Chin Up
by Kasey A. Heward
Let’s be honest:  It would be terrific to be making a six-figure income, to have the mind of a genius, the body of a supermodel, and a home in paradise, but the truth of is, we don’t always get what we want (Thanks, Mick), and things happen in life that we don’t like.
I recently paid a visit to the Minidoka Internment Camp south of Eden.  In the 32 years I have lived here, this is my first visit to the site.  It was a reverent place.  Very quiet.  I spent a lot of time thinking about what it would have been like to be there.   As part of my visit, I read about a Japanese mindset “shikata ga nai” which means “it cannot be helped.” This could not have been more clear at this place—imagine being ripped from a comfortable life, decent livelihood, freedoms and suddenly taken here to the desert as a prisoner—fenced  in or fenced out of “normal.”   Yet, the more I was there, the more I learned of how the internees, dare I say, thrived there—as best as one could, considering. But could I?  Mothers and daughters turned cold, stark, crowded barracks into warm, welcoming homes.  Beautiful Japanese gardens were created from the abundant sagebrush and rocks found there.  It was a truly humbling experience to me.   It cannot be helped, and people did the best they could.  Again, could I? 
The more I watch the news the more annoyed and angry I get.  No, I don’t enjoy seeing a third of my paycheck waltzing away to pay for welfare—corrupt welfare.  No, I don’t think I enjoy seeing the debacle currently titled “Affordable Health Care.”  No, I really don’t appreciate hearing that our government has been spying on other countries (if we’ve always done this, then my word—can we avoid getting caught?).  Can I change any of it, though?  Probably not, but I really do let it get to me.  I worry about what is to come, I worry about how to pay for everything, and what’s the result—premature aging, a permanent frown, and an up-and-coming ulcer, no doubt.  Shikata ga nai:  It cannot be helped.  
My mother is by far the most amazing woman I know.  Sorry, Marie Curie, Eleanor Roosevelt, and Margaret Mead, but step aside; you don’t hold a candle to my mom.   In fact, I just got off the phone with her.  I offered her my treadmill—several years old—and she still wanted to pay me for it.  But when I hear about moving forward when things are beyond control, I can’t help but think of her.  Despite whatever happens in her life, she continues to be the most positive upbeat, kind-hearted person I know.   I don’t have children, but should that day come I have the best role model to learn from.  She finds the beauty, the fun, the goodness in all things, and I don’t know how she does it.  When I say, “love you, Mom,” her reply is “love you more.”  I suppose that’s the key:  she loves life and people more, not despair and gloom. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Despite all this, I still believe the worst is yet to come.  But my short visit to the internment camp helped me realize that I do have a choice—fight it, get angry about it, hate it, or accept it and find something worthwhile because honestly, while it may not be six-figures, I do have a job—a career—that I enjoy. While not-supermodel worthy, I do have a body that gets me from point A to point B and is fairly healthy. I have a mind that is inquisitive and willing to learn, and I have a comfortable home surrounded by friendly neighbors and a warm community.   While some things cannot be helped, the way I see life and how I react, can. 



