“He who has not looked on sorrow will never see joy.”

-Kahlil Gibran


Kahlil Gibran was an amazing poet and philosopher whose words held tremendous depth and meaning. I believe that the above quote is absolutely true. Sometimes I find myself asking, what is joy? How is it obtained? 


My mother was pregnant with my soon-to-be brother Weston (a name that I had suggested). I was so excited; bursting with joy at the thought of his arrival. What would he look like? Blonde hair with blue eyes? Tall or short? It didn’t matter-either way he would still be my brother. 

It was Mothers’ Day. My brother and I approached the hospital with our grandparents. I couldn’t wait to see my mom. I had selected a particularly amusing gift for my mother; a singing bear that belted out the tune “Wild Thing.” Her personality matched it perfectly, and I was sure she would love it. 

We entered into the monotonous white washed walls of the hospital. It was cold and uninviting. Still this environment would not dissuade me from my excitement. We stepped out of the elevator and onto my parent’s floor. In the distance I saw my dad. His eyes were bloodshot, his face blotchy and slightly puffed. What was the matter? He hesitated, as if startled and slightly troubled by our arrival. Slowly he approached and I began to see that his pale face had a look of desperation and sorrow. Utterly shocked by my father’s appearance my face became flushed, I felt my eyes begin to water, my throat seemed to be grasped by some invisible hand, and yet I did not know as to why. He pulled my grandparents aside; here I witnessed true disheartenment as an overwhelming force seemed to shake their very core. Still, what was the matter?

To hear the news of my brother’s passing was unimaginable. Tears of anger, the crushing of my heart, and the burning desire to know why. Why my brother? Why hadn’t he been allowed to enjoy life as so many others?

Through this adverse situation early in my life I have found that it provided me with essential introspection as to who I truly was, what life really was about, and where my convictions laid. It stopped me completely in my tracks, forced me to find answers, to philosophize, and become a deeper person than I feel I would have become otherwise.

I now feel if we never faced the depression of sorrow, then the ability to truly appreciate the joys in life would thus become impossible. If all that was experienced was joy, life would be mundane; a numbing, hollow experience that would provide no joy. We take for granted our water, food, health, and most significantly our life until we experience the pain of thirst, hunger, sickness, death. 

A year later my sister was born. Because I had suffered through the loss of my brother, my joy experienced when Bretton was born was indescribable. 

I now realize that life truly is a gift.

