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Hello, everyone, 
 
Thanks to all who attended the September meeting of Suddenly One.  We had about 30 people in attendance, a record 
so far.  I’m happy to see so many back again and meet the new members.  If you missed this meeting, I hope you’ll 
consider returning next month. 
 

I have reworked the membership list and the email list.  Please look at the member list closely and check me for 
errors.  Some people said they weren’t getting emails from me, so I hope that’s been fixed.  For the people who don’t 
have email addresses, Ingrid will deliver this message to your home. If you don’t want to return to the group, please let 
me know, and I’ll remove you from the list, but I hope this won’t be the case. 
 

September’s meeting was a little different from the first two meetings.  Ingrid Crane began by leading us in a 
relaxation/breathing exercise to center us and bring us into focus.  I hope everyone who participated felt relaxed and 
refreshed.  Many thanks, Ingrid, for sharing your lifestyle practices with the group. 
 

The “business” part of the meeting was brief.   
 I’m trying to keep a current and accurate membership roster.   If your information is incorrect, please let me 

know.  
 Some members had asked if the group could meet more than once a month.  Rather than have two or more 

meetings in the card room each month, we will try to plan at least one group outing each month so we have 
more opportunity to socialize.  I realize not everyone will be able to attend every outing, but we’ll try to make 
it as convenient as possible for everyone to get a chance to do something. It could be as simple as lunch 
together, or maybe a day trip somewhere.  If you have ideas, please pass them along.  

 We are continuing to compile a list of trusted vendors that we are comfortable recommending to others who 
can help with handyman chores, lawn or auto maintenance or other things we need someone else to do.  If 
you have someone in mind, please pass the information to me via reply email, text, or bring it to the next 
meeting. 

 Wreaths Across America will distribute wreaths to Florida National Cemetery in Bushnell on December 
18th.  There is a signup sheet for those who would like to volunteer to help with this.  If you cannot volunteer 
but would like to sponsor a wreath, you can do that on their website:  www.wreathsacrossamerica.org. You 
can choose to have the wreath delivered to a specific National cemetery.   

 Keeping the suggestion box in the Card Room has been denied by the board.  I will bring the box to each 
meeting or you may drop suggestions in my mailbox cubby.  It’s also okay to email, text or call me with ideas 
or concerns.  

 The Ambassador Club is reinstating the White Elephant Sale, scheduled for Saturday, October 2 from 9-12 at 
the Palm Grove Club.  I have reserved a table, so if anyone in the group has a few things they’d like to 
“recycle” but don’t want to purchase a table, please let me know.  I can pick them up a day or two before the 
sale and put them with my things.  You’ll have to let me know your asking price and if you want it back if it 
doesn’t sell.  There will be a donation box on site for unsold items. 

 

Many thanks to Kathylee Johnson for her presentation on The Five Stages of Grief as developed by Elisabeth Kubler Ross, 
a Swiss-American doctor.  She described the stages-Denial, Anger, Bargaining, Depression, Acceptance and how they 
could affect our everyday lives, and how we are probably going through any one of these stages at any given time. She 
provided a handout which explains the stages, and one that gives sources for grief counseling.  If you didn’t attend the 
meeting and want these handouts, please let me know and I’ll get a copy to you.  
 

The next meeting will be Friday, October 8th at 10:30 in the Card Room. 
 

One more note.  My apologies to some of the new members: I was not expecting so many first timers and I ran short on 
welcome packets.  I’ll give you one on your next visit if you’ll just remind me.  I’m also sorry that I didn’t get much time 
to speak with you at this meeting.  Thank you for coming, and I hope to see you next month.  
 

That’s it for this time.  Feedback is welcome, so please share your thoughts, ideas or suggestions. 
 
Shelley, 210-410-0090 







HOW I LEARNED TO BE A GENUINE REALLY ADULT GROWN-UP IN 100 EASY LESSONS AND 
100 DIFFICULT YEARS 

by Linda Holland Glick 
 
I figure that by the time I.die of old age at 100, I should be an "adult" by then. A grown-up, or as I used to 
say, and still believe, a "groaned-up", criticizes and complains and kvetches about everyone and everything. 
They don't wear bright yellow galoshes and jump into puddles or wear itchy red wool mittens and build 
snowmen and forts. And the worst part is that they can't even remember that they ever did. 

So why do I want to be a grown-up at all? They're serious, studious, stifling, sanctimonious, sacrificing, 
sarcastic, scolding, sane and safe while I am none of those. So why is my goal to be one of "them", when my 
life so far has been a race in the opposite direction? 
 
I guess being alone for the first time forces me on that course now. And force is the right word for it, as I go 
kicking and screaming into that adult world. My days are filled with insurances and COBRAS, bereavement 
and bills, rather than . Now, what did I used to do all day? I remember· working, 
which wasn't work because I loved it, and doing exactly what I wanted to do when I wanted to do it, with only 
a pause for chores. 
 
Chore---"a hard or unpleasant task." I guess that makes living a chore at times. More often now than before. 
Before. I love the word "before". The past is over and complete and pleasant and good for the most part. My 
memory stifles the bad and polishes the good until it glows. My memories are buffed by red doily hearts and 
baby's sleeping breath, cotton- candy days and shooting star nights. The past can be anything you choose to 
remember. It's as good as it gets. Loyal dogs had no fleas, and memory people had no faults, only endearing 
idiosyncrasies. 

 
Love and memories cuddle and cradle the remnants of a past life. Remember when's are toothless grins and 
shiny pennies, milk and cookies and peanut butter and jelly. They are the first breath and the first kiss. 
Never the last kiss and the last breath. Hellos are so much better than goodbyes and farewell forevers are 
really forever. 

 
But I digress, as I so often do when it comes to chores. I've become an expert at doing much and 
accomplishing little. Chores are the "must dos", not the ''want to's". I am now good at opening and 
preparing, heating and stirring. Not cooking. 

 
Why is it worth the time and effort for two, but not for one? Dinner for two was music and candles and wine. 
It was crystal and china and conversation. For one, it's standing over the sink to eat or sitting by the TV. 
It's alone. It's lonely. 

 
It doesn't have to be that way, I know, but it is that way for now.  The past is good memories. The present is a 
gift you give yourself and thus called "present". The future is open. It is what I will make of it. Not shaped 
by others. No compromises or limits. But it is the unknown and scary and there are monsters out there. It's 
big and I have no hand to hold. The whole wide world fits into my dark closet with a boogeyman holding the 
handle. My room has a light switch,  which is almost within my grasp. 
 
Hopefully, as I grow up, I will really grow UP and tum my own light switch and control the darkness. Maybe 
that's what being an adult is really all about. Being a grown-up means pulling your own little red wagon and 
taking the training wheels off your Red Ryder bike. It means filling the car with gas and folding your own 
map, but it can mean you get to choose the route and speed and steer your very own course. 

 
 



 
THE BEST SOMEWHERE 

 
by Linda Holland Glick 

 
Don't tell me it's not a place. 
His eyes are the best somewhere 

to live 
to exist 

to be. 
Within them are rooms and caves 

alcoves and chambers 
secluded corners 

and unreachable depths. 
When those eyes gaze at me 

bore through me 
encompass and surround me 

I am in my favorite place 
my ever changing 

ever lasting place. 
My lover's eyes are sheltered 
  by wires of eyebrows 
At times, dominated by those 

steel-wool sentries 
guarding the best somewhere.  

The color of the iris is changeable  
like the people reflected therein. 

At times like the blue surrounding 
 and encompassing a baby-- 

a warm, comforting blue. 
The protective covering of a fuzzy blanket. 

Blue. 
Cruel blue. 

The blue of ice stabbing the day. 
Or the welcoming blue of a kite-beckoned sky. 
An inviting color -- serene 

Blue. 
A tattered dungaree blue 
A storm-warning blue 
A scary, keep away blue 
A no-trespassing blue. 

But the color is only a door 
to the vastness within. 

His eyes reflect hir=; soul 
and my life 

my love 
my dreams. 

There's room there to hide a lifetime. 
To hide a life. 

Mine. 
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