
Elizabeth 
 
Elizabeth has shoulder-length white hair, piercing pale blue eyes, a little bit of a 
tummy. I put her at 68, give or take a few years. She walks into the drum circle, 
unpacks her djembe with its Rastafarian strap and multi-coloured skin cover. She 
flashes me her usual irrepressible smile. She is wearing a black Seattle World 
Rhythm Festival T-shirt.  
 
We start drumming. She seems to enter the trance of our collective beat…goon goon 
godo godo, goon goon godo godo. Soon she is soloing, her adaptation of a ‘lick’ on 
top of the heartbeat rhythm. Her smile widens; her eyes close; she has entered a 
serene place, space, time. 
 
I look over at the other drummers. The thin, rigid, middle-aged Kerrisdale housewife 
catches my attention—Forced nervous smile, tell-tale signs of botox. I think about 
botox, as I inch closer to 40 with every passing week, year. Botox, liposuction, 
juvurderm implants, personal trainers. The beauty I never attained as a youth. Do I 
want to be the Kerrisdale housewife in 10 years time? Where is her sense of self? 
Where is her rhythm? Her soul beat? 
 
No, I want to be like Elizabeth. The 6/8 over 4/4 rhythm circles around and around: 
I want to be like Elizabeth. I want to be like Elizabeth.  
 
Elizabeth embodies the spirit of Granny Wales, my now deceased Welsh 
grandmother. She was the fairy godmother of Waunfawr, a small village in North 
Wales. She lived next door to the primary school, separated only by a chest-height 
flint wall. Every day she would leave her 17th century stone home and approach the 
children as they ran to the wall, offering them smiles, affection, and opal fruit 
sweets. She was everyone’s Nain—grandmother, in Northern Welsh. Available and 
present; her acceptance of all. 
 
Granny Wales belonged to the space, the place, grounded in the rhythm of the village 
yet offering her own time signature overtop. She moved slowly, due to a hip injury 
when she was nine years old. She walked with a wooden cane, embodying a unique 
gait, her own rhythm. I see her, engulfed in the beauty of her garden, surrounded by 
bright pink fuchsias.   
 
Elizabeth now stands up and makes her way over to the djun djun, the African base 
drum. She takes out a stick. We start a new rhythm. We accompany her on our 
djembes as she grounds us in the deep base, the primal beat underneath it all. She 
sustains us. 
 
Elizabeth is my alter ego.  For the longest time, I thought her name was Marianne. 
Only as I began to write this story did I realize that her name was actually Elizabeth. 
My middle name is Marianne. At 16 years old, about to depart to live in Argentina, I 
decided I would reinvent myself. I would go by Marianne—or Mariana. I hated 



“Judith.” I wasn’t a Judith. However, my name in Argentine Spanish sounded right—
zsudeet—exotic, interesting, French-sounding. I liked the cadence, the rhythm, with 
the accent on the second syllable. The heart beat: Judeet, Judeet, Judeet. I am alive. I 
am here. 
 
I am locked in a struggle between my two selves: Kerrisdale housewife and 
Elizabeth. I fret, I want, I try to follow the beat of another, to get it ‘right’, to have 
enough, to be enough. To have the house, husband and happily ever after. To be 
wrinkle-free…though worry-filled. I am also the embodiment of Ruby Hughes (my 
Welsh granny), of Judeet, of Jude, of Elizabeth. I connect with the universal rhythm, I 
move in time, I contribute. I solo over top, 6/8 in 4/4…and beyond, grounded in my 
own heartbeat, finding the one where the pattern repeats itself.  
 
I imagine Elizabeth surrounded by family and friends, immersed in meaningful 
work, with a generosity of spirit that expands. But I don’t know her story. She has 
been in my hand drumming class for over a year, but I’ve barely spoken two words 
to her. She is my invention, created as a personification of my higher self. A self that 
ebbs and flows and grows and gives, its own rhythm, offered to all.  
 
 


