Dece mher 98

#5 of an occasional newsletter

from Richard O, Fuller

This izsue of my newsletter iz dedicated as a

Thank you!

to all my friends and acquaintances who came to my
aid, and to Betsv's, 1in the days and months after my accident

It iz only now atthe end of a strenuous summer that I have the time and
etnotional resources to look back and really
the gifts of support and encouragement,

express my great gratitude to all of you for
large and small, that have

helped 1n my

NEr OG

My January 1956
newsletter concluded with the
anticipation of gaining access to
a 'retreat space" on the third
floor of my communal house. I
had negotiated thiz with my
cotmunity, saving, "I feel like
the next step i my spiritual
journey requires a place that is
kig encugh for me to spread out
in, and private, away from the
bustle of the community life
which others want in the house "

I still feel that the 19%%5
renegotiations with EBetsy and
with ty household prepared the
way for the harder task of
changing the power balance on
my inner comnittee. This proved

daunting. My depression
continued  and my  fortitude
weakened.

“rala™ 15 a seri-sckrtdic way of nanmgs
"mothereath " It's a way of talkmg about the
ertite planet as a smgle lrmg organisam. At noe
Sth bathday I pablicly accepted an avocation
as a Gala Troubadour. This newrsletter 15 2
chiomicle of myy hife onthas path. I'l abarays
have coples of oumrert and recart ismues wath
me. [ mail # to friends whom I don't see often.
Let me Jmowr fvon wart tobe onthe hst.
AN T arart to knooer yvour Galarelded
thouslts. Approach me face to face.
Altermnatrrebr, there's £51-228-1 530, 1081
Lanrel fve , 5t Panl MM 55104 IS4 or

early 1997 1
attempted another edition
of this newsletter, 1n hopes that
some  synthesis, some new
cestalt, would arize, to no avail.

iJne lasting accomplishment
of that effort was my realization

that

for me, being a froubadoiir,
a sfnger, means

""Touching hearts with words.™

By August I was anguished.
To my family and a few
friends I confessed. .
“Thizc ego-ballding at
the next step is poisoning
pov fifer I depressed and
increasingly desperaie. it
Seems pretiv clear to me
that I headed for some
Jarm of ego-death one way
ar arother, and my hope is
I can manage if Without
persanal phveical damage,
ar major damage fo wy
relationsihips, with Betsy,
iy job ar my refigious
communin. "

Last April 20 a car turned left
in  front of my speeding
maotorscooter. I managed to get
my head and torse above the
side of the car before 1mpact, but
my legs and feet sustained five
breaks, three of them requiring
surgical attention, and
considerable damage to muscles
and cartilage. As I write this I
atn still on a cane, still 1n pain,
but with good hope of ewentual
TECOVELY.

These bad breaks seem to
have been a lucky break: I am
neither dead nor brain-dead (I
was wearing a helmet) axd much
of my depression has hifted.

During a wivid hour of praver
at the nursing home,
contemplating a huge apple tree
in full flower, I was given the
image of a hand carefully and
precisely cracking the eggshell
of my life on the edge of a bowl,
in order to tmake a divine
otnlette.

I am proceeding with a sense
of rightness.

(Comtirned om page 2)



