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Prologue 01: An Old Soul 
Once upon a time, long ago and far away…
I call bullshit already!  
Long ago?  Far away?  From when? And from where?  How the hell is any author, or storyteller, supposed to know when and where their story is going to reach?  How does one know it was long ago?  What if some aspiring genius finds this work and begins reading over my shoulder as I write it?  That certainly wouldn’t be long ago – and they certainly wouldn’t be very far away, now, would they?!
And even that ‘Once upon a time’ jazz is kind of annoying, if you want my honest opinion.  I’ve lived life – trust me when I say nothing ever happens just once in it.  Life has a dull way of repeating itself.  Humans are creatures of habit, and we can’t break those habits.  If we find something we like doing – then we do it repeatedly.  If we find something we don’t like to do – then we do it repeatedly and enjoy griping over it endlessly afterwards!
I know.  Trust me, I know!  Most of the people who find themselves drawn to read over a dying man’s memoirs isn’t going to agree with most of what he’s got to say.  You’ll just call me jaded, or pessimistic, and then you’ll indulge in feeling superior as you give a dozen examples of how I’m wrong.  “Poor sap,” you’ll say, “he must be a weak excuse for a person.  I’ll never be like that!  If I don’t like to do something, then I simply don’t do it!  Life’s too short to live it without enjoying every minute of it!”
Poor pitiful fool.  Sit there and ignore the wisdom of an old man – see if I care!  You simply *think* you know what you’re talking about.  I’ve *lived* it!  Take something simple for example, like the end pieces from a loaf of bread.  Nobody in the history of humanity has ever liked eating those things, except for a few seriously brain damaged people.  
As you start life, you’d never eat the ends from a loaf of bread.  Children are indulged and spoilt to the point where they can be true to their base desires.  They’ll wrinkle their nose up, say, “Ewwww…  I don’t like that,” and then they’ll whine and pout if you try and force them to eat such a thing.  Children may be able to refute what I’ve written, but they’ve never really lived, now have they?  They’re too young to make such a claim – they’re still learning about how to live, and you can really say they’ve lived yet.
But, as they get older, they’ll make some pompous claim, sounding a lot like the type of person I was imagining above.  “When I finally get out on my own, I’ll never eat those yucky end pieces of bread ever again!”  And, when they first leave home, they won’t.  They’ll stack them to the side, use every other piece of bread in the loaf, and then when they get to the end of the bag, they’ll either toss them in the trash or throw them outside for the little birdies.
Guess that proves me wrong!  Right?
Wrong!
That just proves that they’re still young and just starting the journey of their life!  Give them a few more years.  Let them find a significant other.  Get married.  Have children.  Have real responsibilities – mouths to feed, bills to pay, doctors to visit, teachers to consult, clothes to buy…  At this point, these people are now truly “living life”.  And trust me, at this point, they won’t be throwing away those edges of the loafs of bread anymore!  Women will save them and brown them, turning them into bread crumbs that they can sneak into other foods to bulk them up and make them go further.  (Think meatloaf, meatballs, stuffing, and all sorts of stuff like that!)
Of course, there’s only so many meatloaves that can be cooked and consumed by a family without making them die from leftover poisoning, so it then falls upon the man of the house to make use of those edge pieces of bread – and they do so, by pretending they’re the greatest part of the loaf, hoping and praying in their heart of hearts that they can trick one of their spawnlings into developing some weirdly competitive fetish into eating them.  “Oh man,” they’ll exclaim, while licking their lips feverously when at home, “I’m sooo glad nobody ate these ends from the bread!  Those are the best part!!”
Then they’ll fix those end pieces into some poor and pitiful excuse for a sandwich – usually bologna and cheese, or peanut butter and jelly – and they’ll pack them up and take them off to work with them.  When they arrive at the job which they hate doing – but which they tell themselves they can’t afford to quit because their family is depending on them – they’ll stick that pitiful brown bag of lunch in the company fridge.  When lunch time comes around, they’ll huddle up with all the other miserable sheep who work beside them – all doing a task that none of them really imagined themselves doing a dozen years back when they were still allowed to live and dream as children – and there they’ll drag out that pitiful brown poke and listlessly eat with their fellows.
And what happens then?
Just what I told you!!  
“Man, John, I don’t know how you can choke down those crust-sandwiches all the time!  I think I’d choke and die on them, if I had to eat them as much as you do.”
“Oh yeah,” they’ll reply, hanging their head listlessly in defeat.  “I hate the damn crust just as much as the next guy, but I’ve got to try and stretch each penny until it’s a dollar, you know.  There’s Susie’s doctor visit coming up to pay for, and our dog has to see the vet next month, and then Little John is trying out for the football team, and we’ve got to buy him cleats and pads and get him a physical.  The price of gas has gone out of control, and our grocery bill just keeps going up as the kids keep growing and getting bigger…  And Mary thinks she might be pregnant again…”
And, they’ll end up griping about eating the corners of the loaves of bread once every few days to one various co-worker after another – but they’ll end up continuing to eat them, even though they despise them!
And, once the kids are all grown and gone away on their own??  You’d think they’d finally be able to start throwing those ends of bread away once again, but they won’t.  Even though they hate those damn end-pieces of bread, habit and stubbornness alone will make certain they continue to force themselves to eat them.
…And that, my smug friend, is what I’ve learned about life.  Life is simply nothing more than an endless repetition of habits.  Nothing ever changes.  Not really, anyway.
Oh sure, I can hear you arguing with me now, “Haha!  Idiot old man!  You just told us about how life changed from being a child, to being a young man, to becoming a father!  That’s all Life-changes!” 
And you’re right, my overly pompous friend.   But they’ll all the same changes that anyone who lives long enough, will experience!  Oh sure, there might be a few little differences between people.  John might end up having to eat the crusts of the bread while hating it, while Mark gets stuck with having to scrape the last inch of whatever out of the bottom of all the jars in his house.  Generally, and honestly speaking, there really isn’t much difference between one life and another, in this world.  We live.  We love.  We fight.  We mate.  We cry, and in the end, we all die.
I can’t really say my life was any different than anyone else’s, in this world.  I was simply a common man, with a common family.  I loved my wife, and she loved me.  We had issues with our children – but what parent doesn’t have – and we had several pets which loved us unconditionally.  We had highlights in our lives – trips to the beach.  Happy days all playing together and laughing.  We had some hard and dark times in our lives as well.  Having to tend to our parents as they got older and slowly faded from the world with Alzheimer’s, diabetes, and cancer.  We lost friends and family to sickness and accidents.  As the years passed, our children left us to build their own lives, and before the end, even my wife left this world before me.
And now, as I sit here in my midnight hour of life, do I have any sage words of advice to pass down for those who might come after?  Anything that I might’ve learned, which could make the act of living easier for anyone who might come after me and read this?  
All I have for you is:  Get used to it.  Life might suck sometimes, but it certainly beats the alternative!  


Prologue 02: A New Soul
Okay, I’ll admit it – I was wrong.  
     

[bookmark: _Toc110825284]Index 





