EXISTENCE

No existence… 

Existence!

Incredible!

How could I be so blessed!

Just to be an “I”,

A person, 

The highest form of being in the universe,

With a miraculously functioning body

And the greatest computer ever, 

With a hugely special feature:

The ability to experience -
To experience life

To the fullest…

Until…

 I stop this existence,

And am no more.

But, 

Until then,

While I have this beyond-precious gift, 

I shall ‘forever’ be grateful,

Using it to the utmost… 

When I remember…

At times though,

I will forget,

Distracted

By my lower mind.

	Make no mistake about it, 

As I grow wiser

I learn to appreciate that lower mind more and more.

Yes, IT is not wise, 

But IT is a marvelous mechanical servant,

Supremely assuring my survival 

Over and over and over… 

Through years and years and years…

Indeed, it fulfills its purpose, 

Every chance it has,

Interpreting any possibility of potential danger.

At times, 

All too frequently,

IT misinterprets 

And misperceives, 

Filling me with fear,

Which I thought was real,

Until I saw that it was merely sending signals,

Of the possibility of danger,

For me to consider

And heed when needed, 

But most often to discard. 




Though I am wise enough now 

To know better most of the time…

Sometimes I do forget…

Sometimes I have this vague fear,

Some call it anxiety,

Some say it is the “something’s wrong here” viewpoint I learned as a child.

“Omigod, something could go wrong!

I must be on the alert!

Watch out!

Something bad could happen!”

But what is it 

That could truly harm me

In actuality?

Like the monster waiting in the dark for me as a child, 

It is a mere illusion,

Of no consequence.

How do I know that?

Because of the irrefutable evidence:

I’m here,

Right now, 

Alive,

And capable of experiencing life

And of choosing how I live.

I have survived thousands of “might have beens”,

And, 

In some cases,

Some “really bads”.

But, still, I’m fine.

They just passed.

I need not have feared them.

Truly, like Mark Twain,

I needlessly suffered so many so-called “bad things”, 

Though few actually ever happened.

At some point, 

Thank goodness, 

I learned to see that

There is an invincible center,

My true “I”,

Safe, strong, and always there,

In the midst of all 

That is

“Out there”

In the external world,

Most of it being

(Now so obviously)

Temporary and of no great consequence.

Yes, the “out there” changes,

And sometimes I don’t like the changes,

Nevertheless I still go on existing(!),

My core is still there,

Everpresent, 

Invulnerable.

Vital.

Thriving.

Ever able to experience all there is.

If I really focus on this

And know this,

And remember this,

Then I can just be in the moment,

Solely being grateful for the moment, 

With nowhere I have to go

Nothing I have to do

And, again,

Nothing to fear.

I know there is nothing to fear, 

For I observe the evidence that:

I, indeed, am existing now,

I am existing now,

And now,

And now…

And now…

There was nothing to fear,

And only life there,

To experience

In all its pure wonderfulness.

Incredible!

Marvelous!

Just living this gift,

Savoring it,

Experiencing this precious miracle…

Choosing to maximally live it,

To extract all the wonder and 

To “go for it”!

Until it is over…

What a ride!

What a ride!
____________ 

In memory of my dear and truly loved cousin Jeanette, who has lived her life as an incredible force for what is good in life.  I found out a few minutes ago that she just died, mercifully, after a losing battle with rampant cancer.  Right up until her eventual death was going to be definite, she still was positive and proactive about life.  A wonderful and inspiring example for me.  
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