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 “Isn’t that just a bunch of phony crap?”

Live Each Day As If It Were Your Last[image: image1.wmf]

Death is my earliest memory.  Unadulterated death at the age of three.  It’s a snapshot vision and a piercing sound of me and my twin sister eating cereal in high-chairs; my brother coming down the stairs and announcing with concern that Dad won’t wake up; my mother’s huddled lament from the top of the stairs and the police car and hearse and flashing lights and tears and emptiness.


Life.  Ornette had it that cool Spring day when we crammed eight into Baby Blue and headed to see Phish at Colgate University.  Blurry-eyed, exuding cloudiness, Reba tie a nipple to a tree.  Our minds chasing a vision we’d conjured up from relics that quickly consumed our lives.  We had so much life then.  Sixteen.  Rowing a boat on the icy waters just to see if we could get close to the full moon.  And life created a desire to pee, as silly as that sounds, so he stood up, got twisted around the ankles within his jeans, and never came back up.  Sinking.  Sinking.


Alzheimer’s made my grandfather’s head buzz with nothingness on his last day.  Couldn’t remember his name, his story, not a single tale.  Didn’t recognize the faces dripping tears over his body.


Living each day as if it were our last is such an asinine concept if you really think about it.  I certainly don’t want to live my life with my oldest child futility trying to wake up my unresponsive body.  I don’t want to live in an acid induced haze, lungs filling with water, sinking to the bottom of an abysmal lake.  And I certainly don’t want to live with tubes dangling from my nose, stomach, wrist, and penis.


Death is always tapping us on the shoulder.  Everyday it reminds us that we could disappear in one fell-swoop.  But why live life like it’s our last day?  Most days are mundane and ordinary: awaken, shower, eat cereal, read paper, make bowel movement, work some, play little, sleep. Or, the last day is spent lying limply with a catatonic stare fixed on the ceilings in some arbitrary hospital bed.


Why not live life like it’s a damn funeral?  Funerals are the ironic moment in which we say our “love you’s” and lament our regrets and ponder all the should haves, could haves and would haves.  But we didn’t and we don’t.  What if each morning when we awoke, we approached the bedsides of our loved ones like the living eerily creep to the edge of an open casket, peering in?  Why not start each day with a blessing of love and life and togetherness and joy?  Why not take your lover, your child, your brother, your sister, your mother, and your father to the center of some patch of sunlight and rejoice living life?  Why not say the unspeakable truths that latch themselves to unmovable tongues and parade around silent on the balconies of our brains?  Why not sing the song of the new day?  Why not pause and realize the miracle of breathing, pulse, and sensation?  Why not turn our heads and smile a smile at that which beckons us all eventually?


Yes, eventually.  It’s a fine day to attend a funeral.

