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In memory of my cousin, Kenny, who passed away last week after a life-long battle of organ rejection.  We went through school as the two youngest in our class. We started at different schools that allowed kids to start before their sixth birthdays, but our families moved to the same community.  It wasn’t such fun when everyone else in class got their driver’s license almost a year before we did.  His young wife was a match and, early in their marriage she unselfishly donated a kidney when his failed.   


Dylan Thomas wrote the following poem in 1940 when his father was going blind.  The dying of the light is a reference to darkness and being blind.  

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage, against the dying of the light.

Those wise men at their end know dark is right,

Because their words had forked no lightning they

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,

And learn, too late, they grieve it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.  

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.  

The author of this is unknown, but seems appropriate:  Life is too short to wake up with regrets.  So, love the people who treat you right.  Forget about the ones who don’t.  Believe everything happens for a reason.  
Mark Twain once said:  “The rule is perfect – in all matters of opinion our adversaries are insane.”  
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