


At her memorial service, that poem was read by the minister, moving everyone to
tears. After the service, the family and friends gathered at the family home on the shore
of one of Maine’s loveliest lakes, Keoka. After they had come together, a brief summer
shower came through, and those present commented guardedly about the possibility of
there being a rainbow. One of the younger men was quite upset by the idea, and felt com-
pelled to look outside, and shortly afterward, he came into the house, quite beside himself
with emotion, saying, “There is a rainbow - come and see it; you’ll not believe it!”

The rainbow was indeed there; right on the shore, and in order to see it, they all
had to crowd onto a floating dock which settled ankle-deep under their weight. The rain-
bow appeared to arise with breath-taking intensity from a rock on the shore not twenty
feet from where they stood. It did not change at all for many minutes, holding everyone
in awe.

The silence was broken by the cries of the child, who was seen standing in her crib in
the second story window of the house, pointing at the rainbow, and crying out, “Mama,
Mama!” Her maternal grandmother looked and listened and was the first to speak, say-
ing, “Now I know! Now I really know!” And in that moment, all the others knew, too.

The rainbow then left, sweeping down the lake with increasing speed to disappear
over a small summer cottage that is now owned by the child, now grown, and her Dad.
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