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Figure 1 Schaller, K. (2019). The Gold is in Staying  
[acrylic paint and ink on canvas].

Stepping in the tracks of others for a surer foothold,

Looking out to sea at the fishing boat

just shot out by the turbulent currents of the heads 

for its day on the Tasman

unperturbed by the pitching sea

Staying for a moment on the one spot.

Still. (Schaller, unpublished poem, 2020)
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Repairing wounds

“The wound is the place where the Light enters you”  
(Rumi, n.d., para 3).

My research into the nature and value of ‘presence 
and voice’ forced my gaze. It catapulted me into a 

research inquiry, which upon reflection, had to have me 
spend time with my grief and bereavement if I was to 
authentically come to know something about presence. 
Yet this was not my intention. I said at the outset ‘I do not 
want this to be about death.’ I was some years into the 
research before I made the statement, ‘I am still grieving.’ 
And while that was a complete surprise to me it was not 
a surprise to the women from ‘around the kitchen table’ 
(Book 5 in this search) who were an integral part of the 
research. In fact, they said it was a surprise to them that 
I had not known. But until that point, I had been more 
focussed on pushing on, because as Laux (2017) points out, 
we are obliged to carry the grief.
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For the Sake of Strangers

No matter what the grief, its weight,
we are obliged to carry it.

We rise and gather momentum, the dull strength
that pushes us through crowds

…
Determined to keep

me from myself, from the thing that calls me
…

This temptation to step off the edge
And fall weightless, away from the world.

(p. 153)

Laux (2017)  also references a “temptation to step off the 
edge” (p. 153) and I wonder at the role of this doctorate in 
giving me a tangible, visible, ‘important’ reason for staying, 
and not falling “weightless, away from the world” (Laux, 
2017, p. 153). Staying became a guiding word to me. This 
is the title of Jessie Cole’s (2018) book about the loss of 
two significant people in her life and what it is like to live 
shadowed by the knowledge that one may also choose not 
to stay. A shadow so omnipresent that when her mother 
rang with the news that her father had died, she did not 
ask how, but responded, “He did it, didn’t he?” (Cole, 2018, 
p. 139). I first heard this title and heard Cole speak at the 
Melbourne Writer’s Festival and ever since, this word 
was an anchor, an option, a beacon, a buoy, a signpost for 
my life. It was a reminder that I had a choice and there 
are options beyond enduring and just surviving after a 
significant death.
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Staying is my new favourite word…“How does it happen 
that words, when put in certain combinations or even 
alone, get so cherishable? (Scheingold, 2013, p. 122).

Staying—

  just let it sit here a moment—

uncluttered, unadorned, unendowed

staying.

This is my new learning—

embrace the cracks, feature them, hold them up,

represent them through the arts,

give them voice,

that is a way to stay.

Staying is not stay.

Stay is a demand

Stay-ing, is ongoing,

                    into the future

                  It is an announcement.

It is a declaration!

STAYING

An action,

 continuing,

             full of intent,

     a choice,

REPAIRING WOUNDS
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advancing…………………………………………into the future

staying; 

 agentic, 

 active,

 fulsome,

 hopeful…proceeding

Staying……………………………………………no matter what.

As I mentioned, I discovered that I was not finished with 
grieving, and this doctorate was the time and the place to 
discover ways to be with the grief afresh and differently, 
in a not so raw state, perhaps more a gentle uprising. 
Being with the grief through the arts transformed it and 
transformed me. I understood Rilke (1923, as cited in Popova, 
2014) when he wrote that “Death is our friend precisely 
because it brings us into absolute and passionate 
presence with all that is here, that is natural, that is love” 
(para. 2). Death and raw grief had been the most present of 
all presences. Death and love.
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Figure 2  Schaller, K. (2016). A gentle uprising  
[fabric and paint].

And death did begin to change its identity when I stayed 
with it; through the gentle uprising and reimaging and 
seeing afresh through words, poetry in particular, and 
visual arts and dance. The transformation coming in 
moments of stillness and silence, moments of moving and 
thinking, moments in reverie, moments in the everyday 
ordinariness of life, liminal moments and in those 
moments when a metaphor landed with intent and took 
on new meaning.

REPAIRING WOUNDS
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And a river runs through it

‘And a river runs through it’,

is going through my mind.

A beautiful turn of phrase...

‘A river runs through it’.

Why am I thinking of this?

What is this river?

And I think of grief running through the landscape 

that is my life.

And it occurs to me,

It is just a river.

It is not the whole landscape.

And then another thought:

The rains come from time to time…

Teeming, pounding rain 

erupts from bursting clouds

Like when a drought breaks.

The sky opens up and the rains come



7

Large full drops

meeting the waters of the river

until the river breeches its banks.

And for a time, the landscape is flooded.

But then,

after a while,

the earth absorbs the water,

the sun dries the rain

and the river returns to being

a river.

Sometimes its path has altered

Sometimes there has been some damage;

trees uprooted,

rocks shifted

even lives lost; flora and fauna.

The river has been transformed.

But it is still a river

And it is still just a part of the landscape.

A river

A subject,

A part

Of the whole rich, complex, colourful, landscape.

AND A RIVER RUNS THROUGH IT
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Whilst the river has stayed a river, it may have 
transformed and become unfamiliar to those who knew it 
before. Pearce (2014) writes that, “The experience of grief 
can feel like a loss of origins and a loss of a dwelling place” 
(para. 2). This ‘lostness’ feels familiar to me. And whilst 
the grief was transforming, I wondered about the time 
it was taking to anchor myself to my origins and to find 
a new dwelling place. Why could I not set a new course? 
De Hennezel (1998, as cited in hooks, 2001) in her piece on 
the dying writes, “with the help of another presence that 
allows despair and pain to declare themselves, the dying 
seize hold of their lives, take possession of them, unlock 
their truth. They discover the freedom of being true to 
themselves” (p. 198). And so, the dying become their true 
selves but what of the other who was present, the one that 
held them safely to allow the declaration? What will it 
take for them to set their course, to be un-lost? Yes, I was 
staying (Cole, 2018) and that is in and of itself ‘something’ 
but staying where I wondered. It was as though his death, 
this grief, had triggered a deeper grief, a deeper death, a 
long-ago bereavement; like it had flung me back in time.

Seas

I have a feeling that my boat 

has struck, down there in the depths, 

against a great thing 

(Jimenez, 2017, p. 197)

 *bell hooks writes her name in lower case letters.
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The untold story

There is a third story

A not yet revealed story, a pre-story

Before the love of the infant 

and the death of the man.

A story that remembers itself to me with 

every reference to cracks and tears and breaks.

A story that I was able to tell 

around the kitchen table 

on the last day we met in the sixth 

and final session that we came together.

A story that had been locked away for so long that 

I did not know it was there.

Twenty-seven years.

A story that only came into my awareness with my

gentle husband in the gentle “harbour of 

each other’s arms” (Nielsen Chapman, 1991, 1:18).

A story that affected my ‘becoming’ as a child,

my ‘being’ as an adult and

my ‘repairing’ as a widow.

The story of a family in the suburbs
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When day turned into night

And sweet sleep forever was a dream.

And just as I did not want this research inquiry 

about presence to be about death, 

nor did I want it to be about ‘The untold story” of 

‘the dreamer’.

In my journal I wrote ‘what is the story that wants

to be told?’ 

But it would seem “The untold story”  

the suggested-at-hinted-at story, 

the story I spent twenty-seven-years-forgetting-

story, has demanded some kind of an audience!

The presence card,

a reduction of my own piece from session 5 

around the kitchen table,

‘3 seemingly unrelated stories’

screams at me now with symbolic meaning.

symbolic links and threads join
3 seemingly unrelated stories

what guides us?
who sees us?

Figure 3 Schaller, K. (2018). 3 seemingly unrelated stories 
[digitally altered painting].
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I home in on the key words of threads, links, 3 stories.

And I realise for the very first time that 

‘the dreamer’ is another ‘stayer’ in my life.

And in this moment an experience of trauma has 

transformed.

I am so glad the dreamer stayed.

And this story which has bubbled to the top, emerging 
unexpectedly, uninvited, further transforms death and 
grief and pain. It adds to the complexity, opens out the 
narrative, blunts the sharp edge of the more recent grief 
and brings clarity to a lingering trauma and like the 
river it spreads grief up the banks, broadening, widening, 
taking in the whole landscape. Its edges are softer, no 
longer a barb, no longer able to strike me down with a 
single blow, and yet every detail is clear.

The dreamer in the untold story, Jessie Cole and I, we 
are all stayers.

Viktor Frankl was interested in stayers. The title of his 
book Man’s search for meaning (2004) was echoing in my 
head. It is about those who survived the concentration 
camps of the Holocaust because they had something 
to focus on, something to live for, whether a career, a 
passion, someone to find, a child to care for, even being 
the survivor so the loved one would not have to live life as 
the grieving survivor. Finally, I obeyed the echo and went 
to my bookshelf to flick through its pages. What is it trying 
to tell me? My husband’s death was such a destabilising 
event that I wondered if choosing to undertake this 
research into ‘presence and voice’ also provided me with 
a reason for survival, and a place to stay, at a time when 
I was lost and adrift? Is this what I have done? Have 

THE UNTOLD STORY
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I created a focus to help me to survive the time in the 
darkness of grief? A purpose? A reason to stay as I search. 
Is presence in the staying? What is the relationship 
between presence and staying?

C. S. Lewis was a stayer. Like Cole and Frankl, he too was 
a mourner left behind? After his wife died, he wrote

I see the rowan berries reddening and 
don’t know for a moment why they, of 
all things should be depressing. I hear a 
clock strike and some quality it always 
had before has gone out of the sound. 
What’s wrong with the world to make it 
so flat, shabby, worn-out looking? Then I 
remember. (Lewis, 2015, p. 29)

That place where the quality of everything has changed 
is a place that those of us left behind know well. But must 
we stay there, in that place, day after day, hour after hour, 
minute after minute, moment to moment in the state of 
pain and sadness and grief and loneliness? Yes, I think 
we must until we no longer want to, because to stay is 
an act of love and we, Cole, Frankl, Lewis and the others, 
also know what bell hooks (2001)  knows, that “Love is the 
only force that allows us to hold another close beyond 
the grave” (p. 202). She also reminds us that “possessing 
the courage to claim our grief as an expression of love’s 
passion does not make the process simple in a culture that 
would deny us the emotional alchemy of grief” (hooks, 2001, 
p. 201).

To stay with the grief is an act of courage, being  
present and staying to “claim our grief” (hooks, 2001, p.201),  
a process. I am curious.

In Staying, Jessie Cole’s father stayed present to the grief 
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and loss of his daughter. Cole (2018) writes “the father we 
had known slowly disappeared, the weight of his grief 
leaving him misshapen and unfamiliar, until we faced a 
stranger…” (p. 107). He was unable to free himself from 
its debilitating hold, unable to transform it into a more 
manageable entity and eventually he too was unable to 
stay in this world. I did not want to be like Jessie’s father. 
I wanted to be ‘here’, steady, and constant, formed and 
familiar, and I worried what the outward manifestation of 
my grief looked like to my children. Neilsen (2004) writes 

“the ‘self ’ is provisional, growing, elusive, but nevertheless, 
for the time being here” (p. 210). This is a good-enough self 
in a good-enough presence. I just wanted to be here.

At the beginning of my grieving, I could neither read, 
nor listen to music, nor dance for a welcome distraction 
or a moment of pleasure. Reading, music, and dancing 
sliced me open exposing a raw wound. Music and 
dance in particular seemed to have a direct route to my 
wounded heart, I suppose because as Coleridge (n.d., as 
cited in Scheingold, 2013) said, “What comes from the heart, 
goes to the heart” (p. 122). I tried to protect my wound, 
but Rumi, Cohen and Leunig have all encouraged us to 
expose our cracks and wounds to the elements. This is 
how the light (Cohen, 1992; Rumi, n.d.) and music (Leunig, 1993) 
get in they tell us. But oh, it was so hard not to clutch it 
and hold it close. I held my body tight, each muscle, each 
tendon, each cell, tight. I found myself holding my breath. I 
found myself sat neatly on a chair taking as little room as 
possible. I found my joints seizing, my tendons tightening, 
my muscles shortening, my body atrophying. I was not 
still, I was frozen, unwilling to move. I was impermeable—
nothing in, nothing out. That way I could function and 
attend to my daily responsibilities—I was obliged to carry 

THE UNTOLD STORY
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the weight (Laux, 2017). When Lewis (2015) says “There is a 
sort of invisible blanket between the world and me” (p. 3), I 
not only recognise this numbed but definite disconnection 
from the world, but also understand the need for it from 
time to time. For me, the disconnect was not just between 
me and the world but also me and me. I, like Lewis (2015), 
understood that “the unhappy man wants distractions—
something to take him out of himself” (p. 4), because 
constantly being present to the overwhelming pain is 
exhausting. Being present to grief and loss is exhausting. 
But if we are to transform it, we must stay with it as best 
we can.

That place where something-is-wrong-with-the-world, 
rushes to the surface in moments of stillness and quiet 
and calm and every other moment. And we stay and feel 
these states again and again and again. Lewis (2015) says 
it is like having the same leg cut off over and over. For a 
while there is no escape from this place which amplifies 
absence. We cannot leave even if we want to, there is 
nowhere to go, because as Lewis (2015) writes  “There is 
one place where absence comes locally home to me, and it 
is a place I can’t avoid. I mean my own body” (p. 9).

The strategy of ‘going in’, ‘dropping in,’ to a place of 
beauty and interest became a point of entry and exit for 
me. I could focus on a point, a dot, a spot, a leaf…it was 
as much as I could manage to leave my internal world 
to begin to step into the outside world. In a moment of 
clarity I felt I could see all the bereaved in the world 
through my experience of grief, just as Edson (n.d., as cited 
in Scheingold, 2015) says “…it is a paradox that it is through 
ourselves we get to that place that is not ourselves; that is 
in fact, all of us” (p. 121). I wanted to connect to everyone. I 
went in, to come out. I felt I had a balm and so I wrote…
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Going in—dot to line

Suggestions for the lost, the bereaved, the lonely
Sometimes everything, EVERYTHING, 
will feel too much. 
Some ‘times’ will feel too much. 
Some days, 
Some weeks, 
Some months 
Some years 
SOME MOMENTS 
Will feel all too much. 

Some art will feel too much. 
Some paintings 
Some songs 
Some photographs 
Some books 
Some poems 
Will feel ALL too much.

Some people will feel too much. 
To be present will be too much. 
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Life itself MAY feel all too much. 
In order to stay… 
In order to survive… 
Go in. 
Take your ‘gaze and focus’ away from the WHOLE 
From the whole song 
From the whole painting 
From the whole week 
From the whole day 
From the whole sky 
From the whole house 
From the whole world 
Go in. 
Go 
in 
and 
find
one 
small 
space.
One small place that gives you something. 
Comfort, pleasure, time. 
Just one small dot of something that compels you. 
Stay there. 
Find comfort there, 
pause in the in. 
The dot 
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The word 
The note 
The petal 
Stay there and let go of the whole world for 
this moment. 
Go in, 
openly, 
as a strategy for relief 
As a break from the pain.

Go in 
I found this a comfort 
I found this a starting point. 

I was trying to find the beauty somewhere 
Anywhere…trying. 

Do not tell me to be in the moment 
Do not tell me to be present
The moment and the present are all too much. 
Too big, too full, too full of pain 
Go in, go in…find one small detail 
And maybe, eventually, in the fullness of time, 
The word will become a sentence, 
will become a paragraph, 
will become a book. 

GOING IN - DOT TO LINE
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The dot, will become a line, 
will become a flourish,
will become a painting.

The note, will become a phrase, 
will become a song. 
The leaf will become a tree 
The in, will become a moment and the moments
will gather with other moments 
The bits will gather and become whole 
And you will hear a whole song 
Read a whole book 
Look at a whole painting 
Take in the landscape 
Look at the night sky 
Connect with a whole human being 
Without falling apart. 
You will be able to be in multiple moments 
You will become whole again. 
In the fullness of time.

And I kept writing. I started to see myself as a poet. 
Words became a way of creating a bridge from the inside 
to the outside and the outside to the inside. I started to 
reflect on this new identity and engage more with the 
written word and I noticed when Mary Oliver died and 
spent some time with her poetry and then wrote some 
more of my own.
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Saying goodbye to Mary Oliver

I don’t think I knew that I loved poetry.

But I think this love was kindled early and then 

put aside.

Now I reflect fondly

on my relationship with it over the years

The engagement I have had with the poetica of

others and my own first steps into that land.

A children’s book of verse,

An original poem placed on the classroom window,

New Year / Christmas diaries filled with 

strings of words effort-ly aiming for poetry.

High school teachers

holding my hand through the maze of words

created by the known poets

Uncovering, deciphering, imagining.

Bookshelves still holding the poetic texts of 

my childhood.

And then this.
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Dabbling, dancing, dropping into words and 

poetry.

Reading,

creating,

allowing,

allowing.

How typical of me to find a niche so small 

and obscure.

Not the academic text writer

Not the novelist

Not the short story-ist,

The poet.

The poem

The poetry

Speaking to and through.

Today I read that Mary Oliver has died.

Today I read “When death comes” 

(Oliver, 1992, as cited in The Perch, 2019, para. 5)

Today I read,

“When it’s over, I don’t want to wonder 

if I have made of my life something particular,  

and real. 

I don’t want to find myself sighing and frightened, 

or full of argument. 
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I don’t want to end up simply having 

visited this world” 

(Oliver, 1992, as cited in The Perch, 2019, para. 14-15),

And I am moved.

No!

More than that!

I am shifted.

From one position to another.

From staying to creating…

I want to take life by the hands

I am inspired and remember once again

Poetic power,

And I write all the above.

When I am among trees
Around me the trees stir in their leaves

And call out, “Stay awhile.”
The light flows from their branches.

(Oliver, 2017, p. 44)

After my capacity to read returned and as my desire 
to write became an imperative and gained momentum, 
music returned: favourites from a lifetime, the soundtrack 
to my years. The last of the arts to return to me was dance.

SAYING GOODBYE TO MARY OLIVER
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Ready to dance again

I have always trusted dance. I know this language. It 
speaks to me through metaphor. I was ready to move, to 

listen, to express and to improvise; to come to know more 
about where I was up to in my inquiring into presence. 
When I dance, I feel more myself than most other places. 
There is always the possibility that I might feel joy and 
sadness and pain. But mostly there is an intimacy that 
is possible when dancing with and alongside others. To 
dance again was risky; it was potentially unsafe. It meant 
I might be seen. It meant I might be heard. It meant that 
I might experience intimacy. It was at once familiar and 
terrifying. At first, I was wobbly of body and heart, but 
I was keen to discover what this mode had to teach me 
about presence. I joined an improvisational dance class at 
a dance space called Alchemy, run by Anne O’Keeffe. When 
I got home, after that first night, I sketched and wrote a 
kind of subjective therapeutic response to myself about a 
moment I had when dancing.
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A moment of meeting

A moment of intersection

A moment of connection

A moment of present

Dancing with a partner

 A meeting

 Moments of intersection

 Presence is at the intersection

 The spot, the point, the place

Figure 4 Schaller, K. (2019). Alchemy - moments of meeting 
[pencil].



25

 I am curious about that spot…

 that point,

 that moment of intersection.

 The moment of connection

 The meeting place

         A coming together

The two of us in flow

Flow crosses flow.

And this time when we are together, is sweet.

And I realise it is the together in presence with 

another that I seek.

In therapy

In parenting

it is the companioning

Sweet companioning—

                 that feeling of together

I was searching for

     The being with.

The presence of being alone with self when that 

self is filled with pain, 

is an empty place to sit.

Being with and to the other is so full.

This is connection

This is at the intersection…

A MOMENT OF MEETING
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you, me, us, and the something in between
space/
                 place/
                  moment/
                          spot/
                   point/

          plane

of connection of intersection

you and me

‘the meeting place’ 

the intersubjective space is
a special place of subliminal riches
the source of meaningful gifts
(Lett, n.d. personal correspondence)

 
Another night, another class and this time in a solo 

performed in front of a witness I noticed the thoughts 
running through my head as I danced. When I got home, I 
tried to make sense of them through writing and drawing.
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With feet riveted to the ground 

a n d  a r m s  o u t s t r e t c h e d

I felt my body in a place I called 
‘the present’

One hand 
pulled behind me into 
the past 
to Richard and death

The other hand, 
tapping, dabbing 

into the future.

Past, present, future
Richard, present, children

              Death, present,      

me into the future.

And the question arises ‘When will I move my feet again?’

The tension of movement and staying
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I like this place.

Now…
How did I get here?
And how do I stay?
How do I presence?

A solo at Alchemy in the presence of a circle of witnesses 
gives me another chance to listen out for metaphors from 
the body, metaphors in movement as I play and dance 
with presence and press.

Figure 5 Schaller, K. (2019). When will I move my feet again? 
[pencil].
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The solo.
Enter slowly
To play with balance
Spin
Stand
One step in front of the other on the tight rope
Make a sound
Be heard
Disrupt
Stomp, stomp, stomp
To the wall.
Press, press, press 
(ha! I have mixed up press and presence again)

Press and stomp
Press and stomp
The music stops.
There is silence,
But I continue…stomp, stomp, stomp
Disrupting the stillness and silence
Hear me, see me
   Where will this lead?
Freeze.

Back up
S l o w l y
To the safety of the giving centre

Press(ence)
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Gaze turns upwards and body spins,
Time to exit
S l o w l y
back to my quiet still space to sit invisible and
anonymous. 

Figure 6 Schaller, K (2019). Sometimes you find yourself there 
[oil pastel and pen].
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Here
There
Not here
Not there
Where?
Circled moments alone and with others.

And, when we are all together
and at certain moments
the lines of
our separate identities
soften

and together we create a space that 
never existed before
and will never exist again.

There.
There in that moment

blur
smudge

PRESS(ENSE)

Figure 7 Schaller, K. (2019). There  [oil pastel and pen].
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In that moment of us all coming together.
Moments of dancing
Moments of foster parenting
Moments with the dying
Moments in coffee shops
Moments with Lola
And moments around the kitchen table.
See it there.
There are many moments in time…
    many presences,
in the dancing, in the parenting, in the dying.
In the lines and the shapes and the 
spaces in between…
all holding
different
qualities
With self
With others,
In silence
In movement
In the exactness of a line
And the smudging in between
Gentle
Painful
Easy
Lonely
Harmonious
Jagged
Curved
Multifaceted
Drawn
Felt
Danced
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Imagined
Interpreted
Actualised
A multiplicity of presences.
I have been interested in the connection always!
The overlap
The swarms of moments.

A swarm of moments is not connected by a thread.
The moments fly and swoop in unison.
How do they stay together?
Resonance? 
Empathy? Looking out for each other?
They allow space for the other and move...

PRESS(ENSE)

Figure 8 Schaller, K. (2017). A swarm of moments  
[fine line marker].
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neither tethered nor
chained...
  They are free.

  Sweet liberty.

A swarm of moments.
What does a swarm of moments make?
Momentousness?
And I wonder now…
What is moment-ous-ness?

And do your feet have to be on the ground to be present?

Poetic reflexivity

the voice of the subliminal releases
our felt knowing into the integrating processes
of our lived being
(Lett, n.d. personal correspondence)
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After the dance

The colour of four words

Yesterday I danced,

and the dance has given me four words:

Sanctuary, flourish, staying and curiosity.

Dance is an old language known by my body

but not one it has spoken in some time.

In writing about the dance

Expressing one language, one modality in another,

Colours rise to the surface.

I want to be with colour

                         play with colour

                             remember play

                                  remember experience.
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I want to paint.

I gather my materials

I gather my colours

The canvas on the kitchen table is large

It is empty

It is overwhelming

Sanctuary is green

Flourish is pink

Staying is blue

Curiosity is gold.

I add Liberté to my words.

Liberté is the name of my house.

It helped me to buy it.

I imagined a freedom from grief might be found 

in this house…

And now I realise I have my colours wrong

Liberté must be blue, as in liberty blue.

And Staying is purple.

But is this Solnit’s blue?

Is this the blue under the diving board?

Where will I start?

‘Listen’, I tell myself.
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‘Start with the sanctuary’, I hear.

I enjoy the abstractions emerging in concert with 

the canvas.

(But I cannot create lush).

Pink for the flourishing

put on with a flourish.

I go in,

Searching, noticing the details.

“The closer we look the more there is to discover”

(Sousanis, 2015, p. 44).

Then gold finds its way onto the particularities 

I am curious about.

Green sanctuary holds the space for the

Gold detail of curiosity on points of intrigue

Pink flourishes of flourishing

Purple straight lines of staying

And blue liberty liberally washed over

everything…

Blue liberty washes off pink ‘flourishing’ and

purple ‘staying’ and gold ‘curiosity’…

I gently wipe away some of the blue (liberty) from 

the flourishing, staying and curiosity.

They are revealed once again.

THE COLOUR OF FOUR WORDS
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Altered and not always complete.

I repair them with gold.

And I notice

The gold is in the purple and I think to myself,

‘The gold is in the staying’.

Here again the Japanese art of repairing with gold

Highlighting the crack, the break.

I have reimagined

Kin (golden) tsugi (joinery).

Staying

Curiosity

Figure 9 Schaller, K. (2019). The gold is in the staying  
[acrylic paint and ink on canvas].



39

Flourish

Liberty

Sanctuary

The gold is in the staying

The curiosity is in the staying

I REPAIR THE STAYING WITH GOLD.

And this, you can see by the capitals, is a moment.

A moment of great clarity.

‘The staying is strengthened when you add gold.’

The gold is curiosity.

Is this my process?

Is this my purpose (Frankl, 2004),

What is my gold?

What am I curious about?

Figure 10 Schaller, K. (2019). Repairing with gold  
[acrylic paint and ink on canvas].

THE COLOUR OF FOUR WORDS
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The complex unknowingness of the new,

the what next

the yet to be discovered

the creativity of presencing.

This gold strengthens purposeful staying.

This is my illumination phase “a mysterious phase 

in which something completely new is seen 

in something familiar…(it) appears to result 

from genuine openness to unique possibilities”. 

(Wall, 2016, p.150)

I notice also

this painting has no ‘death’ element.

Death is not a subject.

Has it run its course?

This moves me and tears fill my eyes.

Death is not a character!

I have had a shift.

This is visual proof,

I have moved into a different place.

I am feeling…

    something…

Joy?

Release?

Liberty?
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I see that I have taken my own time.

I have stayed the course,

“Be patient to all that is not solved in your heart”,

Rilke (1929, as cited in Van der Kolk, 2015) said, 

“…try to love the questions themselves...

Perhaps you will, live along some

distant day into the answer”(p. 87).

Ha! The answer has snuck back in, but questions 

add reprieve.

I have not pushed the river.

I return to the painting…

washing over the final layer of blue liberty is 

difficult.

I know it will change the look of everything.

‘It is the process’ I say,

‘It is the process. Go with it, go with it; take a risk, 

see what happens.

It isn’t permanent. It can be changed. 

You can change it.’

Liberty applied over everything changes

everything….

‘It would appear there is such a thing as 

too much liberty!’
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I don’t know what to do next.

I will wait on the inevitable threshold…

I will rest and I will wait.

Figure 11 Schaller. K. (2019). The colour of four words on the 
kitchen table  [acrylic paint and ink].
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When I came back one week later, I didn’t like ‘the 
colour of four words’ at all. It was not as I remembered. 
How it looked was not how it felt to create it. But this 
painting was important. 

This was where I discovered that the gold was in the 
staying.

Green sanctuary forming the background

Gold detail for curiosity on points of intrigue

Pink flourishes of flourishing

Purple straight lines of staying

And blue liberty washed over everything…

The gold is in the staying.

THE COLOUR OF FOUR WORDS
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Figure 12 Schaller, K. (2019). Feathers and old paint- 
transformation [acrylic paint on canvas].

I had crafted a new framework for staying.

But the painting no longer delighted

And the colour of four words was transformed with 

‘feathers and old paint.’
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In the summer-study-clean-out

Discovered in a worn and dusty, but solid, 

cardboard box

unopened for how many years, I do not know,

(at least eight, of that I can be sure),

old paint that once belonged to Richard.

Tubes and containers and a four-litre bucket of 

gesso.

This paint is at least thirty years old.

He did not paint once, 

in all the time of our relationship.

‘Why was that?’ I wonder, 

for the very first time ever.

Maybe here I will find the pink, the elusive pink

That I’ve been searching for…

The strong, vibrant pink that exists in my 

imaginings for

Feathers and old paint
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Flourish,

Pink flourish.

I find it!

Flourish is called Magenta.

I take the yellow, the green, the blue.

No brush this time.

This time a feather.

Feathers which symbolise his presence.

No, not presence,

absence.

Or is it remembrance?

Or is it presence? 

“Parallel storying connects,

but multimodal narratives require focus

to find the voice of the symbols”

(Lett, n.d. personal correspondence).

With the feather

        I can flow

           be less controlled

         be less stilted…
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FEATHERS AND OLD PAINT

I love this new painting of feathers and old paint.

It is a painting of movement and dance.

It is flourish and sanctuary and liberty and 

curiosity and staying and more.

It is whole.

I don’t need

to go in,

to focus,

to amplify

to find

a space,

a point

of beauty.

I love it all.
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This painting had not been created with a view to make 
art and yet I felt I had. This was process first and product 
second. This was art for the purpose of giving words 
visibility. I no longer needed to reduce my focus to find 
joy and pleasure in a point or dab or a dash or a smudge 
in the visual image. I could see the whole. Expansive and 
spacious. I had a new spaciousness, and I could take in 
‘the all’, ‘the whole’, the possibilities, the whole painting. I 
remembered Scheingold (2013) and her words about space 
and grief; they resonated when I first read them, but I was 
coming to understand them even more:

In the course of my grieving…I lost my 
internal space many times, the space for 
considering alternatives, for thinking, for 
feeling, for playing…My interior space was 
small, collapsed, confining—and there 
was no way to make it bigger. In fact, I’m 
not sure I would have wanted to, even if I 
could have done it. (p. 2)

And just as I could now see a whole painting I could also 
listen to a whole album, read a whole book, and view the 
whole landscape…I had gone in to come out.
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And the sunrise on the crisp, yellow morning

brings the Satin Bowerbirds.

The male and female

flit from branch to roof to clothesline

their colours so different from the other.

He with his black-blue sheen

She with her green and brown and gold.

Such handsome birds.

And my thoughts flit in unison

To another time and place

To my first encounter with bowerbirds in the 

Grampians

A picnic blanket, binoculars, and a twitcher’s book.

And the mid-morning

brings a walk

through beach brush and sandy shore

             One rise after the other

Sand then boardwalk 

then leaf debris crunching underfoot 

Imagine
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until the pier in disrepair appears ahead.

We shuffle out and stand and watch the ocean

meeting the north arm. 

As our vision adjusts the seals sunbaking on the 

opposite bank are no longer camouflaged by the 

dark grey rocks  and suddenly our eyes see seals 

aplenty on rock and in sea.

There, there, there

  rolling leaping, waving

And then a fin.

A dolphin

A dolphin!

  Majestic.

Gently rising moving fluidly into the north arm 

away from the heads.

Arcing, diving, fin, flow, appear, disappear.

And the midday brings a silent stroll back along 

the ocean front

Dodging the wave as she broke on the shore and 

rushed at speed to my feet.

Stepping in the tracks of others for a surer 

foothold

Looking out to sea at the fishing boat

just shot out by the turbulent currents of the 



51

heads for its day on the Tasman

unperturbed by the pitching sea.

Staying for a moment on the one spot.

Still.

  The sun warm on my cheeks,

  salty sea in my nostrils

Gazing and feeling and thinking

  Reflecting on the day so far…

Imagine 

never waking to see a bowerbird and a dolphin

Ever.

Imagine.

Meta noticing; noticing that I am noticing…I noticed 
that I was there in that moment, fully. When I realised 
that I was noticing the small and large details of the world 
around me on this day, I took it further and decided to 
stop and stand in stillness and notice some more. I saw 
and felt and experienced and came home to reflect and 
I took the time to create the space for that presence to 
re-emerge as words to be read by others. I was there. I 
was present to the natural world—to details and the 
whole and to myself and to the possibilities of what might 
be created from this moment. Meta presence. And time 
stretched across years to converge as presence in one 
poem.

IMAGINE
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The tension on the diving board

It seems that I may be nearing the end of my writing 
about the search for presence and voice. This writing 

has been my constant companion amid a decade marked 
by loneliness and grief. A decade when I was no longer 

“held in someone else’s mind and heart” (Van der Kolk, 2015, 
p. 79). I have gleefully arrived at this phrase ‘the gold is in 
the staying’ from a collective chorus of creativity which 
included

gathering the women ‘around the kitchen table’

to create feathered nests for me

reimagining the art of Kintsugi

to become an alchemist, embellishing with gold

layering ‘palimpsestically’, 

the new and old in a visual dance

weaving words into a new harbour 

for my head to rest
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finding a voice that I liked 

 a voice that has helped me to drop in

       in in in

   to come out again.

But there is a final tension that I am curious about

Figure 13  Schaller, K. (2015). Into the blue, Karen Schaller 
(paint, card, and tape].
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‘Into the blue’ 

I named this on our very first night together

My moment on the diving board,

Me diving into the unknown.

The shadows

The colour

The courage

going into the blue.

Oh to trawl its depths from liminal presence

to the points of connection

I focussed on the intersections
I focussed on the blue
I focussed on the lines.
I amplified.
I focussed on a thin red line barely seen!

I poeted into the blue
I redrew,
I reimagined,
I reconfigured the image.

Figure 14 Schaller, K. (2015).  Into the blue—studies  
[mixed media].

THE TENSION ON THE DIVING BOARD
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And what of liberty blue,
is this a contradiction? A conflict? (Allen, 1995).

Someone else noticed the diver on the board 
good and ready
But I left her out.
I left myself out!
Where is the diver?
She is voiceless and invisible.
I neglected to notice me.
Until now.
Now I am trying to understand
the diving in, the board, the blue, the dropping in, 
the diver,
to go beyond the slipperiness of words to the 
body’s sensations (Van der Kolk, 2015).

I have wondered about going down to the local 
pool to stand on the board
Or walking out to the farthest point at my beach to 
experience the edge.
I have remembered the fear and excitement of 
looking out and down from the
Diving boards of my youth…

The other day I was talking about trains.
(Trains are a constant narrative in the life of the 
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preschool, a world with which I am familiar.)
I never fully understood the appeal, the attraction, 
the lure
until my own son came along and drew me 
into this world…
into his world of trains.
I would watch him and wonder.
I sat alongside, I supported, I embellished
through story and film and excursions.
Then one day as I watched him more intently it
occurred to me…
he is not just playing with trains,
He IS the train.
He had become the train
He moved as a train
He thought as a train
He spoke as a train
He was a train wholeheartedly.
And as I reflected on all the ways I had
tried
to engage and
to understand and
to decipher the diving board
I suddenly thought…

Be the diver.

Be the diver…

THE TENSION ON THE DIVING BOARD
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Be the diver!

Being the diver

Being the dancer

Being the painter

Being the writer

Being.

Staying here to be.

And suddenly I see I am the diver.

I have been the diver all along.

But I am still on the board.

Why have I not left the board?

Why does it feel that I am not where I think I ought 

to be?

I need to be there,

not here!

There,

the blue,

is the desired place,

not here on the diving board.

The diving board is surely just a place in-between.

You climb the ladder,

you walk out onto the board,

you bend your knees,

bounce, bounce,
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leap and dive

through the air

into the blue.

This is how it is.

Is it not?

I could not make sense of this tension between moving 
and staying; between the dancer and the diver, between 
the diving into the blue, and the gold is in the staying. 
What did this all mean? I needed to clear my mind. It was 
a jumble of readings, images, reflections on trains and 
questions and presumptions. I left the image behind and 
I walked outside and headed off down the street, moving 
and thinking, and as I walked, I wondered and eventually 
my mind and I concluded it must be Death’s fault that I 
was still on the diving board, that I had not dived into the 
blue, for surely this was a bad thing, surely I was stuck. I 
concluded that Death had robbed me of leaving the board, 
flying through the air and experiencing diving into the 
cool blue. I needed to speak to Death; directly. As I walked 
a letter started to write itself in my head…the first lines 
were clear…

THE TENSION ON THE DIVING BOARD
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Dear Death,

I’d like to have a word with you.

You have felt familiar to me for many years now.

I always knew you were there

just out of the corner of my eye.

I almost saw you up close when I was a wee child…

remember

you nearly turned my life upside down.

But that didn’t eventuate

The clock intervened and ‘to stay’ became the 

chosen course that time.

I didn’t shirk or shy away from you

I explored and inquired and wondered…

I had a front row seat when you came for

My unborn child and then Glenda and then Norm.

Somehow, I knew how to be with those who you 

‘came for’.

I companioned them with care and compassion.

Dear Death
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And then you waited 

till I had my own small children and 

You turned their lives upside down.

You turned their lives upside down

and frankly I cannot forgive you for that. 

At the time we, he and I, philosophically said

It will be the making of them.

It will be what drives them in life.

But has it? Really? 

Have you added anything of value?

Or have you taken not one, but two of us away?

I have been skirting around the edges with 

you these past years.

Fearing you, dreading you, expecting you.

I have been timid and scared and risk averse

Choosing safety, and certainty.

But avoiding you has denied that deep well of 

feeling  that comes with

knowing you

seeing you

being with you

because to know death is to know life.

Is that true?

DEAR DEATH
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Or is it that experiencing deep loss is so 

all-encompassing that there is 

no space for

the trivial

the mundane

the unimportant.

Being in the presence of death and dying

Requires me, all of me.

Avoidance has kept me rivetted to the diving board

Observing

Watching

Scrutinising.

My feet on the board

Unable to lift my heals to my toes

Unable to leave the board

Unable to soar through the air and

Plunge into the blue

Into the blue

Into the blue unknown

Avoiding you is no longer an option

I am diving in

I am getting wet

I will swim out into the deep blue water

Perhaps to lose myself.
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I had cleared the air with Death. I had declared that I 
was the diver and would dive in, but this confrontation 
did not result in a resolve between the tension of staying 
and diving. ‘If ‘the gold is in the staying’, why am I trying 
to leave the board?’ I wondered. None of my rationalising 
was aligning with my experiencing. The pull to be 
elsewhere was real, to edge forward, dive in, for surely 
that is the sign of healing:

Language tells us that to move is to heal,

we move on,

we move forward,

we let go

we dive in

we have closure

this is the wisdom of the chorus.

This is the paradigm with which I am most familiar.

And that dancer’s hand which pulled me 

into the future

That hand, tap, tap, tapping

telling me it is time!

It is time to move

It is time to move my feet.

It is time to be elsewhere.

Such pressure to be somewhere else.

Why is it so hard to stay here?

Right here in this place.

DEAR DEATH
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I try to imagine what it is like to be the diver.

To move from the board to the blue

What will I see, what will I feel?

I stand on the diving board

Above

Over

Observing

Watching

Waiting

  No chance of getting wet up here.

But the blue

The blue looks so inviting

back   forward                e d g i n g

Diving into the blue

Moving

Soaring

Depthing

Under the water

Finding gold on the dive into the blue

Finding the treasure

Searching for presence

The Quest

Dive
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I slept on this and when I woke a simple thought 
deemed it all a fallacy. It was my truth at that time, but 
time has moved and so have I and anyway what is truth? 
That was merely a temporary truth, interim, provisional, 
on the way to a deeper more authentic knowing in 
another moment, surreptitiously lurking in the shadows. 
That was a way to make sense of what I thought ‘should 
be’ not what ‘was’ and it shone a light on the strength of 
the pull to ‘be elsewhere’ and the tension between staying 
and going; that old voice on ‘the quest’ was loud and 
strong.

Allen (1995) tells us “Conflicts and contradictions that we 
encounter in our stories are good places to look deeper” 
(Knowing memory, para.13), and then I wrote

I have been trying to write myself off 

the diving board.

I have been trying to write myself

Up onto my toes

Into arms over head

Into feet leaving the board

Into bending my knees

Into diving in.

But I can’t.

It is not working.

On the board
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It is not happening

I can’t lift my feet.

I try to spend some time on this board,

to stay with staying

I write about diving

I search metaphors

I read and I read

I dream and wake thinking about staying.

And in the morning 

a thought under the warm water of the shower 

finally

A single thought,

‘I don’t want to leave the diving board’.

Aah relief.

I don’t want to leave the diving board.

I had thought I must.

I had thought that was the aim,

the goal, the target.

To shift

To move

This was where I thought I must end up,

diving into the blue…

To let go …
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To let go meant to no longer be grieving

It meant I was ‘better’.

Surely by now I can let go of the board?

Surely it was time?

I read again what hooks (2001) said

about where and why this old voice originated, 

“Sustained grief is particularly disturbing in a 

culture  that offers a quick fix for any pain” 
(p. 200).

I had conflated stating on the board with grief.

I had conflated stillness with unwellness and

Movement with healing.

How hard it is to choose to stay on the board.

And then the words of others find a landing place,

a soft place to settle,

to hold my view in gentle acknowledgement.

The words of hooks and Sousanis and Senge

readings from the previous day.

Sousanis (2015) told me

“A changed approach is precisely the goal for the

Journey ahead; to discover new ways of seeing”

(p. 27).

ON THE BOARD
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A changed approach.

…other ways of finding and knowing the blue

…other ways to dive in

  And drop into presence

Alchemic ways to ‘knowings’ 

that I cannot as yet fathom.

           Time is a gift and we are complex.

And Scheingold (2013) said

“I resist notions of ‘healing’, because grief is not an 

illness: it simply changes one, and then the next 

experience works another change, and on and on” 

(p. 2).

I am reminded of ‘from moment to moment’

from the period of incubation.

Does this mean I don’t have to dive in?

Figure 15 Schaller, K. (2017). From moment to moment  
[paint and ink].
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Can I stay, repair, prepare and be present 

in my own way

in my own time?

And now Senge’s, Scharmer’s, 

Jawoski’s and Flower’s

“letting come” stands like a flashing neon sign in

sharp contrast to my cliched thoughts of letting go.

“Letting come” (Senge et al, 2004, p. 13).

I am not leaving the board.

I am staying on the diving board.

Taking my time…on the board

This place has served me well,

This “transitional space…this chamber of waiting

…the site of great discovery” (Gildea, 2018, para.1),

is a sanctuary,

a place to flourish.

I like it here.

I like the feeling underfoot

I like the flex, the gentle uprising

I like the view.

I like looking out and focussing in.

I am safe here.

I am going to try to stay a while right here.

ON THE BOARD
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I will rest a while on the diving board

I will look out to the blue, perhaps losing myself

in the gazing (Solnit, 2016)

I will listen deeply

And let come (Senge et al., 2004).

I will rest here and let the light enter.

I have confused staying with stuck.

I have confused stillness with stuck.

I am thinking of John Cage (n.d., as cited in Chan, 2012) 

and Thoreau

“Music, (Thoreau said) is continuous;

only listening is intermittent” (para.19).

Is movement continuous and only seeing

intermittent? I wonder.

Have I been continually moving in the stillness?

Imperceptible, in moment-ousness?

My diving board is a great place from which to 

search and seek safely,

“For our physiology to calm down, heal, and grow 

we need a visceral feeling of safety” 

(Van der Kolk, 2015, p.79).

My place to stay to try to resist, 

for a while, 

the pressure to focus on what next,



71

because when “Living in a culture that is always

encouraging us to plan for the future, it is no easy 

task to develop the capacity (hooks, 2001, p.204)

‘to be here now’” (Hahn, 1990, as cited in hooks, 2001, p. 

204).

I will linger a little longer,

Befriend death some more, curiously,

Indulge in the emotional alchemy of grief 

(hooks, 2001)

because the gold is in the staying,

And the blue is only blue from above

I will languish

In the stillness

In the dance

In the writing

In the creating

In the being

In the family gathering at the kitchen table.

I will make gold in the staying

And my feet will move when they move

And my feet don’t have to be on the ground to be 

present.

I will not fall weightless from the world…

ON THE BOARD



72

THE GOLD IS IN THE STAYING

“I’m here. I am the result of everything that 

happened and will happen,

but I’m here” (Coehlo, 2012, p. 9), 

The board has been my holding space. 

From here,

I am relishing the rich complexity, 

the golden curiosity of 

the unknown and the unknowable enriches and 

amplifies the staying.

I am staying on the board.

Figure 16 Schaller, K (2018). In the being  
[digital photograph].
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Prologue: A new beginning

New knowings are slippery things to apply.

In social dialogue with another

I fall easily into patterns of lightness and jocularity

Skimming the surface until

In a certain moment

I realise more of me is needed.

And I stop.

I change gears and now I am more here

more present

The committed listener

The committed be-er.

I drop in.

And in my work about educating children

I wrestle with the slipperiest of knowings
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No matter how resonantly they ring

A lifetime of noisy outcomes and rules and boxes

Policies, frameworks, and limitations

Of shoulds and shouldn’ts threaten to drown out

the voices of the hundreds of languages of children 

and adults (Malaguzzi, n.d.). (See Appendix 1)

no matter that they, he, and I 

are singing our own tunes in harmony.

They drown out the poetic possibilities of the

yet to be discovered

through the intersubjective,

the expressive,

the creative

the curious presencing.

I harbour 

“a desperate resistance to any reductive system” 

(Barthes, 2000, p. 8),

embracing the complexity of being and growing 

and learning (Freire, 2005)

And therefore:

Professionally listening and mentoring others

We, my colleagues, and I,

choose something to read;

my poetry or
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the writing of others,

Solnit’s (2017) longing of blue

Jeffers’ (2010) heart in a bottle

hooks’ (2001) love in education

and I am ‘there’.

With and for myself and the other

we are all ‘there’.

And then in unison

we draw and write and create and now 

we are together.

As our time draws to a close a poem calls me from

Poetry of presence (Cole-Dai & Wilson, 2017),

And I share that too.

Something to capture our time together

Like “The patience of ordinary things” 

(Schneider, 2017, p. 33), or 

“The place where we are right” (Amichai, 2017, p. 111),

or “Trough” (Sorum Brown, 2017, p. 128),

or “The Joins”(Bloch, 2017, p. 185).

We are Teachers as cultural workers (Freire, 2005).

After the sessions I sit in reflection

And create a response, representing our words,

our wonderings, our dreams, our thoughts.

I sit happily in this intersubjective space

PROLOGUE: A NEW BEGINNING
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composing something to gift back, something to 

capture what we experienced together.

The education students and I

Begin a new semester

And the palimpsest emerges as a process.

We layer and layer and layer

across the semester.

And we reflect and write.

What did we cover up?

What is shining through?

What did we come to know along the way?

What are we willing to tell the other 

and ourselves?

And I, as participant/teacher 

share my palimpsest too;

With its flaws and faults and frailties…

As we work with a group of women 

struggling to let go of control,

struggling to sit with the unknown,

Kintsugi arrives:

Rising from the doctorate as a strategy.

We create, we break, we tear

And we mend with gold.
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Together with kintsugi we highlight the cracks

The breaks

The joins

And together we discover and name our gold…

our curiosities.

But some ordinary moments 

in some ordinary days are sublime.

Like the days of showers

And dewy skin

And gentle towels,

Or dolphins in the river

And tracks on the sand,

Or tap tap tap on the keyboard.

If a dark day looms and I dither

I wander lost

until I remember.

Drop in, I hear

Go in, she says

Drop into a word, or a leaf, or a line, or a dot

Go in until you are ready to come out again.

But I always forget this is my process to presence;

Until I remember.

PROLOGUE: A NEW BEGINNING
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What I do know now is

I can presence whenever I choose.

I can drop in.

I can find voice whenever I choose...

              …as soon as I remember,

And then the

s  l  i  p  p  e  r  y        andImakecontact

and together

We create a more poetic and lyrical process

for our experiences with curiosity, staying and

presence. 
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Figure 17 Schaller, K. (2020). Dropping into the palimpsest 
[mixed media]

PROLOGUE: A NEW BEGINNING
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Appendix 1

No way.
The hundred is there.

The child
is made of one hundred.

The child has
a hundred languages

a hundred hands
a hundred thoughts

a hundred ways of thinking
of playing, of speaking.

A hundred always a hundred
ways of listening of marveling, of loving

a hundred joys
for singing and understanding

a hundred worlds
to discover

a hundred worlds
to invent

a hundred worlds
to dream.
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The child has a hundred languages
(and a hundred hundred hundred more)

but they steal ninety-nine.
The school and the culture

separate the head from the body.
They tell the child:

to think without hands
to do without head

to listen and not to speak
to understand without joy

to love and to marvel
only at Easter and Christmas.

They tell the child:
to discover the world already there

and of the hundred
they steal ninety-nine.

They tell the child:
that work and play
reality and fantasy

science and imagination
sky and earth

reason and dream
are things

that do not belong together.

And thus they tell the child
that the hundred is not there.

The child says:
No way. The hundred is there.

(Loris Malaguzzi, n.d.
translated by Lella Gandini)




