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"Don't take life too seriously;

you'll never get out of it alive."

Elbert Hubbard
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Death is life's

the best teacher

Index

Introduction.............................5

The First Bell - Birth and the Inevitable Roll Call......8

Death on the Swing - Lessons in Falling and Rising......12

Dating with the awareness of the end - awkward first times......16

Career on the edge - balancing over the abyss of ambition......20

A Hypochondriac's ailments and moods - death knocks at the door......24

Friends forever, only a little shorter - lessons in loss and memory......28

Love, laughter, and tears - a comedy of errors with a bitter aftertaste......33

Journeys with a shadow - discovering the world and one's own mortality......38

Midlife Crisis - death knocks louder and asks for proof......44

Small joys in the face of the grand finale - a lesson in appreciating details......49

Laughter before the curtain - preparations for the most important performance......54

The applause of silence - a legacy of laughter and wisdom......59

The last breath and the awkward silence after the applause......64

A belated meeting with truth and uncomfortable unanswered questions......68

Infinite mercy..........................72

Eternal Joy.............................77

A grand joyful reunion in the light of eternity83

The Ending.............................87

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


Let us pause for a moment, dear Reader: what would happen if that old crone, that shadow behind our backs, instead of arousing in us only panic and inconsolable sorrow, became the most demanding, though often invisible, teacher in our lives? What if every breath, even the shallowest one we take with such self-satisfaction, was nothing more than another lesson in this bizarre school called life, whose end – though so stubbornly repressed from our consciousness – is not at all a definitive conclusion, but rather an ironic beginning of a completely new way of looking at this chaotic spectacle in which we play the leading roles?

"Death, the Best Teacher of Life" is not a gloomy chronicle of dying; you won't find instructions for operating a coffin here, nor a guide on how to write a moving epitaph. This, my dear friend, is a guide to the art of living with a full awareness of its temporality. Together, we will consider how this constant awareness that everything, from the most passionate romance to the most delicious pizza, has its inexorable end, perversely changes our perception of every fleeting moment, every momentous decision, every spontaneous smile. But do not fear, we will not wallow in melancholic reflections on transience or feed ourselves with pessimistic visions. This book aims rather to nudge you, pull you out of the comfortable armchair of your illusions, take your hand, and with contagious lightness, seasoned with a pinch of dark humor, help you look at your own, often absurd, life from a completely new, surprisingly liberating perspective.

After all, this Death, though seemingly dark and unapproachable, is actually the most perfect, albeit somewhat macabre, mascot in this theater of human existence. Sometimes it smiles at us with ironic indulgence, other times it looks serious, as if grading our "life" essay, and sometimes it even becomes grotesque in its unpredictable choices. But one thing is certain – there is nothing more absurd, more comically tragic, than a life lived without even a shadow of awareness of its inevitable end. And it is precisely this fundamental absurdity, this tightrope walk stretched over the abyss of nothingness, that is the beating heart of this story.

We wander then together – you, with your fears and hopes, I, as your guide through this strange territory, and that third one, always present, though often ignored – Death – through the funniest, most moving, and sometimes most embarrassing nooks and crannies of human existence, to discover that the greatest, most fundamental truths about life are not hidden in pompous phrases or lofty ideas. They are hidden in small, often underestimated gestures, in the laughter we can muster in the face of adversity, in those ordinary, everyday moments that, if we only stopped for a moment and noticed them, would have a value for us greater than any material wealth or ephemeral achievement.

So, prepare yourself for a lesson that will surprise you with its unconventional approach. Because this Death, our uninvited teacher, can not only teach but also entertain – and in a way you never, ever expected. And Antoni, whose adventures we will follow, will be our tragic and comical guide through this extraordinary, deadly school of life.
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In the grand cosmic calendar, where days are measured in billions of light-years, and events are recorded by supernova explosions, the appearance of one small human on one of billions of planets was an event of marginal significance. For Death, a being of indeterminate age and even less defined form (sometimes taking the shape of a shadowed figure, other times merely a cold gust of wind), it was just another entry on an endless attendance list. On that particular Tuesday afternoon, somewhere on a small, blue-green sphere called Earth, in a bustling room smelling of disinfectant and anxiety, Antoni came into the world.

Death, who happened to be browsing its infinite ledger, sighed softly. "Another one," it thought, turning an immaterial page. "Antoni... Hmm, quite a popular name in this era. I wonder how long this one will linger." Not that Death was malicious, oh no. It was more of an occupational hazard. After eons of observing births and deaths, it was hard to get excited about another newborn. It was like another piece of mail for the postman – routine, albeit with an inevitable, ultimate confirmation of receipt.

Antoni screamed. It wasn't the subtle cry of a newborn from commercials. It was a wail worthy of an opera tenor after too much caffeine. His tiny body contracted and expanded, and his small fists clenched in protest against the sudden change of environment. Death glanced at him from behind the corner of the delivery room, where it was pretending to be an uninteresting stain on the wall. "Dramatic start," it noted mentally. "Typical. Usually, the louder the beginning, the... well..." It didn't finish the thought, knowing it wasn't worth prophesying. Humans were too unpredictable.

Antoni's first years were a series of amusing blunders and innocent accidents, which Death observed with a mixture of amusement and professional interest. Even as an infant, he showed an astonishing tendency to put everything he could get his hands on into his mouth – from colorful blocks to the cat's fur. Death shook its immaterial head, watching his panicked parents pull yet another suspicious object from his throat. "Ambitious," it murmured. "Wants to know the world inside out. Literally."

When Antoni learned to walk, his life became a sequence of more or less painful falls. He tripped over his own feet, over rugs, over invisible obstacles that only he seemed to see. Each fall was a lesson – about gravity, about his own clumsiness, about the softness of the carpet, or the hardness of the floor. Death, lurking in the shadow of the wardrobe, nodded its head: "Good, good, little one. Learn. Every stumble brings you closer to the final fall. But don't rush."

His first outing to the playground was a veritable comedy of errors. The swing turned out to be a treacherous instrument of torture, the slide – a steep cliff, and the sandbox – a battlefield for a shovel. Death sat on an empty bench, pretending to be a pigeon, and watched as Antoni determinedly stuffed sand into his mouth. "Interesting sensory experience," it thought. "But in the long run... not recommended."

The first more serious injury came quite quickly – a broken arm after an unsuccessful jump from a low wall. Antoni cried hysterically, and his parents panicked. Death raised its immaterial eyebrows. "Broken bones," it noted. "Common. But instructive. Teaches fragility. And that low walls are not made for acrobatics."

Lying in bed with a cast, Antoni discovered the fascinating world of fairy tales and the unlimited power over his parents, who fulfilled his every whim. Death snorted quietly. "Already scheming," it thought. "Clever little thing. Exploiting his misfortune. That's called... life."

Even at such an early age, Antoni unconsciously learned from his mistakes, and Death, although it offered no advice, was a diligent observer of his progress. It saw how after each fall, Antoni got up, dusted off his knees, and with newfound, albeit short-lived, caution, returned to playing. "Admirable determination," Death murmured, hiding behind a teddy bear. "But remember, Antoni, eventually we all fall. The only question is how we get up... or not."

Antoni's first years were therefore not only a series of sweet smiles and innocent babblings. They were also the first, unconscious lessons from his most patient and inevitable teacher. Every stumble, every pain, every moment of joy and fear were silent reminders of the fleeting nature of existence. Death, although still far on the horizon, was already glancing at Antoni with an ironic smile, knowing that their shared journey was just beginning. "I wonder what this little rascal will come up with next," it thought, turning another page in its endless register. "The attendance list must be complete. Always."
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