
Dear Kyra 
 
Congratulations on graduating HS and, 
 As importantly, for being off to UC Berkeley in the Fall! 
 
I wanted to give you something special -  
 you have been such an important person in my life.   
 As I told your mom, I feel you to be the granddaughter we never had.   
  
I first read this book (Man’s Search for Meaning) when I was 22-years-old,  
 a recent college grad, madly in love, my eyes set on a PhD,  
 my future, or so I thought, set in so many ways.   
 
Instead, I was drafted …    
 And faced with the prospect of kill or be killed, 
 I knew I did not want to die.   
 But even more, I knew I did not want to kill.   
 So I refused to carry a weapon.   
 Providence, good fortune, call it what you will, made me a medic. 
 
I read this book in medic training, 1969.  
 It gave me courage - and hope  
 It nourished me, then and now,  
 for the remainder of my life. 
 
I give this to you  
 in the fervent hope  
 it does the same for you.    
 The Army did not make me a man – such an over-used cliché – 
  this book did.   
  May it be a lighthouse on your seas of life. 
 
There is so much more I could say but will stop here.   
 Let this book be a guide.   
 No one and nothing can ever take away your freedom to choose  
 how you respond to what comes your way.   
 I was frightened beyond my wildest fears of what might happen   
  when, as a lowly draftee, I said no, I will not kill, anyone.   
  At 22, I was so immature …   
  Yet, this book gave me courage, hope  
  and set me on a path from which I have never strayed. 
 
Go n-éirí an bóthar leat, mo chara! 
May the road rise with you, my friend. 
 



My Last Will 
 
Strange that – the word ‘will’ 
 Forget last, first, any other time or type 
 My will – as in what would I wish be done.   
 
What I would wish be done  
 has become so banal as to be about my estate. 
 Of course, I wish those of you whom I loved  
 to share of what I leave behind.   
 Above all others, Sharon, my loving wife. 
 
But what I ‘will’ be done, material things aside, is this: 
 No funeral, wake, no service of any kind.   

 No pictures, obituaries, flowers, announcements, none of that. 
 All a waste of money and time.     

 
 I will to be cremated at no special expense.   
 Ashes to ashes – all of that –  
 And dispensed with as you wish.   
 If a method of disposal strikes any of you as cool, do it –  
 but don’t be a fool – don’t endanger health or purse.   
 Remember!  I’m gone – I’ll never know.  
 So ‘cool’ is anything - or nothing – whatever you choose to rehearse. 

 
 I will that others learn I’m gone but not until after the above are done.   
 I want others to know I appreciated their kindness, friendship and generosity–  
 with no obligation to say or do anything, implied or presumed.  It’s over, done, Amen! 

 
 And a final note to our grandsons: 

a. You have great moms and dads.  Cherish them.  Sure, they’ll drive you mad  
but they’d give their lives for you. 

b. With your own lives:  Do what you do but always, ALWAYS,  
make what you do for the good: first, for the good of others and,  
only when that is done, for the good of yourselves.   
Others first, then, and only then, you. 
 

This is it.  This is all.  This is everything I ‘will’ be done. 
 

 
 
 

 
 



MY CONCEPTION OF ME 
 
Starting with … and stating the obvious … 
 I’m overweight, 
 Old, 
 Gray-haired,  

Balding, 
 And not a fashionable dresser. 
 
Not so obvious is – I don’t care. 
Corcoran males tend not to live long. 
It’s a tradition … of sorts … or, just a fact, really. 
Whatever it is, it means I’m a ticking bomb. 
And when you’re on a short fuse, there isn’t much to care about. 
 
Thing is, I’ve been on a short fuse, 
 Of my own making, 
 Most of my life. 
 
I decided in grammar school, 
 Maybe 10-years-old or so, 
 That the world would end in 1960. 
 It didn’t – obviously – 
 But for a couple of years  

I was blissfully unaware of all the important stuff 
10-year-olds were supposed to be concerned about. 

 
The teenage years were tougher. 
 I ducked some of the insanity in a seminary,  

a monastery, really – cloistered away from it all. 
 Then somewhat successfully hid out in an all-boys high school until college. 
 A few heavy hits to my self-esteem,  

all related to girls, 
  But I learned early on that staying out of the pool 
  Lessened one’s chances of drowning. 

Then college … which darn near killed me. 
- There was the inane:   
  maroon and navy sweaters, blazers, weejuns, and smelly aftershave. 

 - The sexual and academic …  pretty much a disaster 
- The financial … 7 bucks a week, and all the pocket change 
 an unskilled, untrained, inexperienced, socially-backward  

recluse could muster.  No, no money either. 
 
 
 
 



What saved me, honestly, 
 Was the draft. 
 Yeah … I was drafted in 1969.   
 And the notion was,  

in my mind at least, 
that I was likely never coming back. 
Seriously.  55,000 of us were killed. 

Some 500,000 more wounded,  
physically and/or emotionally maimed, 
Kids, mostly. 
What a waste …! 

  
It saved me in this sense … 
 I didn’t have to worry about dating … 
 Didn’t have to worry about having a girlfriend 
 Or a job 
 Or dressing in anything other than olive drab. 
 Oh, I hated it, 
 Sure, 
 I didn’t like being scared, 
 Or having to put up so often with so much stupidity, 
 Yet the ludicrous,  
` Mind-numbing 
 Anonymity of it all 
 Was, 
 In its own way, 
 A blessing. 
 
And I never got over it. 
To this day,  
 Even as I stand – or sit - here before you, 

I am incredibly aware 
 Of the possibility 
 That this moment may be my last. 
  

Now, that’s not a macabre thought. 
Not at all. 
On the contrary, 
 It’s liberating. 

A tonic for a worried mind. 
Absolution for a troubled soul. 
An elixir which eases the angst of living. 

 
And that’s my conception of me –  
 Blissfully, blessedly, basically, a dead man walking. 
 And I’m kind-of loving it. 


