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There are times in a person’s life when he sits and stares back at what he’s done, at all the 
years that have gotten behind him or away from him, at all the things he’s done, and all 
the things he’s left undone, and he makes a judgment.  It’s not a time for decision, though 
some men foolishly think so and choose to disrupt what they have without considering it.  
Once it’s gone, it is gone forever.  That’s the fragility of life, that it changes with each 
passing breath and the things we’ve done can never be undone.  Likewise, the things 
we’ve yet to do cannot be pursued with the same energy and economy of vigor that we 
might have used in our younger days. 
 
So the wise man sits and contemplates.  He might dream of might-have-beens, but he 
knows they are just dreams and can never be used to replace reality.  He will look back at 
his life, and the decision he comes to, the judgment he makes, will change him and stay 
with him until his dying day.  There are most certainly regrets, there’s no escaping those.  
But they don’t have to poison our lives, they can just be placed away in the attics of our 
minds, remembrances to be brought out on rainy days, dusted off, smiled at for what they 
are, then placed back upon their shelves.  The wise man does not choose his future course 
by the choices he has made in the past. 
 
No, the wise man will look back at his life and come to only one, inescapable conclusion.  
It is the same judgment every wise man makes, whether he has led a lucky life or not.  
The foolish man squanders his life in regrets, in bitterness, and never climbs out of the pit 
he digs for himself.  He is trapped in the cobwebs of his mind.  The wise man knows his 
life has been good.  That all the decisions of his life have led to where he is at, and that he 
is content with what he has.  The wise man looks at his treasures, for they are treasures to 
him, and thanks God Almighty for delivering him, for blessing him, for guiding him. 
 
This is, of course, an equally foolish belief.  Life is not a directed event.  There is no such 
thing as Fate or Destiny, though the mechanics of complex social interaction may lead 
one to believe so.  We go through our lives believing we are free, that the choices we 
make are our own, but this is an illusion.  Every choice we make is heavily influenced not 
only by our prior choices but by the choices of those around us.  Most often we are 
unable to choose things we truly wish for, but instead are allowed to only select the least 
uncomfortable option from an array of availabilities.  This isn't really freedom, it's merely 
survival instinct.   
 
Life is not perfect.  It was never meant to be.  It is not a puzzle or a mystery, either, for 
such things have answers, solutions.  Life is our one and only chance to realize who we 
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are, and our opportunity to become the persons we were all meant to be.  There is no 
Ultimate Plan unless it is to find ourselves and, in so doing, to find contentment. 
 
We can look back at our lives and the only wise thing we can decide is that we are not yet 
wise enough to make a judgment.  The only revelation to be had is that no one should 
ever be that wise.  Life changes too fast to ever decide it is over, that we are through with 
our evolution.  Because life happens here.  Now.  Not in the past.  Be happy with the 
choices you have made because those choices have shaped the person you are.  You are 
the source of your own destiny, however influenced it is by the choices of those around 
you and those with whom you have met along the way. 
 
Is this wisdom?  Foolishness?  Perhaps both.  We must be wise enough to see what is 
wonderful in our lives, and foolish enough to ignore what is bad.  Wise men are content 
with what they have.  Fools will lose themselves in love.  Wise men don’t dwell on what 
they do not have.  Fools accept their choices, even if they weren’t the best. 
 
So it seems we must be both idiots and savants, the foolish and the wise, enablers and the 
enabled.  We have choice, and yet we do not.  Life itself becomes the ultimate illusion.  
We hope that there is a guiding hand, that God is watching over us and preventing us 
from making bad decisions.  And, when our decisions lead to disaster, we either curse the 
heavens or blame ourselves for a lack of faith.  Why, we ask, do bad things happen?  
Someone or something is to blame. 
 
We lie, we cheat, we steal.  We call it sin, and we think of ourselves as damned for 
defying the commands of our sundry gods.  Yet we do not hesitate to repeat what we 
have done.  We revel in the forbidden, the taboo, and take pleasure in our defiance. 
 
And so we push through this life, dreading its end and fearing what is to come after, if 
anything.  That fear is not enough to offset what we have in this present, not enough to 
dissuade us from our course.  Even those who worship their gods with reverence, who 
flock to the temples and churches and whose lips frame the words of ritual designed to 
absolve them of sin and bring them closer to the purity of lost innocence, even they are 
not immune to the lure of the darkness.  Even they heed the call of the demons buried in 
their souls. 
 
We drive our cars too fast, and curse at those who impede our progress.  We lust the 
nubile females in our magazines and on television and wherever we encounter them, 
which for some means everywhere they go.  We desire the wealth and power and fame of 
those whom we elevate to the status of idols, and in some bizarre way we worship them 
as earth-bound gods.  We strike our children, we complain about our parents, we draw 
entertainment from the pain of others when they fight or suffer or make war.  Or die.   
 
We turn our backs on the suffering of the downtrodden when it is within our means to 
help.  We accept lies as truth when we should be suspicious, and decide instead that there 
is too much trouble in decision.  We point the finger of blame at others for the pains we 
bring upon ourselves.  We turn contrived rituals into symbols of personal status. 
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Is this the result of evil?  Can there be such a thing as pure evil when it is so intertwined 
with our very being that it’s removal would alter us utterly?  It is what we wish for.  It is 
a symptom of the disease of absolution.  We know what is evil when we see it, when we 
do it, yet we find ways to convince ourselves that it cannot be our fault.  
 
The devil made me do it.  There was a demon in my heart.  I was addicted.  My parents 
abused me as a child.  I had no choice.  It was fate. 
 
Life is not a game, though we are always keeping score.  We cheat and lie and firmly 
believe that it does not matter so long as we do not get caught.  And who am I to say that 
is not the way it should be?  So often, we label things as “evil” for abstract reasons.  
What is truth in one religion may be sin in another.  There is nothing that we can ever say 
or do or think or imagine which is really and truly evil, for there will always be a way to 
explain it away.  And there will always be a way to twist what others do in a way such as 
to define it as evil. 
 
“Thou shalt not kill.”  And yet we execute criminals and we war, often in the name of 
God.  “Thou shalt not worship false gods.”  And yet Catholics have icons, Muslims have 
Mecca, Christians have the cross, and Jews have the Temple Mount.  “Thou shalt honor 
thy parents.”  And yet modern psychology tells us our present ills are forms of mental 
defects caused by faulty upbringing.  “Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s wife.”  And 
yet pornography is the number one industry of the Internet, the tool that was supposed to 
make the world a global community. 
 
What is evil?  Murder? Sadism? Deception? Pleasure? Where should we draw the line?  
God gave us the ability to experience pleasure in many forms, yet most religions would 
have us deny all of them.  Abstinence, celibacy, denial of our baser selves, these are some 
of the paving blocks on the road to righteousness.  Are we to take no pleasure from a 
beautiful sunset?  No joy in the aroma of a flower garden?  No delight in the embrace of a 
lover’s arms? 
 
We begin to split hairs.  We say that some pleasure is good, others are bad.  The man or 
woman who derives pleasure from pain, from exhibitionism or voyeurism, from narcotics 
or brutality, these are often labeled as evil.  To those who enjoy such things, they most 
certainly are not.  So evil, it seems, lies in perception.  Whatever we enjoy, to us that is 
something good, and those things we find abhorrent, that is evil. 
 
So often in our lives, we seek Truth, as though it was something that could be measured, 
held in our hands, held up to the light and waved as a banner for all to see.  Vindication is 
what we really want.  Proof that the things we want to indulge in are our own property, 
sacrosanct against intrusion and a shield against the judgment of others. 
 
God gave us free will because He knew that forcing someone into a particular ideology 
makes that ideology meaningless by context.  There can be no good without contrasting 
evil.  Without choices, we might as well not have lived at all.  Despite the biblical 
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comparison, we are not sheep.  If we choose to behave like those around us, then that is a 
choice we are free to make.  Should we choose to walk a different path, to behave in a 
manner that does not conform to society’s standard, then we are equally free to do so.  If 
God gave us the freedom to choose, then the only sin would be for us to attempt to deny 
that right to one another. 
 
The only real choice that matters, then, is the decision about who we become.  
Acceptance of ourselves or continued blindness to truth, that is the Choice.  The only one 
that matters. 
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