
 

 

Nutsy Baton or Wabi-Sabi  
 

We called her Nutsy Baton. She wore an army helmet, pushed a baby carriage, and 

twirled a baton. As farm kids, we found her very curious. We guessed at her age, 

thinking she was about 12 years old.  
 

During the summer months while being driven to the pool, we would look for her as 

we peered through the left side of the car window hoping she was in her usual place 
on the sidewalk beside her house, wearing one roller skate strapped to her shoe.  

 

In those childhood days Nutsy Baton was outside our realm of familiarity, and very 
amusing to our unsophisticated senses. She was always alone, seemingly quite 

content with her own presence, and wearing loose fitting, mismatched clothing. If 

she wasn't there when we passed by, we worried, wondering if she was ok, or 

dead. There was both interest and amusement, as well as compassion for what we 
saw as "odd", and maybe even wonderful! I wonder to this day, what happened to 

her, and what was her real name? 

 
Growing up, my siblings and I had several experiences that were never really talked 

about. One was about a neighboring family with a child who was developmentally 

challenged. We all knew and loved him, although it was never explained or 

discussed as to why he seemed different. He was delightful in his own way, and as 
much a part of his family as the rest of his 5 siblings. Like Nutsy Baton, he was also 

curious to us, living in a different world, with different speech intonation and 

clothing style. If you asked him a question his face would take on the muscular 
contortions that would exemplify the very essence of deliberating deeply before 

answering your question. His name was Johnny. Before the new road was built 

between his house and ours, Johnny would walk with gusto across several fields, 
march into the house through the front door and greet whoever was there, not stay 

long, and then, with the same gusto, turn, and be out the door and away, back 

across the fields. He was a walker! In those days, there was little concern or fear 

for his safety.  
 

I remember my mother saying one day how lucky she thought we were not to have 

a "Johnny" in our family, given that we were a large family of seven kids. It didn't 
occur to me that being different was unlucky, after all, in nature, everything was 

different, odd, unique and beautiful, so why not people? Johnny was one of the first 

individuals who helped shape my heart and mind in understanding that being 
different was as natural as being similar. Remembering Johnny makes me smile.  

 

Much later in life when I was an adult, I was traveling on a shuttle bus from the 

Portland airport to a retreat in Oregon. The bus was full of spiritual retreatants, and 
as I boarded all seats were taken except one. I remember the windows were large, 

giving way to great light and broad views of the landscape. The woman I sat next 

to was small in frame with long grey hair. We were both admiring the beauty. Her 
name was Hannah. She was a doctor. Our conversation was gentle and easy. Then, 

suddenly, after about 20 minutes, she looked at me and seemed completely lost as 

to where she was and why, and who I was. I saw the fear of a child in her eyes. As 



 

 

I shifted gears to meet her anxiety, I realized she had shifted into another 
personality, and the woman I had initially met was not present. I did not panic, and 

instead felt calm as I comforted her. Eventually, but not immediately, she returned. 

She asked me what had happened and I shared what I had experienced. She was 

quite clear and cognizant, explaining to me that she had multiple personalities, and 
when meeting someone new she often could only hold her stability for about 20 

minutes, and then, without warning, would shift. We had gotten to just over 20 

minutes when this happened on the shuttle. As a doctor, she explained, most of her 
patient appointments were about 20 minutes or less. Her staff were the first to 

notice and mention to her their observations and concerns. We became friends and 

stayed close during the retreat. I called her while traveling not long afterwards and 
asked how she was doing? She instructed me to always ask, not how she was 

doing, but how is "everyone"?! Everyone meaning all 26 personalities, she later 

shared with me! 

  
I saw Hannah a few years ago for the first time in many years. I asked how 

everyone was? She was still being a doctor and finding her way amongst the 

liveliness in her brain. She had seven children each being conceived while 
experiencing a different personality.  

 

I feel blessed by Nutsy Baton, Johnny, Hannah, and so many other amazing human 
beings in my life. They have taught me that we are all challenged and imperfect by 

design, by the very nature of being human. It is our common ground, and yet we 

have this unavoidable drive and tendency to strive for perfection, and hold it as the 

holy grail. I see now that being seemingly flawed by nature is perfect imperfection.  
 

The art of Japanese flower arranging demonstrates this so "perfectly", often adding 

a hint of imperfection, to an otherwise exquisitely lovely and perfect arrangement, 
reminding us of our humanity as equally exquisite and imperfect; sometimes 

referred to as Wabi-Sabi.  

 
Wabi-Sabi, is the ancient art of imperfection; of finding beauty in a cracked bowl, 

fading flowers, or the elegance in an odd or aging face. It is seen in the frayed 

edges of clothing, or a young woman wearing an army helmet and twirling a baton, 

or a young man contorting his beautiful face to think deliberately before he speaks, 
or a doctor who loses herself after 20 minutes. It is the bare beauty of accepting 

things as they are, and shifting the awareness to appreciating rather than 

perfecting. It is the embrace of loving what is! 


