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Pieces of My Path
Under the Cherry Tree

by Zoe Tummillo

Once upon a 
time, there was 
a little girl who, 
for reasons now 

vague, decided to leave home.  
She was six or so.  She had her 
own little bed, bureau, shelves 
and stuff, a low rod on which 
to hang her clothes, toys, and 
three siblings.  But, she de-
cided to leave home anyway.

Th i s  l i t t l e  g i r l  wa s 
very obedient, understood 
t h e  h o u s e  r u l e s ,  t h e 
outside behavior rules and 
boundaries, and she rarely 
misbehaved. When it came 
to her decision to leave, she 
faced a dilemma.

Sally was my “mother’s 
h e l p e r.”   Sh e  w o r k e d 
a f t e rnoons  he lp ing  my 
children with school projects, 
crafts, and other things while 

I worked in my home office 
or was away with clients.  
Sally was great, the children 
loved her, she was clever and 
they could only rarely pull the 
wool over her eyes!  She met 
and solved most challenges as 
they arose with my four very 
energetic kids.

One day when I called in 
to see how things were going, 
I was surprised to learn that 
Sally was agitated and had a 
big problem:   “She says she is 
leaving home!  She is packing 
all her things, and wants me 
to help her take her furniture 
and everything out the back 
door!  I asked her where she 
was going, and she explained 
that she couldn’t cross the 
street, so she was going to live 
under the Cherry tree!  What 

shall I do?”
"Let me talk to her."
She said yes she was sure 

she wanted to leave, and she 
declined my offer to hear her 
reasons.  So I told her I would 
tell Sally to help her move 
out!  (Sally was to only help 
with the big stuff.)

When I arrived home, 
there, about ten feet from 
the driveway, was my little 
girl sitting on her bed with 
all her movable belongings 
arranged around her! A little 
room was nestled against 
the trunk of the Cherry tree, 
complete with her scatter rug 
and stuffed animals carefully 
placed.  She was eating her 
dinner.  Cherries.

Sally – between fits of 
laughter – explained the 
process of dragging all the 
stuff through the house, 
down steps and out across the 
yard. It was an exhausting job 
for a little one who promptly 
lay down on her bed as soon 
as her “room” was set up, 
and fell fast asleep in the 
sunshine.  She’d had cherries 
for lunch, too.

Sally went by to say 
goodnight to a little girl who 
was beginning to notice dusk.  
Oops.  Little things like 
darkness and night varmints 
had not been considered…
and from her Cherry tree 
abode she could see into the 
lighted kitchen where her 
siblings were eating at table. 
They were peering out at the 
fading light, looking worried 
about their sister.

Wel l ,  of  course ,  she 
changed her mind around 
8:45.  I heard a little knock 
at the back door.  With big 
tearful eyes she said she’d 
changed her mind and could 
she please move back home?   
Her siblings begged me to 
let her in, offered to let her 
sleep with them, and to help 
her move back inside in the 
morning.   With wisdom 
belying her years, she did not 
ask for dinner or any other 
privileges  -- just curled up at 
the foot of big brother’s bed 
and was asleep in seconds.

While there were a lot 
of folks who didn’t see eye 
to eye with me when it came 
to my childrearing methods, 
I always believed that when 
they magically drop in your 
lap, object lessons could be 
great teachers!
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Write It Down! 
by Zoe Tummillo

W ell… first 
y o u  h a v e 
t o  k n o w 
h o w  t o 

write! What’s going on? 
Are our educators really 
serious about considering no 
longer teaching handwriting 
in  e l ementa r y  s choo l ? 
Hello? Aren’t most of the 
“foundation” documents 
of the world let alone our 
nation handwritten? So, 
it’s now OK that entire 
generations would not know 
how to read the originals or 
copies thereof? 

And tha t ’s  ju s t  the 
beginning of my tantrum… 
Worshipers at the alter of the 
electronics cult will loudly 
protest that hand-writing, 
penmanship, cursive and 
all their relatives are now 
irrelevant! As long as there 
is a plug socket, a WIFI, a 
laptop, a tablet, a smartie-
phone or  one  of  the i r 
relatives handy – well who 
needs to write anything? 

One o f  my fondes t 
memories is when I was not 
yet ten years old, and my 
father began teaching me 

Spencerian penmanship. His 
handwriting was absolutely 
magical, and I was fascinated 
as I would watch him sign 
documents ,  checks and 
letters with a flourish! The 
whorls and twists produced 
actual penman art; I made 
it clear that I wanted him to 
teach me how to write the 
way he did. 

He patiently indulged 
my attempts. He explained 
that the person who had 
taught him had told him that 
unless your hand and fingers 
could “ … learn how to float 
on the air and fly like a small 
bird” you could never master 
the art! Well, I tried and 
tried and it was a wonderful 
day when – somewhere in 
my teens – he said that I had 
crossed an invisible line of 
some kind and was now a 
Spencerian penman (a term 
not yet politically incorrect!). 

It is almost impossible 
for me to imagine the mind 
that could so distort its 
logic, to actually convince 
i t se l f  that  the  cul tura l 
anchor, acoutrement, skill, 
tradition and benchmark of 

handwriting is expendable! 
No matter how loudly 

they protesteth, email is 
not “the same as” a written 
letter, texting is not the same 
as talking to a real person, 
electronic documents are 
not actual documents, and 
essence is not substance! 
The ragged, lopsided poorly 
executed scratchings that 
pass for writing by the typical 
young clerk or student or 
kid-next-door (that is, if 
you can pry their electronic 
device out of their hot little 
hands for ten seconds…) 
is not handwriting! It’s a 
deplorable statement about 
our approach to thorough 
teaching, our attitude about 
the link of such skills to 
history and culture, and 
the seductive power of the 
trendy.

Have you ever dared to 
hide one of these devices 
from its owner for even five 
minutes and observed the 
intense surge of the reaction? 
If it were not so serious, it 
would be hilarious. Writing 
is but one of the casualties to 
which the reaction is linked. 

When I think about a 
theme for an article, I try 
to do as much research as I 
can to counter balance my 
own opinions and attitudes. 
(Sometimes it works!) It 
has been fascinating to 
observe how little thought 
and reflection goes into 
what  pa s se s  fo r  in te r -
personal communication 
in this instantized wireless/
electronic sphere. Almost 
everything is immediate 
–  and  o f  cou r s e ,  no t 
retrievable. Contemplation? 
One young woman asked 
me what the word meant. 
Pause? Consider? Can those 
qualifiers be accomplished at 
warp speed? 

Then there is the new 
version of “sharing…” Now 
that one is truly scary, and 
has virtually retired the 
classic concept of privacy. 
The  mos t  in t imate  o f 
thoughts buzz rapidly back 
and forth without substance. 
Gone  i s  the  pen  tha t 
hesitates above the paper for 
a heartbeat or two while we 
rethink the choice of a word 
that would be “permanent” 
on the paper, in the hand of 
the recipient! 

Write it down? Good 
grief! That would take time 
(and commitment). That 
would require thought, 
a piece of paper, a pen or 
pencil (yuk) and the skill of 

penmanship. 
Planned obsolescence in 

product development, high-
speed for everything, quick 
taps on all sizes of keyboards 
-- it almost seems like a 
cultural exodus from …
what? It is faster to type, so 
abolish handwriting in our 
schools? Oh, there will be 
a piper to pay someday for 
such rationales!
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