
















-ility, so we decided to carry it away. The

sight of our small crowd making its way

slowly and contentedly down the tree-lined

canal, some carrying their share of the mir

ror, others just chatting and ambling along

with Patrick at the helm recalls for me the

good humor, relaxation, and accomplish

ment I've so often enjoyed in our school.

Linda Coviello 

"WHAT ROUGH BEAST ... " 

Often fat 

Dressed somewhere between a mercenary 

soldier and a street person 

Rude, arrogant, ungracious and ungrateful, 

He glided into our lives 

And blew them up 

Comfort went out the window. 

Pride really went before a fall. 

You were an object of contempt if you 

disagreed about ANYTHING. 

Pain was good, 

So was exhaustion. 

Rest of any sort 

A waste, impediment and sabotage. 

How will we replace him? 

That huge pompous lonely 

self neglecting ego 

Wrapped around a glorious spirit, 

That broke through like the dawn 

With a blaze of love astonishing for its purity 

And long absences. 

To achieve so much with such a load! 

Our daintier ways, our mincing egos, 

Have not yet parted to reveal 

so great a soul. 
George Hall 
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Three women whose lifes were changed by T'ai Chi and Patrick Watson. 

From left to right: Pat Gorman, Peggy Watson, Margaret Matsumoto 
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