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THE STORM

   It happened on the summer solstice in 2009. I knew Pat was coming to kayak on water near our cabin. He talked about coming by, but never came. That calm summer day turned into a squall that felt like a mini-hurricane. It dragged our sailboat anchor almost 100 yards before it hooked. I assumed that he and son, Matt, had canceled their trip. 

   I sent an e-mail telling him that he missed a big storm. 

   He wrote back:

Actually we were there and saw your trouble with the boat. We were in the middle of our own troubles with our own boats, and didn't have even a whisper of a chance of getting upwind to help. 

We put in at the ferry at near dead low tide, intending to head north along your shore line. However, there was a powerful squall sitting up at the north end of the inlet and moving, for some reason, south for a change. 

I wanted Matt to have the experience of paddling through a nice squall, but not into it, so we made the crossing to Herron Island just before the wind hit, and then made the crossing to McMicken in the middle of the squall. Looking back at your place as it hit, we could see the sailboat looking a bit more animated than usual, you might say. If we had decided to head into the wind, we could have been some help to Art.

 As it was, Matt had a life experience he'll probably never forget, complete with thunder, lightning and some 4 and possibly 5-foot waves mid-channel.
   Another e-mail came this week. Only a year later, not from Pat, but from his brother, Gary. 


Pat is gone.

   We all knew as Pat knew that he was in the storm of his life when he was diagnosed with an aggressive form of throat cancer. He did not shy away from that reality but lived head on into the storm with times of hope, times of reality and finally, in a final e-mail to me in response to a page I had written on my birthday about my car turning over 100,000 miles, 

It can’t last forever I’m told

     but it can last a good long time

     if I’m careful and lucky.

So at its 100,000 mile birthday

     I’m very grateful 

     and realistic.

And on my high mileage birthday

     I’m very grateful…

     and realistic.

    Pat answered:
...me too; I'm grateful, and realistic, but boy am I ready to trade this sucker in.
   So much to remember about Pat, but the moment that first came to mind was the summer solstice day he had with Matt. I remember him as a dad wanting to prepare his son for life:


I wanted Matt to have the experience of paddling through a nice squall.

As it was, Matt had a life experience he'll probably never forget, complete with thunder, lightning and some 4 and possibly 5-foot waves mid-channel.

   It is a parent’s instinct to protect a child. It is a parent’s duty to prepare a child to meet the storms of life. As Pat did. 


Alleluia, the great storm is over, lift up your wings and fly.


Alleluia, the great storm is over, lift up your wings and fly.

Art Morgan, July 1, 2010
