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Introduction 
	
	
I’m	sure	you’ve	figured	out	by	now	that	we	are	all	going	to	die.		It’s	no	secret.		In	fact	

I’ve	heard	it	said	that	the	only	sure	thing	in	life,	the	one	thing	we	know	absolutely,	is	

that	we	one	day	are	going	to	die,	bite	the	dust,	sell	the	farm,	cease	to	live,	go	bye-bye	

for	ever.		We	just	don’t	know	when.		Now	that’s	the	mystery.		Some	folks	are	still	alive	

at	well	over	a	hundred	years	old	while	others	don’t	even	see	their	first	birthday.		We	

may	die	due	 to	various	reasons	and	or	conditions.	 	We	were	born	with	a	 terminal	

disease.		We	ran	out	into	the	street	and	were	hit	by	a	car	and	we	died	at	the	age	of	

three.		We	had	a	wonderful	life	and	raised	nine	children,	contracted	lung	cancer	and	

died	 two	weeks	 after	 our	 diagnosis	 as	 for	 example	my	 own	 Father,	 and	 he	 never	

smoked	a	day	in	his	life.		He	was	just	sixty-eight.		If	our	days	are	literally	numbered	

and	when	our	time	is	up	we	meet	our	fate	and	die,	I	couldn’t	tell	you.		You	see	nobody	

knows.	 	Nobody.	 	Your	religious	leader,	your	psychiatrist,	your	fortune	teller	down	

the	street,	again,	no	one	can	tell	you	the	exact	time,	place	or	date	that	you	are	going	

to	kick	the	bucket.		People	have	died	for	no	apparent	reason;	they	just	didn’t	wake	up,	

they	died	in	their	sleep.		It’s	a	mystery	they	say.		I’ve	always	thought	of	death	as	a	very	

unfunny	joke.		What	do	you	mean	he	was	here	five	minutes	ago	and	now	he’s	gone	

and	he’s	never	coming	back?		Did	you	hear	what	happened	to	old	Bob?		He	had	a	heart	

attack	while	he	was	at	church.		Keeled	right	over	and	fell	in	the	aisle.		Did	you	hear	

about	Frank?	 	He	was	scuba	diving	and	got	bit	by	a	shark	and	bled	to	death	in	the	

ocean.	 	Wow	 sucks	 being	 those	 guys.	 	 Yes,	 we	 always	 feel	 bad	 for	 the	 other	 guy,	

because	it	didn’t	happen	to	us.		We	feel	lucky	that	it	wasn’t	us	in	the	jaws	of	that	shark.		

Some	of	us	feel	guilty	because	we	survived	an	auto	accident	when	our	best	friend	at	

the	wheel	did	not	and	now	you	have	been	asked	to	be	a	poll	bearer	at	his	funeral	next	

Friday	and	the	drunk	that	hit	you	survived.		Boy	that	really	sucks	and	why	was	I	so	

lucky,	why	did	I	get	to	live?		Did	you	hear	about	Julie’s	baby?		It	died	two	hours	after	

it	was	born;	the	baby’s	organs	hadn’t	fully	developed.		Boy	that	one	is	really	sad.		

	 I	personally	had	a	friend	who	died	at	fourteen.	 	He	got	hit	by	a	car	and	was	

killed	while	riding	his	bike.	 	My	mother	dropped	me	off	at	 the	 funeral.	 	 I	was	only	



	

	

twelve	at	the	time.		I	pushed	my	way	through	the	crowd	as	I	had	arrived	late	and	I	

ended	up	popping	right	out	in	front	of	his	casket.		There	he	was	all	laid	out	in	front	of	

me	with	his	hands	placed	across	his	chest	wearing	white	gloves.		Poor	Gilbert.		How	

can	this	be?		I	just	saw	him	a	few	days	ago	and	now	he’s	gone.		I’m	now	pushing	sixty	

years	old	and	I	remember	that	day	like	it	was	yesterday.		I	think	of	all	the	things	I’ve	

done	in	fifty-seven	years.		All	the	places	I’ve	been.		The	four	beautiful	children	I	raised.		

So	why	did	Gilbert	have	to	die?		How	come	he	was	the	one	that	was	at	the	wrong	place	

at	the	wrong	time	and	got	hit	by	a	car	and	killed?		I	think	of	all	the	times	I	could	have	

been	killed	in	various	near	misses	while	driving.		I’ve	escaped	being	terminally	ill,	I’ve	

never	been	that	sick	in	my	entire	life	to	be	even	close	to	dying.		Death	is	a	shitty	thing	

period.		It	happens	all	around	us,	and	it	strikes	whoever	and	whenever	it	wants,	with	

absolutely	 no	 regard	 to	 people’s	 plans,	 people’s	 relationships	 or	 people’s	 feelings.		

Death	is	a	friend	to	no	one.		What	drives	me	crazy	is	not	having	all	the	answers	about	

death.	 	What	 is	even	worse,	no	one	has	the	answers,	 they	 just	speculate.	 	Well,	his	

number	must	have	been	up.		Yes,	it	was	weird	that	they	never	saw	the	tumor,	it	just	

appeared	a	couple	days	ago	and	now	he’s	in	heaven,	at	least	he’s	surrounded	by	his	

grandparents	who	died	last	year	of	old	age.		Bullshit.		These	people	don’t	know	any	of	

this.		None	of	us	know	for	sure	that	there	is	a	so-called	afterlife.		Sure	it’s	in	the	Bible	

which	 gives	 the	 believers	 a	 lot	 of	 hope	 and	 comfort	 that	 one	 day	we	will	 see	 our	

deceased	again,	except	we	have	to	die	for	that	to	actually	happen,	if	again	there	even	

is	an	after	life.		You	can	feel	my	frustration	pouring	out,	oozing	out	of	every	word	on	

this	page	caused	from	years	of	questioning	and	never	having	found	anyone	who	has	

the	“for	sure”	answers.	 	I’m	tired	of	people	trying	to	guess	why	things	happen	that	

result	in	us	losing	a	family	member	or	a	friend	to	death.		They	say	things	like,	“Well	

maybe,	blah	blah	blah,	or	perhaps	blah	blah	blah,	or	my	favorite,	“I	just	think	it’s	Gods	

way	of	blah	blah	blah	blah	blah.”		Bottom	line,	we	don’t	have	the	answers	because,	we	

“don’t	know.”	

	 So	on	my	own	personal	 journey	through	life	and	as	I	started	to	think	about	

what	we	“don’t	know,”	it	left	me	thinking	and	pondering	about	what	we	“do	know”	

when	it	comes	to	death.		We	all	know	that	we	will	die.		We	know	that	there	may	be	no	

warning	and	it	could	happen	at	anytime.	 	We	know	it	could	happen	when	we	least	



	

	

expect	it.	 	After	analyzing	everything	I	knew	about	death	I	made	some	conclusions	

that	have	changed	the	course	of	my	life	drastically	and	for	the	better	I	might	add.		Let’s	

talk	about	“life.”		That’s	right,	something	we	absolutely	know	about.		We	all	know	that	

we	are	living	creatures	and	that	each	one	of	us	has	options.		Unlike	death,	we	do	have	

control	over	our	life	by	way	of	the	decisions	we	can	all	make.		I	guess	we	could	decide	

to	kill	ourselves,	that	would	give	us	control	over	death	and	we	would	know	for	sure	

when	we	would	die,	but	the	topic	of	suicide	in	this	book	is	completely	off	the	table.		

Life	is	for	the	living.	 	Those	who	have	died	have	nothing	to	do	with	our	day-to-day	

living.		They	had	their	life	and	now	their	lives	are	over	because	they	died,	they’re	dead	

and	they’re	gone.		Life	is	for	us	to	enjoy,	fact.		Life	is	precious,	fact.		Life	doesn’t	last	

forever,	fact.		One	day	we	will	not	be	alive,	fact.		The	only	life	we	have	is	ours	right	

now,	fact.		We	have	the	complete	control	to	do	with	our	life	as	we	see	fit,	fact.		If	we	

want	to	use	our	life	committing	crime,	we	can,	fact.		If	we	want	to	live	happy,	we	can	

be	happy,	fact.		If	we	want	to	spend	our	life	being	miserable	to	other	people,	we	can,	

fact.		If	we	want	to	dream,	we	can.		If	we	want	to	never	leave	the	house	we	can.		I	could	

go	on	and	on	but	the	point	I’m	making	is	that	some	people	still	don’t	get	it.		They	don’t	

understand	the	basic	principle	that	right	now,	today,	this	very	moment	is	all	we	have.		

You	see	yesterday	is	behind	us,	it’s	gone,	never	to	return.		Tomorrow,	or	living	for	the	

future,	one	day	I’ll…		The	future	is	an	illusion.	 	It	never	happens.	 	“Today”	is	all	we	

have.		So	let’s	suppose	you	come	and	visit	me	in	sunny	Florida	and	I	ask	you,	“So	what	

do	you	want	 to	do	TODAY?”	 	That	would	be	my	question	to	everyone	reading	this	

book,	“What	do	you	want	to	do	today?”		Life	is	all	about	right	now.		If	you	know	you	

are	going	to	die,	you	should	be	trying	to	squeeze	in	as	many	“todays”	as	you	can.		I	

know	people	who	have	it	all	mapped	out,	their	life	that	is.		At	this	age	I’ll	be	doing	this,	

at	that	age	I’ll	be	doing	that.		Really?		How	do	they	know?		I	called	this	book,	“We	All	

Die	Alone”	because	it’s	true.		We	will	be	alone,	completely,	to	go	back	and	rerun	the	

film	of	all	our	life’s	activities,	a	play	by	play	of	everything	we	ever	did	while	alive.		We	

will	be	alone	to	decide	if	maybe	we	should	have	done	things	differently?		Did	we	really	

do	what	we	were	supposed	to,	or	did	we	spend	every	precious	day	doing	what	we	

were	told?	 	Did	we	allow	other	people	 to	make	our	decisions	 for	us?	 	Did	we	take	

advantage	of	every	moment	we	had	to	feel	the	joy	of	being	alive?		Did	we	follow	our	



	

	

own	conscience?		Only	we	ourselves	will	have	to	answer	for	how	we	lived	or	enjoyed	

our	life.		Only	“we”	can	accomplish	what	we’re	supposed	to	accomplish.		Only	us	and	

us	alone	can	live	our	lives	to	the	fullest,	in	joy,	prosperity	and	peace	of	mind,	love	and	

calmness.		How	many	men	are	totally	in	love	with	their	wife	and	within	a	year	of	their	

death,	their	faithful	wife	marries	someone	else?		It	happens	all	the	time.		Dude	you	are	

no	longer	in	the	picture.		You	are	dead,	gone,	outta	here.		The	wife	feels	pretty	safe	

that	you	are	not	coming	back	any	time	soon,	and	who	knows,	maybe	she	wasn’t	all	

that	 crazy	 about	 you	 in	 the	 first	 place.	 	 Now	 that’s	 funny.	 	 So	 if	we	 die	 alone	we	

obviously	are	responsible	for	how	we	live	alone,	I	mean	not	live	alone	per	say,	but	live	

“our”	life	the	way	“we”	want	to,	the	way	“we”	see	fit.		Our	life	is	ours	not	anyone	else’s.		

So	now	that	we	understand	that	we	have	the	“freedom	to	choose”	our	life	path,	let’s	

have	some	fun	and	get	into	all	the	many	options	we	have	for	this	wonderful	gift	we’ve	

been	given	before	we	die,	it’s	called	“life.”	 	



	

	

Diversity Rules 
	
Have	you	ever	known	someone	who	appeared	to	do	everything	right?		They	studied	

in	high	school.		The	were	the	class	president,	went	on	to	college,	got	a	degree,	started	

with	 a	 big	 company,	 bought	 a	 house,	 got	 married,	 had	 children,	 had	 retirement	

money,	saw	their	children	through	college,	became	a	grandparent,	remained	in	their	

home	well	into	their	nineties,	then,	you	guessed	it,	they	died	in	their	sleep.		You	may	

look	at	this	and	say	that	this	person	lived	the	dream,	the	perfect	life,	or	did	they?		You	

see,	what	is	good	for	one	person	may	not	be	good	for	another.		We	live	in	a	diverse	

world.	 	 The	problem	 is	we	have	been	 taught	 to	 judge.	 	 If	we	 are	 the	 conservative	

person	I	just	described	who	lived	the	“perfect”	time	line,	which	was	their	life,	it’s	easy	

to	 judge	 all	 those	who	 squandered	 their	 lives.	 	 Those	poor	 souls	who	were	never	

organized,	never	saved	for	a	rainy	day,	never	married	right	because	they	divorced,	

then	married	again,	divorced	then	married	again.		Man	what	a	looser	that	guy	is.		What	

about	 the	 guy	who	 does	 everything	 right,	 has	 two	 sons	 that	 he	 adores.	 	 One	 son	

follows	his	path	of	being	in	a	rock	and	roll	band.		This	kid	has	a	lot	of	tattoos	on	his	

body.		His	nose	and	many	other	things	are	pierced.		His	hair	is	long	and	greasy.		He	

drinks	whiskey	and	smokes	pot.		The	band	is	struggling	to	build	a	fan	base	but	they	

are	committed	and	keep	playing	gigs	at	dive	bars	all	across	the	country.	 	Now	this	

father	is	proud	of	his	son.		Thank	God	he	is	not	judgmental	or	should	he	be.		You	see	

his	other	son	did	everything	“right.”		He	was	the	sports	jock	in	high	school.		He	went	

to	college	on	a	sports	scholarship.		He	is	buff,	works	out,	has	one	tattoo,	is	dating	a	

popular	girl	from	a	respected	family,	his	future	is	bright.		The	father	is	also	proud	of	

this	son.		But	let	me	ask	you.		Do	you	think	deep	down	he	might	be	more	proud	of	son	

number	two	than	son	number	one?		Is	he	ever	embarrassed	to	introduce	both	sons	to	

someone	and	they	look	at	the	tattooed	son	versus	the	clean-cut	son	and	they	too	start	

to	judge?		I	have	a	friend	that	is	the	father	to	these	two	completely	different	sons.		He	

and	his	wife	are	amazing.		They	are	both	pretty	conservative,	live	in	a	modest	home,	

raised	their	two	boys	completely	the	same	way	and	they	support	both	boys	in	their	

choices.		They	never	kicked	son	number	one	out	of	the	house,	they	attended	his	bands	

loud	gigs	and	always	helped	financially	anyway	they	could	to	help	pay	for	equipment	



	

	

and	a	van	to	travel	in.		I	took	the	time	to	reach	out	to	my	friend.		I	told	him	I	had	just	

watched	the	video	he	had	just	posted	of	his	son’s	rock	band	on	FaceBook.		The	band	

is	pretty	hard-core;	 they	make	Motley	Crew	 look	 tame.	 	 I	asked	my	 friend	how	he	

handled	the	fact	that	his	first-born	wanted	to	be	a	rock	and	roll	drummer.		He	told	me	

the	 story.	 	 Son	number	one	went	 to	a	year	of	 college	 right	out	of	high	 school.	 	He	

approached	his	parents	and	said	he	couldn’t	handle	college	because	he	felt	it	was	not	

what	he	wanted.		He	wanted	to	play	drums	for	a	living.		He	and	his	friend	had	started	

a	band	in	high	school	and	they	were	starting	to	get	good	at	what	they	did.		My	friend	

and	his	wife	 sat	down	with	 son	number	one	 and	discussed	his	 future.	 	 They	both	

agreed	to	support	him.		The	deal	was	he	had	to	make	drums	his	profession	not	just	a	

hobby.		They	agreed	to	support	him	with	the	same	finances	as	if	they	had	sent	him	to	

college.		That	was	almost	ten	years	ago.		My	friends	sons	band	is	called	“BITERS.”		They	

secured	a	record	deal	from	England	and	they	are	getting	very	well	known	in	Europe.		

My	 friend	 said	when	his	 son	wanted	his	 first	 tattoo	of	 course	 they	weren’t	 happy	

about	 it	but	 it	was	 their	 son’s	decision.	 	 It	was	explained	 to	me	 like	 this.	 	He	said,	

“Daryl,	 I	have	two	sons.	 	The	youngest	made	the	decision	to	take	the	conventional	

path	and	the	oldest	decided	to	take	the	unconventional	path.		As	parents	we	support	

both	 and	 it	 has	 been	 a	 peaceful	 relationship	 with	 both	 sons	 who	 are	 completely	

different	in	their	thinking	and	they’re	passionate	about	the	paths	they	have	chosen.”	

	 Who	are	we	as	parents	to	tell	our	kids	what	path	they	should	take.		We	have	to	

realize	sooner	than	later	that	once	they	turn	into	an	adult	they	now	take	the	wheel	

and	become	responsible	for	who	they	are	and	what	they	want	to	be.	 	Do	we	kick	a	

child	out	of	the	house	for	rebelling?		Many	parents	have	done	so.		Life	is	not	easy	and	

being	 a	 parent	 is	 hard	 as	 we	 all	 have	 high	 expectations	 for	 our	 children.	 	 High	

expectations,	 what	 does	 that	 mean?	 	 We	 want	 our	 kids	 to	 get	 an	 education	 and	

become	a	Doctor	or	a	Lawyer?		I	think	many	times	parent’s	want	their	kids	to	follow	

that	kind	of	path	as	it	reflects	well	on	them	as	parents.		The	correct	decision	a	parent	

can	make	is	to	sit	down	and	communicate	and	talk	about	the	options	and	possible	ups	

and	downs	of	any	decision	a	child	is	about	to	make.		It’s	tough	to	see	them	go	down	

the	nonconventional	path	but	again,	this	is	their	life.		The	world	we	used	to	know	is	

changing	so	fast	it’s	getting	hard	for	a	sixty	year	old	to	keep	up.		Technology	is	moving	



	

	

faster	 than	 ever	 before	 and	 new	 inventions,	 apps,	 electronics,	 communication,	

computers;	everything	is	much	different	now	than	when	I	was	a	kid.		OMG	I	sounded	

like	my	father	just	then!	

	 Getting	back	to	the	title	of	this	book,	“We	All	Die	Alone.”		Wrapped	up	in	that	

morbid	title	is	the	fact	that	we	all	should	live	our	life	the	way	“We”	see	fit.		If	we	die	

alone	should	we	not	follow	our	heart,	our	passion	to	live	this	one	and	only	life	we	have	

been	given	to	the	best	way	we	know	how?		My	oldest	son	who	happens	to	be	the	exact	

same	age	as	my	friend’s	rock	drummer	son,	in	fact	they	went	to	pre-school	together	

when	we	lived	in	Atlanta,	Georgia.		My	son	out	of	high	school	also	played	drums	and	

toured	with	 a	 band	 for	 two	 years.	 	 Their	 band	was	 called	Kid	Theodore	 and	 they	

actually	won	a	nation	wide	contest,	which	included	fifty	thousand	worth	of	gear	and	

recording	time	in	a	professional	studio.		It	was	narrowed	down	to	five	bands	out	of	

two	thousand	playing	at	the	Rainbow	room	in	Hollywood	and	my	son’s	band	won!		It	

was	super	exciting.		He	had	the	long	blonde	hair	rivaling	Robert	Plant	in	his	hay	day.		

The	 band	 was	 tight,	 they	 had	 a	 bus,	 they	 had	 the	 gear,	 and	 they	 were	 gaining	

popularity.		Everything	seemed	to	be	going	in	the	right	direction.		More	time	passed	

and	everything	they	tried	seemed	to	result	in	disappointment.		They	seemed	to	get	so	

close	then	things	would	unravel.		Bottom	line,	the	band	broke	up	and	my	son	decided	

to	go	back	to	University.		He	had	taken	a	few	college	classes	out	of	high	school	where	

he	met	the	guitar	player	and	decided	to	pursue	rock	and	roll.		But	now,	this	time,	he’s	

decided	to	take	school	more	seriously.		He	is	definitely	taking	the	conventional	road	

now.		He	was	just	accepted	to	Loyola	Marymount	in	Los	Angeles	and	is	in	the	Masters	

program	 in	 English	 Literature.	 	 His	 goal	 is	 to	 obtain	 his	 PHD	 then	 teach	 English	

literature	at	a	University	while	continuing	on	as	an	author.		Am	I	proud	of	him?		Of	

course	 I	 am	but	 I	would	have	been	proud	of	him	no	matter	what.	 	Rock	and	Roll,	

writing	books,	raising	a	family,	I	would	support	my	kids	no	matter	what	they	chose	to	

do.			

	 I	recently	watched	a	documentary	about	Geddy	Lee	the	bass	player	and	lead	

singer	 for	 the	Canadian	 rock	band	RUSH.	 	He	 followed	his	dream.	 	He	was	a	poor	

Jewish	kid	growing	up	and	now	he	is	a	world	famous,	wealthy,	rock	n’	roll	God.		He	is	

humble,	funny,	and	knows	that	his	life	won’t	last	forever.		RUSH	just	celebrated	their	



	

	

fortieth	year	as	a	band.		What	an	accomplishment	and	they	were	finally	inducted	into	

the	Rock	n’	Roll	Hall	of	Fame.		What	if	his	mother	had	discouraged	him?		Looking	at	

Geddy,	it	would	be	hard	to	imagine	him	being	an	accountant	or	a	mailman.		I’m	so	glad	

he	 stuck	with	his	passion	 as	he	 and	his	band	mates	have	 influenced	 thousands	of	

people	world	wide	with	their	sound.		Spend	some	time	on	YouTube	and	watch	some	

of	the	life	stories	about	famous	rock	and	roll	personalities.		Some	of	them	were	kicked	

out	of	their	home	and	they	had	no	money,	only	clothes	on	their	back	and	a	dream	in	

their	heart.		They	struggled	and	struggled	and	became	better	and	better	at	their	craft	

and	they	made	it.		But	what	about	those	that	didn’t	make	it	you	ask?		There	are	many	

who	never	got	to	fulfill	their	dreams.		It’s	a	one	in	a	million	shot.		The	only	advice	I	can	

give	those	guys	is	to	keep	living.		What	if	my	son’s	band	had	become	famous	after	he	

quit?	 	 It	 happens	 all	 the	 time.	 	My	 son	 simply	 took	 another	 path.	 	 He	might	 have	

regretted	it,	too	bad,	that’s	the	way	it	goes	sometimes.		We	can	sit	and	cry	about	our	

unfulfilled	dreams	or	we	can	pick	ourselves	up	and	figure	out	a	new	direction	to	take.		

As	humans	we	have	options,	especially	today.		Be	happy.		Don’t	be	sour.		My	sister	has	

a	 good	 friend	who	 is	 dying	of	 the	C	word.	 	 This	 gal	 has	 always	had	 a	 chip	on	her	

shoulder.	 	 When	 things	 went	 well	 in	 her	 life	 she	 would	 have	 bout’s	 of	 friendly	

happiness	and	was	a	joy	to	be	around,	but	she	always	had	this	inner	streak	that	could	

turn	mean	and	verbally	abusive	if	you	pushed	the	wrong	button.		Personally,	I	walk	

away	from	folks	like	that.		I	always	felt	that	if	indeed	this	is	my	life,	I	should	be	able	to	

choose	who	I	want	in	it.		I	don’t	enjoy	complainers,	sourpuss	gossipers	or	negativity	

of	any	kind.		I	have	learned	to	distance	myself	from	those	types	and	I	have	become	

much	happier	for	 it.	 	Who’s	to	say	that	negativity	and	a	poor	outlook	on	life	might	

have	helped	her	cancer	take	root?		My	advice	is	to	remain	positive	always,	as	a	healthy	

happy	mind	and	body	can	overcome	sickness	much	easier	than	a	negative	unhappy	

soul.	 	



	

	

Simply Choose to be Happy 
	
Simplicity	is	something	to	chat	about.		Some	of	the	things	that	are	the	simplest	can	

bring	us	the	most	joy.		Personally,	if	I	can	spend	an	hour	every	once	in	a	while	walking	

on	a	beach	somewhere,	I	feel	wonderful	inside.		When	I	lived	in	the	Salt	Lake	Valley	

in	Utah,	surrounded	by	mountains,	I	truly	missed	the	ocean.		It	seemed	that	every	six	

months	I	had	to	find	some	excuse	to	head	west	and	drive	to	the	California	coastline.		I	

needed	that	fix	of	positive	ions	hitting	me	from	the	crashing	waves	as	I	walked	along	

the	beach.		After	an	hour	or	so,	I	was	fine	and	I’d	head	back	home	to	Utah.		I’d	return	

home	invigorated	and	recharged.		There’s	something	about	a	long	walk	on	the	beach	

that	clears	my	mind,	not	to	mention	the	road	trip	getting	there.		Simple	things	make	

the	difference.		

Learning	to	be	thankful.		Try	sitting	down	and	making	a	list	of	everything	good	

in	your	life	and	then	expressing	gratitude	for	all	the	good	you	experience	every	day.		

A	few	years	ago	I	was	living	on	a	cruise	ship	where	I	played	guitar	and	sang	for	the	

patrons	in	a	lounge	every	night.		For	four	months	I	slept	on	that	ship	in	a	very	small	

room.		My	cabin	was	about	twelve	feet	square	and	it	had	no	windows.		I	was	on	the	

fourth	deck	on	the	outside	wall	at	the	front	of	the	ship	on	the	water	line.		While	laying	

on	my	bunk	my	head	was	inches	away	from	where	the	huge	ship	hit	the	waves	as	it	

travelled	through	the	night.		It	was	loud	and	it	was	hard	to	fall	asleep.		To	make	matter	

worse	there	was	a	continual	bonging	sound	coming	from	down	the	hall	somewhere	

inside	a	wall.		It	sounded	like	a	large	single	wind	chime	or	hollow	pipe	suspended	by	

a	string	allowing	it	to	hit	another	pipe	as	the	ship	rocked	back	and	forth.		Bong,	bong,	

pause,	bong	bong	bong,	pause.		There	was	no	pattern	to	the	bonging	it	just	happened	

randomly	all	through	the	night.		Many	times	I	walked	and	inspected	the	halls	trying	

to	figure	out	where	the	noise	was	coming	from.		I	could	never	find	it.		I	was	convinced	

that	some	demented	worker	during	the	ships	construction	suspended	a	pipe	from	a	

string	knowing	it	would	bong	for	evermore	disturbing	everyone	within	earshot.	 	A	

sick	joke	at	best.		The	noise	of	the	ship	was	something	I	was	not	used	to.		I	finally	got	

smart	and	started	using	ear	plugs	at	night	so	I	could	fall	asleep.		Within	a	month	I	no	

longer	needed	the	earplugs.		I	remember	lying	in	bed	one	night	thinking	that	the	bong	



	

	

sound	had	gone	away.	 	 I	 listened	again,	more	 intently,	no,	 there	 it	was.	 	The	bong	

sound	was	still	there,	I	had	just	learned	to	block	it	out.		I	had	adjusted	to	the	noise	and	

it	 no	 longer	 bothered	me,	 in	 fact	 I	 really	 didn’t	 even	 notice	 the	 ships	 noise	 at	 all	

anymore	 and	 the	 continual	 swaying	 and	 rocking	 actually	 became	 therapeutic	 and	

helped	me	fall	asleep.		So	here	is	my	question.		Is	it	possible	to	adjust	to	new	habits?		

I	mean	is	it	possible	to	make	a	commitment	to	be	happy	and	to	find	joy	in	the	simple	

things	in	life	so	much	so	that	our	happiness	and	bliss	actually	becomes	a	habit?		If	I	

could	adjust	to	the	noise	on	a	ship,	could	I	not	adjust	to	continually	thinking	happy	

thoughts?		Of	course	my	answer	is	yes.		Living	life	becomes	more	enjoyable	when	you	

are	 grateful	 for	 every	 breath	 you	 take.	 	 Unfortunately	 there	 are	many	who	 suffer	

severe	illnesses,	especially	little	children.		I	believe	in	God	but	it	has	always	bothered	

me	that	the	very	God	I	believe	 in	allows	the	suffering	of	 little	children.	 	They	have	

done	nothing	wrong	and	they	don’t	deserve	pain	of	any	kind.		I	wish	I	had	the	answers	

but	I	don’t.		All	I	can	do	is	commit	to	enjoying	my	life	and	try	to	bring	joy	to	others	

through	the	music	I	play	and	the	books	I	write.		This	Saturday	I	will	be	turning	fifty-

eight	years	old.		My	wife	asked	me	what	I’d	like	to	do.		My	answer	was,	I’ll	be	playing	

music	on	 a	beautiful	 patio	on	 the	water	 surrounded	by	Tiki	 torches.	 	 I’ll	 be	doing	

exactly	what	I	love	to	do.		Playing	music	fulfills	me	as	it’s	like	passing	a	piece	of	my	

soul	and	talent	on	to	others.		I	love	receiving	applause	and	positive	comments.		When	

that	happens	 it	makes	the	hours	and	years	of	practice	well	worth	the	effort.	 	With	

every	performance	I	strive	to	play	my	best.		Some	nights	are	better	than	others	but	all	

in	all	I	come	home	every	night	expressing	gratitude	for	my	talent.	

When	it	comes	to	our	life,	we	have	choices.		I	personally	choose	to	be	happy.		

Once	the	choice	is	made	and	you	choose	to	express	your	gratitude	for	being	alive	and	

having	the	freedom	to	follow	your	own	path,	life	gets	really	fun	and	exciting.		I	have	

found	that	playing	it	safe	is	dull	and	boring.		Some	folks	keep	doing	the	same	thing	

day	after	day	and	they	hate	it.		They	don’t	feel	they	have	the	ability	to	change	so	they	

stay	at	the	job	they	hate	and	rot	away	in	their	complaining.		I	think	that	some	folks	

have	been	at	the	same	profession	for	so	long,	financially	it	makes	no	sense	for	them	

to	leave	that	job	that	has	created	their	security	for	so	long.		Let’s	talk	about	security.		

We	hold	onto	the	safe	life,	the	life	we’ve	always	lived,	the	only	life	we	know.		Doing	



	

	

this	is	holding	onto	the	past	as	that	is	what	we	know	works.		There	is	no	change	or	

growth	when	you	hold	onto	the	old	ways	of	doing	things.		Wrapping	your	arms	around	

the	past	vowing	to	never	let	go.		So	let	me	get	this	straight.		If	we	know	we	are	going	

to	die,	why	are	we	so	intent	on	holding	onto	a	secure	thing?		If	we	are	going	to	die,	

doesn’t	it	makes	sense	to	go	out	into	the	world	and	live	as	much	as	we	can,	while	we	

still	can?		I’m	convinced	that	if	your	doctor	told	you	that	you	only	had	six	months	to	

live,	your	whole	outlook	would	change.		My	guess	would	be	that	you’d	plan	a	trip,	quit	

your	job	and	go	out	and	live	while	you	still	had	the	chance	to	do	so.		So	why	haven’t	

you	been	doing	that	all	along?	 	Why	do	we	hold	onto	things	like	 jobs,	 jobs	that	we	

hate?		Why	are	we	afraid	of	change?		I	say,	fear	death	and	take	that	fear	and	use	it	to	

convince	yourself	to	start	living	for	a	change.		Do	you	want	to	get	the	news	that	you	

have	little	time	left	and	then	wonder	what	advantage	holding	on	to	your	sucky	job	has	

been	to	you?		Change	takes	courage.		Change	starts	with	having	the	idea	of	what	you	

want	in	your	head.	 	Explore	all	things.	 	Hit	the	Internet	running.	 	Look	at	YouTube	

videos	 of	 different	 places	 to	 live,	 beaches,	 countries,	 cruise	 ships	 and	 hammocks.		

Read,	study	and	discover	new	things.	 	Some	people	are	 in	a	deep	rut	and	are	very	

unhappy.	 	 Stop	 complaining,	 stop	 with	 your	 ritual	 of	 mental	 protesting	 and	 do	

something	different.	 	Change	things	up.	 	Go	skydiving,	that’ll	get	your	heart	started	

again.		Don’t	worry	about	the	parachute	opening,	just	do	it.		Chances	are	you’ll	come	

back	a	changed	person.	

I	 love	young	people	because	they	seem	to	 ignore	fear	or	maybe	they	are	so	

young	they	haven’t	yet	allowed	fear	a	place	in	their	life.		They	seem	to	still	have	that	

innocence	of	not	worrying	about	the	future.	 	Marriage	is	interesting,	as	it	seems	to	

change	young	folk.	 	As	soon	as	you	say,	“I	do,”	some	women	feel	it	is	their	place	to	

calm	the	man	down	and	make	him	realize	that	he	is	an	adult	now,	and	they	want	to	

change	him,	in	their	mind,	change	him	for	the	better.		He	has	to	become	responsible	

and	to	change	who	he	is	and	get	serious.		Fun	has	no	place	in	the	adult	world.		This	is	

the	“real”	life	now.		This	is	serious	business,	we	are	married	now	and	we	have	to	be	

stoic	and	serious	and	responsible	and	bring	children	 into	 the	world	and	blah	blah	

blah.		In	all	reality,	the	reason	we	all	fall	in	love	at	a	young	age	is	because	that	ether	

we	fall	under	is	what	makes	us	do	it,	getting	married	throwing	all	caution	to	the	wind.		



	

	

We	are	young,	without	much	experience,	yes,	young	and	dumb.		If	I	had	of	known	all	

the	pitfalls	that	marriage	brought	I	would	have	thought	twice	about	entering	into	that	

sacred	covenant	but	being	young	and	in	love	you	forge	ahead	without	any	fear.		Young	

love	is	wonderful.		It	gives	us	the	courage	to	get	married,	to	bring	children	into	the	

world,	to	advance	in	life.		The	problem	is,	we	sometimes	forget	to	live	along	the	way.		

While	married,	we	 can	 still	 have	 fun	 and	 enjoy	 life,	we	 can	 still	 be	 happy.	 	Why?		

Because	being	happy	is	a	choice.		That’s	right.		No	matter	how	hard	life	can	get,	we	

can	still	choose	to	be	happy.		The	smart	people	understand	what	to	do	when	stress	

creeps	in.		They	understand	how	to	take	a	break	from	life	when	the	pressure	builds	

up.	 	They	know	the	importance	of	driving	to	the	beach	and	going	for	a	walk.	 	They	

understand	the	significance	of	a	road	trip,	a	vacation,	and	a	break	from	the	every	day	

mundane	job	we	might	hate	so	much.	 	Smart	people	have	common	sense	that	tells	

them	when	to	take	a	break.		That’s	why	we	have	weekends.		They	give	us	the	break	

from	work	so	we	can	regroup	as	families	and	enjoy	time	together.		Weekends	are	our	

diversion	from	the	every	day	mundane.	

The	friends	I	have	who	are	millionaires	seem	to	have	one	thing	in	common.		

They	don’t	seem	to	be	too	serious	about	serious	things.		They	seem	to	laugh	much	and	

enjoy	the	company	of	others.		They	have	many	friends	and	they	do	things	together	on	

a	regular	basis.		If	money	comes	from	one	source,	which	is	from	“people,”	does	it	not	

make	sense	to	embrace	those	precious	human	relationships	and	learn	to	enjoy	each	

other’s	 company?	 	 I’m	 sure	 there	 are	 millionaires	 who	 sit	 at	 home	 looking	 at	 a	

computer	screen	playing	the	stock	market	never	leaving	the	house.		That	to	me	is	not	

living	life	to	the	fullest	but	then	again	we	all	have	our	opinions	and	our	views	when	it	

comes	to	personal	fulfillment.		The	folks	I	love	are	the	ones	that	work	hard	and	play	

hard.		Everything	they	do	involves	passion.		When	you	are	passionate	towards	living	

life	you	automatically	 find	 the	 joy	 in	everything	you	do.	 	When	 it	 rains,	you	 find	a	

puddle	to	play	in.		When	it’s	bright	and	sunny	you	work	on	your	tan.		When	it	snows,	

you	strap	on	your	skis.		My	point	is,	good	weather,	bad	weather,	it	makes	no	difference	

to	the	happiness	and	positive	fun	attitude	of	the	person	who	has	committed	to	seeing	

the	beauty	and	enjoyment	in	every	day	life.	 	



	

	

How to Change for the Better? 
	
When	you	realize	that	you	are	way	too	crabby,	way	to	cynical,	way	to	bitchy,	this	is	

the	first	step.		When	you	realize	you	have	a	problem,	this	is	indeed	the	tipping	point	

towards	learning	you	need	to	change.		Change	happens	over	time.		The	Grand	Canyon	

took	 time	 to	 be	 created.	 	 The	 problem	 lies	 in	 that	 if	 you	 don’t	 realize	 you	 have	 a	

problem,	 you	will	 turn	 into	 a	 grand	 canyon	of	negativity	 and	 it	will	 be	 too	 late	 to	

change	your	course.	 	The	grooves	of	negativity	will	be	so	deeply	engrained	in	your	

soul	 that	 implementing	 change	will	 become	 an	 impossibility.	 	 So	 it’s	 important	 to	

make	changes	while	you	still	can.		I	think	that’s	why	we	don’t	live	to	be	the	age	of	the	

Grand	Canyon.		A	canyon	that	is	thousands	of	years	old	cannot	change.		It	continues	

to	be	more	of	what	it	is.		The	fact	that	our	lives	are	very	short	in	comparison	to	the	

Grand	Canyon	should	teach	us	something.		It	makes	us	realize	that	we	don’t	have	that	

much	time	here	on	earth	and	we	need	to	make	changes	sooner	than	later!		Don’t	wait.		

Make	the	necessary	changes	right	now!	 	Time	 is	of	 the	essence	and	our	happiness	

depends	on	it.		There	is	hope;	there	is	everything	that	is	good	waiting	on	your	decision	

to	change.	 	Change	develops	character	and	we	become	better	people	and	stronger	

individuals	the	more	we	grasp	change.		Change	is	what	makes	men	wise.		Those	who	

discover	 and	 embrace	 change	 are	 those	 who	 truly	 have	 figured	 out	 life’s	 biggest	

secret.	 	Once	you	discover	the	attributes	of	change	that	 is	when	your	whole	world	

starts	 to	open	up.	 	Things	you	thought	were	 impossible	to	achieve	are	now	within	

your	grasp.		Things	you	would	never	attempt	are	now	on	you	planning	board.		The	

realization	of	what	change	can	do	creates	a	whole	new	mindset	of	confidence,	leaving	

fear	behind	never	to	be	thought	of	again.	 	Successful	people	have	no	place	 in	their	

planning	for	fear.		They	pay	no	attention	to	it,	as	it	deserves	no	attention.		If	we	achieve	

what	we	focus	on,	it	only	makes	sense	that	fear	is	not	on	that	list.		The	thriving	and	

idea	filled	mind	never	includes	any	thought	of	fear	because	it	has	recognized	that	love	

for	 what	 you	 do	 eliminates	 all	 fear.	 	 Over	 time	 fear	 becomes	 erased	 from	 your	

vocabulary	never	to	be	thought	of	or	heard	from	again.	 	This	to	me	is	true	success.		

This	to	me	is	the	blueprint	and	starting	point	of	personal	achievement.	 	This	in	my	



	

	

opinion	should	be	the	goal	of	every	person	who	desires	happiness	and	a	life	filled	with	

excitement,	mystery	and	joyous	experiences.	

	 Can	change	happen	quickly?	 	Absolutely.	 	 I	call	 it	a	sudden	shift	 in	thinking.		

Picture	a	sports	car	with	a	manual	transmission.		This	car	was	built	to	perform;	it	was	

built	to	take	quick	hard	shifting	from	gear	to	gear.		Not	every	car	is	built	to	respond	

to	hard	driving	and	speed.		Not	all	people	are	made	to	take	change	on	quickly,	but	if	

we	so	desire	to	make	changes	and	want	those	changes	to	take	place	sooner	than	later,	

we	 might	 need	 to	 replace	 a	 few	 mindset	 parts	 in	 our	 transmission	 of	 thought.		

Educating	ourselves	through	books	and	engaging	in	answer	seeking	is	a	great	place	

to	look	for	those	high	performance	parts	that	will	allow	us	to	make	life	shifts	quicker	

and	 smoother.	 	 Understanding	why	we	need	 to	make	 changes	 to	 better	 ourselves	

resulting	in	more	happiness	and	prudent	decision-making,	creating	a	confidence	so	

strong	that	people	take	note	when	you	walk	in	a	room.		When	we	understand	the	true	

power	of	love	and	how	that	power	can	be	used	to	unite	people	together,	only	then	do	

we	 start	 to	 catch	 a	 glimpse	 of	 how	God	 thinks.	 	 The	 study	 of	 love	which	 includes	

everything	 from	 fondness	 for	 another,	 to	 desire,	 to	 passion,	 to	 compassion,	 to	

friendship,	to	kindliness,	to	enthusiasm,	to	intimacy,	to	adoration,	to	tenderness,	to	

empathy,	to	charity,	to	wishing	well	for	others	can	only	make	us	the	kind	of	person	

who	others	draw	close	to.		Do	you	desire	to	be	liked	by	all	those	you	come	in	contact	

with?		Learn	the	true	meaning	of	love,	which	encompasses	all.	 	Understanding	love	

will	create	change	faster	than	any	book	or	any	seminar	you	ever	spend	money	on.			

	

The first step	is	to	understand	how	to	love	yourself.		We	desire	to	love	others,	to	

show	empathy,	understanding	and	patience	but	how	often	do	we	exercise	those	same	

characteristics	 towards	 ourselves?	 	 If	 anything,	 too	many	 times	we	 are	 harder	 on	

ourselves	than	anyone	else.		We	beat	ourselves	up	on	the	smallest	of	things.		We	are	

quick	to	forgive	others	yet	continually	mentally	browbeat	our	own	actions	be	they	

right	or	wrong.	 	The	answer	is	to	stop.	 	Stop	beating	ourselves	up	for	anything	we	

might	have	done	or	for	things	we	didn’t	do.		We	are	to	be	loved,	first	and	foremost	by	

ourselves.		Have	you	ever	gone	to	a	fancy	restaurant	alone?		The	hostess	looks	at	you	



	

	

with	a	weird	expression	on	her	face	as	you	ask	for	a	table	for	one.		You	just	know	she	

is	thinking,	“What,	you	couldn’t	get	a	date,	nobody	loves	you?”		I	challenge	you	to	start	

dating	yourself.	 	Get	 to	know	who	you	are.	 	Get	 to	 feel	 comfortable	spending	 time	

alone.		Go	sit	on	the	beach	and	share	the	beautiful	sunset	with	yourself.		Do	something	

nice	for	you.		Go	buy	yourself	a	nice	gift.		Start	loving	who	you	are.		Start	appreciating	

the	 talents	you	have	been	blessed	with.	 	Write	yourself	a	note	 that	 thanks	you	 for	

something	great	you	did	for	you.		Love	who	you	are.		This	is	where	the	understanding	

of	love	starts.	 	How	can	we	love	others,	truly,	when	we	haven’t	spent	any	effort	on	

loving	who	we	are	and	what	we	are	able	to	do	as	far	as	our	talents	go?		We	have	been	

taught	to	accept	compliments	from	others.		When	is	the	last	time	we	gave	ourselves	a	

compliment?		When	is	the	last	time	we	looked	in	the	mirror	and	saw	Gods	creation	

versus	some	physical	imperfection	we	despise	or	wished	we	could	change?		We	give	

more	 love	and	attention	 to	our	goldfish	some	times	 than	we	do	ourselves.	 	Hold	a	

newborn	 puppy	 and	 see	 how	 you	 react.	 	 Our	 voice	 changes	 to	 one	 of	 baby	 talk	

cuddling	and	snuggling	the	puppy	with	love	and	affection,	protecting	it	making	sure	

it	remains	safe	within	our	arms.		We	yet	too	many	times	put	ourselves	down	or	scold	

ourselves	for	the	smallest	of	things.	 	If	we	scolded	a	young	dog	in	the	same	tone	it	

would	quake	with	fear	and	would	forever	be	changed.		So	again	I	say	stop.		Commit	

from	this	moment	forward	to	always	treat	yourself	with	nothing	but	the	highest	of	

respect	and	admiration.		Treat	yourself	to	only	the	very	best.		The	best	books,	the	best	

movies,	the	best	music	and	the	best	of	influences.		Be	kind	to	yourself.		Truly	love	who	

you	are	and	get	excited	as	to	what	you	may	become.		To	me	this	is	where	love	must	

start	before	you	can	 truly	 love	others.	 	When	you	 introduce	yourself	 to	others,	be	

proud	to	introduce	“you.”		If	you	were	with	a	friend	who	happened	to	be	a	movie	star,	

how	would	you	introduce	them?		Exactly.		Starting	to	see	my	point?		Are	you	not	the	

most	important	person	in	your	life?		So	why	not	treat	yourself	accordingly?		Never,	

never	put	yourself	down.		If	you	have	personal	challenges,	acknowledge	them	then	

start	working	to	make	the	changes	necessary.		Again	changes	brought	on	by	love	will	

be	forever	lasting.		When	you	love	yourself,	quitting	bad	habits	will	be	easier.		When	

you	 love	yourself,	 you	 learn	 to	stick	up	 for	yourself.	 	When	you	 love	yourself,	 you	

might	decide	to	let	some	so-called	friends	go	as	they	may	not	have	your	best	interests	



	

	

in	mind.		When	you	love	yourself	you	will	want	only	the	best	of	people	around	you.		

When	you	love	yourself	you	will	ask	yourself	questions	to	find	out	what	you	need	to	

do	to	make	you	the	happiest	person	on	the	planet.		It’s	time	to	get	to	know	how	special	

you	really	are.		Again,	to	me	this	is	where	love	starts.		Once	you	have	built	a	strong	

loving	bond	with	yourself,	share	that	love	with	others	and	watch	how	wonderful	your	

life	will	become.	

	 If	we	all	die	 alone,	 I	 suggest	we	get	 comfortable	 spending	 some	 time	alone	

while	we	are	alive.		This	time	alone	allows	us	the	opportunity	to	know	ourselves.		We	

can	become	friends	with	ourselves	and	feel	comfortable	being	alone	with	ourselves	

while	learning	what	and	who	we	are.		If	we	were	indeed	created	by	God,	wouldn’t	it	

be	 great	 to	 really	 know	 who	 we	 are	 considering	 we	 spend	 every	 minute	 with	

ourselves	anyway.		All	I’m	suggesting	is	that	we	take	a	break	from	being	with	a	group	

of	friends	or	family	and	we	literally	spend	some	alone	time.		During	this	time	learn	

how	 to	meditate,	 simply	being	alone	with	no	outside	noise	or	distractions.	 	 In	my	

book,	“I	Believe	in	Hammocks,”	I	suggest	getting	used	to	hanging	in	a	hammock	alone	

in	nature	to	help	you	better	collect	your	thoughts	and	to	experience	the	calmness	of	

mind	 that	 “hammocology”	 provides.	 	 It	 has	 worked	miracles	 for	 me	 and	 I	 highly	

suggest	 it	 for	everyone	who	seeks	greater	 inner	peace.	 	A	hammock…	It’s	 the	best	

seventy-five	dollars	you’ll	ever	spend.	 	



	

	

Improve Your Penmanship 
	
For	 some	 reason,	writing	 things	 down	 seems	 to	make	 a	 greater	 impact	 especially	

when	it	come	to	goal	setting.		I	have	always	thought	that	writing	things	down	includes	

more	of	the	five	senses	and	for	that	reason	makes	a	greater	impact	on	our	conscious	

and	subconscious	mind.		I	do	however	love	writing	with	pen	and	paper	as	it	challenges	

my	skill	at	writing	in	cursive.		As	I	write	I	try	my	best	to	improve	by	making	all	the	

letters	in	each	word	uniform	and	neat,	trying	to	write	in	a	straight	line	etc.		This	skill	

I	feel	has	been	lost	as	our	youth	are	more	geared	to	typing	versus	writing	in	cursive	

with	a	pen.			

	 Writing	down	our	thoughts	or	keeping	a	journal	is	therapeutic	and	over	time	

creates	that	special	relationship	with	yourself	that	many	people	shy	away	from.		Many	

are	 uncomfortable	 with	 spending	 time	 alone,	 let	 alone	 writing	 things	 down	 as	 a	

discussion	with	one’s	self.		Writing	down	thoughts	or	goals	or	the	days	events	when	

special	things	occur	are	always	good	facets	to	reflect	upon	at	a	later	date.		Writing	can	

be	 cathartic	 and	 helpful	 when	 going	 through	 tough	 times.	 	 A	 certain	 amount	 of	

emotion	can	be	left	on	the	page	when	your	writing	is	done,	like	having	the	opportunity	

to	share	private	thoughts	with	a	friend	who	will	never	betray	your	confidence	in	the	

telling	to	others.		Goals	written	down	on	a	small	card	to	be	ever	kept	present	in	your	

wallet	or	in	front	of	you	as	a	reminder	of	what	you	want	and	or	working	towards	has	

proven	 very	 beneficial.	 	 Treating	 yourself	 to	 a	 day	 of	 shopping	 for	 that	 special	

notebook	or	leather	bound	journal	and	a	favorite	pen	will	only	add	to	the	experience.		

Sometimes	things	can	be	so	personal	that	it	feels	safer	to	tear	out	the	pages	and	have	

a	small	ceremonial	burning	releasing	all	to	the	universe	allowing	God	to	take	on	your	

burdens	as	Christ	suggests	in	the	Bible.		I	have	written	down	pages	in	the	past	that	

were	 burned	 as	 soon	 as	 they	were	written.	 	 This	 is	 what	 I	 call	 a	 transference	 of	

responsibility	to	God	and	the	universe,	as	I	am	releasing	myself	of	feeling	responsible	

for	all	the	people	and	family	in	my	life.		It	has	helped	me	to	feel	lighter	and	to	be	able	

to	 not	 become	burdened	down	with	 things	 that	 are	 out	 of	my	 control.	 	 This	 does	

indeed	work.	 	It	simplifies	your	life	and	will	create	more	inner	peace.	 	Words	have	

been	proven	to	be	mightier	than	the	sword	and	world	peace	has	been	prolonged	many	



	

	

times	due	to	a	well-written	letter.		Writing	down	your	thoughts	helps	to	organize	who	

you	are.		As	you	write,	it	forces	you	to	think	and	to	choose	the	right	words	to	express	

how	you	feel.		This	can	only	be	a	good	thing.		If	we	wrote	down	everything	we	wanted	

to	say	to	others	especially	in	times	of	frustration,	I	can	only	assume	that	no	one	would	

ever	 be	 yelling	 choice	words	 and	 expletives	 at	 one	 another.	 	Writing	 allows	us	 to	

“think”	 before	 we	 speak.	 	 This	 exercise	 in	 writing	 will	 eventually	 transfer	 to	 us	

verbally	as	we	will	 literally	start	“to	think”	before	we	blurt	out	something	we	may	

regret	later.		So	I	encourage	you	to	start	writing,	it	can	only	help	you	be	a	“better	you,”	

and	since	we	all	die	one	day,	you	might	want	to	start	writing	down	your	own	tale,	the	

story	of	your	 life	so	you	can	leave	something	behind	for	the	kids	and	grandkids	to	

read.		I	believe	that	when	we	start	to	consider	writing	our	life’s	story,	our	decision-

making	becomes	even	more	acute	as	we	become	determined	to	leave	behind	a	story	

worth	reading.	 	I	encourage	you	to	write	your	story	and	the	best	way	to	do	it	 is	to	

simply	sit	down	and	write	your	story.		There	are	no	short	cuts,	but	once	you	get	into	

the	grove	of	writing	you	might	surprise	yourself	at	how	good	of	a	writer	you	are.		My	

mother	 always	 threatened	 to	 write	 a	 book.	 	 Every	 time	 one	 of	 the	 siblings	 said	

something	cute	or	clever,	she	would	exclaim,	“I’ve	got	to	write	that	in	my	book.”		Well,	

sorely	she	never	wrote	that	book	and	we	all	would	have	loved	to	have	had	a	copy	of	

her	 favorite	moments	while	 raising	 nine	 children.	 	 To	 leave	 this	 earth	 and	 to	 not	

document	your	life	for	others	to	read	at	a	later	date	might	be	considered	to	some	as	

selfish.		To	take	all	your	best	experiences	and	life	lessons,	then,	not	to	leave	them	for	

others	to	benefit	from,	well	that	might	be	truly	selfish	and	inconsiderate	to	everyone	

left	behind	who	would	have	 loved	 to	know	who	Grandma	or	Great	Grandpa	really	

were.		I	have	committed	to	writing	my	mothers	story	for	her,	of	course	our	dad	will	

be	in	the	book	as	well.		When	you	think	about	it,	we	are	all	books,	full	of	interesting	

chapters	containing	stories	of	our	life.	 	



	

	

Funerals and Headstones 
	
I,	 like	you,	have	attended	my	fair	share	of	funerals.	 	Even	people	I	knew	who	were	

somewhat	disliked	by	many	due	to	their	business	practices	or	unsavory	distaste	for	

fellow	humans,	even	those	deceased	folks	had	nice	things	said	about	them	at	their	

funeral.	 	 So	 I	 feel	 pretty	 safe	 in	 knowing	 that	 someone	will	 more	 than	 likely	 say	

something	kind	about	me	when	those	poor	souls	give	up	a	workday	to	hear	someone	

talk	about	me	on	my	day	of	burial.		I’m	not	apologizing	in	advance,	but	I’m	sure	maybe	

some	 will	 raise	 their	 eyebrows	 when	 some	 family	 member	 out	 of	 duty	 pays	 me	

accolades	 for	a	 life	well-lived.	 	 If	we	are	talking	about	an	unconventional	 life	well-

lived,	I’m	definitely	that	guy	and	I	have	lived	that	unconventional	life	to	the	fullest	and	

I	will	be	ever	proud	of	that	fact.			

	 A	 few	 summers	 ago	 I	 elected	 to	play	music	 at	 a	 small	 venue	 in	Deadwood,	

South	Dakota	for	a	four-month	stint.		My	gig	was	to	play	Wednesday	through	Sunday	

from	one	 till	 five	PM,	getting	Mondays	and	Tuesdays	off.	 	On	one	of	my	off	days	 I	

decided	to	take	a	drive	out	into	the	country	to	become	more	familiar	with	the	area.		

After	many	miles	of	driving	in	a	southerly	direction	I	came	upon	an	old	cemetery	and	

decided	 to	 stop	and	 take	a	 look	around.	 	 I	walked	among	 the	headstones	 thinking	

maybe	I	would	see	my	family	name,	but	to	no	avail.		I	started	to	see	a	pattern	however	

happening	amongst	the	headstones.		It	was	clear	what	families	had	the	most	money	

in	town	as	their	deceased	family	members	were	in	a	gated	area	with	larger	than	life	

headstones	at	the	head	of	their	graves.		It	was	obvious	that	these	“special”	people	took	

great	care	and	expense	to	make	sure	that	their	loved	ones	were	taken	care	of	better	

than	the	rest.		They	had	elaborate	tall	stones	with	well-thought-out	epitaphs	engraved	

on	the	finest	marble	money	could	buy.	 	They	had	space	reserved	for	their	children	

and	grand	children	so	they	could	all	be	together	when	the	time	came.		I	remember	

shaking	my	head	at	the	weathered	stones	looking	at	the	dates	when	they	were	placed	

there	many	years	ago	and	all	for	what?		I’m	sure	the	deceased	didn’t	care	about	having	

an	elaborate	headstone	because	they	were,	well,	dead.		So	I	came	to	the	conclusion	

that	even	headstones	and	the	pomp	and	circumstance	of	funerals	were	more	for	the	

living	than	for	the	dead.		Yes,	we	have	funerals	to	honor	our	dead	for	a	life	well-lived,	



	

	

but	funerals	are	more	for	the	comfort	of	the	living	and	to	say	goodbye	by	the	ones	left	

behind.	 	 Funerals	 are	 interesting.	 	 I	 remember	 going	 to	 a	 funeral	 of	 a	 prominent	

Mormon	woman.		She	had	held	many	important	positions	within	the	hierarchy	of	the	

Mormon	Church	including	Relief	Society	President	over	the	whole	worldwide	church.		

I	remember	the	Mormon	Prophet	himself	saying	he	only	could	speculate	that	she	was	

visiting	with	past	friends	and	family	and	she	was	now	at	peace	and	happy.		Wait,	the	

Mormon	Prophet	Seer	and	Revelator	was	speculating	on	where	the	deceased	Sister	

Smith	was	at	the	time	of	her	funeral?		This	became	clear	to	me	once	more	that	no	one	

really	knows	where	we	go	after	we	die.		We	speculate,	just	as	we	do	when	placing	a	

bet	at	a	roulette	table	in	Las	Vegas	hoping	to	win	on	number	twenty-five.		We	hope	

we	will	win	but	absolutely	have	no	clue	if	we	will.	 	This	is	probably	as	close	to	the	

truth	as	we	will	ever	get	when	asking	the	question,	“Where	do	we	go	when	we	die?”		

Life	just	might	be	one	big	game	of	chance	called	craps.	

	 Personally	it	has	been	very	hard	to	visit	the	headstone	of	my	deceased	parents.		

Every	time	I	do	it	seems	to	knock	the	wind	out	of	me	for	a	few	days.		I	was	close	to	

both	 my	Mom	 and	 Dad.	 	 They	 were	 amazing	 people	 who	 unselfishly	 raised	 nine	

children	and	always	did	their	best	to	give	us	what	we	needed	or	wanted	up	on	that	

farm	in	Alberta,	Canada.		The	last	time	I	stood	and	bowed	my	head	looking	down	at	

their	beautiful	headstone,	I	reflected	as	far	back	as	I	could	remember.		I	envisioned	

them	as	a	young	married	couple	 just	starting	out	having	no	 idea	what	their	 future	

would	hold	for	them.		They	had	no	idea	they	would	have	nine	healthy	children,	five	

boys	and	four	girls,	that	have	all	remained	close	to	this	day.		They	had	no	clue	as	to	

the	 hard	 times	 they	 would	 face	 financially.	 	 They	 had	 no	 clue	 that	 they	 would	

eventually	end	up	 in	Provo,	Utah	where	 they	would	 live	out	 the	 rest	of	 their	 lives	

surrounded	by	new	friends	who	were	loyal	and	loved	them.		They	had	no	idea	in	the	

early	days	of	the	impact	they	would	have	on	so	many	youth	who	would	work	in	their	

restaurants.	 	 They	 were	 great	 people	 and	 as	 the	 years	 go	 by,	 and	 as	 the	 older	

population	of	the	Provo	area	starts	to	die	and	fade	away,	so	will	the	memory	of	Audrey	

and	Ted	Stevenett,	 just	 like	those	forgotten	folk	at	the	old	cemetery	somewhere	in	

South	Dakota	south	of	Deadwood.		As	so	many	become	forgotten,	life	continues	on	as	

cruel	as	it	may	sound,	as	life	is	truly	for	the	living.	 	



	

	

Relax and Live Your Life 
	

Having	just	lived	through	the	2016	USA	Presidential	election	and	now	tuning	in	daily	

to	see	what	else	is	happening	on	CNN,	it’s	easy	to	feel	overwhelmed	and	to	conclude	

that	the	sky	is	falling	and	life	as	we	know	it	is	going	to	hell	in	a	hand	basket.		Looking	

back	through	history	this	is	not	anything	new.		Although	the	experts	claim	that	this	

election	was	one	of	 the	biggest	unpredicted	upsets	 in	America’s	history	 it	 still	has	

many	 similarities	 with	 past	 elections.	 	 There	 is	 always	 some	 type	 of	 unrest	 and	

historical	media	talk	after	every	election.		I	always	like	to	talk	straight	getting	to	the	

bottom	line.		So	here	is	my	take	on	how	the	recent	election	has	changed	my	life.		To	

be	honest	it	hasn’t.		The	day	after	the	election	I	arose	from	my	bed	as	usual	and	I	drank	

my	coffee	and	ate	my	toast.		Life	as	usual.		I	have	come	to	the	realization	that	no	matter	

how	much	news	coverage	I	watch	on	CNN,	even	if	I	am	flicking	between	stations	and	

finding	I	value	the	opinions	of	FOX	news	much	more,	bottom	line,	 it	really	doesn’t	

matter.	 	 No	 amount	 of	 news	watching	 on	my	 part	 is	 going	 to	 do	 anything	 except	

distract	 me	 from	my	 life	 that	 I	 am	 committed	 to	 living	 to	 the	 best	 of	 my	 ability.		

Watching	the	news	does	nothing	other	than	upset	me	and	takes	away	my	precious	

time	for	living	life.		I	need	not	support	the	careers	of	those	savvy	news	personnel	by	

tuning	in	only	to	find	they	are	still	talking	about	some	banter	from	three	days	ago.		

Twenty-four	hour	news	stations	are	a	complete	waste	of	my	time.		I	don’t	speak	for	

everyone	I’m	sure	but	I	miss	the	days	when	our	news	came	on	for	a	half	hour	every	

night	before	dinner	and	we	all	got	caught	up	on	the	 local	and	world	events	 in	one	

broadcast.	 	 Now	 CNN	 and	 others	 have	 divided	 up	 the	 day	with	 hour-long	 special	

reporting	shows	with	clever	and	great	looking	women	as	the	hosts.		Have	you	ever	

noticed	the	low	cut	tight	fitting	dresses	they	wear	not	to	mention	the	bright	colors.		

I’m	sure	any	woman	who	had	a	face	more	geared	towards	radio	would	never	secure	

a	job	with	CNN	or	FOX.		I	have	concluded	that	I	have	a	much	happier	life	on	those	days	

when	 I	 elected	 not	 to	 turn	 on	 the	 TV.	 	 Not	 being	 included	 in	 all	 the	 gossip	 and	

presidential	bloopers	de	jour	hasn’t	really	hurt	me	in	any	way.		In	fact	the	opposite	

may	be	true.		Not	being	fully	aware	of	the	nations	goings	on	has	added	more	precious	

time	to	my	day	and	when	you’re	writing	a	book	on	the	importance	of	living	life	to	the	



	

	

fullest,	this	fact	becomes	paramount.		We	can	do	nothing	to	change	the	worlds	news,	

and	watching	it	all	unfold	over	the	television	does	nothing	either.		So	turning	off	the	

TV	and	 reading	a	good	book	or	even	practicing	your	 comb	and	wax	paper	 for	 the	

upcoming	open	mic	night	is	much	better	use	of	anyone’s	time.		You	see	“Fake	News”	

and	“Alternate	Facts”	create	controversy	and	curiosity	and	interest	to	tune	in	to	see	

what	craziness	will	happen	next.		News	channels	are	not	too	cautious	about	delivering	

fact	or	fiction	as	long	as	the	viewership	increases.	 	The	more	viewership,	the	more	

advertisers	flock	to	buy	airtime	on	the	news	channels.		If	they	delivered	boring	news,	

viewership	would	decrease	and	so	would	the	revenue	stream.	 	TV	is	really	not	too	

hard	 to	 figure	out.	 	 Just	 follow	the	money.	 	The	 louder	 the	scandal	equals	a	 larger	

viewership,	 which	 equals	 a	 more	 profitable	 station.	 	 At	 first	 it	 was	 just	 CNN	

broadcasting	 twenty-four	 hours	 around	 the	 clock	 but	 now	 that	 there	 are	 several	

twenty-four	hour	news	stations,	they	have	to	be	more	competitive	as	they	are	fighting	

for	the	same	viewership.		So	it	only	makes	sense	fake	news,	false	facts	and	controversy	

will	only	continue	to	get	worse	and	more	rampant	over	time.	

	 	

Conclusion 
	

If	we	are	all	indeed	going	to	die,	wouldn’t	it	make	sense	to	stop	fearing	death,	and	to	

rather	fear	that	we	may	not	be	living	“life”	to	the	fullest?		I	suggest	it’s	time	to	take	

inventory.		Decide	what	needs	to	go,	all	the	outdated	rotten	goods	that	you’ll	never	

use,	all	the	time	and	energy	you	spend	on	non-productive	things	like	watching	TV.		

Get	rid	of	the	rotten	attitude.		Embrace	education	and	start	learning	new	and	exciting	

things.		Buy	a	guitar	and	watch	some	lessons	on	YouTube.		Plan	out	a	travel	calendar	

of	all	the	places	you’d	like	to	visit.	 	Keep	adding	to	the	list.	 	Try	your	best	to	spark	

something	deep	inside	that	will	bring	back	the	excitement	of	life.		If	you	are	depressed,	

seek	counseling	and	maybe	try	some	meds	that	can	help	prescribed	by	your	doctor	or	

even	search	out	some	alternative	natural	remedies.		My	job	is	not	to	advise	but	to	give	

some	suggestions.		I	am	not	a	doctor;	I’m	a	book	writer	who	wrote	down	things	that	



	

	

have	 helped	me	 personally.	 	What	 you	 do	 is	 your	 personal	 business.	 	 If	 anything	

touched	your	heart	or	you	see	some	area	in	your	life	that	needs	work,	don’t	shy	away	

from	 it.	 	 Imagine	 living	a	 full	 life	with	 the	knowledge	 that	you	did	everything	you	

wanted	to	do	with	absolutely	no	regrets.		That	is	the	life	I’ve	always	dreamed	of	and	

now,	I’m	living	it.	
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