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1st
Lonely Memorial


At first glance the charcoal colored rock on the front lawn of the school fades into the backdrop of the town, a normal structure on a normal street in a normal city.  It turns out that this dark abstract rock is actually a memorial.  A small cement walkway marks the path to a reminder of a fallen United States soldier.


As I near the abstract monument I notice that the spot is a little less maintained than it seemed. Weeds grow about the sides, and the cement seems to be cracking all around.  It sits alone by itself on a front lawn covered in fallen leaves.  It stands in time as a reminder of the man that it honors.

The white engraving jumps out.  On the front, the jet black granite block tells the story of an American hero, and persuades an image of a great person.  The carving of a jet soaring into the sky bolts out over the ebony backdrop.

I look at the back to find an inspirational message, a quote to shine light on the delicate situation of the fallen pilot.  The illustration that stands atop the rock is similar to that of Michelangelo’s “Creation Of Adam”, were Adam is reaching out to touch the hand of God, except this man’s hand is simply touching the clouds, almost like his jet used to.
When I get passed the weeds, the cracked cement and the lonely backdrop, the tribute shines on me as a tribute to a special man.  The weeds evaporate.  The cracks in the cement vanish.  The city itself stands still and the cars and students disappear.  The reminder of the sacrifice James Huard made for freedom glows through.
