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                                       Reflections 

I discovered in my early youth that pain hurt: the worse the pain, the worse the hurt. I learned to avoid what I could and do what I could to lessen what I could not. I’m sure you understand.

When I witnessed someone getting hurt or experiencing pain I was secretly glad that it was they having it and not me. When intense physical pain was evident I thought to myself, “Far better thee than me.”

I learned that physical pain was really superficial unless one meets Mr. Morphine. I mean a paper cut hurts like blue blazes and to have a finger mashed by a hammer is by no means pleasant or a walk in the park, but unless a person is so bad off that they require a shot of morphine, you are just kidding around with the pain part. That’s what makes the legendary Men of steel, Men of steel. See? I considered myself more fortunate than some other poor creature who was experiencing the pain, not me. “Better thee than me; I’ll take it every time!”

I had a senior science class in high school where they explained that nearly all one’s nerves that carry pain signals are in the outer layers of skin. When one is maimed or crushed the actual pain is more psychological than actual. When one is really in physical pain, the body will go into shock and one will actually die, not from the injury, but from the shock. I think shock is there because of Divine mercy. It says in there somewhere that more than you can bear will not be put on you. It is beneficial to know that physical pain, when finally alleviated, is quickly forgotten. Physical pain, after all, is the body’s way of telling the brain that something is dreadfully wrong. Pain is necessary for our self-protection.

A different kind of pain is emotional pain, often more severe than the physical. It is much more difficult to deal with than physical pain. The most common I believe is unreturned love. Many a heart has been broken when a love ceases. Unlike physical pain there is no easy process by which to disengage it, and it lingers long after the initial realization. Frequently emotional pain will last a lifetime.

 Funerals embody a frequent demonstration of emotional pain due to the loss of a loved one. Emotional pain or grief is a most powerful emotion.

I witnessed grief today for a young lady who was thought to be too young, with much of her allotted time unused. I did not know her well but thought she was simply a beautiful child of God, and from the outpouring of compassion evinced by the attendees, she obviously was a loving person. To have such emotion returned to her, it is Spiritual law that she receive that which she had given out.

Ordinary and influential alike gathered to pay respect to Dianne and her family. There was plenty of ceremony from the church, fitting words from the priest and special friends who lovingly spoke of their recollections of her. A tribute of song was offered by her beautiful sister and niece who hoped that their gift would be received in the spirit it was given.

I was reminded of Isaiah 55:12:

“For ye shall go out with joy, and be led forth with peace:

the mountains and the hills shall break forth before you into singing,

 and all the trees of the field shall clap their hands.”

Now, I have been to a number of funerals and nearly all involved an emotional good-bye, leaving a void in the life of those who grieved. I have never heard a soprano sax played quite the same way as Dianne’s father played his rendition of “Amazing Grace.” At first, I thought he was playing “Taps” which is traditional at military funerals. All thought and distractions stopped as the song continued. I, as well as everyone else, felt the waves of emotion flowing freely from the father through the instrument and was mesmerized by the love pouring forth.

 “How sweet the sound”

The hearts of the father and mother were breaking at the unfairness that she was now gone and was not coming back. 

The memories they held flew by of her infancy, childhood, and teenage years. They remembered the trauma of her getting her drivers’ license which was her first taste of freedom.

 They recalled her triumphs and her learning failures which comprised this beautiful accomplished, caring, loving daughter.

“Bright shining as the Sun”

 Oh Dianne, Dianne, could there ever be a name as sweet.  “Absalom, Absalom . . . would to God that I might die for thee . . . .”

 “I was blind but now I see.”

 As much as I fought it, my eyes misted a little and I thought, oh how horrible to lose a child. A child is from you, is part of you, and is the consciousness of you, to carry on to prosperity. To have a child precede one to the grave is an injustice, a terrible sentence of sorrow inflicted on the parents.

 There are no words adequate to express the longing, the regret, the emptiness made manifest in the real and solid apparition that flowed over the whole audience. The song was rendered flawlessly with all notes perfectly given with all the love of the father and the mother; all the while their attention was on the loss.

 I know that this is one of the few times where it can be truthfully and sincerely prayed,

           “Oh Lord, Oh Lord hear my plea,

 Why, Why, Why, Why

 Oh Lord couldn’t it have been me, 

             Instead of she.”
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