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      To my Mendocino familia: Laura, Efrain, Kervin, Jonathan, and Toby Balandran-Garcia; and G. Kaleo Larson, Surprise, and Miles.
         I am grateful for your ever-present tenderness, thoughtfulness, and love. And especially to my “girls” who, simply by being,
         have greatly soothed and expanded my heart.
      

   
      

      
      

      

      
      Drink deeply. Live in serenity and joy.

      
      Buddha
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      It has been a delight working with both of you on this project, knowing that we are, however humanly fallible, seeking a more
         compassionate world for those who have been, especially in the last fifty years, primarily objects of ridicule and previously
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      May our call be from this day onward, to all the creatures and beings of the planet who have no voice: I have come to you,
         for you, to be a witness to your life and to extend whatever understanding and happiness I can.
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