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Last year I shared a story about my life after Syd. It ended with my discovery of a 
special bench on July 16, 2015, which would have been Syd's and my 
48th anniversary.  

This year I'd like to tell you about another miracle. On July of this year, I left some 
of Syd's ashes in view of the spot where our daughter Sarah and her Sandy had 
gotten married in September 2006. That summer, 11 years ago, Syd had spent 
weeks in the hospital, but on Sarah's wedding day, he arose from the nearly 
dead to dance with me, and Sarah.  

*********************************************************************************** 

After Syd died, I had him cremated. Two weeks later, I buried some of Syd's 
ashes in the yard behind the tiny house on Ashland, the house where Zach had 
been born 38 years earlier, and whose frame bulged when dozens of people 
squeezed in for shiva the day after Syd died. The night before I moved, Sarah 
and I created an impromptu prayer for the occasion and laughed through our 
tears. 

After moving to my condo, I commissioned a small urn to hold another portion of 
Syd's ashes. Most of the rest lie in a tin canister in my bedroom.  

But, since he died, Syd's been going places. And so have I. 

For example, Syd accompanied me back to Jonesborough, Tennessee, the first 
time I attended the national storytelling festival on my own.  

That fall, Arnie Kanter spirited some of Syd's ashes from a baggie onto Wrigley 
Field so Syd could be there when his beloved Cubs finally won the World Series.  

Last year, I brought another baggie to Barcelona, where Syd had longed to visit. 

And this spring I sprinkled Syd's ashes into the water at the Okavango Delta, in 
Botswana, an Edenic spot where I enjoyed the safari Syd and I had always 
meant to take. 

More ashes accompanied me to my 50th Harvard reunion in May. I scattered 
them near a shaded courtyard fountain at the Harvard Graduate School of 
Education where Syd had gotten his Master's degree the same month I 
graduated from college, and a few weeks before our wedding. 

But perhaps the best place I've left Syd—so far—is Promontory Point. With a few 
tears and a smile, I left some of Syd in his beloved Lake Michigan in view of that 
triumphant site in our family history.  



I smiled because I was on Andy's sailboat. On what might have been the 
strangest date ever, I was taking my beloved husband sailing WITH my new love. 
It made for a uniquely sweet threeway...and this time, I didn't have to worry about 
Syd getting seasick.  

Life again feels full of possibility, and I look forward to what this New Year will 
bring. For starters, next month Syd will accompany me and Andy to Umbria, 
where Syd and I first tasted truffles, and then to Antibes, on the Riviera, where 
Hemingway and the Fitzgeralds lived large in the 1920s. Ashes, ashes, we all fall 
down. And then, if we're lucky, we get back up again. 
 

 


