
“Hey Jude,” Judy would call out as we climbed out of our cars at the River Trail.  

I’d respond with, "And how are you this beautiful morning, Judy?” Her answer was 

sometimes a grimace sometimes a smile.  The walk began and the friendship continued 

unfolding.   

 

And then after several walks, I realized I’d replaced her dog!   That took a bit of 

courage to admit, and agree to.  The walks were the initial reason our friendship.  More 

reasons for a friendship emerged. Reasons grew to three successive seasons, then 

because of her sudden death in May, we’d become friends for that short part of her 

lifetime.   

 

It was achingly painful to say good-bye to Judy’s physical presence and also the 

possibilities that an extended life would have provided.  Our reasons, our seasons and 

her lifetime are over.  Because we’d established what I spontaneously called a clean 

friendship, the wound from her loss has clean margins and is healing quickly.   

 

Friendships, like this one, based on any reason, any number or seasons or lifetime take 

courage. 

 



Clean friendships begin with courage to reach out, and continue reaching out for the 

duration.  Like many of you, I appeared at this fellowship looking for community. I’d 

moved from Anchorage, Alaska in 2011 to escape the oppressive, dark and cold 

winters.   My full-time career in education had ended several years earlier when my 

daughter was 8 and I was diagnosed with auto immune disease.  I chose to retire 

because I was a single mother and felt I had to stay healthy enough to raise her to 

adulthood.  

 

I learned to practice what writer, Anne LaMott calls radical self-care.  She writes, 

Radical self-care is what we’ve been longing for, desperate for, our entire lives-

friendship with our own hearts.  Your experiences will be yours alone.  But truth and 

best friendship will rarely if ever disappoint you. 

 

When I moved to Bend, I left friends and a community of over 30 years.  When I arrived 

here I had tentatively and somewhat miraculously and regained my heath.  The previous 

several years had been ones of mostly isolation, rest, deep spiritual and emotional work 

recovering my health, and raising my daughter.  During that time, I had learned that in 

order to maintain my overall wellness my new relationships in my new community must 

be clean and straightforward.  I signed up for Leslie Koc’s Navigating Your Horizons 

class at COCC Community Ed.  One of the goals I wrote was to consciously build that 

support community…friends with whom I could socialize, laugh and play, friends with 

whom I could work on projects and travel, and friends who I could call in the middle of 



the night or in crisis.  I sought a framework to support my newly emerging self as I 

began navigating a larger community where I’d attempt to live the beliefs I’d developed.  

 

I met Judy on a UU camping trip in fall of 2012.  Mobie, her dog was alive then.   After 

that camping trip, I found the courage to begin sitting with people who’d also been on 

that camping trip.  The following spring Judy asked if I’d like to car pool to a memorial 

service at the High Desert Museum.  It was on the way home we learned we both liked 

to walk.  Our reason for a walking friendship was established.   

 

In one the Winnie the Pooh stories, Pooh says: 

“You can't stay in your corner of the Forest waiting for others to come to you. You have 

to go to them sometimes.”  

 

The leash had been attached.  We reached out and back and out and back to one 

another for many walks.   

 

On those walks 5-7 times a week that spring and summer, Judy and I shared our 

histories, our fears, our sorrows, our frustrations, and our dreams.  Each day we’d open 

up a bit more. We tentatively began trusting one another, sharing our deepest selves 

and making ourselves vulnerable.  We realized we’d both had to learn radical self-care, 

because she too had experienced autoimmune issues.  There were similarities between 



us but there were more differences.  Often, we marveled at how we’d become walkers 

at each end of the same leash.  

 

We would chuckle about questions like: 

How could a passionate knitter who could whip out an article of clothing within hours 

become the friend of someone with clumsy fingers that even Judy couldn’t have taught 

to knit?   

How could someone who had to speak her thoughts into being and understanding 

become a friend of someone who ruminated over ideas then spoke?   

How could someone who’d been married over 50 years to the same man be a good 

friend of someone who’d been married once years ago and then single by choice for 34 

years?   

How could someone who had spent a good share of her career as a designer be friends 

with a person whose career was teaching kids and adults and language. 

How could someone basically unchurched become a good friend of someone who’d 

been churched as a child, then developed her own harebrained idea of spirituality and 

the belief in miracles and the Fish Gods?   

How could someone who babbled on about light around her be friends with someone 

who even though she was an artist had never consciously noticed the light around us as 

we walked.   

Those differences became the “and” between us.  They became the tone in long talks, 

blended ideas, contrasts of light and dark and the rich color of beloved friends.   



And somehow, despite those differences we developed the courage for trusting, 

listening, comforting, caring, being willing to say what was on our minds.  One day she 

admitted that if I hadn’t kept reaching out, she’d have sat home and knitted day after 

day.  By then we’d agreed to pull out the leash and walk very frequently.  Also by then 

she’d made me agree that if something happened to David I would teach her how to live 

an active single life.   

 

I was charged with chairing the committee for the New Home Dedication of our new 

building.  By then I had enough courage to ask Judy to serve with me.  Believe me, the 

emerging friendship took on some risk.     

 

We learned that when friends work on projects together it takes even more courage to 

keep the friendship clean.  It took courage for me to listen to her perspective and 

experience with personalities within the congregation and with the design team.  She’d 

worked alone for much of her career so it took courage for her to trust my experience 

running big projects based on teamwork.  It took us both courage to state how we felt 

and disagree with one another.  It took us courage to learn to “fight” out our differences 

and come to some resolution.  That project was risky for both of us.  For her because 

she had been a member of the fellowship longer, and didn’t want to jeopardize her 

previously built relationships by doing something she thought would be embarrassing or 

be considered a failure.  It was risky for me because I was getting to know and work 

with other members of the congregation, a new minister, and fellow board members to 



whom I was reporting regularly.  We gathered the courage to say “I was wrong, I’m 

sorry.”  “Boy we really see this differently, how can we make it work?”  “I misunderstood 

what you wanted?  Help me see it your way.”  “Give me some time to figure this out.” 

 

This project was a big one, and it required all of us on the committee to have the 

courage to say no or, “I can’t finish that right now, or I don’t have time to do that.”  Judy 

and I were learning to help one another continue practicing radical self-care, maintain 

good boundaries and not let the project eat us alive and impact other relationships and 

our health.  

 

Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote, 

“The glory of friendship is not the outstretched hand, not the kindly smile, nor the joy of 

companionship; it is the spiritual inspiration that comes to one when you discover that 

someone else believes in you and is willing to trust you with a friendship.”  

We form friendships around specific reasons and for the duration of specific seasons.  

Many times, there is a natural ending to those friendships.  Judy and I could have ended 

our relationship after the season of planning and dedication activities. In addition, our 

own lives had grown busier and my teaching schedule had changed.  The reason for the 

friendship based on walking could have ended as well.  We had the courage to hold to 

our covenant of getting one another outdoors to exercise and be flexible with our 

schedules.  Thus, our friendship continued into more seasons. We did as Socrates 



advised when he said, “Be slow to fall into friendship, but when you are in, continue firm 

and constant.”   

 

Upon reflection, I think by then both of us understood how much we meant to the other. 

Ray Bradbury in Fahrenheit 451 wrote, “We cannot tell the precise moment when 

friendship is formed. As in filling a vessel drop by drop, there is at last a drop which 

makes it run over; so, in a series of kindnesses there is at last one which makes the 

heart run over.”  

 

At some point courage emerged to express our respect, gratitude, affection and joy at 

spending time together. Saying thank you to others is one act.  Saying a “Good job,” is 

another.  Telling person how much they mean to you takes more courage.  I was the 

more vocal of the two of us.  Initially Judy appeared to be a little uncomfortable having 

those feelings expressed aloud.  But, I had the courage to keep it up. Over time Judy, 

too, began verbalizing her care for me. By the time she died we were in the habit of 

telling one another how much we cared and how grateful we were for the other.   We 

rarely parted without a hug and some expression our care and love.  

 

Judy expressed herself with more actions and fewer words.  She had the courage to be 

the friend to step up and show she cared.  For example, I had to have some minor 

surgery.  She didn’t ask if she could help, she simply announced she’d pick me up at 

7:15, take me to the surgery center and pick me up afterwards.  One very snowy 



evening when there was a memorial service at UU, she simply called and said, “I’ll bet 

you’re having trouble getting out in this snow.  David and I will pick you up.  Be ready at 

5:45.”  Click.  Friends sometimes just show up and don’t have to be asked for help. 

 

We got to the point we could be like Pooh and Piglet. 

 “I don’t feel very much like Pooh today," said Pooh. 

"There, there," said Piglet. "I’ll bring you tea and honey until you do.”  

 

On the other hand, friends also have the courage to receive with no expectations or 

conditions.  Wilbur, the pig, in the story Charlotte’s Web says.  “Why did you do all this 

for me?' he asked. 'I don't deserve it. I've never done anything for you.' 'You have been 

my friend,' replied Charlotte. 'That in itself is a tremendous thing.”  

 

Clean friendships are based on courage to listen as well as the courage to speak one’s 

heart and work to be heard.  Oh, this was hard because Judy and I had our own quite 

strong beliefs and opinions.  Toward the end of a particularly hard time for me she was 

feeling frustrated at not being able to help me and was losing patience with me. “You’ve 

gotta get over this hurt and let it go.  Judy, you’ve gotta let this go.”  I stopped walking 

and took a deep breath, looked her straight in the eye and said, “I KNOW I need to let it 

go, and if I knew how, don’t you think I’d do it?” I went on to share the perspective of 

another supportive friend who’d said to me, “I don’t understand how you feel because 

I’ve never experienced what you’re going through.”  Judy teared up, she reached out 



and hugged me and said, “I’m so sorry.  I don’t know how you’re feeling either and I’ve 

been telling you to “get over it.”  That hasn’t been fair.  I don’t know how else to help you 

so I’ll just try to listen and be here for you.” She was an example of what Barbara 

Kingsolver described, “The friend who holds your hand and says the wrong thing is 

made of dearer stuff than the one who stays away.”  

 

I had my turns at listening until I could keep quiet no longer.  For at least the 100th time 

a very depressed and angry Judy complained again about the election results and all 

she HAD to do to counteract and “fix” things.  She was sounding and acting crazy. I 

screwed up the courage and said, “Judy, you’re allowing the things the new president 

says to take away your sanity.  If you do that then he’s really won.  I don’t want you 

crazy.  I love you the way you are and I’m worried for you.  Please listen.  I suggested 

she pick one or two issues on she could make a difference, and allow others to pick up 

other issues.  I reminded her she wasn’t alone.  When she left me that day she was still 

feeling grumpy.  Late that night I got an email saying how grateful she was I’d had the 

courage to speak up to her and remind her how much I cared about her and her 

emotional health.  She admitted I was right, and then she narrowed her work to four or 

five issues rather than 15 or so!!  And roped me into some of that work as well.  

 

Piglet sidled up to Pooh from behind.  

"Pooh!" he whispered. 



"Yes, Piglet?" 

"Nothing," said Piglet, taking Pooh's paw. "I just wanted to be sure of you.”  

 

I was sure of Judy’s friendship.  That surety came about from our honesty with one 

another, our walks, our work together on UU activities, socializing, and in regular late 

night emails when we hadn’t walked.  The day before she left on her trip to see her son 

and grandchildren we had planned to walk.  She ended up too busy to go.  I volunteered 

to pick up some audio books for her since I was going to the library anyway.  I took them 

over to her, stood on her front lawn and chatted for awhile about an upcoming camping 

trip and future walks.  We hugged good-bye, said how much we cared about one 

another, and how much we were looking forward to when she returned.   

 

And then, after a few emails from and many days later, I heard Judy and David, her 

husband. had been killed in a motorhome. 

 

Gone.  Forever.  

 

And almost immediately after hearing the news I knew I had NO regrets and had left 

nothing unsaid.  And I felt raw. 

 

 

 



In the Zen of an Aching Heart, Jack Kornfield wrote:  

“The first thing you need to do when you’ve suffered loss or betrayal is to find a way to 

regain your wise heart so that you can let it hold the aching of your heart.”  He goes 

onto say it is important to go through our difficulties in a conscious and clear way. 

He wrote, “The person who, already being on the way, falls upon hard times in the 

world, will not as a consequence turn to those friends who offered them refuge and 

comfort and encouraged their old self to survive. Rather, they will seek out someone 

who will faithfully and inexorably help them to risk themselves, so they may endure the 

difficulty and pass courageously through it. After Mobie’s death and her heightened 

sense of the possibility of losing David, Judy found the courage to begin her journey 

through her grief with me, a new friend. I found her, a new friend, to help me navigate 

within a new community. 

 

Kornfield continues. 

“Only to the extent that a person exposes themselves over and over again to 

annihilation and loss can that which is indestructible be found within them. In this daring 

lie dignity and the spirit of true awakening.  Sometimes suffering the losses and the 

unexpected betrayals and break-ups that befall each of us becomes the places where 

we grow deepest in our capacity to lead an authentic and free life. Here is where the 

heart grows in dignity and care. By grieving honorably and tenderly and working our way 

through our difficulties, our ability to love and feel compassion for ourselves and others 

deepens, along with the trust that will help us through similar problems in the future.” 



 

Judy’s death left a sudden, clean open wound in my heart.  I’ve been consciously 

grieving and my new authentic self without her is re-emerging within this community. A 

friendship like this took courage and work.  A relationship that began for a simple reason 

of walking to stay healthy morphed over several seasons and the rest of Judy’s short 

time left into a beloved, clean friendship.  Both of us first had to take radical care of 

ourselves which meant creating a best friendship within our own hearts so we could be 

healthy and strong enough to form a clean friendship.  It took acceptance we were both 

in a new place in life and needed companionship to grow into our new selves.  Out of 

that grew the courage to reach out, trust, be vulnerable, share our deepest selves, work 

together, play together, care for one another, disagree, resolve differences and simply 

be together and share how much we cared.  The benefit of this clean friendship was that 

it helped each of us grow deeper into our authentic selves and our UU community.  

 

And yet, like many of you, Judy and I were strangers once a few years ago sharing 

space at the Old Stone Church.  Not all our friendships here will be as intimate as the 

one I described.  But even friendships based on single reasons or seasons can be clean 

friendships and help us remain connected to the interdependent web of life.   

 

Maya Angelou wrote in an essay, “A friend may be waiting behind a stranger’s face.”   

 

In closing, I ask you 



How might that friend waiting behind a stranger’s face help YOU continue YOUR OWN 

search for meaning along your spiritual journey? 

 

How diligently are you practicing radical self-care and being your own best friend, first? 

 

What is the condition of your friendships? Clean? The friend who asked me to do this 

talk asked me to also ask you, to whom do you need to reach out again?   

 

How willing are you to summon up the courage to get involved in clean friendships if for 

single reasons like serving on a committee, working in the kitchen, or playing cards?  

What positive difference might it make if you dug up the courage to get involved in a 

clean friendship for a season such as kayaking, the annual auction or stewardship drive, 

or a season serving on the board?  

 

I invite you, starting today to recognize you have the capacity and courage to reach out 

and back, and out and back. Again, and again, and again in friendship for however long 

it takes to create a UU fellowship that basks in the joy and benefits of clean friendships.  

 


