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Life is What You Make it

By Jesse Campbell

-~ '~ Everybody seems to have a different outlook on what life is all about. Ina -

biological sense,we are basically boyirn to make babies and die. In the case
of the humble Mayfly this seems to be just the case. Some species of
Mayflies have an adult lifespan of just thirty minutes to one day. I’ve always
fantasized about what an insect like the Mayfly would think about during its
short life. I wonder if they would they be hardwired to follow through‘ with
the most basic of biological protocol. Maybe they would imagine a world
much more fantastic. Perhaps they are like children looking out into the
wide world-eager discover with fresh eyes. Would the events that happened
in the nymph and larval stages stay with them and affect %r(; _behaviour?
Its hard to say really. How else can the life of a humble insect be
comparable to the busy life of a human being? If you or I only had thirty
minutes to live each second could be the darkest or the greatest moment of
our fleeting existence. The highest of highs and the lowest of lows all
happening in minutes. Some would curse the creator for such a pointless
existence %l‘}ezothers would seek to fulfill their most fantastic dreams. Its all
about perspective really. Life’s all about what you make it.

Every day,about four hundred and sixty thousand babies are bourn. Less
than half survive their first day on earth. Most of this new life is brought
into the world in developing nations. These children did not get to choose
w‘%\;t’g;; or not they are boyrn into poverty or with a medical condition.
These odds stacked against them are a result of circumstances outside of

their control. Sometimes life happens like this. No rhyme or reason. But we
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defiantly have a choice for how we dealhe cards gée dealt. For example,
in 1982 Nick Vujicic (pronounced Voy—a—cﬁlch) was bourn in Melbourne
Australia. His Mother was a Rurse and his F ather a Pastor . Inexplicably,
Nick was bourn without arms or legs. His family had no preceding medical
history that would lead them to expect this condition. Understandably Nick
had an extremely difficult time growing up. In school,he was teased and felt
like the odd one ouf. He was given electronic arms and legs at one point in
order to give him greater mobility. Unfortunatelx they not rid him of the '
exclusion felt or the dark emotions that dwelled deep inside of him. Nick
wondered like many of us what his purpose in life was, or indeed if he had
one at all. Over time,Nick adapted to his life without limbs and learned to
perform many tasks that we would think could only be performed with
them. Nick learned to make the most of what he had. In grade seven he was
elected “Captain of the school” and worked with the student counsel to
organize fundraisers for local disability campaigns. He went on to do many
great things for the community. At the age of nineteen, he realized his life
goal. He became a motivational speaker. Today, Nick tours around the globe
and inspires people of all walks of life and all ages. NicKs passion for life
can be accredited to his faith, his family, his friends, and the many people:
who have encouraged him along the way. His undeniable tenacity and
success in life is a prime example of making the best out of what is given to
you.

—> I have always looked toward nature for inspiration. We came from Earth.
She’s everybodys Mother. No matter what I feel is lackiggs or I simply
cannot find or understand yetf in my liMi( to Earth leads me out
of the darkest of days and the most frustrating of situations. With endless
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‘going with the ﬂovi we create a pace where our productivity defines our

patience, silent wisdom, and all-encompassing power, Earth is indiscriminate
Qa%%k compassionate to all her children. It seems the more disconnected we
get from the natural'environment)the more stress we accumulate. Instead of
!
sense of self worth. A lot of the time it seems like we are trying to be
machines; creations of our insatiable pursuit for d'unrealistic goal, working:
with an unmanageable workload. Work is life in many cases. But ,(ﬁ;g life
need to BE work in the cause-effect/work-reward sense? The greatest things
in life are free, so they say (they say a lot of things don’t tl?ey?). ‘When was
the last time you saw kids on a playground work for their enjoyment? Sure
chores and school and later on 3obs are facts of modern life. But in a more
simplistic time (primitive, some may call it))we where undeniably more rich
in culture. The purity of simple enjoyment through effort with or without
reward becomes a bit of a lost art as we get older. I have noticed this in my
life as an artist especially. I’'m only seventeen, but my perspective on what
brings happiness has changed drastically even within the year or two.
Getting paid for something from created by the spirit#s undeniably hurts the

innocence of the creative spirit. m&atmg for the sheer joy of expression | e

nourishes and defines self and the creative spirit. What relates the two, other
than external influence, is perspective. Focusing on the destination rather
than the journey has been a great pitfall that re appears periodically. It is all-
too+rue that the reward is the process, not the end result. What defines the
experience is how it influences my character and relation to everything else
along this path. This is how I choose to make life what it is. Creating to give

and giving to create.

—9 Without a doubt life can give us a terrible hand from birth. It can step on us,
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steal from us, and kick us when where down. Life can also pull us up,

inspire us, bring indescribable joys, create moments of unimaginable beauty | : ’7\/
and bring us to the height of ecstasy. Like the electron revolving around the
nucleus, everything moves in a wave. Life’s lows are followed by highs.
What suppresses and attract both poles is perspective. Outlook is what
makes life’s journey what it is. Life IS what you make it.
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