Words on the sculpture entitled "The Heart Should Be a Secret Place"             P.1

These are fragments of letters written by my mother, Gwen Seidl, for the most part.  There are also some articles about her.  The words are visible, but somewhat hard to read, on the insides of the 4 quarters of the bottle, thus on 8 sides.  I have divided them in that way, with indications of which quarter they are found on.  In some places where I know which words are missing I have added those in parentheses.

Fragments on "Her heart was seldom" section, left side as viewed from inside:

Gwen's drawing of her frail Aunt Ethel, 1941

Part of a poem written by Gwen, sent to Bob, 1940:

  This is a gallant Autumn

      strangely moving--

  A woman old for passion

      Wise for tears

  She walks alone among the hills

      Recalling

  The pulse of Spring, the summer's warmth

      Her fears........

Newspaper article about one of Gwen's acting roles:

      COINCIDENCE--  Miss Gwendolyn Bryce, English

      teacher at Menominee High plays

      the part of Alice Sycamore in the

      comedy "You Can't Take it With

      You" which the Little Theater

      stages Friday night in Menominee

      Opry house.  In the play Alice

      Sycamore announces her engage-

      ment to a young fellow played by

      Kent Lundgren, the druggist.  In

      real life Miss Bryce's engagement

      was announced by her parents at

      Marquette last week to Bob Seidl

      formerly of Menominee now of 

      Louisville.

    Fragments on "Her heart was seldom" section, right side as viewed from inside:

Fragments of a letter to Elizabeth C. Whitford, postmark 1993

    Gwen B. Seidl

    5313-153rd Ave. S.E.

    Bellevue, WA  98006
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                                                                                                                                                             Letter to Lynn from Mother:

    Dear Twinky,

        Here are the pictures we

    had made for the whitfords and

    for us with a spare set for Nana.

    We think Louis is beautiful and

    fantastically complete and finished-

    looking for so young....

Fragments on "circumspect when she" section, right side as viewed from inside:
  (bottom)

  (The China trip)should be interesting--

  hope it comes off without a hitch this time.  

  When we go to Powells for dinner tonight

  we'll take a portion of the good aged cheddar

  you gave us. Nothing like it is available 

  here and the Powells have tasted some sent

  by Nash and Betty on Christmases past so we

  know they appreciate it.  Many thanks for that

 and all you did to make our visit a....

  (center)

  Your helpful suggestions for campaign material

  seem to have carried Bryce to victory in his recent

  debate with opponent, Mason.  Not everyone can have

  the advise of a prestigious law professor.

  We went to Vancouver to hear the debate

  and to help with envelope addressing and stuffing 

  and did precinct door-belling and other helpful

  tasks

  (top)

  (Mr. and Mrs. W.C. Whitford)

  c/o Faculty of Law

  c/o P.O. Box 9184

  Dar es Salaam, Tanzania

Fragments on "was very young" section, right side as viewed from inside:      P.3

  (bottom)
  I wish you were here, Lynn.  You would have some useful

  ideas.

      I hope all is well with you and the family.  It will

  be interesting to hear of Joshua's experiences in Bologna if

  we are lucky enough to go to Madison for Christmas.

      We'll get in touch again when we've seen Louis.

  For now, love to all,

               Mother
  (center)
      US stamp

      FIRST MAN ON THE MOON
      VIA AIR MAIL

    postmark:  BELLEVUE, WA

                      OCT.7

                       AM

                       1969

                       98004

  (top)
  ...hung it over a round coffee table that he and Father built

  some time ago.  In its place over the dining table

  he  hung a fixture made with (walnut board and

  three black drop-cords supporting black shades

  made from juice cans painted white inside, covered....)
  (This must be from one of Mother's letters describing something David did in one of his houses....)
  Fragments on "was very young" section, left side as viewed from inside:

  (bottom)  
  Dearest Bob,

      This is bad (poetry, but, etc.)

   for you as we rode (through, etc.)

   loved every minute (of my, etc.)

  you and I thank (you for, etc.)

  did to make it the (pleasant, etc.)

  it was.  Do forgive (me for I, etc.)
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The drawing by Mother is of John Erlichman, one of Nixon's White House staffers, who was involved       with the Watergate cover-up.  She drew many of that crew of bad guys.    

  (below the drawing)

  I don't remember if Father told you

  this on the phone but I can tell you

  that he has agreed to be president of Pilchuck

  Glass School for two years beginning I think

  in March.

      As you might expect, he accepted

  with great misgivings, had an extra check-up

  with his doctor as any good hypochondriac

  would and is enjoying greatly the reactions

  to his expressed trepidation.  If we could live

  on praise and reassurance alone we'd be

  very rich indeed, since this is a joint income

  state.

  (top)

  my committee and I (are hard at work...)

  I am trying to create a (credible rendition of a)

  rock on  which Amahl sits while playing his flute in

  front of his house on t he evening the kings arrive.  I've

  (bought a big garbage container for starters.  Now it stands...)

This was part of a letter re: her making sets for a production of

Amahl and the Night Visitors at the Congregational Church she and Father attended.

Fragments on "led her into gardens", right side as viewed from inside:

  (bottom, truly fragments here--)
    ... of the death agonies of...

    parents and grandparents...

    I took two turns for...

    When I was obviously...

    Mrs. Dunn would...

    sympathetically over...

    cheeks and tell me...

    they'd give me a glass...
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(center)

      I love the pictures of the family and

  of James as the M.C.  How does it feel to be the

  mother of the Anglo Saxon answer to Michael 

  Jackson?  Please give each my love.  Thank 

  Louis for his note.  (I hope he finds the perfect 

  shoes), and let the dramatic Elizabeth know that

  Lady Macbeth is delighted.

                          Mother

  (top)

  ...hidden behind (the fringe)

  ...permanently surrendered to your

  Wouldn't you know she'd ask for a beard instead of

  strawberries out of season.

(This must have been commentary about my (Lynn) having expressed my liking the way Bill looks in a beard.  Mother did not like facial hair!)

Fragments on "led her into gardens", left side as viewed from inside:

  (bottom)

    You asked me for a poem, Bob, and

    so I'm going to subject you to a

    strange new effort.  Please don't feel

    that you must comment upon it

    unless you want to, although anything

    you may say will be appreciated.

          We who are lonely

          Love night, and the moon

                               (etc.)

  (center)

  ...but with more caution.  All those virtues one

  is supposed to learn from sports they have surely

  learned, and when tested they aren't going to 

  self-destruct.  Go and leave them as much alone

  as if their folks lived in another state 

  and I'll bet they'll do well.

      In any case, I hope you will get back to

  using your great talent as it should be used.
                                                                                                                              P.6
  The studio seems like a good one and the 

  company there congenial.  So get with it.  I

  know better than most how frustrating it is

  to leave latent talent undeveloped.

  (top)

                                  Tuesday, October 8, 1940

 Dearest Bob,

    For the first time since we (moved)

  into the penthouse with (the pea-green)

  sink Jessie is out!  (No one is talking

  to me while I write to you, dearest.

  I hardly  know what to do with so

  much peace.)

