You, Who Sang In Summer-

It is said one never really grows up until you loose a parent.  My Mother died in late summer, 2002, one day after my duties ended at The Interlochen Arts Camp.  She was a religious and spiritual person.  She spoke in “tongues” and claimed that God cured her from her first bout of cancer in 1968.  In 1996, she was again diagnosed with Colon cancer, had radical surgery and dealt with its debilitating effects for several years.  When her cancer returned, she announced that she would not seek treatment and let the disease take its course.  Those last months in the summer of 2002 were her finest hours. My relationship with her improved and I was impressed with her strength and courage.

This piece is about my mysterious and somewhat strained relationship with her in life, my upbringing in the Evangelical and Southern Baptist Church, and my observation of her capricious and restless soul.  Throughout the piece, one can hear foreboding, moody music coupled with lively, manic dances, as well as the church hymns which were so much a part of life with mother.

