When someone young dies

Dying young is a compound tragedy. Death of anyone is an irrevocable parting, but death of a young person seems without mercy. In time we may get past the bitterness, the anger, the pain. It is then that we can view the actual life of this young person as a blessing.

A metaphor that comes close to expressing the gift of that young person’s life is a flower that blooms today and is gone forever.

The hibiscus flower, unusually beautiful, stays for but one day and then is gone forever. The health and beauty of our bodies blooms so briefly, sometimes seemingly unnoticed. Each one of us, like a flower, changes the world forever. God notices and marks the event in the great eternal book.

Without every hibiscus flower that ever gave up its beauty, the world would be slightly less beautiful. The death of a flower reminds us that a day of bloom is infinitely better than an eternity of plastic.

And so, young people sometimes die. And we look on and we cry. We spill real tears, over real life and real beauty that, however transitory, has left a lasting impact on God’s creation.

(Ideas for this reflection borrowed from Against an Infinite Horizon by Ron Rolheiser O.M.I.)
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