
“What will you do with your one wild and precious life?”
Lucia Aguayo (age 7)

[from her Mom, Erin:  Somehow, Lucia’s notes got lost in the shuffle after church. I be-
lieve she had written:]

“I will have adventures and lots of fun like in a dream. I will travel to places 
faraway and near. The adventure will be bold and big.”



My One Wild and Precious Life -- a response by Otis Loga

Good morning, my name is Otis Cass and I am 12 years old.
Do you know what I am going to do with my one wild and precious life?

I am going to live it to the fullest!
That means since this is my one chance to live, I am going to have a lot of 

fun and take on a lot of challenges.
I am going to spend my life biking, sleeping, having happy moments and 

sad moments, and exploring the world. 
I am going to spend a lot of time with my family and take a lot of risks. 

But above all, I am going to love everybody.



One Wild and Precious Life - Response - Ansel Ploog 
[text to come]
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Paul Smith

The last time I had to answer a question like this posed to the reader as an individ-

ual about the future was when my wife and I were discussing whether to have chil-

dren. Years later with two small kids and full time work, questions about an imag-

ined future posed in isolation to an individual don’t seem that relevant. More rele-

vant for me is a line in Viktor Frankl’s book “Man’s Search for Meaning.” In it, he 

writes that “[i] t [does] not really matter what we expect[] from life, but rather 

what life expects[] from us .” And what life expects of me now is to show up every 

day in the lives of my wife, children, colleagues, and community and help care for 

them. 

Caring for others in this way is not a response to the future oriented question asked 

in the poem that invites the reader to imagine. Rather, it is accomplished day by 

day, and always in the present. This care is often in response to a question, again 

not as theoretical as the one in the poem: “Will you read to me?”; “Will you change 

her diaper?”; “Can I play with this hammer?” 

There is one sense in which I can answer the poet’s question. While living with 

young children has many miraculous moments, these are often lost in exhaustion 

and monotony. So what I try to do, and plan to do, is to maintain a sense of wonder 

despite the exhaustion. This is difficult to do. But I hold words by Antonio Macha-

do close to my heart as a reminder: to “watch with clear eyes open, far off things, 

and listen at the shores of the great silence.” 



What do I plan to do with my one wild and precious life?  -Bill Paine (52)

I’m Bill Paine and I am in my midlife years.  I’m not in crisis.  While I’ve been through a 
number of transitions over the last few years, I wouldn’t characterize my experience of 
these years as a crisis.  In her book Life Reimagined, Barbara Bradley Haggerty writes 
that midlife gets a bit of a bum rap.  “In fact, there is almost no hard evidence for midlife 
crisis at all… Researchers today who have examined people across their life spans… 
and observed how they deal with love and alienation, trauma and death, good and evil, 
say that midlife is about renewal, not crisis. This is a time when you shift gears—a tem-
porary pause, yes, but not a prolonged stall. In fact, you are moving forward to a new 
place in life. This moment can be exhilarating rather than terrifying, informed by the ex-
periences of your past and shaped by the promise of your future.”

Some of the transitions I’ve experienced are divorce, the deaths of beloved friends and 
family members, and my children growing into adulthood.  While I’ve found myself often 
fearful, sad, anxious, depressed at times, I’ve found that with help from medical and 
mental health professionals, loved ones, and - especially - a strong and loving commu-
nity, that these transitions can bring growth, love, and health.  It’s taken me some time 
and some hard work to get to that.  I’ve had some false starts - and moments where I’ve 
gotten ahead of myself.  In my younger years, I would have shied away from risk after 
these, but I’m feeling good about where I am and where I have been.  It’s encouraging 
and hopeful.

So, when I think of what I plan to do with my one wild and precious life, I’m finding that 
I’m hopeful and looking forward to the adventures - like Lucia.  Not sure I can point to a 
specific plan - but - one thing I’ve learned - especially in the last few years - is that work-
ing with a loving community on the challenges that life presents is where my heart 
grows and is healthy - so my plans and adventures will likely sprout from that - and 
there will likely be lots of music and singing involved.



One Wild and Precious Life: A Reflection on Mary Oliver’s Poem “The Summer Day”             

By Judith Hinds, February 2017 

 Mary Oliver asks us what we plan to do. There is no shortage of things to do. For me, the 

real question is, how do I plan to be in the time I have left?  

Fifty years ago, when I thought I had to save the world, I would have answered the ques-

tion solely in terms of my career. First, I was going to save the world through medicine, but col-

lege chemistry changed my mind. Then I was going to do it through teaching – “not fully suc-

cessful,” as they say. Then I was going to save the environment. Another disappointment.  

Along the way I helped to raise my son, had some fun, and made a lot of wonderful 

friends. I also spent many years learning to understand my past and forgive myself for not being 

able to save the world single-handedly. 

 After I retired in 2008, my life opened up before me in a new way. How could I serve the 

world now? (Notice the new verb.) I imagined a single new Vocation or Calling would present 

itself. Gradually I’ve come to see that instead, there are many small callings. One thing leads to 

another. Caring for my mother … volunteering here at UCM and at Hospice … tutoring … 

There’s always someone who needs a ride, or a pot of soup, or a few hours of respite care. Of 

course, these are all still things to do. What happened to being? 

It’s becoming clearer to me how important my quiet time is. I rediscovered how much I 

love to write. And what a luxury it is to sit and read a book in the middle of a weekday! My prac-

tices of yoga, meditation, and shamanic journeying have taken a more central role in my daily 

world. They teach me that the moral arc of an individual life bends toward awareness and grati-

tude. I am called to wake up. I can make the world a better place by becoming less angry, less 

judgmental, less afraid. Kinder. More thoughtful, in both senses: thinking more deeply and being 

more considerate of others. Breathing is important as a way to be; it helps me stay present in the 

moment. And after all, this moment is the wild and precious gift. 



One wild and precious life - Janet Poeton 

Let me take you to the front steps of the house I grew up in, on Long Island, New York – where 

when opened the side door of my house nearly touched the side door of our neighbor’s.  I began 

to love the feeling of being successful as the ‘teacher’ when playing ‘school’ on the steps – the 

game where you hide the rock behind your back, the next child guesses which hand you have the 

rock in . . .  I learned to encourage others with my facial expressions, those who had been miss-

ing time after time . . .  Thus began my passion for ‘teaching’ – being of support for others.   

High school was a time of questioning, there was the realization that I was not a ‘member of  

“the group” -  in a class of 30 students there were two of us who attended class on Jewish Holi-

days . . . reflecting on this I worked to be a strong individual . . .  I focused on sports and became 

a Red Cross swimming instructor, teaching swimming for nearly 30 years, in ponds, pools, open 

water . . .  until I had to swim to the bottom of the pool to get that HEAVY brick” to be recerti-

fied . . .  decided don’t need to do this any more . . .   continuing the search for my place in the 

world . . .  I realized that “my life” HAD to matter to me.   Fast forward to my first classroom of 

32 first graders .  .  .  Whom I counted time and time again during the first hour of the first day of 

school – Reality said, we were not in open water – they all will stay in the room . . .  Much learn-

ing took place – on my part and that of the many students I came to know . . .  38 years later I 

met my “last class” of students – 13 boys and 1 girl ~ my vision of what I was ‘going to do with 

my life” became fuzzy – my life was going to be ‘teaching forever’ – forever was now going to 

end . . .   What I do – I love ~  being open to what is next has become a realization that I am here 

for a reason  ~ I try to make a difference in the life I lead and in someone else’s life – taking time 

for myself is so very valuable, it infuses me with an energy and a profound awareness – watching 

the snow fall, listening to the grouse drum, smiling at others and having them smile back – con-

necting.  I have a little grateful song I sing – I appreciate every moment – the ones that are un-

comfortable which make me grow and the ones that are sweet – oh, so sweet I feed on them – to 

continue ‘my precious life . . . 



Moments - Dick Jenney

A somewhat depressed graduate student of mine once asked me, “What is the point of 
all this?  Where is the meaning in our lives?” Without thinking, I answered. “Moments. 
It’s in those instances when you are surprised and filled with joy and humor.” I don’t 
know where this came from, but I realized that it was definitely true for me and had been 
for some time.

One example: My early life was quite sheltered and privileged. I was a birthright Quaker 
and went to a private boys school. Age 18 found me sitting in an outdoor latrine at a 
Naval base on a small island in the Philippines. I was scared and lonely. There were 
loud speakers spread around the base playing popular music. Suddenly I realized that 
the music playing at that time was a jaunty Duke Ellington tune called “Things Ain’t 
What they Used to Be”. I laughed and felt deeply understood. reassured.

Another. When being wheeled into the operating room for my melanoma surgery, one of 
the nurses said to me, “Since you are from Calais, do you know anything about the Cal-
endar?” I said “of course, I’m one of the naked Men of Maple Corner.” She said” stop 
the gurney, I want you to sign my calendar.” She got it and I did, laughing with joy before 
yielding to the anesthesia.

More often then not, my moments are a response to some surprising event in a piece of 
music, a scene in a movie or a play. On the other hand, many moments are connected 
to daily events. For example, when coming downstairs in the morning, the sound of our 
dog’s welcoming tail thumping fills me with delight.

Once, when I was working as an aid a Mental Sanatorium, I noticed a patient wandering 
on the grounds picking up duck feathers. I asked her what she was doing and her an-
swer was, “I’m building a new duck!”

Finally, a moment is what led me to become a Unitarian. The second time I attended a 
service here, I noticed an upright piano near the front of the room. At a certain point, 
Catherine made her way to the piano and proceeded to play, with vigor, The Saint 
James Infirmary Blues! I was astounded and delighted. Where do I sign, I said to my-
self.



One Wild and Precious Life - Response - Norma Raymond 
[text to come]


