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For the person who has been changing the subject.
Mortality is not a ghost that haunts the house.

It is a window. It is always there, always present, neither
avoidable nor requiring constant attention. But it changes the
quality of the light in every room it is in. And the difference
between living in a house where the window is acknowledged —
where you sometimes turn toward it and let the light it offers
reach you — and living in a house where the curtains stay closed
and the ghost is kept at bay by constant distraction, is the
difference between two entirely different qualities of ordinary life.

Most people have the curtains closed. Not because they are
cowards or because the window frightens them unduly, but
because the culture around them has provided almost no help
with the alternative, and considerable reinforcement for keeping
things dark. Death is not to be discussed. The topic is morbid. The
appropriate relationship with the end of life is to keep it firmly in
the future and not allow it too much residence in the present.
Anyone who raises it without immediate practical cause — no
diagnosis, no bereavement, no will to be written — is considered
either dramatic or macabre.

This book is an argument for opening the curtain.

Not continuously. Not in a way that colonises the rooms with
morbid preoccupation. In a way that lets the light do what light
does: clarify. Make visible. llluminate the specific contours of the
life still present in a way that the darkness makes impossible.

The research on what becomes available when people
develop a genuine relationship with their own finitude — not the
terrified ghost-management relationship but the clear-eyed
window relationship — is consistently counterintuitive. The people



who have faced it most directly are not the most depressed or the
most paralysed. They are, in study after study, more present in
their ordinary days, more focused on what actually matters, more
capable of genuine appreciation for what is here rather than
ambient dissatisfaction with what is missing. The window is not the
enemy of the good life. For many people, it is the condition of it.

This book is about learning to use the window. Without
requiring a diagnosis to open it.

Before You Begin: The Interrupted Thought
One thing before the first chapter. It takes about ten minutes.

Think of the last time the thought of your own mortality
arrived clearly — not as a theoretical abstraction but as a felt
awareness of the specific, personal, actual finite. The moment it
was real rather than distant.

Write three things.

The first: what you did with the thought. Did you stay with it,
briefly? Or did something arrive almost immediately — a
distraction, a subject change, a movement toward activity?

The second: what you are most afraid the thought contains.
Not death in the abstract — the specific thing about your own
finitude that is hardest to hold.

The third: what you would do differently, in the next year, if
you let the window open. Not a resolution. An honest first answer.

Don't try to answer the third fully yet. The book is the
approach to it.



Chapter 1: The Subject We Keep Changing

The social management of mortality in the contemporary world is
one of the strangest features of modern life.

Consider what it looks like in practice. The friend who
mentions thinking about their own death and the room
temperature changes. The parent who raises the subject of their
end-of-life wishes and their adult children deflect and gently
redirect. The person who wants to talk about what they are afraid
of and has learned from experience that the people around them
do not quite know how to receive it. The long pause, the changed
subject, the arrival of reassurance: "You're fine, you've got years
ahead of you, let's not be morbid."

None of this is malicious. It comes from a genuine confusion
about what acknowledging mortality means — the assumption
that facing it is somehow giving in to it, that thinking about death
is incompatible with living fully. But that assumption gets the
causality exactly backwards. The people who have managed to
develop a genuine, clear-eyed relationship with their own finitude
— who have let the window be a window rather than keeping the
ghost at bay — are not, by the evidence, less alive for it. They are
more deliberately, more specifically, more genuinely present in
their lives.

The subject-change is not protecting the quality of the life. It
is reducing it. Because what is suppressed, alongside the raw fear,
is a set of clarifying questions that have genuine value: what do |
actually care about? What is this time for? What would | regret not
having done? Which of the things | am currently doing would |
stop doing if | understood that | had a specific and limited
inventory of days?



These questions are productive. They are not morbid. They
are the natural output of a perspective that the subject-change
keeps out of the room, along with the fear. And the keeping-out
has a cost — in ambient anxiety, in the sense of something
important and unexamined pressing at the edges of awareness, in
the specific exhaustion of the person who is managing the ghost
rather than acknowledging the window.

The ghost requires enormous energy to maintain. The
window costs nothing. This book is about opening it.

Take this with you: Think of one context in your life where you
have been a subject-changer — where the conversation about
mortality was redirected rather than received. Name the thing you
were protecting by redirecting it. Then ask whether the protection
was worth the cost.



Chapter 2: The Cost of the Haunting

We are the only creatures on earth with the advance knowledge of
our own ending.

Every other animal has a survival drive. Only human beings
have the cognitive capacity to understand that the survival drive
will eventually fail — that we are, each of us, carrying a specific
and finite inventory of days, and that the inventory will run out.
This is the distinctive feature of human consciousness, and it
creates a specific and persistent problem that every human culture
in history has had to find some way to manage.

The way modern Western culture manages it is a ghost. A
ghost is a presence you don't acknowledge, that has to be kept in
the background by a continuous expenditure of energy, that never
quite goes away because it was never properly laid to rest. The
busyness that is never quite sufficient. The distraction that is never
quite complete. The ambient low-level anxiety that the ordinary
day can't quite account for, because its real source — the
awareness of finitude pressing at the edges of the schedule — is
the one thing that is not supposed to be brought into the room.

The cost of this management is not primarily the fear itself.
The fear, held honestly, is survivable and usually much smaller than
anticipated. The cost is the continuous energy required to keep it
at arm's length — the metabolic expense of a life spent managing
the ghost rather than acknowledging the window.

There is a specific, observable form this cost takes. When
people have had their management strategy interrupted — by a
close encounter with mortality, or sometimes simply by an
encounter with someone else's ending that made the subject
unavoidable — they consistently describe the period immediately



following not as the despair that the avoidance predicted, but as
an unexpected clarity. A sudden legibility in their priorities that the
previous management had been obscuring. The things that had
seemed important becoming less so. The things they had been
postponing becoming more urgent. The time that had been spent
in ambient obligation becoming, briefly, available for something
more deliberately chosen.

This clarity does not require the interruption. That is the
central claim of this book. The management strategy can be
voluntarily suspended — the curtain can be drawn back — and the
same clarity is available without requiring the catastrophe to
produce it. But first it helps to understand precisely what the
management is costing.

Take this with you: What has the ghost-management been
keeping at bay alongside the terror? Not the frightening thing
itself — what questions about your own life and use of time has
the subject-changing made easier not to ask? Write one question
the ghost has been helping you avoid.
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Chapter 3: The Myth of the Wake-Up Call

The most damaging cultural story about mortality is not the denial.
It is the myth that clarity requires a catalyst — that you need a
near-death experience, a serious diagnosis, a significant loss,
before the window becomes available. That the ordinary healthy
person cannot access this perspective without a traumatic event to
force the opening.

This myth is everywhere. It is in the films and memoirs and
TED talks in which the person who has been transformed by illness
describes what they learned, and the audience absorbs the lesson
while simultaneously filing it under: "this would apply to me if |
had cancer." The lesson is received and simultaneously
quarantined, because the delivery system implies that it is only
available under specific and dramatic conditions.

The conditions are not required. The clarity is available right
now, to any person willing to do the ordinary, undramatic work of
the horizon perspective without waiting for the diagnosis to force
it.

A woman I'll call Miriam spent an afternoon clearing her
mother's attic two years after her mother died. Her mother had
been, by temperament, a dedicated deferral artist — things saved
for good occasions that never quite arrived, projects planned for
when there was more time, relationships maintained at arm's
length until the right moment for greater closeness came. The attic
was full of the residue of someday. The good china in its original
packing. The letters never sent. The trip never taken, the itinerary
still clipped and saved. The careful preservation of a future that
had not, in the end, arrived.



Miriam drove home and sat in her car for twenty minutes. She
was not ill. Nobody had told her she was dying. She had simply
encountered, in an attic full of her mother's unlived deferred life, a
direct view through the window. The clarity that found her was not
manufactured by a diagnosis. It was produced by an ordinary
encounter with the evidence that someday is not a reliable delivery
mechanism — that the inventory is finite and the deferral habit is
its own kind of loss.

The myth of the wake-up call serves the avoidance. If the
catalyst is required, then the perspective is not available yet, and
the subject can be safely changed until the catalyst arrives. The
truth is that the catalyst is optional. The window is always there. It
does not require your house to be on fire before it changes the
quality of the light.

Take this with you: Think of one encounter in your own life —
not a crisis or a diagnosis, an ordinary one — that offered you a
clear view through the window. A funeral attended. A friend's
serious illness observed. An object found that belonged to
someone no longer alive. The view was available then. It is
available now. The catalyst was not the source of the clarity. You
were.



Chapter 4: What Is Actually There

The thought that most people interrupt, when they allow it to
arrive fully rather than deflecting it, does not contain only what
they fear.

This is what surprises most people who sit with it honestly
rather than reaching immediately for the distraction. The thought,
held rather than deflected, contains the fear, yes. It also contains
something harder to name but that many people describe as
something close to relief — the relief of having allowed the
thought to land, of no longer spending energy on the
keeping-away. And alongside the relief, something that might be
called perspective: the sudden, vivid sense of what is present, seen
from the viewpoint of its finitude.

The moment before the subject-change is made, in the
instant when the awareness is actually in the room, the ordinary
day looks different. The breakfast that is simply a breakfast
becomes a breakfast that is specifically and unrepeatable this
morning. The conversation with the person you love is not the
hundredth version of a conversation that will go on indefinitely.
The window in the back of the house that the morning light comes
through at this particular angle — this is the angle it comes
through on this particular morning in this particular season of a
specific and finite life, and there will be a morning light on that
window after you are not there to see it.

This is not morbid. For most people who let the thought fully
arrive, it is the opposite: a quality of presence, a specific gratitude
for the particular rather than the generic, a sharpening of the
ordinary into something worth being in. The awareness of the end
is not incompatible with the enjoyment of what is present. It is, for



the people who have developed a clear-eyed relationship with it,
the condition of it.

A man I'll call Bernard had been a carpenter for forty-one
years. At sixty-eight, with no particular health concern and no
precipitating crisis, he sat down one Sunday evening and did some
arithmetic. If he lived to eighty-five — a reasonable hope given his
family history and current health — he had seventeen summers
left. Seventeen. Not an indefinite number. A number you could
count on your hands with some left over. The specific, ordinary
countability of it — not the terror of the end but the simple
finiteness of the inventory — changed something in how the
following Monday morning looked. He said: "It was the same
Monday it always was. | just wasn't passing through it anymore."

That is what the thought contains when it is allowed to land.
Not only the fear. The specificity. The countable, particular,
unrepeatable quality of the time that is actually present.

Take this with you: Allow the thought to arrive, now, briefly —
the awareness of your own finitude, held rather than deflected.
What is in it beyond the fear? What does the awareness make
visible that the ordinary pace of the day tends to obscure? Write
one sentence about what comes into view.



Chapter 5: The Sharpening

Here is what the evidence says happens to priorities when the
inventory is genuinely counted.

The large, loosely-held social networks of earlier adulthood
narrow. The abstract future-oriented ambitions that organise so
much of the effort of the middle years become less compelling.
The here-and-now goods — the specific relationships, the
present-moment experience, the meaningful activity available
today — become more salient. Not because the person has
become passive or unambitious, but because the perception of a
limited time horizon shifts what the available time is for.

When time is perceived as expansive, people seek novelty,
new information, the accumulation of future possibilities. When
time is perceived as limited, the motivation shifts toward what is
emotionally meaningful in the present. This is not the contraction
of a life — it is its clarification. The sharpening removes what was
ambient obligation, accumulated momentum, or the performed
version of what seemed important from the outside, and leaves
something more accurately calibrated to what actually produces
meaning.

Bernard, having done his arithmetic, made three changes in
the following year. He stopped accepting work that required him
to rush — not because he could afford not to work, but because
the rushed work produced nothing he wanted to keep, and the
time it consumed was no longer available to be squandered on the
unmemorable. He started taking his grandchildren to the
allotment on Saturday mornings rather than whenever it was
convenient. And he began, after years of meaning to, learning the
names of the birds that visited the garden — a small, specific,



utterly non-urgent practice that he described as "the thing | would
have done earlier if | had understood what | was waiting for."

None of this required a crisis. It required counting. The
finitude arithmetic — the specific, ordinary calculation of how
many of a thing remains — is a different relationship with time
from the general awareness that time is passing. General
awareness produces the vague sense of urgency that most
middle-aged people carry without acting on. Specific counting
produces clarity.

If you are sixty-five and see your closest friend once a year,
you have approximately fifteen visits remaining. If you read twenty
books a year, you have approximately four hundred books left in
your reading life. If you have seventeen summers, you have
seventeen summers worth of Saturday mornings in the garden, of
meals cooked with care, of conversations had in full rather than in
passing. The inventory is real and it is specific. And the specificity,
held honestly rather than suppressed, is what removes the
mediocre from the available time.

Take this with you: Do one piece of finitude arithmetic today.
One category of something that matters — visits to people you
love, summers, books, mornings. Calculate the rough inventory
honestly. Then ask: given this specific number, what is this
category of time currently being used for, and is that the right use?



Chapter 6: Making Peace Without Making
Sense

Not everything about mortality can be made sense of. The attempt
to fit death into a framework in which it is explained, justified, or
redeemed is, for many people, the wrong approach — and one
that produces more suffering than the honest acknowledgment of
what cannot be resolved.

The window does not require everything to make sense. It
requires something more modest and more achievable: the
capacity to hold the knowledge of finitude without either
pretending it is not there or being paralysed by what it contains.

Some things in a long life — losses, endings, the specific
unfairness of particular deaths — resist the making-sense. The
death of someone who deserved more time. The ending that came
before the repair was made. The life cut short before its full
expression was possible. The attempt to contain these in a
meaning-framework — to say that they happened for a reason, or
that they are part of something larger, or that they can be
accepted because they contributed to something sufficient to
justify them — is not always honest, and is not necessary.

What is necessary is something different: the capacity to be in
the presence of a fact that cannot be changed and to remain
oriented toward the life still available. Not to resolve the grief, not
to justify the loss, but to carry it without it becoming the only
thing. To let the finitude inform the living without colonising it.

The practices that help most with this are not dramatic. They
are the ordinary practices of return: the deliberate habit of
bringing the perspective to bear on the present rather than



keeping it quarantined in the future. The moment of asking: given
that this time is genuinely limited, is this where my attention
belongs? The capacity to be in an ordinary experience — a meal, a
conversation, a morning — and to let the awareness of its finitude
make it more rather than less worth being present to.

Making peace is not the same as making sense. You do not
need to understand why it ends to live well within its ending. What
you need is the capacity to hold the window open without
requiring it to explain what the light is for.

Take this with you: Is there something about your own
mortality — or about a specific death you have carried — that you
have been trying to make sense of and that has not yielded? What
would it mean to hold it without resolving it, to carry the question
without requiring the answer? Write one sentence about what that
holding might look like.



Chapter 7: The Deferred Conversations

If the window clarifies anything, it clarifies this: the things worth
saying are worth saying now.

Not in the dramatic sense of everything-must-be-confessed.
In the ordinary, daily sense of the expressions of love, gratitude,
acknowledgment, and honest witness that most people carry and
do not consistently offer. The feeling is present. The expression is
indefinitely deferred, on the assumption that there will be a better
moment, a more significant occasion, more time.

The research on what people at the end of life most
consistently say they wish they had done differently is notable for
its consistency. It is not the large regrets — the career not
pursued, the ambition not attempted. It is the relational ones: the
things not said to specific people who mattered. The gratitude not
offered. The love declared less explicitly than it was felt. The repair
not made while there was time to make it cleanly. The
conversation deferred on the assumption of more time.

These are not resolvable by planning. They require the habit
of the ordinary expression — saying the important thing in the
ordinary moment rather than accumulating it for a significant
occasion that tends not to arrive on schedule.

Gerald had been a history teacher for thirty-three years. He
had a mother in her late eighties whose health was declining. He
had not, in that relationship, had what he would have called a
genuine conversation about what either of them was afraid of,
what they wanted from the remaining time, what he wanted her to
know. Not because of indifference. Because the right moment had
not yet arrived, and because the subject required someone to
begin it, and he had been waiting for someone else to begin.



He sat with her on a Tuesday afternoon and told her, simply,
that he had been thinking about what her life had been and what
it had meant to him to have been in it. She looked at him for a
moment and said: "I didn't know you'd thought about it." Forty
years of love, carried on both sides. The expression, offered once,
directly, changed something between them that had been waiting
to be changed.

The practical conversation — about end-of-life wishes, care
preferences, what the person wants in specific circumstances — is
a subset of this larger territory. It is important, undervalued, and
almost universally delayed beyond the point of being easy. Having
it while health is good and preferences are clear is a gift to
everyone involved. But it is not the only conversation. The other
one — the one in which you say the true thing about what this
relationship has been and what it means — is the one that the
assumption of more time keeps deferring.

The right moment rarely arrives on its own. The window does
not schedule the conversation for you. It only changes the quality
of the light in which the deferral is visible.

Take this with you: Name one person in your life to whom
something worth saying has not been said — not because the
feeling is absent, but because the saying has been deferred. Write
the thing. You don't need to send it today. Writing it changes the
relationship between you and the not-saying, and it begins the
movement toward the saying.



Chapter 8: Not Haunted, But Held

The risk of spending a whole book on mortality is worth naming
directly: the reader may emerge more preoccupied with death
rather than less, and the window the book opened may become a
cold draft rather than a change in the quality of the light.

This risk is real, and it points at the distinction this chapter is
built around.

The haunted relationship with mortality is one in which the
awareness intrudes unwanted — producing anxiety, dread, the
sense of time running out faster than it can be filled. It arrives in
the small hours and colonises the day. It is the awareness that has
not been properly engaged, that has been managed and
suppressed and kept at arm's length, and that returns precisely
because of the keeping-away. The ghost inhabits the house in
proportion to how much energy has been spent keeping it out.

The held relationship is different in character. The awareness
is present but proportionate — available to inform choices and
clarify priorities, returning the light of the window when it is
turned toward, but not dominating the room. It has been given its
proper attention. The conversations have been had. The arithmetic
has been done. The things worth saying have been moving toward
being said. The awareness is no longer a pressure requiring
management. It is a perspective available to be used.

The movement from haunted to held is the movement this
book has been describing. Not a single act of confrontation — no
dramatic sitting-down-with-death-and-making-peace is required.
A series of smaller acts of engagement: allowing the thought to
arrive without immediately reaching for the distraction, doing the
arithmetic, having the conversation, writing the sentence at the



end of the day. Each small act of engagement with the window
reduces the ghost's need to intrude, because the ghost's intrusion
is the awareness asserting itself through the gap in the
management that was never quite sufficient.

The held awareness does not require constant attention. It
requires sufficient attention that it can return to the background as
a stable feature of the understanding rather than as an
intermittent disruption. Bernard described it as the window being
in the house — always present, always changing the quality of the
light in the rooms, not requiring his focus but available when he
turned toward it. "I know what I'm here for now," he said. "l didn't
need to think about it constantly. | just needed to know it once,
properly, and then get on with the life it clarified."

That is the held relationship. The window, not the ghost. The
light available when you turn toward it, clarifying the ordinary day
when it is wanted, not colonising it when it is not.

Take this with you: Is your current relationship with your own
mortality more like being haunted or more like being held? If it is
more haunted — more intrusive, more driven by suppression,
more arriving in the small hours rather than available in the
daylight — what single act of engagement with the window would
reduce the haunting? Name it specifically.



Chapter 9: The Ordinary Day

Miriam made three changes in the year after the afternoon in her
mother's attic.

She stopped attending the committee she had been
attending because her presence was expected rather than
necessary. She started taking one morning a week with no task
attached — not rest-before-the-next-productive-period, but
simply a morning to inhabit however it presented itself. And she
began writing, in the last five minutes of each evening, one
sentence about what the day had been for.

Not a gratitude list. Not an accomplishment record. One
honest sentence about what the day actually contained that was
worth containing — what had been genuinely lived rather than
passed through. Some evenings the sentence was modest. Some
evenings it was surprising. Over months, the sentences produced a
picture of the actual use of the available time that no productivity
system had ever revealed, because the question — what was this
for? —is not a productivity question. It is the window question.

The ordinary day, asked this question each evening, begins to
look different from the inside. Not because the day has changed.
Because the question reveals what the day was actually for, which
is often different from what it appeared to be doing. The busyness
that fills the day and the meaning of the day are not the same. The
sentence at the end is the practice of knowing the difference — of
inhabiting the day as a finite particular rather than passing
through it as a generic unit of time.

This is the horizon made daily practice. Not the dramatic
confrontation with mortality. The ordinary, specific, repeatable act
of asking the window question and writing the honest answer. The



practice is small. Its accumulation, over weeks and months and
years, is the difference between a life spent managing the ghost
and a life spent using the light.

Go back to the Interrupted Thought from the beginning of
the book. Read what you wrote about what you would do
differently if you let the window open. Read it from here, having
spent this book developing the perspective.

Make one change. Not the whole revision. One specific, small,
actual change to how you use the available time, informed by the
window rather than by the momentum of the ordinary. The
question: what is this for?

The window is open. The light is available. The ordinary day is
worth being present to.

Take this with you: Write tonight's sentence. What was today
for? Not what got done — what was actually lived? That sentence,
written daily, is the practice in its smallest form. It is the window
question, asked of the ordinary day. It is how the held relationship
is built.

The Horizon Toolkit
Three tools for moving from the ghost to the window.
Tool 1: The Daily Sentence (Every evening — one sentence)

At the end of each day, one sentence answering the question:
what was this day for?

Not a summary. Not a gratitude list. Not an accomplishment
record. An honest sentence about what the day actually contained
that was worth containing — what was genuinely lived rather than
passed through.



The sentence is private. Some days the honest answer is
modest. Some days it reveals something important about where
the time is actually going and whether that is where it should be.
The sentence, written daily, produces over weeks and months a
picture of the actual use of the available time — the most honest
data available for the window question.

Tool 2: The Finitude Arithmetic (Once — then return to it)

A single calculation, done once and honestly, in one category
of what matters.

Choose one: visits to people you love. Summers. Books to be
read. Mornings. Meals cooked with care. Calculate the rough
inventory from your current age to a reasonable life expectancy.

The number is not meant to produce panic. It is meant to
make the inventory specific rather than general — to convert "time
is limited" from an abstraction into a concrete, countable fact
about a particular category of the available life. Specific numbers
make the mediocre unaffordable. When you know the
approximate inventory, you stop spending it on the things that
would not survive the arithmetic.

Do the calculation once. Let the number sit with you. Ask:
given this specific inventory, is this what the category is currently
being spent on?

Tool 3: The Conversation It's Time to Have (When ready —

once)

There is a conversation about what matters — about the
available time, about what you want the people who matter to
know — that has been deferred.

It may be with a partner or a close friend. It may be with an
adult child who keeps deflecting the subject. It may be with a



sibling. It may be with yourself, in writing, as a letter that need not
be sent.

The conversation does not require a prepared speech. It
requires one honest sentence to begin: "I've been thinking about
how much time we might have, and | want to use it well. Can we
talk about what that looks like?" Or simply the thing itself, said
without preamble — the acknowledgment of what this
relationship has been, the expression of what the person means,
the question that has been waiting to be asked.

It will almost certainly be received better than the avoidance
predicted. The subject that is kept at the door in the name of
protection tends, when it is finally brought into the room, to
produce relief rather than distress. The curtain drawn back reveals
the window. The window changes the quality of the light.

A Note on the Research

Horizon draws on the psychology of mortality, the sociology of
avoidance, the science of how perceived time horizon shapes
priorities, and the post-traumatic growth literature. This note is
honest about what the research establishes.

The psychology of mortality management has been studied
extensively, most systematically in the terror management theory
tradition originating with Ernest Becker's foundational work (The
Denial of Death, 1973) and developed empirically by Jeff
Greenberg, Sheldon Solomon, Tom Pyszczynski, and colleagues
across hundreds of studies from the 1980s onward. The core
finding — that cultural worldviews, social belonging, and symbolic
achievement function as buffers against mortality salience — is
one of the most replicated in social psychology. The book presents



the practical implication of this research (the cost of the
management, the energy required to maintain the ghost) as an
earned principle rather than an academic summary. Verify specific
citations for the Research Appendix.

Socioemotional selectivity theory was developed by Laura
Carstensen and colleagues at Stanford and has been documented
across multiple cultures and age groups. The foundational finding
— that a more limited perceived time horizon shifts motivation
toward emotionally meaningful present-focused goods — s
among the most consistent in lifespan developmental psychology.
The practical implication used in this book (the finitude arithmetic
as a tool for deliberately triggering this priority shift) follows
directly from the research. Verify specific citations including
Carstensen, Isaacowitz, and Charles (1999) and subsequent
empirical work for the Research Appendix.

Post-traumatic growth is noted in the Research Note with a
cross-reference to Thread (Book 7), where the foundational
research is cited. The relevant finding for this book's purposes —
that encounter with finitude consistently produces priority
clarification and enhanced present-moment appreciation — is
consistent with the PTG literature. The book is careful to present
this as a common finding rather than a universal one.

End-of-life regret research draws on qualitative work in
palliative care and gerontology. The finding that relational regrets
predominate over achievement-based ones at end of life is
consistent across multiple studies. Verify specific academic
citations before publication; the popular synthesis by Bronnie
Ware should be supplemented with peer-reviewed palliative care
research.

Full citations in the Research Appendix.
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