“For the Life of Me.”
As written by

Mark Anthony DiBello

God is The Creator who created—and so I’ve created: art and images, pictures and ideas….

I’ve even invented, I’ve imagined, I’ve spoken and I’ve written….

I’ve penned letters, essays, books and screenplays, articles, ads and an ode—I’ve even chronicled the life of my days in a journal…

And I’ve seen that apart from me, it didn’t take a genius to realize—it was all a joke, and it was all on me.

I was born the first, and like a sheep, I was lost and alone at the start—yet, by the finish, there’d be seven more to follow…

My father taught me about God and lavished me with gifts—if only to remind me the praise was not for him to give…

My mother was my reason for living; she was my best friend, my mom—and yet, she left me, only to die in the end…

And so they passed, these best years of my life when family and friends would all be led astray—where Father art thou now?  At last, a shepherd would seek to herd the sheep.

I’ve lived my life concentrating on entertaining, educating and enlightening…

I’ve been a part of entertainment and it’s played a major role in my life…

I’ve seen everything from “Last Temptation…” to “The Sting” and this new work of art has gotten the better part of me…

I’ve won an award for watching so much TV; often watching the vast and viewing the wasted…

I’ve listened to and documented the likes of Aerosmith, the Beatles—and when I sleep I have dreams; and if I can dream, I dream on; and I have dreams unimaginable; and when I die, I’m dying to hear Elvis “The King.”

I’ve revolved my life around the three: educate, entertain and enlighten—and in the game of life, I’ve played the game keeping in mind all of these.

I’ve played football, basketball, baseball and hockey…

I’ve played golf, volleyball and tennis…

I’ve played Junior College ball, semi-pro, and I’ve played for the National Champions…

If it had a winner and a loser—it if had a ball or a score—I played it…

I’ve bowled, blew my own trumpet, and I even played chess.

I’ve made money as a professional in the business world as a paperboy, warehouse worker, clerk, valet , waiter, salesman, collections agent, deliveryman, census-taker, card dealer, personal trainer, telemarketer, busboy, teacher, coach and businessman.  
And I’ve been in the show business world as a model, actor, Chippendale-type dancer, comedian, television contestant, producer and impersonator…

I’ve seen money “easy come and easy go”—having made $50,000 in twenty-two minutes of a TV show—only to lose a million because I spent my last dime and lost my only bus token…

I’ve been in the sports world as a gambler, consultant and handicapper—and I’ve been in the underworld as a thief, conman, and drug dealer—and lastly I’ve even been in the spirit world as a preacher, teacher, minister and speaker.

I’ve graduated from CHS, HVCC, and UM, and I was once straight A’s…

I’ve balked at the chance to play double AA—I’ve introduced myself at AA and NA, and I’ve been marked accident-prone by the Triple-A…

I’ve been on ABC, NBC and CBS—and I’ve been wanted by the DEA and FBI…

I’ve even been audited because I couldn’t spell “IRS.”
I’ve been ticketed in hundreds of incidents and arrested on a dozen—I’ve been jailed many times and even once got myself deported…

I’ve been innocent of crimes and so guilty of sin, I turned myself in…

I’ve been threatened, attacked, punched in the head and even shot at…

I’ve been in fifty-or-so chariot accidents—and I’ve been run over by bicycles, cars, trucks and even hit by a bus—twice.

You name it; I’ve had it ingested, digested, and regurgitated…

You crave it; I drank it, smoked it, injected it, snorted or ate it.

I’ve given it up and I’ve fasted, having once gone eight days and nights without so much as water or a bite…

I’ve been as high as a light—and to the darkness and self-destruction…

And because I couldn’t {and could} get a handle on my life; I’ve even been to the depths of suicide.

I’ve lived a life strange and unique, having once said, “People are strange—and then there’s women…”

I’ve had more names and numbers in my “black book” than I can count—enough that I should write a book…

I’ve had numerous relationships with women—both in my mind and in my life—and I’ve even asked a handful to marry—some on the first night…

I’ve had men’s wives; have taken pairs of strangers; and I’ve been with three girls in a day, two girls over a dozen times, and three girls at once, and even been tricked by one or more that wasn’t.
I’ve gone from relations numbering close to 1,000 to a nationally-televised blind date with just one; and another one, and another one…
All-in-all, I’ve been stalked, rejected, idolized, accused, loved and hated—and having never divorced or even been married—I’m set to die single, without a single child, and completely alone…

I’ve lived in Virginia, Florida, Nevada, California, New York, Connecticut, Rhode Island, and even Mexico—not to mention, I’ve visited Canada and the Bahamas….
I’d go so far as to say, I’ve been in many different states of and almost [but never] out of my mind…
I’ve made a home in a fancy house, an apartment, a guest room, a basement, a studio, and a garage; a hotel, a condo, and a sofa; a car, an office, a warehouse, a shelter, a storage unit, a press box, a public bathroom and the back of a tractor-trailer—and yet, I’ve never owned my own home; and often been homeless.

I’ve run too fast from walk to rest…

I’ve been long in tooth and short on bone—and was once tall, dark and handsome…
I’ve been silver in tone, golden with sound, and bronzed in silence.

I’ve been bruised and broken boned—I’ve been stitched and in surgery…
I’ve been torn and twisted; and even that brain tumor hadn’t got me yet…
I’ve been from week-to-week—strong to weak…
And I’ve been from weak to strong, each week-to-week.

I’ve walked underground in caverns and I cried my eyes out in the dirt…

I’ve seen an angel in a tree and I lay burning in the desert… 
I’ve run and nearly fell off a mountain—I swam and almost drown in the sea…
I’ve almost stood on the ocean—and I learned the garden was also a beach…

I’ve had visions about the earth moving from its place and even envisioned the place Mars might be…

I’ve been proud as a peacock that covered my back—and before I shed my skin; I’ve been as fallen as a snake….

I’ve taken aim at a pheasant and shot a bird pointblank…

I’ve kissed, been guided by, and once plunged a flying squirrel to its death…

In the open ocean, I’ve studied their way with a school of dolphins—and played on the shore with a seal as it if was my dog…

I’ve ridden on and cried for my horse back…

I’ve refused to hurt a fly and I would rather die than to even kill an ant.

I’ve seen my reflection in the moon; and have seen the sunrise, the sunshine, and then sunset…

I’ve even been in hurricanes and earthquakes—and I was nearly struck by lightning…

I’ve seen a tornado and snow enough for a blizzard…

I’ve prayed the rain to a stop and the wind to blow…

And believe it or not—even God once made me shoot a star.

I’ve been demon-possessed at the feet of a priest—and at a Billy Graham Crusade I made the altar call.

I’ve shook hands with Charles Stanley before being kicked-out of In Touch—and I’ve been lying in bed when I could’ve stood with Pope John Paul.

I’ve been demon-possessed, again-and-again—and I personally met him, before nearly being arrested at Benny Hinn…

I’ve seen the devil in my Bible and once asked the help of Satan—and I’ve caught the feather and three glimpses of my guardian angel…
I’ve been baptized by the Holy Spirit in the ocean—and I’ve spent 40 days, alone, with Jesus on a mountain.

“The way, the truth, and the life”; and so I was living a lie and lost along the way—and I’d be lying if it wasn’t the truth...

And the life that I led was just that: a life I led and did not follow—and not one that was of service, but on that was self-serving…

I’ve had the time of my life—and now my life is out of time…”God bless me,” I say—I’d even say, “I’ve had a hell of life!”

And I’d say my whole life was the search for the knowledge that was handed to me in the beginning: the knowledge of knowing good and evil…

If only to try and discover what it means and what I am to be…
So I lived my life—and lastly, I found myself, only to learn the lesson right in the end, and that I was going to die trying…

And the revelation, at the end; is not who I am or what it means…but that I, Mark Anthony DiBello, a man, am not perfect, and by the grace of God only in perfection can I see who I am.

