ONLY CUZ I HAD TO
JOHN ROCHE

You know, I think there was more to my 17/76 story than meets the eye. Since I joined LifeWriters, I’ve experienced a ton of awakenings, both good and bad.
Three years ago, I started writing about my taxi and limousine stories. It was all both fun and innocent. LifeWriters woke me up.
The challenges started and I loved them. But they didn’t necessarily love me. After a story about working the crash of US Airways flight 427, which took 132 souls, I started to get anxiety attacks. Subsequent visits to therapists revealed PTSD. The positive result was that I knew the problem. The negative result was that I knew the problem. I had to deal with acceptance therapy.
That said, another result of LifeWriters has been my realization of my mortality. I don’t know if it’s my age finally catching up with me—again 17/76—or the acceptance of my old ass. Every day, 17 is still there. Every day, 76 still answers.
17 doesn’t like it, but death is in the picture these days. 76 remembers that he was in his teens when his life expectancy was 67.2386 years. 17 doesn’t get it, but 76 knows he is on borrowed time. 
Not a pretty story—is it? But it sez only one thing. We gotta take one day at a time.
If I don’t show up on Tuesday night, how many of you will be thinking, “Where’s John?”
How many of you will notice? WTF?
