
finding more inspiration and 
bringing to life more of this 
beautiful country, his Ireland.  
 
As he said in this quote, “For 
the ancestors, for my 
contemporaries, for myself. I 
chose Ireland and Ireland 
chose me.”  
 
….I, for one, am so glad he 
followed his heart.  
 
To read more about Edmund 
Sullivan and to view his art: 
www.edmundsullivan.com/  
www.thewildgeese.com/pages
/edsull1.html 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Life's decisions have a way of 
testing one's beliefs.” This is a 
how Edmund Sullivan, this 
fantastic Irish-American Artist 
begins an interview found on the 
Wild Geese web site. It hooked 
me immediately – I have certainly 
lived that!  
 

There is a line in a song by 
Christian singing artist, Jennifer 
Knapp that says, “my convictions 
seem to fade with desperation, 
my hope declines with each and 
every tear”.  
 
It is so true. If you do not really 
believe what you say you believe, 
your resolve won’t last long when 
the testing comes…and it will 
come!  
 

I discovered Mr. Sullivan’s 
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paintings by seeing a printed 
copy hung in a friend’s office. It 
was so beautiful I had to go look 
him up on line and see what I 
could find out about him.  
 

The article about him was just 
great. All about his life growing 
up in New York and how he 
became an artist and has given 
his life to paint this beautiful 
country of his ancestors.   
 

I tried to get in touch with him, 
but was not able to find a 
working email or phone number, 
so I am imagining him in Ireland, 
out in the countryside….  
 

 

A Shepherd's Farm on the Irish Coast 

amy.lloyd
Cross-Out



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As the train slows to a stop I wait for 

the doors to open to see who steps 
on the platform.  

 

It is morning and I am starting my 

half hour train commute to work. 
When I see him I am thankful. I enter 

the train with expectation and watch 

as he moves down the aisle in his 
conductor’s cap, a gentle smile on 

his face. 

  
We move down the Connecticut 

shoreline collecting passengers as 

we go. Most of us are on our way to 

work at Yale University or other 
businesses in New Haven; others are 

one-time passengers, pleasure 

seekers on their way to connect with 
the Metro North to New York City. 

 

I usually talk to whoever happens to 
sit down beside me or connect with 

my lovely “train friends” who are 

going to work at the same time as I 

am.  
 

If I am on my own for some reason, I 

go between watching the people and 
wondering where they are going… 

guessing things about their lives by 

what they wear or by their facial 

expressions and watching the 
beautiful scenery go by as we slowly 

make our way – the view changes 

almost every day, by season, by 
weather - the marsh, the lake at 

Guilford, glimpses of the Long Island 

Sound – whatever I choose for my 
morning, I am never bored. 

 

As we go through a couple of small 

tunnels and head to the State Street 
Station in New Haven, I begin to 

collect my bags of necessary “stuff” 

for the day (do I really need all that 

EVERYDAY BLESSINGS 

“May God give 
you...For every 
storm a rainbow, 
for every tear a 
smile, for every 

care a promise and 
a blessing in each 
trial. For every 
problem life sends, 
a faithful friend to 
share, for every 
sigh a sweet song 
and an answer for 
each prayer.” 
   - Irish Blessing 
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stuff?), and get up and join the que 

waiting for the doors to open and let 
us all start our day.  

 

I find myself filled with anticipation. I 

look around and see other regulars, 
normally quiet, smiling and talking to 

each other. There is a sense in the 

air that something is about to 
happen. 

  

And then the speaker crackles on 
and we hear his soft Irish 

Brogue…”Ladies and Gentlemen, we 

make two station stops in the city of 

New Haven, we stop at State Street 
Station and at Union Station. At 

Union Station you will make your 

connecting train to New York. We are 
about to arrive at State Street 

Station. Please watch your step while 

stepping over the step” (he always 
says it that way).  

 

I hold my breath….and then it 

comes…what I’ve been waiting for 
since I saw him step out of the open 

the door at my station stop…..”May 

God grant you..…a sunbeam to 
warm you, a moonbeam to charm 

you, a sheltering Angel so nothing 

can harm you. Laughter to cheer you. 

Faithful friends near you. And 
whenever you pray, Heaven to hear 

you….”. The speaker goes quiet. 

 
The doors open we all step out into 

the day, spreading out like ants 

across the city. I am not sure how 
anyone else feels, but I walk a little 

lighter, smiling as I go. I know it’s 

going to be a great day. I have been 

given a precious gift and have been 
part of something very special. 

I have truly received an Irish 

blessing!    
 

The Byre Door 
By Edmund Sullivan 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The sky does it simply, naturally 

day by day by day. 

The sun does it joyfully, 

like someone in love,  

like a runner on the starting-line. 

The sky, the sun, 

they just can’t help themselves. 

No loud voices, no grand speeches, 

but everyone sees, and is happy with them.  

 

Make us like that, Lord, 

so that our faith is not in our words but in our lives, 

not in what we say but in who we are, 

passing on your love like an infectious laugh: 

not worried, not threatening, just shining 

like the sun, like a starry night,  

like a lamp on a stand, 

light for life- 

your light for our lives. 
 

 

The Pattern of Our Days: Worship in the Celtic Tradition from the Iona Community 

Edited by Kathy Galloway, 1996�  

AFTER PSALM 19 

“May you have the 
hindsight to know 
where you've been, 
the foresight to 
know where you are 
going, and the 
insight to know 
when you have 
gone too far” 
        -Irish Blessing 
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Fair Hills of Ireland by Edmund Sullivan 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I recently went to an exhibit at Sterling 

Memorial Library. It was called “Art is 

where you find it” and it was a collection 

of picture letters, scribbles, doodles, 

sketches etc. from former Yalies, some 

famous - some not. I really enjoyed it.  

On my way to the library, I walked 

through Woolsey Hall, with its etched 

marble walls, the names of Yale 

graduates who have been killed in battle 

carved in the walls. It is such a beautiful 

memorial. 

Then I walked through the courtyard of 

Beinecke Book and Manuscript Library 

(picture below) – one of my favorite 

buildings of all time  - with it’s special 

marble tiles that respond to all of the 

natural light outside turning it different 

colors. It is breath taking. 

Beinecke holds one of my all-time 

favorite Yale treasures. The first book 

printed from movable type in the western 

world, in 1455! The Gutenberg Bible 

(picture below), which I visit every 

chance I get. 

It is so cool to me that someone’s job is 

to turn one page a day in the New and 

Old testaments. What a neat job! 

Finally, I crossed over and walked up to 

the Sterling Memorial Library. It is an 

amazing building and I love every inch 

of it.  

As I walked through the library, to the 

room where my intended event was 

being held – I stopped to see an exhibit 

by the main check out desk; under the 

glass there were pieces of ancient stone 

with carving on them. 

TREASURES OF YALE 

“May flowers always 
line your path and 

sunshine light your 

day. May songbirds 
serenade you every 

step along the way. 

May a rainbow run 

beside you in a sky 
that's always blue. 

And may happiness 

fill your heart each 
day your whole life 

through.” 

       - Irish Blessing 
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The interpretations and dates when these 

were “written” were printed 

beneath…stories for children, ancient 

grocery lists, recipes for meat pies all in 

these little pieces of stone, with dates 

like 1700 BC! There just  inches from 

my face. What a privilege to be so close.  

After the exhibit I boarded the bus for 

the train station and, being the only one 

on the bus, started telling Rich (the bus 

driver) about the exhibit. 

This lead to Rich telling me about his 92 

year old Irish mother who still reads 

biographies and has a great zest for life. 

She sounds like an amazing woman – I 

would love to meet her sometime.  

We had a great conversation about life 

and family, neighborhoods, and first 

loves…he had the same feeling in his 

voice when he said her name that I 

always feel when I think of Freddie 

McW, my first passionate love at age 10.  

It was a simple but great evening and I 

rode my train home thinking about, and 

so grateful for, all the great treasures so 

readily available around me everyday 

here at Yale, there are too many to name 

– this is just the beginning.… 

From the great original works of art and 

Tiffany windows, the Gutenberg Bible 

and Battell Chapel to Martha in EPH, my 

boss and friend, Prof. Paul Anastas, 

Cheryl, my favorite custodian and of 

course, Rich, the bus driver! 



I will not live an unlived life 

I will not go in fear 

Of falling or catching fire. 

I choose to inhabit my days, 

To allow my living to open me, 

To make me less afraid, 

More accessible, 

To loosen my heart 

Until it becomes a wing, 

A torch, a promise. 

 

I choose to risk my significance: 

To live. 

So that which comes to me as seed, 

Goes to the next as blossom, 

And that which came to me as blossom 

Goes on as fruit. 
 
Davna Markova 

In Coracle, the magazine of the Iona Community, Dec 2005 Issue 

4/20 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

POET’S CORNER 

May you live as 
long as you want, 
And never want as 
long as you live. 
      - Irish Blessing 
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  MICHAEL FLATLEY’SLORD OF THE DANCE 

What a great show!  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TIPS FOR A GOOD LIFE 

Accept that some days you're the pigeon, and some days 
you're the statue.  
 

Always keep your words soft and sweet, just in case you 
have to eat them.  
 

Always read stuff that will make you look good if you 
die in the middle of it.  
 

Drive carefully. It's not only cars that can be recalled 
by their maker.  
 

If you can't be kind, at least have the decency to be 
vague.  
 

If you lend someone $20 and never see that person 
again, it was probably worth it.  
 

It may be that your sole purpose in life is simply to serve 
as a warning to others.  
 

Never put both feet in your mouth at the same time, 
because then you won't have a leg to stand on.  
 

Nobody cares if you can't dance well. Just get up and 
dance.  
 

Since it's the early worm that gets eaten by the bird, 
sleep late.  
 

The second mouse gets the cheese.  
 

When everything's coming your way, you're in the wrong 
lane.  
 

Birthdays are good for you. The more you have, the 
longer you live.  
 

You may be only one person in the world, but you 
may also be the world to one person.  
 

We could learn a lot from crayons. Some are sharp, 
some are pretty and some are dull. Some have weird 
names, and all are different colors, but they all have to 
live in the same box.  
 

A truly happy person is one who can enjoy the scenery 
on a detour.  
 
 

Whatever burdens you're carrying now let them down for 
a moment, if you Can, and relax 
you can always pick them up again later after you've 
rested….if you still want to     
                                                                       - Anonymous  

 

“May those who love 

us, love us; and those 
who don't love us, 

may God turn their 

hearts; and if He 
doesn't turn their 

hearts, may he turn 

their ankles so we'll 
know them by their 

limping.” 

         - Irish Quote 
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Fear: like a mouse gnawing a hole in my 

stomach 

fear of discovery 

fear of instability 

fear of obsession  

fear of death 

 

Fear: it’s ice-cold fingers squeezing my 

heart 

fear of failure 

fear of the unknown 

fear of hunger 

fear of death 

 

Fear: shaking my hands like I have palsy 

fear of slavery 

fear of control 

fear of being alone 

fear of death 

 

LIVING IN FEAR  

“May the saddest day 

of your future be no 

worse 
Than the happiest 

day of your past.” 
         - Irish Blessing 
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WHY BEWARE THE IDES OF MARCH? 

The term has come to be used as 
a metaphor for impending doom. 
Why? 
In modern times, the term 
“Beware the Ides of March” is best 
known as the date that Julius 
Caesar was assassinated, in 44 BC 
the story of which was famously 
retold in William Shakespeare's 
play Julius Caesar. 
Caesar summoned the Senate to 
meet in the Theatre of Pompey on 
the Ides of March. A certain seer 
warned Caesar to be on his guard 
against a great peril on the day of 
the month of March which the 
Romans call the Ides; and when 
the day had come and Caesar was 

Fear: leaving me paralyzed, unable to 

move from my bed 

fear of facing the pain 

fear of feeling the sorrow 

fear of being overwhelmed by the grief 

fear of death 

 

Fear: making me fight for my right to be 

me 

fear of taking another chance 

fear of making another mistake 

fear of feeling more pain 

fear of life 

 

 

 

 

on his way to the senate-house, 
he greeted the seer with a jest 
and said: "The Ides of March has 
come," and the seer said to him 
softly: "Yes, the Ides of March has 
come, but it has not past." 
As the Senate convened, Caesar 
was attacked and stabbed to 
death by a group of senators who 
called themselves the 
"Liberators"; they justified their 
action on the grounds that they 
committed tyrannicide, not 
murder, and were preserving the 
Republic from Caesar's alleged 
monarchical ambitions. 
        
- Curiosity made me look up this 

        Information from Wikipedia 

 

Last Light, Connemara 
 

(just this sliver of painting 
by Edmund Sullivan, is 
so beautiful – the whole 
is breathtaking 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

  May the road rise up to meet you. 
    May the wind be always at your back. 
       May the sun shine warm upon your face; 
 
   May the rains fall soft upon your fields  
     and until we meet again,  
        may God hold you in the palm of His hand. 

IRISH BLESSINGS 

My name is Amy Lloyd and I live in 

Clinton, CT and currently work at Yale 

University in Green Chemistry. 

I am so much enjoying creating this 

newsletter and I decided to share it with 

a few people who I thought might enjoy 

it as well. I have gotten some really 

great feedback – thank you! 

I was also reminded, that with this 

newsletter, I have now created a forum 

for my voice and my opinions and that I 

have a responsibility for the content I 

print in it.  

I know that is true and so I have been 

thinking and praying since about my 

goals. I just want to say at this 

beginning…I reserve the right to be 

wrong! Hee…I am writing from my life 

and opinions from what I have lived and 

experienced – I have no wish to force 

anyone to the same conclusions as me – 

this is not propaganda! 

I feel so blessed to be a child of God 

ABOUT ME… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

E-Mail: 

belovedsong513@yahoo.com 

 

and so fortunate to have a sense of humor 

and to be able to see the good and the 

ridiculous in life. I have found peace and so 

much inspiration in this lovely world. I chose 

this daily - I actively seek it.   

I just want you to know that I hope you find 

inspiration, joy and are uplifted by what you 

read, and that you find something that makes 

you think in a positive way about your life, in 

this moment – no matter what your 

circumstances. 

God Bless! 
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