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        “Deliciousness to My Soul”

        P.C. via Amazon

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “This book saved me!”

        Paige

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “A must have aid to get your creative juices restarted.”

        Arthur B. Friday

      

        

      

      
        
        “Somehow, I found myself devouring this today. It’s rare that I allow myself this indulgence as the list of what I need to be doing in my head is endless.

        Deliciousness to my soul, is the description that comes to mind as I reflect on my experience of consuming this book. I have no idea how to write a review and put into words how deeply this resonated within me.

        There’s a spark within me that has been relit. I know ESD is the kindling I need to get the fire crackling and roaring … there are flames here that need to breathe and light the world.

      
        Thank you Bradley Charbonneau for accepting the challenge of ESD, so that today, you could influence my ESD.”

        5 stars from P.C. via Amazon

      

        

      

      
        
        “Before reading this book I was ashamed of myself.

        For years I had called myself an artist but I knew the truth. I was only masquerading as one. … But could I continue to call myself an artist when I stoped making artwork? The answers is no.

        I am not entirely sure what happened to me from the time I was in college until now, eight years later. There was a shift that took place in my mind during that time.

        I developed a fear of making artwork. I would always make excuses as to why I just couldn’t create. I was too tired, the dog needed a bath, I needed to do dishes. What was the point of painting anyway because no one would want to buy or look at my work etc.

        I have spent many years working dead end jobs just to pay bills. I never even allowed myself a chance at having a career because I would give up at the slightest failure or rejection.

        The few times I did really try, I won awards at competitions.

        I now have a two-year-old son. I have used him as an excuse to not make art for the past two years. I feel guilty that I put so much blame on my son. Taking care of him was just a convenient excuse that is easily believed by most people.

        After reading this book, there is no going back. I have no choice.

        I make artwork everyday and I am happy. … I know there is no going back.

        I was miserable with guilt and now I am not.

        I was afraid to create and now I happy to learn once more.

        When I started to draw again I was really rusty but I got through it. I find time even though I take care of my son all day and I babysit my nephew for eight and a half hours a day.

        I wrote this review in the hope that I could inspire someone else to change their life.

      
        Take the Every Single Day challenge. Read this book it just might change your life.”

        Paige

      

        

      

      
        
        “The author shows us how to get past "analysis paralysis" to actually start projects and see them through until completion.

        A theme of this book is to dream about doing something until the dream itself is internalized along with the willingness to progress toward goal completion in iterative steps taken each day. Readers will learn the importance of getting past inertia in order to begin complex tasks and progress toward a completion date with certainty.

      
        Everyone who moves toward a meritorious goal must first start, stumble, reassess and move ahead with a refined approach toward reaching the goals set forth at the outset. Very few, if any, tasks are completed with zero failure points or stumbles. A strong point of the book is that the author sets up readers for roadblocks which must be overcome as part of the learning process. The book could be labelled alternatively as "what it takes to succeed”!”

        Dr. Joseph S. Maresca, Amazon “Hall of Fame” Reviewer

      

        

      

      
        
        “Maybe you've let your dreams rust.

        Author Bradley Charbonneau has published several children’s books and travel books, but in this ‘self-help’ genre he unveils his own secrets for making life meaningful and successful.

        … the author opens the gates to his pathway for fulfillment and success. ‘I transformed myself when I made the decision to change my behavior.’ He places bold statements throughout to make sure he has our attention, phrases such as ‘Dreaming the dream was a whole lot easier than living the dream.’

      
        This fine book encourages us to take a very deep breath, start afresh, and make or lives what they CAN be. A very fine book.”

        Grady Harp, Amazon “Hall of Fame” Top 100 Reviewer

      

        

      

      
        
        “A life changer.

        See, I don't joke when reviewing a book.

        This is a kind of book which

        Tells about a particular productivity model

        Explains about the benefits of the point and

        Makes THE ADAPTATION easy - in case one chooses to follow

        The author makes sure that the style is lucid and easy to move with.

        Language is comfortable and the whole book is in a consumable fashion.

      
        I look forward to read more productivity focused books from this author.”

        Candoar

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “This author has provided an excellent "how to" book, to move past procrastination, and getting past fear - teaching the reader how things made habitual can result in transformational success. This book could be a really important read for the new, young person looking to "start" his life journey, or switch directions after a rocky start. His writing is humorous, friendly, and engaging. I have bought two copies - one for both of my adult children.”

        Robert Enzenauer

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “A Game Changer.”

        Dr. Beth Brombosz

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “ … for anyone with dreams hidden in the attic, cellar or heart.”

        Amazon Reviewer

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “If you’re ready to live your dream (as compared with simply dreaming your dream), this book will help you do it.”

        Laurie King

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “I love how you handle deep subjects in such a light-hearted way.”

        Kay Bolden

      

        

      

      
        
        
        I work with people who cannot see past their current situation. Yet, they want to become more than who they are today. This book is a tool I will use to help reach my clients.

        Tracy Gannaway, Physical Therapist

      

        

      

      
        
        
        It feels like a clue, a hint, a hunt, a push to make a mental leap I have not yet made as a business owner.

        Kristen Desmond, Founder and CEO of Flagstone Pantry

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “He lights a path that you can choose to walk down.”

        Ray Simon, accomplished speaker, and a no-longer-secret trumpet player

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “ … the result is daily improvement (even if doesn’t feel that way when you’re in the middle of it all).”

        Richard Robinson

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “Found the benefits not limited to the idea of developing a habit and improving whatever it is you’ve chosen to do ‘every single day’ – The fact that you are achieving it does wonders for your sense of self worth.”

        Simon Vance

      

        

      

      
        
        
        “A very earnest sharing by someone who has found his destiny and a way to achieve it.”

        Bandaluse (via Amazon)
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      Wow. I sort of can't believe I'm doing this. Sitting down to write the foreword of Bradley's book. I'm honored, truly, but I still sort of can't believe I'm doing this. Part of me can't believe there's a book at all. There wasn't going to be one, I was pretty sure of that.

      And if you'd known Bradley back in 2012, like I did, you wouldn't believe it either. If you'd asked me back then, I'd say there probably wasn't going to be a real live book. Certainly not a sixth book. Not one like this.

      I worked with Bradley. I knew he was a "former writer" (his words). I knew he was good at his work, but he didn't love it. He loved writing, but he didn't actually write all that much. He had given it a shot, being a "real" writer, being a professional. He'd written and published a book, a travel guide. I'd read his essays and stories in magazines. They were really good. But that was his "former life." That's how he put it.

      He would joke about it, but I now know it must have pained him. "I'm a travel writer who doesn't travel or write," he'd chuckle and say.

      I remember walking one day with Bradley through the streets of San Francisco. There's a moment that sticks out to me. It didn't seem all that important at the time, but it does now. It was  2012, a rare sunny day in the late summer. We were talking about work and life and the usual topics friends talk about. We passed a little corner market with a green awning at the top of a hill in a not-so-great neighborhood. We were standing on the corner of Eddy and Leavenworth, waiting to cross the street.

      And that's when he told me.

      It smelled terrible and I could barely hear him over the traffic. He said it sort of meekly, too. But that's when he really told me about his dream of being a writer.

      He opened up about the path he'd started to go down years earlier. How he'd "given it a shot for 9 months." How he'd decided to "be practical instead." He had a young family to support, and being practical was probably the right choice. But the way he said it, I could tell it still hurt. He told me how much joy he felt when he was writing. About the secret book he kept in a drawer. His great American novel. All the ideas he had and wanted to share but never put down on paper.

      He would light up every time he talked about writing. It was clear he had a passion for it. But it wasn't a dream he was actively working on. I knew what had happened because the same thing has happened to me before.

      He'd let his dream rust. He'd left it sitting for too long, like an old car, and all the gears were rusted and fused together. Nothing was as shiny as it once was. It wasn't really going anywhere. He wasn't driving it, and every time he looked at it, he felt a little bit worse.

      Sure, he'd reminisce about the good old times, but I don't know if he truly believed they would come again. At best, it seemed bittersweet. He had lived his dream for a while, but he talked about it as a part of his past.

      We'd have similar conversations sometimes, and his dream would come back into focus. I'd try to encourage him to write more often, to publish on his blog or maybe start a new one, or just go with pen and paper. Whatever. It started to come up in conversation more often.

      As summer turned to fall, it seemed like the rust on Bradley's dream was starting to break loose, at least in his mind. Then one foggy morning in late October 2012, three guys walked into a cafe in downtown San Francisco. (I really wish I had a funny punchline to follow that sentence.) We sipped our enormous chai lattes and talked shop about our businesses.

      Bradley confessed his writing dream to our other friend at the cafe. He talked about his writing days, about magazine articles and publishing his first book a decade earlier, about that other book, the “real” one in the drawer that just needed to be dusted off. He lit up as he talked about writing, about how he’d like to do it more, get back into it and be a writer again.

      Most people stop there. They reminisce and talk about what they’d “like” to do differently, but nothing really changes. But that's not what happened next. Instead, I witnessed a true genesis moment.

      Bradley said something really simple, yet profound. “A writer is someone who writes.” I think he mostly said it to himself--he was the one who needed to hear it after all. You could see his eyes light up a little bit as he put the pieces together in his head.

      Side-note: I happen to run a project where I challenge people to take on one-month personal experiments. So, sitting in the bustling cafe, I asked him, "What if you took on a challenge and wrote something every day for a month?"

      He was ready. Excited. He said he'd up the ante and do one better. He'd write and publish something *every single day* for one month.

      The next day was November 1st. He wrote and published this on his blog:

      “I suffer from the typical writer’s block. I see a blank screen and want to run. I think of editing some old work and cringe. I’ve been wanting to write on a regular basis for, oh, a decade. Not ten days, not ten months, but ten years. When oh when will that day come where I learn to write on a regular basis?

      So here we go, it’s November 1, 2012. I’m hoping, I’m even smiling to myself (no, really) that I’ll look back on this day with pride and say that was the day that it all began. Whew, exhilarating.” – Bradley Charbonneau, November 1, 2012.

      And, so it began.

      I honestly don’t know how to describe what happened next because it’s hard for me to believe it; but it’s one of the best things I’ve ever had the privilege to witness. Bradley completed his challenge and wrote and published something every day for a month.

      I saw him start to change right away. He became more excited and energetic. He’d say things like, “I’m feeling like a writer again” and “writing is bringing me closer to my kids” and “I’m falling back in love with writing.” He didn’t stop when the month was over.

      He kept going.

      He wrote and published something every day for 100 days, then 200, then 300, then a year, then 500 days. Every time he hit a milestone, he made a choice to keep going. He wrote and published a book with his kids on the 10-year anniversary of publishing his first book. Then he did it again a year later. He hit a thousand days in a row of writing and publishing something every single day.

      He no longer resembled the mopey dejected "former writer" I'd known. He became unstoppable. A machine. It wasn't just about the writing, either. It was a deeper transformation. He became much more confident and bold. He was inspiring and even intimidating in some ways. He wasn't the same person anymore. He took risks and wrote books and closed his business and moved his family halfway across the world. He's done so many things I couldn't imagine "2012 Bradley" doing. That he couldn't imagine actually doing. I barely recognize my old friend these days, and I'm glad.

      He realized his dream, and became a professional writer. This book is only a small piece of the proof of that.

      Bradley told me I could write whatever I wanted in this foreword. I'm allowed to tell stories of how depressed and defeated he used to be about his dream, about how we had the same conversations over and over and over again. I think I've done enough of that. I’ve done enough of that in my own life, and if you’re reading this book, I’m guessing you can understand that “before” picture well enough without me droning on about it.

      So, I want to say a few final things.

      I want to say that I am very very proud of my friend. That fact may not matter to you, reader, but it should. Because if there's something you want to do, something inside you that calls to you, your unrealized potential that you're not taking action toward, then you're probably not proud about it. I know it probably hurts in some ways.

      Maybe you've let your dreams rust. Maybe it feels like shit to even think about them. This book was written for you. I want you to know that it’s possible to change. It is possible to do things you can't imagine right now. I want you to do what it takes to be proud of yourself. I want you to stop waiting for inspiration or motivation, because those things only come after you take action on something that matters to you.

      Use this book as a guide. Hell, don't wait to get started until after you've read it. Start now. The title is all you really need to know, but there is great value beneath the surface. Those pills on the cover, they are the prescription you are looking for. But the true value isn’t even about what you think it’s about--there’s a secret that reveals itself as you dig deeper. It’s about the courage and pride you earn by being consistent with something that’s hard at first. This is medicine you take for the side effects.

      If there's something you really want to do or become, just start doing it.

      You can create amazing art, exercise your body to become stronger and more fit, build a great business or relationship, or hone a skill to the point of mastery. You just have to start doing it. Do it every single day until it becomes a part of you that won't go away. It's really that simple. You just have to decide.

      Make today the day you look back on with pride and say, “That was the day that it all began.”

      We are all rooting for you.

      -- John Muldoon

      September 2017, San Francisco, CA
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        Research has shown that it takes 31 days of conscious effort to make or break a habit. That means, if one practices something consistently for 31 days, on the 32nd day it does become a habit. Information has been internalised into behavioural change, which is called transformation.

        Shiv Khera

      

        

      

      “Transformation.”

      Woooo. Big word! Scary. Impressive. Unattainable.

      I even used the word in one of my earlier subtitles, “A prescription for transformation.” Sounds big and important. Probably takes forever and you might have to sacrifice a kidney to get it.

      Let’s start this book off with a light and simple version of transformation.

      Transformation doesn’t take as long as you might think and doesn’t have to change your entire life.

      In this book, you’ll learn about patience and perseverance and how I spent 26 years slogging away avoiding living my dream. Ouch. Painful. Yuck. Heavy. Boring.

      But the actual “transformation” part? Yeah, that probably took a few seconds.

      I transformed myself when I made the decision to change my behavior.

      It took more than two decades to ponder and wish, hope and delay, pretend, and defer. Then a few mere moments to crush it all with a simple decision to change a single daily behavior--and stick with that new behavior.

      That about sums up this book.

      I might threaten you with gargantuan monsters of topics in this book, but I’ll usually give you binoculars with which, when you turn them around, you transform that beast into a sweet fuzzy chinchilla.

      Oops, did I say transform?

      Now that’s the “transform” you were expecting! The gorilla turns into a chinchilla. Sure, that’s transformation too. We’ll get there.

      But for now, it’s about changing a single behavior.

      That’s it.

      John mentioned in the foreword that in November of 2012 I started writing again. On Day One, I wasn’t an award-winning novelist.

      I just checked. I wrote utter garbage for most of the those early days. (Have a look for yourself: https://goo.gl/4WZmkX.) But then on Day 26 something seemed to shift.

      Something happened in those first 30 days that made me go past the 30 days.

      In John’s Foreword, I have to admit it: I was offended. He didn’t think it was really going to happen. He didn’t think this book would exist. What!? Seriously? But if I’m brutally honest with myself, I didn’t think it would happen either--I can admit today that I wasn’t sure I actually wanted it to happen.

      Dreaming the dream was a whole lot easier than living the dream.

      No real action, no responsibility, no deadlines, no failure, no effort, no nada. Woo hoo! Let’s just keep doing this!

      The 2012 Bradley was scared, timid, and had the confidence of a Dik Dik on the open savannah (i.e. shivering with fright of what might happen). Now the 2017 Bradley looks back at that poor sap and thinks, “Seriously? That’s what you’re worried about? It’s nothing. Get over it. C’mon! Step up!”

      But I also thank that poor sap. 2012 Bradley took that first step. It was painful, scary, and just plain sucked. Yet, he got past it. He kept going. He didn’t know where he was headed, he only knew he needed to keep going. Step away from the unhappiness, lack of focus, and all-around misery.

      Dearest reader, my intention for this book is for you to take one tiny step towards the spark that is hiding within you. It might be rough in the beginning. If you can just get past the slog of the beginning, the magic will start to happen. I can guarantee it. I don’t know which day it will begin. I don’t even know if you’ll notice that it’s happening.

      I was miserable. I was depressed. I was an actor living a phony life I didn’t want to be in. If you have any of those thoughts, please know there is a way out, but you do have to take a step. That’s all I can hope for with this book. One little step.

      My fondest desire for you is that this book motivates your inspiration.

      My “big dream” back in 2012 was to get back into the writing habit. I was pretty sure even that simple goal wasn’t going to happen. I’m here today to tell you that dream did come true, and along the way other dreams were born. Bigger, grander dreams I could never have imagined before I started--and would have never discovered had I not started. Had I not taken my first step.

      One of my new and deepest rooted dreams is to make an impact in the world, to help people change parts of their lives, to take their hand from the hole they’re stuck in and lift them up. Even if I can only lift them high enough to see some light, I know they will get a glimpse of the path for them.

      I want you to have what I have. This book is the story of how I got to where I am today. I know I’m not all the way yet, but this is so much better than where I was. If I only got this far, I could live the rest of my life joyously. But now that I’m at this point, I know that there’s more.

      I want you to know there is always more.

      On a purely practical matter, I recommend reading this book in small bursts. Make it a chapter a day or every other day or … just kidding. I would never recommend anything every other day. Read a chapter per day and if you sneak in some of the lighter or shorter chapters, within a month you’ll no longer be where you were on Day Zero.
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            Precaution

          

        

      

    

    
      
        	prologue: a preface or introductory part of a discourse, poem, or novel

        	precaution: a measure taken in advance to avert possible evil or to secure good results

        	procrastinate: to defer action; delay; to put off till another day or time;

      

      Normally at the beginning of a book there’s a prologue. Nope, not here. “Precaution” is much more appropriate.

      Procrastination is going to have to wait until Part 2. (That’s a little word humor there. It’s OK, you’ll get used to it.)
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Vision without action is merely a dream. Action without vision just passes the time. Vision with action can change the world.

        Joel A. Barker

      

        

      

      You have a dream. You know it. I know it.

      It’s OK, I won’t tell anyone. It’ll be our little secret together as you read this book.

      What’s the easiest way to keep your dream alive?

      Never actually take a step towards it.

      “Wait, what?” I hear you get up from your chair and spill your latte. “Aren’t we going to crush my fears, achieve my dreams, live my life to the fullest and all that?”

      Sure, we can do all that. But I want to give you an out. I don’t want you to waste your time with this book if you’d rather just continue to Dream the Dream, but you’re not really ready to Live the Dream.

      Let me give it to you straight: Dreaming the Dream isn’t bad at all. It’s like only having dessert at the buffet--but you don’t gain weight. It’s always your turn at bat--but you never lose the game. It’s only dreaming--but you never wake up. Dreaming the Dream is loads of fun. I have extended experience with it: I did it for years … and years.

      If you don’t start, you can’t fail.

      If you don’t actually do something about it, then you can continue talking about it at dinner parties and always use the line, “I’m going to start _______________ (insert your awesome dream) tomorrow.” People will be impressed because you’re so action oriented. You can nod your head, beam with pride, have another coconut macaroon from the dessert buffet, and silently know you’re still dreaming.

      But of course you won’t start tomorrow. At tomorrow’s dinner party you’ll say, yet again, that you’ll start tomorrow. You can run into a little trouble if you keep saying this to the same people. They will eventually stop believing or listening or caring--or all of the above.

      Solution? Keep going to different dinner parties, of course! Only talk to strangers, and make sure you don’t have to actually take action steps towards your dream. That way it’s safe and sound where it belongs: only on the comfy sofa of your imagination.

      Does this hurt yet? Were those first few paragraphs painful? Oops, did I awaken a bug in your system? Something like a tapeworm that lives within you and eats your insides while you pretend that your life is charmed and focused and intentional?

      I’m sorry.

      Oops, wait a minute.

      Let me rephrase: I’m not sorry.

      I’m not sorry because I wish someone had threatened me with such words a decade or so ago.

      But no. Back then I kept my dream of being a writer mostly to myself and strangers. Sure it was festering inside of me hoping to be set free. But I squashed it. I didn’t let it out. Whew! Lucky me! Good thing, right?

      “Keep that dream down there!”

      ”Hold it down!”

      ”Lock it up!”

      ”Don’t let it out!”

      ”That’s a stupid idea.”

      ”What a waste of time.”

      ”You’re not good enough.”

      “You’re better than that.”

      ”Maybe wait a few decades until you’ve finished your career.”

      ”It’s just not you.”

      For years, I listened to society and family and friends who all (never actually) said that I should go down a different path, a more logical, rational, and safe path. That my dream was more of a hobby, something to do later in life, more of, well, a dream. Dreams were great for bedtime and story hour at the local library, but not for successful, intelligent, and sensible people.

      The problem was the dream wouldn’t go away.

      I tried. I got degrees. I studied hard. I worked at jobs. I pretended to build a career. From the outside, things looked grand. I was on top of the world! I had it all! I was living the dream.

      But I wasn’t.

      Or at least I wasn’t living my dream.

      How long are you going to wait to get started? Do you need some excuses to procrastinate? Doors are opening soon for the Procrastination Workshop. So far, I have 312 tentative sign ups. But no one for certain.

      You could wait for a huge life-altering event to really stir things up. I know, wait until your father passes away. Wait for a disease to settle in. Get fired from a job. Quit a job. How about retirement? That’s seems rational, right? Ooh, here’s one: wait until you’re almost dead. Remember the whole afterlife discussion above? Great, we’re all set.

      But what if you’d like to start soon? Let’s pick a day. Ooh, ooh, I know!

      Today.

      I write these words today as I would have loved to have heard them twenty-six years ago. If someone had forced my hand and told me to take that step in the direction I knew I wanted to go, in the direction I needed to go.

      I hope you can take this book today and take the first step towards your dream.
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            The Devil at the Dinner Party

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        He who is not everyday conquering some fear has not learned the secret of life.

        Ralph Waldo Emerson

      

        

      

      In the last chapter, I briefly mentioned a dinner party. I gloss over it but it pains me to no end to talk about it.

      You know how the doctor says, “Now this won’t hurt a bit.” Yeah, I’m not saying that. This is going to hurt. A lot.

      You know when they then say, “This is going to hurt me a lot more than it’s going to hurt you.” This one is valid. This is going to hurt me to write. You might want to get a coffee--or something stronger.

      Here’s what I wish with all of my heart had happened at one of those dinner parties many, many years ago. If you don’t go to dinner parties, you can also just imagine this when you’re home alone and dreaming of a life you’re not yet living.

      I wish that someone came up to me, maybe at a point when I was really on a roll spilling out all of the glorious fantasies of the life that I was not really yet living. I might have been laughing at the ease of the life I (secretly) didn’t have, but I sure knew how to tell it like it was! Or at least, like it might be. I can even see myself raising my glass in a toast to the victories I had not yet won in battles I wasn’t even on the battlefield for. But they were all so deliciously marvelous in the ballroom of my imagination.

      But then that someone came up to me and gave me a smile and a little nod. He was tall and thick and strong. His smile faded. It was clear that it was a phony smile, like a secret service agent or a captain in the mafia. He had another agenda. I was immediately scared that something was amiss.

      Quietly, he took me by the arm--and not exactly gently. I joked to the other guests that I’d be right back. He practically lifted half of my body as he pushed me to a dark and empty corner of the dinner party. He got up into my face. I could smell the alcohol on his breath. Or was that on my breath? I still didn’t know what he wanted so I smiled and chuckled and said, “Didn’t you get enough of the celery with the spinach dip, my friend?”

      I was going to quash this threat by avoiding what he was really after, by making light of the situation, by charming his reality with my fantasies. He said nothing about the spinach dip, but he came even closer to my face so that I could feel the heat from his perspiring brow. He was now definitely no longer smiling.

      “How much longer are you going to do it?” he asked in what seemed like a South African accent. But he didn’t wait for an answer. His voice came from another place, like it was surround sound.

      “When will the day come when the angel on your shoulder walks across your neck to the devil on the other and they make a deal to release your true self that they have locked up deep within the dungeon of your soul?”

      His eyes didn’t blink. He held my arm and I was pinned to the wall. I had a quick thought that this guy had watched way too many gangster movies. I pretended not to be scared. I wasn’t doing a good job. He kept going.

      “Or are they going to live separately forever and make you suffer every single day of your life by never coming to a decision to take action, real action, not dinner-party fake chit-chat action, but a single, real, true step towards all of this fluff and dreamy phony future that you rattle on about? That you only talk about but don’t experience? That you’re so good at imagining and describing about how it all will be but you know nothing of how it actually is?”

      He stopped for a minute. The words slithered through my brain like snakes, but snakes with razor blades for scales. The pain in my head was excruciating.

      I tried to speak, “But … “

      I had no words. I had no answer. I honestly didn’t know what to say to him, what I was supposed to do. I only knew the dream, I didn’t know the reality.

      “But you don’t understand,” I said between clenched teeth. If he wanted the truth, fine, I would give it to him. But I was sure, even the tough guy he thought he was, that he couldn’t handle it.

      “Do tell, dear sir,” he mocked in his uppity accent. “Tell me what I don’t understand for I know you better than you know yourself.” He waited for me to speak, but I was speechless. I was petrified. I wanted more than anything in the world just to go back to the spinach dip.

      “You have something inside of you that will eat your insides. You need to set it free. You know what it is. I know what it is. But no one else knows what it is. If you don’t let it out, it will fester and infect and spread,” he paused. I waited patiently for more torture.

      “But I’m going to make it easy on you. I’m going to make it extremely clear. Here’s what’s going to happen.” He paused as if he thought I might tremble and be even more scared than I already was. It worked magnificently. I trembled in my shoes.

      “What’s going to happen is that every single night, I’m going to come for you. I know where you live, I know where you hang out, I know your every move. I am your nightmare and your devil. I will pin you against walls whenever I feel like it. I will come after you when you think you’re safe. Maybe you’re on that deck of yours sipping tea alone, like you did last night, and I’ll whisper in your ear. I’ll be relentless. I will be at your side, on your back, in the shadows of your every waking moment, threatening you, daring you, challenging you, reminding you that you are living a falsehood, a hoax, a dream.”

      Now he was really annoying. The hatred ballooned from my gut and words came out of my mouth.

      “But you don’t understand!” I screamed at him. Tears formed in my eyes and my throat was scratchy like after you’ve vomited multiple times.

      “Enlighten me,” he whispered in a sweet sounding voice. But with a look that could also gouge my eyes out with the next beat of his heart.

      But I couldn’t say it. I couldn’t admit it. I had never said it out loud, not even in my own head. And now I was supposed to tell my deepest, darkest, most-real-thing-I-knew-in-the-world to this ruffian of a devil in disguise.

      “No,” I said.

      “Tell me,” he screamed but in a whisper. If he had a knife, it would have been at my throat.

      “I can’t,” I shouted louder.

      “You can,” he spoke more quietly.

      The tears rolled down my cheeks. I had no more defenses. I was running on empty. I had nothing left but the truth and it was the last thing I could hold onto and if I let go of that, I would fall to the depths of hell.

      “I’m scared,” I said as quietly as I could.

      “Oh, pardon me, my fine gentleman,” he said in the snarkiest, meanest tone even the finest actor couldn’t have replicated. “What was that?”

      Through tears and bile-tasting phlegm I spat out the words.

      “I’m scared!”

      “Scared of what?” he asked, almost sounding human and caring.

      “I’m scared that this is my one and only dream and that if I start and I fail I will have nothing left. Nothing left. Nothing left.” I cried through my words as I screamed with a voice I didn’t know I had. He said nothing and his gruesome stare became kinder, gentler. Through my tears, I could see his mood lift and he spoke.

      “Well, that’s the silliest thing I’ve ever heard,” he said and as the words sank into my brain I realized that it was the last thing I would have expected anyone to say.

      I wanted to strangle him. I envisioned his eyes popping out as my hands wrapped around his neck. But I couldn’t move. He started laughing. I could hardly murder a guy who was laughing.

      “What are you laughing at?” I asked as I wiped snot on my sleeve exactly as my youngest son does.

      “Why you, of course, my good man,” he said in a way too happy tone. “Don’t you see the paradox? Don’t you comprehend the ridiculousness of it all?”

      “No,” I said dryly. “I’m afraid I have yet to experience the humor in all of this.”

      “You have everything you need to make this happen. Don’t you see it, my brother?” he looked at me for a response, but I had none. He kept on.

      “To turn your colossal mountain range of a dream into a single step on the path.”

      “A single step?”

      “One foot in front of the other,” he said and he backed up and off of me, for he had been all of this time practically on top of me. “Let me show you.”

      He stood with his feet exaggeratedly close to each other.

      “Ready?” he asked.

      “Uh, yeah,” I answered.

      “Watch.” He lifted his right foot and moved it forward to just a foot’s length ahead. “See? Done. Now you try.”

      I put my feet together with my heels touching the wall he had had me pinned against. I brought my right foot up and forward and placed it on the ground, but carefully, as if the floor were eggshells and I didn’t want to break them.

      “Was there a Herculean effort there? Did a mountain move? Did you need to part a few seas?”

      “Uh, no,” I replied timidly.

      “Lighten up, man!” he said and slapped me on the shoulder as if we were old college buddies. “It’s all a game, don’t you see it now?” He stared into me, through me.

      “Uh, no,” I answered, maybe too honestly.

      “You’ll get to play later, but there are a few steps to go through first. But you have now taken the first step. Excellent progress, my good chap.”

      “So are we done here?” I asked, feeling more and more comfortable.

      “Not quite,” he said not completely unlike the executioner who hadn’t quite yet dropped the guillotine on the guilty man.

      “We need a schedule,” he said matter of factly.

      “A schedule?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Like how often I need to take that little step?”

      “You’re a brilliant student, my brother. Want to take a wild guess as to how often?”

      “Every other day plus weekends?” is what came out of my mouth instantly.

      “Almost,” he whispered like the school teacher who knew your answer was completely wrong. He winked, which completely threw me off. People who wink freak me out.

      “Every other day?” I asked, hoping this would work as every other day would also mean a day off in between.

      “Just about there,” he said, looking at his fingernail.

      I knew the answer, but I didn’t like it.

      “All out of ideas?” he asked.

      “No, no,” I delayed. “I got it.”

      “Anytime is good.”

      “Every single day,” I answered.

      “Most excellent,” he again clasped me on the shoulder. “That’s exactly right.” He looked at his wrist to check the time, but there was no watch on his wrist.

      “I must be moving on,” he said. “Quite the roster this evening, you know.”

      “Uh huh,” I said as my brilliant conversational skills kicked into high gear. He didn’t ask me if I was OK or ready or say anything else. He just looked at me.

      “So,” I stuttered.

      “Yes?” he drew it out nice and slow and painful.

      “That stuff about you lurking in the shadows and pretty much torturing me the rest of my life if I don’t take a tiny little step every single day,” I paused to make sure he knew what I was talking about. He did.

      “So that stuff was all for show, right? I mean, you won’t, well, you can’t really do that, right? I mean, don’t have you other people to torture every night? That won’t really happen, right?” I hoped, I prayed even, I clenched my teeth in hopes that he would free me from the persecution that was to haunt me every single day for the rest of my life.

      He said nothing. He only gave me a knowing smile.

      Then he did something I’ll never forget, but can’t stand, and wish I could un-see it.

      He winked.
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            The Pill

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Give someone who has faith in you a placebo and call it a hair growing pill, anti-nausea pill or whatever, and you will be amazed at how many respond to your therapy.

        Bernie Siegel

      

        

      

      There were two pills on the original cover of this book.

      I’m a big believer in the power of the placebo, which is the power of the mind. My point with the pills on the cover is to make it seem like I have a “prescription” for change where I’m going to give you a magic pill and your dreams will come true.

      Contrarily, if I had put an image of, oh, I don’t know, a shovel or an empty road or maybe a barefoot peasant carrying a huge sack of tools on his back slogging up a muddy road towards an insurmountable mountain under the dark clouds of the horizon, you might have been slightly less inclined to want to jump on in and say “Woo hoo! This looks like fun! I’m in! Is that all I have to do to achieve my dreams? Pain and suffering, a heavy burlap sack full of rocks and a long, treacherous road leading to somewhere unknown? Sign me up!”

      Humans are wired for simple and easy. So, we're often looking for a magic pill. Believe me, dearest reader, if there had been a pill, with a little butterfly on one side and a cryptic ESD on the other, that I could have taken some long years ago that promised to at least start me on my journey of transformation, that could have possibly made one of my feet move in the slightest direction towards my dream, I would have slipped the shady drug dealer on the corner a $100 bill and swallowed it whole with a chaser of warm Gatorade.

      But there was no drug dealer.

      In fact, there is no pill.

      The pill is … and don’t think I’m giving away the secret of this book somewhere buried here in the introduction … your mind. No, more precisely, your heart. Sorry, not quite right. The pill is the overlap of the power of your mind and the passion from your heart to decide what propels you forward to the next step.

      How does that work? How do we get the mind and the heart to work together to fabricate a pill-like environment which converts doubt to certainty, fear to pride, and a dream to reality?

      That’s what this book is about.

      If you’d rather have a pill or a tool or something to lean on to help you, I have that. It’s kind of like LSD (the psychedelic drug) and it’s even got a little ESP in it (extra sensory perception). It’s close to those, but different.

      My drug of choice is a little pill called Every Single Day or ESD for short. Except it’s not a drug. It’s not a pill. There is no actual pill. We could try to create some in a lab, they would be great to hand out at book events, but I don’t have a pill. At its core, the pill represents a decision: a decision to change a behavior.

      You only have to take a little, but there is one recommended dosage: Every Single Day.

      More on that later. Let’s first get to the Day That Doesn’t Count. The Day Before You Start to Count your life in terms of Every Single Day. Let’s get to Day Zero.
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            Day Zero

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        What we call the beginning is often the end. And to make an end is to make a beginning. The end is where we start from.

        T. S. Eliot

      

        

      

      I wanted to number this part of the book Part 0. But the book formatting software wouldn’t let me. That’s because zero doesn’t exist for most people. It hasn’t really started yet. Nothing begins with Day Zero. There is Day One and then the rest. But it’s true, Day Zero doesn’t actually exist. Day Zero is an idea, a thought, a potential.

      The problem is that most of us live in Day Zero.

      You can still escape. If you’re not up for the challenge, you can stop reading now and continue on your path--the path in the other direction away from your dream. But I have a tip if you’re going to go that way.

      Squash that dream now. Throw it on the ground and crush it like a smoldering cigarette butt. Make sure it’s good and extinguished so it doesn’t come back to haunt you. It will try. It has so much power over you. Put it out of its misery. Or rather, pull its misery out of you.

      Now go the other way and run. Run from your dream and live the life someone else suggested you lead. I’ll see you later. Or, actually, I won’t see you later because I’m going the other way.

      If you’d like to join me, come along over to Day One. The first day of your new life. The new direction you’ll take when you take that first step towards your dream.

      It’s a decision you have to make. If you’re part of my upcoming Procrastination Workshop you can decide tomorrow. But if you’ve already taken that course,* you can join us today. Right now. You have to decide. No, truly decide.

      Except you have already decided. You know what you want to do, what you need to do. You kept reading after the chapter where I let you escape. You know the path towards your true self and you’ve been waiting for someone to come along, hold out their hand for yours, and lead you down the path.

      Take my hand. I’m heading in that direction anyway. Let’s go.

      * That’s a joke. No one has actually ever taken the Procrastination Course. Not for lack of interest, but for lack of commitment to starting.
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            Who are you?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Education's purpose is to replace an empty mind with an open one.

        Malcolm Forbes

      

        

      

      Open.

      Such a simple word. But packed with a punch.

      The only requirement you need to read, finish, and act on what this book has to offer is that you’re open to it. You’re open to new ideas, new perspectives, directions, and methods. Maybe you’re open to a new mindset, a new way of thinking, new habits, new challenges, and new failures.

      Oops, did I mention failures? Time for a new chapter.
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            Failure

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Failure is simply the opportunity to begin again, this time more intelligently.

        Henry Ford

      

        

      

      The only failure I now know is the failure to give something a shot. The failure to start, to launch, to take a step.

      From my perspective, there is no failure, there is only learning from mistakes. In fact, I’ve learned that we learn more from failure than from success. My son makes the shot in basketball and thinks he no longer needs to practice. He misses and then he needs to adjust his stance, his hands, and the power of release.

      Failure means I’m trying. An advanced skier told me that if I didn’t fall at least once per day on the slopes, I wasn’t pushing myself hard enough, I wasn’t learning, I wasn’t advancing.

      Huh? By failing I’m advancing? It went against all of my logic.

      But please, go with it. Be open to it. Fail and fail often. Fail small and keep at it. Soon it will simply be a part of your day. Want to know the best part? Failure will no longer bother you.

      Did you catch that?

      Failure will no longer bother you. Let that sink in. It’s a big deal.

      Someday, you’ll fail yet again, think of this chapter, smile, and keep at it.
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            Possible, Impossible, Repossible

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        The difference between the impossible and the possible lies in a man's determination.

        Tommy Lasorda

      

        

      

      What do you believe is possible? What do you believe is impossible? What do you believe is possible for you? What do you believe is impossible for you?

      Do you believe that your dream, your passion, your goal, your whatever-you-want-to-call it, is possible or impossible?

      I no longer see possible and impossible as black and white, yes or no, zeros and ones. There is a third path. A method, a mindset, that finds another way around impossible and yet slides by the possible. It’s not necessarily better or worse, smarter, better, but it’s from another perspective, from a new perspective.

      It’s a mindset, a philosophy, a meaning. I use the term Repossible when the answer isn’t so cut and dried, where I need a new take on the challenge to see another way in--or out. It’s OK to move the goalposts, change the rules of the game. It’s OK to change the game.

      At the end of each chapter, I’ll end with three bullet points:

      
        	Possible:

        	Impossible:

        	Repossible:

      

      Here are the quick descriptions of those terms:

      
        	Possible: the hard way

        	Impossible: the easy way

        	Repossible: your way

      

      I try to, in the fewest words I can muster, summarize each chapter by showing the easy way, the hard way and your way. Call it what you will: the best way, the smart way, the efficient way, the effective way. You get the idea.

      Here’s what I really think about each point.

      Possible

      
        
        
        Start by doing what's necessary; then do what's possible; and suddenly you are doing the impossible.

        Francis of Assisi

      

        

      

      The hard way.

      This is usually the way we think it needs to happen. It’s seems contradictory, but the Possible way is what we think of as the Easy Way, but it’s usually the Hard Way. Possible involves ideas like: going it alone, hard work, slow, chaotic, etc.

      This way isn’t necessarily wrong, but it’s the slow way. With Possible, I see it as the way to keep the status quo, to stay where you are, not advance or maybe only advance slowly and surely. But feel “good” doing it because you’re “working hard” at it.

      You’ll get there eventually. Well, probably. This is the thick-headed method, the I-can-do-it-and-you-can-try-to-stop-me approach that will get you somewhere, maybe nowhere, but not really where you want to go.

      When you’re not sure what to do, take the Possible route to get from A to B. But C? Maybe C is Repossible.

      Impossible

      
        
        
        Progress is impossible without change, and those who cannot change their minds cannot change anything.

        George Bernard Shaw

      

        

      

      The easy way.

      It might not be necessarily cheating, but it’s a shortcut. Just like a “sugar free, diet chocolate cake.” C’mon, seriously?

      It’s also unrealistic. This would be “Dreaming the Dream” instead of “Living the Dream.” It sounds good at dinner parties, it looks good on paper, but you know (and it might be your little secret) that it’s not really going to work.

      I completely realize that these might seem contradictory or that they’re even mislabeled. Call them or label them as you like. One is easy, one is hard. They both usually don’t really work or at least get you to where you truly are headed.

      Repossible

      
        
        
        Everything should be made as simple as possible, but not simpler.

        Albert Einstein

      

        

      

      Your way.

      Repossible changes the rules. Repossible might even change the game. Repossible is a different perspective from where you see different challenges and even different goals.

      If Possible is walking straight ahead from the junction in the middle of the desert and Impossible is refusing to go anywhere, sitting down in the dust in a pout and waiting for someone to come pick you up, then Repossible is looking around, seeing things with fresh perspective, and realizing that there is a drinking fountain that just rose up out of a mirage. With sparkling water.

      Repossible, yes, it’s true, has a sense of humor.

      Repossible, and I’m not sure how else to say this, doesn’t really care so much about the other two guys in the desert: Possible and Impossible. He’s not on their team. He’s not in their league. He doesn’t even play the same game.

      Repossible is taking a step up and seeing things from a higher plane.

      I’m going to leave it at that.

      For now.
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            You, Me, and Four Others

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Don't wait to be successful at some future point. Have a successful relationship with the present moment and be fully present in whatever you are doing. That is success.

        Eckhart Tolle

      

        

      

      I see this book as a conversation. A relaxed, usually calm conversation between you and me. Between the me of the past, present, and future and the you of the past, present, and future. Yeah, that’s going to be six people. We might want to set up a conference call.

      I want it to be conversational, easy going, and relatable. I want the me of the past, present, and future to relate to one or all of the you personas from the past, present, and future.

      Well, honestly, I care less about the you or me of the past. It’s history, done, can’t change that. The future you is what we’re creating with the you of the present.

      In fact, we only truly have the present. The future you depends on the present you. It’s the present you I’m interested in talking with. It’s the present me talking with the present you that’s going to make for the most enlightening of chats.

      So hi there! My name is Bradley. Ready for the ride?

      
        	Possible: past

        	Impossible: future

        	Repossible: present
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            Procrastination

          

          Just start this part tomorrow.
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Procrastination is one of the most common and deadliest of diseases and its toll on success and happiness is heavy.

        Wayne Gretzky

      

        

      

      If you don’t water the plants until tomorrow, they’ll survive.

      If you don’t feed the dog until the weekend, he’ll probably live. He’ll even wag his tail and love you next week (if he survived the weekend of course).

      If you don’t take a stab at giving your dream a chance, if you keep putting it off until things are just right, until this project is completed and that task is taken care of … if you talk about your dream with friends as if you’re going to start any day now, but never do … if you go into long conversations with strangers on airplanes about your thoroughly researched plans for your dream future but you get off the plane and never speak of it … if you think that “someday” will come … if you wish and want and plead and pray, but take no action … if you keep it all bottled up inside and never let it out … if you think someone will come along one day and ask if you’re ready to begin day one of your dream … if you’re waiting … if you’re pretending … if you’re living the life you know is not the truest version of you … if you don’t take the first step, if you don’t give your dream a chance, at least a peek outside of its tightly-closed prison cell … if you don’t start.

      Whew. Heavy! Yeah, sorry. OK, I’m not sorry.

      Still, let’s lighten things up.

      Procrastination is when you walk by the loose screw in the door hinge 87 times and each time think about it, say to yourself that you’re going to fix it, kick yourself that you don’t do it, even tell your wife that you’ll do it, still don’t do it, then finally, one day, seemingly spur of the moment, you fix it on the 88th time. You just spent one hour and eleven minutes of your life not doing the thing and then you do the thing and it took less than two minutes to finish (get screwdriver, make four good turns, done).

      That was light. Now we can go back to heavy.

      I gave you a chance in the beginning of this book to opt out, to stop reading, to keep Dreaming the Dream--but not actually Living the Dream. But if you’re this far, if you’re still reading, then the dream inside of you is alive and … (maybe not so) well.

      I didn’t mention this little tidbit of horror in the first chapter, but there are consequences to keeping that dream bottled up inside you. They are nasty, real, and nowhere near fun. If you’re not ready to get real, you can just lounge around in the Procrastination section and hang out there for a decade or two like I did. Here’s what happens if you never take action towards living your dream.

      It will eat away at you. It will rot your insides. If you never let it see the light of day, it will fester and bloom, but will only thrive inside of you until it’s like a tumor. At some point in your life there will be less room for other important bodily functions and you will begin to suffer physically, emotionally, and psychologically. It will make food taste less good. It will make your daily life seem worthless or less important which will lead to you feeling worthless or less important.

      At the end of each day you might fall asleep to the nightmare that you didn’t take any action towards your dream and wake up with the threat that you might do the same thing again.

      I suppose that, after an extremely long time, if you don’t ever, ever let it out of its cage, it will, possibly, slowly die. It’s possible that it might go away completely.

      Can you ever get it back? I don’t know about this scenario but for me, it never went away. But maybe it’s possible. Death of your unlived dream might sound like a good thing, except this isn’t something you want to get rid of, it’s something you need and desperately want to keep working. This thing is your heart.

      Maybe in your next life, if you believe in that sort of thing, you’ll be able to live your dream. Maybe if you’re a cat. Otherwise, we only have one life in this body on this planet and it’s now or never. Well, or we can start tomorrow. Or never. The good news and the bad news is that the choice is completely our own.

      It’s good news because we can decide to take a stand and take a step towards our dream.

      It’s bad news because we can choose not to. Or we can choose to procrastinate.

      I don’t know if this will all happen to you. But it happened to me.

      Then one day, I turned around and started walking the other way.

      “What!?” I hear you again stand up, this book still in your hand, staring incredulously at the words, your popcorn spilled all over the floor. “Well, that sure sounded easy. Why didn’t you just do that before?” You talk to the book. Then I hear you whisper to yourself, “Dang, this guy is a slow learner.” But you read on.

      Because that first step was the biggest, nastiest, and most difficult step in my life.

      That step was in the direction of my dream and I knew I couldn’t turn back. I wasn’t ready. I was scared to a level that I had rarely, if ever, experienced because you can only be truly scared of the things you care about.

      I took the first step.

      That was in 2012.

      That seems like ages ago now. But the time before that was longer. Much longer. Eternity-style, waiting-at-the-post-office-and-then-they-close longer.

      Procrastination time is slow time. You know that setting on your camera that captures life in slow motion? Procrastination is living in that mode. It’s torturous, it’s slow. It’s slow torture.

      But when you break free from its grasp, it switches to regular video mode. You step off of the treadmill or the sand dune to a place where each step forward doesn’t equal one (or two) steps back. You move forward in real time.

      Let’s get there.
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            The Perfect Storm

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        One life is all we have and we live it as we believe in living it. But to sacrifice what you are and to live without belief, that is a fate more terrible than dying.

        Joan of Arc

      

        

      

      People I meet these days have little to no idea the path that brought me to where I am today. When they ask what I do, I say, “I’m an author.” It took me 26 years to get to this point. Here’s what happened. This is the condensed version, I swear.

      Back in 1990, I sat alone in a library in Amsterdam and wrote stories. With a pen. In a little notebook. I was pretty sure I wanted to be a writer. I’m pretty sure there was thunder and lightning in my soul. Apparently, the storm bypassed the heart of the city.

      At highway rest stops after work at my corporate consulting job in 1996, I sat in my car and wrote stories on my laptop. Clouds in the distance.

      I joined a writer’s group in San Francisco when we moved there in 2000. We helped Khaled Hosseini work on drafts of what would later become “The Kite Runner.” My dream was alive, but more like kindling, the fire not yet quite burning. Cloudy with a chance of occasional showers.

      For some masochistic reason, I chose not to write myself, but set up a company to help writers with their marketing strategies starting around 2006. It was being the waterboy for the basketball team. Sure, you were a “part of the industry” but you weren’t a player. Forecast? Overcast with little chance of light.

      On November 1, 2012, I accepted an “experiment” to write Every Single Day from a friend who was running Monthly Experiment workshops: the slave driver, I mean, my dear friend John Muldoon whom you met in the foreword. You’d think this would have kicked my writing career into gear. You’d think. I enjoyed that day job of helping other writers less and less. I shouldn’t even have “enjoy” and “day job”  and “I” in the same sentence. I was miserable, desperate. Rumbling in the distance. Clouds formed. Slowly.

      In 2013, I was not-really-diagnosed with something that might eventually turn into something else. Fear, panic, depression. “I know, let’s imagine the worst possible outcome! I’ll probably die next month!” I kept writing. I searched for help. I needed to write to keep me sane and quell the fear. I discovered meditation. Shivers of thunder in the distance. Faint sparks of lightning.

      In March of 2014 while sitting on the big red chair in the living room, my son and I read a bad children’s book. “We can do better than that,” I said. I happened to notice that the last book I had published was a travel guidebook for San Francisco. The date of that book was April 1, 2004. It sent a shiver down my spine--and not the good-feeling kind. We published “The Secret of Kite Hill” less than a month later, on April 1, 2014. A crackle of thunder in the hills in the distance. The storm was brewing.

      2015 brought the passing of my father. This wasn’t supposed to happen to me, to my family. He had so much left to give, to love, to experience. I wasn’t done with him being in my life. This wasn’t how my life was supposed to go. In fact, my life just kept going as it had been going because no one was doing anything to change it. My father’s passing opened my eyes to mortality. I delved deeper into my writing and meditation. I hit 1,000 posts in 1,000 days. I wrote two more children’s books together with my sons. Boom. I heard it in the distance. The kind of thunder that rattles your insides. It was nearby.

      In 2016, my wife and I packed up four suitcases and moved to her home country: The Netherlands. I barely had a business left to leave. I left my business waving at me from the proverbial ship’s deck. It was crying. I was not. I could move on. I kept writing. Another children’s book. I started writing non-children’s fiction. Thunder crashed into my heart. Lightning was so close I could practically feel it.

      There were no more excuses. “Procrastination” itself was tired of procrastinating. The planets aligned, 26 years had passed since I sat alone in a library in Amsterdam scribbling stories, dreaming that one day I might be an actual writer.

      In 2017, I’ve written four short works of fiction, started a (secret … ok, formerly secret: https://goo.gl/LZmKHX) podcast, and wrote, published, and marketed the book you’re holding in your hands. There is no way anyone can say I’m not a writer. It’s taken me this long to get here and there is no turning back. I’m a turtle, a tank, I’m slow, I’m unstoppable, determined, and fierce. The storm has arrived. I am the storm.

      That’s procrastination at its finest. One of my goals with this book is to cut 26 years down to something a little more manageable for you.

      Let’s get going with that, shall we?

      
        	Possible: wait out the storm

        	Impossible: predict the weather

        	Repossible: be the storm
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            Purgatory

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        If you're going through hell, keep going.

        Winston Churchill

      

        

      

      In keeping with the Casual Conversation style of this book, I’m going to occasionally let you in on some of the behind the scenes workings of the machine.

      In working on the title for this section of the book that started with the letter P, there were just so many juicy options:

      
        	pain

        	paralysis

        	pause

        	postpone

        	prolong

        	puke

        	put off

        	passive

      

      Are we having fun yet?

      It would be quite the attention grabber, but I just couldn’t use Puke as the section title although it’s the one that hits home the most. Prolong is annoying, but also passive.

      Procrastination, if you’re procrastinating about something important, can be extremely painful and induce some serious puking. You can try to postpone the paralysis, but you’re probably too passive to put it off. So just puke because you’re sick to your stomach because you haven’t lived your dream life, you haven’t even started it. In fact, your dream life is just that: a dream. Pause.

      Purge. Permit. Purify.

      You can now proceed, progress, and prosper.

      Pleased?

      
        	Possible: permit

        	Impossible: predict

        	Repossible: stick to section headings that start with the letter “p” even if it drives you … psycho
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            You know those things you never seem to get done?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Procrastination is the thief of time.

        Edward Young

      

        

      

      You spend months thinking about doing something and then you finally do it and it takes only minutes? Loose screw in door hinge?

      Yeah, you won't have those anymore.

      It's a mathematical challenge beyond the greatest minds in the field. Something that ends up taking only minutes, yet there are hours, even days and weeks spent in the build up. Remember, we're not talking about something that you need to train for (e.g. a marathon), or maybe something that's crazy important (e.g. your PhD dissertation), we're talking about do-able, finish-able things.

      But in your mind, they're often huge, possibly even insurmountable and plain annoying.

      When you take ESD, stuff gets done.

      Whatever it is you choose to do (or rather, whatever chooses you ... but that's another conversation), you will get it done because you are committed, determined, and will stop at nothing to Get It Done.

      You do it Every Single Day so just put it on the ESD Conveyor Belt™ and it will get done.

      Dear non-ESDers, I understand that probably sounds overly simplified. But it is simple. Just maybe not easy at first. Later on we'll cover how it can be both simple and easy, but for now, let's just stick with simple.

      It's also highly contagious.

      In case the door hinge didn't convince you … I've spent the last, oh, two months not putting up blinds in my son's room. It's now May and it's sunny so early in the morning and so late in the evening you'd think we live in Greenland. The blinds sat on the floor of his room all this time. We tripped over them, cursed them, and wondered why they hadn't been magically installed onto the windows.

      Then yesterday, it happened. We put one up. Now we're putting up the others. It took about 15 minutes and it was done.

      How can that be possible? How can we expend so much energy not doing something when it only takes a fraction of energy to get it done?

      BONUS: when you get it done, you no longer spend any energy on it.

      DOUBLE BONUS: you earn or gain energy because of the pride of accomplishment you feel. Not to mention the joy and relief that pours over you for having gotten it off of your plate--or your floor. You walk by those blinds and they practically inject adrenaline into your veins.

      It's weird math and science, but it's simple. Later, we'll work on easy. Stay tuned.

      But for now: banish procrastination and listen to the Nike ad men: Just Do It.

      
        	Possible: do it tomorrow

        	Impossible: do it yesterday

        	Repossible: do it today
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            The Conundrum of Comfortable

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I'm not interested in preserving the status quo; I want to overthrow it.

        Niccolo Machiavelli

      

        

      

      We’re about to enter the choppy waters of Part 3: Passion. There’s just one more chapter first, I promise. It’s the perfect ending to the Procrastination section: “No, I’m not ready yet! Just one more thing!”

      You often hear the heart-torturing stories of someone who has come back from the depths of hell to rise up and go above and beyond where they started.

      Samantha had always dreamt of being a professional bowler, but her house had just been swept away by the avalanche (only the bowling balls remained -- a sign!?).

      Her husband was kidnapped by evildoers.

      Her job at the accountancy agency dangled by a thread.

      Her doctor hinted that she might want to “get her affairs in order.”

      She struggled, she cried herself to sleep, she fought, she climbed, she ascended, and finally there she was, dirt in between her teeth, a dead cockroach in her hair, but she was at the summit and was beaming, glowing, at the top of her life and there was pounding music and fireworks and it was all glorious. She did it! She truly, actually did it.

      When she declared in a Facebook post that she was leaving the accountancy and going after her passion to go pro in bowling, the virtual crowds lifted her up on their virtual shoulders and paraded her through the virtual streets. She was on cloud nine. Everyone understood that after all of the torture and torment and terrible tragedy, this was a clear path to redemption. They applauded her bold move and the calls started coming in from talk shows for her to tell her story.

      Then there’s Fred. Fred actually sat in a cubicle near Samantha at the accountancy, but they were not close friends. Samantha was probably going to get fired, but Fred’s job was safe. In fact, Fred’s whole life was safe. His house was on the hill, so it didn’t get swept away. He was in pretty good health, at least that’s what his routine check-up said. He wasn’t really into bowling, but every single night on his drive home from work he dreamt of following his true, deep and pure passion: Macramé.

      He’d only told a few strangers, usually on airplanes, about his dream because he thought most people would think he was crazy. He’d done extensive research and was rather certain that there was a hole in the market for the variant called Cavandoli macramé. He had a secret business plan hidden in the bottom drawer of the bathroom, under the extra cotton balls. He even went so far as to meet with a business strategist about his idea and the strategist said, verbatim, “Fred, you’re hiding a goldmine here. Based on your numbers and your passion, you’d be an idiot not to pursue this dream of yours. Oh, and if you don’t do it, I might just do it myself. No offense.”

      But the accountancy needed him. He’d been there for seven years and he had good healthcare benefits and they had those everything bagels that were somehow toasted just right--he could never replicate that at home as much as he tried.

      He had conversations with himself on those long drives home at night. “Everyone would make fun of me. I mean, seriously, who does macramé? And then Cavandoli macramé? It sounds like an Italian yoga pose.”

      Every Single Night he tortured his soul in the silence and solitude of freeway traffic. Other than this “cute little side dream” of his, his life was perfect: a solid job with a good income, a perfect family life, a dog, they traveled to kind-of-exotic places on holiday, he even just bought a new weed whacker and when he wore his noise-cancelling headphones, the sound was blocked out and he could whack weeds in the garden and listen to his favorite podcast, “Machiavellian Macramé Master Class.” It was only 45 minutes and if he really got every corner of the garden meticulously, he could hear an entire episode. It was pure bliss.

      Fred was torn up inside. On the outside, his life was just fine. It was as it should be. On the inside, it was (WARNING: here comes a word that you might want to shield your eyes from): comfortable.

      Like a tar pit that slowly kept even the strongest of dinosaurs stuck in its sticky morass. Or a sand hill that was worse than two steps forward and one step back and it wasn’t even one step forward and two steps back. No no. This was the ultimate in torture: this sand hill where Fred parked his life was one step forward and one step back.

      It was a Groundhog Day of an existence. He secretly hoped he might get fired. When he heard about Samantha’s house getting swept away in the flood, he quietly accepted that his house was fine and he could continue on with the status quo--but why didn’t he buy on the lower part of the hill? Maybe that would have been the trigger that allowed his life to change.

      He waited, extremely patiently for some external force to sweep in and make that change. He even kept an eye out for it and would have welcomed it with open arms--even if it meant no more everything bagels.

      But it never came.

      As he drove home on yet another night in traffic, he wondered if that big external change would ever come. He turned up the volume on his podcast and slumped down in the driver’s seat.

      Who has it better off? Whose struggles are more “real”? Who are you? Who’s in the driver’s seat?

      
        	Possible: Fred

        	Impossible: Samantha

        	Repossible: You

      

      Overheard on the Street

      
        	“Yeah, my relationship is abusive, but it’s not that abusive.”

        	“I know, I know, I’ll get there. I’m just waiting for that little nudge to push me over the edge.”

        	“Well, it’s easy for you. Your dad died.”

        	“I don’t have time.”

        	“I’m not you.”

        	“Maybe I’ll start next year.”

        	“I’m going to retire in six years, I’ll think about it then.”

        	“Dude, I’m Fred. You wrote about me?”
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Passion is energy. Feel the power that comes from focusing on what excites you.

        Oprah Winfrey

      

        

      

      Of the sections of this book, Passion is either the easiest or the hardest.

      It’s the easiest if it’s crystal clear what your passion is. It’s also fairly easy if you have no idea: because you can figure it out.

      It’s the hardest if you think you know, but you’re doubting.

      Either way, it is terribly important. Vitally important.

      Think of the solar system. If you were to send an unmanned rocket to Jupiter, you’d set the coordinates just so, calculating distance and speed of the rotation of the earth and whatnot. But if you got the trajectory just a little bit wrong, you might end up on Mars. Bit of a problem for the rocket. Thankfully, what you’re doing is less scientific--but no less important.

      If your dream is to become a pianist but after a year you decide that it was actually, truly, and deep down that you wanted to become a hedge fund manager, it’s probably not too late. Or you’d like to lose a little weight. You want to stop biting your nails. Stop drinking. Take up Cavandoli macramé (I know a guy … ). Quit your job. Keep your job. Write a book. Compose music. You get the idea.

      More important than trajectory is lift off.

      You just need to get started.

      It’s honestly as simple as that.

      I think I experienced both the good news and the bad news of Passion at the same time. I knew exactly what my dream was yet at the same time, I didn’t pursue it.

      Like that darling tapeworm mentioned previously, it ate me up for years, decades even. How come if I knew my dream, I knew what my passion was, that I didn’t act on it? Oops, did we skip the chapters on Procrastination? Procrastination knows no end. Passion can also sit and fester. Together with Procrastination. In fact, I bet they’re big pals. I think they hang out inside of your head and laugh at how we think it’s one or the other and they continue laughing together knowing it’s a combination of both of them.

      If you’re still a little on the fence about what exactly it means, Passion, we can fix that.

      If you say that you don’t know what yours is, I understand. But if you say that you have no big dream that you are passionate about, then I believe you less.

      I believe that we were all born with dreams and passions and imaginations and creativity, but that our external world gnaws at them, grinds them down, and can even bury them so deep that we have trouble finding them or even believing that we have them.

      If you’re struggling to find your passion, think about what gives you energy. What do you do that you seem to do effortlessly? What makes time fly? What do you look forward to doing more of as soon as you finish doing it? What makes you smile? What do you raise your hand to volunteer for? What gives you goosebumps?

      Please note, if this wasn’t clear yet, this book is not “Find your Passion and Make a Million Dollars.” You’ll see by Part 6 that there are things ultimately more important (and fun and rewarding) than financial gain. Sure, chances are good that it’ll happen, but it’s more of a Side Effect than a result.

      The Passion I’m after goes deeper. I’m much more interested in you finding your joy, your happiness, your worth, your value, your freedom, your peace, your addition to the world. I don’t believe that you’ll do that by doing something you don’t love. Sure, it’s possible, but why bother? Yes, to pay the bills. I get that part. Important, too. But this is beyond bills.

      Here’s a test. Go talk to someone over the age of 80. Ask them what Passion is. Ask them what they regretted that they never did or didn’t do enough of. What were they happy they did? What are their memories about? What makes them happy now that made them happy then? If they don’t answer, ask them again. It’s there, you might have to dig a little.

      If you can’t find your answer with them or at least a better definition of what Passion means for you, imagine yourself beyond 80 years old.

      You’re sitting on a porch overlooking a lake, a glass of iced tea in your hand. You have a few minutes to yourself and you have a quick glance back over your life. You think about some of the things you did that made you most proud. The things that, at 80+ years old on that porch, still bring a tear to your eye and a shiver down your spine, the hair on your neck stand up and a smile that you can’t deny.

      You might get choked up because you’re so emotional that you can’t talk about it. But you will talk about it because it’s who you became--or didn’t become. It’s not just what you did, it’s who you were--or hopefully who you are even at 80+. What you choose to do or not do today is possibly that first step to the hairs standing up on your neck when you’re on that porch with the iced tea.

      That’s what I’m after. But I’m after it today. Not when I’m 80.

      Today.

      
        	Possible: love

        	Impossible: hate

        	Repossible: passion
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            How do you know if you’re ready to make “The Leap”?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        All growth is a leap in the dark, a spontaneous unpremeditated act without benefit of experience.

        Henry Miller

      

        

      

      Remember the rocket? Scary, right? If you’re concerned that you’re going to head off into the wrong trajectory, just stop that thinking right now. Feel better?

      It’s much more important to take action, take a step, make the leap.

      Pardon me for I know I just mentioned “take a step” and then “make the leap” in the same sentence. In a way, they’re the same at the point where we are now (which is, by the way, the very beginning). But the small step, the tiny little movement of a toe in a the direction of your dream is the equivalent of a huge leap to you.

      “That's one small step for [a] man, one giant leap for mankind.” -- Neil Armstrong

      The secret to this step is just that: it can be miniscule. It can be barely discernible. At this point, it might even be a thought or a change of thought. You might just switch a tiny place in your brain where you used to say “No way.” and now you say “Maybe.”

      The Passion is there. We know that. Check. But it’s allowing it to surface. The tiny step, the leap, might be as seemingly insignificant as allowing it to surface, succumbing to the years that it has plagued you, allowing it to exist.

      Maybe “The Leap” is a different chapter for you. Maybe it could be called “The Push.” I was dragged unwillingly into a 30-Day Experiment to Write Every Day that scared me so much I was sick to my stomach. Maybe we all need that push--or pull. Maybe we don’t need it. Maybe we know we’re ready.

      A friend pointed me to a podcast about people who make Big Changes in their lives. Have a listen to The Leap: Episode 4: The Improbable Transformation of a Punk Pioneer (https://goo.gl/ZWp6Qp). Here's an excerpt:

      
        
        
        “So now that I'm working on this podcast about people who make dramatic changes, I'm starting to realize something about them. Many people who leap are not agonizers. They don't spend a lot of time considering the other hand, they're not crippled by regrets. And I just don't get that because I'm a regretter and for me there is always another hand to worry over, which is probably why I've never played guitar in a genre-breaking band or became a tech executive.”

        Judy Campbell of The Leap

      

        

      

      I think we’re safe to sum it up as a "gut feeling." It's much more a decision of the heart over one of the mind. It's not necessarily rational and it might seem crazy to others and downright insane to those who don't understand.

      Do you feel it enough to make the leap? What if we just renamed “The Leap” to “A Tiny Little Shuffle of My Big Toe?”

      
        	Possible: step

        	Impossible: leap

        	Repossible: move forward
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            You do it even when you don’t want to.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Passion is one great force that unleashes creativity, because if you're passionate about something, then you're more willing to take risks.

        Yo-Yo Ma

      

        

      

      You do it even when you don't think it's helping. You do it when you are pretty certain it’s a complete waste of time. You do it when no one is watching, when no one cares, and you’re not even sure if you still care.

      But you do.

      So you do it.

      I'm coming across more and more ESDers who do what they do Every Single Day because it has become who they are. There are:

      
        	Writers who write Every Single Day,

        	Business owners who meditate Every Single Day,

        	Athletes who train Every Single Day.

      

      They know they don't need to do it every day. If they missed a day, they are bothered, but it won't break them, but they won't miss two--and they probably even try to make up for the day they missed even though they know it doesn't really matter.

      It's a choice. You choose to whine or you choose to improve.

      Sometimes, they don't feel like it. Sometimes they think it's not helping. Maybe they think it was all a big waste of time and they're heading down the wrong path. Occasionally they doubt what they're doing. Maybe they even doubt who they are. But they keep doing it.

      It's so much more than "do." You might say that they do it because they "believe." But at some point, the “do” turns into “believe” and at some point it becomes “know.” They're not just guessing that it's working, they know. They might not even be able to prove it or do a PowerPoint presentation on it, but they also don't need to. It becomes something that they no longer need to prove to anyone else because it's bigger than that.

      Maybe I don't feel like it. Maybe I don't want to. Maybe I think I'm wasting my time and it's all been just a big mirage. Maybe I doubt. Maybe.

      Early on in the Passion phase, ESDers like to hear about other people who would rather do something else because it reduces the competition. Later on, true ESDers think more about cooperation and even cultivation over competition.

      The passion needs to be larger than doubt. When you dig down into your heart and you see the two battling it out, who wins? The passion or the doubt?

      It might not be over in a single battle. It’s the war we’re interested in. Stay strong.

      
        	Possible: want

        	Impossible: should

        	Repossible: must
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            I motivated him to start. He was inspired to stay.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        People often say that motivation doesn't last. Well, neither does bathing - that's why we recommend it daily.

        Zig Ziglar

      

        

      

      You can’t force inspiration. But you can force motivation which can lead to inspiration.

      You can push or you can be pulled.

      I pretty much forced my son into a four-day intensive basketball camp.

      “You’ll like it, I promise,” I told him, knowing how much he loves basketball. He is coordinated and has some talent, but he’s not a big believer in practice. Or physical activity.

      “It’s vacation; I want to chill.”

      “Chill means doing absolutely nothing in front of a screen,” I replied.

      “Exactly,” he said with pride that dad understood.

      “It’ll be fun. You want to have some fun.”

      “I’m not going.”

      “You’ll love it.“

      “I’ll hate it.”

      “You’re going.”

      He wasn’t thrilled to say the least. But he succumbed. And after day three, after eight hours on the court just that one day, we couldn’t get him off.

      That’s motivation transforming into inspiration.

      Let’s define a few terms:

      
        
        
        Motivate: to provide with a motive, or a cause or reason to act; incite; impel

      

        

      

      
        
        
        Inspire: to fill with an animating, quickening, or exalting influence; to communicate or suggest by a divine or supernatural influence

      

        

      

      Motivation is sweat and pushing.

      Inspiration is sweet and pulling.

      Motivation is what you do until you are inspired.

      What can you do about it today? How can you get inspired? Motivate. What’s the only thing you have control over? Motivation. What are you hoping to achieve? Inspiration.

      Go to the basketball camp even if you don’t want to. Be inspired through your motivation. Get better because you’re there, because you want to, you’re trying to. At some point, the shift will tilt in your direction and you’ll be able to stop pushing and start enjoying the pull of something greater. That’s inspiration. It will come. Be persistent, patient, and passionate.

      
        	Possible: motivate

        	Impossible: inspire from thin air

        	Repossible: motivate to inspire
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            The only productivity tip you’ll ever need.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I wake up very early in the morning. I like to start in the dark, and I never work at night, because my brain is evaporated by 4 P.M.

        Alice Sebold

      

        

      

      If you haven’t woken up to this productivity tip, you’re asleep at the wheel.

      (That’s a little productivity humor from a morning person. The rib-tickling comedy will grow on you. Keep reading.)

      It doesn’t matter what you’re looking to improve in:

      
        	Making more money,

        	Getting healthier or more fit,

        	Making the basketball team,

        	Being happier,

        	Writing a spectacular novel,

        	Changing directions in your life,

        	Losing weight.

      

      It’s just one trick and you’re better off. It’s also not mutually exclusive. Meaning that if you use this technique you can still use other techniques. In fact, I encourage it. This will be the basis for all other techniques and eventually those other methods will fall away after they’ve done their job.

      This isn’t a job or a task or even really a trick--except in the sense that it’s something like magic. If you cringe the first time you hear it, it’s OK, it will get easier.

      If it makes you feel better, you can pay me $97 for letting you in on the secret. Or we could have eight weekly phone calls over two months. Or I could write a book and cite sources and research and experts. If I do it that way, you might actually believe me more. It might soak deeper into your core and you’ll more quickly adapt to the new life you’ve created.

      But I don’t have time for all of that. Here we are in a chapter of the book and let’s just get this over with. I’m just going to tell you the big secret.

      Ready? Don’t cringe. Don’t panic. Don’t run. Let it soak in.

      Wake up earlier.

      I didn’t even bold it. Part of that was so that people didn’t read ahead through all of my dramatic build up to something so painfully easy it sounds easily painful.

      There are deeper additional instructions on top of just waking up earlier,* but for now, know that it’s as simple as this. I challenge you, without giving you any more advisement on what to actually do with that extra time in the morning, to set the alarm one hour earlier than normal and simply work on a practical aspect of striving towards your goal or dream.

      If you just can’t figure out how to get that extra hour in the morning, take it in the evening. Kids in bed, dishes washed, ready? Make it your hour.

      Sounds simple, right?

      That’s because it is.

      * I’m just kidding about the deeper instructions. There are no “deeper instructions.” One of the tools of ESDers is finding more time in the day and I just gave you the key to the secret antechamber. Boom. Just like that.

      
        	Possible: sleep

        	Impossible: sleep work (like sleep walking, but working)

        	Repossible: wake up
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            What if you had one decision less to make Every Single Day?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Sometimes you make the right decision, sometimes you make the decision right.

        Phil McGraw

      

        

      

      How many decisions do we make on a daily basis? What if we subtracted just one?

      But we did it Every Single Day?

      That would be 30 fewer decisions per month, 365 fewer per year. Think of the extra time, energy, and focus you will have. Not would have but will have.

      Did you catch that? You just made one decision less.

      It's not whether or not you're going to do something because you've now got that covered. It might be when you'll do it in the day, but that's such a small decision and not an "if" decision but a "when" decision and those are details.

      Once you decide that you're going to join the ESD Movement, you'll be dissecting a part of your brain and tossing it in the recycling. You'll have one less decision, one big decision less per day, every day.

      ESD > TEOD

      You no longer have to think about if you're going to do it at all today or debate with yourself whether today or tomorrow is better. If yesterday you really should have, but didn’t, and then since you didn’t do it yet today you'll do double time later today, but by later today you’re no longer really sure when you did it the day before yesterday and whether or not that still counts as Twice Every Other Day or even Once Every Third Day and if making up twice on the second and a half day, you’ll soon not only be convinced that Every Single Day is simpler than Twice Every Other Day (TEOD) but you’ll be yearning for it.

      If the theoretical case above isn't clear enough, here's a Real World example.

      Let's find a test case. Anyone? Anyone? Hmm. OK, fine: me.

      On November 1, 2012, a decision was made for me when I started a 30-Day Experiment to Write Every Day for 30 days. Well, OK, I agreed, but reluctantly. I didn't really want to start down a path because I wasn't sure what was going to happen, if I could really do it, and I thought I might fail miserably. I was just plain scared.

      Scared of failure and deeper down and I wouldn’t have admitted it but possibly scared of success. It was all just safer to talk about and not actually truly do. Sheesh, that sounds like reasons enough to Just Don’t Do It, right?

      I should mention at this point that we're talking about a tough decision, one that you don't take lightly and in fact, you'd rather not make at all because it will have more to do with who you become than what you're doing Every Single Day.

      There's a factor, a power, a deeper force at play here because you know that you actually can't not do this thing you're lamenting, that you're hemming and hawing about, that you just can't decide to do or not. I get it. I've been there. I didn't want to start either. Because starting opens you to failure.

      If you don't start, you can't lose.

      Well, sorry, but you can.

      Only if you start, can you progress, can you turn your Once In A While decision into an Every Single Day mantra that you live by. That annoying little guy on one of your shoulders will be obliterated by the angel with the tattoo on the other shoulder who takes over and has made that decision for you. It's now done. It's no longer a decision, but a part of what you do and soon it will be a part of who you are.

      I know: scary. Get over it. Or get out of the way to let the next one through who has already made the decision to go for it Every Single Day. The choice is yours.

      Wanna know the secret? You only have to make the decision once. You decide to do it Every Single Day and you no longer have to make the decision ever again. See how that worked out nicely like that?

      Bonus Numbers Section for the Math Geeks

      Let's say that 1 decision took just 1 minute. If we factored in not only time but unavailable brain power plus the stress on the system of "indecision" and stress, it is worth at least 3 minutes. Not to mention the positive effect that having already made that decision has on your nervous system gaining the ease of clarity and certainty, I would go so far as to say that this decision (to have already made the decision!) would actually gain time lost. So could this mean that we are turning back time and that this process not only doesn't cost you time, but earns you time. Could it be that we gain time? Are we making time? Are we creating more time than exists?

      I told you it was for Math Geeks. Maybe it's for Existential Math Geeks--they have a different Facebook Group.

      
        	Possible: twice every other day

        	Impossible: yesterday

        	Repossible: every single day
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            You can run, but you can’t hide.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        You have to take risks. We will only understand the miracle of life fully when we allow the unexpected to happen.

        Paulo Coelho

      

        

      

      You know the old saying, but it digs deep when you learn what you’re truly hiding from.

      You can run, but you can’t hide from:

      
        	Your dreams,

        	Your passion,

        	Yourself.

      

      Just to play fair, here are things you can easily run and hide from:

      
        	What others want (and/or expect) from you,

        	Peer pressure,

        	Sticking to a diet (or a plan or regimen etc.),

        	Most everything else.

      

      You can run. You can hide. But you can’t run and hide.

      Everything else you can outrun or outlast or outfox or out-something. But you can’t outrun yourself. You can’t hide from who you truly are. The solution? Let’s cut to the chase:

      Give In.

      Stop all the running and hiding. Stop playing games. The torture, the torment, the challenges, the decisions, the back and forth. Give in (but don’t give up) and allow, even if just for a second, that real dream to seep through.

      It may be that you are the only one who knows what this is. That you’re the only one who knows it exists within you. In fact, it’s quite probable. On the one hand, that makes things a little easier because if no one is expecting anything from you because they don’t know about it, you’d think that it would make it easier to hide.

      But it’s like putting masking tape over the oil light in the car. You’re just applying a Band-Aid solution. You’re hiding from the real issue, you’re masking over the deeper drive at hand.

      So give in, live a little. You don’t have to tell anyone what you’re doing (at least not yet). Just that you know that you’ve opened the can of worms, that you’ve cracked open the dam to just let a trickle through. Just a smidgen. It will be scary, relieving, and magnificent all at the same time.

      
        	Possible: masking tape over oil light

        	Impossible: masking tape fixes oil problem

        	Repossible: change the oil
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            Perseverance
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I do not think that there is any other quality so essential to success of any kind as the quality of perseverance. It overcomes almost everything, even nature.

        John D. Rockefeller

      

        

      

      If you thought Part 3: Passion was difficult, Part 4 is going to hurt.

      On the other hand, if Part 3 was extremely painful, you’re probably not even reading this as you’ve given up on your dream, moved to a country house in Vermont, and this page is being used as kindling for your roaring fire.

      However, if Part 3 was easy for you, Part 4 is going to be even easier.

      If you’ve come this far in this book, you already realize that Passion provides energy. It’s a source of energy, not a consumer of it. If you have found a Passion or at least something that provides energy, then Perseverance is just keeping it going.

      Whereas Passion may have gotten you started on running the marathon, even helped you register and put the number bib on with those tiny safety pins, Perseverance is what’s going to get you to the finish line.

      Part 5: Patience, just as a teaser, is what’s going to take you over the finish line. Part 6: Play is the after party. (We’re not invited just yet, sorry.)

      Perseverance can mean that you go longer than you think necessary, longer than you want to, longer than you think possible.

      Perseverance is the important step when you go beyond what you even thought imaginable back in the Passion stage.

      Scary, I know.

      But if you’re OK with things like the unknown and the future and your Passion is clear, the Perseverance often means you’re a kid in the candy store and the owner just whispered in your ear that you can stay as long as you want.

      
        	Possible: turn around

        	Impossible: finish without starting

        	Repossible: chew an energy bar and get on with it

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            22

          

          
            If you could practice more, would you?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        In theory there is no difference between theory and practice. In practice there is.

        Yogi Berra

      

        

      

      Do you want to get better?

      If you could practice all the time, would you? If you're doing what you love, do you even bother to call it practice?

      Do you want to get better than the next guy or do you want to get better? Or both?

      What's the joke about how fast do you need to go to outrun a bear? Faster than your friend.

      Is it a competition? I don't know, is it? Is it for you? Do you want to be better because you enjoy doing it or do you want to be better for an "external" reason (e.g. praise, money, fame, competition)?

      Does practice really make perfect? Do you care? What's perfect anyway?

      What are you shooting for? Perfection? Good luck with that. Perfection is overrated. Perfection is some imaginary destination and we all know that the destination is overrated and the journey is the destination.

      You know that, right?

      Go ahead and practice. See what happens.

      
        	Possible: practice

        	Impossible: perfect

        	Repossible: perseverance
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            Today is a whole lot easier to see as yesterday than as tomorrow.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        The best preparation for tomorrow is doing your best today.

        H. Jackson Brown, Jr.

      

        

      

      It's today. It's up to you what you call it.

      Here's one of those nasty things that is simple but not easy. You have three elements: yesterday, today, and tomorrow. Each powerful in its own way.

      Quick refresher class on time:

      
        
        
        Yesterday: This is what you call what came before today. It's over, done, finished.

      

        

      

      
        
        
        Today: Now. Not before, not after. TIP: the only one you can do something with.

      

        

      

      
        
        
        Tomorrow: Not quite here yet, what comes later than now. You can't actually do anything with it. Yet.

      

        

      

      Simple words. You use them every single day. Yesterday. Today. Tomorrow. Let's ask some simple questions (careful, some of you might be offended):

      
        	What did you do yesterday?

        	Who are you today?

        	Are your plans for tomorrow different from the plans for today? Different from yesterday?

      

      Which questions make you smile? Which ones make you cringe? Which one made you want to stop reading?

      It's a potentially vicious circle. If you didn't do yesterday what you then said you would do (back when you called it today) now it's today and there is no longer an opportunity to do what you wanted to do yesterday. It's over, it's done, there is no turning back the clock. No, really.

      Aha, but you have tomorrow. In your back pocket. Your secret weapon. It's always there, isn't it? Always at the ready as the backup plan. Awesome. I have it in my back pocket too.

      
        
        
        Spoiler Alert: this is where it gets nasty. You might want to avert your eyes.

      

        

      

      Where does that leave us? Oh yes, not yesterday, been there. Not quite tomorrow, although we're both anticipating it with boundless energy and possibly even passion. That’s when the Procrastination Workshop starts. But that’s not it either. I'm going to spill the beans: all that's left is today.

      It's the only one of the three that you can work with. It's the only one that you have control over.

      Yesterday is too late. Tomorrow will never be here. No, honestly, by definition tomorrow never comes. There is only today. Do you see the choice?

      Do you see that there actually is no choice?

      There is today, now, the present moment, this moment that you're reading this. This is it.

      It's up to you. What are you going to do with it?

      
        	Possible: tomorrow

        	Impossible: yesterday

        	Repossible: today
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            Because “Every other day plus weekends” is too complicated.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        We are what we repeatedly do. Excellence, then, is not an act, but a habit.

        Aristotle

      

        

      

      "Only brush the teeth you want to keep," says the dentist.

      Do you agree with the following statements?

      
        	Only pursue your dream on days when you really feel inspired.

        	Don't write when you know it's going to be crap--wait for inspiration to strike.

        	Only work out when it feels good.

      

      Consistency breeds creativity.

      If you keep at it, the good stuff will come. You won't write a masterpiece every day. You might not lose a pound this week, but you're working on it.

      Bite-size change that you create Every Single Day is truckloads more powerful than anything you might dream up every other Thursday evening.

      
        
        
        “This whole Every Single Day thing, isn't it a little much? I mean, really, every single one? C'mon, give a guy a break!”

      

        

      

      If you've read this far, you might be onto something. This isn't for the faint of heart--this is for the heart.

      Every Single Day isn't for something you have to do, it's for something you want to do.

      But in fact, you want to do it so much that you have to do it. You have to because you can't not do it. It's a part of you and if you don't do it then you're not who you are--or at least who you know yourself to be. Until you want to be Every Single Day then you are not every single day and if you're not it every day then when are you it? On Tuesdays? Thursdays? What about weekends?

      Get over the complexity and be who you are Every Single Day. We're not talking about losing 10 pounds, we're talking about becoming a healthy body. We're not talking about writing a book, we're talking about being an author. We're not talking about talking about someone you're not, we're talking about living, breathing, and being that person who you are.

      When given the choice, it's really Every Single Day or never. I'm not forcing your hand, you're not forcing your hand. Only you know who you are; and what you need to do which will evolve into what you want to do to then what you can't not do to who you are.

      Simple, right? Every Single Day.

      Questions from the Front Lines

      In case these same questions were rolling around in your mind, here are some answers.

      
        
        
        "Every Single Day is too much. Can't I create a habit working less frequently?"

      

        

      

      Did you mean odd days or even days? What happens when it's the 31st and then the 1st, do I still have to do it? If you're using the words "too much" and "working" then you're in the wrong seminar. We're not talking about short-term change, we're talking about long-term transformation.

      
        
        
        "My Sundays are for me."

      

        

      

      Who, exactly are you doing this for, anyway, if not you? If you're doing it for someone else, then it's not going to be a long-term change no matter what you're doing. It’s a chore and you’re going to find a way out. We’re looking for a way in.

      
        
        
        “Can I skip a day if I'm on a deserted island and in bed with Dengue fever?”

      

        

      

      You can do whatever you want. You're not doing this for me, you're doing this for you. I don't care if you miss a day, I care if you care that you miss a day.

      ESD Police Force

      There is no “ESD Police.” Well, not yet.

      There is no eye in the sky who will see that you missed a day, that you truly were on that desert island with Dengue Fever. Oh, you’d like some ESD Police? Here’s the police: tell people what you’re doing. Make it public. Even if you start small and only tell a handful of people. Let others know that you’re on a path towards change.

      They’ll get a kick out of it. At some point, you’ll kick them out of it.

      
        	Possible: every other day

        	Impossible: Thursday evenings of months that end in “-ember”

        	Repossible: Every Single Day
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            You’ll never again say, “Oh well. Another day where I didn’t get it done.”

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Hope is the belief we might get it done, and faith is the knowledge we will get it done.

        Tom Shadyac

      

        

      

      Because you do it every day. No, sorry, Every Single Day.

      Have you ever had days where, at the end of the day, you say to yourself something like, "Dang it, I again didn't get it done. I'll do it tomorrow." There are variations on the theme:

      
        	Ugh, I didn't manage to get started today.

        	Oops, I missed a day. I'll catch up tomorrow.

        	Sundays don't really count. Do they?

        	I truly wanted to start tomorrow. I'll absolutely do it tomorrow.

      

      When you have had the Every Single Day device surgically implanted in your skull, you'll never have to worry about saying things like that ever again. In fact, the device triggers dopamine production in the brain and you tend to smile ever so slightly when you hear phrases like this from other people. We've been working on a fix for that particular side effect, but on the other hand, we've had feedback that ... people kinda like it.

      You see, when you get the ESD implant, you get it done. You don't have those regrets at the end of the day. You don't have them in the morning either, like a hangover, when you're pretty sure you didn't get it done the day before. Because you did get it done the day before. Because you'll get it done today. Because that's who you've become.

      The implant changes your physiology. It truly, actually, and physically changes your body, how your mind works and, depending on what you believe you're made up of, it can change who you are. Crazy, I know.

      Imagine. A person who gets it done. The woman who is the one people count on because she'll get it finished. In fact, you don't even have to ask her to double check, you just know because she's the one you can count on. Imagine that this person could be you. Then imagine that person is you. Then stop imagining and get it done.

      We do need beta testers for the project. It doesn't hurt. Well, it doesn't hurt much. It depends on your perspective on pain. It might actually hurt a lot. But it might change who you are. Is it worth it? That's what we're going to find out.

      What if you were the person who said things like this:

      
        	Of course I got it done today.

        	Oh, I don't need an extra day. It's finished.

        	By the time the day is over, it will be started.

        	You can count on me. I'm the kind of person who gets it done. Without asking. No reminders. Every Single Day.

      

      If you already say these kinds of things, please sign up for our Masters of Time, Space, and Dimension Workshop.

      If you're not quite there yet, but are still skeptical because, ahem, you can't really decide on it until tomorrow, sign up to get the release date and we'll let you know when you can start becoming the person you know you are.

      HINT: the answer will always be “Tomorrow.”

      
        	Possible: We’ll Get to it Tomorrow (Advanced Procrastination)

        	Impossible: It Started Yesterday Workshop

        	Repossible: Masters of Time, Space, and Dimension Workshop
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            The “how” no longer matters.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Knowledge is of no value unless you put it into practice.

        Anton Chekhov

      

        

      

      To experience the highest levels of meditation, it doesn't matter what chair you're sitting in.

      It's OK if the chair isn't your favorite, if your headphones only work through one ear, and you only have half an hour before you have to wake up the kids.

      ESD for Biology

      To learn biology, you don't need to sit at the table and take notes with a pen and paper. It's perfectly acceptable--even enviable--to walk through the woods and learn the chart of arthropods while watching your dog search for frogs.

      To get better at basketball, the rim doesn't need a net, the ball can have a bulge in it, and you can wear your flip-flops.

      When you practice Every Single Day, "how it's done" no longer matters. It only matters that you're doing the work.

      Let me be the first to say that this does not mean that "going through the motions" is the same as "giving it all you've got." There's a scale, a spectrum, and, usually, the only person who is going to know if you're "cheating" is you.

      On the other hand, after you become a gold-star rated ESDer, you have to give less and less effort to get to that same level of performance. Through your daily practice, be it in meditation, basketball, or biology, your brain has a grasp on the basics and you don't need to learn those every time. You advance as you go along and have to do less and less work to get to higher and higher levels.

      Study Biology While Walking in the Woods

      My son is 13. Enough said about the harsh laboratory testing conditions.

      He thinks that studying means that we have to sit at his desk and "work hard." Good boy! But after a certain amount of time, you're allowed (encouraged even) to change the scenery, to rock the boat, the stir things up.

      After you build a foundation for your practice, it actually helps to change things up. Your brain knows that you're going to be studying biology and can handle the change. In fact, it becomes so good at learning that you no longer have to try so hard. You can walk at the same time, throw a stick to the dog, and still remember that an example of an arachnid is a spider.

      If we take something like meditation or writing, it's extremely fun to make sure that Everything is Perfect before you begin. But let's be honest here: we're really just looking for excuses to get started.

      "Oh, I don't have the right pencil to take notes for my book. Can't start! Oh well!"

      You know--and only you know--when you're making excuses and when you're ready to go.

      The scene, the surroundings, the atmosphere matter less and less as you practice the Every Single Day method. It's about doing the work, about getting to the basics of what you're striving towards and everything else will fall away.

      
        	Learn biology for your exam.

        	Meditate to a higher level.

        	Improve your basketball shot.

      

      Force things for a while until they become habit. Once it kicks in (and you'll just know), then you play with the variables. But get first to the core, get it down pat.

      Oh, and do it Every Single Day.

      
        	Possible: study in your chair

        	Impossible: wait for lightning to strike

        	Repossible: learn at all costs under any circumstances
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            Practice is Perfect

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Practice is everything. This is often misquoted as Practice makes Perfect.

        Periander

      

        

      

      If you're waiting around for perfection, take a seat and brew some tea. It's going to be a while.

      "Practice, practice, practice. Oh when oh when am I going to get there?"

      This squarely falls into the "Simple But Not Easy" category, but it's a mindset shift, a slight change of the angle of perception. It's still doing the same thing, but seeing it in a different light.

      Practice Doesn't Make Perfect. Practice is Perfect.

      Let's take my dear friend the marathon runner. One might think, well, he might even think, that the marathon, or worse yet, some certain time goal for completing that marathon, is his goal--or his perfect.

      I'm just going to blurt it out in hopes it might sink in through blunt simplicity: his practice is his perfection.

      When he is practicing, when he is running, he is perfect. He not only has already achieved his goal, he repeatedly achieves his goal. How often? Do you really have to ask? Every Single Day.

      This is even crazier, but he might even achieve his perfect when he reaches that completion time. But then what? Has he reached perfection? Yay! Oh, but now what?

      Yeah, exactly. Now what?

      Could it be that reaching perfection could even be a "bad" thing? Marathon guy might then do what? He could either:

      
        	Keep going and strive for better finish times.

        	Be satisfied with his achievement and stay level.

        	Relish in the accomplishment and slow down or quit altogether (as he achieved his goal, so he's done and can move on).

      

      What if his Practice were his Perfect?

      What if, Every Single Day, he achieved his goal? What if it weren't necessarily the goal in the most commonly used sense of the word, but it was just a habit or running was just a part of who he had become? What if running were the goal? Running became just a part of what he does, who he is, and now he can build on top of that and become more because he is achieving his goal all of the time and it's taking little or no effort or decision-making power or striving or trying?

      He is building a solid foundation from which he can further excel. But we're not talking about speed or strength or even health or benefits.

      When has he reached perfection?

      When perfection is no longer his goal.

      The practice is his perfection. He has risen above the "end goal" and is to a point where it is not a question of whether or not he achieves some time or some physical shape or something that occurs now and again.

      The secret, if you've dared to read this chapter, is that he will then achieve those goals, the time, the health, the whatever it is that he wanted, but they are just icing on the cake and, sure, he enjoys them, but his perfection is his practice. His wins and successes are par for the course, they are just side effects of his consistent perfection.

      
        	Possible: practice

        	Impossible: perfection without practice

        	Repossible: practice is perfect
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            Learning is Cumulative

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Excellence is an art won by training and habituation. We do not act rightly because we have virtue or excellence, but we rather have those because we have acted rightly. We are what we repeatedly do. Excellence, then, is not an act but a habit.

        Aristotle

      

        

      

      We are what we repeatedly do.

      Like training for a marathon, you don’t start training the day before. You build on what you’ve already done.

      Every day you’re better. Even when you think you have a “bad day” you still have a day that is a step further along than the day before and a step closer to where you’re heading.

      You don’t just start First Grade without having completed Kindergarten. Your learning is based on what you learned before and everything new is based on the foundation you have been building on. You can’t just learn step 5 before getting through steps 1 through 4.

      Here’s the secret. Even on a bad day, even when you think you’re not making any progress, even when you think you might even be regressing, you’re moving forward. Through mistakes, you learn. With failure, you learn what success means. Through Every Single Day you’re learning, improving, and moving forward.

      Here’s an even bigger secret. As you practice, as you learn, at some point the “basics” of what you’re doing become automatic. You no longer have to think about what you used to have to spend energy and thought on because your brain has learned it and you now do it automatically.

      This can be hard to grasp when you’re starting out because it just seems too difficult.

      Let’s take skiing. At first, you can barely stand. You fall over just steps away from the ski rental office. But each day you learn a new skill and you no longer have to think about the very first basics. Soon you’re learning more advanced techniques and your brain is freed up to learn those because it’s no longer busy with the basics.

      The basics become built in, a part of you, automated.

      Because you no longer have to think about the basics, you can now focus on moving higher, getting better, and, here’s the best part: you reach a level where you seek even higher goals, goals that you couldn’t imagine back when you started.

      The hard part is that you need to train your brain on the basics. You can’t just skip ahead. It needs to learn it, it needs to be ingrained and become automatic and then and only then can you progress.

      When you’re starting out, this part is hard to believe but at some point, you are seeking goals and limits that you didn’t even know existed back when you started.

      Passion only gets you so far. Perseverance will get you to levels never before understood. In the next section, Patience, we’ll go where you have never even imagined.

      
        	Possible: practice

        	Impossible: progress

        	Repossible: practice and progress
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            The $23,135 Recurring Passive Income Post

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I write one page of masterpiece to ninety-one pages of sh*t. I try to put the sh*t in the wastebasket.

        Ernest Hemingway

      

        

      

      I wrote one post and it has earned me over $20,000.

      This is what I usually hear when I tell the story of my goldmine post:

      
        	“The post must have been epic!”

        	“You must have worked on it for months!”

        	“You certainly tricked out the SEO and bought ads to promote it!”

        	“At least you expected it to be so popular!”

        	“It must have been a really sexy and hot topic!”

      

      Sorry, none of the above is what happened. Here’s the big reveal:

      One of my hundreds of posts hit the jackpot.

      Over a course of several years, I wrote (usually really boring) posts about marketing topics and technical how-to stuff. I wrote lots of them. This was even before I was bitten by the ESD bug. Back then, I was on the Every Other Monday Except Holidays (EOMEH) schedule.

      I wrote them to help my clients with marketing and technical mumbo jumbo. I also didn’t really want to walk through the fix with each client on the phone separately so I wrote them up and posted them on my site.

      Hundreds of the posts got little traffic. Some got more. A few hit it big. One, just one, made all that cash.

      How did I know that this particular post was going to be the big winner?

      I didn’t.

      Why didn’t I just write the posts that would be big winners?

      I’m not that clever.

      Why didn’t I skip the other 99 posts and write the 1 that hit the big time?

      I needed to write the total of 100 because I didn’t know which one was the good one.

      Do you see where this is going? You can’t just run the marathon. You have to train for it. You don’t know which of your products is going to sell, so you test them, try them out, put them up for sale.

      But they need to be out there. You can’t hide this all in your mind and magically, one day it will be revealed which one is the golden egg.

      
        	You run Every Single Day to stay in shape.

        	You write Every Single Day because it feeds your imagination.

        	You meditate Every Single Day because it lifts your soul.

        	You _____________ Every Single Day because it _____________ .

      

      Hemingway couldn’t just choose to write one page of masterpiece. He had to write the ninety-one pages first to then sift through it and find the one good one.

      If you keep at it, you can turn the ratio in your favor and at some point, maybe you only have to write ninety pages, then eighty-nine …

      
        	Possible: wait for perfection

        	Impossible: win every time

        	Repossible: let it all out
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            Oh baby, it’s cold outside. (AKA: No one will notice if we don’t do this.)

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I've known entrepreneurs who were not great salespeople, or didn't know how to code, or were not particularly charismatic leaders. But I don't know of any entrepreneurs who have achieved any level of success without persistence and determination.

        Harvey Mackay

      

        

      

      There are so many reasons (aka excuses) we shouldn’t do this.

      But we have done, we do, we will do.

      My son and I wanted to practice some basketball. Let’s do a quick roll call, see who else is in attendance:

      
        	It’s really cold outside.

        	No one else is out here (see point #1).

        	No one is forcing us to go outside.

        	No one will notice if we do it--or if we don’t.

        	It’s below freezing. That means water turns to ice, fingers turn into sticks, and there aren’t even puddles, but little frozen ice rinks for ants (refer to #1).

        	It might not help us improve.

        	Maybe we’ll break a finger (see #5).

        	We want to get better and we’re curious to know how to get there.

        	It’s warmer inside.

        	They have hot fries in the deep fryer at Kwalitaria. Calling out our names, waiting on us, patiently. Did we mention they were hot?

        	Something larger than us is pulling us outside to practice.

        	It’s not as accurate to shoot with gloves on.

        	I think the basketball is frozen and will explode.

      

      That settles it. Let’s see, it’s about 11-2 in favor of the let’s-just-stay-inside-and-say-that-we-went-out.

      Which are the 2? Can you find them? Maybe it’s only 1. Maybe 1 will beat out the other 12. Maybe 1 student will beat out the other 12. Maybe 1 team will win over the rest of the 12 other teams. One book will rocket to the top. One artist will rise above the others. One person just wants it more.

      Because you can’t stop learning, won’t stop soaking it up, can only get stronger, smarter, better, faster and have more and more fun doing it.

      Maybe you have a #14 that drives you. Maybe your own #14 is stronger than the other 13 and the next 13 to come. Do you recognize it? Can you put your finger on it? It’s OK if you can’t, it’s perfectly fine if you can’t put a label on it--labels are overrated anyway. It’s a knowing that ranks higher than any doing or trying or even being.

      What’s your one thing that’s keeping you moving? Keeping you not only in the game, but maybe even on top of your game?

      For me, it’s a combination of #11 with a heaping dose of #8. For my son, who wanted to go out in the first place, I think it’s #11, then #8, but they could all just go down in flames because #10 is right in front of him.

      
        	Possible: try

        	Impossible: hope

        	Repossible: know
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            Patience

          

        

      

    

    
      Don’t worry, this section isn’t so long.

      Just making sure you still have your sense of humor.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            31

          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Beware the fury of a patient man.

        John Dryden

      

        

      

      If Perseverance was torture, this is just salt in the wound. Or wounds. Yeah, sorry.

      But if Perseverance was like the time when you were on a long bike ride and at some point you no longer realized you were still pedaling, then this is going to be fun.

      You see, dear reader, you have done the hard part--or at least what you thought was the hard part before you started. The “hard part” before you joined the ESD cult, I mean, team, was stuff like:

      
        	taking the first step,

        	hard work,

        	blood, sweat, and tears,

        	suffering,

        	waiting (usually while suffering, maybe bleeding),

        	long hours,

        	torturous labor,

        	etc.

      

      You get the idea. Hard stuff. Not fun stuff. If that’s what the Perseverance section was for you, I’m terribly sorry, but someone had to do it. Well, we all have to do it.

      Well, sort of.

      For most of us, we get stuck in Part 4: Perseverance. We grind it out, we work hard, we sweat, we bleed, we cry, we panic, we no longer care and then … we give up. That’s where Part 5 comes in: Patience.

      I see the Patience section as something of a sly, aloof, but secretly brilliant sports coach. The coach is going to wait until you’ve exerted all of your energy, you’ve given it your absolute best, and you can’t give any more. You want to give up. He truly wouldn’t really care if you give up. You’re just about to give up. In fact, you might be walking towards the coach on the other side of the gym floor to give up, to say you quit, to tell him it’s just too much for you and you can’t handle it because you don’t know what to do anymore, you can’t work any harder, you don’t have any more sweat to spare, you are at the end of anything and everything you know how to do.

      Then you’re ready for Patience.

      It’s as if the coach wanted to make sure you really, truly, purely, and absolutely wanted it. The coach wants to see that you’re ready to sacrifice, give up, and give in: surrender. You’ve gone beyond what you thought was possible, further than you thought you ever could. You’ve been patient, you’ve been good, no, you’ve been great. You’ve had your ups and downs but you’re still here. You just don’t know what to do anymore. You need to take it to the next level. Move up or move out.

      It’s time to move up.

      Patience isn’t about waiting for the coach to say you’re awesome. Patience isn’t about doing the same thing over and over and hoping that something will change. Patience is about that walk over to the other side of the court and knowing the coach might say you’re cut and he might say you made the team. Patience is being ready for either answer.

      The answer might be just on the other side of the wall you’ve been banging your head against. It’s knowing that Part 6: Play is right on the other side. Patience might be finding a new door, tunneling under, or climbing over. It’s about being open to the possibility that this all might not work out--but keeping going.

      Patience is knowing that you’re at the end of your rope, your abilities, and your … patience. Understanding that you’re not going to get there in a way that you know or recognize or understand. Patience is being open to a new path.

      If Perseverance is peddling uphill, Patience is that first part on the mountain where the incline is less steep and you sense that the flat summit is just around the next bend. Part 6: Play is just around the next bend overlooking the downhill and the valley beyond. But first we need to get to the top. We need to rise up to conquer Patience.

      
        	Possible: impatience

        	Impossible: wait for change

        	Repossible: patience
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            Meditation is a single letter away from Medication … and Mediation.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Half an hour's meditation each day is essential, except when you are busy. Then a full hour is needed.

        Saint Francis de Sales (?)

      

        

      

      What if the doctor scribbled the prescription and instead of “medication” wrote “meditation”?

      I’m just going to bust right through the wall of Part 5: Patience and slip in what I consider the greatest tool that has propelled me further than any other tool--and all other tools combined.

      Sure, hard work is necessary. Yup, you absolutely need that Passion to get you started. Perseverance will get you down the path and Patience will help you get to, well, to this. But frankly, we’re still on the same horizontal plane. It might be at the top of the mountain, but we want to take it up a notch: fly or zoom downhill.

      I’m positive there are glowing definitions and descriptions of meditation from people of all walks of life. Famous people, smart people, gurus, weirdos, western, eastern, northern, and southern. Please, go learn about meditation and give it a try. Explore and discover on your own with my only request that you give it a go.

      
        
        
        -- mediate: to bring about (an agreement, accord, truce, peace, etc.) as an intermediary between parties by compromise, reconciliation, removal of misunderstanding

      

        

      

      Meditation is also one letter more than “mediate.”

      Meditation is somehow the “mediator” between the heart and the mind and the unknown. It distills your hodgepodge of thoughts into a shimmering pot of clarity.

      Have you ever stood in a lake where the water is so clear that you can see your feet? If you rustle up the sand with your toes and feet and there is sand everywhere, that’s about how I see our everyday minds churning along. What meditation is for me is when you don’t move for a few minutes and all of that sand settles back down and it’s clear again.

      For some of you reading this book who have been, hopefully, happy so far with how I’ve arranged things to help you get from A to B or C, you might think that this chapter is going off the deep end, into La La Land, into fairy dust and Tinkerbell.

      If where I am now is the Deep End, if this is La La Land and there’s some fairy dust and I might get to meet Tinkerbell? I. Am. All. In.

      I honestly feel that I cannot do meditation justice as a chapter of this book. It merits its own section, its own book, its own series. But on the other hand, it’s as simple as the Every Single Day philosophy. It’s both simple and easy … or at least it’s easy once you realize that it’s simple and you stop trying to make it complicated.

      If you were hoping for at least a few practical tips from me with my experience with meditation, here are a handful.

      Meditation is … what takes you up and over the wall when you were pretty sure that you were just going to sit down in front of it and give up … the clarity of an idea that comes up and through a muddy pond of other ideas so perfectly and purely that you at least have to give it a try … the imagination of what Charlie Holiday might do next in a story … it’s innocence, purity, clarity, gratefulness, happiness and then all of those … the energy source that powers me through Every Single Day … what gives me the confidence and clarity to know which path to take … the strength to power on … the answers to know which way … the silence to hear …

      I’m sure I’m not describing it well. For something so dear and near to my heart, for something so important in my life, I don’t have the words to begin to describe what it has done for me. I hope it can at least give you a taste of the power it harnesses … but of course, that power is you.

      Remember when you were a kid and you first learned how to ride a bike? What if I told you how the gears worked and the brakes and the history of the rubber tire? First of all, being a kid, you wouldn’t have cared.

      Then I brought you through a hands-on workshop where we built bicycles from scratch and welded the parts together. You might find the welding part kind of cool, but it wouldn’t have helped you ride the bike.

      The best way to learn to ride a bike is to jump on and give it a go. Maybe first try it on some grass, somewhere that falling is going to be less painful--because you’re guaranteed to fall.

      If you want to stop falling, you’ll soon figure out that you need to pedal, steer, and balance at the same time. Meditation is much the same. You just have to try it for yourself and it will be worth several weekend workshops and a handful of books.

      Talk to someone who’s done it. Maybe even try it together with a friend who’s a fan of meditation. But if there’s one thing that I can recommend to get to the next level, this is it. By a long shot.

      
        	Possible: meditate tomorrow

        	Impossible: meditate yesterday

        	Repossible: meditate today

      

      For an inspirational video about many “famous” people who meditate: https://goo.gl/nkg7tf

      On a meta note, I decided to put this chapter in Part 5: Patience as a tool to get to Part 6: Play. I’m not 100% sure, but at least in my experience, I wouldn’t have been able to reach the level of Part 6: Play without meditation.
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            This is how you live to be 103 years old.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Creativity is a habit, and the best creativity is the result of good work habits.

        Twyla Tharp

      

        

      

      Creativity in, creativity out.

      Life needs circulation. Even a car's engine needs to turn, sometimes to turn fast and clean out the gunk that builds up over time. But there's a process, a flow, a circle, a cycle.

      We have so much input every day: media, conversations, thoughts, even just taking a walk. It's practically a hurricane of overwhelming sensory data. What's a brain to do with it all?

      We need an outlet.

      All of this information is coming in. Think of a garden hose in a bucket--but it never turns off. It just keeps filling, keeps coming in. Pretty quickly, it's going to overflow. Is that then "wasted" water? What if we could use it, harness it, filter it and then send it back out as something even more useful?

      This is how creativity works.

      We need input to have output. We talk about The Blank Page and we are going to fill it with words, paint, or a business plan, but we have to have something to work with, something that fills our brains that will fill that page (or canvas or sound waves or ?). Is the input just anything that we take in? Is a walk in the park the same for Person A as it is for Person B?

      If Person A walks in the park and doesn't take anything in, maybe they need less to offload. Maybe there is less circulation of thoughts, ideas, and creativity. If Person B walks through the park and takes it in, filters what they want, repels what they don't want, sees things maybe others wouldn't see and then has an outlet, then it builds a circle, a cycle of thoughts and ideas that are filtered through Person B's mind to become something else, something new, something different.

      My dear neighbor Tony recently turned 103 years old. How many people over, say, 80 do you know who live like this:

      
        	He lives on his own. No help, no nurse, nobody else. My mom goes by occasionally.

        	He is in excellent health. In recent years, he's been using a walker, but he gets around fine--especially if it's to show you his art.

        	He works. Sorry, did you catch that? He works. I know, ahem, 13-year olds who are too lazy to work. That's 90 years younger. But he doesn't call it work, it's what he loves to do. This is creativity, this is output.

        	He has a sense of humor. I tend to classify older people into the glass half full and glass half empty. His cup runneth over.

        	He reads the newspaper, watches movies, and listens to music. He especially likes André Rieu. I bring him DVDs from Holland of Mr. Rieu. This is input.

        	He eats white bread, doesn't drink alcohol, and often has frozen TV dinners. (If you don't know what a TV dinner is, it's better that way.)

        	He gets at least 8 hours of sleep a night.

      

      There are probably other reasons he's reached such a milestone in years. I'm focusing on #3 and #5.

      Take a human body. Or a car engine. Take your pick. Both need to move, to turn, they survive (and thrive) on input and output. Stuff goes in and stuff goes out. The more it moves or turns or cycles, the better. It keeps it clean, healthy, and alive.

      What are your inputs?

      What are your outputs?

      Are you keeping them running, in good shape, and well oiled? You think it might lead you to a longer, happier, more fulfilled life?

      If you’re only producing, maybe you’re not taking in enough. Or maybe you’re only taking it all in and you have no outlets. Part of Patience is finding that balance through experience, experimentation, and examination.

      
        	Possible: getting older

        	Impossible: getting younger

        	Repossible: creating your art
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            What if you could free up your brain to put your creativity into turbo overdrive?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Creativity is just connecting things. When you ask creative people how they did something, they feel a little guilty because they didn't really do it, they just saw something. It seemed obvious to them after a while. That's because they were able to connect experiences they've had and synthesize new things.

        Steve Jobs

      

        

      

      If you are online, watch this video: https://goo.gl/V11kN8. It’s four minutes.

      If you’re not online, it’s a video of four people singing a song and performing a complex hand clapping routine that looks, frankly, like rocket science to me. I’m pretty sure I can’t rub my belly and pat my head at the same time.

      Do you think they’re consciously thinking about what their hands are doing?

      They are also probably not struggling to remember the lines of the song. Ideally, they're just having a good time and maybe their only conscious "decisions" are whom to look at, maybe to even think of something else, or about how two days ago when they were practicing, one of them fell off of her chair and they all had a good laugh.

      Because they're not spending energy on the words or the notes or the timing or what their hands are doing, they have precious time to let go and relax. Which is why they seem relaxed.

      Have you ever noticed that in a pro basketball game at the highest level, even when it's down to the wire and a make-or-break situation, they don't seem nervous? Even if they are somewhat nervous, they don't show it. They have been there so many times that what they are about to do is just ingrained in their minds so deeply that they don't have to think--in fact, they're going to perform better if they don't think.

      Let's say you had to:

      
        	Fold laundry,

        	Write down your grocery list,

        	Work on the next chapter of your book (or something creative),

        	Walk the dog.

      

      What if you could free up your brain to put your creativity into turbo overdrive?

      What you'd really like to do is #3, the creative bit. But you know you have to get #1 done and #2 has to get done at some point in the day. #4 is pleasant and you can do that at any time (well, don't wait too long ... ).

      What if you did it in this order:

      
        	Write down your grocery list. It's now out of sight, out of mind--literally. It's off your plate and you don't have to think about it again. You don't even need to think about it at the grocery store because you have a list. This frees up a few cylinders in the engine of your mind.

        	Walk the dog. Get outside. Laundry can wait. Maybe put it on tumble dry …

        	While walking the dog, you're going to Work on the next chapter of your book (or something creative). Hopefully, you've got the walking the dog thing to the point where you don't need to think about it. You leash him up, hopefully can let him loose in the park or woods and you don't have to do anything or think about it anymore. Hey, he's not worried about you, don't worry about him. No, you don't have pen and paper. No, you don't have your laptop. Good -- they are distractions anyway. What is the outcome of the next chapter? What does the character feel at the end of the chapter? How are the actions going to take place to get him there? Your dog is fine. Keep working on your chapter.

        	When you're back home and you've written out the mental notes you took on your walk, you can fold laundry. You do this automatically, you don't have to debate whether to fold in the right sleeve or the left sleeve first, it just happens. Allow yourself to work some more on your chapter. Go over your notes in your mind as you mindlessly fold laundry.

      

      Folding laundry is how the musicians in the video see their clapping. They've done it so often, they've practiced so many times they don't need to think about it. In fact, maybe, while they're singing, while they're recording this song, what they might be thinking about is what might be even better for their next song.

      Did you catch that? While they’re “busy” with what they used to find difficult, they’re now able to do that unconsciously which frees up brainpower to think about how it might be better next time.

      Can you imagine having all of that available brain power at your disposal? If so much of what you did was automatic or subconscious that you had left over, extra mind capacity to think of the next big thing?

      What can you work on to the point where you have it down pat? You know it in your sleep, you don't have to think about it and in fact, thinking about it makes it worse? You don't think about walking your dog, driving your car, or riding your bike. What can you learn, practice and ingrain into your brain so that it becomes a habit? What if you even wanted to do it Every Single Day because you enjoyed it and understood the turbo boost that it would give you? That it becomes something that you just do?

      Once you have it down, here's the most exciting part: because you've been using so much of your brain for the basics, it didn't have the space to think of new ideas. What if you stood on top of where you used to strive towards and started your creative process from there?

      Where might you go? What might you achieve? Seemingly boundless, right?

      Have fun with that.

      How am I doing it?

      By Writing Every Single Day, I have "demoted" the writing aspect to the point where it's just automatic, I just do it, it's just something I do. It's the basis, the foundation. When do I get creative? By triggering my writing mind by doing what I do Every Single Day, but knowing that it needs no additional help or concentration, my mind is wide open for what's coming, what's new, what's going to work and, even better, things I can't even imagine from that lower-level mind. Fun, right?

      
        	Possible: just try harder

        	Impossible: survive and create (at the same time)

        	Repossible: delegate the basics (survival) to the subconscious and allow the conscious space to create
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            Play

          

          This is going to be fun.
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        Strong emotions such as passion and bliss are indications that you're connected to Spirit, or 'inspired,' if you will. When you're inspired, you activate dormant forces, and the abundance you seek in any form comes streaming into your life.

        Wayne Dyer

      

        

      

      If you’ve skipped ahead to read the end of this book, I’m afraid it’s going to either be anti-climactic, boring, or both.

      Do you know what it feels like to reach the top of Mount Everest, raise up your arms in jubilation, and breathe in the sweet air of victory?

      Yeah, no, neither do I. Because I haven’t climbed Mount Everest. I haven’t even seen the mountain. I’m not even sure what country it’s in. I haven’t spent the grueling hours and days and nights slogging up the rocky cliffs, risking life and limb, and taking selfies of my fatigued self in order to reach the summit.

      I haven’t put in the work so I can’t taste the sweet victory. Even if I were helicoptered to the top, I couldn’t experience the feeling of climbing to the summit. In a word, I hadn’t earned it.

      “Play” would have meant nothing to me a few short years ago. Sure, I recognize the word: kids do it at the playground, I watch people play sports, but there’s a meaning of play that’s only come to me recently.

      “But I was kinda shooting for riches, fame, and an award for my efforts!” I hear you cry out. This is better.

      “So will I be able to levitate above water and see the world from a new perspective?” You’re getting closer.

      “Is it something I can’t touch, can’t quite put my finger on, but a power within me I previously only experienced perhaps as an innocent child or during moments of pure bliss and ecstasy?” We’re getting there.

      As I write this, adjectives and nouns are flying through my mind as I try to put my definition of Play into words. Perhaps if I just let them fly onto the page it will help get us there.

      Play is …

      Play is … confidence. It’s not that I can do everything, but I can do anything. See the difference?

      Play is … a “knowing” that was previously, well, unknown.

      Play is … a certainty or at least the willingness to try anything or go anywhere because the path is clear. Clarity.

      Play is … joy. Joy is an overused word that shows up often on greeting cards, yet it’s one of those feelings when you have it, you deeply appreciate it.

      Play is … lightness. Scientists could possibly prove me wrong, but it’s as if my feet don’t completely touch the ground anymore. But it’s only partly in the feet. The more important part of Lightness is in my heart. Decisions are easier, problems are challenges or experiments, people are funnier. I’m hilarious. (I’m laughing out loud as I type these words.) That’s Play in action. I’m laughing at myself, for myself, in spite of myself, and with myself.

      Which brings me to Happy. If Joy is the deep waters of the ocean, Happy is splashing about in the kiddie pool. It’s silly, shallow, and you lose track of time. Play is … happy.

      Play is … timeless. I’m not in a hurry. I’m happy to be the Turtle. I’ll get there. Because I’m enjoying the ride.

      Remember the Tortoise and the Hare? I saw the hare, that speed demon who took off from the starting line so long ago. His rotting carcass was on the side of the road. That was awhile back. His head was turned back towards, well, me. He was so far ahead, yet I didn’t care. I wasn’t in the same race. In fact, I’m not in a race at all. It’s not a competition, there’s cooperation. I’m in the game. I am the game. I’m playing.

      This is Play.

      
        	Possible: work

        	Impossible: try

        	Repossible: play
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        I spent many years slogging away and getting nowhere. Then I spent some more years slogging away harder and getting somewhere. Then I spent less energy and less time and got beyond where I thought I could ever go: anywhere.

        Bradley Charbonneau

      

        

      

      Let me explain. With math.

      I’m a card-carrying math nerd. Well, I shouldn’t say nerd. Maybe I’m a secret math superstar, a spy, a secret agent of math. I use its powers beyond what the mere third-grade substitute math teacher can grasp. If math is about as fun for you as pulling hair out of the shower drain, I’ll give you a pass to skip this chapter.

      Ah, I joke, but then, I do not. You can’t skip this chapter.

      For you math phobes out there:

      
        	a linear line is a straight line.

        	an exponential line is a curved line (but not just any curved line!)

      

      That’s about all you need to understand. The linear line is constant, predictable, and easy to calculate. It can go down, straight across, up, or straight up. The exponential line is curved, although the rate at which that curve changes also increases.

      I’ll save you the mathematical formulas. Let’s use a simple financial example to explain. We’ll start with $100.

      If you put your $100 under your mattress, it will (hopefully) stay there and after a year, it will still be $100. Dare I say that many of us live our lives like this. Enough said.

      Or you could invest your $100 at the bank where they give you “simple interest” and you earn, let’s say 5% per year so that after one year, you have $105. However, this isn’t compound interest, so the next year you also earn 5% or $5 and now you have $110. Can you see the straight line? It’s increasing each year, but by a consistent factor.

      If we jump over to compound interest, that $100 after one year is still only $105. However, the following year, the 5% is multiplied by the $105 and we’d get $110.25. While it seems small, the point with compound interest is that it’s “growing on the growth.” The rate at which it increases keeps getting bigger.

      After ten years, here’s what you’d have in the three scenarios:

      
        	$100 (mattress)

        	$150 (simple interest)

        	$162.89 (compound interest)

      

      Enough with the numbers and the math. If you don’t think those numbers are exciting, add some zeroes if you like if that makes you feel better. I’m not so interested in numbers at this point. I’m interested in the rate of change and the aspect of compound learning and progress.

      We’re compounding our knowledge to the point where we are learning on top of the learning. Every Single Day we add not only to what we knew the day before yesterday, but also to yesterday. It compounds. It multiplies. It grows exponentially.

      There may be days when you think you’re slogging away, that things are progressing linearly. No worries. Then there will be days when you are rocketing out of the atmosphere at speeds you had previously not known were possible.

      The best part, in my humble opinion, is when you think you’re progressing linearly--or not at all--but you’re just in front of a breakthrough. You might not know it. It seems you might be stuck, but, if you’re a true, card-carrying ESD Soldier, you’ll carry on and you keep going. You might be stuck in the mud, but you rev your engines and keep at it, you sway back and forth, trying to get unstuck, you give it one last push, one big pull, wanting to give up, then you’re out. But you’re more than out, you’ve leapfrogged the mud puddle and you shoot over to something beyond what you planned, even beyond the linear expectation of where you might have ended up. You might even be somewhere you’re not familiar with, but it’s exciting and fun and new.

      That’s exponential power.

      Whereas the $162.89 might not excite you, if you think in terms of our progress, that’s where it gets interesting.

      Let’s look at a case study. Any takers? Hmm. No hands up? OK, fine, oh there’s one: me.

      
        	I didn’t write at all.

        	I wrote every day. Non fiction, research-related stuff.

        	I dabbled in fiction. I exploded.

      

      A few short years ago, I would not have said that I was heading towards writing fiction. I was a solid, down-to-earth nonfiction writer who was going to write manuals on, well, something or other.

      I kept going. I got stuck. I moved along. I struggled. I succeeded. I failed. I slowed down. Charlie Holiday appeared in my life.

      A character appeared in my imagination and I wrote down his story. It wasn’t so much that I was creating his story, it’s more than I was being told his story or more accurately, I was being shown his story on an IMAX-size theater in my mind. Then I wrote it down.

      I wanted more, but it wasn’t coming from my own creation, my own brain. I was just the messenger, I was just the transcriber. My fingers tapped and Charlie’s story came to life. People asked me what was going to happen next and I would respond that I didn’t know, but I also wanted to know. (Want to meet Charlie? https://goo.gl/VJcQVW)

      That, in my world, is exponential, unexpected progress and I’m not sure I know of a curved line more beautiful.

      
        	Possible: linear

        	Impossible: divide by zero

        	Repossible: exponential
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            Better Together

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        The real energy occurs in each connection between two people, which can bring about exponential returns.

        Tom Rath

      

        

      

      Do any of these sound familiar?

      
        	I got this.

        	I don’t need any help.

        	I work better alone.

        	Other people slow me down.

        	Did I mention that I can do this all by myself?

        	I’m really a solopreneur.

        	I work more efficiently and effectively on my own.

      

      I spent the better part of a decade, not so much unwilling to work with others, but simply not understanding the exponential possibilities working with others brings.

      Remember the chapter called “Linear vs. Exponential”?

      Better Together is even easier math. No multiplication! No exponents! Yippee! Here are the equations:

      1 + 0 < 1

      1 + 1 > 2

      (The “ < “ symbol means less than. The “ > “ symbol means greater than.)

      Both seem, according to the laws of mathematics, wrong. I agree. According to math, to the linear world, they are wrong.

      But we want to expand beyond the straightforward, expected linear world and move into the more unknown world of Math That Doesn’t Make Sense.

      1 + 0 < 1

      You + No One < You

      1 + 1 > 2

      You + Someone Else > Both of You

      I have improved my math skills to realize that 1 + 1 is no longer just 2,  it’s much more.

      Let’s get beyond the numbers.

      One Plus One Equals: The Unknown

      A partner brings in ideas you didn’t, don’t, and won’t have. That’s the beauty of looking outside yourself. You know what you get with yourself (same old, same old). With a partner, it opens up possibilities you didn’t know existed. Maybe they’re terrible, but maybe they’re fresh and exciting. One thing is certain: they’re not yours. (Hint: that’s a good thing.)

      A friend visited and we riffed ideas back and forth for hours. Nothing seemed to come of it until the next morning when it became clear what I needed to do the following year. I might have had thoughts around the topic, but because he was there and he thinks “bigger” and “broader” than I do, it rustled up my brain and got me thinking bigger and broader and we came up with an idea that was bigger than anything I had thought of on my own.

      Cooking with Chemistry

      Your known and their unknown mixed with a pinch of your unknown and a dollop of their known brews into a delicious stew of something you never could have cooked up yourself.

      Accountability Partners

      We all know you’ll get it done, but an accountability partner is more than a watchdog. A partner brings you up to a higher level just because of the idea that someone else is working with you … and might occasionally look over your shoulder.

      One plus one is more than two. You plus someone else is greater than you. You plus someone else is greater than the someone else.

      Build a team, find a partner, at least get a co-mentor. Work together, then work in parallel. Work on your own, then collaborate. Be your own mind, but be open to theirs. Get over yourself. Let it go. Be bigger than yourself. Be greater than two. Be Better Together.

      
        	Possible: 1 + 0 < 1

        	Impossible: 1 + 0 = 2

        	Repossible: 1 + 1 > 2
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            Coast

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        When you’re that successful, things have a momentum, and at a certain point you can’t really tell whether you have created the momentum or it’s creating you.

        Annie Lennox

      

        

      

      When you do the work of peddling up the hill, you get to reap the benefits and coast.

      Does it seem like you're still only pedaling uphill? Are you reading ahead here in Part 6: Play, but you’re really stuck back in Part 4: Perseverance? Do you never get a break? Where is that summit anyway?

      Or maybe everything is going your way, all of your dreams are falling into your lap like silent snowflakes. It's all coasting downhill and easy and magnificent.

      If it's all uphill and you've been working (Perseverance) at for what seems like forever (Patience), take a side road off the mountain to catch your breath and regroup (Play). The downhill will re-energize you and let you rest and focus on which hill should be next. Even if you’re not sure there’s a flat stretch ahead, stop peddling so hard and take it easy. Or maybe there's a steep ascent you can find (work hard fast) with a long, slow downhill that will bring you slowly but surely to your goal (work soft slow).

      If you're rolling even on the slightest of descents, let your legs rest and let the power of your momentum pull you forward. You've worked hard to get to this point, but you can't just go go go endlessly. Celebrate the smallest of wins, enjoy the wind in your hair and gear up for the next incline.

      If you notice you’re coasting, you can either enjoy the ride or take that extra momentum to explore a route you might not have otherwise taken. Coasting is confidence and you can ride it far.

      Diving deeper into the cycling analogy, there are times when you're pretty certain you're riding on flat ground, then one of three things happens:

      
        	It feels like it's somewhat uphill,

        	It feels like it's just flat,

        	It feels like there's the slightest of downhill.

      

      One secret to living ESD is when the reality is #2 but you feel like it's #3 and you're cruising, you're somehow coasting when it's actually flat and you shouldn't be able to do this. A certified ESD Master can turn #1 into #3.

      Where are you at this point? Stuck in a low gear and struggling up the mountain? On the backside and flying so fast bugs are between your teeth? Found a leveled-out side road to catch your breath? Or maybe you've achieved some momentum and you're experiencing the beauty and power of that point where you're moving without much effort at all: The Coast.

      
        	Possible: seek out the flats

        	Impossible: uphill forever

        	Repossible: coast
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            The Cruise Ship & The Sailboat

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I'm not afraid of storms, for I'm learning how to sail my ship.

        Louisa May Alcott

      

        

      

      Which is more powerful? Which uses more power? Which are you?

      They are analogies as personality types or energy sources within us. We're either The Cruise Ship or The Sailboat. Let's have a quick look at both types.

      The Cruise Ship

      Massive. Power. Massive power. It can transport 5,000+ people and seems to glide through the roughest of seas. It's a floating fortress, a city on the water, it's magnificent.

      The engine room is a churning, burning center of hot energy. It's constantly pushing out the force to propel the vessel forward, but it also has an insatiable need for more and more energy to burn. It's loud in the engine room, it's dirty, and everyone in there is wearing earplugs and is covered in soot. It's impressive, powerful and daunting.

      Massive power forward, but it comes at a cost.

      Turning is difficult and slow. In fact, stick to the course you're on and try not to diverge too much because it takes such effort to make a shift. That said, if you're powering forward, it's going to be difficult to stop you. We all just hope you're going the right way.

      When things break down, there's not much to do other than try to fix all of the complicated parts that makes up the engines and the rotors and the propellers. You may occasionally run out of fuel. You can replenish the tanks, which can be draining, time consuming, or even prohibitively expensive ( financially or otherwise). In order to prevent things from breaking down, you usually want to keep the ship afloat and churning at all costs.

      The Sailboat

      The sailboat glides through the water like a fish. More like it belongs in the water, moving almost with the water, as if it's going downstream, as if the entire ocean is streaming in the direction the sailboat is going.

      Not only is the propulsion of this vessel through the water effortless, it could even gather more power. Because the force driving the motion is not your own, we could harness even more power through bigger sails, a better knowledge of sail positioning, or even water intake. Because this energy is coming from somewhere other than ourselves, we only need to guide it in the direction we want to go, make sure the sails are properly aligned to gather the most efficient and effective gusts of wind and sit back and decide where to go next.

      Agile and natural, it can be more powerful than any engine.

      If, however, there is little or no wind, you're not really going anywhere. There's that little outboard backup motor, but it's mostly for emergencies and putting around while you're waiting for the source energy (the wind) to pull you forward once again.

      The wind picks up and all you need to do is guide the path forward. Adjust the sails, the smaller ones, the larger ones, the ropes and pulleys. It's more like you're holding on and going with it, you're using power that is not yours, is larger than yourself, and you are just along for the ride.

      It can become effortless once you get the handle of it and understand it--or at least accept that this is so. You can also try to fight it, to go against it and you might have some successes, but in the end, you will succumb. The wind wants to go the same direction as you're going, it wants to take you that way. You can also angle your direction to get the most use of the wind at its greatest strength. It's the way you're supposed to go anyway, so surrender and let it take you.

      Do you resonate clearly with one or the other?

      Back in Passion and Perseverance, you hopefully felt like the cruise ship: powerful, unstoppable, churning through the roughest of high seas.

      Patience might teach you to abandon ship, change course, or row the dinghy to the sailboat in the distance. When you climb aboard, you feel it immediately. You feel the power of Play and what was pushing and churning is now pulling and sailing.

      Welcome aboard.

      
        	Possible: motor

        	Impossible: row (upstream)

        	Repossible: sail
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            Yes, you can force the Flow State.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        When a story is flying along, and I'm so into it that my 'real' world goes away, it can feel magical. I cease to be, my desk and computer ceases to be, and I am my character in his world. Psychologists call this a 'flow state,' and it's better than publication, money, awards, fame.

        Nancy Kress

      

        

      

      “But I need a quiet space and my favorite coffee cup and my dog at my feet and only in the morning and … “

      I don't buy it.

      Don't get me wrong. I used to believe it. But now that I know how to attain the flow state on a regular basis, I don't fall for anyone who says they can't achieve it.

      Here's what Wikipedia says about Flow:

      
        
        
        “In positive psychology, flow, also known as the zone, is the mental state of operation in which a person performing an activity is fully immersed in a feeling of energized focus, full involvement, and enjoyment in the process of the activity. In essence, flow is characterized by complete absorption in what one does.” -- Wikipedia

      

        

      

      This is the good part, " ... complete absorption in what one does." That's what we're after, what many of us are seeking on a regular basis--or even once in awhile would be nice! That state of mind where time flies by (and stands still), where you don't think, you just do or act. It's when you aren't necessarily yourself, you might even see yourself as a sort of messenger as you are transferring or transmitting the message from a higher power.

      If I lost you on that last bit, I'm not sure you've reached a flow state.

      Remember Simple but not Easy? Yeah, that's what's going on here.

      It is simple. It's a state. Once you know how to get there, then it’s also easy. Tricky, right? Not so much.

      In case you need a real-world example, here's what happens when I'm in the flow state when I'm writing.

      It’s like I'm watching a movie and writing down what I see. The crazy part is I'm not the director, or the producer, or even an actor in this movie. I wrote the first few chapters of a novel recently and I was as eager as the reader to learn what was going to happen next. Because I honestly didn't know. I kept "watching" (the movie in my imagination) and kept writing it out so I could get to what was going to happen next. It was thrilling, shocking, and yes, way, way, way fun!

      In fact, I can’t think of anything more fun than being in the flow state. Wow, dare I write this hidden in a late chapter in the final section of this book? Flow state is what we’re aiming for. Flow state is like a drug-induced high, except the drug is you--when your passion turns into play and takes over your mind.

      In my research, I’ve found we can achieve this state with practice, intention, repetition, patience, and, once you get there, a dollop of play.

      All of the previous steps help you get to Flow State, but Play is what keeps you there.

      
        
        
        "Dude, sounds awesome. I got the example. Tremendous. So please, do tell, how do you get into it voluntarily?"

      

        

      

      It's simple. Practice.

      I've got a bit of a thing for Every Single Day. I'm a card-carrying member of the ESD Society and I now know, from experience, that we can bring about the flow state quite easily. It's simple, it's easy.

      
        	Make it happen.

        	Do again whatever it was that you did in step 1.

        	Repeat.

      

      Our minds are like muscles. We can work them out. We can train them. We can get them into shape. You can't just jump off the couch, turn off House of Cards and go run a marathon if you're not in running shape. But you can run around the block. That's Step 1.

      If you work at it every day, no, sorry, Every Single Day, you build that muscle, you get into shape and you can fall into the flow state.

      I'm going to stop trying to convince you and just let you have it. Give it, oh, I don't know, 10 Days. If you're a writer, here's a free 10-Day Writing Experiment to get you started [https://goo.gl/g89xhz].

      When should you start? Oh, oh, I know! Let's see, uh, today is good.

      Let me know how it goes.

      
        	Possible: push

        	Impossible: pull

        	Repossible: flow
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            Expect the Unexpected

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        If you do not expect the unexpected you will not find it, for it is not to be reached by search or trail.

        Heraclitus

      

        

      

      This chapter could very well sum up the Part 6: Play section.

      After you’ve gone from linear to exponential, you’ve teamed up with partners, you’ve jumped the ship and are now the captain of your sailboat, and now you’re cruising along in the flow state, this is what you can expect now. Expect the unexpected.

      “But what’s the roadmap? Where do I go? How do I, exactly, do this?” I hear you cry out.

      
        
        
        “If you expect magic in every encounter, you find it.”

        Adam Robinson, US Chess Federation life master, and co-founder of The Princeton Review

      

        

      

      It’s a mindset shift, a priorities alteration, a tweak to your perspective.

      You’re now exponential, you’re no longer going this alone, your sailboat is nimble, you’re heading in the right direction powered by forces greater than your power (e.g. the wind) and it’s time to begin to expect the unexpected.

      Allow for surprises. Be open to good fortune. Make luck. Share power. Give more than you get. Create more than you consume. Believe in your own magic.

      If you dig deep, go quiet, and know you don’t have to tell anyone, not even me, you know you have magic within you. I won’t quiz you, I won’t ask you to prove it, or tell me what it is, but you have it and you know it.

      Let that out of its cage. Expect what it can do, but it’s unexpected, so just let it do its thing. What is its thing? Who knows. It might arrive tiny, it might bowl you over. It might be a tap on the shoulder, a comment someone makes, an unexpected gift, or a wink from a stranger. Just be ready for it, keep your eyes and ears open for it.

      It may sound contradictory to “expect a surprise,” kind of like pretending you don’t know about the surprise party they’re throwing for you, but, well, that’s exactly it. You know it’s coming, but you don’t necessarily know how or what or when or who or why. But you know it’s coming. That’s expecting the unexpected.

      
        	Possible: expect the expected

        	Impossible: unexpect the expected

        	Repossible: expect the unexpected
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            Peroration

          

        

      

    

    
      Yeah, I had to look it up, too.

      
        
        
        Peroration: a long speech characterized by lofty and often pompous language; the concluding part of a speech or discourse, in which the speaker or writer recapitulates the principal points and urges them with greater earnestness and force

      

        

      

      We might get a little “lofty” and we could shoot for a bit of “pompous language” while we’re lofting about. While we’re in dictionary mode: pompous: characterized by an ostentatious display of dignity or importance.

      Sounds about right.
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I'd rather regret the things I've done than regret the things I haven't done.

        Lucille Ball

      

        

      

      I’ve transformed my life and I’d like to help you transform yours--but only if you really, really, really want to.

      There’s just that “if” in there. But you’ve got that, right? We’re in Part 7, if you don’t have it yet, you still have a few chapters to reign it in. But seriously, if you’re here reading Part 7, I’d venture to say that you do really, really, really want to.

      I’ve been there, done that. I’ve been down in the dumps, crawled out of holes, soldiered on when it wasn’t cool to do so. I’ve kept going, I tried to keep my head up. I thought, “What would my decision be if I saw this from the perspective of me as an 80-year old?” I tried to keep things in perspective. I counted and I’m pretty sure I only have one life to live. I don’t really talk to too many cats, but word on the street is they have nine lives. Good for them. I’m going to do what I can with this one and when it’s over, we’ll see how that next one goes.

      When there are requirements for something that I’d like to do, it’s always encouraging to hear about people who did it and then compare to see if you “have what it takes” to do what they did. Let’s see: become an NBA basketball player? Not really going to happen (of course, nor do I really want it to). Write the top-grossing best seller of all time? Yeah, sure, it’d be fun, but do I really, really, really want it? Nah. Live a life where Every Single Day I discover something new, see something bright and shiny, shoot love out of my heart, and follow the dream I’ve had most of my life? Yeah, that I really, really, really want.

      What do you want? What do you really, really, really want?

      What’s between the you of the past and the you of today and the you of the future?

      I hope that in this book I’ve given you the tools to at least take that first step, at least change your mindset, or know that it’s possible. If today isn’t Day One, then when is it? If it’s next Tuesday, fine, but then get started next Tuesday.

      But why wait? Why spend another day being the person you don’t really want to be? Are you a cat? Let’s get this party started in this lifetime. When exactly?

      Ooh, ooh! I know! I know!

      Today.

      
        	Possible: tomorrow

        	Impossible: yesterday

        	Repossible: today
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            ESD Side Effects

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Most of the time, the things that really change the world exist for something fundamentally selfish and then the world-changing ends up being a side-effect of that.

        Andrew Mason

      

        

      

      Have you ever really had a good look, possibly with the aid of a magnifying glass, at the list of possible side effects for some medications? You might be trying to combat a cough but the long, long list of possible side effects folds out into an origami-like accordion of things you’ve never heard of, some potentially fatal, others you don’t really want to know about, and usually you just fold it back up into a lotus flower and throw it away.

      Common side effects of ESD include, but are not limited to, and these possible results are not a direct indication that past results equal future results … OK, enough with my attempt at pharmaceutical legal humor.

      Possible ESD Side Effects

      
        	a lofty, carefree attitude that might get you pulled over and asked for your ID and registration,

        	occasional bouts of silly pranks that would make your 8-year old proud,

        	just when you think you’re going to give up, when you think it’s just not worth it, something gives, kicks in, and you leapfrog to a point beyond what you expected,

        	bursts of pride to the point where tears come to your eyes at how far you’ve come,

        	accidental laughter at things others might not think are funny,

        	inside jokes that are so deep that no one gets them but you (and maybe me), but you laugh anyway,

        	changes occur in your life that you didn’t expect, dream up, or even imagine. This usually occurs after repeated use,

        	a strong sensation that you want to go to sleep so you can get started on the morning and jump into another day,

        	dominoes fall into line unexpectedly, things happen in your life that you didn’t expect,

        	bold thoughts that you can now do anything you put your mind to,

        	very rarely, but occurrences have been spotted in the wild of those who think they not only can do anything, but can do everything (they’ve been safely captured and brought back to the “I can do anything” level),

        	regular levels of boundless energy that you haven’t felt for years--if ever,

        	slight flutters in your throat that usually come up from your gut and although you might want to clear your throat, the sensation then rises up further into the area of your brain just behind your eyes and there’s a sense of awe (if this happens, stay calm and let it roll through you),

        	heart beats that you can feel in your bottom lip as it trembles from the overwhelming love that you feel for yourself,

        	and others.

      

      As I look back at this list, I realize  one might think, “Whoa. That’s crazy talk. That’s a crazy person right there. Yes. Uh huh.” And “crazy” might not be that far off. But crazy is like “pretty” in my opinion: it’s just that: an opinion, a perspective. For others it might seem crazy, but for you or me, it might be admirable. It might even be pretty. It might look good on you.

      When you’re just starting out (Passion), they might call you crazy. At some point (Perseverance), they might take notice and call it cute or even cool. When you’re hovering above them as your feet barely touch the ground, they call you by your first name and quiver in respect (Play).

      Whew. Can you see it?

      Back to that list of side effects. There is one side effect that I won’t joke about.

      I don’t use the word “transformation” lightly. There’s change, which is more along the lines of “I no longer use the whitening toothpaste. I’ve changed. Now I use the sensitive gum toothpaste.” Then there’s transformation.

      A caterpillar turns into a butterfly. That’s transformation. It was this blob of squishy goo and it transformed into an unfathomable array of colors and speckles that seems to have no place in this natural world--except that it’s exactly at home.

      Your natural, true self is more at home in this world than the self you were before.

      There’s a chance that you will transform from a person you used to be to a person you now are. Now don’t quiz me on DNA and blood and cells and neurons, but I believe that we can change who we are.

      Sure, our fingerprint is still the same. That retina scan when you walk into your CIA job will still register the same person as it did before, but something has changed, no, transformed, within you.

      One side effect is that you might need to get used to your new self. That right there can take some adapting. But the more common side effect that can be challenging is when others don’t quite know what to do with you.

      Some might honest and truly prefer the Old You. They want the You of the past, the one before you morphed into the person you were meant to be.

      Others might try to hide it, but still others might be openly jealous of where you’ve gone. They might try to sabotage your progress so you’ll get back to the level where they exist. Then there’s a decision to make.

      If there are friends or family who just can’t deal with this New You, you might have to decide whether or not you want them as prominently in your life. If Aunt Hilda only talks about how you used to be, back in the good old days, and has little to no respect for what you wanted, dreamed of, and have now achieved, it might be time to put Aunt Hilda into the I’ll-see-you-at-the-next-family-reunion-Aunt-Hilda-drive-safe category.

      It can be painful. Uncle Hobart, Aunt Hilda’s darling but still stern husband, might take you aside and ask if you could just bring your Old Self back at least during the holidays so Aunt Hilda can rest in peace with her only niece or nephew. Yeah, that’s a tough one. You could pretend to be the old you for a few hours and leave that self at the front door (or better yet, tossed down the toilet) when she leaves, but that Old Self doesn’t exist in you anymore. It’s just not who you are.

      A related side effect is when Aunt Hilda (oh dear Aunt Hilda, she means so well!) shows genuine interest in your transformation, your change, your new life, and wants to know more about it, but you can’t put it into words that she understands.

      Here’s a tip for that scenario. Don’t try to bring Aunt Hilda along for the ride. Don’t bother to try to get her to “understand” everything that you’ve been through. Keep it simple. Make it quick. Explain it as you might to the checker at the supermarket and know you have about three minutes to get it across and you’ll never see her again. But with Aunt Hilda, at least look her directly in the eyes and put a hand on her hand so she knows you’re serious, that you mean well, and that you care deeply about her. But that no, she doesn’t need to completely understand that you have metaphysically transformed into another being, much like that caterpillar into a butterfly, but that you’re happy now. That usually does the trick. “Aunt Hilda, I wasn’t happy before with my life. Now I’m happy. Isn’t that the most important thing? Now, would you like some more sour cream on your baked potato?”

      Of course, Uncle Hobart is going to come at you with the logistics and realities of paying the mortgage and leading a good example for your kids. But you will pay the mortgage and what better role model for your kids could you be than to bring out the genuine, pure, unfiltered, raw, loving and full-of-energy awesome beast of an unstoppable, rocket-powered, fantastically talented creature that you are?

      In fact, you can just say that to Uncle Hobart. He won’t know what to do with it. But he’ll usually stop asking about it. Make sure you emphasize “awesome beast.” That will do the trick.

      
        	Possible: side effects

        	Impossible: don’t deal with it

        	Repossible: side benefits

      

      Speaking of the mortgage …
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            Reality Check and the “Overnight Success”

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        A dream doesn't become reality through magic; it takes sweat, determination and hard work.

        Colin Powell

      

        

      

      “Well, it’s not magic.”

      You hear that often after people have put in hours or months or a lifetime of hard work to get where they are. The “10 Years + 1 Overnight = Overnight Success” stories. ESD is also no silver bullet, it’s not a quick fix, and it’s certainly not a get-rich-quick scheme.

      “It’s hard work.”

      There is work involved. How much and how hard it becomes is up to you. Back in the chapter on flow, I talked about how we can reach a higher level of consciousness where “better work takes less time,” to put it in corporate, MBA, scientific speak. I can’t prove it. I don’t have formulas or videos to back it up, but I just know that I have reached a place where better work takes me less time. Sure, a big part of that is because I absolutely love what I’m doing.

      “Gotta pay the mortgage.”

      I’m paying the mortgage. I’ll pay off the mortgage. I don’t usually like making predictions, but I’m going to pay off the mortgage faster than I ever would have believed. There, I said it. But the “reality check” is that, and this might be hard to believe, I also care less about money than I used to. It used to be a goal of my writing: Best seller! Make a million! Sure, those milestones would be fun, but they’re more scenic rest stops along the way. How is this possible? Because most of the work I’m doing these days is effortless and in fact supplies me with energy. That’s how I’m going to pay the mortgage … although the mortgage banker will raise an eyebrow.

      It’s OK, I got this.

      
        	Possible: reality

        	Impossible: magic

        	Repossible: magical reality
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            When you hear about how a person changed her life, it changes your life.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        When people send you a story that has changed their lives, they are sending you a story that is filled with grace. They're saying this changed my life. When you read it, it changed your life.

        Caroline Myss

      

        

      

      Even if you say you don't believe it, it can't be true, or is exaggerated, it gets you thinking.

      Part of me doesn't even care how people changed their lives or if how or what they did is applicable to the reader. All I really want is the tiniest of sparks to ignite what may be, could be, just might be the start of something.

      We often forget that we are inspirational to others. Also because we often don't inspire ourselves. One comment I often get is that I'm very hard on myself. I set high standards and then I don't stop until I reach them. Until I get there, I'm hard on myself. Yeah, I suppose it's true. But even that has been an inspiration to others: just the fact that I won't give up.

      Some people think it’s annoying, but to others it’s inspirational.

      See what I mean?

      We don't know which stories will inspire others. We don't know even which part of which story might inspire someone you might never think would be inspired by that part of the story. See how small the chance is? But there's a chance.

      Here's some more math about probability. The chance of someone else hearing your story goes down to zero when you don't tell your story. We haven’t had any math problems for at least a few chapters:

      You + Silence = Silence

      I'm looking for people to interview who subscribe to a philosophy of Every Single Day. It's how tiny change on a daily basis can lead to big change. That's it. It's crazy simple. But it's not necessarily easy.

      I want your stories to be told. I don't care if you've done handstands every day for three years or kissed a stranger Every Single Day for a month, those stories have changed who you are and by telling your stories there's a chance they will help change someone else's life.

      Your story of the change in your life will change the life of someone else. It's probably a law of physics. But I wouldn't know. I only know about probabilities and there's a chance that your story will help to change someone else's life. Are you ready to tell it? Tell it to me.

      Here’s how: [https://goo.gl/bhWnt2]

      
        	Possible: have a story to tell

        	Impossible: tell everyone your story

        	Repossible: tell your story
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            Freedom

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        The secret to happiness is freedom … and the secret to freedom is courage.

        Thucydides

      

        

      

      I was asked what I truly, really, no jokes, deep down, really, really, really wanted. The first word that came to mind was: freedom.

      Freedom from the chains of the past.

      Freedom from the ever-present dream (or was it a nightmare?) that has been eating away at your soul since you can remember.

      Freedom from the nagging, harassing, gnawing reminder that Every Single Day you weren’t being who you knew yourself to be.

      Freedom from the evil eye of others who question your Dream.

      Freedom from the decision-making process that you no longer have to endure Every Single Day of your life. There is no longer a decision, you are free.

      Freedom from the walls that held you back. From the mountains, the tiniest of pebbles under your shopping cart wheel, the invisible barriers that used to be so powerful over you.

      Freedom from the nightmare that your dream would never see the light of day.

      Freedom from the ghost of yourself who haunted you and is now banished as long as you keep up your ESD shield.

      Freedom from whatever it was that was pinning you down.

      Freedom from the smallest and largest of barriers in your future, for you now have the tools to overcome all of them or know when it’s time to pivot and change course.

      Freedom to put down this book and feel the confidence in yourself that you got this, you know what to do, and how to begin.

      Freedom from the solitude of the deep and dark cavern of your dream that you never or rarely shared, but is now open to the world and you know you are not alone, that you have a team of ESDers who share your passion and courage and are with you, behind you, in front of you, all around you, and you know that you are no longer alone.

      Freedom to begin.

      Freedom to fall repeatedly, get up, and keep going.

      Freedom to fail again and again, but know that you’re learning from each failure.

      Freedom to experiment with options, to treat them as a game or a test, and to improve on each iteration and focus on the goal and less on the outcome.

      Freedom to speak from the bottom of your heart.

      Freedom to let loose the shivers in your throat to say what you want to tell the world.

      Freedom to live to the fullest of your potential, to unlock what you have been holding back, to get to the point where you think you can’t go any more and then you go more, further, stronger than you ever were, on a second wind, with the power beyond yourself, to push and be pulled, to soar, coast, and sail at speed and heights that you never before imagined were possible for you.

      Freedom to take a stand, draw a line in the sand, and only take steps, no matter how small, in the shoes of who you truly are.

      
        	Possible: secret

        	Impossible: hidden

        	Repossible: freed

      

      I am now free to end this book and you are free to move about the cabin.

      Please check for your belongings in the overhead bins as contents have, hopefully, shifted since take off.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Part VIII

          

          
            Postscript
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            Where to Go from Here

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Get busy living, or get busy dying.

        Stephen King (from his short story, “The Shawshank Redemption”)

      

        

      

      You might think that your job is to now take this book, dig deep down into your soul, find your passion, and then go after it with everything you’ve got until you’re on your deathbed and you thank the stars that you started it one day way back when.

      Sure, that’s one option.

      Another option is to go after whatever it is that you think you’re after and give it your best shot. You know what might happen? It might completely bomb. You might be terrible at whatever it was you chose. Oh well. Start over. Yes, again.

      Or you figure out, after Every Single Day for 142 days and you realize that you truly no longer want to do what you’ve been doing Every Single Day for another day--or ever again.

      Maybe you have no idea what you want to do, nothing is interesting, and you decide you’re going to juggle pears Every Single Day for 100 days to “see what happens.” If you do this--or anything even remotely like it--contact me and I’ll have you on my Every Single Day Podcast. Not kidding.

      But what if you don’t know Where to Go from Here?

      Here’s another completely crazy thought. What if you’re already where you want to be? What if you’re already doing Every Single Day what you love to do?

      If any of those are where you are, here’s one thing you could do: find someone who’s not quite there and offer to help. Help them get up a step. Give them a hand to dig themselves out of their hole.

      Helping others is helping yourself. No, it’s even better because you help them and you help yourself at the same time.

      
        	Possible: guess

        	Impossible: know

        	Repossible: start

      

      If you really don’t know where to go, check out the Resources section for some inspirational experiments. Look where it got me …
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            Resources

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        A dream becomes a goal when action is taken toward its achievement.

        Bo Bennett

      

        

      

      All ready to go and don’t know quite where to start? Writerly chap that I am, I suggest writing every day. It’s therapeutic, meditative, and usually surprising.

      Below are a few resources that I have used to help me along the way.

      Write Every Day for 10 Days

      Writing prompts, pretty pictures, directly into your email inbox. It’s just 10 Days! Easy peasy, right? Spoiler alert: it might lead to more days than 10. [https://goo.gl/g89xhz]

      Start a Blog Challenge

      Ready to start writing Every Single Day but you have no website, no nada? Got past those 10 Days and are ready to go further? [https://goo.gl/9FJr98]

      Earbuds

      I get a lot of requests for my favorite audiobook earbuds. Light, Bluetooth (no tangled cables), and with two means of holding those things in your ears, these are my go-to earbuds I use Every Single Day. Oh, they also have a microphone and work with your phone calls. [https://goo.gl/6N82DP]
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            Books

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        There is no end to education. It is not that you read a book, pass an examination, and finish with education. The whole of life, from the moment you are born to the moment you die, is a process of learning.

        Jiddu Krishnamurti

      

        

      

      Did I happen to mention anywhere that all of this is a whole lot easier if you have a passion for learning?

      I am addicted to learning. I love it. If I get those delightful unexpected moments of solitude I gobble them up with an audiobook.

      The books below I have read several times each. I will read them all again. If you haven’t dabbled in audiobooks, these might be a great place to start.

      Enjoy. Learn. Play. Every Single Day.

      Radical Remission

      By Kelly Turner, Ph.D. If you had cancer or have cancer or don’t want cancer or want to read about how people changed their lives (and their health) with the power of their mind, I highly recommend the audiobook version. The subtitle to the book, just to give you an idea, is “Surviving Cancer Against All Odds.” [https://goo.gl/ctmTBZ]

      I Can See Clearly Now

      By Wayne Dyer, Ph.D. An autobiography of a writer and motivational speaker that goes from when he sold books out of the trunk of his car to turning down multi-million-dollar book deals. A true, rags-to-riches story of transformation. I also can highly recommend the audiobook. Put in your earbuds, walk your dog through the forest, and float away into your dreams. [https://goo.gl/WFLXvP]

      You are the Placebo

      Dr. Joe Dispenza walks the talk. In fact, he couldn’t walk. Then he could walk. He brings together science and spirit in a way that’s relatable to the average … Joe. It helped change my life--and as you know from reading the book in your hands, I don’t say that lightly. [https://goo.gl/ML9ZTz]

      The Power of Habit: Why We Do What We Do in Life and Business

      I go for the pure experience of it. Charles Duhigg backs it all up with science. Like my book but want to know what’s going on in your brain that is really making this all happen? Read this one. [https://goo.gl/YeCEgk]

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Did any part of this book help you in any way?

          

        

      

    

    
      You can make a huge difference in the life of someone else.

      Reviews are the most powerful element when it comes to building attention for my books.

      If this book, if even one chapter, helped you in any way, please remember that a simple, honest note from you about how this book helped you in a public review on the Amazon site might mean that this book will get into the hands of those who will also benefit from it.

      I would be very grateful if you could spend just a few minutes leaving a review on this book’s Amazon page—where you bought this book. It doesn’t need to be long, maybe just highlight one tiny thing where it resonated with you—maybe the potential reader will resonate with you.

      Here is the direct link to the review page of my book:

      https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0742MQY3N/#customerReviews

      Thank you very much.

      Bradley Charbonneau

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Afterword

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        By failing to prepare, you are preparing to fail.

        Benjamin Franklin

      

        

      

      This is not over.

      There is no finish, done, completed. It’s an ongoing love affair.

      There is no finish line--at least not one that I’m looking for. I’m it for the race, for the thrill, for the feeling of running and not realizing that I’m running.

      This is preparation for the rest of our lives or at least this next chapter of our lives. I’m prepared for whatever comes my way and if I’m not, I have the resources to figure out the path and take that first step in that new direction.

      I have tools. I got skills. I know who I am and where I’m going.

      This is not your last day. This is your first day.

      As I wind down the roller coaster of this book I know exactly what I’m most looking forward to. I’m looking forward to what you’re going to do next.

      I would truly love to hear about it. Head on over here and post a note about where you’re heading. [https://goo.gl/eB7MNC]

      Remember as John Muldoon said in the Foreword, “We’re all rooting for you.”

      Let’s make today the first day of your own Every Single Day.

      
        	Possible: destination

        	Impossible: detour

        	Repossible: journey

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Relationship

          

        

      

    

    
      Building a relationship with my readers is one of the best things about writing. (Another one is getting lost in my fictional characters!)

      I occasionally send an email with details about new books, sneak peeks into Works In Progress, early bird deals, as well as exclusive, Readers Only insights into the writing and publishing process.

      If you’d like to sign up to be on my Readers Only mailing list, just click on this link and let me know which email to send to. Thank you!

      Join Bradley Charbonneau’s Exclusive Reader Team [https://goo.gl/MwTU6y]
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      I can’t say with certainty that this book would exist in your hands if it weren’t for John Muldoon. The right place at the right time with the right, well, the right everything. It was the Perfect Storm. I’m grateful that you were there to be the lightning to my thunder, John.

      I can write real good. But with editors, I write even gooder. Adwynna MacKenzie and Laurie King pulled (read: forced) stories out of me when I didn’t want to, removed an alarming number of “just” and “like” the likes of which I just had no idea that they were there, and challenged me to rise up and above.

      But it’s more than grammar and word choice. They forced me to rephrase, explain, cut out, and ask “What are you really trying to say here? Who is your audience? Who have you now become so that you can go back to that point in time and remember what it was like then to connect with that person just starting down this path? Write in that voice.” Dang. Ouch. Painful stuff. But it’s Better Together. We’re better together and I thank you.

      I’d also like to acknowledge my family. Although maybe less in the “supportive” role (“Dad, are you done with your daily thing yet? Didn’t you do that yesterday? Let’s play basketball.”) and more in the “tolerate” role. I hope they will believe in me after this book. But they allowed me to write Every Single Day since that November 1, 2012 and they, finally, just let me do my thing and knew when I was done I could play basketball. Thank you for being there and in one of the next books we can bring Li & Lu back to life and see how they’ve grown since the adventures in the “Markree Castle” series.

      But it doesn’t end there. I’m a firm believer in every little item along the way shapes who you are, where you’re going, and how you’re going to get there. Every nudge, pull, and yes, every wink provided a sparkle of light at the end of the road from everyone along the way. Thank you for allowing this to happen.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Bradley Charbonneau is an “unstoppable writing machine.”

      He can’t not write. Writing gives him pleasure, perspective, and the chance to overuse the letter “p” whenever he feels like it.

      He doesn’t take himself terribly seriously—except for that daily writing habit he’s got going on. He’s truly reached Part 6: Play and isn’t heading back down ever again.

      All he really wants to do is tell stories, travel with his wife to oddball destinations by rickety transport, shoot baskets with his boys, try to perfect the burrito outside of California, and whisper the secrets of freedom and deep joy to whomever is within earshot and shares even the slightest inkling of curiosity.

      He currently lives in a little town outside of Utrecht in The Netherlands with his wife Saskia, famous two young boys of “The Adventures of Li & Lu” fame, and their at-least-as-famous dog Pepper.

      This is Bradley’s sixth book.

      It is far, far, far from his last.

      
        
        Find, ask, discuss, play at:

        bradleycharbonneau.com

        esd@likomaisland.com
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            Also by Bradley Charbonneau

          

        

      

    

    
      Driehoek

      Florence

      The Secret of Kite Hill

      The Secret of Markree Castle

      The Key to Markree Castle

      The Gift of Markree Castle

      urban travel guide SAN FRANCISCO

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            (Possible) Upcoming Books by Bradley Charbonneau

          

        

      

    

    
      A perfume, a silky scarf, a lover, a layered cake of extravaganza.

      Rick & Liselotte meet through NaNoWriMo and agree to meet in Paris for the month of November to collaborate on a book. A romance. But they’re not going to be romantically involved. At least, that’s the opening scene. (co-writing with Lone Morch, who thought up that title, but I don’t really know what it means)

      The Unknowing Majestic Mystic: Italy (UMM Book 1)

      Do all superheroes start out like this? Meet Charlie Holiday.

      The Unknowing Majestic Mystic: Holland (UMM Book 2)

      Are there any positions open in the back office of 	Superheroes Inc.? This isn’t really working out.

      The Unknowing Majestic Mystic: Thailand (UMM Book 3)

      Wait, I’m able to do WHAT? OK, I’m in.

      Pride: How to Write a Book Together with Your Kids—and Why you Should

      Step 1: Write books together with kids. There is no Step 2.

      The Procrastinator’s Workbook

      A follow-up workbook to the Procrastination 101 Course … which hasn’t taken place yet either.

      Li & Lu and the Secret of the Deep Fryer (Li & Lu Book 5)

      Li & Li move to Europe where Lu has been collecting bad jokes while Li complains about Lu. (mystery / suspense / children’s / horror / fantasy / comedy / reality / documentary / paranormal / etc.)

      How to Raise Bilingual Kids with an iPad, a Burrito, and $286

      Tip #42: Get ‘em while they’re young and can’t talk yet.

      How to Move Your Entire Family to Europe in 412 Not-Always-Easy Steps

      Step #289: Agree to fries as a daily staple.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The End

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for reading Bradley Charbonneau’s “Every Single Day.”

      With, what, something like seven chapters after that last chapter, I just wanted to put this in here to say that it’s over, it’s done … or rather, depending on what day it is and if this day happens to be the first day of the rest of your life, then welcome to the beginning.

      Thank you, thank you, thank you for reading.

      From Driebergen, The Netherlands, this has been Bradley Charbonneau.

      * * *

      Welcome to “Every Single Day” written and narrated by Bradley Charbonneau with the foreword written and narrated by John Muldoon. Copyright 2018 Bradley Charbonneau.
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