
  
    [image: 960]
  


  
    
      960

      A short book about the time you have left.

    

    
      
        Pascal Finette

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: radical]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Pascal Finette

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at the time of publication, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

      Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals and organizations.

      
        
        Paperback ISBN: 978-1-972416-02-0

      

      

      
        
        First edition: June 2026

        Printed in the United States of America

        10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Der Ball ist rund.

        Das Spiel dauert 90 Minuten.

        Nach dem Spiel ist vor dem Spiel.

         

        

        The ball is round.

        The game lasts 90 minutes.

        After the game is before the game.

      

      

      
        
        Sepp Herberger, Bundestrainer
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      You are watching the final episode of a TV show you have mostly enjoyed. It’s late. The plot is doing the thing plots do near the end – everyone converging, the music swelling, two people who have spent a whole season hurting each other finally sitting still long enough to say something tender and true. And one of them says it. Almost as a throwaway. The kind of line a writer drops in and then moves past, because the scene has somewhere else to be.

      “You’re gonna make fun of me, but I heard a podcast that said the average human only has 960 months to live.”

      You do the math, because of course you do. Eighty years. Twelve months a year. Eighty times twelve. Nine hundred and sixty. The number checks out, which is somehow worse than if it hadn’t.

      You sit with it for a minute. Meanwhile, the story comes to its logical conclusion, the credits roll, and you go to bed.

      Here’s what’s strange. You already knew life was short. Everybody knows life is short – it’s printed on coffee mugs, it’s the closing line of every graduation speech, it’s the thing your uncle told you on that fishing trip you two took that you nodded along to without hearing. Life is short. Sure. Noted. Carpe Diem. Pass the coffee.

      You’ve even seen the careful version of the warning. Oliver Burkeman wrote a lovely book a few years back – Four Thousand Weeks – same exercise, with weeks. Four thousand of them in a life. There are apps for it now. Wall calendars. The TED talk. It’s good, and it’s true.

      It also never worked on me. Four thousand weeks always felt like – plenty.

      So here’s the part nobody puts on the coffee mug.

      You don’t have nine hundred and sixty months. You spent some. If you’re in your twenties or thirties, you’re looking at six, maybe seven hundred. Forties, four-eighty. Fifties – and I am, and typing that still feels like a clerical error – the number is around three hundred and sixty.

      Three hundred and sixty.

      That’s the whole remaining envelope. Every summer left. Every birthday you’ve still got to be present for. Every visit home to see your parents while they’re still your parents. Every conversation that actually matters. Every idea you keep telling yourself you’ll get to. Every quiet Tuesday. Three hundred and sixty months.

      I have more random notes in my Apple Notes than that. More photos in my camera roll from one trip. The number that’s supposed to represent everything I have left – every place I still mean to go, every person I still mean to call back, every book I still mean to read (let alone write) – is smaller than the pictures from a single week somewhere in the mountains.

      That’s the number. A few hundred. Not a feeling. A count you can almost see the bottom of.

      Most of us know life is short.

      The question this whole book is going to keep asking you – and it’s not rhetorical, I want you to sit with it – is a different one.

      Can you feel it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            two

          

          
            why thousands lie

          

        

      

    

    
      Something happened when that number dropped from nine hundred and sixty to three hundred and sixty. It got worse – and it got realer. Four thousand weeks never managed that – even if you do the same kind of math and find that I, as a fifty-something, have about one thousand five hundred weeks left. Over a thousand is plenty. A few hundred is not.

      That’s the whole subject of this chapter: the smaller number is the one you can feel. Not because it’s more true – they’re both true, it’s the same life measured two ways – but because of where your brain files each one. And it files by size.

      The line sits at about a thousand. Anything north of it – weeks, dollars, miles, take your pick – is too big to picture, and the brain has a specific place it keeps things too big to picture. Mine has a drawer. Anything past the line gets opened, shoved in there, and the drawer gets shut.

      Look at what else is in there. Likes on a LinkedIn post that did better than expected. Steps on the fitness tracker at the end of a long day. The unread count on a friend’s inbox, the four-digit badge that should – and you’ll back me up here – be a criminal offense. Followers on whichever celebrity your kids cared about last summer. Views on a YouTube video that took off. Songs on Spotify, a hundred million of them, last I checked, though the drawer doesn’t really sort by size. The grains of sand on the beach, the stars on a clear night, the strangers who walked past you in a city today.

      None of those are numbers, not the way three is a number. They’re feelings. And the feeling is always the same one: a lot.

      Don’t blame the brain for this – it was never built for the job. Evolution shaped us to count a tribe, a herd, a bunch of apples. Robin Dunbar put the upper limit on stable human relationships at around 150 – Dunbar’s number, you’ve probably heard of it – and you can quibble with the figure, but the order of magnitude is the point. We are a hundreds species. Past that, we tag and move on.

      Which is the trouble with the book I keep wanting to have worked on me.

      Oliver Burkeman’s Four Thousand Weeks is good, and the thesis is exactly right: map a human life onto a wall calendar of weeks, and the number you get is shockingly small. About four thousand. He didn’t even invent the move – Tim Urban’s “Wait But Why” did the most haunting version of it back in 2014, a grid of dots, one per week, the rest of your life laid out like graph paper. Urban gave it the visual; Burkeman gave it a book; somewhere right now one of those dot-grids is pinned to a fridge, slowly going invisible the way everything on a fridge does.

      It should land. And it does, intellectually. You read the line “four thousand weeks” and the rational part of your brain agrees with it the way it agrees with your tax return. Then it slides off.

      That isn’t Burkeman’s fault. Or Urban’s. They were telling the truth. It’s the number. Four thousand is roughly a thousand, and a thousand is a lot, and you have already filed it.

      A thing that is true but unfeelable does not change behavior. It’s a fact you nod at on the train.

      So the move this whole thing rests on is small and stubborn. Take the same finite life and switch the unit until the count falls out of the drawer and onto the desk in front of you. Same life. Smaller container. Suddenly the number stops being a feeling and starts being a quantity.

      Because hundreds – hundreds you can hold.

      A few hundred of something stays the right side of a horizon. Close enough that you can still see it whole.

      The minutes in a long movie. The episodes in a TV show you watched all the way through. The chapters in a Russian novel you keep meaning to finish. People at a wedding – full, but countable, names attached to most of the faces. The friends you’d actually cross an ocean to see. Numbers in the hundreds let you imagine each item. They let you place them. You can plan around a number that sits still long enough to be counted against.

      And here is the part you cannot dodge.

      Plans don’t work on feelings. A budget doesn’t work on “a lot of money.” A diet doesn’t work on “a lot of calories.” Your life, similarly, does not get planned against “a lot of weeks.” You can fear a feeling. You can pray about a feeling. You cannot allocate against one.

      You can only allocate against a number.

      Which is why four thousand weeks, true as it is, leaves you the same person it found. The unit is wrong. The drawer eats the warning.

      And it’s why nine hundred and sixty months, halved by what you’ve already spent, doesn’t.
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      Before we settle on the month as our unit of measure, let’s look at two units we have left to clear off the table – and they are the ones people usually reach for.

      The week is what everybody actually lives in. Five days on, two off. The Monday dread, the Friday exhale, the Sunday-night thing you feel in your chest. It’s the rhythm we already feel in our bodies, so it’s the natural place to reach when you want to make time concrete. Burkeman reached for it. If any unit was going to work, it should have been this one.

      It doesn’t. And this time the count isn’t why.

      The week fails for a second reason that has nothing to do with how many of them there are. It fails because it renews.

      A week is the second most forgiving unit of time we own (the first is the day). You get a fresh one every seven days, no questions asked, and you know it, and you spend accordingly. Bad week – next one will be better. Didn’t get to it this week – I’ll get to it next week. We say these things constantly, and they aren’t even lies. There’s always a next week. The supply feels endless. Monday comes back around like it’s owed to you.

      That’s the trick the week plays on you. It’s renewable in a way that lets you defer forever – each one cheap precisely because another is already on the way. You can waste one and barely feel the transaction, because the replacement is right there, fueled up, idling. Every so often one does leave a mark – the week you cut a vacation short for something the office swore couldn’t wait, and it could. You remember that one. But you remember it because it’s rare. The ordinary week costs you nothing you’ll notice in the moment, and the unit won’t let the loss land – there’s too much more of it.

      And here’s the cruel part: at the scale of a single week, the lie is almost true. One week really is close to replaceable – miss Tuesday’s run, run on Thursday, no harm done. The arithmetic of any one week forgives you. It’s only the run of them that doesn’t, and the week is exactly the unit that hides the run. You’re shown the forgiving number and never the total. You keep settling small, honest-looking debts and never once see the balance.

      I spent years running my life on weeks. Weekly review on Sunday, weekly to-do list, the whole productivity catechism. What I was actually doing was rolling the same five unfinished things forward, week after week, feeling busy and never once feeling the cost. A week is the unit of the timesheet and the standup meeting. It was built to organize work, not to measure a life. I’d picked an administrative container and then wondered why nothing that mattered would fit inside it.

      And the weeks don’t even hold still long enough to tell apart. Quick – what were you doing in calendar week 23? Last year, week 41? The questions are almost rude; nobody can answer them. Week 23 is identical to week 22, which is identical to week 24 – same length, same shape, same beige Monday-to-Sunday bar. They blur together by design. There’s no texture to any single one, nothing that makes it that week and not the one before or the one after. You can’t feel accountable to a stretch of time you can’t pick out of a lineup.

      But you know exactly what you were doing last June. Not the week – the June. Also, June is noticeably different from May or July. It is June. Not month six.

      Which might tempt you to swing the other way. If the week is too small to feel, go big – bigger is more memorable, you just proved it to yourself. And the biggest unit on the table, the year, looks like it should win the competition. There are only eighty of them in a whole life. By the last chapter’s arithmetic – smaller count, realer number – eighty is so far under the line it shouldn’t even be a contest.

      But try to feel a year the way you just felt that June. It won’t come. A year is too long a stretch for the change to show – nothing visible happens at the scale of a single day, so you stop watching, and then the year is simply over, compressed into a sentence. 2019, the year we moved. The year everything changed. A year only resolves once it’s behind you, in the rearview. You can’t hold yourself accountable to a unit you don’t feel until it’s already spent.

      So both flanks fall, and for opposite reasons. The week was never really one unit anyway – it was thousands, and you filed it in the drawer the moment you did the math. Pull one back out and look at it alone and it’s still too short to cost you anything: renewable, samey, gone before it lands as a win or a loss. The year is the mirror image – few enough to almost count on your fingers, and far too long to feel a single one of them move. Too many and too short on one side. Countable but far too slow on the other.

      What’s left is the one in the middle.
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      So we’re left with the month. Good – it’s the one we wanted. Everything the last two chapters knocked down was clearing the way to it. Here’s what it does that nothing else can.

      It holds a real thing.

      Look at what actually fits inside thirty-odd days. You can write a serious piece of a book. You can mend something with a person you’ve let drift. You can take the trip you keep filing under someday, learn enough of a language to order dinner in it, get properly strong, sit with a parent long enough that the visit counts as more than a visit. A week is too short for any of it – you barely get moving before it resets and hands you a fresh list. The week is where tasks live. The month is where the things that matter live.

      And here’s the half that makes it bite: a month is short enough that losing one hurts. Thirty days you meant for something and spent on nothing – that you can feel. Not the vague Sunday guilt of a blown week, wiped clean by the next Monday, but a subtraction you actually notice. A month is the smallest container big enough to hold a piece of your life and the largest one small enough that dropping it lands as a loss. Both at once. That overlap is narrow, and the month is the only thing sitting in it.

      The texture you already know about – we said it last chapter. June is June, not month six. It shows up with its own light and weather and mood, and you can remember it: last March was hard is a sentence a person can say and mean. Twelve distinct rooms, and you’ve lived in every one. The week can’t do that – one beige bar is every other beige bar. The month is the smallest unit that comes with a season attached.

      And there are only twelve a year, which is where the quiet work happens. You feel all twelve. You feel the year tip over into autumn; you feel summer end. When one is gone, some part of you clocks the subtraction, because the next month isn’t a replacement idling in line – it’s a different room, and the one you walked out of isn’t coming back. I’ll get to it next week slips out without friction. I’ll get to it next month catches on the way – you can hear the small wince in it – because you know how few nexts there are.

      So here’s the whole case, and it fits in a breath. The month is the only unit that’s human-sized, textured, and finite all at once – a number you can picture, a stretch you can tell apart from its neighbors, a thing you actually feel leave. Go bigger and you lose the texture and the count. Go smaller and you lose the weight. Only the month holds all three.

      Human-sized, textured, finite. Which means, for the first time, the number is one you can not only work out but feel.

      So let’s do yours.
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      Up to now this has been the average person. Eighty years, twelve months each, somebody else’s life on a wall calendar. Easy to read about.

      Now it’s yours. Get a pen – actually get one. This is the one part here that doesn’t work if you only read it.

      Start with 960. The full envelope – the whole life, if you get the whole life.

      Now take away what you’ve already spent: your age, times twelve. Forty-seven years old is five hundred and sixty-four months gone. Use your real age, not a kinder one sitting nearby.

      Write what’s left here:

      > _______________

      That’s the number. And that’s the generous version – it assumes you get all eighty. Plenty of people don’t, and none of us get a receipt in advance. And, of course, I wish for you to live much longer. But averages are averages for a reason: a lot of people land short of it.

      If you skipped the arithmetic – some of you skipped the arithmetic – here’s the line you can’t hide behind. Twenties, around seven hundred left. Forties, four-eighty. Fifties, three-sixty. Sixties, two-forty. Find yours. It’s smaller than you wanted. It’s meant to be.

      Now draw it. Nine hundred and sixty dots, one for every month of a full life. Grey out the ones you’ve used – your age times twelve, counted off from the top corner. That grey is gone; it isn’t coming back. What’s left is the white, and your whole remaining life is in there. Count it. Same number as before, but drawn instead of stated – and for some of you there’s more grey than white on the page now, which is a different thing to see than to be told.

      Back in the first chapter I said the number was one you could almost see the bottom of. Look at what you just wrote. Look at the white on the grid. You can see the bottom of it now. Not a feeling – a quantity, sitting still, small enough to hold all at once.

      Now sit with that for a second. And don’t reach for the off-ramp – the one where I reassure you it’s quality not quantity, that it’s not the years but the life in them, that the number doesn’t really matter. It matters. You just wrote it down yourself. Let it be small for a minute without rushing to make it feel bigger.

      Because now we do something with it.
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      I want to tell you about the thing I actually do, because everything so far – the number, the unit, the math you just ran on yourself – is worthless if it just stays in your head. A count you can feel and then do nothing about is just a nicer grade of dread.

      So. The thing I do.

      For years I tried to keep a journal. Daily journaling – the morning pages, the gratitude list, the one-line-a-day app with the satisfying little habit streak counter. I tried all of it, more than once, and it never took. Not for longer than a few weeks. I’d miss a day, then two, then the guilt of the gap got heavier than the habit ever was, and the whole thing quietly died in a pile next to the other dead habits. For a long time I decided this meant I wasn’t a journaling person, the way some people aren’t runners.

      It wasn’t that. The cadence was wrong. A day was too small to hold anything worth keeping for me – most days, honestly, nothing happened that I’d still care about a year on – and writing every single one turned reflection into bookkeeping. The unit was fighting me. Same mistake we’ve been circling all along, just pointed inward.

      So I switched to the unit that works. One file per month. A plain text file – no app, no system, nothing to configure – and I add to it whenever I feel like it. Some months it’s only a few lines. Some months it’s pages and pages full of prose. No daily obligation, no streak to snap, no guilt waiting for me. The month is patient; it gives you thirty days to put something down, and you can’t really fail at it. That’s exactly why it stuck when nothing else did. It matches the size of the unit I can actually feel. I’m not reporting to a day anymore. I’m keeping company with a month.

      That alone would’ve been enough. But then I did the thing that sounds dark.

      I made the rest of them.

      Not just this month’s file. A file for every month I have left. I did the math from the last chapter – my age, the eighty-year envelope, the number at the bottom – and I created that many empty text files, one per month, all the way out to the end. I call them the empty files, and they’re exactly what they sound like: a folder of blank documents, each one named for a month I haven’t lived yet.

      When I say it out loud, people flinch. It sounds morbid – a man at his desk, manufacturing little tombstones for the months he hasn’t reached. I get the flinch. I’d have flinched too.

      But open the folder and the feeling does a one-eighty. Because there they are. Not four thousand of anything, not a figure shoved in a drawer, not a feeling – a folder you can scroll to the bottom of. The thing I’ve been promising you, a count small enough to see whole, is suddenly sitting on my screen as actual objects.

      And there are fewer of them than there are photos in the folder right beside it from my last vacation. Same kind of thing, exactly. Files.

      That’s not morbid. That’s the first time the number ever became something I could open. For years “life is short” was a sentence I nodded at. Now it’s a directory. I can scroll it. I can watch this year’s files filling in and next year’s sitting blank and the far ones waiting way down at the bottom, and the abstract finally has edges. You can’t be haunted by an abstraction. You can be moved by a folder.

      Here’s how to build your own. It takes about ten minutes, and that’s not a figure of speech – it’s genuinely a ten-minute job, and the smallness of it is the whole point.

      Make a folder. Call it whatever you like. Inside it, one plain text file per month, named so they sort themselves in order – I use the year then the month, 2026-06, 2026-07, on down – because then they line up on their own and the bottom of the list is the bottom of your life. Make this month’s file and start there. Then, when you’re ready, make the rest, out to your number. That’s it. Nothing to buy, no app, no template, no tags, no method beyond this paragraph. If you catch yourself building a system around it – folders inside folders, a tagging scheme, a weekly review ritual – stop. You’re doing the thing I warned you about. The power is in how stupid-simple it is. One file. One month. Open the current one whenever you’ve got something worth not losing – a thought, a fight, a small win, a line – and put it in. Skip the months you skip. The files don’t judge.

      The file I’m writing in is just a journal, and journals are nice. The ones I haven’t reached yet do most of the work – and that surprised me. Every so often I scroll down past the blanks and the count lands again, fresh, in the body instead of the head – three hundred-some empty files, the entire inventory of months I’ve still got to put anything into at all.

      Which leaves the only question worth asking now. If that’s the count – and it is – what are you going to put in them?
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      Years ago, at Singularity University, I brought Guy Kawasaki in to speak to our summer program. Guy was one of Apple’s original evangelists, and he was exactly the hit you’d expect – the room was on fire (yes, Guy is that good!), and the students didn’t stop talking about it for days.

      So the next year I asked him back. We had a date that fit the calendar, I sent it over, and Guy said no. Which was completely fine – but I was curious, so I asked why. He had a hockey game that night. He plays, amateur level, with a group of friends, and he takes it seriously.

      Then he said a thing I just can’t forget. “Here’s the thing, Pascal. I might, years from now, remember hanging out with my friends at that hockey game. I’ll almost certainly never remember giving one more keynote to your people. No offense – it’s just how it is.”

      None taken. He was right.

      What Guy was doing, without a shred of morbid math, was running the filter the number hands you. Not “is this a good opportunity?” – almost everything is a good opportunity. The question underneath is narrower and harder: does this earn its place in one of your months? Guy has a finite number of Tuesday nights on the ice with those particular friends, at the age he is now, and some part of him can feel it. So the trade was obvious in the half-second it takes to answer an email. A keynote is fungible. There’s always another keynote. That hockey game was not.

      That’s what the count gives you. Not a rule and not a system – a filter that runs at the moment of the decision, while it can still change the answer. Is this worth one of my three hundred and sixty?

      I run it on work now without much drama. A speaking gig, a board seat, a project that mostly smells like prestige – does it genuinely add to a month, or just fill one? If it only fills one, I pass. I’ll say plainly that I can do this because I work for myself, and plenty of people can’t turn down the meeting so easily – I’m not going to pretend that away. But the filter doesn’t need you to quit your job. It only needs the question asked in months instead of days and hours. A day or an hour is cheap, and you’ll trade it for almost anything. A month is not.

      The filter cuts the other way too, and this is the half people miss. Finitude isn’t only a reason to say no – it’s a reason to spend.

      Once a month, Jane and I go out to dinner – somewhere genuinely good, not the place around the corner – and we talk about the month that just ended. How did it actually feel? Not the calendar, not what got crossed off – the feel of it. We tried this with weeks once and it went nowhere; a week is too short to have a shape. It’s a good week or a rough one, and either way it’s gone before you can say anything true about it. A month holds still long enough to look at.

      And here’s the part I’d underline: a month is the smallest unit you have any real agency over. You can’t rescue a bad week – it’s spent by the time you notice it. And it’s fine. Weeks come and go. But you can look at a month that went sideways – too much work, not enough of what you actually love – and decide, out loud, over dinner, that the next one will be different. The month is short enough to feel and long enough to steer. That combination is rare, and it’s the whole reason the unit works.

      So we steer. We build a couple of small highlights into each month on purpose – a long weekend somewhere, a day trip, one good thing that has nothing to do with work – because those are what tip a month from neutral to good when we sit down to weigh it. It doesn’t take a grand gesture. It takes the month netting out positive, and a few deliberate sprinkles will do it.

      None of this is a bucket list. I’m not trying to cram three hundred and sixty extraordinary experiences in before the lights go out – that’s just “a lot” wearing a nicer outfit, the drawer with better branding. It’s smaller and steadier than that. It’s that the unit makes the cost visible at the instant you’re paying it. Ask “do I want to do this?” and almost everything wins. Ask “is this worth one of the months I can still feel?” and the answer tends to arrive on its own – and it’s usually honest.

      That’s living against the number. Not counting down. Just keeping the count in the room while you decide.
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      At the start of this I asked you a question and told you it wasn’t rhetorical. We’ve done the work since – the drawer that swallows anything past a thousand, the weeks that renew until nothing costs you, the month that finally holds still, the math on your own life, the computer folder with a bottom you can see. So I’ll ask it again. This time you have everything you need to answer it honestly.

      Can you feel it?

      I can’t answer that for you, and I won’t try. On page one the number was a throwaway line in the climactic finale of a TV series – the average person’s, somebody else’s, a fact you nodded at and carried off to bed. It isn’t that now. It’s a folder on your laptop. A count in your own handwriting. A stack of empty files shorter than the photos from one good week. The grid that started clean is mostly grey for some of you, and the white that’s left is the whole of it.

      That’s all it is – the number, finally the right size to hold. Not a tragedy. Not a verdict. The thing you couldn’t feel on page one, sitting still long enough now to be felt.

      And it won’t just sit there. From here on, every yes you give is weighed against it. So is every no – whether you do the weighing or not.

      I’m not going to tell you to seize the day. The day was never the unit – that was the whole point.

      You have a few hundred months. You can see them now.

      The cursor is blinking in this one.
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      Der Ball ist rund.

      You never got to know what was coming – nobody does.

      Das Spiel dauert 90 Minuten.

      Yours runs a few hundred months. You counted them yourself.

      Nach dem Spiel ist vor dem Spiel.

      Not this one. Your last file has nothing after it – no rematch, no next season, no fresh Monday owed to you.

      When this game ends, it ends.
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      All of it is free – the PDF, the ebook, the daily email, the whole site. No charge, no catch, no upsell waiting at the bottom.

      So there’s no reason not to send it to the person you thought of somewhere around Chapter Five. You know the one – the “next year” friend, the someday list with no dates on it. Text them the link. A book about not wasting your finite time has earned the right to ask for thirty seconds of it.

      Get the word out.

      ninehundredsixty.com
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      Pascal Finette is the co-founder of radical, where he helps leaders build organizations that get stronger under stress. Before that: eBay in Europe, Google.org, Mozilla, a faculty chair at Singularity University – the kind of list that fits on a conference badge and tells you almost nothing about a person. He’s written a few other books and spent three decades close to technology without ever fully trusting it.

      He lives in Boulder, Colorado. He’s somewhere in his fifties – the one number here he had to stop and work out. He once taught Pilates to two Olympic marathoners – nothing to do with any of the above, and exactly the kind of thing a life is actually made of.

      The folder is real. He’s still filling this month’s file.
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