
Groceries are too high. The 
only things that don’t seem to 
be skyrocketing upward are 
wages and our quantity of  free 
time. Legendary songwriter 
James McMurtry wrote a song 
in the early 2000s called “We 
Can’t Make It Here” that is 
something of  a protest against 
everything wrong in America: 
economic globalization, 
hollowing out of  rural and 
industrial communities, 
maltreatment of  veterans, drug 
addiction, the struggles of  single 
mothers, and more. I am 
working on a full essay devoted 
to just that song, because I 
listened to it a few weeks ago 
and it rang truer now than it 
did when it was first released. 
I’m not going to say that life is 
“harder” now than it was in 
prior generations, because in 
many ways it is not, but 
McMurtry outlines why it is 
hard in a very different way 
now. Talk to any working 
person who is trying to make 
ends meet and do everything 
that needs to be done, especially 
a single parent.

Maybe it is the utter feeling I 
have that self-interested 
politicians and bureaucrats care 
less and less about individual 
places and communities. We are 
told to put our faith in the tribe 
of  a red team or a blue team, 
but neither of  those teams gives 
a darn whether our 
communities live or die. They 
just do not. But if  you could 
give them a donation before you 
die out, they would appreciate 
that. They need it to save the 
world from the other team.

Maybe I’ve seen more people 
this year discussing National 
Suicide Prevention Month and I 
feel heartened by the awareness 
and the willingness to discuss it 
and I want to lend my voice to 
that topic as part of  the rising 
tide.

Maybe I have just talked to 
too many people over the years 
who have really struggled with 
their mental health for some or 
all the reasons above or for their 
own individual reasons. Despair 
is a lonely, miserable, and 

Rural communities are too small 
to survive without our love for 
one another. Check on a friend. 
Send an acquaintance a random 
text or social media message to 
wish them a good day. Buy 
somebody a drink. Commit a 
random of  kindness. People 
need to know they are loved.

Note to my readers: if  you are 
struggling, please seek help. If  
you do not have a safe outlet for 
help, then call or text 988 or visit 
the Suicide and Crisis Lifeline at 
988lifeline.org. Trained 
counselors are available 24 
hours per day to help.

James Decker is the Mayor of  
Stamford, Texas and the creator 
of  the West of  98 website and 
the Rural Church and State and 
West of  98 podcasts. Contact 
James and subscribe to these 
essays at westof98.substack.com 
and subscribe to him wherever 
podcasts are found.

On this day in 1967, 
Hurricane Beulah, the third 
largest hurricane of  the 
twentieth century, struck South 
Texas. It battered the state for 
two days. The storm hit 
Brownsville with winds 
estimated at 140 miles an hour, 
moved northwest across South 
Texas to the vicinity of  Alice, 
then turned southwest, crossed 
the Rio Grande between 
Zapata and Laredo, and finally 
blew itself  out in Mexico. 
Tornadoes spawned by Beulah 
did extensive damage to South 
Texas and northeast Mexico. 
On September 28, President 
Johnson declared twenty-four 
counties in South Texas a 
disaster area. Official estimates 
in these counties set the 
number of  dead at 18, the 
injured or sick at 9,000, and 
the number of  homes destroyed 
or heavily damaged at 3,000. 
Property damage was estimated 
at $100 million, crop damage 
at $50 million. Some 300,000 
people were evacuated during 
the storm and subsequent 
flooding.

difficult place to be. Despair 
comes from a lot of  places. 
Sometimes it is the chemical 
makeup of  our own brain. 
Sometimes it comes from the 
external struggles in our life, like 
some of  the things I just 
mentioned. Sometimes it is a 
combination of  factors. 
Regardless, it is a bad place. It 
causes us to make rash and often 
unhealthy decisions. It leads to 
substance abuse and addiction, 
taking a coping outlet too far 
until it becomes a problem itself. 
At its worst, despair leads you to 
believe there is no solution but 
to exit the stage altogether. 
That’s when you start down the 
path of  suicidal ideation, 
imagining and contemplating 
the topic. Some reach that point 
and pull back or seek help. 
Others continue down the dark 
road until they are unable to pull 
out. Our world has lost far too 
many people of  all stripes—
youth, parents, farmers, business 
owners, artists, old, and young, 
and more—to the scourge of  
suicide because they could not 
pull back and were unable to 
seek help or felt helpless to do 
so.

Dadgummit, friends. There 
are a whole lot of  things in life 
that drag us down and make us 
feel like the weight of  the world 
rests exactly right on top of  our 
shoulders. If  you are feeling that 
way, I see you. I am here for 
you. Sometimes, life can suck or 
feel way too hard. Those are 
acceptable feelings. But today, I 
ask you not to despair. Do not go 
down that dark path of  despair 
and all that it might lead to. 
Reach out to someone. Ask for 
help if  you can. The world is a 
better place because you are in 
it, even if  you don’t feel like 
that. People love you and admire 
you, even if  you do not realize it. 
You are loved and needed.

Be well, friends. Love one 
another. Love yourself, too. It is 
hard, nay, impossible to love 
others in a difficult world if  you 
do not love yourself. Life is hard 
and the world can be a mean 
and ugly place. We need to uplift 
one another at every chance. 
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