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This book is dedicated to the Grim Reaper—
as a sign of respect for the inspiration 
he is to live an Astonishingly Alive Life. 
I see you there, lurking in the shadows, Grim. 
Let’s make a deal: I’ll seize the day, and 
you can have the night shift.
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INTRODUCTION: I’M DYING TO MEET YOU!


Hello! I’m Jodi, and as of this moment I have 1,821 Mondays left to live. By the time you’re reading this, I might only have 821 . . . or 82 . . . or who knows? I might have bit the biscuit already. I might be in an urn, waiting patiently for The Husband to figure out where to sprinkle me.


But if I am in an urn (shit for me), and if you’re reading this (yay for you), that also means that before the Grim Reaper showed up at my doorstep, I had a chance to write this book and chronicle not only my life-long crush on Grim himself (bear with me, I swear that’ll make sense soon) but also my passion for living Astonishingly Alive Lives in the stark light of our Inescapable Deaths. And I’m so glad you’re along for the ride.


This book is a guide for people who might die someday (whether or not they’d like to admit it). It’s reassuring to know you’re in the right place, isn’t it? More specifically, I’m guessing you’re here because you want So Much More Out of Life. Maybe you’re feeling like your life is passing you by . . . like you’ve been taking it for granted . . . like you’re stuck in autopilot with your productive-but-is-this-all-there-is-surely-this-isn’t-all-there-is way of being.


Do any of these bullet points ring a bell to you?


[image: Image]	You have that niggling sense that you’re playing it a little too small, a little too safe . . . and you believe there’s more you can wring out of your life.


[image: Image]	You want more agency in your life, but you don’t know where to find it . . . because who is ever taught to do that?


[image: Image]	You feel like you’ve been sleepwalking through your days . . . and that sleepiness is boring you to tears.


[image: Image]	You’re already all about learning + growing + self-actualization, and because it’s your oxygen, you need and want so very much more. . . . I feel you! If you’re not green and growing, you’re ripe and rotting, right?


[image: Image]	You’re curious about a different version of your life that you could be living, a better version . . . kind of like Gwyneth Paltrow in Sliding Doors.


[image: Image]	In those quiet moments, when it’s just you and you wonder, “Is this all there is?” . . . and I’m here to tell you there is so very much more out there for you.


[image: Image]	You don’t want to die with “what could have been” on your mind. . . . You’re ready to move out of the land of regret and into the land of living.


I see you over there, reading this page. I get you. And I’m throwing you a welcome party.


[image: The grim reaper, wearing a black cloak with a hood, holding a welcome sign.]


BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION. . . 


You may be wondering, who is this 1,821-Mondays-left woman with a penchant for carpe diem?


I’m a corporate executive who smartened up and became an executive coach and then really smartened up and became a “stop squandering your life” speaker and coach.


I’ll elaborate for a bit (so you know you can trust me as we plan the rest of your incredibly alive life together), and then I promise we’ll get back to our regularly scheduled programming (i.e., you).


[image: Image]	I have twenty-five years of corporate leadership experience . . . so I get what it’s like to be swept off your feet by the amazingness of a meaningful job that fills you with energy and also to have your soul snuffed out of you by a job that zaps you of even the wee-est bit of joy and energy. I made it out of the rat race alive and kicking!


[image: Image]	I’m a Professional Certified Coach and a Certified Professional Co-Active Coach . . . which means that I’m basically overqualified with thousands of hours of one-on-one and group coaching. I’ve spent years coaching C-level big cheese executives, leading CEO peer advisory boards (which is really like herding cats—thank God I like cats), and coaching normal people (like you and me) on how to work well and live even better.


[image: Image]	I have a Master of Applied Positive Psychology (MAPP) from the University of Pennsylvania, where I’m also an Assistant Instructor in the master’s program . . . which means I’ve studied with the world’s top researchers on happiness and what makes life worth living. (More on “WTF is positive psychology” in a bit.) I wrote a 101-page thesis on this You Only Die Once (YODO) topic of using mortality as the spark to live with width and depth (with 324 references—yikes). The science doesn’t lie: death really can bring us back to life.


[image: Image]	I created my company—Four Thousand Mondays*—around this mission to wake the fuck up and live like we mean it before we go. I come alive getting to do keynotes, workshops, and coaching programs for people looking to undead their lives and live more on purpose.


[image: Sign that says: ‘Wake the fuck up to life before you die!’]


Enough résumé, more mission! I’m quite simply hell-bent on helping us all make the most of our time while we’re lucky enough to be above ground . . . to not take life for granted, to not feel like we’ve squandered our time, to not feel like we lived in any other way than astonishingly. I want us to live regret-free lives we can feel proud of when the plug finally does gets pulled.


What a perfect segue to introduce you to my dead mother.


A QUICK PERSONAL BACK STORY


Losing a parent is almost always shitty, and losing a parent who dies with a litany of regrets in her fifty-eight-year-old soul has its own distinct flavor: pity. Followed by fear.


When my dear sweet mom died, so did her dreams. Cleaning out her apartment revealed folders and drawers and cabinets full of couldas, shouldas, and wouldas: manuscripts, cartoons, business cards, artifacts of small business ideas she lacked the confidence to pull the trigger on. . . . Her home was a variety pack of Dormant Intentions. Seeing these unmanifested hopes and wishes, I was as gripped by the fear of dying with my own laundry list of “if onlys” as I was by grief over losing the woman who gave me the gift of life (and Teddy, her orange tabby cat, by way of inheritance).


In many ways, I have my mother to thank for waking me up to life, for helping me to course-correct potential regrets in the making. It’s because of her that I’ve become the (self-appointed) Captain of the Regrets Prevention Department, driven to help you avoid your own deathbed “what ifs.” Let’s not have anyone pity you at the end. Mourn you for years and years? Absolutely. Feel bad for you? We’ll have none of that.


After my mom died, in the spirit of living a regret-free life, I got down to the business of Being Successful as a corporate crusader. I thought I could win at the game of life by dominating the job/title/salary stepladder. But long story short, I came to find that defining success based on approval from the big boss can mean that instead of living the big, beautiful, extravagant life that should come with all those juicy promotions and raises, we start clinging to the little things we can control and/or trying to cope with the pressures of Being Successful and such. Hey, no one’s to blame—we do what we can with the skills we have available, right? My skills at that time, as well as my desire for control, were aimed quite squarely at being a Very Vigilant Anorexic. And I was so good at it! Until I wasn’t good at it anymore and became a Very Successful Bulimic instead.


I now see how I was tranquilizing myself to avoid the real and raw parts of life, including my increasing disdain for a job that I believed defined me—a career that was inextricably linked with my Being Successful identity. When one is feeling simultaneously stuck in her job and afraid to die like her mother—chock-full of regrets—one sometimes does things that aren’t super productive or life-affirming. So I starved myself and barfed my brains out for a decade.


While you might not have an addiction (oh, I so hope you don’t), I’m suspecting you can relate to my then-life of quiet desperation in some way or other. We find ways to cope when we’re even the smallest bit dead inside, don’t we? It wasn’t until I let the thing I had been stuffing down all along—my passion for this mortality-as-a-motivator topic—come alive that I ended up course-correcting my life. Starting the MAPP program and giving myself permission to study this (*ahem*) unusual topic firmly shifted me into the land of the living.


I began counting how many Mondays I had left when I started studying positive psychology. After quantifying (but not dwelling on) how much time I had wasted, and calculating how much time I had left to live with intention, I experienced a slap-in-the-face awakening. I was done with the squandering. I had a purpose, a focus, a passion, a fervor.


Death motivates me to live, but not out of fear. Knowing I’ll be dead soon(ish) sparks an intense desire to do this life justice and get to the end of my days without a sliver of regret. (I have 1,821 Friday nights left, if I lead an average life that doesn’t involve getting hit by a Mack truck. How can I make the most of them without feeling inordinately hungover on 1,821 Saturday mornings?) I want this special, “live a regret-free life” motivation for you, too.


I want us to poke and prod at the absurdity of it all, the mystery of this shared human experience of racing toward the inevitable finish that we too often avoid talking about. I want you to get inspired to maybe make even one small change in how you’re doing this thing called Living to escape the disenchantment of regret, because that’s time well spent in a life where time is at a premium. My goal is to not just open your eyes to what you want out of life but to get you figuring out—with tweezer-like specificity—how to carpe those diem. Quoting the perennial classic Mean Girls, “Get in, loser.” We’re going to seize your Mondays.


So no matter how vibrantly alive or walking dead you’re finding yourself today . . . no matter how autopilot-y you’re feeling . . . no matter how skittish you’re feeling about this living and dying thing, know that I’ve made it through the wringer and found life on the other side of fear/apathy/squanderousness. All it took was a perspective shift on my own mortality.




MY CURIOUS COIN


[image: Portrait of a skeleton with ‘Memento Mori’ written on the round frame.]


I keep a tarnished coin close by with the sole purpose of reminding me that I’m going to be dead soon. I say those exact words, too, every time I stumble across the coin, whether it’s in my top left desk drawer, in the little pocket of my purse where I keep my lipstick, or on the front table where we keep the keys. “I’m going to be dead soon,” I solemnly whisper while touching the coin. It’s a tad dramatic. To further alarm you, if that’s even possible, the coin has a rather ominous-looking skeleton engraved beside the Latin term “memento mori,” which translates to the most profoundly motivating words that have blown the doors of my life wide open: Remember you must die. This practice of remembering I will die recalibrates my experience of being alive. Peeking at a coin sounds deceptively simple, doesn’t it? And yet it nudges me to live. It helps me prioritize what matters. And we’re going to get you memento-mori-nudged, too.





And here is where we bond, you and me. This is where we forge our lifelong friendship because of what we both have in common: We’re both totally temporary. Perishable. Finite. If I were feeling flippant, I’d say we’re beautiful corpses-in-the-making, careening wildly toward utter oblivion (i.e., Our Inescapable Deaths).


Now that we’re all chummy, should we skip-walk down the sidewalk together on our way to the ice cream parlor? Talk some more about our mortality over waffle cones with the Reaper? Before we go for our double scoops, however, I’d like to make sense of a few things . . . unscare you, if I may. I’d like to reassure you that my role as the Grim Reaper’s cheerleader is not to be funereal.* This “rah-rah Reaper” dialogue is in service of us living lives that feel nothing short of astonishingly alive.


You: Can’t we do the “astonishingly alive” thing without inviting the Grim Reaper out for ice cream with us?


Me: Great question! But the answer’s a hard no.


WHY WE NEED TO INVITE THE REAPER OUT FOR ICE CREAM WITH US


[image: Three ice cream cones labelled mine, yours and Grim’s]


We love the idea of “living like we mean it,” don’t we? We drink our coffee out of “seize the day” mugs, we nod in earnest agreement that “you only live once,” and we want quite fiercely to “HAKUNA MATATA” (yes, in all caps). Oh, we have such good intentions to make the most of our precious time!


And yet.


We tend to take our lives for granted, don’t we? We think we’ll have time to the things we long to do . . . “later.” We slip into autopilot in a hurry—we’ve got shit to do, after all—so we go through the motions, and all of a sudden another month has flown by. We’re so often left feeling like we’ve missed out on our lives.


So what can we do with this oft-thwarted desire to Really Live Before We Die?


We befriend the Grim Reaper is what we do. Paradoxically, chumming up with Grim is the thing that can wake us up and breathe even more life into our lives. Reminding ourselves of our inevitable, no-way-out-alive, possibly imminent (but hopefully not immediate) death—well, in my experience, that tends to snap people to attention.


Reflecting on our mortality may be anxiety inducing for most of us, but contemplating death is ultimately a life-affirming practice: it jolts us to fully participate in our lives with urgency, priority, and meaning—and I know we all want more of that. It shifts us into deliberate and delicious action, which is what makes the difference between a deathbed experience full of satisfied “I killed this life!” memories . . . and a bunch of wistful “coulda shoulda wouldas.”


I know what you’re thinking: it could be viewed as macabre (gasp!), this willingness to dabble in death. But fear not, we won’t be loitering in the morgue. No, we’re going to be crafty and strategic about using our relationship with the Reaper to our advantage—using the soul and science of positive psychology (a topic I know a thing or two about) to help us thoughtfully edit our lives and live on purpose.




WAIT—WHAT IS “POSITIVE PSYCHOLOGY” AGAIN?


Positive psychology is the scientific study of what makes life worth living . . . the study of what we’re doing when we’re not frittering life away. Dr. Martin Seligman—the Father of All Things Positive Psychology—issued a plea in 1999 as then-president of the American Psychological Association “to steer psychology away from the darkness and toward light.” This practice fabulously asks: Why not focus on mental wellness instead of illness? Positive psychology has been basking in the light of human potential and well-being ever since.


Marty founded the Master of Applied Positive Psychology (MAPP) program at the University of Pennsylvania. In pursuit of my MAPP degree in 2019, Marty became my teacher and opened my eyes to existential positive psychology . . . the study of how life and death are intertwined. Positive psychology (with a delightfully morbid twist) changed my life, and I want it to do the same for you, too. Everything we delve into in these pages together will be informed by this science of flourishing. Languishing, no. Flourishing, yes.





NORMALIZING OUR DESIRES TO LIVE LIVELIER LIVES


Working with clients over the years, I’ve noticed a few recurring themes. Oh, the dilemmas we face associated with being alive! Maybe you’ve gotten a little lazy in life because it’s easier to stick your head in the sand than confront the thought of your own mortality and actually do something about it (more on that later). Maybe you’ve been filling your days with meaningless tasks and appointments because you’ve lost the plot on the difference between living a busy life and living a life of consequence (more on that later, too). Maybe you’re bored and you don’t know how to unbore your life (more, as you suspected, on that later). Maybe some of my bullet points earlier on in this introduction sounded eerily true for you.


You’re not alone in your hopes for more—from your life, from yourself. You’re not alone in fearing you might not live up to your Potential (yes, with a capital P), that you’ll arrive at your deathbed with more regrets than satisfactions, that you’ll always be tripping over the thought of what might have been. You’re not alone in your fear of living a Squander-Filled Life—instead of the Squander-Free one we’re clamoring for. You’re not alone in wanting to feel even more alive than you do today—even if you aren’t sure how to make that happen just yet.


Fear not, I’m here to guide you.


THE ITINERARY FOR OUR PAGE-BY-PAGE ADVENTURE


We’re going on an expedition together in these pages (It’s not too grandiose to call it an odyssey, is it?*) and oh, how we like road maps!


YOU: What do I need to pack? Do I need to bring my own blow-dryer?


ME: All you need is an open mind and a notebook. I strongly recommend your favorite beverage to sip on along the way (no judgment if that beverage is a venti vanilla foam half-caf matcha latte milkshake or a whole shaker of cosmopolitans; cold-pressed juices don’t cut it for me either).


Here’s the road map:


[image: A map from start (kinda dead) to finish (so alive!) in 10 steps.]


[image: Image]	We are going to start with a pre-mortem—a pulse check about how your life is going for you today and where you might want it to go tomorrow. We’ll diagnose the dead zones and get you primed to feel decidedly more alive.


[image: Image]	We’ll then dig up the proverbial grave of death—getting you centered on the life-changing role memento mori (“remembering you must die”) can play in your life, why we usually head for the hills when we talk about death, and how we can learn from what people who have looked death in the eye have to teach us. We’ll also unearth your life-deadening habits and laser in on your regrets-in-the-making as fodder for how you’d love to live the rest of your Mondays.


[image: Image]	Then comes the living part—where you’ll get to come up for air:


[image: Image]	We’ll talk about how we can make your life wider by stuffing it full of all the vitality we can jam in . . . all the amusement, all the experiences, all the pleasure, all the kinds of chocolate (yes, even milk chocolate, you purists, you). Imagine getting to the end and lamenting that you didn’t get to go on just one more roller coaster ride? Or that you didn’t visit your buddy in Missoula? Or that you didn’t quit work twenty minutes earlier each day to enjoy almost seven extra hours a month to do Anything Other Than Work*? Or that you didn’t feel . . . alive enough? We shall stratospherically widen your life with vitality.


[image: Image]	Because a well-lived life can’t all be fun and games, we won’t just widen your life—we’ll deepen it, too. We’ll plunge the depths of meaning . . . getting you centered on your purpose, how to design a life that feels whole and harmonious, how to live a life that feels like it matters and is full of the things you care about. We’ll go deep on themes of connection, giving, spirituality, awe, reflection, challenge, and how deep-seated appreciation can arise from the realization that your existence is precious and fleeting.


[image: Image]	We’ll wrap up with a paint-by-numbers approach to taking action / lighting your life on fire and with a postmortem—the giant “so now what” about all that we’ll have discussed. I don’t know if you’re like me, but I hate feeling full of dreams and ideas and epiphanies, without being sure of WTF To Do with any of them. It’s like going to a fabulous brainstorming session and then stumbling out uncertain of what’s next . . . wondering if all your great ideas are just going to get buried in your coffin with you someday. I will not let you leave this book with thoughtfully answered rhetorical questions and inklings of dreams that go nowhere! We’ll get you action-planning specific steps to live with width and depth, to follow through on a life that takes your breath away . . . before the Grim Reaper actually does take your breath away.


[image: Image]	Watch for little sidebars sprinkled along the way, like way-finding signs on our little quest:


[image: Image]


“Coaching Chestnuts”: picture these as words o’ wisdom from a coach—moi—sitting on your shoulder.


[image: Image]


“Positive Psychology Interludes”: smart yet unboring nuggets from the science of happiness.


BEFORE WE GO ANY FURTHER: A BRIEF BUT IMPORTANT DEATHLY DISCLAIMER


While you’ll often find me making light of the topic of death, any discussion herein isn’t meant to dismiss the cocktail of emotions that can bubble up when we talk about it—especially if you’ve experienced a loss lately. Let’s notice and appreciate the possible feelings of fear, grief, anxiety, and denial as you flip through these pages. Like any good paradox, we can use these complicated emotions to our advantage as we shape more full-bodied lives for ourselves. Your discomfort might be the very thing that motivates you to edit your Mondays-in-the-making—like rekindling friendships you’ve let dwindle, taking better care of your body, filling and emptying and refilling your bucket list, leading that neighborhood cleanup, and eating more legumes. (It so often comes down to legumes, guys. If you read up on Blue Zones—places in the world where oodles of residents manage to live to one hundred and beyond—what do they have in common? Legumes.) No one said that grappling with the awareness of your pending demise would be easy, but not grappling with it is like asking to be buried alive.


THE BINDING CONTRACT YOU SHOULD PROBABLY SIGN BEFORE WE BEGIN THIS BOOK ODYSSEY TOGETHER


(Or, said differently so that the lawyers in the room don’t get all hot and bothered: the non-legally-binding-yet-morally-compelling pinky-swear agreement that it’s going to take to create a “life that’s getting lived around here.”) Repeat after me:


[image: Image]	I Will Give Two Shits (not just one, but two). How astonishing your life will be is pretty much proportional to the amount of effort you put into it. Engaging in the ideas and exercises in these pages is a great demonstration of giving two shits. You might be tempted to pick and choose the exercises that work for you and pass over the ones you don’t want to do. You’re all grown up, so you can absolutely do that . . . but I challenge you to try it all. The very thing you think “nah” to might be the very thing you kind of need to do. Are you committed to the two-shits kind of life you deserve?


[image: Image]	I Will Feel Feelings. Reflecting on your life, let alone your death, can excavate some pretty meaningful thoughts and emotions. Our job is to get curious about them along the way. Don’t let discomfort stop you from moving forward. Everything you want is on the other side of the fear fence. Are you willing to try it all out and see what emerges, to feel your feelings (instead of eating them *sigh*)?


[image: Image]	Life Will Get in the Way. You will get busy, and you might think things like “FML, I can’t get a grip on getting dinner on the table on a Tuesday night, let alone read a chapter about liking my life a little bit better.” There, there. You can pace yourself in this book. You can do it in your own time. Are you willing to be self-compassionate as you aim to get this puppy read before you die?


[image: Image]	Passion Requires Risk. No one ever figured out their passions and interests from the couch. You have to get out there and try things on for size, get bit by the bug, see what takes your breath away. You have to be willing to participate in your life. I’m deliberate about the phrase “participate in your life,” by the way—because this is about showing up ready to play, not sitting on the sidelines hoping for passion to find us or for time to magically appear in our schedules to get to do the things we long to do. Are you willing to pursue passion, even if—no, when—it feels scary?*


[image: Image]	I Will Take Others’ Input in Stride. People can get weirded out when someone close to them starts to make themselves better, because it represents some sort of change for all parties involved. If you start playing the flute again and hiking and taking online courses and watching less TV and cooking with way less bacon fat, don’t be surprised if some of the people you thought would be supportive of your little Alive Project aren’t so . . . supportive and alive themselves. Your job is to focus on elevating your life experience right now, and if listening to less-than-encouraging friends, sisters, stepdads, or bosses is bringing you down, then tune them out as best as you can, and keep on keeping on. Are you game to take others’ opinions with a grain of salt?


[image: Image]	I Will Take MY OWN Input in Stride. Oh right, your own voice! That always kind, encouraging, and loving voice you talk to yourself with!† It’s normal to feel uncomfortable and even disappointed about how you maybe haven’t been “living like you’re dying” (as Garth Brooks croons/advises) up until now. Let’s press the mute button on that self-judging voice, shall we? You’re here. You’re already making progress.


[image: Image]	I Give Myself Permission to Dream. Here is your permission slip to imagine all sorts of futures, careers, ways of being, schedules, hobbies, and versions of your life. If you let the voice that says, “Yeah, but that’s not practical,” or “I can’t afford that,” or “They’ll think that’s silly” pipe up in your head, you’ll prick a hole in your balloon before you even try to blow it up. Give yourself a chance to imagine something cool. You don’t have to execute on every idea, but will you allow yourself to dream big?


[image: Image]	I Will Find the Fun in This. Not just fun—unbridled fun . . . The willing-to-laugh-at-yourself-and-the-ridiculousness-of-life kind of fun. Growth isn’t always smooth, so if we can’t make fun of it . . . we’d better all throw in the towel right quick. You’re okay to laugh at the absurdity of it all, right?


At this point it’s your job to explicitly commit to these seven (totally unbinding) points. Please sign your name—in blood if you’re up for it:


[image: Image]


This is so exciting! We’re going to get you to pay fierce attention to your dreams and hopes—to care for them, nurture them, honor them. Through these pages together, we’re going to help you live with astonishing aliveness in stark juxtaposition to the finality of death.


[image: An inkpot and feather pen beside a scroll with ‘Binding* Book Odyssey Contract,’ written on it followed by a place for signatures and a note on the bottom, ‘*Nope.’]


I want us to die happy, especially because we only do it once. I want us to live lives remarkably free of regret, just as tarnished as my memento mori coin: worn, beautifully weathered, valued, and fully spent.


Life’s short; this show sure as shit isn’t going to go on forever. Let’s make this a party on death row! Now, did you order extra fudge, sprinkles, and a cherry on top? Because we’re going for the full sundae.




 


* Spoiler alert: we get about 4,000 weeks on the planet. Chop chop!


* That really is a word! As you might’ve guessed, it means “Having the mournful, somber character appropriate to a funeral.” Not what we’re after.


* No, it’s not too grandiose! And we’re here for some grandiosity, aren’t we?


* Unless you love your work more than anything, in which case I will not hold you back from working up even more of a storm. Bring on your work monsoon! (And the rest of us will talk about leaving work twenty minutes earlier.)


* Fun fact! “Passion” is rooted in both Greek and Latin words for “suffering.” And that is why we give two shits—for the cause.


† Yeah right.








CHAPTER 1


THE PRE-MORTEM: THIS THING CALLED YOUR LIFE


Dearly Pre-Deceased, we are gathered here today to dissect the life you’re living, in an effort to maximize your time left on the planet. Think of this pre-mortem as the most fun autopsy you’ll ever have the pleasure of experiencing.


YOU, looking understandably trepidatious: Remind me what a pre-mortem is again? And will I smell like formaldehyde after?


ME: I love you already.


We are going to get you looking at your life in a deep and thoughtful way in the pages of this chapter. We are going to get you reflecting on the parts and pieces of your life that range on the Spectrum of Aliveness from feeling luminously alive to undeniably anesthetized (i.e., the total fucking living dead). We are going to get you clear on what’s energizing you, what’s draining you, and what parts of your life might already be decomposing (*insert wide-eyed emoji here*).




[image: Image]


In the words of the iconic Maya Angelou (who we can’t not love; RIP), “Do the best you can until you know better. Then when you know better, do better.” That’s the point of this pre-mortem: we’re going to get you knowing yourself better, so you can do be yourself better.





If we were together in person, this chapter would be like the first Discovery session in our coaching relationship—the deep dive into All Things You. So let’s pretend we’re sitting together on ridiculously comfortable cushy chairs, mimosas in hand, getting curious about your life: the way it looks today and the way you’d like it to look tomorrow if you were asked the right questions . . . and if you were given permission and encouragement to live it that way . . . and if you were reminded about your limited amount of time to live said life.


Wait, what? Limited time? (Here is where we’d order another round of mimosas.)


You already knew you were reading a book with a “morbid twist,” what with this cover and all, although you might not know what the twist is about and just how twisted it’s going to get. Allow me to reassure you that it’s going to get appropriately twisty. Together, we are going to get in touch with your mortality, so you can live the life I’m pretty entirely sure you want: the life that feels undeniably alive, plugged in, on purpose, inspired, and full of moments that take your breath away . . . moments that you will make happen.


Does the life you live now feel taken for granted, overly routinized, hollow, one-dimensional (like you’re living a cardboard cutout of your life), and—let’s say this last one in a whisper-voice because it’s so true it hurts—boring? Pack your bags; we’re about to depart from the status quo.


While I’ll be asking you eleventy thousand questions in this chapter, in service of envisioning the life you’d love to live more of, I know that little action-oriented you over there is going to be chomping at the bit to Transform, Today. Can I gently encourage you to be patient and kind with yourself, and take our conversations here in stride before blowing up your life by quitting your job and moving to Bali?* We’re going to get you contemplating a few possibilities of how to undead your life . . . but not in a crack the whip, “Get ’er done, Sparky,” kind of way . . . in more of an “It’s okay to let a seedling of an idea (perhaps even a couple?) take root, and then we’ll work together on watering it and sunning it and whispering sweet nothings to it and growing it throughout the rest of this book” kind of way.


I’ll be with you every step of this odyssey adventure. Because that’s what this is—the start of an adventurous discovery about you—and we all know adventures lead to giant treasure chests.*


So do you feel it? That slightly smothering sensation? That’s the warm, mimosa-fueled bear hug of a welcome I’m giving you in this nowhere-near-morbid pre-mortem. (If, however, you are feeling a full-on smothering pressure in your chest, call 911 because that’s not me hugging you; that’s you having a cardiac event. Please don’t die before you even finish chapter 1, because that would be a real shame—and also, no one will be giving you your money back for the book.)


The first step to kicking off the rest of your “living like you mean it” life is, as the title of this chapter suggests, to take stock of your life and the things that need a-fixin’ before you can comfortably contemplate a one-way ticket to the afterlife. Forgive me if I go ahead and assume that somewhere on your bucket list is a bullet point labeled “die happy.” If so, you are in the right place—so high five to you for being interested in making the very most of your remaining days.


YOU: What does that even mean, to live like I mean it?


ME: I was hoping you’d ask.


LIVING LIKE YOU MEAN IT VS. LIVING LIKE YOU’RE A WEE BIT DEAD INSIDE








	“Living Like We Mean It” looks like  . . . 

	“Living a Wee Bit Dead Inside” looks like  . . . 




	





	
The pursuit of astonishing aliveness . . . living lives we’d be proud to look back on without the faintest whiff of regret on our eventual deathbeds. Living like we mean it summons up the courage to start things over—like jobs, friendships, marriages, partnerships, the towns we live in, hairdos—even (especially) when it’s out of our comfort zones to do so.

	
Living in that comfort zone that’s so undeniably and ironically uncomfortable . . . working at jobs we merely tolerate (been there), lamenting our unused vacation time (done that), thinking we’ll start knitting again or work up to doing ten pushups or really learning to speak French once and for all—but without a plan to actually do any of it as the pages of the calendar flip by.






	
Playing to win . . . like putting your name in the ring for that juicy promotion, signing up for Toastmasters, entering the race, taking risks of any kind or size, giving things that matter all—not a self-protective fraction—of our effort.

	
Playing not to lose . . . which looks like succumbing to the play-it-safe mentality of “I’d better not put myself out there; Tom’s got a better chance of getting the gig anyways.” (Tom is going to be your nemesis for the rest of these pages, FYI.)






	
Playing till the buzzer . . . playing full out right until the end. The end of what? The game, the Q3 strategy, the recital, the assignment, the two weeks’ notice period, the relationship, The Life.

	
Playing till the going gets tough . . . quitting early because it’s hard or inconvenient or we are afraid of looking like an ass.






	
Adopting a healthy attitude toward failure . . . like knowing how to dust ourselves off and learn from our inevitable cock-ups.

	
Believing that failure is a shameful indictment of our deeply flawed character . . . which will keep us shrink-wrapped versions of our amazing selves until the day we die.






	
A life full of variety . . . what with it being the spice of life and all. This looks like a willingness to shake shit up every now and then and try the squid ink pasta.

	
Anchored by routines and habits . . . that make our weeks feel like they’re passing us by in an “every day is the same” kind of blur.






	
Saying yes to life . . . like last-minute concert-in-the-park invitations; yes, to the butterfly-inducing dreams like selling our stuff on Etsy; yes, to our friend’s not-easy-to-get-to wedding in Turks and Caicos; yes, to things that aren’t always convenient but almost always lead to a vitally alive existence.

	
Riddled with a lot of nos . . . and sofa time and what-ifs and regrets-in-the-making.






	
A conscious reprioritization of what really matters in life . . . a deliberate reshuffling of how we spend our time, attention, and energy.

	
A conspicuous absence of intention . . . that characterizes a dead-inside life (i.e., floating down the lazy river of life). Many clients I have worked with lament letting their lives happen to them, letting their careers, for example, unfold in ways that leave them wondering, “How did I end up here, working for Tom after all these years?” It can be easy to fall asleep at the switch of life.






	
The epitome of positive psychology . . . doing what it takes to flourish and live a life worth living. This also looks like knowing it’s within our control to go after this version of a life that lights us up from the inside out.

	
The antithesis of positive psychology . . . being okay to just “get by” and settle or, worse, feeling like empowerless victims who are destined to be stuck in the raw sewage of life until we die—and maybe even in death, too.




	




After reading through the compare ’n’ contrast chart above, were you leaning off to the Living Like You Mean It side or more toward Living Like You’re a Wee Bit Dead Inside? Maybe there was one glaring Dead Inside section that made you feel feelings—and not of the “I love this about me!” sort? That’s okay. You’re not alone. The first step toward living in a state of aliveness is to astutely note your observations about where you’re already Living Like You Mean It vs. You’re a Wee Bit Dead Inside.


I find it helps to normalize our Dead Inside snafus and tendencies in life (so . . . the entire right side of the chart). We have such good intentions to live like we mean it, to live these full and rich lives, and then all too often we let the rest of life get in the way. We get busy . . . reports need writing and the tires need rotating. We get tired . . . kids wake us up at three thirty in the morning and by Friday evening we just want to stay in, ideally in a horizontal position with a remote control in hand. We get scared . . . intimidated to jostle the routines and rhythms of our narrow but comfortingly predictable lives. How many of us have slacked off with our bodies, our relationships, our goals, our hobbies, our joie de vivre? How many of us feel rather clumsy at living? How many of us have slipped into a lifestyle unbecoming of someone fortunate enough to still be alive? Taking life for granted because that’s just what we do?


Okay, so here is where I’m going to answer my own question, about how many of us have phoned it in with our lives, so to speak: All of Us. We do this because that’s what people do. Some of us slack off with our lives more than others, sure, but this is a judgment-free-zone kind of book, and I don’t care if you’re Queen or King of the Living Dead . . . I just want you to know there’s hope. We can stop the squandering. We can undead our lives.


And so now your pre-mortem shall continue with a “How’s your life going?” provocation.


YOUR LADDER OF LIFE


Let’s do a quick well-being pulse check. This cute little ladder 1 offers an easy way to subjectively evaluate your life.


The top of the ladder represents the best possible life for you. The bottom of the ladder represents the worst possible life for you.


1.	On which rung of the ladder would you say you’re standing right now, at this very moment?


2.	On which rung do you think you’ll stand about five years from now?


[image: A ladder numbered 0 (uh oh) to 10 (prospering).]


There are three life-ladder zones we can fall into:


[image: Image]	If you have poor ratings of your current life situation (4 and below) AND negative views of the next five years (4 and below), you’re in the “Suffering” category, and unfortunately your well-being is at high risk. Folks who are struggling are more likely to experience physical pain, stress, sadness, worry, and anger. If this is you, I am so glad you’re here. Well-being TLC is on the menu.


[image: Image]	If you have moderate views of your current life situation OR moderate or negative views of your future (between 5 and 6), you’re in what’s known as the “Struggling” category, and your well-being is moderate or up and down. Chances are you experience more daily stress and concern about money than the “Thrivers” above you on the ladder and need more than double the number of sick days. Researchers2 say you are less likely to eat healthy foods and are more likely to smoke.


[image: Image]	If you have positive views of your present life situation (7 and above) and the next five years (8 and above), you’re “Thriving.” Yay, you! Your well-being is strong, consistent, and progressing. Thriving people report more happiness, interest, enjoyment, and respect in life. What’s fascinating is that Thrivers also tend to be strivers—consistently interested in maximizing their life satisfaction, pursuing an even greater degree of self-actualization over the years of their lives. They don’t just get to the thriving rungs and put their feet up for a smoke break. Many of the clients I work with are sitting above 7 on the ladder already, acutely interested in ascending to the Very Next Rung, Please and Thanks. Just as there are “lifelong learners” out there, there are “lifelong livers”* who want to see what life’s like beyond the top of the ladder. The good news is there’s an unlimited number of rungs on this ladder, so there’s no need to stop at 10.


The 2023 World Happiness Report3 noted that the US average life evaluation was 6.89, while the global average was 5.54. Forty-four percent of Americans are Suffering or Struggling (6 or below), while 56 percent are Thriving (7 and above).


We’re all striving for the thriving zone, right? Whether you’re suffering, struggling, or thriving as of this moment, positive psychology science is clear that we’re all teeming with eagerness and agency to climb up the ladder, even if it’s an eighth of a rung at a time. Let’s do a postmortem pause for a moment to dig into this worthwhile interlude.




[image: Image]


Positive Psychology Interlude: Happiness is a talent we work at, not an inborn trait. We have more control than we think to move the needle on our subjective life satisfaction. We have agency! We have the power!


Researchers4 have demonstrated it’s possible to take purposeful steps to get happier and to stay happier in our lives. Many of us think happiness is all about genetic endowment—that we’re preordained for a life of happiness or sheer and utter gloominess because our parents were Miss Congeniality or Mr. Curmudgeon. DNA absolutely impacts our happiness constitution, so our cheery mom and morose dad’s genes will impact us, but not in a way we can’t work past.


Circumstances in life—like if we have a debilitating illness or if we’re born into a certain socioeconomic class—they also impact our happiness, but to a lesser extent than we might think.


With my sincerest apologies for bursting any excuse bubbles—that we can’t blame our unastonishing lives on genetics or extenuating circumstances—let me tell you about how it’s our time to shine. It turns out, the intentional actions we take to boost our happiness and well-being have monumental effects on our satisfaction with life. This breakdown of the “how of happiness” is sometimes referred to as the “happiness pie”; it has been hotly debated how big each slice of pie is between genetics, circumstance, and intentional action, but the DIY intentional action slice has been allocated as much as 40 percent of the pie. That is, your pursuit of happiness can be the thing that creates actual happiness. Almost like how practicing yoga incrementally makes you a better yogi—you’re not going to wake up one day in a ’grammable crow pose without putting in the hours, just as you won’t one day wake up happy without putting in the pursuit.


So how big can you make your intentional action slice of pie? What deliberate activities are you participating in to get happy? It’s pretty much up to us to make our own happiness. Luckily, it’s not that hard once we (a) accept that we’re in the driver’s seat of our lives and (b) work through the inertia and/or fear that prohibits Living with a capital L (and of course a capital H for Happiness too).


[image: A pie with a piece missing from the bottom right and arrows pointing to ‘genetics,’ ‘intentional action,’ and ‘circumstance.]





MY “DEAD INSIDE” STAPLER STORY


Personally, I needed to learn the “we’re baking our own happiness pies” lesson the hard way.


[image: A stapler with ‘I will mess you up darling,’ written on it, next to staples with an arrow pointing to it that says ‘load ‘em.’]


Fully disenchanted by my job back in 2011, I found myself stapling inconsequential pages together, trying not to staple my own face to spice up the day. When the stapler ran out of staples, as staplers do from time to time, I distinctly recall what happened next: I carefully loaded a pristine row of two hundred staples into the stapler, thinking (out loud) with solemnity, “I’d better not still be here by the time I have to reload this stapler.” The challenge was on. I beamed with optimism—it felt good to declare something so definitive with a two-hundred-staple deadline. It’s funny unfunny how we latch onto the little things when we’re scared stiff of change, isn’t it?


Fast-forward to about a year later, promoted to new levels of executive unhappiness, stapling more pointless pages together. You have a hint of what’s coming next—my stapler had the nerve to run out of staples. I felt like I had been drop-kicked, only I was the one doing the drop-kicking. I whispered softly to my filing cabinet, “I’d better not still be here by the time I have to reload this stapler again.” Deja vu, in this moment, felt more like a lethal boomerang.


And then I promptly and unproudly did nothing about it. As they say, a dream without a plan is just a wish accompanied by a lot of sauvignon blanc.


This isn’t a tale of “hanging in there” (like those posters of a kitten dangling precariously on a branch) or of “hanging in there” at work with blind hope as your strategy. This is really a tale of regret. (We’re totally going to get into these bad boys down the road in chapter 6, FYI.) I had a deep desire for things to be better in my career, but I was too busy, scared, and stuck to make a change.


And then I felt worse about myself every time I let two hundred staples pass me by, ultimately spending three years of my life certain it was so much better on the other side of fear but paralyzingly unsure how to get there.


In 2014, I finally summoned up the courage to take my future into my own hands. I buckled down with one-day-at-a-time bravery. I worked with a career coach to figure out my “career WTF” questions, registered for a year-long coach certification program, and plugged my nose before jumping into the deep end of the pool as an entrepreneur. I made the career change I knew I needed to make if I wanted to feel my pulse ever again.


I like to think I learned my lesson—that it’s just not enough to let good intentions and hope for more get me where I want to go—but I keep the stapler close to keep me honest. (I took it with me when I left for greener pastures, and I keep it in my top-right desk drawer.) It represents the need to take action and to not settle, even for a single staple. I learned, and continue to remind myself, to live the life I’ve imagined by actually doing something about it, not just waiting for it to happen to me, not waiting to be saved, not waiting to be put out of my misery.


Have you ever felt disenchanted by your job? Never mind, I already know the answer. Statistically5 speaking, fewer than a third of us are engaged at work. Half of us are disengaged (sleepwalking through our days), and about 17 percent of us are what’s known as “actively disengaged” (i.e., spewing vitriol on Glassdoor and stabbing Tom the boss’s tires at 4:00 a.m.). I tell you my stapler story to not only relate to you but to provide hope. Living like we mean it means busting out of the trappings of success, of fear, of uncertainty. The dead-inside version of ourselves settles, tolerates, waits to be saved. No, nope, and nada. If I lived to tell the tale by forging a new career path forward, so can you. We can dig into that hefty intentional action piece of the happiness pie. We can do so very much better while we’re still above ground, with however many Mondays we have left.


On that note—how have we not pulled out your calculator yet?


YOUR LIFE CALCULATOR EXERCISE


Do you know how many Mondays you have left? Oh, and I do mean in total—in the life you’re living right now.


We’re going to wax philosophic in the next chapter about why counting your Mondays should become even more important than counting your money, but for now let’s just get your calculator out and follow these instructions:


[image: A calculator whose display reads ‘Mondays?’]


[image: Image]	Take the number 81 (if female), 76 (if male), or 79 (if you don’t identify with either) and subtract your age.


[image: Image]	Take that number and add 1, because reading this book has to get you some kind of life credit, yes?


[image: Image]	Multiply that number by 52 weeks. That’s your total number of Mondays to go.*


[image: Image]	How does this number make you feel? Does it seem like a lot or an alarming not-a-lot?


Feeling frisky? Want to calculate your total number of working Mondays left?


[image: Image]	Take the number of years left that you plan to work.


[image: Image]	Multiply that number by however many weeks you plan to work each year (backing out weeks for vacation, holidays, PTO). That’s your total number of employed Mondays left.


[image: Image]	That’s barely enough Mondays to love or too many Mondays to dread. Which one is it for you—not enough or a suffocating amount too many? Might now be the time to go looking for a new gig where your remaining number of Mondays feels like an exciting prospect instead of a death sentence? Before two hundred more staples pass you by?


Feeling zealous? Contemplate what else you have left in your waning number of Mondays.


[image: Image]	How many big vacations do you have left? Many people take one giant vacation every few years, for example. Assuming you’re spry enough to travel until you’re seventy (fingers crossed), how many jumbo jets will you fly in before you die? A fifty-five-year-old woman I worked with recently went white when she realized she’d likely only get five more stamps in her passport. She immediately booked the trip to Montenegro she had been delaying until “someday.”


[image: Image]	How many visits with family and friends who live far away? If your mom lives in Tucson and you get there two or three times a year, how many more of her pot roast dinners do you think you’ll down before she goes? Does this perspective make you want to visit more often? (It’s perfectly okay if the answer is “Hell no, thank you.”)


[image: Image]	How many big promotions are left in your career? Or big accounts won, if, for example, you reel in a biggie every couple of years or so? It dawned on a leader I worked with that he had just one or two more acquisitions left in him before he retired. It helped him reframe his priorities and motivated him to buy another amazing business “before I cash in my chips,” he joked.


[image: Image]	How many more “hobby highlights” are in store for you? If you run marathons every other year, how many more are realistic to fit in before your knees blow out? If you restore old cars once every couple of years, how many might you have left to drive? An author I know did the math and realized she had time for five more books. She had ideas for twenty, so this sharpened her focus on the stories she longed to tell. Jack Canfield (Yes! The cocreator of the Chicken Soup for the Soul empire!) recently interviewed me, and in our conversation he recalled a time being asked, “Imagine you had to give only ten more speeches. What would you talk about? And why are you waiting?” This woke him up to laser focus on what he needed—not just wanted—to say.


[image: Image]	How many years do you have left with your kids while they are still in the house?* How many summer vacations or spring breaks do you have left until they have zero interest in traveling with you, let alone watching movies on the couch with you on a Saturday night? Might this inspire you to Make Something Special with the vacations and breaks you do have left—with or without oodles of cash? One of my clients gets her kids to complete a fun survey about things they’d like to do over the holidays, within a really modest budget. After the time off, she compiles a “memory movie” with videos and pictures to commemorate the visit to the lake, the popsicle-eating contest, and all the fun ’n’ frugal things they delighted in over their time off together.


We get about four thousand Mondays in our lifetime, on average. If you’re about halfway through your life, you might have about two thousand to go until your life calls it quits. How do you want to spend those finite days?


How about you whip out your notebook or journal to mull over the following questions:


[image: Image]	What impact does seeing the number of weeks you have left have on you?


[image: Image]	Does seeing your Monday number ignite a sense of urgency?


[image: Image]	What does it feel like to contemplate your temporariness?


[image: Image]	Does your number of Mondays-to-go feel like fodder for an existential crisis?


[image: Image]	How many career Mondays do you have left—and is this good news or daunting news?


[image: Image]	How many promotions or Big Career Moves are likely in store for you? What are you waiting for to get started on making the next one happen?


[image: Image]	Approximately how many big trips are on your horizon? Where do you want to go?


[image: Image]	How many family visits and holidays might you have left? Should you plan a bonus one soon?


[image: Image]	How many friend visits and excursions do you think are in the pipeline? Can you revive the group chat and coordinate a weekend?


[image: Image]	What kinds of hobby milestones are at hand for you? How will you celebrate?


Thinking of your answers to these questions, jot down actions you might want to take (or further contemplate taking!). You don’t have to make any commitments right now. The goal is to create a laundry list that becomes a short list that becomes an inspiring life to-do list. Save this for later; we’re going to use it again.


Reflecting on your impermanence can spike your perceived value of being alive. If you knew you were going to live forever, for example, your life would be entirely unprecious, wouldn’t it? You’d take everything for granted because that’s what people who live for eternity do. It’s hard to savor a trip to the Maldives when you know you can revisit it 5,750,000+ more times. It’s hard to motivate yourself to apply for that role at your dream company when you know you can throw your name in the ring at any of your next several billion careers. It’s hard to appreciate the value of a meaningful friendship when you know you’ll have 85,345,950+ more friends. It’s hard to cherish life when you’re invincible. So, reality check: you’re not invincible! You’re a slowly rotting corpse-in-the-making! No really: you and your cells are decaying at an imperceptible yet indisputable rate as a direct cause of the terminal disease* we all have called Life. So maybe let your finite number of weeks act as a motivator to live like you mean it?


WOULD YOU RECOMMEND YOUR LIFE?


Here’s an unexpected way to look at your life in our pre-mortem: I’m sure you’ve heard of the Net Promoter Score (NPS)—the gold standard in customer experience metrics and also a guaranteed way to put you to sleep if we keep talking about it—so instead of giving you a boring lesson on NPS, I’m just going to cut to the chase. One of the two questions in an NPS survey is called The Ultimate Question, and it goes like this:


How likely is it that you would recommend [Service X / Organization Y / Product Z] to a friend or colleague?


You’ve likely filled out surveys with this question before. You’ve had to think hard if you’d recommend your local Target to a friend . . . if you’d recommend your doctor to a neighbor . . . if you’d recommend wherever you get waxed to a colleague in desperate need of a bushwhacking. You’ve had to quantify this recommendation on a scale of 0–10 (where 10 means “I’d absolutely and gleefully recommend the Brazilian wax to that new gal in HR!” and 0 means “I’m currently litigating my waxologist, and I’m not at liberty to comment”).


If you were sent a survey about your life, how would you answer this bastardized NPS question?


How likely is it that you would recommend your exact life to a friend or colleague? On a scale of 0–10, how likely are you to recommend that another human being live the EXACT life you’ve lived, right down to the minutest detail?


Let’s use a graphic to help you out:


[image: A scale to asking how likely are you to recommend your exact life to someone else? from 1, total train wreck of a life, to 10, freaking astonishing!]


So where are you on the scale?


[image: Image]	Is the goal to get to a 10? Maybe, but not necessarily. (Perfection is pretty, but I’m lucid enough to know it’s a mirage.) Let’s not add to the omnipresent pressure to LIVE LIFE PERFECTLY (yes, in yelling caps) . . . so maybe 10 isn’t realistic (unless you’re already at a 9.4, and who am I to stop you from leveling up?).


[image: Image]	If you’re in the “recommend” category (over 5 or so), how does your number make you feel? Are you giving yourself a thumbs-up in the mirror, or is that voice of sneaking suspicion telling you, “You could be ‘living it up’ more than you are today”? Only you know if that voice is the incessant sound of self-judgment or the gentle nudge of your best self, encouraging you to live with more guts and gusto. What might it take to notch yourself a half point up on the NPS-of-life scale?


[image: Image]	If you’re in the “not recommend my life” category (under 5 or so), you likely have a few circumstantial things going on (e.g., fifth divorce, bankruptcy, maybe you really were in a train wreck). What’s one small way to live life from today onward that makes you feel incrementally alive? What can you do today to start nudging your life toward the 5+ zone, so you can answer differently the next time you’re surveyed about your life?


The good news is that you have a choice about how you live from this moment on. Choosing an internal locus of control—the belief that you have the power to control events and outcomes through your own behavior, a.k.a. agency—has been shown by researchers6 to significantly predict subjective well-being and self-confidence. This sits in contrast to the external locus of control, which has us believing that our lives happen to us . . . that we’re sad ’n’ sorry Victims of Circumstance . . . that we have good reason (i.e., excuses) to rain check the lives we want to be living.


To be clear: circumstances can suck. Cars will break down, debts will mount, hearts will be broken, pink slips will be issued, ants will show up at the picnic. Circumstances throw wrenches in our best-laid plans—because that’s the deal with getting to be alive—and yet we aren’t doomed by them.


One of my clients sprained her ankles (yes, ankles plural—don’t ask) right before a family reunion ski trip. But instead of canceling and staying at home to cry onto her crutches, she set herself up by the fireside with a hot chocolate / hot toddy bar and made sure to get quality visiting time with as many cousins and nieces and nephews as possible . . . something she’d never have done if she was out on the slopes, skiing her heart out.


We’ll talk more in these pages about how we often overestimate what we think it takes to be happy—more specifically, how we think we need to be rich to live a rich life—and how we underestimate the impact that mini moments of joy have on our perceptions of happiness and well-being. We might not be able to afford a fifty-dollar visit to the yarn store when our student loans are breathing down our necks, for example; financial circumstances are real. But we can design a happy life regardless. We can plan for pleasure with a low-to-no budget, like making a twenty-minute lunch break feel special with a walk outside around the office park, listening to our favorite podcast that makes us laugh, returning to work with a spring in our step. We don’t need deep pockets to have a deep (and wide) life; thankfully many of the best things in life really are free.


Even if your life has been an unrecommendable shit show thus far (i.e., minus 17 on the Would You Recommend Your Life Scale), our goal is to get you comfortable and confident to step forward into a totally recommendable life from today onward: one in which you run the show of every single Monday you have left, in which it’s in your control to identify the things that light your life up and uncover a sense of purpose that adds meaning to your days. But first . . . 


DIAGNOSING THE DEAD ZONES: THE “ASTONISHINGLY ALIVE” ASSESSMENT


We’re entering the Big Enchilada phase of your pre-mortem, right here, right now. A quick bit of context before you make your way through this sixty-eight-question experience: You know how business school grads are programmed to chant Peter Drucker’s “you can’t manage what you can’t measure” adage? In unison? We shall take a page from that playbook, minus the brainwashing. You can’t live an astonishingly alive life if you can’t pinpoint and address the dead zones, so we’re here to do just that . . . identify the domains of your life that might be drained of life.
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