Pain: Physical hurt or spiritual suffering
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SHISHMAREF — Huve you ever
experieneed the word pain i more
than one way”

Uhe word itsell means a physical o
mentl suffening cavsed by injury
dinease, unxiety or griel. The first ey
wmple of pain | shall describe s the
kind most commonly caused by
phiysical dnjury.
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OPINION

In the summer of 1983, the city of
Shishmarel hired my brother, Gideon
Jr, und me as land surveyors to use
a delicate and special instrument called
i trunsit,

Together we would build and com-
lete a cement seawall, which is now
vcated on the northern pant of our

sundy island,

As the weeks flew by, we worked
12 to 18 hours a day, depending on
the weather and tide, and the majori-
ty of the time, seven days a week. Son-
ny and | worked as accurately as possi-
hle, unbelievably hard and very close.

It wasn't only our job that made us
wiitk closely wogether, as we'd always
been ““linked'" in many ways.

One afternoon on the job, the wind
begon gusting af 40 miles without
warning. After an hour of trying 1o
cope with the strong wind and the
blowing sand, Sonny and [ and the en-
ure crew decided to move inside the
Naponal Guard Building where we
storcd our cguipment

When we linally were through for
the duy, 1 checked the knob ol the
buhbing ' s inner door o make sure that
it wany locked, Betore clowing the dooe,
I 1h o cigarette. At that moment, the
strong castern wind blew past me., and
e dower slammed with & lowid bang

A quick, sharp sensation tinggled
my nght ear. My hand resched 1o
“Ouch!"" | said w mysell, wondering
what had hoppened as | shu the mun
enirance

By the time | reached my house, my
cir was beginning 1o throb with pain,
but thinking it was only temporary, |
went strmight 1o bed, wtally exhausted.

[ woke up 10 an awful Ell:n.'lng pain,
us if someone were jubbing my enr-
drum with o long, narrow needle all
the way through my head to the other
ear. The lomger | sat there, the worse
it got,

iﬁ[utth:mlryi o hold back the
pain with my hand, I noticed my hair
un ear were soaked and wet, My hand
was covered with hlood, Confused and
in pain, 1 rushed 1o Mom's house 1o
use¢ the phone

After rﬂplninud to the health aide
what had happened, | gol a prescrip-

fion to tnke drops of medication
at a tim=, when necded.

[ hud Mom put the requined amount
of medicine in my ear. As soon as the
liguid entered the ear cunal, the pierc-
ing pain got worse, making me scream
and cry in agony like a baby receiv-
ing her first shot

awful pain felt like o huge,
open-flamed wrch slowly entenng my
ear, trying ta burn the inside of my
skull. Thiv was so painful that even to
this day, I have no interest in finding
out exactly what had happened the rest
of that night.

The second example of pain I shall
describe is the grief | experienced in
October 19835,

Thinking back. I remember sharing

the majority of my young life with my

ote and only Tull-blooded brother, Gi
dicon Jr.. who wus betier knbwn as
“Sonmy ' o our ymmediane family and
close Friends. Hle was very energetic,
cleabive wnd canng

Whicn he wissn't out (o the country
humung. he would spend countiess
howars b e shog, which e bad bl
mhing homemade fuemiuee o Hixing
old mnchimery

Chur relatiooship was similar 10w
relntionship between brothers. Sonny
tught and showed me how 1o live and
survive in the country whether it be
during the winter or summer. In
retum, | would teach him how 1o sew,
kit or cook something new.

Sometimes when one of us hod 10

o somewhere alone, either on o

siness or pleasure teip, we would ac-
twally become lopesome for one
mnother — even before the trip ook
place! He would meniion bow quiet i
wits gong 1o be while hunting. or |
would tell him how baring and empty
the house would feel without bam and
his friends.

The lnst time | saw Sonny alive, he
was waiting for Dad o finish packing
s camping gear and was reading o
Mickey Mouse book 1o our 3-year-old
nephew, Thomias.

can stil see his straight white teeth
us he smiled, while purpasely making
# mistake or yoke just 1o hear Thomas
correct il or 1o make the child burst
into laughter. 11 1'd only known that
would be the last ime Sonny would
s time with his favorie character,
homas, | would have followed my
brather 0 camp.
I can recull sitting across from the

storyteller and histener, noticing Son-
iy s well-built, muscular frame. His
medium-brown skin complemented
the cislor of his black hair that hung
doswn 1o s shoulders

The radiam expression on his fuge
e hys Eskomo-shaped eves sparkle
Choe ghiwe Wl Somoy and you knew in
stantly thal he wis a devited and hird
working young man,

Al the ime, [ was waiting for o Ber
g Aar Haght i Nowne so 1 oould get

fishing."' Sonny sad, mierrupting his
own stary.

I could tmugine the Tun of setting
and checking o net, shooting then
plucking the ducks and both of us s
tng i e boat figgeing our fish ook s
i the nddle of o smill fver

Stddenly . the plane thew bike o 1lash
of thumder over our litke villuge

S D wonder how long wall yvou
stay? | know Mom will worry o lot
about you af camp, so make sure you

away from o troublesome relationship
with my lover.

“Oecr thar plane! I it doesn't ar-
rive i the nexi 15 minutes, 11 cancel
my trip o Nome and go camiping in
stead,”” | said smpatiently ns | sar

gerass  from  the
characiers

“Yeuh, sis, why don't you? Ch
camp will be super guiet and Tonesonme:
withow! vou, especinlly  while

twa “silly

send o message over the radio, huh”
I knowd bl feel a Lot Bever alter
hearing From you, " he suid as he pot
up 1o give me 4 brotherly huog

bcan still hear his concern over the
by 1 wis carrying — my fimt who
was kicking my stomach a8 il it knew
we were gomg on i plane rude

A coaple dinys later, as 1 was bying
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ePain from grief can be almost unbearable

cordiumesd from page thirty-thres
downy tnmy hitel room watching TV,
the hotel attendant knocked at my
chiw
“HCs u fwily emergency,” she wild
e with anocredibly serims ook on
her foce
By telepbone, | venched my sister’s

hsbamd, Jon

"lon, whal s gompg on” | pasked
i

“Well, the people that hive CH

raudios are saying that something has
happdned o oone of the Gideons. Muost
of them ave saying that 105 Sonny thi
died, bl 'm not too sore "’

How could thist be? | bet o'y just
a g msunderstanding. Sonny s much
oy healthy and young toodie, ™ 1 told
him, I'II be home on the 12 noon
I'H]g "1 sid. then hung up

dinted Ryan Air (o make my reses-

valion home. Then the longest wait of
my life began. Due to the bad weather,
| had to wait for five long hours before
the plane could leave. lﬁw | waited ;}:
the airport, | purposely did not ¢
home because | dreaded hearing which
Gideon had passed nway.

When the plane finandly took me

The radiant expression on his face
made his Eskimo-shaped eyes
sparkle. One glance at Sonny and you
knew instantly that he was a devoted
and hard-working young man.

home, | couldn’t believe how muny
people were there at the airport. When
| stepped out of the plane, everyone
wits super gquict, and | actually felt
thetr eyes fined on my face as my
boylriend, Steve, hugged me.
‘Hon, 15 it true that it was Sonoy 7™

I nsked.

“Yes, Love. I'm sorry, "

Ay | entered Mom's bouse, |
dreaded heaning the real story, bul
forced myself w listen. Mom sad

whien Sonay lelt the cump 1o hani
ducks, he lelt onan empty stomsch
ard told her that be would retum
before dinner. He was wearing only
his *'street clothes,”” o jean jacket,
rubber boots wmd his favorite rmncoal.

The weather was just “perfect”
when he left. | guess he didn't expect
the weather to chunge on him withoul
warning. My one and only brother was
deceived by the unpredictable weather
ard died of hypotherma.

When I heard this, | feloas if a cold
northern wind wus blowing the Jove
uncl warmth out of my body o the
cmpty and frozen land. The empliness
it left insade Telt colder than the cold
est winler, so thal even the hotiest heal
of the sun or the heat of 0 wood
Parming stove could nor mel o, The
I:.-HII- felt like a Froeen brck of e
odged imside my hear

Even though it's been peardy five
veurs, | stll have this Teeling tnsidi
thut iy beothor cxists here tsdav, on
Iy he cunnotl be seen or spoken Lo
Some days, this fechng llares up so
stromg anside of e that T actually have
Loy visdt has grave just 1o see the prool
of his death
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