
WISING UP ANTHOLOGIES

ILLNESS & GRACE, TERROR & TRANSFORMATION

FAMILIES: The Frontline of Pluralism

LOVE AFTER 70

DOUBLE LIVES, REINVENTION & THOSE WE LEAVE BEHIND

VIEW FROM THE BED: VIEW FROM THE BEDSIDE

SHIFTING BALANCE SHEETS:
Women's Stories Of Naturalized Citizenship & Cultural Attachment

COMPLEX ALLEGIANCES:
Constellations of Immigration, Citizenship, & Belonging 

DARING TO REPAIR:
What Is It, Who Does It & Why?

CONNECTED:
What Remains As We All Change

CREATIVITY & CONSTRAINT

SIBLINGS: Our First Macrocosm

THE KINDNESS OF STRANGERS

SURPRISED BY JOY

A WISING UP ANTHOLOGY

Charles D. Brockett & Heather Tosteson
Editors

Wising Up Press



Wising Up Press
P.O. Box 2122

Decatur, GA 30031-2122
www.universaltable.org

Copyright © 2018 by Wising Up Press

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner 
whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations 
embodied in critical articles or reviews.

Catalogue-in-Publication data is on file with the Library of Congress.
LCCN: 2018908040

Wising Up ISBN: 978-1-7324514-0-7

DEDICATION

To the memory of 
Joyce Hamm Brockett

and
Dilys Bodycombe Tosteson

whose joy-filled souls shaped our lives



CONTENTS

INTRODUCTION 
HEATHER TOSTESON

SURPRISED BY JOY 1

I. CHILDREN
JOAN DOBBIE

I THINK MY GRANDS ARE THE GREATEST 10
MARGARET HASSE

WATER SIGN 12
CLAUDIA VAN GERVEN

BABY AT THE WINDOW 15
LAUREN K CARLSON

ON MOTHER'S DAY 16
PEGI DEITZ SHEA

BOY MAKES IMPRESSION: 18
LOWELL JAEGER

WONDROUS WORLD 20
GENESIS 21

II. IDENTITY
HEATHER TOSTESON

WE'RE ALL DONORS HERE 25
TERRY SANVILLE

A NEW BEGINNING 34
LINDA HANSELL

LIGHTER THAN AIR 38
DANIEL M. JAFFE

THE KISS 42
MARK TARALLO

THOUGHTS AT NIGHTSHORE 45
KERRY LANGAN

MY NAME IS YOUR NAME 47



III. FAMILY
JOAN DOBBIE

WHY I DIDN'T WRITE POEMS 56
ZACK ROGOW

EAGER FOR EACH DETAIL 58
LEARNING TO BE HAPPY 60

PATRICIA BARONE
MAKING BONE LACE  61
THE FROZEN LAKE 62

JENNIFER L. FREED
CITY PARK 64

KENNETH WISE   
A DAY AT THE BALLPARK 66

LAURIE KLEIN
FROM THE CUCKOO CLOCK ROOM 73

ROSEMARY VOLZ
MR. BUSCEMI'S MIRROR 74

CHARISSA MENEFEE
MOVING THE VASE 76
MY PARENTS MEET 77
MY GRANDMOTHER DREAMS  78

DEBORAH A. SCHMEDEMANN
GLORY 80

LORI LEVY
GOOD HEALTH, GRANDMA STYLE 84

ALISON STONE
SHINE 85

IV. INTIMACY
ZACK ROGOW

FRENCH QUARTER 88
FELICIA MITCHELL

JOY IN THE AFTERNOON 89
ROSEMARY VOLZ

WONDER 90
LOWELL JAEGER

GNATS IN LOVE 91

ALISON STONE
WHO WOULD'VE THOUGHT 93

CLAUDIA VAN GERVEN
THE GRAND STAIRCASE 94

PATRICK CABELLO HANSEL
LOVE POEM 96

DON THACKREY
MY WINTER SUN 98

FRANK SALVIDIO
AGAIN 99

PATRICIA BARONE
YOUR EYES POSSESSED THE ENDLESS SPACE 100

RUTH MARGOLIN SILIN
RESURRECTION 101
PURPOSE 102
I NOW PRONOUNCE YOU… 103

V. THE QUOTIDIAN
JENNIFER L. FREED

ABUNDANCE 106
BALM 108

ALISON STONE
BIRD 109

FELICIA MITCHELL
BOURRéE WITH GOLDFINCH 110

LORI LEVY
MORNING WALK 112
PINK BERRIES 114
BREAKFAST ON THE BALCONY 115

MARK TARALLO
NEAR THE EXXON STATION 117
THIRD WEEK IN MARCH  119

MARGARET HASSE
DAY AFTER DAYLIGHT SAVINGS 122
WHAT THE WINDOW WASHERS DID  123

MARY KAY RUMMEL
FIRST CRICKET AFTER WINTER 124



LAURENCE SNYDAL
A SUMMER DAY 127

VI. COMMUNITY
ZACK ROGOW

SUNDAY MORNING BERNAL HEIGHTS 130
A LITTLE BEFORE 3 P.M. 131

JOE COTTONWOOD
A GIFT OF BEACHES IN A BAG 132
DAFFODIL MADMAN 134

JAN SARCHIO
I DON'T GET IT 135

ANDREW PAUL GRELL
A CHRISTMAS BREAK MIRACLE 138

ROSEMARY VOLZ
CHRISTINE 144

MARGARET DeRITTER
TABLES OF STRANGERS 146

LOWELL JAEGER
THE BUBBLES 149

KELLY TALBOT
THE FIRST AMERICAN 150

TERRI ELDERS
DIFFERENT BUT DIVINE 152

VII. RESILIENCE/ILLNESS
ANDREA HANSELL

THE FLOWERS AND BUBBLES OF JOY 158
ZAN BOCKES

ASK ME AGAIN TOMORROW 161
KELLY TALBOT

IMPACT 166
RUTH MARGOLIN SILIN

THEY CUT A HOLE 167
JENNIFER L. FREED

RESULTS 168
WEIHUA ZHANG

MAKING A SNOWMAN 169

JAN SARCHIO
GRACE IN STAGES 174
HOLY HOLY HOLY 177

CHARISSA MENEFEE
JOY 180

DON THACKREY
CANCER PATIENT 181

JANA ZVIBLEMAN
JENNIFER SAID 182

LAUREN K CARLSON
THE WEEK BEFORE 184

MARK TARALLO
9:45 A.M. AT THE WILLARD HOTEL 186

VIII. NATURE
FELICIA MITCHELL

BY THE CLINCH RIVER, ST. PAUL 190
J. O. HASELHOEF

MANTRAS AND CUKES 192
PEGI DEITZ SHEA

CHARLOTTE'S EGG SAC 194
LAURIE KLEIN

HOW TO LIVE LIKE A BACKYARD PSALMIST 196
LAURENCE SNYDAL

HELIX 198
SUSAN COWGER

THE UNKNOWN LANGUAGE 199
WATCH THIS 200

LOWELL JAEGER
CROSSING OVER 202

KELLY TALBOT
SPREADS HER WINGS 203

IX. ILLUMINATION
MARY KAY RUMMEL

MUSIC FOR A SLEEPLESS NIGHT 206
VOICES 207



This is the true joy of life, the being used for a purpose recognized by yourself as 
a mighty one; the being thoroughly worn out before you are thrown on the scrap 
heap; the being a force of Nature instead of a feverish selfish little clod of ailments 
and grievances complaining that the world will not devote itself to making you 
happy.   
     George Bernard Shaw, Man and Superman

LORI LEVY
WATER SHIATSU 209

KRISTIN BRYANT RAJAN
WHAT WE FIND ALONG THE WAY 210

DON THACKREY
BEETHOVEN 212
SILENCE 213

J. J. STEINFELD
START BY COUNTING THE GRAINS OF SAND 215

CLAUDIA VAN GERVEN
A WEAKNESS FOR FALLEN ANGELS 216
EVERY ONCE IN A WHILE 217
SINGING IN THE RAIN 218

HEATHER TOSTESON
ENTRE L'ARBRE ET L'ÉCORCE 220

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 223

CONTRIBUTORS 225

EDITORS/PUBLISHERS 233



- SURPRISED BY JOY -                                                                                 1

HEATHER TOSTESON

INTRODUCTION: SURPRISED BY JOY

When we ran the call for this anthology, we posed it as both an invitation 
and a challenge. An invitation because joy is a deeply pleasurable state to 
experience and to recall, one that in times of contention and frustration and 
anxiety may feel inaccessible but also sorely needed. It is also a challenge to 
write about because one of the most striking things about positive emotions, of 
which joy is among the most powerful, is that they are in general non-verbal. 
When outraged or disappointed, we cry out, vent, erect towering arguments 
that we flail like blunt instruments, tell our own story incessantly. When we 
are very happy, we may leap with joy, yell with glee, we enact and vocalize, but 
we don't have a driving need to verbalize, rationalize, explain. Consequently, 
these positive emotions, so formative and necessary for fostering the deepest 
delights of life, often aren't explored as fully as they could be, their wisdom 
disregarded.

My own interest in joy may paradoxically come from my familiarity 
with depression. In his poem "Joy and Sorrow" Kahlil Gibran reminds us that 
these states are often twinned: "Together they come, and when one sits, alone 
with you at your board, remember that the other is asleep upon your bed." So 
often in my own life, particularly in those dark times, I would find myself—
when all my intense will was exhausted, all my hopes in shreds, my good 
intentions erased—surprised by joy, by something rising inside me, quiet, 
clear, intrinsically positive, assured. I knew the indisputable reality of the pain 
I was in, and at the same time felt seamlessly healed. I wanted that warmth, 
that intrinsic certainty, with my whole being and knew it was not within my 
power to will or to create—but here it was, independent of anything I had 
done or could do, filling me with the deepest sense of well-being. At those 
moments, to paraphrase Robert Browning, I was sure that life meant and 
meant intensely and meant good and that I was an indisputable part of that 
meaning, that good, in ways I didn't understand fully but could not ignore 
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or deny. From that insight, the quiet certainty of it, the calm delight of it, 
other insights followed, but that moment was enough. That state was enough. 
I didn't have to earn it—indeed I couldn't—and it wasn't conditional on my 
will, my behavior, my level of faith. What I did have some control over was 
how fully I would open to it, become one with it, allow myself to be changed 
by it.

Thinking about joy these last few months, I began to make a list of 
moments of deep joy in my life. What I found was that as I began to recall 
these moments, more followed. Psychologists call this mood-contingent 
memory retrieval. When we're sad our lives can feel like an unbroken train of 
failures, disappointments, misjudgments. When we're happy, we see a path 
of love given and received, challenges met. This dynamic was very clear to 
me one autumn in my forties. I was at a difficult period in my life. My son 
grown, I'd moved to a new city, new state, taken a job that was a bad fit. I had 
rented a weekend getaway in the Georgia mountains. Often, distraught at my 
situation, I would hike the mountain in the nearby state park. As I struggled 
up the steep slope, I would be frantically thinking about what I could do to 
fix things, and the more frantically I thought, the more clearly I could see my 
whole life stretching out behind me—an unbroken series of poor choices, bad 
luck, inadequacy, disappointment, and my future a natural continuation of 
the same. There would come a point, at the top of the slope, when I would 
pause, breathless, totally helpless. I would be staring out blankly into the 
trees, catching a glimpse of the next mountain, and the next, the next, and 
inexplicably something came to meet me. A whole new feeling set. I began to 
see another path through my life, one where I had a body that could climb 
a hill, I had will, agency, hope, a history of resilience, love. I would scramble 
back down the mountain making plans, seeing options, chugging away like 
the little engine that could.

What originally fascinated me about the nature of this shift was how 
complete it was—and how binary. And how reliable it was in its own way: 
enough exertion, enough endorphins, and the parasympathetic system kicks 
in, and with it a different world view. What interests me now is the exact 
moment of shift, that moment when I just stopped because I had no more 
drive, no solutions, no escape, that moment when I was just there, alone at 
the top of the mountain, breathing, receiving, aware of the light on a leaf, 
the song of a bird, a rustle in the underbrush, the sun slipping behind a 
cloud or emerging from it, how in some ways that moment is very similar to 

joy—and how it is not. What interests me now is the mystery of that pause, 
whether there is a third path we can chart through our lives that is made up 
of moments like that. How would that third path differ from the binary ones 
of sadness and happiness? What are the unique qualities of joy that would 
inform it?

-     -     -

The first quality of joy is found in the title of this anthology. Surprise. 
We are always surprised by joy. It's not something we can will into existence. 
C. S. Lewis, making a distinction between joy and happiness, says "joy is 
never in our power, and pleasure often is." There is always an element of awe 
in joy—awe as wonder, not dread. An essential dimension of joy is that we  
find ourselves in relation to something greater and more profoundly positive 
than our conscious minds. 

Another striking quality of joy is a feeling of completeness. There is an 
inner stillness in moments of joy, a listening inside and out that is trusting, 
appreciative. There is no yearning, no saudade, in joy. We have a sense of 
integrity, wholeness, repleteness. We know ourselves at that moment as 
enough and that awareness is wonderful, more than enough. There is an 
observation I encountered through the somatic movement and awareness 
technique of Feldenkrais that has kept coming back to me as I muse on the 
nature of joy: We can so organize in the pursuit of something we cannot 
receive it when it comes. But in the state of joy, we are organized to receive, 
and to receive what we may never have dared hope for: Enough

Another essential quality of joy is that it is meaningful. There is an 
intellectual dimension to joy that is tied up with the sense of wonder, an aha, 
just so, quality. We get something with our whole being—muscles and senses 
and mind; we experience a larger understanding of ourselves, our lives, our 
purpose, our right relation with existence. "This is the true joy of life, the 
being used for a purpose recognized by yourself as a mighty one," George 
Bernard Shaw reminds us. Joy turns our attention to the source of that larger 
purpose.

Joy is very private, but it attaches us. In some ways it is the opposite of 
ecstasy. We're not taken out of ourselves, we draw the world in and we let it 
draw us out too. Our awareness is kinesthetic and expansive. We're located 
in the moment, keenly aware, delighted. This isn't a crafted experience. 
We don't want to block anything out, escape anything, transcend. Wonder 


