
I've been traveling for the past few 
weeks, trying to cross a few things off 
my bucket list. Things like "find the 
Fountain of Youth," "find a new imag-
inary friend," "reconcile with family 
(but not Bob)," "visit a bunch of 
famous places that are so packed with 
tourists all you see is other tourists."

I've learned people don't travel now 
to see famous attractions or to learn 
more about them. No, the reason they 
pack four oversized bags, buy a plane 
ticket and take a taxi to a Wonder of 
the World is for the sole purpose of 
taking pictures of them-
selves in front of it. 

As if having your face 
in the photo will some-
how improve the over-
all look of the Eiffel 
Tower or the Grand 
Canyon.

And there's an entire 
process to it. First, you 
must position yourself looking away 
from the attraction, then you hold 
your phone arm out as far as it will 
go, knocking out anyone walking 
nearby. Then you snap your selfie and 
walk away. No, just kidding. You then 
look at the picture you just took, play 
with your hair, consider the angle and 
the lighting and do it again. Then you 
send the picture to your friend who 
was standing right next to you. 

Now multiply this scene by a thou-
sand or two. Add a few thousand self-
ie-sticks, and there you have the mod-
ern tourist experience: being clubbed 
to death by other tourists. Which will, 
of course, be filmed by hundreds of 
other tourists, and who knows? Your 
ugly death may go viral. 

Sure, tourists have taken pictures 
ever since the portable camera came 
along, but taking pictures today is a 

much, much different experience. 
And, it seems there's a much different 
motive behind it. There's a feeling out 
there now the whole point of doing 
anything is to take a picture of it, to 
record it. "This is me at my birthday 
party at a restaurant" is now "This is 
me getting my morning coffee at the 
drive-thru." Thanks for sharing.

If you are just taking a selfie to 
prove you were there, what does that 
say about your friends? If they're not 
going to take your word for it, maybe 
you should be looking for new ones. 

Some think they're 
taking it for the 
memories. Do you 
really think you're 
going to forget that 
you flew to France, 
got from the airport 
to your hotel, walked 
to the Eiffel Tower 
and even stood in 

line to go to the top? 
I think we're lucky the camera 

phone wasn't invented thousands of 
years ago. Yes, it'd be nice to have 
documentary photos of historic 
events, but if we took them with 
today's mindset, we'd have to look at 
the bizarre spectacle of Brutus' smiling 
face while his friends finish off Ceasar 
in the background. Or a wide-eyed 
close-up of one of the spectators while 
Anne Boleyn has her head on the 
block. 

You'd be able to see everything 
BUT the really interesting stuff. 

"Can you see that little speck 
behind me? That's Jesus giving the 
Sermon on the Mount. Doesn't my 
hair look good? I braided it that very 
morning!"

Contact Jim Mullen at mullen.jim@
gmail.com.

"I was sorry to see the Mooch and 
Spicer killed off so quickly, but I really 
think the introduction of Rudy's char-
acter is going to breathe new life into 
the show," commented a friend on 
Facebook the other day. "Kudos to the 
producers for keeping things so fresh."

The comment seems to pretty well 
capture our national reality: So much 
of the country seems to be huddled 
around the ultimate reality show in 
the White House. People watch in 
delight and horror, amusement and 
triumphalism, depression and disgust. 

Even as we watch politics as an 
addictive drama, it seems our lives are 
often lived anesthetized, 
with our spiritual and 
interpersonal muscles 
atrophying.

It's for some of these 
reasons that "The 
Rainmaker," now play-
ing at the Sheen Center 
in Manhattan, couldn't 
be more timely. At one 
point, one of the characters exclaims: 
"What we need is a flood ... the end of 
the world ... ta-da, goodbye." The line 
prompts a smile and puts things in 
focus, in that beautiful way a 
Broadway show can draw us into the 
deepest realities of our lives. 

Life can seem a wee bit apocalypti-
cally out of control. That feeling -- 
both in our daily lives and politics -- 
can overwhelm. It leads to the polar-
ization of our rhetoric, from social 
media to national campaigns.

Making room for some kind of 
sense again, and for things as simple 
and fundamental as rain, can seem 
impossible when the numbness comes 
into play. Especially if you're strug-
gling with holding on to hope.

The weather in the farming town of 
"The Rainmaker" seems to be affected 
by the mood of the people. People are 
thirsting for rain; drops from the sky 
have become the stuff of dreams. And 

it's clear from the opening moments, 
of course, their thirst is for so much 
more. In their desire, though, there is 
also a hopelessness that has set in, 
where perhaps weeping isn't even 
possible. When the character of the 
Rainmaker comes through town, his 
larger-than-life presence draws them 
out of themselves in the way we must 
be to live more fully our humanity. 

At the same time of "The 
Rainmaker's" opening, Cigna released 
a study that announced loneliness to 
be an epidemic. A storm of headlines 
rained down: "Loneliness may be a 
greater public health hazard than obe-

sity." "Americans 
are a lonely lot, and 
young people bear 
the heaviest bur-
den." 

"There are too 
many lonely peo-
ple," we hear at 
another point in the 
play. But the audi-

ence can see that none of the charac-
ters are truly alone. There are human-
made barriers and expectations that 
make them feel that way.

"Without giving anything away, 
every character in the play is search-
ing for Something More," said Father 
Peter John Cameron, who's producing 
the play with Blackfriars Repertory 
Theatre. "And they seem on the brink 
of giving up. We can all relate to that. 
But suddenly this tremendous, almost 
magical presence comes sweeping in 
... and hope becomes the order of the 
day. It rings true." 

The thirst for rain is a thirst to live 
freely, to live as God intends for us. 
Things don't get more universal than 
that. Anything that pulls us away 
from its pursuit -- including the call of 
politics -- is a distraction.

Kathryn Jean Lopez is senior fellow at 
the National Review Institute. She can be 
contacted at klopez@nationalreview.com.

My preference
is to be buried

Last week, I added five cemetery 
Decoration Day events planned for 
this month to the Community 
Calendar. Scary movies have really 
given cemeteries a bad rep. This may 
sound morbid, but I enjoy visiting 
cemeteries. Is it sad? Yes, sometimes, 
when I go to the resting places of 
those I’ve known and loved, but 
oftentimes I find them peaceful. 

I wouldn’t call it a hobby and I’m 
definitely not a geological graver. 
(Although, I did take a photo for a 
TTU grad school professor of Dottie 
West’s grave for extra credit.) While I 
was training for my marathon, I 
would run all around Cookeville and 
Cookeville City Cemetery was a pret-
ty cut through to my condo. 

I’ve even joked with Ross that I’ve 
discovered names from tombstones 
that I’ll use for our future children. 
Wouldn’t that be comical to explain 
when our kid asks “Why did you 
name me Genevieve?” To which I’d 
reply, “You’re named after a strang-
er’s tombstone who died in 1880. I 
ran past it one day in my early 20s 
and thought it sounded lovely.”

In all seriousness, for my husband 
and me, I believe it’s the history that 
attracts us to cemeteries. Ross has a 
double major in history and Bible and 
I heavily considered archeology until 
I realized I didn’t have the stomach 
for dead things. 

To us, it’s interesting to visit local 
cemeteries and stumble across fami-
lies who lent their names to the 
streets and neighborhoods in Warren 
County. Our top four cemeteries to 
visit are: 

• Armstrong, on Northcutt’s Cove 
Road at Armstrong Church of Christ, 
Irving College area

• Viola, Highway 131 N, Viola
• Salem, on Salem Rd. off Francis 

Ferry Rd.
• Riverside, located across from 

Depot Bottom on Bridge Street
Recently, the topic of cremation has 

come up in conversations with vari-
ous family members, who seem to be 
leaning toward the idea of being 
blown away in the wind versus bur-
ied in a casket. However, after read-
ing the TIME article "What Gets 
Remembered: How Visiting a 
Cemetery Can Teach You About 
History” by Sarah Begley, I’m not 
convinced.

 In the article, Begley interviews 
Loren Rhoads, author of the book 199 
Cemeteries to See Before You Die. 
Toward the end of the article, Rhoads 
expresses that due to changing tradi-
tions when it comes to death, she 
worries that historians of the future 
will have a harder time understand-
ing the way we live now.

“Up until fairly recently when 
there was written records, the things 
we know about the past, for the most 
part, we know about because of peo-
ple who’ve been buried — how they 
were buried, what they were buried 
with,” said Rhoads. “And now with 
the move toward cremation and scat-
tering and all that, we don’t have 
that, and there hasn’t been a replace-
ment. So we can guess what a normal 
person ate in the Middle Ages, we 
can guess what they wore in pre-his-
tory, but we won’t know that about 
us.” 

So, I guess it’s just something to 
think about.

Standard reporter Lacy Garrison can 
be reached at 473-2191.
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Write a letter

Members of the community are 
encouraged to write letters to the editor

editor@SouthernStandard.com
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letter to the editor

To ThE EDiTor:
Tell us, tell us if you 

know!
For to find him, there’s 

no place we wouldn’t go.
Thousands upon thou-

sands have ceased to 
live.

Common sense has 
disappeared, and no one 
searches for answers to 
give.

Since he was pushed 
from the scene, greed 
and power-hunger has 
taken his place. 

Millions wasted on 
building more and larger 
jails, while thousands 
suffering from mental ill-
ness can’t get rid of their 
ills.

The system throws 
them into the miserable 
jail; most with no money 
for bail.

Where, o where has 
common sense gone?

Will you help us look 
for him, for it won’t be 
long, if lawmakers don’t 
awaken to the truth, you 
see, thousands more will 
be added to the horrors 
that be.

Help! Please help us, 

they cry, “We really don’t 
want to die!” “We have 
brains and talents, 
trapped in this pit of 
addiction and misery, so 
please don’t quit!”

Help us find him, for 
he knows the answers. 
He won’t quit! 

He just got pushed 
away by greed and cold 
hearts, but he will come 
back if the authorities 
will start to open to truth 
and listen to warm 
hearts these who are 
afflicted have gifts and 
talents with the whole 
world.

If you dare to help us 
find common sense, he’ll 
know what to do.

He may be just around 
the corner, but we’d bet-
ter hurry, or there will 
continue to be thousands 
to bury.

It’s dark and stormy in 
our fair land.

Common sense, com-
mon sense, we need you 
so badly at hand!

Glenna R. Lorance
Jacksboro Road

McMinnville

Ode to Common Sense

Q: Do you think Tennessee should 
work to establish sports gambling 
after Monday's Supreme Court ruling?

YES or NO
www.southernstandard.com
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