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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated to all the assholes, manipulators, narcissists, fair-weather friends, backstabbers, liars, cheaters, abusers, family members, tyrants, neglecters, clock-punching therapists, and the people who tried to murder me.

			It is also dedicated to the kind, righteous, fun-loving, good-hearted, forgiving, caring, nurturing, accepting, generous, and otherwise completely wonderful human beings who have shared the path with me.

			You all taught me invaluable lessons. How to survive seemingly unsurvivable events. How to get back up, over and over again. How to laugh when punched in the face, when I was crying, and when I was spitting mad. You taught me how to look into the mirror, take accountability, and realize who I am as a person. And then how to love that person unconditionally. You taught me how to smile when things were great and when the darkness was too deep to see out of. You taught me how to take the high road and the low road. Most importantly, you allowed me to transcend my own experience. This is what I hope to pass on to the next person.
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			​Preface

			I began writing this book a long time before I actually wrote it. When I started, I was twenty-two years old and I had graduated college a year before. The high-paying job had not materialized. The self-satisfaction and self-confidence that stems from material success in a competitive world hadn’t materialized either. What had materialized was a bunch of entry-level jobs, an intense pattern of self-loathing, and a general malaise surrounding the ‘real world.’ I remember thinking that if I could just write a book then all of my dreams would come true. I would be respected. I would be admired. I would be a success.

			Then I started writing for a living and quickly realized just how wrong I was. At first, I was an intern for a music magazine. I got to go to a lot of shows, interview musicians, and hang out with other writers. The good ol’ dog days. But it was highly evident any way you sliced it: that world was hard, and nobody respects writers. I had to work impossibly hard just to get an article into print that I wouldn’t even be paid for. And when the time came that I might gain a paid position, it still wouldn’t pay the bills. I would still have to mop floors and chop tomatoes. I would still have to punch a clock. The future did not seem bright. Rather, it seemed pretty bleak.

			So, I looked at my options. There weren’t many. It was 2009 and the economy was squeezing everyone like an aluminum can in a shop vise. I saw what I would have to do to achieve my illusory goals. I would have to sell my soul. And I wouldn’t do that then just as much as I won’t do that now. I can’t count how many people have read this book and told me to swear less or to cut out this section or that. To take out some of the stories telling you how much I have fucked up. Fuck ‘em. I love them, but fuck ‘em. It is what it is. And back then, it was what it was. There were no options, so I took the only option available to me. I left.

			I started out working in a gift shop. It was boring, menial, and repetitive. But it was Paradise. Literally. That was the name of the town. Nestled about 6,000 feet up on Mt. Rainier, with wildflowers blooming by the million outside. On the short walk back to the mouse-infested bunkhouse, I would regularly walk through a scene most people wouldn’t dare to dream of, lest they ‘start to hate their life.’ It was the very first time in my life that I realized that nothing mattered but my attitude. That the paycheck, the ‘girl,’ the shoes, the uniform, the title, the accolades, none of it mattered. What did matter was how I perceived it. And I perceived it as heaven. I had finally achieved peace, happiness, and joy. I had finally found my place in this world.

			Of course, this all came crashing down two months later. I let myself drink recklessly, didn’t deal with my problems, became entangled with a loathsome woman, neglected my physical health and mental well-being, and otherwise put myself in a bad situation. But the fact remained, I had figured out the key to happiness. I had taken the leap and was rewarded with a glimpse of paradise. I had escaped the rigamarole and the path laid out for me by miserable people who thought they knew best. And this vision of peace and contentment is what I have chased ever since.

			The key was simple: taking the leap. I had coldly analyzed the situation I was in and had adamantly refused to accept it as my future. I searched and searched for a solution. When I saw the job posting I was scared. Terrified. And when I told my friends and family what I had chosen I was met with disapproval and angry stares. No matter. I wasn’t happy. I wasn’t satisfied. I wasn’t progressing toward transcendence or enlightenment. It had to happen.

			Now, that isn’t to say that I have found any of those things since. I have had some epically great times. My marriage was an ecstatically happy one at times. I have found locations where I was respected, admired, and appreciated. I have stood on the top of mountains and giggled for hours. My list of achievements and accolades is long. But the path to transcendence and enlightenment is a long one. Life is hard. And when you think it’s hard, it gets even harder. No matter who you are, you are going to have to face extremely dark and painful parts of yourself. You are going to have to triumph over mountainous obstacles that others might simply step over. There will be soul-shattering events as often as there are brilliant, beautiful moments. But this is what we signed up for. The search. The struggle. We signed a contract before we were born. We came onto this plane to ‘figure it all out.’ To grow. To progress. Our birth was simply the first leap we took.

			You are probably reading this because you feel stuck in some way. Because you feel the need to change yourself and your situation. And that is exactly what this book is for. Long ago I gave up on my foolish notions of success and went through the world trying everything. The number of jobs I have had is staggering. The number of things I know how to do oftentimes makes people uncomfortable. But that is their problem. Because I had to go through immeasurable amounts of discomfort to learn the things I have shared with you here. I have constantly been the student, always with this book in the back of my mind. This was how I was going to make a difference. And hopefully, it has. Because you are, most likely, going to take the same leap I did. You are going to break out from your patterns in the pursuit of happiness. And it might be fleeting. But the pursuit is all there is. You were born for this. You can do anything you want. Anything you need. You can make a difference and make yourself happy along the way. And hopefully, this book will help you do it the easy way, the safe(r) way, the right way. Or not. Who cares. The point is that you do it. The point is that you leap.

			So, tell your loved ones that you love them, close your eyes, pinch your nose…

			… and jump.

		


		
			​Prologue

			Aside from general survival tips, you will immediately notice that the first part of this book details a whole lot of wellness advice on how to treat your body and mind. And you might wonder to yourself: “But I thought this was a book about traveling for cheap?” And you’d be right. Partially. There are tiers of needs. Mental wellness may be at the very top of the pyramid, but everyone has to eat. We all need a place to sleep, water, toilet paper, gas, heat, shoes, etc. And while we are on the road, these basic human needs become much harder to provide for. With this in mind, these needs are adequately and thoroughly addressed throughout this entire book. So, why all the wellness advice? Because as someone who has been to hell and back, slept on sidewalks and illegally in backyards, climbed mountains, and lounged at million-dollar pools, there is an oft-forgotten concept in today’s ‘influencer’ driven travel: being healthy and happy.

			I was at a beach in Greece with a girlfriend. We were sitting there drinking piña coladas and generally loving every second of the day. It was paradise. The weather was perfect, and it was the end of the season so there were barely any people there. There was even a light breeze that cooled all the sweat off of my very pale skin. About halfway through the afternoon, we noticed a couple walking past us. Both of them had makeup plastered on, with bales of clothes under one arm and heavy-looking camera equipment under the other. I remember seeing them sweating and lightly grunting and thinking: “Why on Earth would you ruin such a perfect day with all that crap?”

			The couple continued a short way down the beach until they found a good spot near the water. A few young kids were playing in the surf behind them, in their shot evidently, that they quickly shooed away. I saw the man walk over to the beach bar and come back with two very elaborate-looking pineapples. They then proceeded to take each other’s pictures, over and over, in different outfits, with different angles. At one point, the woman pointed to the breakwater that separated the swimming area from the open ocean. The man then proceeded to carry the young woman (yes, carry) through the shallow water to the breakwater, where he gently laid her down on the stone. He then trudged back through the water and returned with his camera and spent another full hour taking her picture, pausing only to show her the results from time to time. When she was satisfied, he then picked her back up and carried her back to the beach, where they started to take sunset photos.

			The entire thing took around four hours. By this time my girlfriend and I had gone swimming four times, made friends, and were thoroughly hammered. It was positively awesome. I felt like Jimmy frickin’ Buffett. As the light diminished past the ‘golden hour’ the couple left, with their trash and pineapples still sitting in the sand. I hate beach trash, so I strode right over and picked it up for them. Curious, I pulled the top off of the pineapples. Completely untouched. I couldn’t help it. Grabbing my new treasure, I walked to the bar and turned around. My girlfriend was already walking toward me with two straws in her hand and a big smile on her face.

			I have no idea how social media works, but we were somehow able to look up the beach by the hashtag, and bam! There were our models, greased up, decked out, and smiling. The caption read: “What a great day of swimming and fun in the sun!” Sure was! The pictures weren’t nearly as good as those pina coladas though.

			The irony of ironies was, after a few more weeks of traveling, we ended up on the same flight as our favorite models. We were heading from Athens to Singapore, then on to the Gold Coast, and then, finally, Auckland. That’s a long, long haul. I passed them by and gave them a wave and a smile. The woman snarled at me. As I continued down the aisle, I heard them sharply bickering. Countless hours, delays, altered gates, and changed terminals later, we finally landed in Gold Coast, Australia, where our favorite ‘influencers’ evidently called home. We were standing in line going through customs to get to the next terminal when I saw them heading toward the baggage claim. They were pointedly not looking at each other, or anyone else for that matter. I couldn’t help shaking my head. I truly hope their next vacation was a little more fun.

			Overall health, wellness, and meditation are emphasized in this book because they are the most important. Yes, we have to take care of our bodily needs. But after you become adept at that your life quickly evolves into a search for meaning. Every single human who has ever lived has hit this wall, where they realize that they have been missing ‘something more.’ Examples of this are prevalent in all aspects of our culture. Burnout. Mid-life crises. Obsessive use of social media. Rebellion. Self-destructive behavior. A relentless search for a partner. Or a need, not just an instinctual desire, to have children. All these to some degree constitute our attempt to get to the next rung on the ladder; the next stage on the pyramid hierarchy of needs. We strive to find meaning and happiness. Or, in other words, wellness, wholeness, and understanding. I’ll tell you right now, matter-of-factly: you are probably not going to find this sitting in your hometown, or on social media. Definitely not on social media.

			You will only find this with hard work. You will only find this by seeking the truth of yourself, finding out what makes you tick and why. Does something irritate you? Good! Why? The answer to that question teaches you a lesson about yourself. As Albert Einstein once so famously said: “There are only two ways to live your life: One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is a miracle.” By traveling we force ourselves into uncomfortable and potentially dangerous situations. We put ourselves through the rigors and trials necessary to achieve knowledge. We are positively forced to work hard, pay attention, strive to be better, and learn about the world, and ourselves, in the process. We are forced to get to the next rung on the ladder.

			One of the primary purposes of this book is to help you realize your goals, dreams, passions, and ideals. Maybe even have some frickin’ fun. It is designed to help you along your journey of finding out who you are and how you can be the happiest you can be. No one can do that for you. Your wellness is your happiness. Your body is the lens through which we see the world. If you travel and treat your body like crap, your experience is going to suffer. Traveling is already hard. Living a life that is outside the norm is equally so. It is taxing. Stressful. If you don’t maintain yourself, you are going to break down. And when you break down, it is going to be a miserable experience. Now, if you have prepared for it, if you have paid attention to your body’s needs, your mind’s wants, and your soul’s desires, you are inherently in a much better place to deal with troubles and trials as they arise. We are all here to venture forth into the world to find success and meaning in our own way. The knowledge contained in these pages can give you an advantage in doing just that.

		


		
			​Breathe

			Just breathe.

			If you hear or listen to nothing else written on these pages, listen to this. Breathe. Take big, huge mouthfuls as often as you can. Watch your belly go in and out, in and out. Breathing is the essence of our lives. Oftentimes, it is the only thing we can control about our situation. For some, it is the only thing they want to control about their situation. Life comes in and out of your lungs one expansion and contraction at a time. Controlling this, or just paying attention to it allows you to be present in the moment. Control what you can control. And it puts you into a frame of mind that is susceptible to all the goodness and positivity the world can provide. It is the crucial first step for every single moment of your life.

			There are clickbait listicles with miles of print telling you what to eat and what not to eat, what’s causing cancer this week, and how to best organize your room to live, on average, 18 hours longer. From infancy, we are bombarded by information about our health and disease. Every single Hollywood celebrity that has ever graced the screen now has a line of organic, holistic, poorly made, and excellently labeled products that are full of crap. And they want you to believe. Believe in THIS, and you will be healthy, happy, and well off. That is all well and good and I am sure some of these things can help some people. But in the end, spending tons of money isn’t what is going to help you the most. And if you’re reading this, you probably can’t afford the lifestyle this system is trying to sell you anyway. So, what can you do? What can you control?

			Your breath.

			Just breathe. Count them or don’t count them. Focus on the air hitting the tip of your nose, or the point right between the inhale and the exhale. Watch your diaphragm rise and fall. It’s free and it is the single best thing you can do for yourself at any moment.

		


		
			​Rules to Live By

			Be kind.

			Aside from breathing, this is the best thing to know about living. It is up for debate whether most people in this world are ‘good’ or ‘bad.’ What we can all agree on is that there are a lot of really bad people and plain ol’ assholes in this world. We can also all agree that assholes make this world much harder to live in than it needs to be. The hard part to realize is that we can become assholes without knowing it. I know I did. Suddenly, I was living a life surrounded by negativity and, well, assholes. Everything was someone else’s fault and when it was my fault, I always somehow had a very good reason for being an asshole to them.

			We are all the heroes of our own story. We are not all the protagonists of the story. And that is the only thing to try to be in this world. I cannot count how many times I have run into ‘highly successful’ people, who had nice clothes, more money than they knew what to do with, accolades, fame, you name it… and they were complete assholes. They were miserable! And it’s because they failed. They paid attention to everything but the most important goal/tenet/rule. Be a good person. Because, simply put, if you are not kind then you are not a good person. You failed. You lost at life. It is the only certifiable achievement and it is the building block for any kind of success in this world.

			Always start a conversation with: “How are you today?”

			All too often in this rapidly expanding and online world we forget to be human. It is hard to remember that no matter how much we might hate the credit card company we are calling for double charging us for shitty Chinese food, there is still a real-life, honest-to-God human being on the other end of the line. They are paid pennies to deal with jerks all day long and do not deserve all our frustration. Also, in a not-so-altruistic fashion, everyone in the world has the power to help our day go smoother and better. By engaging them and acknowledging that they are human and that we care enough to check in, they are much more likely to help us out with whatever might be troubling us. You might just find that your phone bill is $5 cheaper per month (Thanks Evan!), or that they magically found a coupon for $20 off of your oil change. Just like that. Everybody just wants to be treated with respect and compassion. Asking them how their day is going is the best way to start. It really is that simple.

			Do not lie, cheat or steal.

			Everything in this world has a price. Whether you believe it will come in this world or the next, doesn’t matter. What you put out into the world you will get back. If you lie, you will be lied to. If you cheat, you will be cheated. And if you steal, you will be stolen from. Some call this Karma. Some attribute it to the Law of Attraction. Perhaps we are all just part of a simulation wherein people are playing our bodies and consciousness as if we are a video game, complete with ‘good points’ and ‘bad points’ that lead to different cinematic endings. Regardless of your opinion, it is a universal truth. Ignore this and you will only have to learn it the hard way.

			It is also crucial to follow this rule if you have any intention of following Rule #1. There is no world in which you can lie, cheat, and steal your way to being a good person. So many of us idolize the bank robbers we see in movies. The protagonists always have a really good reason for stealing from that particular bank or bad guy. What we don’t see is the rest of their lives after they have finished the heist. We don’t see the price that they have to pay. Everything costs something. Whether it is the revenge of the ‘bad’ guy or the ravages of taxes and time, the protagonist is never going to waltz off carefree. It just doesn’t happen. You cannot be committed to following the path of sin/crime/negativity and expect to reach true happiness and/or enlightenment. The cost of your actions will always be equal to or outweigh your efforts.

			For what it’s worth, it’s also just the right thing to do. We have become so accustomed to living with bad people who treat us like crap. It is understood and accepted that most of the people you interact with are trying to take advantage of you in some way or another. This does not mean that you have to be this way. The world would be a much better place if we were not accustomed to this. Why not be different? Why not be the better person? Why not change the world?

			Save as much of your first paycheck as you can.

			I have lived a wild life that resulted in me having more jobs and job titles and locations and everything that goes with it than I can count. Most people do not believe me when I tell them how many jobs I’ve had, so I stopped doing so. In my experience, which is considerable, I would always follow a familiar pattern:

			
					Get kicked out somewhere.

					Take off and wind up in a situation with very little or no money.

					Desperately start looking for a job. Usually, this started 10 minutes after number 1, but it really kicks into gear when you’re running out of booze and you’re cold.

					Take whatever job comes your way, wherever it is.

					Show up broke.

					Work hard, bending over backward to make it work. Stress myself emotionally, physically, and mentally, usually to the breaking point.

					Get paid and blow it all with my ‘new friends’ and on crap I didn’t need.

					Do something stupid and expensive.

			

			Where I messed up, every single time, is by not saving the first paycheck. If you’re in a situation where you are taking the first or ‘best’ job available, most often you are taking a job that multiple other people have left, meaning that it is bad for you in one way or another. Anyone who has ever waited tables is adamantly nodding their head right now. There is a section on this later if you’re interested. The point is the same. You’re broke and hungry for so long that as soon as you see that first bit of cash you want to pay off all of your bills and debt and go out to eat with all these friendly new people. Let the good times roll, baby! But hold up. These jobs are like life. They come and go with a flicker. Here one day, gone the next. We are so caught up in the ‘here and now’ that we want to believe that we will be ‘here’ forever and that ‘now’ will last forever. But for me, I was only in that situation because I was running from something else. Or because I had messed up somewhere else. Almost as if I was supposed to learn a lesson, right? Right.

			The point is to always take care of yourself first. Always have an escape plan. Because these companies out there don’t see you as a person, at least not right away. They see you as a warm body, an ‘asset to their company.’ It sounds cold but it’s true. That doesn’t mean they are bad people. It’s business. And people want to make money so they can feed their families and fuel their ludicrously large pickup trucks that have never been even slightly touched by a load of construction debris, hay bales, or any other kind of cargo you’ll see in a truck commercial. They want their business to operate at peak efficiency and that means getting people ‘trained’ to do their jobs exactly the way that the employee video wants them to and blah, blah, blah.

			Are you a robot? Are you programmable? I didn’t think so.

			Spending eight to ten hours a day in a human-soul meat grinder is going to take a toll on every part of your being. And when it does you are going to react in ways that surprise you. Even if you aren’t quite as reactive or sensitive as me, you always need to take care of yourself first. Fight your impulsive nature and your impatience and pay yourself first. Save that first paycheck.

			Mental health comes first.

			For a long, long, long, long, long, long time I pushed hard against the wall. I refused to directly deal with an intense series of traumas and issues. This held me back from having normal relationships, any kind of meaningful purpose, a job that lasted longer than six months, or fulfilling relationships of any kind.

			It blows me away that we have no problem working on our homes, spending thousands of dollars to send our cars into the shop, buying a new cellphone, or blowing hundreds of dollars at the bar getting wasted. No judgment, I have done all these things too. The reason this is so shocking to me is that we have no problem with these expenditures, yet this nation hates even the vague notion of therapy. Way too many times I have seen revulsion on people’s faces when I recommend going to talk to someone. Mindboggling. We live in a flesh-and-bone meat sack, controlled by an infinitely complex organic computer that is self-aware, self-controlling, and utterly independent of anything and everything that has ever existed before it. Our brains, and our existences, are miracles of mathematics, transcendence, spirituality, you name it. We are miracles. And we think we don’t have to maintain our minds??? These miracle processing machines made of living matter? Wild. Absolutely wild.

			Take care of your brain. It is the only thing that you are 100% certain actually exists. If you need a day off, take it. If you are too anxious to go to that party, don’t go. If someone makes me uncomfortable, I leave. Usually politely but still, I’m gone. When my in-laws get in my face with their unresolved Daddy Issues, I laugh in their faces and walk away. No questions asked. The generations before us had the incentive to work themselves to the bone. We do not. I am not saying don’t work hard! Working hard is the key to getting what you want out of life! But there is no excuse for working two people’s jobs for one person’s salary and having zero time for a personal life or to raise your children, all for an income that doesn’t give you enough to save for any of those things. If your dog is at home alone for more than 40 hours per week, you are fucking up your life. If you don’t see your children till 7 pm, six days a week? Sorry. I know you are working your ass off. You’re still fucking up. You will regret it. Make your mental health, and that of those around you, come first. Even if it means moving to Nebraska (it’s cheaper there, damn people) and working at a gas station, do what you need to do to make space for your mental health.

			Never trust anyone with clean shoes.

			As someone who has worked incredibly hard for everything I have ever gotten, this rule became apparent early on. Look around you as you are working toward one of your goals, traveling through your world, or when you come face to face with an adversary. Take note of their shoes.

			I can’t even imagine getting to the car with shoes that are still clean. Even when I used to work in an office, I would still carry a rag with me everywhere I went because I couldn’t go ten minutes without sloshing mud on them. I couldn’t stay away if I tried.

			If someone is obsessed with perfectly clean shoes it tells you a lot about what they value and who they are. It’s not always bad. There are exceptions to every rule, for sure. But most of the time that means that the person you are looking at values appearance above all else. Let me just straight up tell you that substance is way more valuable than appearance, every single time. If you weren’t already aware. That person thinks that to progress through the world effectively, and to achieve their goals, they have to do so while keeping their shoes clean. This inherently means scrapping the ideas of ‘rolling up your sleeves’ and ‘getting dirty’ and ‘working hard.’ How do you think one gets ahead by not doing these things? If you said ‘taking advantage of others,’ you are correct. As a side note, if you think that every company that doesn’t pay you (most likely) double what they are paying you isn’t doing the same thing… well, you are lying to yourself. These people aren’t to be trusted, as they are most likely sizing you up for what they can take you for.

			Notice the details.

			Life will pass you by if you aren’t paying attention. Things that are special, sacred, and wonderful happen every second of every day to every person. Make note of this. Be grateful for the miracles surrounding you. When you do, your life will take on a much higher meaning than you ever thought possible.

			You may have heard the term ‘mindfulness.’ It is ambivalent, omnipresent, and ubiquitous. Simply put, it’s everywhere these days. Everyone wants to make a buck off of telling people to breathe in and out, myself included. Mindfulness is just paying attention to the details around you. Everything is a miracle, from how the leaves hang from the branches to your very own existence in this particular moment. You are surrounded by miracles, absolute miracles, at every moment. Taking the time to notice these miracles helps you identify the things you can be grateful for, the positives you have in your life currently, even if it might not feel like very many, and the blessings that the world has to offer. This is the easiest way to ‘enlightenment,’ which by itself means to ‘lighten up’ your world. Your life will be happier if you are happier. And the way to start doing this is to notice the things around you and actively seek gratitude within yourself for the things around you that you like. Do this enough and it becomes automatic. Once it’s automatic you will see your outlook, and your life, start to attract a lot more positivity which, in turn, will greatly improve everything around you.

			Find a very good reason(s) for living.

			The most common attribute shared by happy people and those who have survived traumatic experiences is a well-cultivated reason to continue existing. This could mean anything. Some people call it ‘resilience.’ Some people call it ‘positivity.’ Some people call it ‘love.’ Doesn’t matter what it is. Mounting scientific evidence, common sense, and easy rationale all come together for this one: figure out what makes you happy and do it. All the time. And enjoy it as much as you can.

			Right now, I love my dog almost more than anything in the world. The only thing I love more? Myself and my experience, sitting here with a cup of coffee at my desk, writing this awesome book while the rain pours down onto the trees across the street. I am warm here, my dog is snoring on the couch, and I can just barely feel the gentle rocking of the washing machine beneath my feet. These are the mundane moments that I live for, and I am excited for as many of them as I can remember every single day. Find out what you live for. Then live for it.

			Never watch the ads.

			A good mentor of mine once referred to the array of billboards, storefronts, colors, lights, buildings, etc., that compose the landscape of America as the ‘cultural matrix’ that we are all plugged into and forced to sift through to survive. It is an apt metaphor because it succinctly describes the constant assault on our senses that we are subjected to daily. Just driving down the road for five minutes you are confronted by the urgent needs of hundreds of people, all clamoring: “Buy this!” “No, buy THIS!” Or, “Buy THIS for LESS,” Or even, “Hey, how about you buy THIS and pay us MONTHLY with money you don’t have!!” And on. And on. And on.

			But this is not a treatise on the excesses of capitalism, even though there are many, and how anyone who says so is creepily shushed by people who typically don’t have a firm grasp of how the system is screwing them over. I digress. This is NOT, (slaps wrist) NOT a treatise on the excesses of capitalism. This is just a simple reminder to constantly assert critical thinking skills and have your wants, desires, and best interests in mind at all times, rather than those that this ‘cultural matrix’ wants you to have. I get the fact that everybody has got to eat. I also understand that advertising is effective. All I am saying is that every person is better off if advertising doesn’t affect them, or to the least degree possible.

			As an example, my girlfriend loves game shows, and I am a huge fan of American Football. It is amazing the difference in your experience when you keep the remote close at hand and mute the box when the ads start playing. You immediately notice the silence. The calm. The cessation of the onslaught; the overbearing message to consume and insure. Consume. Insure. Consume!! Insure!!!!!

			Try it sometime. You might like it.

			Take long showers.

			One of the first things you will notice if you spend a considerable amount of time in the wilderness or in a country less affluent than the one you are from is that it becomes much harder to bathe when you are there. I have had some glorious experiences in the middle of the wilderness in ice-cold, glacially-fed pools of water. And I have certainly found some great showers in hotels and hostels around the globe. But I have had way more experiences of weeks at a time without safe running water or any running water at all. I have seen my fair share of bathrooms that barely function, sometimes with just a hole in the ground. Pit toilets in faraway campgrounds become a luxury after weeks out in the bush, and even the pump water in the dish cleaning section can be a merciful reprieve when you’ve gone long enough.

			The point is that here in America, so inappropriately titled the ‘First World,’ we accept and expect a standard of living that most others do not have. We are so used to having the infrastructure, and average median income, that allows for life’s ‘basic necessities,’ that we forget that they are not necessities at all. They are luxuries. And I am certainly not saying to feel guilty about these things. Why would you? Anyone in their right mind is perfectly sane to take full advantage of the situation in which they are born or work their way into. The point is to focus on gratitude. Be grateful for the clean, hot water running out of this pipe in your home, cleansing your body and relaxing you at the same time. Showers are awesome. Just a built-in mini-massage where you barely have to do anything and you become healthier and more relaxed. Not to mention a shower is, bar none, the best place in the world to sing loudly. It is the paramount of daily luxuries in the average American life. If you pay attention to this, and to other luxuries we typically enjoy just like it, imagine what else you’ll discover about your life.

			Deal with your problems immediately.

			Looking back, I am still stunned at how much time I ‘wasted’ being bitter, angry, jealous, resentful, spiteful, etc., for things that I could have dealt with much more efficiently. The same thing goes for how many times I repeated the same painful mistakes, believing that I was destined to break through for no other reason than that I was a good person and deserved to succeed at what I thought I deserved. Ever been in a relationship with a narcissist? Yeah.

			What I learned from my previous behaviors is to simply accept the present and your role in it. If you mess up, just look it in the eye and admit to it. You don’t necessarily have to change it. You don’t even have to be sorry. Walking around apologizing for everything will make you hate yourself and the people you care about will subconsciously look down on you for it. The important part is to recognize what you did and why you did it. Don’t make excuses, don’t reimagine the story, don’t try to sugarcoat it and make yourself look better. Be real, be honest, and be forthcoming. You will demand respect and you will inherently love yourself more. Consider this the fast track to self-love.

			This does not mean to purposefully act poorly. If you have any questions about that, refer to rule #1. Here’s a personal example. For a long time, my ex-wife was my ‘soul mate,’ my best friend, and my accomplice. If she had come home laughing, covered in blood, and saying she had killed someone, I would have just grabbed a shovel and bought a sailboat. I would have burned down an entire city to save her. We fought all the time though and our fights used to get pretty heated. I used to sleep on the couch quite a bit. We both had a bunch of issues from our past that we had never really dealt with. I had tried as she had tried, but not to the degree that either of us needed. When we got divorced, I kept working at addressing my issues. All sorts of things poured out. I realized that I hadn’t been arguing with her. I had been arguing with ghosts. Figures long gone from my past had dictated my present, including the image that I held of her, which was no longer an accurate representation of who she was. All this drove me away from any semblance of happiness and ultimately away from myself and where I wanted to go in my life. What was needed was a basic reckoning. My marriage had needed a long set of open, respectful discourses on how we were going to deal with the things we had done and said to one another. How we were going to repair the damage and move forward together. Instead, she turned to other guys and I turned to the bottle.

			To progress in this world, we have to tackle our problems as they arise, immediately and with courage. This doesn’t mean doing it perfectly the first time. This simply means addressing the fact that some situations can make you afraid or uncomfortable. Or that you know that you are dealing with something in an unhappy way. The problem with doing this is that it is hard to look at ourselves with an unfiltered lens. Whether we want to admit it or not, we are all the heroes in our own story. How can we be wrong? Impossible! But we are. Often. And it is this awareness and openness to being wrong that allows us to grow. If you are seeing the same problems come up again and again, you are not learning the lesson. And believe me, there is a lesson. If you cannot see it, or find it hard to let your guard down with yourself, don’t worry. This just means you’re human. That’s what good friends, therapists, support groups, sports, coffee shops, meetup groups, and any number of different avenues of meeting with other like-minded humans are for. If you seek the truth about yourself, you will find the answers. And most of the time the answer is to deal with your issues and problems right away.

			Find a way to keep laughing, no matter what it is.

			You’ll hear this a million different times in a million different ways until you finally internalize it. Life is what you make of it. This is a cliché saying for a reason. It might be the oldest truth we collectively know about the human experience. Yet, enacting this supposedly ‘simple truth’ remains one of the hardest things to do. It takes patience and effort to learn. Sometimes more than you can bear. But once you learn how to laugh when you are in pain, instead of becoming bitter and lashing out, that laughter invites love and kindness. And love and kindness are the only way to heal that pain. Any kind of laughter will do the trick. It is subjective and personal. Find what that is for you right at the beginning. It will save you a great deal of time and missed opportunities to grow.

			Fuck ‘em.

			Always try to be humble, forgiving, and kind. Hold the door open for the next person. Be giving of love and affection. But hey, this world is just as full of love and light as it is with evil and assholes. It is almost always better to take the high road, and it is certainly always better to try to take the High Road at first. But you are human. You are a walking, talking, mathematical miracle. You do not deserve to be trampled over and ridiculed at a whim. There is a line, and if someone steps over it, multiple times, fuck ‘em. Let it rip. Tear them a new one, leave them on the side of the road, ghost ‘em, or just flat out break their fucking nose. Every grown adult knows where the line is. If they step over it, and you’ve tried everything you know how to do to be an exceptionally kind and loving person, then they step over the line again, fuck ‘em.

			Never hesitate.

		


		
			The world often tells you: “It’s my way or the highway.” 
Choose the highway.

		


		
			​Basic Survival

			I could list all the places I’ve been, all the jobs I’ve had, and all the times I’ve had to build up something from nothing. I could go on and on about coming up from sleeping on the street, a backpack holding everything I owned, $0 to my name, and no one to call. I know everything there is to know about coming from nothing. And that’s because I spent my entire life pushing myself into the most uncomfortable places I could possibly go. Grinding my body and soul into life’s great cheese grater as if I was going to come out of it whole. I always thought it would write a good story. I was wrong. It did give me enough material for a book though.

			The hard road I took, and that so many are forced upon, does not build character. That’s a misnomer crafted by the coddled and wasteful generation before us. The Hard Road shatters your mind, body, and spirit. It is a misconception that it takes strife and heartache to create success. Usually, it is just the opposite. It creates evil just as easily as excess does, along with trauma, stress, cancer, and regret. The fact that so many people have had to travel the Hard Road is one of the reasons that we see the degradation of the world around us. It might just be the very reason that we live in the world we do.

			There are only three things that help this world thrive: kindness, wisdom, and understanding. That’s it. And we rarely see any of it in our daily lives.

			I didn’t always know that. I barely know that now. When I was younger, I had no heroes or role models. No one showed me the way or taught me what was right and wrong. I was angry, and filled with hate, self-loathing, bitterness, and spite. I was also sensitive. I knew, deep down, that love was the only real way forward. I knew that I craved belonging and connection more than anything, despite my best attempts to be a ‘lone wolf.’ Man, did I think that concept was cool. I was adrift in a world that I didn’t know whether to emulate or cast aside.

			It doesn’t excuse some of the ways I acted and some of the things I did. There are no excuses. But I’m not lugging around Herculean guilt like some of the guys in the movies and I am certainly not even close to ‘past saving.’ I made just as many mistakes as I had wild successes. Sometimes I put myself into situations, emulating rap stars and men I thought that I was supposed to be, that were not healthy for me or the other people involved. I regularly humiliated myself trying to be somebody I wasn’t. I went on long journeys I didn’t want to be on from the beginning. I took jobs in faraway places that I knew were bad for my health. And I found myself back in my hometown over and over again, in countless failed relationships, and one horrific marriage. I was putting myself in situations where I was destined to fail. And I did fail. In epic fashion. Side of the road, head in my hands, too drunk to stand, too sad to cry, fashion. But I never wavered in my determination to throw myself back at the giant cheese grater of life.

			If I had a problem talking to people, I talked my way into a bartending job. If I had to get out of ‘there,’ I put out my thumb and got out of there. If I needed an outlet, I volunteered, interned, or wrote on a pad of paper till my fingers bled. I hurt some people and they hurt me. I routinely made it happen, however, regardless of the odds or the cost. Some call this divine providence, that God has a plan for all of us. I call this determination and grit. Others have called me an absolute moron. Doesn’t matter now. Because what happened, happened. Some of it was horrific and some of it was transcendent. One time I was driving along a dirt road in the boonies somewhere near West Yellowstone. I had recently had one of the worst days of my life. So there I was, beer in hand, bathing in self-pity, wondering if I should just drive off the side of the cliff, when I spotted a kid walking along, half-dead. I convinced him to get in the truck and, after an hour-long ride back to town, got him back to his mother. I’ll never forget her face. Other times were awesome too. I bailed some people out of jail, changed some tires, and helped some people get out of some prickly situations. Sometimes I intentionally was a friend to those that needed it, if only because I know exactly how that feels. I was given unlimited chances to walk a road of light, love, and respect. Sometimes I took it. Sometimes I didn’t.

			The point is that I was granted the opportunity to live a life worth living and I was oftentimes up to the task. There is no greater pride or satisfaction than giving a starving person half of your sandwich when you are starving. I will tell you right now that I am a spiritual man. The things I have seen… I don’t know how not to be. And when God, or the universe, or simple happenstance, whatever it is that you believe, gives you the chance to be a good person the only answer is yes. The world forgot that at some point. That is the first thing I learned. Half of what I know.

			The other half is how to survive.

			I am never going to have children. I am never going to have a family. I am never going to live a ‘normal’ life. It just won’t happen. They got to me too early, too deep. My bloodline, and the cycle, dies with me. I am what some call a ‘wounded healer.’ A teacher. A mentor. I think. Maybe I’m just a very hot fart on some equally hot wind. Who knows. But I do know that my main legacy will be this book. And that will be enough. Because these pages are a manual, of sorts, for how to break out from the rubric of what everyone around you is doing; what everything around you seemingly wants you to be. For how to live a life independent of the absolute bullshit that our society is constructed from, how to be a good person, and how to create your own cycle.

			I can lambast you with advice and tricks that I have learned along the way. I can tell you story after story that will (hopefully) make you laugh and then learn from my dumbass mistakes. I can tell you how important it is to find out what makes you tick, what makes you happy, and even whether or not to simply ponder your existence once a week. None of it will mean jack if you’re hungry, thirsty, and homeless.

			This section is a basic blueprint of how to survive until you get it all figured out. You’re going to need a job, a place to live, some things to do. You’re going to have to get a bank account, then a savings account, even a credit card. You’re going to have to pay taxes and bills, sign up for phones, get jobs, and go grocery shopping. All the mundane details of life that we call ‘adulting.’ And on top of all that, you’re probably going to have to get a car.

			The details will not be 100% correct for everyone. Certain things will be different in your area. For example, buying a truck in Oregon is much, much less expensive than it is in North Carolina. Is that because everyone listens to country music down there and feels like they aren’t man enough without an F-150? Who knows? It costs double to buy a truck in the South so someone should figure it out. Either way, there are differences like this in every single aspect of life throughout the country. If this is the case in your area, just take the advice with a grain of salt and apply the basic idea to your efforts.

			You don’t necessarily have to be a ‘nomad.’ It’s a silly term. You don’t have to learn how to code, move to Lisbon and work out of an overpriced commune. You can live in any city you want. Or the desert. Or even Antarctica. They do need cooks down there. I don’t know if anyone has ever told you this, but you can do whatever you want. Anything. It’s all possible. Believe me, I didn’t think I could break out either. But here I am. I have left hundreds, hundreds, of living situations, jobs, and relationships with nothing but the clothes on my back. I made it. By the skin of my teeth. And I learned a few things doing it. I learned how to make the hard road a lot easier. I learned how to be a successful, decent, philanthropic, outwardly focused person. It’s all I know.

			I’m assuming you’re reading this because you want to know too.

		


		
			01|	​Finding A Place to Live

			Getting an Apartment

			This can be the most complicated part of survival in the modern-day world, which is frustrating because something so absolutely necessary should be really easy. It’s not. And yet, every urban area has some kind of vagrancy law that prohibits people from sleeping there, meaning the very act of falling asleep requires that you pay for it if you are to not break some kind of law. For most people, this means that they are going to have to find an apartment to rent.

			This is an option if you are planning on being somewhere for a considerable amount of time. It runs opposite to everything that I advocate for in this book, but I have included tips from my experience nonetheless. Breaking out of the mold that ‘they’ want to pigeonhole us into typically necessitates traveling around, but that is not mandatory. You can still be yourself, live a completely healthy life, and generally avoid the pitfalls of modern society, all while staying in the same geographical area.

			Just be aware, every single person who has ever rented out a space is doing so to make as much money as possible off of said space. They don’t call them landlords without reason. This means that, simply because you are staying in the space, they will blame you for any depreciation of the property (i.e., anything that goes wrong naturally), will hesitate to complete or facilitate necessary improvements/repairs, and will raise their rates at least once a year to maximize their investment. An irritating yet necessary evil. Elsewise, you are on the street. Just heed this: do whatever it takes to get out of the cycle of renting. You are pissing away your money. Money that could easily, and almost for the same amount, be used to purchase your own space.

			With that said, here are some tips I discovered along the way:

			
					
Make your application stand out. I always hand delivered my applications, showed up in slacks and a button-up shirt, and generally was friendly to the staff. They are bombarded with requests and stacks of applications so anyone who thought to just show up and put a face on their application immediately sticks out to them. The few times I did need to sign a lease and get an apartment (I never made it through the entire lease), I never had too much trouble getting one. This is not the norm.

					
Research the company or the private owners. When possible, go through a private owner. Be wary though. Feel them out for what they are all about. If they are renting the property out as a means to make some money right before they renovate, or if they are house flippers, then they are expecting you to cause damage and they will charge you for things you did not do. This is not everyone. A lot of people keep their first home as a rental as a means of paying the mortgage on their second home. These are good people to go with, as they want to keep their property well-maintained and will manage any problems that arise.

					
Private owners are just like relationships. You learn their flaws and quirks as you go along. It is up to you to put in the work, effort, and attention necessary to figure out if it is a good situation for you to be in long-term. Make sure not to enter into any kind of rental situation if you are desperate. It will lead you to not follow your intuition. When you are meeting with prospective landlords, you should be asking a bunch of questions designed to get them to reveal what they are truly like. If they are dismissive and irritated that is a good indicator that they are not good to rent from. If they make excuses for the way that the unit looks, chances are they are lazy. And if they are late, hurried, rude, and there are several things wrong with the property? Definitely walk.

					
If it is a company, make sure to look into the reviews. They incentivize current and former tenants to write them good reviews with discounts at the end of their leases, or when they move out, so pay little attention to rave reviews. Very, very few property management companies are anything better than slumlords, so pay close attention to the negative reviews. If they mention serious problems that aren’t dealt with, like mold or water leaks, move on and find a new company/new location. With this in mind, check the Better Business Bureau, or whatever functions in a similar way wherever you are located. This is an independent agency that functions as a regulatory body without any real powers. People can still report businesses to the BBB, however, which can be used as a guide for people who come after them. In a way, the BBB functions as the highest form of ratings, as their process to get a ‘review’ published is extensive, so whatever problems the person had were significant if they went through all that trouble. If the BBB says the company is rotten then they most certainly are and you should avoid them, no matter how much you want to live in that townhouse next to that one coffee shop.

					
Read the lease. Sometimes people are wholesome and honest. There really are people out there that want the best for everyone and who will look out for your best interests. And these types of people are disproportionately represented in the recreation, travel, and hospitality industries. Unfortunately, these are not the majority of people. Equally unfortunately, if you are looking into an available space, there is a higher likelihood that the person offering this space is not one of these people, as the odds that the person before you did not think highly of their landlord are much higher simply because they left. So read the lease, twice. Highlight it. Take your time, get some coffee down the street, make notes, and read the damn thing. Why? Because most leases have at least one thing in it that will cost you down the line and all of them are negotiable. No lease has ever been written that cannot be changed. It is why the ‘cost fields’ are usually left blank. Because landlords and rental companies pull a background check and a credit report on you, then decide what to charge you and when. So read the thing, ask questions, look them in the eye, and if you think they are trying to pull one over on you, leave. It is never worth sinking the boat just to make it over the next wave. You’ll thank me later.

					
Always have renter’s insurance. Most people think that when they are renting they are only truly responsible for their belongings. While it is true that the rental company or owners are not liable for your property, you can be responsible for a lot of things that can cause damage to the property. If you have a dog that chews up the walls or if you leave a stove on and it causes a fire, you could be held liable, not the property owner. And if you don’t have insurance you will end up paying for any damages on your own. In addition, the renter’s insurance usually covers your personal property when you aren’t even at home, meaning any stuff you leave in your car, at a storage unit, or even your parent’s house, is protected (to a degree).

			

			As I said, renting is a necessary evil. Whether you are saving up enough to buy all the gear or transportation you need/want to hit the road or if you’re just more comfortable in the place you’re at, you need a place to rest your head. Just be aware that it is not the only way. Most, if not all, leases go for twelve months or more. Some are six months, but these are much rarer. During these twelve months, you are paying at least a third of your income just for this space. That is income that goes straight into someone else’s pocket and doesn’t get you ahead at all. You are also contractually obligated to pay it until the end of your lease. It is a racket, it is criminal, and it is the way things are. Just think about this: the average cost of a mortgage is barely more than the average cost of rent for a decent size space. So why is it so hard to qualify for a mortgage, when you are paying, and have most likely been paying for a long time, the equivalent amount in rent? Just a thought.

			Roommates

			The easiest way to work around the typically monstrous cost of rent is to find other people to live with. The idea of roommates is definitely not mine. People have lived together since the dawn of time. But I have ritually used a roommate situation as a means of temporarily being in an area and not having to pay the same amount that an Airbnb, a weekly hotel, or any kind of month-to-month stay would cost. These are easy to find, as people are constantly moving in and out of places. Whether roommates don’t get along, they find their own place, don’t play nice with others, whatever it is, the turnover is high.

			A simple web search will find you multiple sites that provide a board for people to post and look for roommates. I have had great luck and success in the past with Craigslist, but this can be a bit sketchy. Regardless of what avenue you take to find new roommates, make sure to follow some basic guidelines. The first is to set up a meet-and-greet before you move in. Always be wary of someone that is totally cool with you just moving into their place sight unseen. Not only is there a high percentage chance that it’s a scam, but if it’s not, they will have the same openness about the place if you were to move in. Do you want random people from the internet in your house all the time? Probably not.

			Next, make sure to always let someone know where you’re at the first time you meet up with a potential roommate(s). You just never know. Usually, they are on their best behavior the same as you are. They need someone to fill that room in their house so that they can continue making rent. Never hurts to have backup waiting in case the whole thing goes south. If the meet-and-greet goes well and you think that you’d all play nice together, make sure you can iron out the details right off the bat. How long do you plan on being there, what is the cost, how much are utilities, who has their name on the utilities, and how are they divvied up? If someone insists on having expensive cable/satellite TV and you never watch TV, that can be an issue, especially if they want you to pay half of it.

			After that, you’ll need to check out the place in person. You want someone to prove that they actually live there as well. People rent Airbnbs for a month or so, get a bunch of renters/roommates, collect the dough, then bounce to another state or country. It’s a common and effective scam. So just ask them for a copy of the lease. If they can’t immediately provide you this you should be skeptical, especially if they are asking you to cover part of the deposit or any cleaning fee. They should have a copy of their lease ready, which clearly shows their name, multiple IDs, and should have no problem contacting the landlord or company if you ask them. I usually pushed that a little, just to see how they were with their landlords. If they got twitchy about it, I assumed that they were trying to rent to me illegally, against the wishes of their landlord, or that it was a scam.

			If all this checks out, then all you have to do is agree on a move-in date and have your money ready to move. It helps to have a checkbook, or some kind of online payment software because this leaves a paper trail. Beware of anyone who insists on cash-only. They usually have a good (really, it’s bad) reason for not wanting to have a paper trail. Also, take personal pictures of anything that is damaged or needs repair as you’re moving in. Don’t make a big deal of it, ‘cause nobody likes a finicky diva and the object is to make friends and have a good time. But you don’t want the person who holds the security deposit to get mad at you later for damage you aren’t at fault for. And if it’s a party house? Take pictures of everything. When the bill comes due, and it eventually will, people will look for anyone to blame. Don’t be in their crosshairs.

			Also, watch the neighborhood you’re in. I always look for kids playing on the street, or kids’ toys out in the yard. If kids are playing, then some parents are OK with their kids playing outside. This doesn’t happen in neighborhoods where there are frequent shootings or kidnappings, which you obviously want to avoid. Also, on a lighter note, look for coffee shops, restaurants, and bookstores. This is just from my personal experience, but any of these things typically mean that people like to come here to relax and hang out. On the other side, living next to bars, music venues, and thrift stores usually attract a louder crowd than you might want to live right next to. But who knows? Maybe you do. Look for things that would attract the noise level and type of people you will vibe with.

			Always take a stroll around the area in which you want to rent. You might not have the wherewithal to go out and do this and that’s OK. Sometimes you just have to take what you can get. But if you have the time, take a stroll in the morning and the evening. You can get a good feel of the place you might be moving into just by walking around and being observant. Pay special attention to the traffic and street noise, especially if you’re in the city. One of the blocks I once lived on had a resident crazy person, who loved to scream obscenities at the top of his lungs, always at 11:11, morning and night. Every day. Not to mention scowl and curse at everyone that walked by. I always handed him cigarettes. He didn’t yell quite as loud at me, but it was still super annoying. Make sure to scope out your area if you have the time and energy. Sometimes you’ll catch something you wish you had.

			Weekly Hotels

			Weekly and monthly rentals are a huge part of the nomadic/alternative lifestyle, and you will see them referenced in several other places in this book. There is even a definitive section for how to go about picking one, vetting it, and identifying any potential issues with one of these rentals before it comes up. I’ve added it here because I wanted to sow the seed that these are available everywhere right when you are starting to immerse yourself in the possibilities and procedures behind living this kind of lifestyle.

			Hostels

			Just like with the weekly hotels, these are always a cheap option when initially trying to find somewhere to go. There is a section on these later. The important thing to note here is that these are available and popular options that may very well be in your area. They typically do not allow locals to stay there, however, so these will only be a type of solution if you have already left your ‘home.’

			Camping

			This can be a difficult way of starting out if you are still working in a fixed location or are trying to work and save up funds. I have frequently returned to and left Portland, Oregon, in a seemingly endless cycle. This means that I have burned a lot of bridges at times and have had to get creative when finding temporary places to stay. Oftentimes I would camp, inevitably resulting in me getting up way earlier than I had to in order to get to my job or work site on time, working all day, then traveling the extra hour and a half necessary to get back to the campsite. And this does not even take into account the time it takes to cook meals, do laundry, shower, and finish basic chores and upkeep. It can be fun if you find the right spot, just pay attention to the gas costs and travel time if you are still commuting to and from work.

			Sleeping In Your Car

			I have had to pull this move way more times than I would like while I was traveling. It can be very effective if you do it the right way. Keep in mind, there is a distinct possibility of getting a ticket or getting arrested. You are also guaranteed to wake up feeling filthy and with a kinked neck. But this section is about survival and surviving means doing whatever is necessary. No one said it was going to be easy.

			There are three main concerns when sleeping in your car. The first is homeowners and people who live around where you want to park. Nobody is going to like people sleeping in their car anywhere near where they live. They automatically assume that you are going to steal from them. The trick is to have a sunscreen that blocks off the windshield. This helps to keep people from seeing that you’re in the car. Also, try to pull in at night when no one is outside, pick areas that are less densely populated but not easily identified as dead-ends and corners, and keep the lights low. This means pulling in and immediately trying to sleep, not sitting on your phone for hours.

			The second concern you are going to have are the police. Vagrancy laws typically dictate that people cannot sleep in their cars and you will never know that some dickwad called you in until a cop is knocking on your window to wake you up in the middle of the night. This is why it is important not to drink or smoke. It will be tempting. Very tempting. But there is always the chance that a cop is going to wake you up and you are going to have to shoot out of a dead sleep and then immediately take a sobriety test. All cops are going to immediately assume that you’re drunk and fell asleep at the wheel. If you fail the test for whatever reason or blow almost anything into the breathalyzer, they are going to cite you for something, and it is going to set you back considerably.

			Last, you have to remember the street sweepers, loading vehicles, delivery people, contractors, and other early-morning workers that might come near your vehicle. These are hard-working people who will typically have a very low patience for people sleeping while they are working. This, along with the early morning dog walkers, is going to be your biggest threat to getting ‘called in.’ This usually doesn’t matter as much because you’ll most likely be getting up early and not sleeping well, but if you are a champion of sleeping, just know that waking up to being towed is not a great way to start your day.

			Couch Surfing

			It took a great deal of thought, time, and effort to figure out how to write this paragraph. That’s because couch surfing is a significant grey area for traveling and existing in general. On one hand, it is good to ask for help from your loved ones when you legitimately need it. On the other hand, this entire book is dedicated to inspiring and instructing you on how to be fiercely independent at all times. Can you see the dilemma? But as you will see often in this book, when faced with a choice of whether to add something or not, I have typically added it in the hopes that it might help even one person. If it ends up harming you, as it harmed me at times, then it will hopefully be a good learning experience.

			Couch surfing has an expanded section later on. Peruse that if you are going to take this route. For the time being, simply know that this is an option for only a short time. Whenever you are on someone’s couch, you are directly impinging upon their life and their hospitality. Many people will offer you space in their homes with gracious and loving intentions. It is on you to utilize that space to get yourself fully independent as quickly as possible. If you do not do exactly that, you risk ruining relationships, setting yourself back mentally, and otherwise establishing a reputation for taking advantage of people.

			When you are staying on someone’s couch it is imperative to do three things: keep your stuff together, help out around the house, and fit into the lifestyle of the person you are staying with. Keeping your stuff together is obvious. Never enter someone’s home and then create a giant mess. Helping out around the house is the way that you ‘pay’ for your stay. Nothing in life is free and if you are providing a service to the person offering you free accommodation then you are creating value for yourself in their mind. This buys you more time to either save up money or find your next spot. Lastly, fitting into their lifestyle is key. If they are late-night folks who like to stay up and play video games on their couch it is going to quickly chafe them that you are asleep and taking up their living room at 8 pm. The same goes if they go to bed and rise early. No one is going to want you around for long if you are making loud phone calls and watching TV late into the night when they need to be up early in the morning to get to work. While couch surfing is a cheap option, never forget that it can only work out for a short amount of time and still requires a great deal of work to pull off.

			Homeless Shelters

			This is an absolute last resort. Just like begging and Food Stamps, you need to approach this type of help tentatively and only in great need. I have legitimately been homeless and have chosen to sleep in the park rather than head to one of these shelters, solely out of guilt. I did use one once. There is a process for getting in and there is a lot of demand for obvious reasons. The one I stayed in was dangerous, not-patrolled, and there were a lot of drugs being done. I couldn’t get out of there fast enough. But they do exist for a reason. If you are on your last leg, have already slept outside for a night, have no money, and are starting to slip mentally a little, this can be the place you need to recharge enough to figure something out. Plus, everyone needs a hot meal when they are starving. 

		


		
			02|	​Food

			Grocery Shopping

			It is amazing how privileged we are to have a place where we can just walk into and pick our food off of carefully arranged shelves. Not having to spend all of our time creating food has opened the doors for humanity to explore the planet, the cosmos, and the depths of the human soul to an extent not imaginable a mere two hundred years ago. All you have to do is hand someone a bunch of plastic/cloth paper and then they willingly let you leave with a basket of perfectly edible food arrangements.

			With that said, grocery shopping is an absolute nightmare of irritated people, garish white lighting, and cheap marketing tactics designed to get us to eat as poorly as possible to improve some company’s bottom line. You also need to have some of that ‘cloth paper’ that they want you to give them. There is no business in the world that is so carefully concocted to subliminally coerce you into buying certain things over others. And as much as possible. But do we want to become farmers? Nope. Yeah, we’re going to head to the grocery store! Just pay attention to some of these things:

			
					
Total up your items as you go. Always keep either a loose mental tally or a running calculator on your phone as you shop. This rams home the precise notion of how much you are spending, typically in stark contrast to what you were intending to spend.

					
Grocery stores (really all retail companies) utilize lighting of different kinds to draw your attention to different things. And if they are drawing your attention to something, odds are that it either isn’t good for you or has an inflated price. Typically, this lighting is bright white as a means of making it easier to identify products, make products more appealing, and generally get you to look in the direction they want you to look in. All this is carefully designed to distract your attention from what you are trying to do: shop for food as cheaply as possible.

					
All major stores and brands effectively utilize music as a means of slightly manipulating your shopping habits. Grocery stores thrive off of pushing you to lose track of your budget and exactly how much food you are there to buy. Ever ended up with way too much food? Or a shit-ton of vegetables that will inevitably wilt and go bad before you have a chance to eat them? Yeah. These stores use up-tempo music to get you to move slightly faster. The volume isn’t too loud, they still want you to be able to hold a conversation and think, but it is loud enough to influence you. And they mostly utilize popular music, the kind that you’d hear on the radio. These songs are already engineered to have a certain number of beats per minute, utilize certain frequencies, and are formulaic concoctions of ‘catchy’ hooks and lyrics. All these combine to get your body moving faster, which leads to faster decision-making processes. This, in turn, leads you to spend more. Want to spend less money at the grocery store? Wear headphones.

					
Watch for the ‘image of abundance.’ Ever notice how most grocery stores really try to get you to walk through the produce section as soon as you walk in the door? And notice how they rarely let their produce sections not appear overflowing and stuffed with products? This is to convince your brain that you are surrounded by abundance. That you are, simply by being there, rich. Produce is also relatively cheap so if you start there you subconsciously get the idea that you can get a ton of food for really cheap. Vegetables are also the best thing for your body that you can buy at the store. We all know this. Yet we don’t eat enough of them. Instead, we buy a ton of them, leave them in our fridge till they go bad, then throw them away. Grocery stores know that we want to have the health benefits of vegetables, but we don’t necessarily want to cook or go through any of the trouble of creating a healthy meal. This is another reason that they put them up front. If you buy a ton of vegetables, you might think that you also deserve some ice cream. It’s natural, don’t worry. Maybe even some (gluten-free) corndogs that you can cook in the microwave. No shame. It all starts with the vegetable section though. The goal here is to only buy vegetables for that day and the next. That way when you inevitably head home and order pizza instead of cooking, you didn’t break the bank on vegetables you didn’t eat. And hopefully, you didn’t go crazy in the freezer food section.

					
Buy your fruits and vegetables ‘in season.’ It is a miracle of the modern world that we can get pretty much everything at any time we want. All we have to do is look hard enough and BAM! Kiwis. This does not, however, mean that these fruits and vegetables are going to be even reasonably priced. Scarcity breeds higher pricing. If you are trying to buy fresh peaches in the wintertime it is going to cost you an arm and two toes.

					
Boxes. Always be wary of anything in a lot of packaging. This harkens back to the idea of creating the image of abundance and prosperity. If it looks like a lot of food then it is worth the extra cost, right? Not necessarily. Nothing is more irritating about grocery shopping than paying a great deal of money for a product, then opening the box and seeing that it wouldn’t feed a small child during snack time. And everything about that box smacks of extra costs and profit margins. Cardboard costs money, designs cost money, logos cost money, the ‘nutritional ingredients’ section costs money, and on and on and on. Every single thing about that box cost a ton of money to engineer, design, and produce. And this doesn’t even factor in any of the actual costs of the food. Remember, everything on those shelves is designed to make someone a lot of money. You are trying to minimize that while picking the products that are best for you, the consumer. Overpackaged, overproduced, and overmarketed products in gaudy boxes are some of the worst examples of this. These boxes also go hand in hand with frozen foods. Not all frozen foods are horrible for you. Some frozen fruits and vegetables can supplement a healthy diet. Are they as good as the fresh varieties? Absolutely not. But they can help. Most frozen food, however, is intensely processed, manipulated, and generally terrible for you in every single way. Again, no judgment. But just know what you’re putting into your body and why. Also, pay attention to the box.

					
Marketing will assault and assail your senses. I haven’t found any cohesive or comprehensive evidence that details ‘marketing overload’ but I have personally experienced it in almost every single facet of American Lyfe. Billboards on the highway. Shopping centers and retail plazas. Anywhere that people are trying to make a buck there is an absolute assault of colors and advertisements, all of them trying to pull your attention. They are just like flowers in the forest trying to attract as many bees as they can. Keep in mind when you go shopping for food that it is no different indoors. Take a minute and be curious about the product you are thinking of buying. Why? Oftentimes, just this pause will stop you from buying something you don’t need and don’t truly want.

					
With this in mind, keep track of whatever you notice first. A common trick of grocery stores is to put whatever is getting close to expiring or whatever has the highest profit margin at the end of an aisle, the side facing the entrance or back of the store. This gets the highest traffic and, therefore, sells that product much faster. Does that benefit you at all? No. Another trick that they use is to put the products with the highest profit margin (remember: worse for you) at the eye level of the average person. Your brain has already been tricked into thinking that you have more money than you do, you are being goaded on by the up-tempo music, you are overwhelmed, and your perception is intensified by the gaudy marketing and bright lights, and now you are seeing products that are designed to be right in front of you. Make sure to slow down your pace and shop each section. Typically, the products with the best ingredients and most benefit to you, the consumer, will be around your knees or lower.

					
Grocery store deals are never ‘deals.’ Most often, these products aren’t even ‘marked down’ at all. They actually have their prices increased, but because they have a ‘sale’ tag on it then everyone believes that they are getting a deal. On the flip side, grocery stores commonly run into the problem of having too much supply with rapidly upcoming expiration dates (at which point they can no longer legally sell the product). To avoid having to throw these products away they will put ‘sale pricing’ on it. If you are buying this product, then you are paying a relatively similar cost to the original cost of the product but getting a severely diminished product in return. Altogether, you are rarely actually getting any kind of ‘deal.’

					
Buy online. Whenever you are in a store you are paying for the products there, the people that work there, the security, the parking, the lease, the taxes, etc., etc. The beauty of online businesses is that they do not have to pay the same overhead costs as brick-and-mortar establishments. Or it’s like Amazon where they move so much product in warehouses that they can substantially undercut the price of grocery stores (although I will loathe them until they are unionized). This method is great for vitamins, dried foods, meal bars, and other products that don’t go bad as fast. This is also way, way better for any cleaning, pharmacy, household, or other general products.

					
Don’t pay for cut-up meat. Really you should be heading to the butcher. In doing so you are going to get higher quality meat, support a local business, and generally pay a lower price. Regardless, you should be buying whole ‘cuts’ of meat and then cutting them up at home.

					
If you can, do the same for your vegetables and naturally prepared foods. Chances are that no matter where you are you can find a roadside store that sells only vegetables and products made in the area. Farmer’s markets are the absolute best places to make this happen. This means that your honey, jam, soups, pickles, canned vegetables, etc., are all available without the markup of the grocery store, any of the overpackaging, and none of the GMO or processing concerns that you get with mass-produced/mass-marketed foods.

			

			Food Stamps and Food Banks

			I remember when I was twenty-four years old and I moved back to my hometown for the third time. I had just gone through my second intense breakup in the past two years, had gotten unceremoniously let go from both of my jobs, and had alienated my remaining friends with my negativity and jaded behavior. I was swirling the drain and I knew it. I was riding the bus, oh yeah, I had also managed to get my license suspended, and overheard some kids my age talking about Food Stamps. They were lamenting how you couldn’t buy energy drinks or cigarettes with them. All I heard was my stomach. Growling. I couldn’t remember the last time I had eaten. I was on my way to drop off my resume at a bunch of different restaurants to work a job I didn’t want to do in a town I didn’t want to be in. It happens, right? So, I didn’t have a particularly tough time quitting that potential job and rerouting myself directly to the office where Food Stamps were ostensibly doled out.

			That was it for me. Rock. Fucking. Bottom.

			It’s not that I am or have ever been ‘better’ or ‘above’ anyone who has ever needed support with their everyday living. Far from it. I took unemployment during the pandemic just like everyone else. I firmly believe that my taxes (that I pay) should be good for something. The reason this was as low as it goes for me is that I built my entire personality, my entire being, on being able to survive. On being self-sufficient. A scrabbling, scrapping, hard-nosed yet charming, apocalypse thriver. I could get anywhere, do anything, and overcome any odds. Yet now… I needed help buying food. It didn’t compute. I just couldn’t reimagine myself, recreate myself from all the shattered pieces, again. I walked into that office and ground to a halt. Just thinking about it, putting myself back in that place, grinds out tears in the corner of my eyes.

			I walked up, took a ticket, and sat my ass down.

			The rest was a blur of paper paperwork and standing in line. This was way before COVID so I could see everybody’s face. They all looked like regular people. One guy was clearly on his lunch break. He still had his reflective gear on. There were a couple of folks who were clearly homeless, but they had people working exclusively with them, most likely ‘cause they had a screw loose or didn’t have any kind of ID. Understandable. But the rest of the people looked just like me. I should have taken heart in that but instead, I took more shame.

			When I finally got to the interview process, it was quick. I sat down and the woman looked me dead in the eye for a half second then immediately got up, beckoned me to do the same, then put her arm around me, and gently led me to a side office. I guess I wasn’t the first one to ever break down in their office. We didn’t say a word for what must have been fifteen minutes. When I was done crying, she gently took her arm off of my shoulder and led me back to the desk.

			“When’s the last time you ate?” she asked, reaching out for my hand. I didn’t even notice so she just put it over mine. I couldn’t remember. I also couldn’t remember whose yard I’d slept in the night before or whose garage I’d arranged to sleep in for the next week. It was all just a blur of Craigslist ads, six-hour moving jobs I picked up, multiple-hour bus rides, and sad music on my MP3 player. She handed me half a sandwich and I silently broke down again. I will always remember that woman, even though I can’t remember her name or face. I just see her hands reaching over the table to assertively grab mine. Her cracked brown skin was calloused but smooth. That feeling of seeing a small, bright light after sitting in a massive pitch-black room. And that damn good sandwich.

			I walked out of there with a card that I could swipe to get some food. Didn’t take long to try it out. I was at Trader Joe’s, and I had a small basket of stuff to make more sandwiches. I was so nervous to use my new card. What if it didn’t work? I didn’t even have a credit card, so if it didn’t work I’d have to put all this stuff back in front of a huge crowd of super judge-y people… But it worked just fine. And the old lady threw in a chocolate bar I hadn’t paid for and gave me a big wink.

			Everything is going to be OK, you know?

			The reason I tell this story is because this isn’t just a book about how to do things, where to put your hands, and what ingredients to use. Just put your feet at shoulder width apart and squeeze those buttocks! Nope, that’s already been said and done. I want to (hopefully) show you how to do things the right way. See, I didn’t have any role models or anyone who gave a shit while I was growing up. And nothing changed all that much as I got older either. But I knew, deep down, that the goal was to end up a good person. So, what happened? I did things the hard way. The whole point of this book, which you’ll hear over and over, is so you won’t have to.

			One of the most common things that you hear in places where people congregate after they’ve fucked up to some degree (AA, jail, the Food Stamps office, rehab, etc.) is that they never thought that those things would ever happen to them. We all share the characteristic of being optimistic when we are young. We all think: “Nah, that won’t happen to me.” Until it does. And when it does happen, and believe me, something like this will, then you need to be ready for it. Both physically and mentally. Because the alternative is washing down the drain.

			So yeah. This is my section about Food Stamps and Food Banks. They exist everywhere, they are easy to find for good reason, and they can help you out in a pinch. The only advice I give is this:

			
					Only use them when you absolutely need to.

					Respect the fact that these resources are there for you and the people who need the same support that you do.

					Give back to the same places when you can.

			

			That’s it. Just remember that to some people these places are miracles. And places that deal in miracles need to be treated with respect.

			Dollar, Discount, and Salvage Foods

			I really would add a bunch of details to this but frankly, I have never gotten food at any of these places that didn’t make me violently sick. Either the next day or weeks later, doesn’t matter. If you play with fire you are going to get burned. A lot of times you don’t have a choice and I understand that. If you are starving the Dollar Store will sell you a can of spaghetti rings for a dollar. The problem is, that the can was probably manufactured in the 1980s. It is definitely past anyone’s definition of ‘still good’ and as a result, can have severe long-term health effects. I have zero trust in the FDA, the Department of Agriculture, or any American governmental authority that is supposed to regulate the processes that bring food to storefront shelves. These are the same people that allowed Purdue Pharma to operate without regulation for decades. They don’t give a fuck about your health, your family’s health, or anything at all, besides the millions of dollars they receive from various lobbying agencies. If you think that anywhere along this process your health was taken into consideration when deciding whether to make it legal to sell food past the time that anyone has studied its effects on humans then you are, flatly, wrong. Use these stores in a pinch but never make it a habit.

			Cheapest Ingredients

			Here’s a list of the things I would buy to maximize my nutritional value and the actual amount of food I could afford when I had nothing. I’ve gotten by on these ingredients for years. I’d add some basic recipes as well but really, you can find those anywhere.

			
					Bananas

					Apples

					Flour (+baking soda and baking powder)

					Rice

					Tortillas

					Lettuce

					Peanut Butter

					Jelly

					Oats

					Dried beans and lentils

					Potatoes

					Tomatoes

					Green peppers

					Onions

					Cucumbers

					Watermelon (in season)

					Broccoli

					Bread. Especially ‘day old’.

					Pasta (if you can’t afford the sauce just get lemon, olive oil, salt, and pepper)

					Then take your pick of whatever is cheapest: chicken, ground beef, ground turkey, or canned tuna/salmon.

			

			Keep in mind when you are shopping that the key is to get the cheapest, high-quality ingredients that your can. Then think of how to put them together into a meal. By thinking this way you detach yourself from the type of thinking that will get you drawn into expensive ingredients and add-ons that you can’t afford. And don’t forget to get yourself a chocolate bar. 

		


		
			03|	​How to Ask For Help

			You ask for help by proving that you are worthy of it. Did your car break down, leaving you stranded and hungry? Well, somewhere in your car is a piece of paper or cardboard. Somewhere in there is a pen. You can write a joke on that piece of cardboard. You can write a Bible verse. Trust me, as long as you don’t explicitly ask for money, someone will help you. People are good if you give them a chance to be! I learned how to play guitar (See: How To Play Guitar) just to make some money on the road. I only ever had to use it one time, but it was worth every penny of the thirteen dollars I made at that rest stop. Why? Because it turns out that was exactly how much gas I needed to get to where I was going. All you ever need to do is put it forth to The Universe and the good people that live in it that you need help, that you are worthy, and that it is for a good cause. People don’t need a sob story. They don’t need a victim with a victimization routine. What they need is a reason to believe in you. And the best way to do that is to show them that you can and will use whatever help they give you to help yourself.

			This is a separate section because it is bound to happen to every single person and it is so critical to our way of life that we all do this correctly. Yes, there are con artists out there. Yes, there are predators. And yes, some people are lazy assholes who expect a handout from the world. It is these people who have put a stigma on helping out those that need it, i.e., those people by the side of the road who really do need a couple of bucks and a bottle of water. These people are passed by countless times by people who could help, who want to help, but don’t because of the people who take advantage of them.

			So, the goal is to teach you how to ask for help so that you don’t perpetuate the suffering of others. There is such a deep wellspring of emotion that boils out of me every time I think of someone who begs just to travel when so many people are starving to death or living horrible lives in squalor. Anyway, as I mentioned, the goal is to do it correctly.

			If you set out on the road with nothing but a backpack and a dream you are going to run into some hurdles. It is not always going to be easy. It is oftentimes going to be wet, cold, hard, and oppressive. It is also going to push you to the absolute maximum of your capabilities. And occasionally you are going to ‘fail,’ leaving you in a situation that you don’t know how to get out of. This has happened to all of us, whether we knew it at the time or not. Believe me, when you get off a plane in a foreign country and immediately lose access to all of your funds and don’t speak the language, with everyone yelling at you and adamantly trying to take advantage of you, you are going to know. When you get booted from a job for dating one of the customers, or get mugged, or your car breaks down, whatever, whenever, wherever, you are going to know. And when you do, you’re going to need someone to bail you out.

			The absolute first thing to remember is to never, ever simply ask for something. Traveling is a luxury a lot of people just don’t have. They are constrained either physically or in their minds. Approaching someone who is in this state and asking them to help you is just going to reinforce whatever notions or ideas they already had about travelers. They no doubt have them and you just triggered them. People are also highly wary of being taken advantage of. It takes a serious effort for most people to break through most of their mental constructs and personal experiences for them to open either their phone case, wallet, or car door.

			The answer to this is to always offer something in return. Anyone who has ever smoked cigarettes (never do this) knows that there is a culture surrounding these horrible death sticks. Everyone is mutually addicted and congregates in the same areas to push the inevitable reality of COPD, cancer, and breathing tubes, further toward reality. Have I clearly depicted that I am adamantly advocating for you to not smoke cigarettes? Great, glad we wrapped that up. Still, there is a culture that surrounds them. That naturally leads to a bunch of people asking each other for cigarettes. If you do this, just walking up to someone and asking for one, some people will offer you one. Most people will not, coming up with some excuse, always thinking of how expensive they are and a million reasons not to give one to you. But if you walk up with a dollar bill and ask if you can buy one? They will give you one every single time. And nine times out of ten they will adamantly refuse your dollar. Why is this? Because people are good and they want to help you out. They are hardworking people who want to achieve their dreams. And they fucking hate bums.

			A long time ago I was walking through downtown Seattle. I had just sold almost everything I owned, put the rest in a small backpack, and taken off to go work at Mt. Rainier. I stopped for a couple of nights to celebrate getting out of Portland. I had $100 in my pocket, my hostel was paid for, and I was going to go out and get wasted. I walked past that iconic, original Starbucks and immediately picked up a tail. He was a street urchin with a tattered leather jacket and rags swaddled around his feet instead of shoes. His short dreads looked like they hadn’t been washed in months. He was short, real short. Barely came up to my elbows. He was also the best poet I have ever met.

			He wasn’t really a good poet. Bukowski, Frost, and Feuerstein are good poets. What this man did well was provide a service that you didn’t know that you desperately needed. I’ve been around a bunch of bums my entire life. I know exactly how to get them to leave you alone. This guy refused. He just started rattling off poetry custom-tailored to my pale skin and hiking clothes, right down to the ink stains on my hands. I wrote poetry at the time too. I’ve got a whole book of it, self-published, living on my shelf. Somehow, he figured that out too. Still rattling off lines, he followed me to the door of the bar I was headed to. I was laughing by now. I grabbed the door handle and the bouncer looked at me, looked at the poet, then started to put up his hand to him. I shrugged him off and, still chuckling, gave him twenty bucks. Best money I ever spent. I will never forget that poem.

			The theme here is this: always offer something in return. It is only when life seems the bleakest that we are capable of our greatest inspirations. Our minds, when confronted with directionless terror, immediately orient toward the worst-case scenarios for our behavior. Ours and humanity’s greatest failures. Selling your body, dealing drugs, robbing others, and hurting other humans. We are fallible, we are hungry, and we are oftentimes cold. It is understandable to be desperate at times. But those are not real options. Those are the physical manifestations of weakness and unimaginative thinking. That’s why you won’t be doing them. What you will be doing is innovating. Creating. Plugging into the correct energy sources; refusing to cater to the darkness that nibbles at the periphery. Because when we ask for help, we give people a chance to help themselves; we invite the other person along with us into the collective good of mankind. We become human together. That’s how to ask for help.
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