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Paris 

Chapters 35 and 36 

 

Chapter Thirty-Five 

Paris was a thousand times more than I could possibly have imagined.  Paris is 

more than a vibrant city; it is more than magnificent museums; it is more than cafés 

right out of a movie.  Paris is a place where simply walking along a boulevard makes 

you feel more alive.  Paris is a place where the paintings of the Impressionists remind 

you that the human spirit can suddenly delight the world with something entirely new.  

Paris is a place where century after century of paintings in the endless rooms of the 

Louvre, and where century after century of architecture around every street corner, 

remind you that every century, even the one we now live in, is waiting to be filled by 

marvels of the human spirit, of human ingenuity, and of the human love for beauty. 

Paris is a place which says: Look how much we have accomplished in the past 

two thousand years.  Now let us help you to take a step further, a step, perhaps, into 

the Renaissance of the 21
st
 century. 

Thus Paris was the perfect place for the scientists of the world to meet with the 

native peoples of the world, as together they tried to heal the world.  Old Voltaire 

would have joined in the discussion.  René Descartes would have reminded us, “I 

think, therefore I am.”  Simone de Beauvoir would have encouraged the women 

scientists (roughly half the group) as well as the indigenous women (roughly half the 

group) to think in ways that were entirely fresh, innovative, and bold. 

Aili Biriita flourished in this setting.  For two weeks, she and thirty other Samis 

from Norway, Sweden, Finland and Russia met in conference rooms and cafés with 

scientists who had come from their universities and research institutes around the 

world because they knew that this Arctic Sanctuary conference was going to be the 

cornerstone of a new epoch.  It had to be.  Or we were not going to survive the next 

fifty years. 

Aili and her fellow Samis met as well with the ancient peoples who had 

endured through centuries of modern madness, and who now had their opportunity, 

finally, to share their skills and their wisdom with people who would listen to them.   
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Scientists who had battled with small-minded politicians and deceitful oil 

companies for the past forty years now savored the opportunity to discuss the urgent 

problems with intelligent people who had lived on the tundra, on the Arctic coast, on 

the Australian desert, for thousands of years, and who thus brought to the discussion a 

completely different and thoroughly viable viewpoint.  The scientists enjoyed learning 

from people for whom the weather was not something you shut outside the door, but 

something you lived with every day, and thus lived with intimately.  There was a 

reason why the Sami had so many different words for snow, and now the scientists 

wanted to learn those words, and the reasons for them. 

Clearly, no weather station installed on the Arctic coast of Russia or Alaska or 

Canada or Norway was ever going to provide the detailed information about weather 

and climate that the elders of the Arctic peoples were able to provide.   

The two groups quickly became one group of interwoven experts, their lively 

discussions facilitated by a throng of translators.  The meticulous French hosts 

provided gourmet cuisine and excellent coffee, so that discussions continued well into 

the evenings.  People had brought their own musical instruments, so that every 

evening was graced with songs from a dozen indigenous villages, as well as Cuban 

salsa, Chicago blues, and jazz piano from Aberdeen, Scotland.   

The Penseurs (the Thinkers), as they came to call each other, after the sculpture 

which many of them had seen at the Rodin Museum, extended their vision beyond the 

Arctic Sanctuary, to a network of sanctuaries around the world, greatly increasing the 

amount of land already protected as parks.  Patches of increasingly healthy land, 

maintained by the people who had lived there for centuries, would gradually spread 

their health to the rest of the damaged planet.  It was a medical prescription for a 

century-long cure.  Each sanctuary would host both research stations for scientists, 

and schools for students who would visit for perhaps a month, perhaps a semester.  

The students would of course take the fresh, innovative, and bold ideas home with 

them. 

The sanctuaries would be woven into the international clean energy grid, so that 

together, symbiotically, they would cool the planet and thus enable the Arctic ice cap 

to grow to its former size, able to do once again the job it had done for three million 

years. 

The two week Arctic Sanctuary conference ran from Monday, December 7 to 

Sunday, December 20, 2020.  On that final day, the 300 delegates would present their 

vision of A Healing World to the peoples of the world, by global television and 
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streaming internet.  Without going into detail, they promised that their presentation 

would not be “the ordinary science lecture”.  Nor would it be “a pompous political 

speech, filled with empty promises”.  It would, however, be a blueprint that would 

provide at least eleven million new jobs by the year 2050.   

 

* * * * * 

Aili Biriita invited me to join her for the second week of the conference, and 

especially for the final day.  My mother, newly divorced at the end of November, 

announced that she was going to celebrate by inviting me and Marius, as well as 

Loreen and Lamar, to spend a week in December in Paris.  Marius was thrilled.  

Now, after only one month of classes, he could “practice my French.” 

We took the train to Bremerhaven, Germany, where we spent two days with 

Loreen and Lamar, exploring their new home and meeting their friends.  Then the 

five of us rode the train across the French countryside to Paris, where we booked 

into an old hotel with a classic cage elevator right out of a movie.   

Aili Biriita met us on our first evening at the Place Pigalle Metro stop.  I had 

never seen her so radiant, so full of confidence, as she told us about the first week of 

the conference.  She took us to a restaurant with a band and a small dance floor, then 

helped us to order dinner and wine.  Marius insisted on ordering his own dinner 

without any help; the garçon was very pleased with the efforts of this young man 

from Norvège. 

  Our red wine arrived, a bottle of Boujolais villages, Aili’s favorite.  The six of 

us raised our glasses with a jubilant toast, “To Paris!”  Marius sniffed his wine before 

drinking it. 

I proposed a second toast, “To the Arctic Sanctuary!”   

Aili raised her glass toward me and said, “Merci beaucoup, Anna.” 

Lamar, seven years old now, raised her glass of grape juice and chirped, “Merci 

beaucoup!”   

And then . . . a dashingly handsome Frenchman appeared beside my mother’s 

chair and asked her if she would like to dance.  He held out his hand. 

Without hesitation, my mother stood up, took his hand and let him lead her to 

the dance floor.  I had never seen her so radiant, so full of confidence, as she swirled 

around the floor with astonishing grace.   

They danced a tango, and then a waltz, while the rest of us drank our wine and 

marveled.  When the band took a break, her partner brought my mother back to the 
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table, where she introduced him, “This is Bernard.”  He did not try to join us, but 

kissed my mother’s hand, bowed to us at the table, then returned to his own table in a 

dark corner where he sat alone. 

“Maman!” said Marius with a grin.  “Where did you learn to dance?” 

“Oh, the Old Girl still has a few tricks,” she said, then she sipped her wine. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Aili was busy at the conference during most of the week, so Marius, with a 

guidebook he had bought, showed us the sights.  

He took us on a wintry December morning on a lovely walk beside the Seine— 

glittering now and then as the sun peeked through heavy gray clouds—to a museum 

on the Left Bank called L’Orangerie, a building which had originally housed exotic 

orange trees in the Garden of the Tuileries.  Two long oval rooms now housed Claude 

Monet’s water lilies, painted on eight curving canvases that wrapped around the walls 

of the two rooms.  We did not stand in front of a painting, but walked beside it, as if 

gliding in a rowboat through the big white blossoms.   

After a café lunch of croque-monsieur, sandwiches made with boiled ham and 

Emmental cheese, (Marius ordered a side of asparagus capped with a fried egg), and 

coffee so strong that Loreen ordered a second cup, Marius took us to our second 

museum of Impressionism, the Musée d’Orsay, housed in a Beaux-Arts style railroad 

station.  Here I discovered the masterpieces which I had admired in a book in the high 

school library; they were almost old friends, but here in Paris they were real.  I stood 

for a very long time in front of Vincent Van Gogh’s self portrait, a deeply honest 

picture of a man both tortured and gifted; I could almost have wept for him, for he 

gave us so much beauty.  His “Starry Night Over the Rhone”, painted while he stood 

on the bank of the river which flowed a short walk from his room in Arles, shows the 

city lights reflected on the rippling water . . . but it also reaches with aching beauty 

into the blue-black universe with its radiant stars.   

Vincent.  In his entire life—a short, lonely life—he sold only one painting.  His 

brother Theo, an art dealer, sold it for him.  And yet, Vincent found such beauty in 

everyday scenes, and he gave that beauty to us.   

My mother stood for a long time in front of Pierre-Auguste Renoir’s “Bal du 

Moulin de la Galette”, which portrayed people gathered at an outdoor dance hall on a 

sunny Sunday afternoon.  The men wore straw hats; the women wore elegant summer 



5 
 

dresses, their colors highlighted in the dappled sunshine.  “There,” said my mother 

wistfully, “is the French joi de vivre.  Something that oil money can never buy.” 

 

Oh, I could go on, from painting to painting, from museum to museum.  We 

visited the small bookshops, where Marius found Jacques Cousteau’s Le Monde du 

Silence in French.  He was determined to read it from cover to cover by June.   

We listened to musicians playing in small courtyards.  Allegro vivace!  

My mother insisted that Loreen and Lamar pose for their portrait by one of the 

street artists.  The artist caught exactly the deep happiness in their eyes. 

 

And then—apart from the Arctic Sanctuary conference, this was without a 

doubt the high point of our trip—Marius guided us to the Cathedral of Notre Dame, 

built on an island in the middle of the river.  We did not go directly to the big square 

in front of the church, but approached from the Quai de la Tournelle, on the bank of 

the Latin Quarter to the southeast of the cathedral, so that we looked across the water 

at the rear of the church, rising above the greenery around it.  Never before had I 

understood how exuberant and intricate architecture could be.  The flying buttresses 

which reached up to support the upper walls were not mere supports, but increasingly 

slender arches that lifted my vision toward the round windows, the steep roof, and the 

magnificent spire rising above the heart of the cathedral.  Here was motion, made of 

stone.   

Beyond the steep roof of the transept (the arm of the cross), stood the two 

majestic towers, their big shoulders making the tall needle of the spire all the more 

elegant. 

I remembered Aili Biriita telling us, when she spoke in the University of Oslo 

auditorium, about the building of a cathedral.  The first generation drew up the plan 

and laid the cornerstone, knowing that they would not see the completion of their 

great edifice.  Several generations would build the walls, the windows, the vaults, the 

towers, and the spire.  Those early architects gave a gift to the world which they 

themselves would never see. 

Marius told us, beneath a sky becoming increasingly blue and a sun becoming 

increasingly bright, that Bishop Maurice de Sully laid the cornerstone in 1163, on the 

site of an earlier church which he had ordered torn down.  He directed the construction 

of the unprecedented cathedral for thirty-three years, until his death in 1196, when the 

towering walls were still not completed.  The western façade (the front wall of the 
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church), was completed in 1225, a generation after his death.  The towers were 

finished in 1250, after another generation’s work.  Almost another century passed 

before the cathedral, in 1345, was finally completed.   

From 1163 to 1345: 182 years.  At least seven generations.  Today, 675 years 

later, almost seven centuries, we can still gaze with awe at those graceful arches which 

support not only the towering walls . . . but our faith, our belief, that yes, we can do 

something unprecedented, something extraordinary, with the short time which we are 

allotted. 

Yes, we can tear down the old and cast away the rubble, then design and build 

something worthy of who we are, of what we could be.  But we need a special vision, 

which can reach into the future for at least a century.  And we must be willing to give 

the world the greatest gift it has ever known. 

 

Marius led us across a pedestrian bridge atop stone arches to a park at the 

eastern end of the island, a point of land that reached upstream, dividing the river 

which had flowed for eons of time.  No wonder there had been so many philosophers 

who had lived and written their books in Paris; everywhere you went, there was a spot 

where you could pause and think. 

We walked through the park past the southern transept of the cathedral, with its 

huge circular window high above us.  We could see the colored glass within the 

lacework of stone, but we would not see the vibrant colors until we were inside the 

cathedral, looking up at the window with the sun shining through it.   

Now our little group stood in front of the cathedral in an open square that was 

probably packed with tourists during the summer; but on this cold December day, the 

tourists with their cameras were sparse.  Marius had us stand far enough back from the 

western façade, completed in 1225, eight centuries ago, so that we could look at the 

three great doors with their pointed arches, and at the jamb figures of saints who had 

been welcoming pilgrims for almost eight centuries. 

We looked up, up, up, at a frieze of sculptures looking down at us, wondering if 

we were worthy to enter this great house of the human spirit. 

We looked up at another huge circular window, the dull glass within the 

lacework of stone now catching the bright sunshine of mid-afternoon. 

We looked up at a level of slender pillars, capped by the massive towers that 

held their giant bells.  We hoped, we hoped, that we would hear those bells ring. 
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What sort of houses did people live in during the time when this cathedral was 

built?  One-story huts of timber and thatch.  A few buildings had a second floor, 

where people lived over a shop, or a barn.  What must those early workers in their 

tunics have thought as this noble edifice rose into the sky?  And what did the peasants 

think, coming from a village with their wares in a basket, when they saw, rising above 

the ramshackle clutter of city dwellings, the massive towers and the slender spire that 

beckoned them, a mere peasant, to visit the House of God?   

Marius now led us beneath a pointed arch with a dozen statues of saints guarding 

the door, into an enormous towering room which was beyond anything I had ever seen.  

I was just as much awed by the magnificence as that peasant must have been seven 

hundred and fifty years ago.  Our eyes were drawn first down the length of the nave 

(the central aisle), to the distant altar and the elevated cross.  Our eyes were then drawn 

upward, and upward, and upward, past the giant lower pillars, the triforium gallery 

with its slender pillars, and the uppermost clerestory with its delicate stonework, to the 

ribbed vault that capped the long ceiling.   

As we walked up the central aisle, past hundreds of neatly arranged chairs, we 

stared up at the beams of light angling down from the upper windows.  I felt, I must 

admit, like an angel walking in the glow not of sunlight, but of celestial light that 

blessed us with its benison.   

When we reached the transept (the short arms of the cross), we stared up at the 

huge circular rose window facing south, catching the bright afternoon sun.  The colors 

were now radiant, within the lacework of stone tracery.  We stood where the colors 

were spread across the stone floor, and thus we ourselves were lit by shards of red and 

green and blue and gold.   

Here was a prayer, not from us to the God in heaven (about whom in my young 

life I had not given much thought), but from God Himself to us, asking us to see the 

beauty, and to be uplifted spiritually, so that we might become something more than 

we had been before. 

Yes, though that early visitor had been a peasant when he arrived, within this 

great cathedral, he became a pilgrim.  As did I, believing on that day more than I had 

ever believed before . . .  that we could become something more than we had ever 

been.  Perhaps that was what Aili meant when she asked us to find “the best that is in 

us.”   

We looked at the sculptures on the altar of two kings kneeling before Mary with 

the dead Christ laid across her lap.  Then we turned around to look down the length of 
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the nave from this new perspective, and discovered, above the door, the silver pipes of 

an enormous organ.  Marius, our extraordinary guide, now informed us that there 

would be an organ concert at seven o’clock on Saturday evening, tomorrow evening.  

A full orchestra assembled where we now stood, accompanied by the organ at the back 

of the cathedral, would perform Camille Saint-Saëns’ Third Symphony in C minor.  “I 

recommend,” said Marius, “that we get here early, so that we can sit up front, between 

the two big voices.” 

All five of us lit candles, even Loreen and Lamar, who of course had not been 

raised within a Christian church.  

We walked slowly along the outer aisles, admiring the sculptures, including a 

figure of Joan of Arc wearing armor as she folded her hands and looked upward in 

prayer.  Although I did not know the details of her story, I had learned in some dull 

classroom that she had somehow saved her country.  A vase of yellow flowers stood 

beside her booted feet.   

Yes, she would have understood saving not only her country, but the world 

itself, from the predatory invaders who sought to pillage and plunder.   

 

After we had thoroughly immersed ourselves in the world of that exalted 

sanctuary, we stepped out the door back into the afternoon sunshine.  Marius looked at 

his watch.  “We have five minutes until it happens.  I suggest we return to that little 

park behind the church.” 

I asked him, “Until what happens?”  

He gave me a look of impatience, with a slightly Gallic inflection of his lips. 

And so it came to pass, that we were standing on that tip of grassy land pointing 

upstream into the flow of the river, when the great bells in the towers began to chime.  

Away from the chatter of the crowd, beneath a nearly cloudless blue sky arching over 

the city of Paris, we could hear the bells extremely well as they chimed through a 

chançon perhaps from the Middle Ages.   

And then one large bell rang four deep, sonorous times, “Bong, bong, bong, 

bong!” 

It was more than four in the afternoon.  It was—the entire afternoon had been—

a moment in history.  Never before had I felt so much a part of humanity, not just 

now, but humanity during all the centuries which had led up to now.  Joan of Arc was 

my sister.  Maurice de Sully, who had designed the unprecedented cathedral and then 

laid the cornerstone in 1163, over eight centuries ago, was my teacher.   
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It was a moment of history, shared with our tightly-knit family.  Who would 

return early tomorrow evening to hear the organ thunder down upon us a symphony 

that was both majestic and bold.     

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty-Six 

We learned on Saturday morning that Marius had alerted Aili Biriita, and thus 

the three hundred delegates to the Arctic Sanctuary conference had ordered their 

tickets to the organ concert.  Marius had of course bought tickets for the five of us.  

Notre Dame had been alerted as well; three hundred and five seats for the delegates 

had been reserved by our French hosts at the front of the church, facing the orchestra. 

 

But before that momentous event, a great amount of conference business had to 

be completed on Saturday, the final day of preparation before the Global Presentation 

on Sunday.  

Aili invited the five of us to spend Saturday with her, so that we could listen to 

a rehearsal of the speeches which she and a number of delegates would give on 

Sunday.  We had met with her a couple of times during the week for dinner, and thus 

we had met a number of delegates, but we had not yet attended the business sessions, 

which had been closed even to the media.  Like the delegates who had written the 

American Constitution in sworn secrecy during the summer of 1787, the Arctic 

Sanctuary delegates did not want their intentions known until they were ready to 

announce them to the world. 

However, Aili managed to get passes for the five of us on Saturday.  We were 

granted permission, but we could not say a word about what we witnessed on that day. 

All I will say now, many years later, is that Maurice de Sully would have been 

proud. 

 

The delegates had dinner at various restaurants, then assembled, after taking the 

Metro to Cité, at 6:30 in the square in front of the Cathedral.  The media may not have 

been allowed into the conference proceedings, but they were abundantly present when 

150 well dressed scientists from around the world, and especially when 150 native 

peoples, many with painted faces, from the deserts of Africa and from the rainforests 
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of the Amazon, as well as from the Arctic coast of Russia, assembled on that cold 

evening in December before the great door of the Cathédrale de Notre Dame.  The 

Sioux delegates from Standing Rock stood together with their Zulu sisters and 

brothers from South Africa for the photographers; their picture, with fists raised, was 

on the front page of the Sunday edition of both Le Figaro and Le Monde. 

At 6:30, the doors swung open.  Our gracious French hosts escorted us into the 

Cathedral, dark now without the sun shining through the windows, but elegantly lit by 

a multitude of chandeliers.  The delegates walked up the long central nave, marveling 

in their many languages at the pillars and arches and sculptures, and at the ribbed vault 

high above.  The five of us sat in the third row, behind the Mangyan delegates from 

the Philippines, who pointed with keen interest at the various instruments carried by 

the members of the orchestra as the musicians took their seats in front of us. 

Behind us, the Parisiens from their arrondisements, as well as tourists from 

their various corners of the world, took their seats until, as I saw when I stood up and 

looked back toward the organ, the cathedral was filled.  The tall silver pipes—Marius 

told us that there were over eight thousand pipes—were dramatically lit by chandeliers 

against the dark stone wall and black circular window.  I could see a tiny figure seated 

on the organ bench with his back to us, perhaps warming up his fingers by running 

them up and down the silent keys. 

And now the conductor strode out in his black coat, black tie, and bright red 

handkerchief in his coat pocket.  He bowed to the applauding audience, then he turned 

to the orchestra and raised his baton.  The long nave, filled with people, became so 

silent that had an angel in the clerestory rustled her wings, we would have heard her. 

I do not know if you are familiar with the Third Symphony by Camille Saint-

Saëns, in which the orchestra plays with the accompaniment of a serene organ, and 

then a thundering organ plays with the accompaniment of an orchestra galloping to 

keep up.  Do yourself a favor: pour a glass of red French wine, put on your headphones 

and reach back to the premiere in London in 1866, or the premiere in Paris in 1867.  

The Americans had just finished butchering each other on the battlefields of their Civil 

War, and Abraham Lincoln was dead, but in London and in Paris, and soon in New 

York, civilization took a majestic step forward. 

 

We heard the plaintive opening chord, played by the strings, swelling with 

volume, then quieting . . . a chord which subsided into a minor key.  We listened to the 

oboe, its bright solo voice filling the enormous cathedral.  We listened to the plucking 
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of the bass strings, as if some musical theme were creeping toward us.  We listened to 

the stirring of the restless violins, as if a wind were tossing dead leaves into the air.  

We listened to the trombones, the French horns, and now to the flute as they added 

their rich sounds.  The timpani rumbled, noted by the native drummers among us. 

And then we were swept away by music increasingly powerful.  The orchestra 

tossed its themes from bassoon to flute, from horns to strings, quieting now, then 

building with an even stronger momentum.   

My mother, sitting to my left, reached for my hand and squeezed it as she 

whispered, “Merry Christmas, Sweetheart.” 

I nodded.  I could not speak. 

To her left, Loreen stared with rapt attention at the violinists five meters from us, 

sweeping their bows with mounting vigor.   

To her left, Lamar, whom I had carried unconscious in my arms, sat up with a 

start when the trumpets cut through the other instruments with their imperative alarm. 

And to my right, the boy whose many hidden gifts had been frozen as he 

cowered in the dark, now stared with bright eyes at the conductor who swept his baton 

with his right hand, and beckoned or diminished with his left.  Marius was home.  We 

may have to take him back to Norway at the end of the trip, but Paris, and Tahiti, and 

the oceans of the world, all awaited him.   

 

The second movement did not simply begin, but launched with a fury of energy. 

We had jumped from adagio, slow and serene, to allegro, full gallop. The woodwinds, 

especially the eager oboe, tossed the driving theme back and forth with the strings.  

And then, surprising in a symphony, we heard a piano playing a burst of rapidly rising 

notes, as if casting into the sky a handful of stars.   

I now noticed that a woman playing violin in the back row, wearing a black 

blouse and slacks, was pregnant.  Beneath the sweeping of her bow, the round 

protrusion was clearly evident.  How nice for the Little One, to be immersed in the 

music of an entire orchestra.   

A piccolo led, with delightful contrast, into a deep rich cadence of trombones. 

And now, so unexpected and yet so momentous, following a soft oboe, the 

plucking of bass strings, and hushed flutes . . . a powerful organ chord in C major filled 

the cathedral, as if the curtain had opened upon a dramatic new world.  The audience 

stirred around me.  The orchestra now marched forward, confident and bold.  The two 
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great voices at the front and back of the vast cathedral embraced us, lifted us up, and 

filled us with music both heroic and ethereal. 

Suddenly there was the piano again, played now by two people, four hands, 

casting clusters of stars into the heavens while the organ limned with steady chords the 

vast expanse of the universe. 

My eye kept returning to the stunningly handsome man in a black suit playing 

the four timpani at the rear of the orchestra.  Beneath his beating sticks with their large 

white cotton knobs, his drums roared with absolute precision, backing the horns, 

accenting the cellos, and sending the violins off on a run.   

Oh, and now the cymbals are crashing with a glorious noise.  The delegates from 

the Philippines are sitting tall in their seats. 

Maestoso, reads my program as we move toward the finale: majestic, and bold.  

The organ marches imperious; the great pipes rumble in the rafters of the cathedral, 

trembling that ribbed vault.  The sound thunders down upon our shoulders, shaking us, 

invigorating us, filling us to the brim with an exuberance so keenly alive. 

The entire orchestra races at full gallop toward a mountainous crescendo, lit by a 

fanfare of trumpets, with timpani thundering and organ overwhelming all else with its 

final powerful chord. 

Now a moment of silence while we breathe again. 

And then the audience bursts into applause, peppered with calls of “Bravo!” 

Maestoso!  Maestoso!  May we march forever Maestoso! 

 

The three hundred and five delegates are on their feet, applauding fervently.  

The conductor bows to this distinguished portion of his audience.   

And then, when the conductor sweeps his arm, inviting the orchestra to stand, 

the entire audience—we hear them behind us—roars with praise.   

The conductor invites the organist to stand in his elevated perch at the rear of the 

cathedral.  The audience turns around and again roars with praise.   

The conductor walks off the stage, but the applause soon brings him back again.  

He bows, then gestures for the oboist to stand, for the flautist, for the clarinetist, for the 

bassoonist, for the entire woodwind section to stand, for the valiant brass to stand, for 

the tympanist (already standing), and now for the two pianists, a beautiful young 

woman and handsome young man, perhaps a married couple, to stand.   

Waves of applause wash over the orchestra.   
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The conductor shakes hands with the concertmaster, who had led the violins 

magnificently. 

He departs from the stage, then returns a second time, to another roar from the 

audience, who are now clapping together in synchrony.   

 

* * * * * 

The delegates, in lively discussion, moved slowly along the nave toward the 

door.  When we stepped out into the cold dark night, we looked up, and Yes, we could 

see, above the glow of city lights, a few stars, cast into the heavens by the piano.   

We walked together to the Cité Metro stop, boarded the train, then gradually 

dispersed to our various hotels.  The delegates wanted to get to bed early, so they 

would be ready for the Global Presentation on Sunday. 

Aili Biriita, in her blue and red gákti, told us before she got off the Metro to be 

at the conference center by noon.  The program began at one.  She had reserved front 

row seats for us.   

Then she said good night to us, “Buorre idjá.”   

“Buorre idjá,” we said, as we had learned on previous evenings. 

She had no idea how much gratitude I felt, how much love. 

Nor did my mother.   

Until I told her that night at the hotel, before I lay down in my bed and listened 

to that thundering organ while I fell asleep. 

  


