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Of Fears and Strengths

C

o m e o n , l e t ’s
dance,” I said.
The sounds were
loud, reverberating, and thumping into the
floor. Arms were flailing; hips
gyrating; bodies swaying. I
beckoned him, but still he
refused. Tilting my head and
wrinkling my nose, I pushed
my over-stuffed chair back,
took a giant step forward,
raised my arms up in the air,
and began twirling round and
round.
I suppose strength comes
naturally to the archetypical
Eleanor Roosevelts, Queen
Elizabeths, and Joans of Arc
of the world.
Did Rosa Parks need permission? A ticket perhaps?
Stand in line, you say. At the
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end of the line? Well, why?
This seat, you see, is where I
choose to be seated. Now if
you’ll excuse me.
Anne Frank was forever
ducking, hiding, her journal
most often in tow. With every
breath, her optimism battled
the bleak reality. With a concern for the protection of others -- and hopeful for rescue
-- her strength, her dreams,
her passion, were undefeated.
Trying not to dwell on the
past, she surged forward with
bright eyes.
But what about the rest of
us?
It wasn’t so long ago that
I actually dreamed of being
a buzzard. Really I did. Seeing everything so vividly high
above the rest, flying about

with such ease, massive wings
spread apart, a choice view,
and in complete control. All
right, so that dream quickly
dissipated. Still there was an
afterglow, a sense of having
flown above that mountain, or
run that marathon, or danced
that dance.
Moving to Sonoma
County was my choice. This
was to be the move of a lifetime, or at least a close second. “Weren’t you scared
moving here all by yourself?”
a fellow writer inquired. “Oh,
you mean because I’m alone,
no family -- and I don’t even
know anyone?”
I decided to test my
friend’s notion of fear among
local women and began asking questions. Traveling alone

Whey To Go, Cleopatra!

by Terry Bryant, MoonEssence, Inc.
n the first century B.C., then).
history, more thorough attenthe Queen of Egypt,
What is whey, anywhey?
tion has been paid to the nuCleopatra, took milk
Whey is a byproduct of tritional benefits of whey in
baths with whey to keep the cheese making process. the last 15 to 20 years.
Hippocrates was known
her skin pure and beautiful. When cheese is made, the liqIn the late 16th century, Little uid whey separates from the to consume a minimum of
Miss Muffet ate her curds and casein, or “curd”. Although about two liters of whey every
whey for breakfast (we didn’t its health and healing qualities day. Cleopatra used whey in
have protein powder back have been revered throughout her milk baths to sooth dry,
damaged and sensitive skin.
Greeks and Romans stored
BALLARD STREET
whey in amphorae (ancient
by Jerry Van Amerongen
Greek jars or vases with a large
oval body, narrow cylindrical
neck, and two handles). Whey
baths replenish the skin’s protective acid layer and are naturally cleansing and moisturizing. It is also a fine exfoliate,
because its acid pH is compatible with skin.
At Moon Essence, we’re
now making bath products
using organic whey from
Point Reyes Farmstead Cheese
Company, maker of Original
BlueTM Cheese.
We believe leftover cheesy
bath products are definitely
the whey to go!
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A freelance writer, Carole
Taub is a new resident to Sonoma
County. She lived in New York
City for 8 years, a dream and a
promise since she first visited as a
child. Her stories have appeared
in Mississippi Mud, Happy, FictionFunhouse, Enigma, Artzar
and, most recently, The New Orleans Review. Her move to the
North Bay is a new challenge, a
different road, a new beginning.

wasn’t a problem for most of
those I interviewed, and making a decision was more often
than not done without assistance.
Most everyone I talked
with had a dream, and most,
too, had regrets. I could certainly relate to Anita when
she described her greatest accomplishment was moving to
Petaluma from South Carolina by herself – like me, not
knowing anyone.
My final question drew
the most passionate response:
For any amount of money,
what wouldn’t you do? No
one I spoke with would sell
her soul, integrity, values, or
body -- but Leslie added, “No
adventure jumping” and Cyndee said, “No bug-eating.”

Each of us has our own
fears. The Kitchen Aide mixer
that my daughter gave me this
past Christmas intimidates
me. I haven’t used it yet and
am plagued with “what ifs”.
What if I fail? What if the
dough doesn’t rise? What if
I become impatient with the
process?
Fear for me was wondering whether my two cats
would ever stop their great
meow duet while driving here
-- a seven-hour trek.
Not having done it,
though, would be the scariest thing. What if Rosa Parks
hadn’t refused to sit in the
back of the bus? Or Anne
Frank had never written a
word?

