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Today I pose a question just for you, friendly reader: What would you do
if you knew that you only had days or minutes (or…gasp…
seconds) left to live? Now, this is a question that I absolutely hate.
‘Loathe the sucker. Knowing that useless scrap of information about me,
you are probably inclined to ask why I’d write a blog entry about the
subject. For the answer, I’ll have to put on my flashback cap. This morning I
was enjoying the usual breakfast of crackers and Tang, while looking at
my Facebook wall. Some group I’d offered a pity ‘like’ (I’ve gotten lots of
those myslef. No shame) had posted a long soliloquy about the virtues of
accomplishing a myriad of meaningful life goals after finding out that death
is imminent. This seems like a common entertainment theme lately. Life is

very short, and there’s no time for fussing and fighting my friend. What a lovely sentiment.

My goodness! I have just weeks to live! Maybe it’s time to start checking stuff off of a
random list of unrelated tasks! I need to learn to downhill ski!

Now, I’m not some mean, jaded cynic. I love life and encourage people to cherish their time, living
with meaning and purpose.  The laughable part it seems are all the songs and feature films
dedicated to people spending their last days trying to make up for misspent lives. Country music
artists seemed to have nailed this theme. I’m not a fan of the genre so much, but weren’t most of the
old Nashville tunes about drinking and cheating (and trucks and cheating)? Ah, the good old days
when country music’s vision of the afterlife was “Prop Me Up Beside The Jukebox When I Die.” Now
the songs are about going to the doctor and finding out that drinking and cheating (and…) have left
good old boys with 30 days to live and a lifetime to make up. I let myself wonder this morning, for
just a moment, how richly I’d love and give with very little time left. Realistically, with 10 minutes left,
I’d be making sure someone could tell my wife how to sharpen the blades on the lawn mower. These
are the serious things to deal with. Frankly, I like to have my car vacuumed out before going to the
great beyond.

So…what would you do with very little time left on this earth? For me there is a whole list of stuff to
carry out (despite professing to hate these lists)  Here goes nothing.

I’d finally tell Martha Stewart how hot she is.

Hire myself out as a decorative paperweight.

Lobby Food Network to run my reality show in which I travel to America’s best doughnut shops
(Holes, Rings and Sticks).

Write and produce a one person show in which I’m played by Sir Patrick Stewart.

Finish my autobiography  entitled “Lizard Baby.”

Curate the Smithsonian Institution’s fast food wing, the pride of which would be the Egg
Mcmuffin display.

Learn to downhill ski.

There is a lot to do, but most of it is something to carry out before I need to make a pail list. Just
making the “what would I do if…” list helps us live fully in this moment. Well, on that note, I’m getting

ready for a  super busy life.  I’ve never even been skiing, after all.
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