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  I noticed this morning that, for the first time, the sun is struggling to emerge from behind the trees on the horizon as I make my normal routine trek to work.  That is a sure sign that summer is on the wan.  Not that there aren’t plenty of other signs. Like the fire bushes tinged with red, the crab apple trees forming their fruit and the spiders furiously trying to hatch one more batch of eggs before a frost wipes them out for another season.   We have no choice but to allow the eternal march of time to continue its erosion of the future.  

Not an entirely happy way to put it, I guess.

  But, then, I’ve been struggling to be happy this week and wasn’t quite sure why until last night.  It isn’t just the late summer doldrums or simple boredom.  There’s certainly plenty to do, but I’m lacking an interest and enthusiasm for doing those things that are there to be done.  The reason behind this, at least according to my somewhat thought out explanation, is fundamental to everyone’s sense of being happy.  

  You experience it as well as I do.  Everyone does from time to time.  In my opinion, it is the source of feeling “blue”, despondent, disinterested, even depressed when it gets really serious.  It’s why incarceration is considered the ultimate form of punishment next to death, why kidnapping, extortion and blackmail are serious crimes, and why the behavior of governments and forms of authority, when misused and abused through censorship or oppressive legislation, can be lethal to a thriving, contented society, or a happy individual.  It is why the concept of a free will is unique to us, and the true determiner of freedom.

  I’m talking about the importance of “choice” and the availability or lack of it.

  Having choices and the freedom to exercise them, as well as being accountable for the consequences, is what enriches life.  Without choices, we are simply existing.  

  I could drone on about this for the next two or three pages, and I’m not saying I won’t, but I’ve traced my recent period of being good-mood-inhibited to feeling that I have a serious lack of choices available.  The cause of this is varied.  Some of it is the natural course of things at the moment, some of it is due to obligations, both real and imagined, that have been placed on me and my finite resources of time, energy and money, which tend to pre-empt my ability to make a choice.  

  What has made this fatal to my present sense of happiness and well-being is my expectation that by this point in my life my choices would be expanding not dwindling.   Instead of having the choices available to enrich my life and the lives of those I care about, I find myself simply existing from day to day because the choices are denied me.  They are just out of reach, just around the corner and just over the next hill.  Unfortunately, I worry that this pattern will continue for the next three or four years and by then it’ll be health, approaching retirement or some other factor that will ensure the perpetual postponement of meaningful choices.

  Somewhere along the line, this having a lack of choices, and I mean realistic choices as opposed to dreams and aspirations and goals, can lead to a feeling of failure in some.  For others a quiet acceptance occurs and they live their life vicariously through their children, their tv programs, their illnesses and their addictions.  For some, a feeling of victimization takes over and they start looking for someone to blame.

   Personally, I don’t go for the victimization ploy.  That, to me, is the result of someone who, in most cases, either made poor choices or didn’t take advantage of the choices available.  In a truer sense, a feeling of failure is a legitimate recognition of having made poor choices or not making the most of the choices available.  Although, failure itself is a subjective appraisal of where one is relative to where they think they should be.  I’m not quite ready for quiet acceptance, though.  

  For me, as I said earlier, I feel I should be at a point where my choices are expanding, yet they seem to be rapidly disappearing, which leads me to entertain the idea that I’ve made some major gaffs along the way.  Just don’t know which ones they were so I can help someone else avoid them.  

  There are many who would look at me and wonder what has he got to bitch about.  I’ve got a good, secure career, well paid, a decent home in a nice neighborhood, nice cars, good friends, a spouse who works hard and contributes, good kids who are making their own way, good health, just a whole lot to be thankful for.  Yet, there is still this discontent.

  There are choices that I expected would be available to me by now.  Choices that, even if they were available, I would probably choose not to choose them.   By that I mean, it isn’t just being able to choose something, it’s also being able to not choose something.  It’s the choice that is the important part.

 For an extreme example, I grew up spending a lot of time on or around lakes due to relatives, and for a time parents, who owned lakefront property.  I loved that aspect of my youth and relish those memories.  I always dreamed that some day I’d have a lakefront cottage that would be a summer get-away for me and a vacation spot for the kids and their families.  

  But, there’s no way that’s going to happen because it isn’t in the realm of choice.  Even if it were, there’s a good chance I’d choose not to, but I’ll probably never know, because lately it seems the only choice available to me is whether to mow the lawn on Thursday versus mowing it on Wednesday.

  I’m exaggerating a bit, but my point remains the same.  Having choices determines our level of contentment and feeling of self-worth.  

  Our society is the envy of the world for that very same reason.  We have a phenomenal range of choices compared to nearly every other country in the world.  Not just choices, but the freedom to make them.  The freedom to make choices that will, in turn, expand the range of future choices.  

  Well, I’ve blathered enough about this for now.  The topic will probably pop up again, though, because it’s something I’m thinking hard about.  I hope you don’t mind…      

