
 
Good Morning to you All… I can’t believe Thanksgiving is almost here… and then Bowls.  
Willow and I were at the Centennial Hall the other day putting the final discussion on the 
layout and arrangements.  I am so excited… not only the vastness of the event… but also to 
see the final chairs that will be auctioned off and to see the turn out of Sitka to support 
us.  I went a little nuts on PSA’s on Raven Radio… so enjoy them… Amanda and I had fun 
doing them… Will look forward to seeing all of you soon! 
 

1. Brave Heart Bowls event… still seeking volunteers to serve and clean up, greet and 
take tickets, Soup makers, and some silent auction items and door prizes… if you can 
assist us in any of these things…please let us know… and Thanks to all of you who 
have come forward so far…  

2. It looks like we have some Care receivers needing extra attention, things have 
picked up here for intakes.  I know it’s the holiday season and everyone is pretty 
busy, but if you have some spare time, afternoons, evenings… and can assist these 
Care receivers and Care givers.. .please let me know… Thanks.  I don’t have too many 
details yet… but they are coming quickly.  Blessings!  

 
That’s it for news for Brave Heart Volunteers… Willow, Bonnie, Amanda and myself all 
wish you a very Happy and Wonderful Thanksgiving.  We are all so grateful for all of you 
and the work you do for Brave Heart Volunteers.  Thank You! 
 

 



Perhaps the World Ends Here 
  

The world begins at a kitchen table.  No matter what,  
we must eat to live.  

  
The gifts of earth are brought and prepared, set on the  

table so it has been since creation, and it will go on.  
  

We chase chickens or dogs away from it.  Babies teethe  
at the corners.  They scrape their knees under it.  

  
It is here that children are given instructions on what  

it means to be human.  We make men at it,  
we make women.  

  
At this table we gossip, recall enemies and the ghosts  

of lovers.  
  

Our dreams drink coffee with us as they put their arms  
around our children.  They laugh with us at our poor  

falling-down selves and as we put ourselves back  
together once again at the table.  

  
This table has been a house in the rain, an umbrella  

in the sun.  
  

Wars have begun and ended at this table.  It is a place  
to hide in the shadow of terror.  A place to celebrate  

the terrible victory.  
  

We have given birth on this table, and have prepared  
our parents for burial here.  

  
At this table we sing with joy, with sorrow.  

We pray of suffering and remorse.  
We give thanks.  

  
Perhaps the world will end at the kitchen table,  

while we are laughing and crying,  
eating of the last sweet bite.  

  
~ Joy Harjo ~ 

  
  
  

(Reinventing the Enemy's Language) 


