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      Life comprises many pages. Once we write these pages, they are complete. Thus, we have to live with what’s been written.

      Most of us write each page the best we can with what we’ve been given. When young, we don’t see the preciousness because of our lack of experience. Youngsters want to be adults. Little do they know, like our shadows, we experience the euphoria of many living situations after they pass us by.

      Not too long ago, while visiting a pizza joint, I mentioned to several workers that I used to make and deliver pizzas when I was their age.

      “Sucks, huh?” the kid said.

      “Not really. Wish I could go back to it. No responsibility, just an easy gig. Enjoy it while you’re young because time passes fast. You’ll gain responsibilities soon enough.”

      He’d looked at me as if I was a total moron.

      Many adults don’t mature as time goes by. Dressed in clothes younger than their age, these characters are a trip. They pretend to be hipsters, using the words of youthful people.

      I’ve written many pages in my life. Sometimes, I wonder how many more I will write. That’s a problem for most. They sit, thinking of past or future pages, never contemplating the ones they’re writing at their current juncture.

      Perhaps the last sentence isn’t correct. Here is something that comes to mind.

      The next hour hasn’t arrived on the west coast. On the east coast, it has, yet we still remain at this moment.

      A future birth hasn’t happened yet. Perhaps it has, though we haven’t caught up to it. Maybe we’re much older already, having lived our lives without having caught up to what we’ve lived.

      What if we don’t exist? Maybe we’re looking through a parallel universe at our lives in another dimension.

      Whether our existence is real or an illusion, we still experience feelings. The pages turn fast. Before we know it, they’re gone.

      Life is the duration between birth and death. Google defines learning as acquiring knowledge or skills through experience, study, or being taught. I ponder this often.

      My name is Kelly Darrow. I write under the pen name of Keith Kelly. Perhaps you’ve heard of me.

      I usually pen works of fiction. Over the years, I’ve kept a running list of points and observations I’ve made, thus far, throughout the life I’ve lived. I have written many tales from both aspects.

      One morning, the thought about writing a book about the things I’ve learned and the conclusions I’ve made came to me. I’d considered mentioning specific narratives, expanding on each of them. I’d share my experiences about how I’d acquired the knowledge.

      I am fifty-three years old and have spent the last thirty-six years writing dramas, novels, and poetry. Twenty-seven of those years were spent as a drug and alcohol counselor.

      I’ve lived in several different states and have traveled quite a bit. I’ve met many diverse people and have experienced different cultures. Through this experience, as we all do, we fit Google’s definition of life and learning.

      Within the pages of this book lies my attempt in sharing with you, the reader, what I’ve learned and observed. Although I have a list of seventy items, of which I’d like to discuss, I will expand only on my favorite ones.

      I don’t want to bore you. The personal narratives I’ll be sharing with all of you will not be one-sided opinions of what I think matters should be like. However, I can’t guarantee it. You’ll also find personal stories or works of fiction scattered throughout what I’ve written, which will explain the points I’ve made. I hope you all enjoy what I’ve learned, observed, and the stories that will soon follow.

      These writings have special meaning to me carrying over into many different subjects. I like to write about various topics and not stick to any one theme. To me, a great writer can write about any subject, just as a good actor can act any part. In these stories, I’ve sought to show different writing and character styles hoping to appeal to different readers. I am a regular guy with an irregular imagination. In the following stories, I have tried to live up to that.
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      As humans, we are exposed to the human condition. In my experience, life doesn’t care about this fact, throwing issues, happiness, and sadness at us every day of our lives. We cannot control this. All we can do is learn to handle it in the healthiest of ways.

      One’s ability to deal with life stems from their personal experiences. An event is an event. It’s how we cope with what’s happened that makes it an issue.

      I’ve experienced years of therapy, many years of meditation, and my fair share of depression and anxiety. Many times, I’ve been engulfed by those emotions, feeling despair.

      Meditation is how I deal with what I’ve experienced. Some deal with it by immersing themselves in alcohol, drugs, or other destructive forms. I’ve spent many years as an alcohol and drug counselor helping them.

      Life doesn’t give a shit about what we encounter. It doesn’t owe us anything either. Many times, we believe it does.

      “Life on life’s terms.” This saying is so true. The sooner we accept this, the more content our lives will be.

      Throughout the life I’ve lived, I fought this frequently. I still do. The result is life wins every time without fail, yet we still try to beat it.

      Life occurs with or without us. It existed long before we arrived and will continue to do so long after we reach the golden shore. There is a lesson to be learned, of which we come to its realization later on.

      Existence comes and goes. It passes and slows down with or without us, no matter how special we think we are. Take a second to view this on a global level. Compared to how vast the universe is, Earth is undetectable. Though we believe we are so important, in the overall scheme of things, we are nonexistent on a universal level.

      In five hundred years, it will not have mattered whether we’ve lived or not. It will be as if we’ve never existed. Julius Caesar, William the Conqueror, and Alexander the Great lived so long ago, yet does it matter whether they lived? They were prominent within our history. Thus, we recognize who they are. The majority of people don’t know what they’ve done. They’re nothing more than a name to them. We are not famous, so in reality, nobody will remember us.

      Let’s get off of the negative. There is a ripple effect after our death. Perhaps it’s something we’ve been taught that will filter down to others. They might not realize where it comes from, but it has to do with us. More importantly, we touch people throughout the lives we live, and we do make a difference.

      The present is what is essential. I wish life would stop for you and me, but that will never happen. Living never emerges according to our plans. It turns out according to God’s agenda, or whatever higher power you believe in. If we’re lucky, it’ll turn out according to our goals. We always want what we want when we want it, though life has different plans.

      We need to be careful what we ask for because we might get it. We might prefer something, but when it happens, we realize we’re better off before ever receiving it.

      God has a strange sense of humor. I think He answers our requests. Sometimes, the answer might not be what we wish it to be. Sometimes, we don’t realize He’s answered our prayers until the moment has passed. When He feels comical, He’ll give us what we ask for. Of which we’ll think, “WOW! Awesome.”

      He teaches us valuable lessons by showing us that what we asked for is something we didn’t require, which leads to regrets. Still, we learn the differences between what we need in life and what we don’t.

      Years ago, I wrote a feature about this very fact. A man appealed for something, got it, and then regretted it. I titled the story, Jackson and the Motorcycle Man.

      Jackson And The Motorcycle Man

      John “The Flash” Murray performed a motorcycle stunt called the Superman at the Colfax County fair.

      Jackson stood on the side of the road, anxiously watching as the crowd gathered. He noticed a rut in the street, hoping the “Flash” saw it, too. If not, the trench would cause a massive spill.

      The guy must have been crazy to ride a bike, while lying on his stomach, moving at eighty miles-per-hour. The stuntman avoided the rut, and the stunt was a success.

      Jackson wished he could avoid the rut in his life and the big spill he sensed looming. He lived with a constant emptiness in his chest, like an endless cave in the mountains. His existence fatigued him every day. At times, he’d felt elated over life, even over small things such as sunsets. Nevertheless, he wondered if it was possible for him to be satisfied.

      Perhaps he wasn’t supposed to enjoy sunsets and chocolate while muddling along through his uneventful life. Although he lived a good life, he craved excitement, like a child craved candy.

      Jackson had family and a calm existence, but restlessness swirled in his head. He tried everything to fix the issue, such as anti-depressants, therapy, meditation, and herbs. Still, “it” was there. One issue he could pinpoint was anxiety. Frustration was also a piece of the rut within his way of life.

      His life was flashing by. The older he got, the faster life passed. Stevie, his son, was ten. He remembered when he himself was that age. It didn’t seem so long ago. Now, he was thirty-seven. His dilemma consisted of his living too often in past tense. Jackson had wonderful memories, but the problem was he lived in them too much.

      Did other people live in theirs? he often thought.

      He’d heard a story once of a woman working at a job she hated for forty years. She’d saved up her money to travel when she retired. Her retirement day came, and two days later, a train hit and killed her.

      Now, what crap is that? Jackson wondered.

      The only time he’d felt alive was when he and his family were on vacation. They traveled a great deal and loved seeing different places. He’d thought if he traveled, his life would be more satisfying.

      He stood on the side of the road, admiring the stunt, speculating about what had possessed The Flash to take the risks. Jackson had taken career and relationship risks, but nothing as dangerous as this.

      The stuntman appeared to thrive on death-defying acts. Maybe he should, too. Perhaps it would help get him out of the rut he was currently experiencing. He couldn’t decipher whether it was his life or everyone else’s. Maybe it was nothing more than existence itself. He didn’t know and that confused him all the more. Sometimes, he felt like life wasn’t big enough for him.

      Jackson could read people via their actions, facial effects, and mannerisms. Frequently, the story he created in his mind of someone stood far from correct. He figured the motorcycle man didn’t have a family. If he did, he wouldn’t be risking his well-being in doing the stunts.

      John made a little money doing tricks in the hillbilly towns in the Ozarks. His partners feared for him because of his need for his current lifestyle. John took those types of risks, but would he risk making a speech to a thousand people? Would he take a typical job in an office?

      Jackson doubted it. Guys addicted to adrenaline weren’t built that way. Being on a motorcycle going at 100 miles-an-hour while doing the Superman stunt was the guy’s comfort zone. Jackson viewed his doing so as crazy. For John Murray, what if he decided Jackson was crazy because he held a safe nine-to-five position, a stable family, and a house?

      What if we switched lives? he mused.

      There was a saying he always remembered, “Watch what you ask for. You might just get it.” Meaning, sometimes, you got more than you bargained for if you asked for excitement.

      Jackson wasn’t sure what he looked for in life. He only knew wanted a change.

      He remembered when he was twenty-five years old, which seemed like another lifetime ago. At the age of twenty, he figured he’d be working that same job forever. One thing he’d learned is death wasn’t the end of the road because his father had taught him about eternal life.

      What if this motorcycle guy crashed and died? Would his road end?

      Jackson didn’t think so and hoped for eternity after death. He overthought everything, exaggerated, and made mountains out of molehills. Here he stood at a motorcycle stunt show overthinking what he saw.

      

      Jackson found his way to John Murray’s mobile home and knocked on the door.

      The door cracked open. John peered through the gap.

      “Hi, I’m the reporter from the local paper. I’m here for the interview,” he said.

      John opened the door further, allowing him to enter the trailer. Once inside, both shook hands.

      The stuntman took off his pads and downed a glass of water.

      “How did you get into this work?” Jackson asked.

      “Dad became a motocross racer, so I’ve been around motorcycles my entire life. I did tricks and stunts, and one thing led to another.”

      “How long have you been doing this?”

      “Three years.”

      The interview proceeded well. Jackson found it amazing that John pushed himself to the limit of death every day.

      “I’m an adrenaline junkie. Taking risks in life gives me meaning.”

      Most of the time, Jackson couldn’t find any significance for him. He muddled through the motions each day.

      John looked like he enjoyed life. He whistled often, had a bounce in his step, and always shared positive statements. His speech and manner in the interview were relaxed, talkative, and courteous.

      Jackson could never recall feeling that way. He found it hard to get excited about anything. John was an interesting person, who led an incredible life. He found himself jealous of the man’s life.

      

      After the interview, Jackson drove through the bright city in the direction of his downtown office. Once there, he completed his column and put it on his boss’s desk. He then headed home, had a beer, and turned on the television.

      His wife was out-of-town visiting a friend, so he had the place to himself. He sat there, envying John Murray. His jealousy increased. He had an unhealthy obsession with the man.

      How exciting it must be to travel through the United States, while pushing the edge of death. Jackson deemed his life boring.

      He fell asleep and woke up around 3:00 a.m. A strange sensation enveloped him. He hoped he wasn’t coming down with something. Nauseous and out of sorts, it felt like he lay in the dark in an unfamiliar house.

      Jackson sank back into sleep, waking the following day on a cot in John Murray’s trailer at the fairgrounds. He thought he was dreaming, soon realizing he wasn’t. He’d awakened to find himself within John’s body.

      “This isn’t possible.”

      A man unexpectedly burst through the door. “Showtime.”

      “Showtime? What? I can’t.”

      The fellow cut him off. “C’mon, John. People are waiting.”

      Before he knew it, pads covered his body, and he was driving a motorcycle. To his surprise, he could perform the tricks.

      Jackson popped wheelies and rode through flames. For the first time in his life, excitement surged through his body, like a current of electricity coursing through an extension cord. The need to share this excitement with others engulfed him.

      He traveled the country meeting a different woman every night. And he had friends. Life was grand for several years until he found himself missing his old life.

      He didn’t understand how he’d ended up in another man’s body. Nevertheless, he wanted to go back to the life he’d known before. John’s life wasn’t as glorious as he’d thought. On the road, waking up alone—even if he was with someone—he still felt alone. He had no family and no meaningful relationships.

      The stunts took a physical toll on his body. Knees and hips always ached. His ankles were swollen from the impacts of the jumps. Jackson wanted a mundane life. A boring, normal, and average one with his family, like he used to have. He was glad he experienced this, but he’d had enough.

      Jackson decided to return home. How could he get his life back?

      He had to find John. If he was in the other man’s body, then John must be in his.

      Jackson drove by the house he’d shared with his family.

      Sure enough, John enjoyed inhabiting his body and hanging out with his family. They looked so happy and carefree, while playing frisbee on the freshly cut lawn.

      Jackson approached John. “I demand you switch us back to our own bodies. I don’t understand what you’ve done, but I want it undone.”

      “Dude, you begged for this,” the man responded.

      “Asked for this? What do you mean?”

      “Hey, man. You sought a life of excitement. I prayed for a family. We both got what we asked for.”

      “I want to go back to my life.”

      “‘Watch what you ask for, you may just get it.’ That’s the point here.”

      

      Jackson decided to scare John into switching back. One rainy evening, he snuck into John’s automobile and waited in the back seat for him to get in the car. It felt strange for him to be in John’s body. Nervous and chilled to the bone, unable to get warm.

      The man approached the vehicle.

      Popping up from the backseat, Jackson pointed the cocked forty-five at his head and said, “Drive.”

      A profuse sweat broke out across the man’s forehead. He rapidly blinked his eyes.

      John slid the key into the ignition and started the engine. Minutes later, he drove away. It wasn’t long before he pulled into a dark and empty parking lot.

      To Jackson’s surprise, his old body contorted and shook. John, the man who had taken over his body was having a heart attack.

      In the blink of an eye, Jackson found himself sitting behind the wheel of his automobile somehow back into his body. His chest felt tight, his arm numb. John was nowhere in sight.

      Jackson suspected he would die. It was sad to switch back to himself, only to pass away.

      John was right. Better watch what you ask for, or you might get it.

      Minutes later, Jackson died.

      

      John quit the stunt bike business and opened up a carpet cleaning shop. The two years he’d lived in Jackson’s body had been the best. He’d fallen in love with the man’s wife, Ellen.

      One evening a year later, he got a call from a woman who wanted her carpets cleaned. Upon arriving at her home, he was surprised to find that it was Ellen’s.

      One date led to another. They fell in love, and a year later, married. John was a good man, never asking for much, other than being blessed with everyday life and a wonderful family.

      
        
        The End

      

      

      

      See what I mean? Jackson asked for something, and it turned out he wished he hadn’t. In this life, we have to be careful what we ask for because we might end up receiving it.

      In my twenty-seven years as a drug and alcohol counselor, I’ve come across many clients who have living problems. Having said all of that, the older we become, the faster time passes. Telling a youngster this … well, they look at us older folks like we are morons. Aged folks realize how swift it goes.

      Try to enjoy every minute. It could be your last. For somebody, it is.

      Years ago, I wrote the following poem in trying to capture how fast life passes.

      No Tomorrows

      
        
        Life is as fast as flipping through a book.

        Live right—you only get one look.

        One chance is all you’ve got,

        Like it or not.

      

      

      
        
        Learn what you can while you’re here.

        Soon enough, you’ll live in the ground, year after year.

        Be as happy as you can.

        Before you know it, you’ll be scooped by Death’s hand.

      

      

      
        
        Each time you flip through a book,

        Don’t forget to look.

        That’s somebody’s life.
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