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The sign in the Salt Lake City Public Library read "Make Your Own Native American 
Flute: One-Week Class by Master Flute-Maker Bill Hughes." I was intrigued. I had been 
playing the NAF for six years, and loved the easy free-form improvisation of the 
instrument; so different from the classical silver flute I had studied so seriously when I 
was in my teens. I registered for the class. 

As I glued, planed, carved, sanded, sanded more, and sanded still more, I talked with 
Chris, a woman from Southern Utah who played the NAF as a Hospice volunteer. "Oh!" 
I thought to myself. "So that's what I'm supposed to do next!" My diagnosis and 
treatment for breast cancer the previous year had ended my career as an advocate for 
abused women; the work had simply become too dark. But interweaving music and 
Hospice work seemed the perfect combination. Creating music fills my heart with light 
and love. And death, unlike domestic abuse, is not evil; it is simply what comes next.  

I asked Bill Hughes, the workshop teacher, if I could commission a NAF specifically for 
Hospice work. I sat in his workshop as he fashioned an instrument that would be 
exactly right for me. Ordinarily, a hospice flute should be long, to produce the low 
tones that are appropriate at the end of life. But I am quite short, so a very long flute 
was out of the question. Therefore, Bill created a different design: he made a slightly 
shorter but significantly wider flute, hollowed as thinly as possible, so that my small 
hands could hold it during the long hours of a vigil. He drilled the six holes at an angle, 
so my fingers would sit comfortably on the body of the flute. 

I have named my flute "Song Bird." When I get a call from Deanna, the volunteer 
coordinator for our local Hospice here on the Monterey Peninsula, I wrap it carefully in 
its special case. I quietly enter the room where the dying patient lies on the bed, 
surrounded by family. I softly introduce myself to the relatives... and to the patient, 
who is generally unconscious. I explain that I am going to play my flute for all of them. 
Sometimes family members will want to hold the flute... they are always amazed at how 
nearly weightless it is. I suggest to the relatives that closing their eyes and following the 
notes of the flute might help still their minds. I find a chair in a quiet corner where I can 
watch the rise and fall of the patient's chest. And then I play my first long, slow, deep 
note. 


