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A message to you from the editor
Issue 2, 2021

Hello everyone. I hope you’ve all had a good, outdoorsy summer. Here in Ontario, Canada, we had a fair bit 
of rain, which made for lush back gardens and thriving parks. I know, though, from friends and family in 
other countries that some have had either too much rain or too little. I’ll keep my fingers crossed that the 
winter months prove calm and mild for all.

As well, I hope those of us in safe countries will continue to make a difference in our corners of the planet. 
Because, let’s face it, it hasn’t been easy to watch the news lately. I know I don’t even need to refer to all the 
“stuff,” for you will have been reading about the same world events as I have, or watching them unfold on TV. 
Indeed, many of us are left with feelings of helplessness. Let’s not allow that to also become hopelessness. We 
can be supportive in our neighbourhoods with acts of kindness. We are able to donate to causes close to our 
hearts. Even simply reaching out via emails or phone calls to folks we haven’t seen since before 2020 will help 
those people feel they’re remembered and that someone is interested in how they are. It doesn’t take a whole 
lot of time and will revive relationships with empathy, humour and refreshing catch-ups. 

Talking of catch-ups: it is with pleasure that I send you this third edition of Over The Garden Fence. It includes 
reader responses: a memoir excerpt from someone who recalls his childhood during the WWII bombing of 
London, and a short essay from a reader whose priorities have changed during these first twenty months of 
the pandemic. These are samples of a range of human experience and I thank both for their contributions. 

It is with a feeling of honour, too, that I email this newsletter in time for Remembrance Day. You’ll find 
themes of giving thanks for the bravery of soldiers, as well as the war efforts of those who stayed at home. 
Because I’m referring to WWI and WWII here, “home” means countries such as Britain, Canada, India, 
Australia, the US and many others. I cover memorials, valour and gratitude via photos and articles. You’ll 
read poems sent in by readers. Another topic is Teddy Katz’s Part 2 of the Tokyo Paralympics. The Olympics 
and Paralympics are shining examples of human endeavour.

I hope you find the contents of Over The Garden Fence thought-provoking and that you enjoy it. Let’s keep  
in touch. The next newsletter will be spring, 2022, so feel free to write me about butterflies or trees.

Sheila E. Tucker, Editor

Author: Rag Dolls and Rage 
(memoir) and On a Higher 
Hill (children’s book)

Subscribe to my newsletter. Free, 
twice a year. Sign up at

setucker@ragdollsandrage.com
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Memory lane

Universal Soldier  
~ by Buffy Sainte-Marie

We’ll Meet Again  
~ sang by Vera Lynn to troops

Human achievements: click on the photos

Pack Up Your Troubles In Your Old Kit Bag
~ sang here by Oscar Seagle

Hallelujah  
~ sang at the 2010 Olympics by k.d. lang 

 
The most memorable Paralympic Games moments  
over the years ~ 2000, 2004, 2008, 2012, 2016

Olympic Winner 1924  
~ Eric Liddell, subject of Chariots of Fire

We’ll Meet Again ~ sang by Vera Lynn to troops
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T5C4meGkNyc

Pack Up Your Troubles In Your Old Kit Bag
~ sang here by Oscar Seagle
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wvSJrqKLy64

Universal Soldier ~ by Buffy Sainte-Marie
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j6imjvgJFvM

 
The Most Memorable Paralympic Moments Over the 

Years | Paralympic Games 2000, 2004, 2008, 2012, 2016

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XnZX0HkxRb-
g&ab_channel=ParalympicGames

Olympic Winner 1924 ~ Eric Liddell, subjest 
of Chariots of Fire

https://www.bbc.com/news/uk-scot-
land-18856533

Hallelujah ~ sang at the 2010 Olympics by k.d. lang 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7oZN2eTgvVs

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T5C4meGkNyc
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wvSJrqKLy64
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j6imjvgJFvM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XnZX0HkxRbg&ab_channel=ParalympicGames
https://www.bbc.com/news/uk-scotland-18856533
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7oZN2eTgvVs
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Ramblings

War: days of distress, times of survival

us whose families were “on this side” to appreciate that many German civilians 
suffered greatly too. (Please read my article “A Revival of the Soul” on page 7 for 
an account of the Jewish experience and the lasting effects of trauma.) 

My own grandparents’ wartime experiences were told to me when I was a child:

My grandmother grew up in London in the early 20th century. She married a 
man from the north of England who worked as a butler for a wealthy widow. 
The Second World War began in 1939 and a year later, just before the bombing 
of London started in 1940, the widow moved abroad. 

My granddad, now a jobless father of two, moved his family away from the  
dangers of the Blitz and back to his seaside hometown in Yorkshire. Blitz was 
the term used by British newspapers of the time. It was a shortened version 
of the German word “blitzkrieg” (lightning war) in which Luftwaffe planes 
dropped bombs on London and, later, on other strategic cities and towns  
of Britain.

Granddad’s town faced the North Sea and he volunteered many nights as part 
of the Coastguard Watch, due to the threat of nightly bombing and subma-
rine attacks. He managed to get work as a janitor of the primary school. A few 
more children were born to my grandparents and so he worked extra hours as 
a window cleaner and gardener to provide for them. Food was in short supply 
due to severe wartime rationing, but he hunted rabbits and grew vegetables on 
an allotment. 

Having several beloved children may have saved my grandmother’s sanity for, 
as she told me, moving to this seaside-and-country town from London was 
difficult for her. She had never lived away from her parents, and to move so far 
north in the days when few people travelled outside their immediate surround-
ings, was akin to 17th century pilgrims emigrating by ship to America.  Travel 
was just not easy or affordable for the working class, especially during the  

Over The Garden Fence

I was born in England a dozen years after the end of World War II. At this time 
of year, leading up to Remembrance Day, my thoughts often turn to accounts 
of lost soldiers, rationing, bombed cities, and the many battles I was told of as a 
child. Memories were still fresh in the minds of adults around me. 

In this “Ramblings” column, I acknowledge that on both sides of the two 
world wars, there was much suffering. The Allied Forces undertook dangerous 
missions in Europe from which many did not return. Of those who did, 
physical and emotional scars often lasted a lifetime. 

Let’s not forget the ripple effect the wars caused. In Canada, for instance, whole 
communities of hard-working Japanese Canadians were forced into remote camps 
because in WWII Japan was the enemy. They permanently lost their businesses 
and homes. When the war was over, they had to start over from scratch.

Regarding BIPOC people (Black, Indigenous, People of Colour): many were 
called up, or signed up, but often were not considered equal to Caucasians. For 
instance, in India, many Hindus and Sikhs joined up with the Allies, and in 
Australia, Aboriginal men signed up as well. When the US finally entered the 
war (after the bombing of Pearl Harbour) Black men were among American 
soldiers who fought for the world’s freedom. Unfortunately, many of these 
people were never properly acknowledged, officially, even though they fought 
alongside their white brethren. They deserve every bit as much credit for their 
help and sacrifice. 

In Germany too, civilians came to strife. Parents were forced to send their child-
ren to Hitler Youth schools for indoctrination. During the latter half of WWII 
and beyond, there was hunger and shortages. Whole regions were left to face 
the rage of advancing Russian troops. Many atrocities were committed. 
Recently, I read a riveting biography of one woman’s experience that showed 
how hard it was for the German people of Prussia. Inge’s War is a first-hand 
account by a grandmother, Inge, to her granddaughter Svenja O’Donnell
about the suffering she endured. This is an important story that helps those of
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any lights was prohibited. The idea was to prevent the nighttime bombers from 
approaching their targets by sight. Coastline communities like ours had to be 
especially careful; the blackout of homes and streetlights helped protect our 
ships from being seen in silhouette against a lit-up shore. Covered windows 
meant everything was pitch-dark. Submarines and aircraft could not see where 
they were sending bombs and torpedoes. Many lives were saved this way when 
barren country terrain or empty fields and beaches were blown up instead of 
towns and ships.”  

*  *  *
Keeping tiny children occupied, especially during long dark hours of each 
winter’s shorter days, was a challenge for many. Nana and Granddad had their 
hands full with several very young children, but with the help of candles and 
the universal British “cupboard under the stairs,” they managed. They kept their 
little sons and daughters active for as long as possible during the afternoons to 
tire them out. Nana served dinner through the last moments of sunlight, and if 
the air-raid sirens were heard, Granddad blacked out the windows. By the light 
of a candle, they would lead their brood into the cupboard, pretending it was 
a game. This was their secret den where their mum read stories and cuddled 
them and where their dad recited nursery rhymes. With the cupboard door 
shut, as well as the blackened paper on all the windows, the candlelight could 
not escape to the outside world and everyone would be safe. That is unless they 
were directly hit by the occasionally intuitive bomber, which unfortunately did 
happen around the country even with these measures in place. The Luftwaffe 
were relentless and the bombing went on and on. It was inevitable that, half the 
time, bombs did what they were built to do.

“Nana, surely if every single window was covered, then you wouldn’t need to 
hide the candle in the cupboard. Nobody could see it anyway if the windows 
were blacked out. You could have all sat on couches in the living room.”

“No one could afford to take chances,” she responded. “If any black-out paper 
was even slightly loose, the light would be seen from outside and give the 
Luftwaffe a clue that there were buildings below. The smallest mistake could 
mean death.”
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prolonged war with Germany. Before she departed London, her mother died of 
natural causes. So, first, she was bereaved. Secondly, she knew it might be a long 
time before she saw her father or siblings again.

As a child, I listened to many accounts told by Nana, as I called her. Memories 
of the war years were seared into her mind. She was a gifted storyteller and, in 
another life, I believe she’d have presented a brilliant TED talk. Below are some 
of the events she described and which, all these years later, I still see vividly in 
my mind’s eye. I’ll try to recount them as closely as possible to what I recall  
she said. 

*  *  *
“It was so difficult living through the war,” Nana began one day as she was  
crocheting a cardigan. Everyone was out of the house, except the two of us. I 
was about seven, sitting with a sketching pad on the rug in front of her. I quick-
ly dropped my crayons and settled down to listen. 

“Every night enemy aircraft flew over Britain, including over Yorkshire. People 
completely covered their windows with black paper and even then turning on
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After being told this story I asked some of my uncles and aunts how they felt 
about being stuck in the cupboard all night. Every one of them got a far-away 
look on their faces. “Ah yes,” they said. “They were wonderful times, those 
nights in the cupboard. All us kids snuggled together or with our heads in our 
mum’s lap or our dad’s arms.” 

“Not one of us,” my mother told me, “understood what war meant. Our parents 
protected us from the knowledge of much of what was happening, and none 
of us kids lived in fear. Mum and Dad carried the whole burden and gave us as 
normal a life as was possible.”  

*  *  *
I heard another story one afternoon when school was finished. I was about 
eight years old at the time. Nana was reading a book when I came home, and 
I switched on the television in the hopes of watching cartoons. The BBC was 
showing the tail end of a war documentary, and I asked Nana what V-1s were. 
This led to another of her recollections.

“I felt so guilty sometimes,” she began. “Here I was, relatively safe with my 
family in Yorkshire while my relatives and friends in London were being 
bombarded. I felt helpless to do anything but write encouraging letters and 
anecdotes to distract them for a while, and I was always worried that any letter 
back would bring news of death or serious injury to people I loved. What you 
saw on the telly just now is what we called buzz bombs. There were no pilots 
in V-1s and these German rockets were filled with just enough petrol to reach 
London. When the fuel ran out, the bombs would simply turn nose-down and 
fall onto the city.  

People below always knew when one of these bombs was up there because they 
made a droning sound: thus their nickname. When they heard that buzzing, 
folks below learned to hope they would keep hearing it; if the noise stopped, it 
meant the thing was plummeting earthward. Nobody knew where they would 
land and explode, and the psychological effect was traumatizing. Thousands of 
Londoners were killed or maimed by buzz bombs.”

“But Nana,” I reasoned in my childish way, “why didn’t people look up to see
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where it was and then run in the opposite direction?”

“When you’re looking at something in a sky that has nothing in it except maybe 
clouds, it is impossible to figure out where an object is coming from. You can’t 
situate it relative to something else, so there was no point in people running, 
because they may have been heading towards it. My sisters told me in letters 
from London that everyone got to the point where, if they knew they couldn’t 
reach an underground shelter in time, they would simply continue to go about 
their daily business.”  

I tried to imagine going about my daily business with bombs dropping from the 
sky. I couldn’t.

*  *  *
As I write this, another November 11th Remembrance Day is approaching. I 
think of the many communities around the world that are mired in war today, 
and the many civilians who are trapped in enemy crosshairs. Those of us who 
have lived in battle-torn lands, or who have heard first-hand accounts, as I did, 
know about the suffering, fear, and loss. 

Apart from First Nations people, Canada is a nation of immigrants. Some are 
new arrivals, others are the fifth generation, but the majority come to escape 
adverse conditions elsewhere. I hope that we continue to open our hearts to  
refugees coming to our shores and provide the same support and encourage-
ment that once was afforded us.  

As well—recalling the conversations my grandmother and I had all those years 
ago—I realize one thing we can do for refugees, and others suffering PTSD, is to 
listen. Nana needed to talk to me about her war experiences and it has dawned 
on me that by listening to her, I helped her to get some of that trauma out of  
her system. 

Some of you have read my December 2020 newsletter’s essay on toxic positivity. 
Bearing that article in mind, we can lend an ear. We can bear witness, for those 
who need it. 

Ramblings (continued)
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Pictures

Remembrance: soldiers / war effort around the world

Over The Garden Fence

From all nations, soldiers & civilians 
pitched in to protect the world from 

nazism and other threats. The world’s 
military bodies are still doing important 

work for freedom and safety. 



Issue 2, 2021

Free newsletter of Sheila E. Tucker, author.                                  7

I watched Adam Resurrected for the first time recently. The film is adapted  
from Yoram Kaniuk’s 1971 novel of the same name. I’d never heard of this 
2008 film, and found the DVD on the shelves of my local library. I’ll warn you 
right here, that it’s an extremely sad movie to watch, about one (fictitious) 
man’s experience in a concentration camp. By the end, however, he is able to 
deal with his demons and continue with his life.

I later read of its mixed reviews, viewers saying they found some scenes  
confusing. I didn’t have that problem. This may be because I myself understand 
trauma and the long road to recovery. (The film’s protagonist undergoes  
serious trauma.) I believe the periodic interruptions in narrative, and the  
unexplained presence of the child, were meant to evoke a struggle in the mind 
of the viewer: an attempt to echo the disturbance of worldview as experienced 
in a fractured mind. 

The mental and emotional struggles of the protagonist Adam in later life were 
very clear to me. What was not so evident, after the film ended, was why I was 
near to tears. After all, I’ve watched Schindler’s List and other films about the 
Jewish experience during WWII and was profoundly moved by them—yet this 
film somehow reached me in a very personal way and for days I found myself 
wondering why.  

This is no film review or synopsis. My topic is trauma recovery, with the film’s 
protagonist as my example.

Jeff Goldblum plays Adam Stein, and I consider this role his tour de force.  
Willem Dafoe is SS Commandant Klein. Approximately half of the action  
takes place in the early 1960s in a fictitious psychiatric asylum for Holocaust 
survivors in Israel. The other half contains flashbacks to Adam’s earlier life. 
First as a comedian in Berlin before the war, performing with one of his 
children, 12-year-old Ruthia. He and his wife Gretchen have two daughters. 
Secondly, as an inmate in a concentration camp, flashbacks of which we see 
throughout the story.

Trauma creates change you don’t choose. Healing is about creating change you do choose. 
~ Michelle Rosenthal

A Revival of the Soul

Adam finds himself in a camp where the Commandant, Klein, recognizes him 
from a stage performance. The Commandant orders Adam to crawl on all fours 
and bark like a dog, as he did in one of his sketches. Adam obeys, knowing he’ll 
be shot otherwise. Amused, Klein keeps Adam as a “pet dog” in his quarters. 
Adam must always crawl, compete with Klein’s real dog for scraps, eat from the 
floor and only speak when Klein feels like talking to him—which he does in a 
deprecatory manner aimed at humiliating Adam. Adam must also play a violin 
with other musicians when lines of people are led to the gas chambers. 

    Adam endures the humiliation not only to stay 
    alive, but also because he hopes to reunite with 
    his family in the future. One day, his wife 
    and youngest daughter are in the line and see 
    him playing the violin. Gretchen quickly whis-
    pers to her husband that Ruthia is free. She  
    hopes he’ll find her one day. Adam is then  
    forced to continue playing music as she and  
    their younger child walk on towards their  
    death. This scene is heartbreaking to watch and  
    we may wonder what we’d do in that situation.  
    Perhaps a first thought might be: if my spouse  
    and child are going to die, I want to be with  
    them. We might fling the violin aside to run  
    and hug them, to all die together. 

However, Adam now knows his other child has escaped. No matter how 
heartbroken, he has someone to live for. So, Adam spends the next few years 
performing as Klein’s dog until the war ends, at which time Adam returns to 
Berlin and tries to find his daughter. He tells his story publicly, including about 
his previous comedic sketches with Ruthia, about his time as the dog-pet in the 
camp and about the loss of his wife and younger child. He is hoping Ruthia sees 
his story in newspapers and realizes he’s alive and searching for her.

Over The Garden Fence



Many ridicule and criticize Adam for permitting such degradation by Klein. 

Easy to say, I’m thinking as I watch the film and listen to those in judgment. 
What would you have done? Especially if you found out you still had a living 
daughter who may need you after the war? 

Adam cannot escape the haunting memories, the grief and the crippling sense 
of survivor’s guilt. He also is enduring this ongoing verbal abuse from those 
in judgment. He combats it by responding with witticisms he was so skilled at 
onstage, but everything becomes too much: the apathy of those around him and 
the fact that he can’t find Ruthia. He ends up in an asylum in the Israeli desert. 
Staff here treat camp victims in the hopes they can start over, but they have 
a tough time trying to get through to Adam. However, the patients and staff 
admire him. His charisma shines as he performs energetically and chats with 
fellow patients, in between his severe depressions. 

Adam learns about a boy locked up in the building. The child, David, is 
described as feral; he attacks people, bites, crawls and barks. Therapists have 
failed to reach him. Adam finds his room. We see the boy hiding under a sheet, 
filthy and growling. Over time, Adam earns the boy’s trust by talking to him, 
being firm but kind as he makes David try to walk, without success. But the 
child becomes glad of Adam’s visits and listens intently to Adam’s words. He 
also is fascinated by Adam’s own bouts of insanity.

Adam finds meaning by reaching out to young David, but in between, he has 
severe lapses into despair. We watch him in bed staring like a madman at the 
ceiling, hallucinating. Suddenly, he hears other patients singing. It is Purim, a 
Jewish holiday, and they are celebrating the salvation of Jews in ancient Persia 
from Haman’s plot “to annihilate all the Jews...in a single day” as told in the 
book of Esther. Adam gets up, feverish and haunted, and follows the sound of 
the festivities to the hall. He is muttering: “Ruthia, do not be frightened...ah, my 
beautiful wife Gretchen.” 

He enters the hall and shouts Genug! (Enough!) 

Issue 2, 2021

Continued from page 7. This is an opinion essay. I do not speak from a viewpoint 
of a psychotherapist or other such professional. There are many therapists and social 
workers easily found online for those who need one, or else look at my Helplines page.
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The group becomes silent. Adam storms around the hall, waving his arms.

Purim? You’re celebrating? On account of one son of a bitch, Haram? ... What 
about the eight trillion tears, who is going to pay for those? The eight trillion teeth 
and soap suds, skin and bones ... the unwritten books, the unrequited loves, the 
unfertilized sperm, the unborn children ... the unslept-in beds, huh? 

The other patients bow their heads in grief, as Adam points to the ceiling.

You’re the god who sends out stormtroopers, multiplies their brain cells, makes 
them smarter than us? No, I will show you what we’re celebrating. Schwester, who 
are you?  Adam points to one of the patients.
 
“I’m Rachel Schwester.”

No! Hold up your arm—what does it say?

She doesn’t need to glance at her tattoed number, she knows it by heart: “Six, 
one, three, four, five.”

Then, who are you?

“I’m six, one, three, four, five.”

Blum - you?

“Two, four, two, two, five.”

Yes, who are we, ya? The rest of you, roll up your sleeves. Raise those arms. Zelda. 
She knew what she was doing all these years. Smile, all of you. It does not hurt.  It 
did. It does not anymore. Arms straight up. Yes. We are this very night an army of 
arms. Shout out your numbers. Let Him know that we are not dead. Seiben, sechs, 
drei...

They begin shouting their numbers and we witness strength returning to these 
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wounded people as they begin to reclaim themselves. 

Adam dances away, leaving them celebrating, and exits the compound, walking 
into the dark desert. He raises a fist to the sky and shouts: “Show yourself.” 

He hears someone call “Adam, Adam” and stares at a burning bush that has 
appeared. But as he walks towards it, he hears not the Lord’s angel from 
Scriptures but Klein, laughing from within the flames. He hears his command: 
“On all fours, Adam, it’s funnier that way.” 

Adam sinks to his knees as Klein approaches, mocking: “Adam Stein, the 
funniest man in Germany.”

Why are you here, Klein?

Then comes what is, for me, the key part of the film, as the Commandant says: 

“Did you really think you could be rid of me so easily? I’ve been here all along. 
I am part of you. Me, you brought with you from Berlin. Me, you brought with 
you on the boat. Me, you brought into the desert in your suitcase.”

This dialogue moved me, stirred forgotten memories deep in my mind, because 
I realized that what Adam’s tormentor was saying is the truth. Ongoing severe 
abuse leads to ongoing severe trauma! We carry it everywhere. Adam represents 
all those who are devastated and mentally scarred by brutality of all kinds, by 
unspeakable loss and by physical and mental torture that digs deep into the 
schema of the human brain. 

Inmates from concentration camps, soldiers in trenches, children from 
residential schools, survivors of natural disasters, victims of domestic abuse, 
targets of pedophiles and many more (and I fall into the last two categories, 
having been a child who was rescued from the clutches of an abusive 
stepfather): all are the world’s walking wounded. All suffer from what I term 
as invisible disabilities, because others cannot see the emotional damage and 
might wonder why a person is this way or that. How come she’s always 
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Adam hears the boy calling from the compound’s gates. 

Klein: “We have unfinished business.” 

He looks at Adam’s hand. Adam realizes he’s holding a gun. 

“It’s time for the curtain to come down—hasn’t Adam’s circus gone on long 
enough?” Klein imitates shooting himself in the head, urges Adam to shoot 
himself. “Now do it. Do it and you’ll be rid of me.” [Klein is behind Adam’s 
shoulder now.]”It’s the only way.“

Adam looks back to young David, who is still calling in the distance, then he 
faces Klein. 

Nein, it is not! 

He tosses the gun into the flames. Klein, alarmed,  
disappears along with the burning bush. 

Adam turns to see the boy hobbling towards him.  
The child is actually walking, with difficulty, trying  
his best to please his hero, and the man and boy gaze  
at each other. Adam appears to know he’s done one  
thing right. The child is cured, and will now recover enough to live with an 
uncle. As for finding his daughter, well, if you decide to watch the movie, you’ll 
see how blind judgment can do a lot of damage. This is another message in the 
narrative: that people ought to listen to others instead of coming to their own 
conclusions without hearing a thing firsthand.

I have realized why this particular film cut so deep. It’s because it is an up-close-
and-personal study of one survivor. Adam shows us what trauma can do to the 
psyche: the dissociation, the nightmares, the depression, the triggers that can 
affect daily living, and so much more. 

Adam is one man but also many people. 

pessimistic?  Why is he always so withdrawn? What reason is it they are quick 
to anger, slow to love, etc., etc. 

Some traumatized people never get over their experiences and live, in many ways, 
an empty life. Others end their lives because they cannot deal with flashbacks, 
shame and self-hatred—never realizing that they need not feel such negative 
emotions about themselves. Never realizing that what happened to them was not 
their fault. I personally spent decades in silence before making myself turn and 
look my demons in the face. I made myself go through a year of psychotherapy 
and wrote a memoir, Rag Dolls and Rage, both of which were extremely difficult 
to go through, because it meant reliving everything I’d stuffed deep down inside 
and never dealt with. 

I’m glad now that I did this, because I’m about 85% recovered. I know I’ll never 
be 100%, but I feel so much better and wish I’d done it earlier in my life. Except 
that—and I know this all too well—we won’t deal with it until we’re ready. But 
I reassure any wounded person who’s reading this and who eventually decides 
to face their pain, via therapists, social workers, ministers, rabbis, meditation or 
group counseling, or else via journaling, art therapy or whatever works for them, 
that as long as they stick with it, as long as they make themselves face it, they will 
very likely see some kind of recovery. I speak from experience.

As for the primary character in Adam Resurrected. Let me give you the remainder 
of that desert scene, in brief:

Adam hears someone else calling him and looks back at the compound. It’s dark, 
but he sees movement.

Klein: “What are you looking for, Adam? Trying to find her? You weren’t much 
help to them, were you? Your wife and daughters.”

I don’t need you anymore. 

Klein laughs. “It’s only you and me. We’re one and the same.” 

Continued from page 9. This is an opinion essay. I do not speak from a viewpoint 
of a psychotherapist or other such professional. There are many therapists and social 
workers easily found online for those who need one, or else look at my Helplines page.
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December holidays: find the words

Over The Garden Fence

If you know of anyone becoming more-than-usually distressed  
during these days of world crises, pass on these listings for Canada, Britain,  

Australia and the United States.

   Canada

Canada Mental Health Support
https://www.canada.ca/en/public-health/services/mental-health-services/mental-health-get-help.html
Provincial toll-free phones listed in link above

Teen Health & Wellness: Real Life, Real Answers
https://teenhealthandwellness.com/static/hotlines     1 800 668 6868

   U.K. MIND for better mental health
https://www.mind.org.uk/need-urgent-help/using-this-tool     Infoline: 0300 123 3393      Text: 86463     Email: info@mind.org.uk

   Australia

Lifeline
https://www.lifeline.org.au     Text: 0477 13 11 14

MIND: Help, hope and purpose
https://www.mindaustralia.org.au/about-mind     Telephone: 1300 286 463

   U.S.

SAMHSA for mental health
https://www.samhsa.gov/find-help/national-helpline     1 800 662 4357

Mental Health America
https://www.mhanational.org/get-involved/contact-us     1 800 273 8255     Text: 741741

Teen line
https://teenlineonline.org     1 800 852 8336     Text: 839863

Helplines: websites & numbers
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Letter From a Reader

Isabel Berchem: social worker and author of The Cheetah and  
the Photographer. She is well into the final edit of her upcoming 
novel, Rented Lives.
 
In your last newsletter, you asked about experiences and/or new sensibilities that 
occurred during the pandemic. Well, I can think of a freeing experience I’ve had. 
COVID has reminded me to focus on my true friends—some I call my non-
biological sisters—and friends with shared interests: people I admire and can 
learn from. 

I used to worry so much about how acquaintances such as other wives and mums 
judged me. I wasted so much time trying to please and to achieve what were (for 
me at least) impossible standards. Looking back, life seemed to be all about being 
interrupted by phone calls from parents of my daughters’ friends, asking if they 
could drop by for a “quick catch-up visit.” 

I would race around the house, vacuuming, loading the dishwasher and kicking 
various objects and pets out of sight, then throw on some classy outfit. I’d open 
the door acting as if I were always prepared for a photo shoot with My Little 
Home and Garden and with an offer of red or white. After hoovering back wine 
and chatting about how all-round superior her child was to mine, my guest would 
click her stopwatch and stand, excusing herself to chauffeur one of her prodigies 
somewhere. At the door, she’d turn and add, “Oh, I almost forgot … I have one 
teensy favour to ask of you …” Next thing I knew, while she was off on a cruise 
somewhere hot and sunny I’d be pet-sitting some dog that I had to arm myself 
with Mace and a Taser just to feed and water (“Oh, did we forget to tell you ‘Killer’ 
is a trained attack dog?”). Better yet was when I had to chauffeur the older brother 
of one of Miranda’s friends to his McJob for a 6 a.m. start … and the little ingrate 
just slammed the car door on my cheery “Have a great shift!” with a grumbled 
goodbye. 

COVID has freed me of that sort of time wasting, and I can’t see myself returning 
to it once the pandemic is over. Instead, I will focus on those I consider true 
friends, and nurture this new creativity that I seem to now be endowed with.

War Memories of a Child: Trevor Trower

The memoir Phyllis, the Donkey Girl  
(Tamarind Tree Books, 2020) recounts 
both amusing and poignant  
times in the life of Trevor C. Trower. 
Trev and his wife now live near  
Georgetown, Ontario. 
 
Born in England, he was 12 years old  
at the outbreak of the Second World  
War. Below are excerpts from one of  
his war-years chapters.  

There were many unsung heroes. In fact, I believe that when pressed, the most 
unlikely can become a hero. 

I have distinct memories of Mrs. Evans, a working-class short, chubby, middle-
aged lady who appointed herself our local leader. She did magnificent work 
keeping us safe, or tried to. She rounded up any children playing on the streets 
when the sirens sounded, and made sure we were all in our proper shelter. Later, 
she was awarded the George Cross for her tireless efforts in firefighting, first aid, 
cups of tea for the stressed and wounded.  

Back then, there were many heroes ... Even when I was a young lad, I helped with 
firefighting, collecting unexploded incendiary bombs, cleaning up and generally 
helping where I was needed ... That phase of my war ended when that fateful, 
heavy explosive device, a land mine, destroyed our home. We all felt the blast, but 
were in our nearby shelter and we survived ... the following day the entire family, 
with the exception of my soldier father, were put on a train and evacuated to 
North Wales. 

Listen to a 4-minute clip of Trev discussing his book on local TV: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p7ax1-VU2q0&ab_channel=YourTVHalton 
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that because of the common struggles they had as refugees, they  
weren’t a team, they were a family. And, sometimes with families, he  
said, you don’t really need words to understand one another. He told me this 
in Arabic, using a special handheld translation device we carried around. We 
could quickly change between languages. It was good only for short bursts, 
however; anything longer than twenty seconds came out as gibberish.

Ibrahim turned out to be a natural leader for this group. He had competed 
at the Rio 2016 Paralympic Games on what was then called the Independent 
Paralympic Team. It was the first incarnation of the Refugee Team and  
featured two athletes. He knew the importance of what he was doing, and  
with his previous Paralympic experience he acted as an informal guide for the 
Tokyo team.

Habibi means “my dear” or “my beloved” in Arabic, a term normally reserved 
for family or loved ones. It’s a word I came to learn this summer from a Syrian 
athlete when I was the media attaché for the Refugee Paralympic Team at the 
Tokyo 2020 Paralympics.

This was a team like no other, bringing together six refugees from all over the 
world who were total strangers. They shared one thing in common—a desire 
to give hope to the 82 million displaced people around the world who, like 
them, were forced to flee their homes for safety. Picture that: 82 million faceless 
people. That’s the size of some countries and, sadly, the highest number ever 
recorded. 

Our athletes overcame huge odds to excel in elite sport, making them one of 
the most popular teams at the Games. However, there were many challenges in 
trying to bring them to Tokyo and, in a short period of time, making them feel 
part of a team.

One of the athletes lives in a refugee camp in Rwanda after fleeing violence in 
his birth country of Burundi. Parfait speaks French. Another entrant, originally 
from Syria, fled the war there to live in Germany. Anas speaks Arabic and 
German. Two other Syrian refugees, Ibrahim and Alia, live in Greece and speak 
Greek and Arabic. The remaining two were Abbas, originally from Afghanistan, 
and Shahrad, from Iran. They now live in the US, and were the only two on the 
team able to speak English as well as their mother tongues.

As you can imagine, with no common language between them, interaction 
was a problem. One day, though, I noticed something intriguing going on 
with the two swimmers on the team. They were inseparable. Abbas and 
Ibrahim somehow spent the whole day talking and laughing. Yet they couldn’t 
understand a single word the other was saying.

“How do you communicate?” I asked Ibrahim later. He was quick to tell me 

Teaching the world hope  ~  by Teddy Katz

Members of the Refugee Paralympic Team from left to right: Teddy Katz (media attaché), 
Ileana Rodriguez (chef de mission), Ibrahim Al Hussein (athlete), Alia Issa (athlete),  
Shahrad Nasajpour (athlete), Dionysios Koumparis (coach), Unknown (Translator).  
Photo credit: Joe Toth/OIS.
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want anything to get in the way of competing in Tokyo. He told us it was 
not something he’d recommend. In fact he was swimming with only one 
functioning lung. But he had to be there to send the world this message of hope. 
I was moved to tears by his brave perseverance. 

Ibrahim is now back home in Greece and I pray every day that he’ll make a 
speedy recovery.  Now more than ever, the world needs more Ibrahims.   
 
Habibi my friend. Habibi!

Ibrahim had an idyllic childhood and grew up wanting to be an athlete. 
However, the war in his homeland, Syria, changed everything. He was nearly 
killed when he tried to save a friend who was shot by a sniper and was bleeding 
to death. Ibrahim wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he hadn’t risked 
everything to help. Within seconds, a bomb went off and he lost his leg in the 
explosion. For a long time after that, Ibrahim felt hopeless. Finally, feeling he 
had nothing to lose, he put his life at risk again and made a treacherous journey 
on a rubber dingy from Turkey to Greece. Many have not survived these boat 
crossings, but Ibrahim reached land. He felt a renewal of hope, and when he 
eventually found sport again, it gave him back his sense of self.

Sport has become Ibrahim’s life purpose. He runs a wheelchair basketball league 
in Greece to give refugees from all over Europe a chance to get involved in 
athletic activities so that they too may rediscover hope.

That’s the backdrop to why Ibrahim enjoyed every second in Tokyo. On the bus 
ride to the opening ceremony, I sat beside him as he waved and smiled at every 
citizen we passed on the street. He’s a charming guy who everybody learned 
to love. When he arrived at Narita Airport a few days earlier, an ex-Japanese 
journalist and friend from the public broadcaster NHK, who had interviewed 
him before, made an hour-long trip to greet Ibrahim and present him with a 
one-of-a-kind scrapbook with photos.

A couple of days later, at a news conference we held for the team just before  
the opening ceremony, Ibrahim was the star of the show. He had journalists 
there eating out of the palm of his hand, sharing the scrapbook story with the 
help of the former NHK journalist. We invited her to translate for him from 
Arabic into Japanese. He even read a couple of handwritten messages received 
from school children in a ward of Tokyo that adopted Ibrahim and the refugee 
team as their own. Ibrahim didn’t quite have the performance he was looking 
for in Tokyo. He finished last in his events, with his slowest times in two years. 
It wasn’t until he completed his competition that he told the journalists why he 
was struggling. Ibrahim revealed he had been battling a lung injury. He had not 
told anyone about this injury before the Games, including me, because he didn’t 
 

Teddy Katz was an award-winning sports journalist at the Canadian Broadcasting 
Corporation. He recently founded his own communications company, Think 
Redefined Inc. You can read more of Teddy’s stories about the Refugee Paralympic 
Team at www.thinkredefined.com/refugeeparalympicteam

Back row from left to right: Marty Hendrick (coach), Ibrahim Al Hussein (swimmer),  
Teddy Katz (media attache). Front row: Ileana Rodriguez (chef de mission), Abbas Karimi 
(swimmer). Photo credit: Lucas Freitas/ IPC
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Memories of Silence 

Visions of war so painful to bear:
tanks, cold trenches, lives lost.

Trauma—scenes of much despair. 

Memories of families saying goodbye
to loved ones off to war. Prayers

that all would return, safe,
with battles over and done. 

Fearless men and women, whose
defence of country made us free

in two World Wars—
the silence of battle-scarred fields
forever remembered in history. 

The peaceful days we so enjoy and
walks along the lake shore,
the safety of our families,

comes with a price
too great to ignore.

On Veterans Day let us reflect
upon the present and the past,
observing moments of silence

to honour those who died so far way
from home. 

A salute to all brave soldiers for protection
that make our countries stand strong.

May blessings to you be
the nation’s song on the eleventh hour

of the eleventh day of
the eleventh month.

Copyright© Hazelann Liverpool, 2021

Those Boys   
Those boys, how valiantly they flew!
The clock struck on the watch tower
and eagerly the chosen few
ascended to the skies. 
Then, two by two they
droned across the sea,
for duty called…
relentlessly.
By God’s good grace
with engines four now reduced
to three, they struggled home
on answered prayers
to sweet England’s shores.
Though some—ill-fated,
twisted wrecks were all that
remained of a seven-man crew.
The lucky ones, with heavy hearts,
would live to tell the tale.
My Dad was one of these.

(Previously published by Military  
Experiences and the Arts, U.S.A.,  
2017, and in Pendle War Poetry  
Anthology, Great Britain, 2018.)

Copyright© Teresa Hall

Poets

Frank W. Cox (1879–1954)
I knew him, my grandfather, my “Papa,” 
as a child of five. My parents took me to visit,  
first telling me that Papa was tired and needed rest:
Don’t chatter, make a noise,  
or ask him for anything at all! 

I was set on being as good as a little girl can be.
We soon arrived at the house—a typical two-storey 
Toronto red-brick home, 
and, before we could even step inside,  
my Papa was there before me, in comfortable tweeds,  
eyes sparkling to see me. 

Hand-in-hand, we walked and skipped  
down the shady sidewalk 
to the little corner store for strawberry penny candy. 
I felt then so engulfed in love, that even now, I am 
convinced that my Papa was the kindest man  
who ever lived. Papa and I seemed folded together  
in joy and hope. 

Together, we banished his memories of  
mud and trenches at the Great War’s front lines,  
banished all thought of the Depression, all worry  
over his son fighting in the Second World War. 

Together, he infused in me his strength, knowledge  
and power. He gave me a solid foundation of  
certainty and love. We were a team. 
Not long after, Papa died and left a little girl bereft. 

Copyright© Merridy Cox 2020

Over The Garden Fence

Poems

Adam Garson
1913-2009

Photo taken c.1941/2 
(RAF) squadron.

Teresa Hall’s father’s
proudest moments 

during the war
were joining the RAF 

in 1940 and
being decorated by 
King George V1.
One of the many 
wartime heroes.
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Copyright© Marjut Karu-Nousiainen: Homeless, 2019

With a newborn wrapped in blankets
She is alone in this world
Holding her child closely to her breasts
Baby nestled in her warmth

The cold north winds blow down the alley
And drafts into the abandoned house
Her clothes are threadbare and worn
Layered blankets to stave away the chill
It’s going to be a long night

She faces an unforgiving world
Her baby is born into it
Her love is unconditional
Unbroken Unfailing Undying
As only a mother’s love can be

Her sanctuary
A cold unheated room
As the wintry wind whistles in intensity
And the walls rattle and creak
She ponders her future
And that of her newborn

A broken home
Forgotten by society
Now existing at its fringes
She is homeless
Marginalized
Bereft of material possessions

This collaborative page is a shared project by Marjut Karu-Nousiainen  
and Jason Chee-Hing. The prompt, “Homeless,” inspired the poem 
“Madonna and Child.”

Over The Garden Fence

Jameson (Jason) Chee-Hing is a poet, essayist and writer. His poems have been 
featured in several anthologies. Jason writes about nature, relationships, social 
justice and the human condition. He grew up in the inner-city neighbourhoods 
of Toronto and now makes his home in Richmond Hill, Ontario. Jason can be 
reached at jchee-hing@sympatico.ca

A victim of circumstances
Casting blame is pointless
She cannot pull herself up by her bootstraps
Just too many strikes against her
Only her instincts to guide her
In this cold harsh world

And if you ever see her
Do not look away
Do not judge her
Understand and help her
She could be the Madonna with child

Copyright© Jason Chee-Hing, 2021

Madonna and Child

Marjut Karu-Nousiainen’s interdisciplinary art represents what comes from  
the heart, with exploration as key. She is a member of the Estonian Group,  
Toronto Arts and Letters Club and Canadian Society of Artists. As well, Marjut  
is a Knight, Order of the White Knight, Finland, Her published work includes  
the book, Conversations at the Table.  www.marjut.ca

Artist/poet ekphrasis

mailto:jchee-hing@sympatico.ca
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WHAT DO YOU SEE? PERCEPTION IS A POWERFUL THING!

A bit o’ funOver The Garden Fence

Can you see small grey diamonds in between the  
black squares? They’re not really there!

This painting illustion was created by Rob Gonsalves. 
For more of his work, click here:

https://www.robgonsalves.live/gallery
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I closed my eyes and hummed a hymn 
and then began to pray

as the scene before me faded, 
as I was pulled away—

then I woke up in the morning light, and...
it was Christmas Day.

1616

In disbelief I stared at him but then I started trying
to trust my eyes. I walked to him
—I knew that I was crying—

he placed me in his carriage seat, 
and then we started flying

12
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I am Sheila E. Tucker.  I am now also S.E. Tee. This is my pen name for children’s books, written in poetic form and illustrated by me.  
Below left is the first in a series of picture books for ages three to seven years.

Knowing, somehow, I was safe, 
I turned around so slowly

feeling all around me that 
the night was good and holy

and in a sleigh an old, old man, 
red cheeks and roly-poly.   

10

Dear

RAG DOLLS AND RAGE  by Sheila E. Tucker

An account of childhood and teen years in northern England: a gritty 
but tenacious story. Happy, sad, funny, angry—and ultimately victorious 
with, decades later, revelations and forgiveness.  Amazon.ca   or 
Barnes & Noble

The end result is one of quiet triumph...Like Angela’s Ashes,  
for me, tears along the way.

Charlene Jones, Author 
My Impossible Life and Medicine Mind Buddha Mind

CHRISTMAS SPECIAL FOR BOTH BOOKS: 

$38 for both books, if ordered directly from the author (Canada only, 
and this includes shipping). 
 
For queries, contact me at either of these
email addresses:
info@ragdollsandrage.com

or
seteebooks@gmail.com

ON A HIGHER HILL

A Christmas Journey

Written and illustrated by 

S. E. Tee
18

ON A HIGHER HILL  by S.E. Tee

A 28-page poetic Christmas adventure for children aged three 
to seven. A child finds Santa and is taken on a sleigh ride to 
Bethlehem, then wakes up on Christmas Day. Back pages contain 
stories about Mary, Joseph and Jesus, and about the legend of Santa 
Claus: the 3rd-century Saint Nicholas. Near the front is the blank 
page of a “letter” for the giver to write a little note. This book will 
become a keepsake.  Amazon.com  or  Barnes & Noble

S.E. Tee on Facebook:
www.facebook.com/groups/setee

$13 with shipping if 
ordered from  
the author

Sheila E. Tucker website:
www.ragdollsandrage.com

https://www.amazon.ca/Rag-Dolls-Rage-Sheila-Tucker/dp/1999107306/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=rag+dolls+and+rage&qid=1635257101&sr=8-1
https://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/rag-dolls-and-rage-sheila-e-tucker/1137368559?ean=9781999107307
https://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/on-a-higher-hill-sheila-tucker/1140201624?ean=9781989242070
https://www.amazon.com/Higher-Hill-Christmas-Journey/dp/1989242073/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=on+a+higher+hill%3A+a+christmas+journey&qid=1635257259&qsid=132-0999276-4158756&sr=8-1&sres=1989242073%2C0593139135%2C1250171679%2CB08YPCX4VD%2CB07MYTBV6N%2CB07QSCQMXV%2CB01N037GIU%2CB074RCV4HQ%2CB07PCNGJP8%2CB08GD2GTG9%2CB08BJCZ1MW%2CB094DCP918%2CB003N9M6YI%2CB0812BN1L1%2CB07WMBCGG2%2C2914849656
https://www.facebook.com/groups/setee
https://ragdollsandrage.com/

