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Springfield, VA – Regular readers are accustomed to an annual report on my success (or lack thereof) in accomplishing the New Year resolutions for the previous year.  As the saying goes, “some days, peanuts; other days, shells.”  2019 was a shells kind of year.
I am extremely happy to report that I continue to excel at meeting resolution #1, namely to be alive at 2359 on the last day of the year.  There were no particularly close calls with death (of which I am aware) in 2019, but just 4 days after December 31, I was involved in a horrific car crash which, but for a few feet, would have certainly taken my life.  Lesson learned:  do not take life for granted....it is our most precious gift!  But I did accomplish resolution #1.
Resolution #2 involved walking at least 103 miles each month, and doing more than 182,000 pushups and over 42,000 leg raises for the year..  Easy peazey!  I exceeded each goal by a large margin.  Of course, what makes this possible has more to do with health than resolve - if I have no prolonged period of illness, it is challenging, but not that difficult to meet these marks by daily exercise.  I keep track of my progress on an Excel spreadsheet to ensure that I am on track.  Resolution #3, to live within my means, was also not too difficult, primarily because neither my wife nor myself are extravagant spenders.  We travel quite a bit, but our retirement incomes are more than sufficient to cover these joys.
Where I failed absolutely was on #4, to eliminate two “extremely bad profanities” from my everyday vocabulary.  I suppose that I could claim victory on this one by parsing “everyday” because I did not use these bad boys daily, but, in truth, I was attempting total elimination.  Having spent 20 years “talking like a sailor” aboard submarines has left me with an apparently incurable habit of using “salty language” whenever I am conversing with buddies.  It is what it is.  I tried, but it was not even close.
I am proud to report that I not only met, but more than doubled, the goal of Resolution #5 to donate at least $30,000 to charity and/or family.  Hopefully our God-given affluence has been beneficial to many others.
Resolutions 6 through 9 were also busts.  For the past three years I have resolved to finish writing my latest book, Heart Transplant Hiker.  I have had progress each year, but it is still not completed.  I also resolved last year to hike above 19,000 feet by reaching the summit of Kilimanjaro in Tanzania.  I made it to 15,000, but my blood oxygen levels decreased to dangerously low levels causing me to have to descend.  I also hoped to spend less on groceries than the previous year ($6300.86), but exceeded that by over $1000.  I am not certain why this happened; I doubt that I can simply blame it on inflation.  The other “non-success” was that I had intended to digitize earlier editions of this column from the 1970-80’s which were printed long before computers became a common item.  I wrote all of these columns in long hand and mailed them to the publisher (the first was written on a paper napkin in a bar in Georgetown in D.C.).  Although I have all the old “tear copies” from the newspaper, it has been taking longer than I anticipated to complete the transformation.
Resolution #10 is always the same each year:  “TBD.”  This is something of a feel good item for me, because at the end of the year I arbitrarily declare that some act that I did accomplish during the year was the “To Be Determined.”  In 2019 it was meeting up in Tanzania with Noel Tango, the young orphan I had met in his primary school while we were on safari.  You can read about this joyous occasion in “Noel,” an earlier (2/22/2019) Eyes Right.
So the bottom line for 2019 was 50% success.  I hope to do better in 2020.
I thought that you might like to know.
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