with the opera’s story, Amneris was the one who handed the man she loved over to the
Priests in the first place because he was in love with another woman, Aida) … “Can you be
guilty of or responsible for a crime that you did not directly commit? Should you be held
responsible if you unknowingly or unwillingly contributed to or participated in the crime in
some way? Now that you are aware of the crime, how can you begin to apologize and
atone for your mistakes? Can forgiving oneself be possible?”
Therefore, this scene will not drop the curtain after Amerneris’s judgement scene. Instead it
includes text from “I know the truth” included in Elton John’s music theater production of
Aida and concludes with the piece “Grief” by William Grant Still from the Anthology of Art
Songs by Black American Composers.
According to the webpage Song of America (https://songofamerica.net/song/grief-1/) the
origin of “Grief” is as follows:
·

“Brant was accompanying Theodore Simmons, a music student, to a local cemetery, where he
saw a commonly seen statue of an angel with his head down, enclosed in his arms, weeping. The statue
inspired Brant who wrote the lyrics as a poem, which he sent to Still, who set it to music. The piece was
premiered by Theodore Simmons (tenor), who sang it at a concert, accompanied by his wife Barbara
on the piano, also a student of Brant. Still was in attendance.”
– From the unpublished letters of William Grant Still to Theodore Simmons (Public Domain)

To me this piece has always felt like a description of hope that can remain despite deep loss.
–Colleen Brooks
·

TEXTS FOR the Amneris Scene from Aida
Amneris:
Alas! I feel like I am dying.
Oh! Who will save him?
And into the power of them I myself cast him!
Now you I curse terrible jealousy, who his death and the eternal mourning of my heart
determined!
There are the fatal, the inexorable ministers of death.
Oh! Let me not see those white robes!
And into the power of those men, I myself cast him!
Priests:
Spirit of the gods, upon us descend!
Animate us at the ray of the eternal light in order through our lips your justice to express.
Amneris:
Gods, have pity on my tormented heart!
He is innocent. Save him oh gods!
Desperate, terrible is my grief!
Oh! Who will save him?
I feel like I am dying, alas!
Ramphis:
Radamès!
You revealed secrets of the fatherland to the foreigner..
Defend yourself!
Priests:
Defend yourself!
Ramphis:
He is silent.
Priests:
Traitor!
Amneris:
Ah! Have pity. He is innocent, gods, have pity!

Ramphis:
Radamès!
You deserted the field the day that preceded the battle.
Defend yourself!
Priests:
Defend yourself!
Ramphis:
He is silent.
Priests:
Traitor!
Amneris:
Ah! Have pity. Oh save him, gods, have pity!
Ramphis:
Radamès!
You violated your oath to your country, a perjurer to your king and to honor.
Defend yourself!
Priests:
Defend yourself!
Ramphis:
He is silent.
Priests:
Traitor!
Amneris:
Ah! Have pity. Oh save him, gods, have pity!
Priests:
Radamès, your fate is decided. A disgraced death you will have. Under the altar of the god
outraged to you alive be opened the tomb!
Amneris:
To him alive … the tomb … oh, the detestable ones! Not of blood are they sated ever, and
they call themselves ministers of heaven.

Priests:
Traitor!
Amneris:
Priests, you’ve committed a crime! Infamous tigers thirsty for blood. You the earth and the
gods outrage. You punish who guilt does not have.
Priests:
He’s a traitor! He will die!
Amneris:
Priest, this man who you are killing, you know by me once was loved …
The curse of a tormented heart with his blood on you will fall!
Priests:
He’s a traitor! He will die!
Amneris:
You the earth and the gods outrage. You punish who guilt does not have.
Ah, no! Have pity!
Wicked race! Curses on you! The revenge of heaven will descend! Curses on you!
Weeping angel with pinions trailing and head bowed low in your hands.
Mourning angel with heartstrings wailing for one who in death’s hall stands.
Mourning angel silence your wailing and raise your head from your hands.
Weeping angel on your pinions trailing the white dove, promise, stands!

ABOUT Jack and the blues
Thomas Oboe Lee is a Chinese American composer and flutist, born in China and raised in
the nightclub scenes of Hong Kong and Sao Paulo, Brazil. Lee was greatly influenced by
American popular music, as well as Brazilian bossanova, and paid his way through school as
a gigging jazz musician. He went on to study at University of Pittsburgh, New England
Conservatory, and Harvard. During his time as a composition student, he became
enamored with classical music. “I am a composer of classical/jazz music. Gunther Schuller
coined the term ‘third-stream’ music. That is pretty much what I do,” says Lee. A prolific and
decorated composer with many vocal compositions to explore, Jack and the blues is
indicative of Lee’s third-stream style, fusing elements of classical and jazz songs to create
something of its own. The five song set was composed in 1997. The title refers to Jack
Kerouac, an American poet and writer most famous for his autobiographical travel novel On

the Road, and known as the voice of the Beat Generation, an existential group of artists
who came of age during the post-WWII years and contributed in thought and art towards
the Counterculture of the 1960s and 70s. Jack and the blues draws source poetry from
Kerouac’s blues-style of freeform, improvised miniature work devised by the author.
“In my system, the form of blues choruses is limited by the small page of the breastpocket
notebook in which they are written, like the form of a set number of bars in a jazz blues chorus, and so
sometimes the word-meaning can carry from one chorus into another, or not, just like the
phrase-meaning can carry harmonically from one chorus to the other, or not, in jazz, so that, in these
blues as in jazz, the form is determined by time, and the musician’s spontaneous phrasing &
harmonizing with the beat of the time as it waves & waves on by in measured choruses.”
—Jack Kerouac, preface to Book of Blues

The opening and closing numbers of Jack and the blues are drawn from Kerouac classics,
the 1955 stream-of-consciousness epic in a series of riffs and choruses, Mexico City Blues
(242 Choruses), and the 1965 auto-biographical novel (and “sequel” to the author’s
best-known work On the Road) Desolation Angels. Both pieces demonstrate Kerouac’s use
of “alluvials,” non-sensical sounds that communicate meaning outside of the confines of
rational speech. The second and fourth songs are taken from the posthumous 1995
collection Book of Blues, including the choruses of Desolation Blues and Orlanda Blues. The
center of the song cycle sets the out-of-print “Poem” from Pomes All Sizes, a 1992
compilation published by quintessentially Beat City Lights Books in San Francisco.
– Margaret Ozaki Graves

TEXTS FOR Jack and the blues
Selected texts from Kerouac’s Desolation Angels, Book of Blues, Mexico City Blues (242
Choruses), and Pomes All Sizes.

I. Mexico City Blues: 43rd Chorus
Mexico City Bop
I got the huck bop
I got the floogle mock
I got the thiri chiribim
bichi bichi bichi
batch batch
Chipperly bop
Noise like that
Like fallin off porches
Of Tenement Petersburg
Russia Chicago O Yay.

Like, when you see,
the trumpet kind, horn
shiny in his hand, raise
Iit in smoke among heads
he bespeaks, elucidates,
explains and drops out,
end of chorus, staring
Aat the final wall
where in Africa
the old men petered
out on their own account
using their own Immemorial
Salvation Mind
SLIPPITY BOP

II. Desolation Blues: 12th Chorus
Little weird flower,
why did you grow?
Who planted you
on this golden hill?
Who asked you to grow?
Why dont you go?
What’s wrong with yr. orange tips?
I was under the impression
that you were sposed to be
some kind of perfect nature.
Oh, you are?
Just jiggle in the wind. I see.
At yr feet I see a nosegay
bou kay
Of seven little purple apes
who dint grow so high
And a sister of yours
further down the precipice—
and your whole family
to the left—
I thot last week
you were funeral bouquets
for me
that never askt

to be born
or die
But now I guess
I’m just talkin
thru my
empty head

III. Poem
Old hornet me
Would woo thee
Fair, soft Sara
Of the flowers;
But bee’s not kind
That seeks to find,
Peers too deep
Shares no sleep;
And anyway,
who woos bees?

IV. Orlanda Blues: 32nd Chorus
Listening to a guy play
tenor saxophone &
keep the tune inside
chords & structures,
as sweetly as this,
you’ll experience
the same
fitly thrill
you got from Mozart
It is pure musical beauty,
like a musicale
among wigs
People who dont understand
jazz are tone-deaf
& don’t understand
what tone-deaf &
simply deaf
meant to Ludwig

[33rd Chorus]
van
Beethoven

V. Desolation Angels: Chapter 16
Ah yair, and when
I gets to Third and
Townsend,
I’ll ketch me
the Midnight Ghost—
We’ll roll right down
to San Jose
As quickly as you can boast—
—Ah ha, Midnight,
midnight ghost,
Ole Zipper rollin
down the line—
Ah ha, Midnight,
midnight ghost,
Rollin
down
the
line
We’ll come a blazing
To Watson-ville
And whang on through
the line—
Salinas Valley
in the night,
On down to Apaline—
Whoo Whoo
Whoo ee
Midnight Ghost
Clear t’Obispo Bump
—Take on a helper
and make that mountain,
and come on down the town,
—We’ll rail on through
to Surf and Tangair
and on down by the sea—

The moon she shines
the midnight ocean
goin down the line—
Gavioty, Gavioty,
O Gavi-oty,
Singin and drinkin wine—
Camarilla, Camarilla,
Where Charley Parker
went mad
We’ll roll on to L.A.
—O Midnight
midnight,
midnight ghost,
rollin down the line.
Sainte Teresa
Sainte Teresa, dont you worry,
We’ll make it on time,
down that midnight
line
And that’s how I figure I’ll make San Francisco to L.A. in 12 hours, ridin the Midnight Ghost,
under a lashed truck, the First-class Zipper freight train, zooam, zom, right down
sleepingbag and wine—a daydream in the form of a song.

ABOUT “Natalya”
I was introduced to this piece in 2018 by Jill Anna Ponasik, Producing Artistic Director of
Milwaukee Opera Theatre, and I have loved it ever since. To me it represents the non-linear
or circular path to healing and the interconnectedness of all beings. For example, when we
get to the point in our own healing that we are ready to help others with their healing we
quickly realize … that we have more healing to do. :) I hope that you will all be able to attend
Milwaukee Opera Theatre’s upcoming production of Preludes this coming April, which will
feature Ruben Piirainen in the piano role of Rachmaninoff.
– Colleen Brooks

TEXT FOR “Natalya”
And I will kiss you on the top of your head for that is the kindest place to place a kiss.
The most reverent, compassionate and dear.
I am a joyful person, an optimistic person, but sometimes I get scared.
You’ve been drowning so long in your ocean.

What if my boundless joy has a limit after all, and I’m not the rock you need to save you?
You are in a hole, and so I jump into the hole, but I can’t get you out.
You are in a hole, and so I jump into the hole, but I can’t get you out.
How many times can I answer the same question?
How many times can I say the same thing, the same thing?
Why don’t you just snap out of it?
Your dark unknowable depression. Your fantastic spiraling black void.
Isn’t it pathetic? Isn’t it a choice? Can’t you decide?
I don’t wanna think everything I know that you are terrified I think.
You are in a hole, and so I jump into the hole, but I can’t get you out.
You are in a hole, and so I jump into the hole, but I can’t get you out.
Oh my bifurcated genius. How I wish you could hear the things you are
when you’re bursting and bleeding, shaking and shining and shattering.
How can you keep that inside you? How dare you hold yourself down?
Why don’t you just snap the … out of it?
Go screaming on a cliffside. Go racing in a thunderstorm.
Do drugs in the desert. See visions in black smoke.
Have affairs. Cry confessions.
Do whatever you need to do to make yourself whole again.
Go shave your head and run with the bulls.
Just do it quick before I get sick of you.
I don’t ever wanna get sick of you.
I know I’m supposed to be the better one, but the truth is I’m no better than you.

ABOUT READY (OR NOT)
This past summer I reached out to composer and friend, Ruben Piirainen to write a
“mini-opera” to conclude this Hope & Healing recital. I didn’t have a text, nor did I even want
there to be a linear story, but I had a picture in my mind involving seemingly unrelated
people on a stage, connected by all having suffered a type of loss and all being stuck on
something in their healing journeys, inspiring each other to begin finding their own ways out
of their current stuck stage, if they so choose. This concept was largely based on the Netflix
series Sens8.

So, after several discussions with Ruben in which Phillip Glass’s name came up quite
frequently, we realized several things: 1. we wanted to include six characters, each
representing a different type of loss 2. I needed to write a libretto 3. I was in over my head.
I reached out to Jason Katte, Assistant Director of UWM Counseling Services, who had
rescued me in 2020 when I found myself in need of professional consulting/counseling for
our UWM opera projects. Jason graciously met with Ruben and I to make sure we were
approaching this project and the topics of loss and healing as respectfully and authentically
as was possible. One particular point that he brought to our attention immediately was that
there are not rights and wrongs on one’s path of healing. This includes whether or not one
desires or chooses to seek healing at any given time (hence the title of this piece). I asked
my colleague and dear friend Margaret Ozaki Graves if she would be willing to share free
writes on the topic of systemic racism for the aria sung by her character (Person Six, loss of
opportunity). She answered my request beautifully and courageously and also included
aspects of her COVID pandemic experience in her loss of opportunity texts. Ruben and
Jason both brilliantly assisted me in editing the final draft.
I officially handed the text over to Ruben on Nov 5, and, on Dec 15, he returned to me not a
“12-15min mini-opera” as planned, but a 25min masterpiece, which was everything I asked
for and so much more. My deepest thanks to Ruben, Jason, Moira, our incredibly talented
and committed cast, and the fabulous Kayoko Miyazawa for making this vision a reality. We
hope you enjoy!!!
–Colleen Brooks
I began writing some of this text many years ago, before I knew READY (OR NOT) would be
composed. My poetry reflected upon feelings of loss and loneliness intermingled with a
desire for peace and solitude that I could neither fully understand nor explain. These
feelings were my inherited trauma. I wrote and revised my poetry during the shelter in place
phase of the early pandemic from a micro studio apartment with a view of the Rocky
Mountains. When Colleen Brooks invited me into this process and suggested that I free-write
something, I reflected upon Japanese phrases and sayings that I grew up hearing along
with stories of “the camp.” I started by listing these phrases, then translated them several
times over, reflecting upon the generations of subtext each contained.
Saturday, February 19th marks the Day of Remembrance and the 80th anniversary of the
signing of Executive Order 9066, which led to the forced removal and incarceration of
Japanese immigrants, Japanese Americans and Japanese South Americans, who were
detained throughout WWII. My father and grandparents were among those at the
Department of Justice Internment Camp in Crystal City, Texas.
–Margaret Ozaki Graves

Six people have experienced different types of loss and are at varying places in their
journeys of grief and healing. The opera explores the point at which a person is “ready” to
move on in some form beyond their current grief. Person One has experienced the death of
a loved one; Person Two has experienced a material loss and is the furthest along their
journey toward healing; Person Three has experienced a loss of identity; Person Four has
experienced a relationship loss and is still struggling the most in their journey; Person Five
has lost an ability; Person Six has lost opportunity. The characters share their stories and the
opera culminates in a wordless chorale symbolizing the moment of readiness for each of
them, or not.
–Ruben Piirainen

TEXT FOR READY (OR NOT)
PERSON ONE:
empty
heavy
hollow
numb
guilt
PERSON TWO:
“You should …”
“You must …”
“I feel so sorry for you.”
PERSON THREE:
Pain protects.
Hope hurts.
… crumbles.
… deletes.
PERSON FOUR:
They … me.
Ah!
PERSON FIVE:
Accept or fight
Stop listening.
I lose again.

PERSON SIX:
Dream
Act
Fail
Remember
Forget
PERSON TWO:
“You should take more time.”
“You must be devastated.”
“I feel so sorry for you.”
Well, I don’t …
I’m ready.
I’m ready to rebuild.
I’m ready to replant.
I’m ready to reinvest.
I’m ready to reinvent.
PERSON ONE:
I wish I could see them one more time,
… could hold them,
… could laugh with them.
These thoughts spin and circle day and night.
It’s ALL I want with ALL I am.
I don’t want to say goodbye,
So I’m stuck living this lie.
But, I’m needed here.
I have things to do and roles to be
And I must admit they are important to me,
But…
The pain.
There is no room to love those who remain.
It’s the pain that keeps them close, keeps them here.
The “fear of forgetting” demands I must hurt again,
Must cling to the pain as payment to re-sharpen dulling memories,
To defy my new reality and stay safely locked away there in the past.
PERSON THREE:
I should’ve…

PERSON ONE:
How can emptiness feel so heavy?
PERSON SIX:
I could’ve…
PERSON ONE:
How can loss leave in its wake both all consuming desire and unfillable void?
PERSON THREE:
I can’t …
PERSON ONE:
How can this hollowness leave no room for anyone to enter?
PERSON SIX:
I won’t …
PERSON ONE:
How can the sharpest pain leave me numb?
ALL:
I don’t know how …
PERSON ONE:
I’m told to be strong.
I’m told to let go.
I’m told they’re still here, just changed.
I’m told that I’ll see them yet again.
It’s far too late for strong.
PERSON ONE & THREE:
If I allow myself love, I fear I will forget.
PERSON FOUR & SIX:
If I forgive, I fear I will forget.
ALL:
I fear that I will fail.

PERSON FIVE:
If I listen, I will disappoint.
PERSON THREE & FIVE:
If I try, I will disappoint.
PERSON THREE, FOUR, & FIVE:
If I hope, I will cause more suffering.
PERSON THREE:
I am …
… a crumbled foundation.
… a deleted story.
… a fear-filled void.
How do I fill myself anew when the risks of re-devastation are so great?
Pain is realistic.
Hope is disrespectful.
PERSON FOUR:
They don’t understand me.
They don’t love me enough to try to understand.
They are hurting me.
They won’t let me be happy.
They won’t let me be me.
They won’t let me be happy.
They are holding me back.
PERSON THREE:
Pain is realistic.
PERSON FOUR:
They don’t understand me.
PERSON THREE:
Hope is disrespectful.
PERSON FOUR:
They don’t understand…
They … me

PERSON FIVE:
“Let it go. You still have so much to be grateful for.”
“You can ‘beat’ this! This will only make you stronger.”
I long for help, connection, and direction, but so often feel worse upon receiving them.
I have lost and continue to lose.
PERSON FOUR:
They don’t understand me.
PERSON THREE:
Hope is disrespectful.
PERSON SIX:
It can’t be helped.
It’s of no use.
Nothing can be done.
That’s how it is.
That’s life.
Oh, well.
But I’m still angry.
And I’m still lonely.
And I’m still scared.
And I’m still scarred.
Persevere.
Be patient.
Put up with it.
Take it.
Tolerate it even though you think you can’t.
Endure through the unimaginable.
I’m STILL angry.
I’m STILL lonely.
I’m STILL scared.
I’m STILL scarred.
Grieve more...
Get mad...
Grieve more…
Get mad…

To be lonely and alone
Is everything and nothing
Through a winter of endless grey skies.
A forest of naked branches
Creates a place of my own.
A carpet of plastic-dry leaves
Collects at my feet.
The sound of a frozen and far-off waterfall
Cleanses my spirit.
ALL:
It leaves me bare.
And new.
And delight fully empty…
PERSON SIX:
I’m ready to CHOOSE:
... To dream.
… To act.
… To fail.
… To remember.
… To forget.
I’m ready to live again
PERSON ONE:
Remember NOT to remember
Remember …… to forget.
I’m ready to dream again
PERSON ONE:
I’m ready to love
I’m ready to nurture..
I’m ready to connect.
PERSON TWO:
I’m ready to replant.
I’m ready to rebuild.
Reinvest.
Reinvent.
PERSON THREE:
I’m ready to invent.

I’m ready to evolve.
I’m ready to appreciate.
PERSON FOUR:
I’m not ready to articulate.
I’m not ready to apologize.
PERSON FIVE:
I’m ready to heal my way.
PERSON SIX:
I’m ready to forgive.
I’m ready to defend.
I’m ready to teach.
I’m ready to live again.
PERSON FOUR:
I’m not ready.
I’m ready to stand.
I’m not ready to step.
I’m ready to heal.
I’m not ready to hope.
I’m not ready to forgive.
I’m not willing to forget.
I’m not ready to take this risk
… yet.
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In loving and grateful memory of

THICH NHAT HANH
(1926 – 2022)

© Plum Village Community of Engaged Buddhism

“Hope is important, because it can make the present moment less difficult to
bear. If we believe that tomorrow will be better, we can bear a hardship
today…. If you can refrain from hoping, you can bring yourself entirely into the
present moment and discover the joy that is already here.”
–Thich Nhat Hanh
https://www.reuters.com/lifestyle/thich-nhat-hanh-poetic-peace-activist-master-mindfulnes
s-dies-95-2022-01-21/

© Plum Village Community of Engaged Buddhism

RESOURCES:
Midsummer in Newtown
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt5598212/

Fundraiser for Waukeshau
https://unitedwaygmwc.org/Our-Impact/United-for-Waukesha-Community-Fund.htm

UWM Racial Justice and Equity Program (links in right hand box)
https://uwm.edu/diversity-equity-inclusion/resources/racial-justice/

Black Lives Matter
https://blacklivesmatter.com

Transgenerational & Intergenerational Trauma
https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/the-flourishing-family/202107/breaking-the-ch
ains-generational-trauma

A Story of Inherited Trauma: Japanese American Incarceration
The Japanese American National Museum’s Curriculum Resources on JA Incarceration:
https://www.janm.org/education/resources#printable-curriculum

Personal Story from Survivor Satsuki Ina
https://www.satsukiina.com/about

The Japanese Art of Acceptance
https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/finding-meaning-in-life-s-struggles/201603/the
-japanese-art-acceptance-shikata-ga-nai

On Issues of Housing and Food Security
https://www.evictedbook.com
https://foodsecurity.wisc.edu/background
https://www.hungertaskforce.org/take-action/action-center/

UMC of Whitefish Bay: Missions and Care
https://umcwfb.org/ministries/missions/
https://umcwfb.org/ministries/care/

Memorial Week for Thich Nhat Hanh
https://plumvillage.org/memorial/
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