cure. People can be forgiven of all sin by
humbling ourselves.
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trust on Thee is stayed / All my help
from Thee I bring / Cover my defense-

Highland
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that The Preacher spoke of religion
when he sat on their porch on hot August afternoons. As he removed his hat
and wiped the sweat from his forehead,
he talked about the people, their lives,
births and deaths, the history of the
community.
The creek that babbles under the
bridge on their land, became for her a
symbol that stood for “the ununderstandable things in life.” Wading into its
mysteries, the stream became a classroom and sanctuary for her education
and imagination.
“We have often heard life compared
with the flowing ceaselessness of a river. My life always seemed more like the
bed of a creek, the bed which remains
fairly constant through the years while
a stream of physical, mental and emotional events flowed swiftly by on its
surface.”
We wade in with her, and find our
own footing in the bedrock. Not merely
to watch the flow, but feel it, digging our
toes down deep in soil, sand and stone.
In a wonderful description of her fa-

Steele
Continued from Page 1D

When Kennady was young and he
was working with children in the ministry, Steele said he used to tell people, “if
you need help, pray. And then get over
it, basically. Her whole situation
changed my outlook.”
Over the years, he said, Kennady
taught him to accept what is and that a
person’s meaning comes not from they
can do or accomplish but from simply
being. “We’re human beings,” he said,
“not human doings.”
“She is an absolute joy just to be
around and she loves everybody,” he
said. “She faces so much physical pain
and frustrations with her body. We can
tell she’s frustrated by her face, but at
the same time, she has so much peace
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ther Willard, who died when Wilma
was only 14, Dykeman says he was rather Puritanical and conservative, but he
had a quality that balanced this: a sense
of humor.
“It was not the rich, droll humor like
my mother knew; rather, it was a humor
which saw the ironies in life, the paradoxes in [people], and fitted them together in a philosophy of life which
found these facts a human, healthy part
of natural life.”

in her life. And it’s a really cool example
to stay rooted in that peace.”
She doesn’t have to do anything to
have a meaningful life, Steele said he
discovered. “She just has to be who she
is,” he said.

Fear of death to enjoying today
Steele and his wife write about Kennady and her physical ups and downs
on the family blog called Made
Meaningful.
On Kennady’s 17th birthday in November, Steele wrote that he and his
wife have “lived in a perpetual state of
being ready for her to die” when she
would contract something like pneumonia. Especially when Facebook
friends posted updates of children that
had died with Kennady’s same diagnosis.
Now they don’t feel death is as immi-
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This recalls my own father’s conservative beliefs, punctuated by his laughter and self-amusing puns. He always
found great enjoyment in making others laugh — if not groan — as he looked
for the lighter side of life. I think this
helped him handle the heaviness of
family, faith and personal failures.
As I see it, Wilma Dykeman was a
“spiritual” as well as “secular” sage in
the best possible sense—she didn’t
need to use religious language to talk
about life and living. She seems to have
stood at the confluence of both streams
absorbed from her parents: a mother
who was “a believer in humanity” and
her father who was “a believer in nature.”
In no way an idealist, she had a keen
eye for “the darker aspects of the natural world” like forest fires and death.
Hearing hounds on the hunt in autumn
she felt a longing and lonesomeness:
“All the world around me was enfolded
in beauty and in strangeness.”
There’s a fresh spring and creek to
contemplate in the writing of Wilma
Dykeman. I’m curious what other readers discover in the streams, forests and
hollers she opens for us.

nent as they once thought. Kennady
even goes to public school now and can
communicate yes or no answers with
her head. But they also don’t relax into
thinking she’ll outlive them. “Let’s enjoy today. I don’t know what is going to
happen next week. Thank God for
where we are right now,” he writes.
That’s always been Kennady’s message to Steele and his family and by
proxy, Steele’s message to impart to everyone else. Because that, he said, is
what makes life meaningful. Being in
the now.
“If you think you’re worth something
or not worth something because of
what you do, it will be an insatiable
journey and you will not be satisfied,”
he said. “Because there’s always somebody who has something more or
something more out there to do.”
He added: “I think we can learn a lot
from Kennady.”
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