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Live Like You're Dying

Merely to live among men requires of us years of hard toil and 
much care and attention to the things of this world. In sharp 
contrast to this is our life in the Spirit. There we enjoy another 
and higher kind of life; we are children of God; we possess 
heavenly status and enjoy intimate fellowship with Christ.-- 
A.W.Tozer1

On his deathbed, my father looked me in the eye and said, 
"Robin, I have no regrets."  That statement puzzled me. I was 
confused at the time. As I began to think about his statement, I 
quickly recognized that I already had plenty of regrets in my own 
life. I wondered, How do you live your life in such a way that you 
can truly say, "I have no regrets"? I pondered that statement for 
some time. I knew my father. He was a quiet, loving man, but he 
was not perfect. He had successes and failures just like everyone 
else. He was a very hard worker. He loved God and he loved life. 
He loved the small things in life. He loved Maddy's mountain, our 
home place in Virginia. He loved the outdoors. We used to take 
long hikes through the forest behind our home together. He loved 
a good meal. I guess that's where I developed a love for 
preparing great dinners for my family. He instilled in me a love for 
God and a love for family. He loved to play the piano and sing, 
and he loved people.  But how could he say that he had no 
regrets?

At some point, we will all die. That inevitable reality should be a 
wakeup call.  Will we be able to say that we paid attention to the 
most important things in life, or will we look back with deep regret 
and wish we could just have a do-over? Will we be able to say 
that we lived life to its fullest, or will we say that we did just 
enough to get by? 
 
Truth be told, most of us live as though we will always have 
tomorrow, but we absolutely do not have that assurance. We don't 

 #[http://www.worldinvisible.com/library/tozer/5f00.0888/5f00.0888.10.htm]1
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know how or when death may come. We can't simply put off being 
the person God wants us to be and avoid doing what He has 
called us to do. We can't rely on the "tomorrows" and "somedays." 
My friend, "someday" may not come. I want to encourage you: 
take this day and make it the best day ever. Live it as if you will 
not have tomorrow. 

"LORD, make me to know my end and what is the extent of my 
days; Let me know how transient I am (Ps 39:4 NASB).

Life was going to bring me a clear understanding of the question I 
had regarding my father's deathbed statement, but not in the way 
I had expected. I had been a healthy person all my life; never had 
much more than a cold or occasional flu. My diet was fairly good 
because I preferred cooking at home instead of eating out; 
therefore, I was cognizant about the quality of the meals I would 
prepare. Everyone enjoyed my cooking. It had become a kind of 
signature for me. Friends would come for a visit, not to play golf 
or to go to the beach, but to enjoy great meals around my table. 
Yes, I was healthy. I did not drink alcohol. I was not a smoker. I 
did not even drink soft drinks but rather tea, coffee, and mostly 
water. My biggest addiction: popcorn at the movies. I know, 
terrible. I loved going to movies and I loved eating popcorn. 
Really, outside of that, I did most things in the right way to 
maintain a healthy lifestyle. Nevertheless, one day, out of the 
blue, my life changed in a very significant way.

Tuscany
Several years ago I was preparing to go on a family vacation to 
Italy. We were going to stay in Florence and the Tuscan 
countryside. My family had traveled to Rome several years earlier 
and it had been one of our favorite vacations. I woke up in the 
middle of the night several weeks before we were to leave and my 
right arm felt very strange. Really, it felt very weak, like it was a 
chore just to lift up my arm. Days before I had volunteered to 
help a friend paint her bedroom, so I just assumed it was a 
pinched nerve. I dismissed it as a non-issue. But as the days went 
on, there was no improvement. 

My extended family came in for my daughter’s graduation party 
from NC State, which was just two days before we were to leave 
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for Italy. I tried to pick up a drinking glass and it felt as if I were 
lifting a ton of bricks. I could hardly pick up the glass. The house 
was overflowing with out-of-town guests and my home was filled 
with joy and laughter. However, my sister and my niece were very 
concerned about my arm and convinced me to go to the urgent 
care facility. The entire time I was thinking, This is such a waste 
of time. I had so much to do in preparation for our trip.

The nurse took me back, asked a few questions, and then 
promptly left the room. The urgent care doctor came in almost 
immediately. He asked a few more questions and then with a very 
grim look on his face he said, “I’m sorry, but this is neurological.” 
It didn’t even register to me what that meant. I thought to myself, 
“No, I’m a healthy person. I am not sick. I just have a little issue 
with my arm.” He gave me a few potential diagnoses of what it 
could be: a stroke, an aneurysm, MS, or the deadly, incurable, 
intensely painful ALS. WHAT! It pains me even to write those 
words.
Then he continued, “But I feel certain it was not a stroke.” He told 
me to get in to see a doctor as soon as I returned from my trip 
and indicated that it would be a process of elimination as far as 
the diagnosis. They would rule out one thing at a time. 

So teach us to number our days, That we may present to You a 
heart of wisdom (Ps 90:12 NASB).

I gathered my things and left the doctor’s office in complete 
shock. Thoughts flew through my head. This cannot be happening 
to me. This is really serious. I do not believe this. He must be 
wrong. I’m too young to be having a serious and potentially 
deadly disease. I have too much to do. I haven’t reached my 
goals in life. The shock I felt was overwhelming. The packing was 
finished, the guests were on their way out, and I sat in my home 
as if I were in some weird comatose state of being. I couldn’t 
even think. I was so overwhelmed at even the possibility of having 
a serious disease that I literally could not move. After what 
seemed like hours, my husband said to me, “Everything is going 
to be fine. We are going on this trip, and we will get you to a 
doctor when we get home.” Vacation? Are you kidding me? He 
convinced me it would be the best for all, so I acquiesced.  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We flew into Florence and drove the hour and a half into Tuscany. 
The home we had rented was lovely. It was on a mountain 
overlooking all of Tuscany. The fireplace was in the dining room 
and a large, wide-planked rustic table sat in front of it. The home 
had all the charm you might expect from such a beautiful, lush 
region. Its owner was just as charming. Alberto was a true Tuscan 
in every sense of the word. He was a bronze sculptor who had 
quite a flare for the dramatic. Several books had been written 
about his work, and they were prominently displayed on the 
sideboard in the dining room for all the guests to see.

Bronze statues dotted the entire property, including a huge urn 
that represented a mother’s womb. I gazed down at the statue 
with a perplexed look on my face. With broken English and tears 
welling up in his eyes, Alberto explained that it contained his 
mother-in-law’s ashes. Strange, I know, but quite interesting. 
When he explained what it was, he had to wipe the tears from his 
eyes although she had been gone for a number of years.  

Everyone was so excited to be there. Each day we would take long 
trips out into the different towns, which were mostly fortresses 
from years gone by, dotted on what seemed to be every hillside. 
At night we would come back to our home, which was located on 
a working olive grove, complete with ducks, chickens, pigs and of 
course, plenty of phenomenal olive oil. Oh, I can’t forget the boar 
prosciutto or snails: both considered true delicacies in Tuscany. 
We would light a fire in the fireplace and play games or have a 
late dinner. 

Lights Out
But at night, when the lights went out, my face would hit my 
pillow and I would cry out to God almost the entire night. My 
pillow would be drenched in tears. “God, Why? Why, God? Why?” 
The pain was unbearable. I begged God to please let me live. I 
begged God to take this away. I begged God to please heal my 
body, all the while feeling totally abandoned by Him. I felt 
completely empty. I felt all-alone. I felt as if even my Creator did 
not care about me.  But deep inside I knew He was truly there to 
hear my cries. 
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The thoughts that ran through my head-first: What will my 
children do? They need their mother in their lives. Who will love 
them? Who will pray for them? Who will be there to support them 
throughout their lives?  Who will be with my daughter when she 
gives birth to her first child? What if I can’t attend her wedding? 
And my son, Who is going to help him? Who will pray for him, 
love him, and encourage him? 

Grandchildren. I want grandchildren. I want the privilege of seeing 
my children with children of their own. I thought of my nieces and 
nephews whom I love dearly. What if I can’t be there to 
encourage them? Who’s going to love them unconditionally?

Who will have Christmas? Who will put up the Christmas tree? 

My best friend: What if we can’t travel together anymore? We 
have had such a tremendous time traveling around the world. 
Everywhere we go someone asks, “Are you two sisters?” which is 
a very funny question because we look nothing at all alike. We 
have a special chemistry and people can sense the joy when we 
are out on one of our excursions. Who will take my place? My 
birth sister and I have had a strained relationship for years. 
Unfortunately we missed out on a lifetime of “togetherness” and 
settled for an occasional telephone call or short visit. But now, as 
for my BFF, we have been doing life together. Thoughts ran 
through my head, “Who’s going to be there for my BFF?”

These were agonizing, gut wrenching, extremely painful questions 
that kept running through my mind. And then I would have a 
random thought like, There are certain foods I’ve not eaten 
enough of yet. What if I can’t eat Fettuccini Carbonara again, 
ever? Or a really good steak? Or cheese grits. I love cheese grits: 
it’s a southern thing. I know that there is food in heaven, but will 
it be the same? I know that sounds strange, but these thoughts 
literally flooded my mind. What if I could no longer walk, or lift my 
arms, or dress myself? What if I could not get to the beach again? 
Who would love my little Sophie? (Who, by the way, is the 
sweetest little Yorkie you’ve ever seen, and needs lots of love.)

Who would….? I was exhausted. Couldn’t sleep at night and 
couldn’t stop during the day. My husband didn’t want the problem 
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to interrupt our family vacation, which had been planned for quite 
a while. That doesn’t sound very kind, but that’s exactly how I 
felt. Angry. Angry I was sick. Angry that God had let this happen 
to me. Angry that I had tried to serve Him and He still let this 
happen. I was just plain angry. I didn’t want to miss out on our 
time together as a family and the memories that were being 
created either. Tough call. But ultimately, I was very glad I pushed 
through.

I had to face my own mortality. Truly, before this incident, I felt as 
if I would just go on forever. Little did I know at the time that I 
would be given a potential death sentence with no chance of 
recovery. I was told that this disease could kill me within two 
years. There was no cure, and there was no treatment. So, for 
one entire year of my life, I waited to die.

For we are only of yesterday and know nothing, Because our days 
on earth are as a shadow (Job 8:9).

Wake-Up Call
Can you imagine? Perhaps not. But it was a real wake-up call for 
me. I thought of all those things I wanted to do but never got 
around to doing. I thought about the places I wanted to go, the 
people I wanted to see, the work I wanted to accomplish--now 
everything was on hold. My friend, Claire, was a brilliant woman 
in her mid-sixties who had worked as an accountant for a large 
real estate agent in Raleigh, North Carolina. She lived a rather 
meager life due to choices she had made early on. She had been 
in relatively good health but had begun having some issues with 
her shoulder. She gave me a call one day and asked if she could 
come over for prayer. As we were praying, I sensed in my heart 
that I was to tell her to "get your house in order." After we 
finished praying, I shared with her the impression the Lord had 
given me. We finished praying and she went home. Several days 
later she went to her doctor to have him check her shoulder and 
complained that she had been feeling tired. The results of the 
tests he ordered were clear: she had stage-four lung cancer. 
Three months later, Claire was dead.
 
Wakeup call. We see things like this happen to others, but we 
never think it will happen to us. We have all had loved ones, 
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friends, or neighbors whose lives have been cut short, but we 
never really gave it much thought. My friend, now is the time to 
give it thought. What if your days on Earth were cut short? Would 
your house be in order? Would you be able to say that you have 
lived a life that pleased God? Have you placed the right priority on 
the most important things? Could you say, at the end of your 
days, that you lived your life in such a way that you have no 
regrets?  If not, then you can change that reality. You can take 
each day and live it as if it were your last.  

Life Is But a Vapor
Yet you do not know what your life will be like tomorrow. You 
are just a vapor that appears for a little while and then vanishes 
away (Ja 4:14 NASB).

Our life is but a vapor. It appears for a little time and then it 
vanishes. If you have seventy or eighty years, you are blessed. 
We are given one shot and only one. We have to make the very 
best of the life we've been given. You cannot determine the length 
of your days; that's already been determined. There is a time to 
live and a time to die. You can, however, determine the kind of life 
you want to live. No matter how long you live, life is short. You 
can't truly understand the importance of what I am saying until 
you come close to your own mortality or perhaps lose someone 
very close to you unexpectedly. But you can find great joy in 
knowing that regardless of your length of days, you can live your 
life in such a way that you enjoy it to the fullest, embracing the 
very best it has to offer, by becoming the person God wants you 
to be and accomplishing all God has for you to do. 

What would you change if you had only a short while to live? How 
different would your day look? Would you take more time to spend 
with family and friends? Would you pay more attention to the 
small things in life? Would you find moments of joy that you would 
otherwise have missed? 
Recently someone very dear to me said this, "I don't want my 
next forty years to be like my last forty years." I asked, "Then 
what do you intend to change?" If we want a different outcome, 
we have to do things differently. 

Childhood Memories

©  2017

http://www.robinbertram.tv


No Regrets www.robinbertram.tv

When I was a little girl, I remember going to Monterey, Virginia, 
for the Maple Syrup Festival each year. The festival was 
considered to be "Virginia's Sweet Spot." It was like taking a step 
back in time. Buckets dotted the mountainside; they were 
strategically placed under taps that were drilled into the maple 
trees where they were still “opened” by hand.  A vacuum pump 
was used to increase the flow of sugar water, and miles of plastic 
tubing made it easier to gather. This process is started by reverse 
osmosis and finished by oil-fired evaporators. The sugar water is 
collected and then cooked in a wood-fired open pan and finished 
in an iron kettle. 

We went every year, and the day was always filled with fond 
memories. It was such a big deal to me. We would get up early in 
the morning and make the drive in the spring of the year. I loved 
to look at the beautiful flowers that were just starting to bloom. I 
loved the buckwheat pancakes that were being offered up. They 
even had a Maple Syrup Queen. Yes, you heard me; a beauty 
pageant was held in honor of the festival and a winner was 
crowned. I loved the smell of maple syrup in the air and the candy 
(lots of candy). Maple doughnuts, maple pit-cooked BBQ, pork 
skins, and those delicious pancakes were the highlight of the 
festival in my mind. Sweet memories. When was the last time you 
shared memorable moments like this with those you love?

Why Wait?
As adults, we often forget the fun things. We forget the events 
that brought us joy as a child, and we become so busy in life we 
forget to enjoy it and to help our families enjoy it. Often it takes a 
major life crisis to get us to the point of understanding that life is 
short and we have to embrace every moment with joy. 

Why wait? Why not embrace all that life has to offer and live your 
life in such a way that you too can say, "I have no regrets." Why 
not decide that you won't need a crisis to enjoy life to its fullest, 
but instead decide today that you are going to love living? Love it, 
no matter the circumstances.

PILLARS OF ABUNDANT LIVING:
I perceived that there is nothing better for them than to be joyful 
and to do good as long as they live; also that everyone should eat 
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and drink and take pleasure in all his toil—this is God's gift to man 
(Eccl 3:12-13 ESV).

Most of us know what we need to change, what we want to 
change, and what we can change so that we can live the life God 
wants us to live. Perhaps for you, it's not about changing 
anything. I know that when my death sentence was handed down, 
I realized I wanted to get more out of life and to put more into 
life. I began to press into God more. I began to love more. I 
began to laugh more. I began to notice the small things in life. I 
began to celebrate more. I began to treasure my days more, and 
instead of just getting through my daily schedule with all the time 
constraints and deadlines, I began to embrace life.  

A New Lease on Life
When the year of waiting to die was up, I went back to the Mayo 
Clinic. Tests were run. Inexplicably, there was no sign of the 
disease and no further damage. A year-and-a-half later, the Mayo 
Clinic released me with no explanation because they could not 
determine what had happened to me. To say I was relieved would 
be a huge understatement. However, during that first year, I had 
to deal with many internal struggles regarding end-of-life issues. 
One question that continually came to mind was, "What makes life 
worth living for me?"

Slowly, the answers came. I realized that living a life that has 
worth and value is living a life that pleases God. What did I learn? 
I learned the importance of loving deeply. I learned how to forgive 
without reservation. I learned to treasure the little things in life. I 
learned who I was and what I  truly believed. I learned to have a 
heart of gratitude, and most importantly, I learned how to 
surrender.

How would I view my life from the rearview mirror?

Not only did the issue with my health change the way I think 
about day-to-day living, but it also gave me a new perspective on 
life. It gave me a desire to accomplish the God-inspired goals I 
had conveniently put on hold. It gave me the impetus to finish 
projects that had been on my heart for years. It gave me a desire 
to say "thank you" more often and mean it. I wanted to dance 
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more, sing more, laugh more, and love more. I ask you, "Why 
wait?" Why not live this day as though it were your last? In this 
book, I hope to impart to you just how you can do that—whether 
you have one day left on Earth or many years ahead of you.

The LORD is my strength and my shield; My heart trusts in Him, 
and I am helped; Therefore my heart exults, And with my song I 
shall thank Him (Ps 38:7 NASB).

INTENTIONAL LIVING

➢ Make a list of childhood memories that you really enjoyed

➢ Make a video with an Ipad or Iphone and tell about each 
one of those stories

➢ Put the videos on a flash drive and give them to your family 
members as a keepsake

➢ If you have children, plan at least once a week to do 
something with them that you used to enjoy doing when 
you were a child 

➢ Make plans for several generations within your family to 
celebrate a family day

➢ Decide in your heart to enjoy everyday; they are numbered

➢ Laugh like a child again; it makes the heart merry and it is 
good for your soul
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