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IS PARADISE LIKE THIS?


She stood at the railing of our camp deck that faces Case Inlet on Puget Sound with the Olympics as a back drop. After a few moments she said:

 “It must be wonderful to spend your summer in paradise.” 

I’m no expert on paradise. I’ve never preached on the subject. The first thought that always comes to my mind when I hear the word, is of Paradise Lodge on Mount Rainier. If you’ve been there when summer flowers are out with views and mountains around that won’t quit, you know what I mean.


But I wouldn’t complain if paradise were like our place.


Of course, paradise is not perfect, on earth or any place. Let me tell you how it went the last time we went to Gig Harbor for our monthly haircut.


We were parked outside the shop waiting for it to open when the cell phone rang. A neighbor on our beach road (in paradise) called to ask whether we heard the ambulance. (We have to have ambulances here even though it’s paradise). We told her we weren’t home to hear the siren go to the end of the road (where we live) then beyond down a neighbor’s driveway. Jean would call and see what was up. It turned out that our neighbor was carted off to a hospital. He’s still in the hospital a week later having a heart stint installed. That’s scary.

Another message beeped its presence on my Blackberry just as the door was unlocked for us. Here is the message:

      Art,

Wendy just called - Ed's heart failed last night and they couldn't revive him.  They were up at the Canal at the time.  I'm hopping on a plane this pm.  Carrie and I spoke briefly about having a service at the Kelso Elks.  We all (Wendy, Carrie, and I) would like you to lead the service.  Please give me a call.

      So much for paradise. Somebody’s paradise just went to hell. I made calls back to North Carolina, to Kelso and to Hood Canal.
            Things like that aren’t supposed to happen in paradise, are they? That’s the second such message I’ve had this summer. The three ladies, scattered around the country ─ the wife and two daughters ─ had dealt with an unexpected tragic moment during the night and had already set things in motion to deal with this reality.

            I am sure they all had other plans. None of them included being in Kelso on August 24 for Ed’s memorial event. For his part, Ed had been enjoying his Hood Canal paradise harvesting some shrimp. We always have other plans.
            The unspoken reality we all keep hidden in our minds is that paradise is not perfect. This life in whatever place we choose to experience it is not safe. There is no safe place. We’re suspicious that there is no paradise anywhere. 

             Life works only when you are able to deal with a change in plans. I marvel at the spirit within that rises when paradise is lost. It is the reality of this spirit in life that is behind the words of the Psalmist that wrote: Therefore we will not fear though the earth should change.
             The earth does change, even in paradise. Be prepared.







─ Art Morgan, August 18, 2010
