
lechyd da 
 
(Welsh for good health) 
 
The bluestone arrived today in an envelope from Wales. 
It is just in time to be scanned into Flyway Stories. 
 
Let the memoir be launched with the ancient magic contained in this small 
fragment of spotted dolerite that was taken to create the Druidic temple at 
Stonehenge immediately after the death of the Amesbury archer, if you know 
your early Briton.  This stone was splintered from a dressed stone honed by a 
mason at the quarry in the Preseli Hills.  It is the source of the blue granite that 
was hauled over two hundred miles from Wales to Great Briton for the 
Stonehenge temple.  It has been a mystery that, despite the difficulties, the 
bluestone was used for the purpose of temple.   
 
I came to receive this stone in a way that suits its mysterious qualities. 
Last December, following a broken hip, I learned that I had stage four lung 
cancer.  It was shocking to know further that, although treatable, it could not be 
cured.  I had no symptoms at the time and suddenly, facing mortality, many 
thoughts arose. Among them was a deep sense of who I was or, more 
importantly, what I was made of.  I have a strong sense of ground and sea 
having been raised on eastern Long Island in a family that goes back over 200 
years.  I grew up close to the soil and to the sea and I know I am made of 
Bridgehampton loam and the Atlantic. 
 
Facing mortality elicits a kind of summary thinking.  It created a great desire in 
me to be close to my own particular elements.  It was this urgent need that led 
me to book a round trip on the Queen Mary 2 that would travel for fifteen days 
and nights over the Atlantic to Southampton and back.  I wanted to travel alone, 
stay in a cabin with a balcony next to the sea, and just experience the Atlantic. 
 
So I went.  I located myself up on the 11th deck of the newly-fastened Queen 
Mary 2, perhaps the greatest Ocean Liner ever to set sail.  One wants for nothing 
while aboard.  I had managed to get myself $800 in on-board credit that I used 
for treatments in the Spa.  I had the dress clothes for formal affairs from another 
cruise on the same ship before it had been put into dry dock for refastening. 
 
I had hoped to do some writing on this voyage.  There were many experiences to 
track, i.e. the original transatlantic voyage that I took in the 1950’s in order to 
attend the University of Edinburgh.  That was an early experience that changed 



forever this young country girl from the potato fields of eastern Long Island.  See 
my first flyway story on this website entitled “The Maid for the Maids.” 
 
I learned that I was more interested in living than in writing while aboard the 
Queen.  One would not think that an 82-year-old woman with a cane would 
attract much attention on a voyage of interesting people.  However, I soon 
discovered that was not the case.  I was welcomed wherever I went and by 
whomever I met.  People seemed drawn to me and thus I socialized.  
 
Each day at lunch I asked for a table next to the water in the dining room where 
there was open seating.  I had a marvelous time and the spa treatments were 
enlivening me each day. 
 
Although I had planned never to set foot on land during this journey, I was 
surprised to find there were excursions available to Stonehenge and Salisbury 
Cathedral while the ship loaded in Southampton.  I had no idea the renowned 
Salisbury Plain of the ancient world was located nearby.  It was more than good 
fortune to be able to experience both places in one tour.  So I took the excursion 
and there it was, the world of Stonehenge and the magical Salisbury plains, 
which is ancient England, a place where my soul resonates. 
 
I was certainly in the right place for my mortality excursion.  I have a very old 
streak in me that is unaccounted for.  I have always been drawn to rocks and 500 
million-year-old fossils like ammonites and trilobites.  It is all lodged somewhere 
in my psyche, like knowing about the land and the sea. 
 
I was on a cane but quite ambulatory.  I am a life-long choral singer and had 
always wanted to sing in Salisbury Cathedral. There were schoolgirls rehearsing 
in the cathedral and so I insinuated myself into the group and read the music 
and sang for about a half hour.  Stonehenge was just right and something I could 
not have fabricated alone without the aid of the Universe. 
 
Returning to the boat, the luncheons and dinners went on along with the 
pleasure of new travelers this time on their way to New York.  Among these 
voyagers was an actor from Wales, named John Harries.  We met over lunch and 
immediately enjoyed each other’s company greatly.  Our paths crossed often 
during the voyage and one evening, having just come from a treatment at the 
Spa, I told him about my cancer.  I needed to talk to someone about it.  John was 
a listener and an empathizer. 
 
As the evening wore on and we decided to eat in the cafeteria near the Spa I 
learned that he came from a special place of elemental significance too.  He was 



from Preseli Hills in Wales.  It is the location of the quarry that provided the 
famed bluestones used for the Druidic Temple in Stonehenge.  When he dropped 
that information, I shivered.  It was one those moments when one realizes one is 
truly in the place one should be in.  It carried a strong message that I was cared 
for by the spheres or whatever mystical forces there are that govern the real and 
important part of our lives. I guess you could call it the journey of the soul which 
is a little different from what we think our lives are about. I was raised a Catholic 
but, other than a great love for Latin mass music, I have never been very 
orthodox.  I think at heart I am more an old Druid of the rocks and trees. 
 
John and I parted.  I put him in touch with my son Lucas who is an actor in New 
York and he promised to send me a stone from Preseli Hills.  It arrived last week 
and is here, scanned in as a champagne bottle to launch this multi-media site.  
Bon Voyage and thank you John, the Queen Mary 2 and my intuition! A very 
wise friend who works in the world of healing once said to me, “the power of 
synchronicity is much older and more healing than modern medicine.” 
 
 
 
 


