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Sylvia Watkins-Castillo is  

our biographer.  In this issue,  

we feature her biography of   

Sarah Tucker, our talented  

Children’s Program Coordinator, Page 02. 

The rest of the issue is devoted to poetry, 

plus one song. 

 

 

OUUF is seeking a new editor for our 

quarterly magazine, OUUF Singing Out on 

the Telephone Wire.   This is a challenging 

position – a wonderful opportunity to 

contribute to OUUF’s sharing of creative 

talent. If you are interested, please 

contact vivian.mulligan@gmail.com or 

Catharine Covert at 

admin@olympicuuf.org 

 

 

Look for Poems We Wrote, 

starting on Page 04.  Our poets 

include: 

 Penny Burdick 

 Jim Casey 

 Dana Casey 

 Annette Claycomb 

 Barb Foulks 

 Rebecca Horst 

Look for Poems We Love 

starting on Page 14.  The poets 

include 

 Brian Andreas 

 Emily Dickinson  

 Jane Kenyon 

 Antonio Machado 

 Marge Piercy 

 Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 Robert H. Smith 

 

mailto:vivian.mulligan@gmail.com
mailto:admin@olympicuuf.org
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Sarah Tucker     

 

Sarah is our new Children’s Program Coordinator. Her love of the arts and children 

combine to create an exciting and educational program. Sarah is currently a Friend 

of OUUF, and has been associated with UU since 2003 when she first learned 

about it from reading Maria Montessori’s philosophy about children needing 

spiritual beliefs. Having grown up with no religious affiliation, UU appealed to her 

sense of religious freedom. 

Read on to learn more about Sarah. 

 

Family, Then and Now. 

Sarah grew up with her younger sister in four Midwest states – Minnesota, Wisconsin, Oklahoma, and 

Texas – with frequent moves during her childhood. Her mother introduced Sarah to the arts by taking 

the family to museums and galleries and by taking Sarah with her to art classes; while her father 

introduced her to nature by taking the family to lakes where they played on the beaches. 

Sarah’s family now includes her husband, Scott, an employee of Clallam PUD, and daughters Zoe, 16, and 

Celeste, 11. The family lives in Port Angeles where they often go to the Port Angeles Public Library. Scott 

is very active in mountain biking, and has been the event coordinator for the Downhill Mountain Bike 

Racing event in years past.  

 

Activities and Contributions 

Sarah is a self-described autodidact artist, or self-taught through observation and experience, and an 

active volunteer in the arts scene. In recent years, she has been very active in marine debris art. She has 

served as event coordinator for the Rainfest Trash Fashion Show for the Marine Resources Council, and 

teaches after school clubs in marine debris art. She has completed sculptures on commission and for the 

Crab Festival. 

Sarah is also involved in theater, both working with the PA school drama club, and as a performer.  Both 

daughters are involved in local theater. 

 

 

 

 



 
3 

Arriving in the Peninsula. 

Sarah first moved to Seattle in 1989 after completing high school, and lived there with her first husband. 

She met Scott in 1998, and after coming to meet his family in Port Angeles, knew this was where she 

wanted to be. They have lived here for 16 years. 

 

What we might not know about Sarah 

1 She was in the chorus line at the Little Theater in Port Angeles in a musical production. 
2 She has been a vegan for 20 years, so if you offer her food, make sure it is vegan. With one 

daughter a vegetarian, and the other and her husband meat eaters, cooking at the Tucker 
household is complicated. 

 

Life Changing Events 

Life changing events include childbirth, which she described as physically draining; having children and 

the joys and trials that entails; doing marine debris art because it increases awareness of environmental 

issues; and doing  her first musical, Return to the Forbidden Planet, in 2014, where it felt “great” to be on 

stage. 

Sarah: Words I try to live by: Keep breathing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

______________________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

Portrait of Sarah by her daughter, Zoe 
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                                                Poems We Wrote 

March 09, 1996 

  Happy Anniversary!                                                                                   -Annette Marie Claycomb 

 
Two doves singing in a golden tree built a nest, and 
then there was me 
and sister and sister and brother, brother, brother, did we have fun! 
 
Now it’s fifty years all done with nine new 
squabblers. 
 
Our fledglings follow the wingprints that lead to 
the heavens 
of six different, nine different, generations different ideas. 
 

We have known heaven on earth 

together as family 

we ascend into the future 

memories. 

________________________________________________________________________ 

 

February 29, 2016 

  O, Seed                                                                                                                                               -Annette Claycomb 

 

 

In the spring of Juan de Fuca lies a seed stirring its 
tender very arils 
wondering whether the weather is right for a 
prescient act. 
O, 
can a seed only be primordial burrowing 
upward to the light 
only rather like love? 

 

 

 

_________________________________________________________________________ 

 



 
5 

December 17, 2015 

Calves                                                                                                         -Annette Claycomb 

“Maaaaaaaaaaaa,” bleat my calves. 
Not the fatted ones, slaughtered for prodigal son returning,  
   but those below my knees and above my ankles. 

“Maaaaaaaa.” they moan, because, 
a bit knotted from fifty-eight years 
   of walking, and one more of wiggling and crawling, 
   they tire a bit. 

Bulging with varicosity, blue-veined, almost like fine marble, 
   They now ache under strain. 

No cowboy might admire them, but mygosh they are fine calves. 

These are the calves that walked me into the teen years, 
that would not tolerate high heels in that state, or ever, 

that left the trail and bicycled me on aluminum horse 
from Colorado to Canada 
and London to Vienna 
and Ramsgate to Hereford (there to unite with British cows) 
then Boston to Wiscasset, 
and Rock Springs to Burlington, cattle country if ever I saw some 

These are the calves that moved me through youth to middle age 
and that now stand, 
poised on the crumbling rockrim of senescence, 
no longer tender, 
no longer firm, 
no longer juicy, 
but a heckuvalot more seasoned, 

and I herd, 
I tend, 
and I love 
them. 

 

Note: this was my response to OUUF’s “Re-framing Your Story” workshop’s assignment to write a poem about a significant 

body part. 

______________________________________________________________________________ 
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  1996 

  Third Grade                                                                                                                                                 -Annette Claycomb 

 
 

face pimpled at that young age, face 

like a playdough map 

built like a tank, that is, round, big, 

feet stuffed into pointed cloth shoes 

a bit of a body odor, someone said garlic—musta been, her parents were 

from Italy lived in a corrugated hut by the junkyard—people would look, 

then look away, 

but she was my friend 

 

 

she and the other, who walked with one leg in a brace, 

polio— 

walked with that foot slapping flat flopping the pavement 

 

 

Why was I the third?  Because I felt for them, felt sorry for them, 

Until we just became friends,   rolling and slapping and shying around the 

playground. 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

  

Poetry is the one place where people can speak their 

original human mind. It is the outlet for people to say in 

public what is known in private.  

Allen Ginsberg 
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MANTRAS 
 
This Day 
This day, just this day, may I 
Do without to do and leave no thing undone. 
Love without reluctance. 
Be silent in my teaching, practice without preaching 
And never contend or compete. 
Advance by wandering the Way. 
Answer "Present!" to the present. 
Do my work, then let it go; released, it will abide forever. 
Flow as the air and water but walk the dust of the road 
For winds and waves are the ways of the Tao 
And its Tao runs on forever. 
 
Valley Spirit 
Valley Spirit, arise in my heart-mind 
Bringing with you 
The majesty of your hills and mountains, 
Patient wisdom of your woods, 
Enduring life upon your forest floor,  
Laughter of your sparkling streams 
that run forever to the source, 
Freedom of your wayward winds, 
Eternal mystery of your skies 
be they clear or cloudy, daylight or dark, 
And lead me by the hand upon the sacred Tao 
In the joy of the journey that has no destination 
beyond the next bend in the road. 
 
 
 
 
 

I composed these mantras more than several years ago. 
The first cleaves more closely to the Tao Te Ching; the second reminds me to notice the miracles that 
surround me. Both can end with Ảmen, bodhi svaha, and blesséd be. 
Jim Casey 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
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A Walk along the Elwha 

 

Horsetails on the mountainside exploding like fireworks. 

Little tricklet singing in the shade. 

Water tumbling over rocks and fallen wood, 

Black and Orange Butterfly pauses to drink. 

River flowing home after a long exile. 

Fly, leave me alone! 

 

Spider webs making light paths between leaves. 

Striped mountain peaks through alder leaves. 

Dark green trees against a bright blue sky. 

Small purple flowers defying the drought. 

Hot gray stones beneath my feet. 

Fly, leave me alone! 

 

Dana Casey 

 

_________________________________________________________________________ 
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Segment 

 

We walk puddles of roadside mud. 

Frozen fingers grasp slick  

near dead worms that float.  

A fate followed from failed escape 

out of flooded field. 

 

Two ton Ford splashes by,  

severs swelled segments. 

The child squeals,  

and we skip that one. 

 

The rest slip to refuge from pinched index, thumb  

and survive the drop to a plant pot  

seeded to feed the starved, 

a black banana, 

a wrinkled apple,  

 

Giggles bursts like the sun  

out of grey  

from a body of ceaseless motion! 

 

Soiled hands grab and grasp the plump belly, squeeze.  

The warmth of bodies blend  

once one,  

now two. 

 

Rebecca Horst 

 

__________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Genuine poetry can communicate before it is 

understood.  

T. S. Eliot 
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Passing                                                           -Barb Foulks 

 

I know I’m old and about to die, I’ve lived a long, long life. 

My bed is made and I’m lying within, Hospice provides the care 

My husband is tired and slowing down—he visits in the day 

But nights are long and filled with dread 

Who will sit with me? 

 

I’ve prayed to God my whole life-long 

I sing Jesus praises from once to evermore 

But now nights are long and filled with dread 

Who will sit with me? 

 

I’ve cared for my parents, I’ve sat with my mom 

You would think death is my friend. 

But now nights are long and filled with dread 

Who will sit with me? 

 

I know ‘tis time to go, Life for me has ended 

But death just looms at my bed waiting 

Now nights are long and filled with dread 

Who will sit with me? 
 

 

_________________________________________________________________________ 
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A New Day                                                   -Barb Foulks 

                                                           
 

Tuneful alarm, dark outside 

It’s so cozy here in bed 

Think I’ll idle here awhile. 

 

Tuneful alarm, awake again 

It’s so cozy here in bed 

Under covers, I’ll stretch awhile. 

 

Tuneful alarm, legs out and I’m up 

Time to make coffee and pour 

Into my cup and sit a while. 

 

Look at the clock! Get dressed and go. 

Warm me car, hurry up -- quick! 

My hands are numb with cold. 

 

Arrive on time, smiles, hugs to greet 

Lots of little needs make me feel great. 

 

Upsets of course, life is hard 

Being years of 3, 4, or 5,  

Learning and managing self in time. 

 

Time to leave, have things to do  

Check my pockets for child treasures 

And my notes of places to go. 

 

Finally home, here problems abound 

Bills to pay. What must be done? 

Roof leak and yard work 

Finances aground. 

 

So coffee and relaxing clothes instead. 

Feet up, sit back –What was that dream? 

Just fragments of visions in bed. 

Afloat in a surreal realm. 

 

Slowing down, bed sounds good 

Oops, too early; got to wait 

Until the clock shows it’s late. 

 

Tomorrow life continues 

Same but different days 

Will anything have changed? Will I? 

 

 

________________________________________________________________________ 
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Dancing Women 

 

Circling around the fire 
the women move 
hesitantly,  
stiffly, at first. 
 
Flute song fills the air; 
Drumbeat stirs their hips; 
Rhythm rises sinuously; 
Torsos sway, 
arms like branches  
   bent to the gusts. 
 
Souls outpouring – wolf howls of 
   released anguish; 
rising tones of exaltation,    
   liberation; 
ululations of joy. 
 
Chanting oneness, 
their circle reforms, 
arms linked 
in the solidarity 
   of sisterhood. 
 
    Penny Burdick 

01/15/2016 
 

Attached is a poem …. I wrote in a "Poetry as Healer" workshop I led in January for our local Peninsula Healers 

Circle. The poem is about a full moon drum circle I attend monthly at a friend's yurt near Pt. Townsend. It will be 

one of the featured poems in the Rainshadow Poetry Anthology for 2016, & I will be reading it at their event at 

OTA in Sequim on May 1. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

_____________________________________________________________________________________                                                                                                                                                       
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Full Circle, by Penny Burdick  
 

 
 

 

 

 

1982 

Sitting with Sarah’s newborn overnight, 

     ventilator sighing, dreams dying, 

waiting for Life Flight. 

  

Young priest, last rites, 

   clasped hands, joined hearts, 

Healing starts. 

  

2008 

“7 minutes,” they say – 

   diagnose, prescribe, 

MOVE ON. 

  

Beseeching eyes, 

   filled with pain – no time – 

NEXT! 

  

2015 

Side-by-side in sunlit room, 

   her soul story pours out, tears fall. 

Gently, I listen. 

  

Center, ground, invite the light. 

   Stroking hands bring peace, 

Spirit’s gift to us both. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________  
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                                     Poems We Love 

Open Heart  

by Brian Andreas 

He told me that once 

he forgot himself and his 

   heart opened up like a  

        door with a loose latch, 

    and everything fell out and  

  he tried for days to put 

      it all back in the proper 

            order, but finally he gave 

      up and left it there 

   in a pile and 

loved everything equally. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    Submitted by Penny Burdick 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
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_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

“I thought my fireplace dead  

and stirred the ashes.  

I burned my fingers.”  

― Antonio Machado, Border of a Dream: 

Selected Poems 

Joseph Bednarik, Co-Publisher of Copper Canyon Press, a nonprofit dedicated to 

poetry, is a frequent speaker at OUUF.  He has introduced us to a favorite poet of 

his, Antonio Machado.   Joseph used the above poem on the left  as the subject 

of a sermon on April 19, 2015, and often uses the above poem on the right for 

closing words.  We are pleased to announce that Joseph will lead a Poetry 

Workshop Practice and Play:  Poems, Prayers and a Paper Shredder here at OUUF 

on April 16.  There will be an emphasis on fun! 

 

Antonio Machado 1875 - 1939 

Antonio Machado was a Spanish poet and one of the leading figures of the Spanish literary 

movement known as the Generation of '98. 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/34610.Antonio_Machado
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/139523
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/139523


 
16 

Emily Dickinson  

Wild Nights 
 

“Wild Nights – Wild Nights! 

Were I with thee 

Wild Nights should be 

Our luxury! 

 

Futile – the winds – 

To a heart in port – 

Done with the compass – 

Done with the chart! 

 

Rowing in Eden – 

Ah, the sea! 

Might I moor – Tonight – 

In thee!” 

 

― Emily Dickinson, Selected Poems 
 

Wild Nights was written c.1861, and first published in 1891.  

It is the subject of much analysis and controversy. 

 

OUUF’s Short Story Group has been reading a book of short stories by Joyce Carol Oates, in 

which she imagines the last days of five famous American writers, including Emily 

Dickinson.  Each story is written in the style of the writer portrayed in that story. The above 

poem is included before the Preface and the book gets its name, Wild Nights, from the poem.  

 
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If I read a book and it makes my whole body so cold no 

fire can ever warm me, I know that is poetry.  

Emily Dickinson 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7440.Emily_Dickinson
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7440.Emily_Dickinson
https://www.goodreads.com/work/quotes/471777
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OTHERWISE  

I got out of bed 

on two strong legs. 

It might have been otherwise.  I ate 

cereal, sweet milk, ripe flawless 

peach.  It might 

have been otherwise. 

I took the dog uphill, 

to the birchwood. 

All morning I did the work I love. 

 

At noon I lay down 

with my mate.  It might 

have been otherwise. 

We ate dinner together 

at a table with silver candlesticks.  It might 

have been otherwise. 

 

I slept in a bed 

in a room with paintings 

on the wall. I  

planned another day. 

But one day, I know 

it will be otherwise. 

  Jane Kenyon 

 

 

This poem is a favorite of Vicki Sensiba’s.  By chance, it was also well received by both of the recent 

Reframing Your Story Groups.. 

 

Submitted by Vicki Sensiba 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetry is just the evidence of life. If your life is burning 

well, poetry is just the ash.  

Leonard Cohen 
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DIRGE WITHOUT MUSIC 

 

I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in the hard 

ground. 

So it is, and so it will be, for so it has been, time out of mind: 

Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely. Crowned 

With lilies and with laurel they go; but I am not resigned. 

 

Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you.  

Be one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust. 

A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew, 

A formula, a phrase remains,-but the best is lost. 

 

The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the love, 

They are gone. They are gone to feed the roses. Elegant and curled 

Is the blossom. Fragrant is the blossom. I know. But I do not approve. 

More precious was the light in your eyes than all the roses in the world. 

 

Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave 

Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind; 

Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave. 

I know. But I do not approve. And I am not resigned. 

 

      Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 

Submitted by Vicki Sensiba 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My candle burns at both ends; it will not last the night; 

but ah, my foes, and oh, my friends - it gives a lovely 

light!  

Edna St. Vincent Millay 
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The Clock of Life                                                                                  – Robert H. Smith 

 

The clock of time is wound but once 

And no one has the power 

To say just when the hands will stop— 

What day or what hour. 

Now is the only time you have 

So use it with a will; 

Don’t wait until tomorrow, 

The hands may be still. 

Submitted by Barb Foulks 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetry isn’t a profession, it’s a way of life. It’s an empty 

basket; you put your life into it and make something out of 

that. 

Mary Oliver 

 

http://www.poemhunter.com/quotations/famous.asp?people=Mary%20Oliver


 
20 

To Be of Use 

By Marge Piercy 

The people I love the best 

jump into work head first 

without dallying in the shallows 

and swim off with sure strokes almost out of sight. 

They seem to become natives of that element,  

the black sleek heads of seals 

bouncing like half-submerged balls. 

 

I love people who harness themselves, an ox to a heavy cart,  

who pull like water buffalo, with massive patience,  

who strain in the mud and the muck to move things forward,  

who do what has to be done, again and again. 

 

I want to be with people who submerge 

in the task, who go into the fields to harvest 

and work in a row and pass the bags along, 

who are not parlor generals and field deserters 

but move in a common rhythm 

when the food must come in or the fire be put out. 

 

The work of the world is common as mud. 

Botched, it smears the hands, crumbles to dust. 

But the thing worth doing well done 

has a shape that satisfies, clean and evident. 

Greek amphoras for wine or oil,  

Hopi vases that held corn, are put in museums 

but you know they were made to be used.  

The pitcher cries for water to carry 

and a person for work that is real.  

 

Marge Piercy (born March 31, 1936) is an American poet, novelist, and social activist. Piercy is the author 

of Woman on the Edge of Time, considered a classic of utopian "speculative" science fiction as well as a 

feminist classic; and the New York Times Best Seller, Gone to Soldiers, a sweeping historical novel set during 

World War II.  Her poetry is often used at Unitarian Universalist services. 

 

 Submitted by Vivian Mulligan 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

   

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Activism
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Woman_on_the_Edge_of_Time
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MANNY’S MAGIC BACKHOE 

(Sung to the tune of “Puff the Magic Dragon”) 

By Dr. Carl E. Gustafson 

Chorus 

Manny’s magic backhoe 

Digs through the ground 

Just outside of Sequim 

To the west of Puget Sound. 

People gaze in wonder at 

The great beast he has found. 

Manny’s magic backhoe, 

It’s the only one around. 

 

1
st

 Verse 

August seemed a good time 

To dig a pond that year. 

The peat bog, it was drying up 

And the weather, it was clear. 

He started out that morning 

At the break of day. 

To dig a pond for ducks and geese 

To rest along their way. 

Repeat Chorus 

2nd Verse 

Their lives were changed forever 

By that great beast from the past. 

They know not what the future holds, 

And they seldom stop to ask. 

The past can shape the future, but 

The present’s all we’ve got.  
No matter what tomorrow brings, 

The past is not forgot. 

Last Chorus 

Manny’s magic backhoe 

Digs through the ground, 

Just outside of Sequim 

To the west of Puget Sound. 

Once you get to know him 

Then you’ll understand 

There’s no magic in that backhoe; 

All the magic’s in the man. 

 

 

This poem was written by Carl E. Gustafson, PhD, as a tribute to the late Emanuel “Manny” Manis.  Dr. Gustafson, a noted 

Zoologist/Anthropologist, who worked at Washington State University from 1960 to 1998, was instrumental in the dig when an ancient 

Mastodon was found on the property of Manny and Clare Manis (Hatler) in August, 1977.  Clare shared her experience in a recent sermon 

(“What to Do when You Find an Elephant in Your Front Yard”) at OUUF.  The OUUF Choir sang this song that day. Dr. Gustafson died on Feb. 

13 of this year.  

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________  
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OUUF

An Inclusive Community 

Celebrating Shared Values 
And Putting Them into Action 

In the Larger Community 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Submissions to OUUF Singing Out on the Telephone Wire  

OUUF Singing Out on the Telephone Wire is meant to be a vehicle for OUUF 

members and friends to share original stories, poems, essays, articles and 

photography reflecting our shared values and interests. Submissions can be made 

to the editor at vivian.mulligan@gmail.com 

Your submission can be included in the body of the email or attached as a Word or 

PDF document. 

The editor of OUUF Singing Out on the Telephone Wire maintains the right to 

reject submissions deemed incompatible with the spirit of the newsletter. Rejection 

of content can be appealed to the OUUF Board of Trustees.  

 
 
 

mailto:vivian.mulligan@gmail.com

