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Introduction




Scare Your Soul: \ sker y[image: image]r sōl \


Noun:


1. A courage movement that empowers small acts of tackling fear.


2. A way of life that is brave, daring, spirited, lighthearted, and full of energy.


3. A tribe of fear-chasers.





On a small stretch of Coventry Road, between the head shops and the secondhand vinyl stores, a cold wind carried with it scraps of concert announcements and long-over happy-hour specials. Even with that crisp breeze blowing as I walked, sweat slid down my temples. The restaurant had just come into view.


More than a dozen people—the hardiest of the Sunday-brunch-aficionados—were already lined up in the wide open plaza by the restaurant’s front door. Hands jammed in their pockets against the wind, they were likely fantasizing over the restaurant’s famous Belgian waffles and tofu scrambles.


And me?


I was about to Scare My Soul.


The restaurant’s romantic name—the Inn on Coventry—could easily conjure up images of a warmly lit London pub or a B&B tucked back beyond a covered bridge in Vermont, but on that May morning in 2016, the inn didn’t feel in any way romantic; in fact, it felt more like a death trap.


And as I approached the plaza, gripping the handle of my guitar case, one lone question raced to mind:


Why in the hell do I do this to myself?


Yes, all of this terror—the angst and the sweat—were completely of my choosing.


You see, I’ve had some big-ticket adventures since I became a fear-chaser. I’ve taken on my fear of heights by skydiving from fourteen thousand feet, negotiated multimillion-dollar deals with tough and cynical real estate developers, navigated an unexpected maze of rioters and tear gas in an Athens city square to hop right on the first boat headed to Mykonos, officiated an impromptu wedding in the middle of a jam-packed restaurant, and sought out a famous healer living far up in the misty mountains of Bali.


But, over the years, I’ve discovered that those big, gaudy actions are not what make us.


It is the daily work.


It is the intentional choice we make to walk into the fire of fear with the hope of growing from its discomfort—not flinging ourselves out of planes or quitting our jobs and moving to Tuscany—that fosters a flourishing life.


Which is why, that morning on Coventry Road, I chose to tackle my thirty-five-year fear of singing in public by singing in front of a group of strangers.
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I actually loved to sing when I was young. There was only one snag: I have a terrible voice. No false modesty here. I can’t sing to save my life. No matter how hard I try, my voice bounces erratically from sharp to flat, never quite reaching its intended target.


But for most of my childhood, no one cared. So, I sang with gusto. To me, it felt like pure, unbridled joy.


And then, as sometimes happens, an authority figure changed me.


Our fourth grade choir was in final preparations for our big concert, and our substitute choir teacher, decked out in a Hawaiian shirt despite the freezing Ohio temperatures, was working feverishly to get us ready for the concert’s big finale. We would be blowing our parents’ minds by singing a full-class rendition of The Music Man’s “Seventy-Six Trombones.”


But my voice seemed to be getting in the way. Our Magnum P.I. wannabe had given me one line to sing solo, and I just couldn’t get the tune right. When my part was fast approaching, I would choke up. As I got more embarrassed, he got hotter around the collar.


On the third run-through, I could barely croak above a whisper. That’s when he flipped his lid. I remember his old-school red Hawaiian shirt with its big green palm tree leaves coming right at me.


“You! You’re literally wasting all of our time,” he hissed in front of everyone. “You know what? Forget it. Why don’t you go ahead and mouth the words? Let everyone else sing.”


It may seem humorous now, but I could feel my face burning red in embarrassment. I stood like a statue, unable to move. And in those few moments, I created a new story: I don’t love singing, I hate it. I am terrible at it. It can only bring me pain and embarrassment.


To my recollection, I don’t think I ever sang in public again.


Until the day I finally decided to confront my demon and rewrite that story.
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I found an empty spot on the plaza by the restaurant’s front door. The nay-saying voice in my head, a constant companion on my many courage escapades, started to chatter:


You are going to fail. Hard.


Why are you doing this?


You are going to embarrass yourself like never before, buddy.


This is the moment where I shut down the monologue. I swiped the sweat from my forehead and conjured up the image of my choir teacher and his palm frond shirt. I took a deep breath and strummed the first chord of “The Boxer.”


Now, here is the God’s honest truth: I was awful. Simon and Garfunkel would have every right to be outraged. From the first verse, there were awkward stares from the crowd. A vibe of annoyance.


But by the second song, I felt more comfortable and my enthusiasm started to win the crowd over. I spied a few smiles. A youngster ran forward with a crumpled dollar bill, tossing it in my open case. Laughter erupted. My sister, Lo, who has a uniquely stunning voice and was there to support me, joined in. Ten minutes later, I strummed my last chord, and with that my impromptu public concert was officially over.


As the final applause died down, that very sensation I crave overcame me: a rich broth of pride, exhilaration, and confidence coursing through my veins.


Musically, the experience was a travesty, but in reaching deep inside and finding the courage to confront my fear, it was a triumph. For thirty-five years, I didn’t sing alone in public. Now, after just ten minutes, I wanted to do it all over again.


As soon as possible.


I had just scared my soul.


Scare Your Soul Gets Its Wings




Genuinely happy people do not just sit around being content. They make things happen.


—DAN BUETTNER




I was so pumped about my fear-tackling experience on Coventry that I wrote a single Facebook post about it.


I see myself as a “connector,” someone who loves to link people with new ideas, with each other, and with ways to make their lives happier. I thought the post might inspire a few friends to do what I had just done in their own lives.


But that one post was shared—literally—around the world.


Strangers from Iran, China, Brazil, Kazakhstan, India, Poland, and Chile sent me congratulatory messages. (All for singing badly in front of a restaurant!) By the following weekend, people around the world were tackling their own scary acts and sharing them with me. They didn’t parrot my challenge; they chose ones that were meaningful to them.


They tackled hard and scary things. They kicked off long-dormant dream projects, held tough conversations, booked adventurous trips, stopped drinking alcohol, signed up for an interesting course, asked for help from a friend. Many said “yes” to things that set their hearts on fire.


Scare Your Soul was starting to take flight.
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Today, we have thousands of participants and dozens of volunteer ambassadors across the globe—representing a beautiful diversity of ages, genders, and backgrounds—all living the powerful commitment to engage in small acts of courage.


As Scare Your Soul’s founder, I am blessed to be able to develop challenges for people to become braver. I support people around the world as they quit unfulfilling jobs, start their own companies, leave toxic relationships, get married, launch innovative social projects, hold space for tough conversations, bring their art into the world, begin healing from past traumas, reconnect with lost friends, and free themselves from the burden of anger and bitterness.


I’ve steeped myself in powerful methodologies that motivate bravery and harness fear, and I’ve studied the cutting-edge research and data developed in the new-but-powerful field of positive psychology.


I’ve learned what works.


And most importantly, I live a Scare Your Soul life myself.


I willingly dance with my fears every single day.



It’s All About Courageous Action




One can choose to go back toward safety or forward toward growth. Growth must be chosen, again and again…


—ABRAHAM MASLOW




You and I confront both real and self-created fears constantly.


Many—especially after a pandemic—have responded by trying like hell to bolster their comfort zones in an effort to stay safe and sane. In a cruel twist of fate, however, our penchant for avoiding our fears actually makes us even more fearful. We forget our dreams. We stop pushing the envelope. We stop growing. Just think about all of the love, joy, connection, growth, adventure, creation, and innovation that never sees the light of day… simply because we are afraid.


Consider this: The tiny hatchling only learns to fly after its mother pushes it from its nest. The mother understands that it is only through that first terrifying drop toward the ground that the chick will learn that it, yes, can truly fly.


The poet Mary Oliver famously posed the question “What is it you plan to do with your one wild and precious life?”1


Here is the Scare Your Soul version: Are you finally ready to leap out of your nest to go find that one wild and precious life?


This Book, You, and Me




A ship in harbor is safe, but that is not what ships are built for.


—JOHN AUGUSTUS SHEDD




My sincere hope is that this book is a roadmap on your journey to an audacious life.


Throughout its pages, you’ll experience a tapestry of stories, science and research, writing prompts, and thought exercises.


You’ll hear from more than a dozen real people, in their own words, who chose one courageous act that changed their lives. You’ll find ways to challenge yourself to grow. You’ll dislodge old beliefs and fears you thought you had forgotten. And you’ll dive deep into seven areas of life that will be brought to full bloom. At times, I share specific ways our brains process fear and how they can be rewired toward positivity and enhanced confidence.


And in the spirit of boldness, I’ll ask you to join me in something unique:


From this point forward, let’s ditch the antiquated, preconceived notion of you (as reader) and me (as author).


Let’s do this together.


Here’s my personal commitment: I will share my knowledge of fear and courage with you. I’ll share, unvarnished, my past, my flaws, and my struggles, and I’ll share my values and passions. You’ll get all of me.


And this is all I ask of you:




• Bring an open mind and an adventurous spirit.


• Have a journal or pad of paper at hand.


• Use this book as a tool: Reflect on your dreams. Use the writing prompts. Do the Scare Your Soul challenges.


• Finally and most importantly—commit to raising your anchor and setting sail from your safe harbor.




If you are ready to engage in the deep work of knowing yourself, understanding your own fears, and taking sincere action, then you and I have come together at the right place and time.


Let’s begin.















PART I


Getting Started

Working Your Courage Muscles













CHAPTER 1



The Eight Words That Changed My Life




Not everything that is faced can be changed. But nothing can be changed until it is faced.


—JAMES BALDWIN




If you could choose any superpower, what would yours be? From the age of six onward, I knew without a doubt what I would pick.


My choice wasn’t about possessing crazy superstrength, being able to see through walls with X-ray vision, or flying at supersonic speed high above the earth. What I really wanted—above all else—was to be invisible.


Despite the warmth I felt in the safe cocoon of my close family, my chronic shyness coupled with being physically and verbally bullied led to a pervasive fear that took over my life.


It wasn’t until much later in life, in my early twenties, through what I can only describe as an epiphany (on an airplane, no less), that I finally woke up. It was at that moment that I truly started living my life.


We all possess a story about what brought us to important moments in our lives. You have yours, and I have mine. And, although this book is all about you, I hope you will trust me, know me, and join me on this journey. To that end, here is my story.


Mine is one of a childhood spent running from fear, and an adulthood spent chasing it.



Black-and-White Polaroids


If there were ever an encyclopedia entry entitled “young couple in love,” next to it there would be a slightly grainy, black-and-white, 1964 Polaroid of my parents, Bart and Sherry.


They met in an aisle of the Michigan State University bookstore the first week of my mom’s freshman year. My dad and his friend chatted up my mom and her friend, netting a double date for that night. In a strange twist of fate, my dad was matched with my mom’s friend at the beginning of the evening, but within a couple hours, my parents righted the course of the universe (and ensured my birth) by ditching their dates for one another.


Years later, I found an old album of photos from those early days that revealed my mom as a buoyant coed with a stylish bob haircut. She looked beautiful, almost regal, pressed against my father, a slim, handsome young man in glasses gazing at her, seemingly delighted just to be by her side.


Soon after graduation, they married, stitching together two families from different worlds: my mom’s family was Protestant and from the small working-class town of Marion, Ohio, and my dad’s family was Jewish, from the socially conscious Cleveland suburb of Shaker Heights.


They began their married lives in Detroit. Working as high school teachers meant that finances were tight, and they saved as much as they could, stashing away a few dollars each month in an envelope labeled “date night.” On these highly anticipated evenings, they would talk about their future—about the self-confident kids they wanted to have one day—while ordering all they could afford: two glasses of ice water and one hamburger, cut evenly down the middle.


Two years later, on the balmy summer solstice morning in 1969, I was born.


From the very beginning, we had an abundance of love in our home. In that stable environment, I spent my early years as a bright and loving, albeit shy, child. My teachers remember me best as that kid who would be the first to comfort another boy who was sad, or who sat down next to the girl who was new to the class.


Life in those early days, often spent with my brother, Drew, and sister, Lo, was idyllic. And, other than my parents and siblings, and my friend David (whom I met in the sandbox outside our apartment complex when we were two), my closest confidants in those early years were my grandparents.


They had, I can say with utter conviction, the greatest impact on who I was then and who I am today. They were polar opposites of one another, but each contributed something monumental.


On my mother’s side, there was my silver-haired, Irish, piano-playing grandmother, Peg, who grew up in the one-street town of Holton, Michigan, and taught me a passion for music and a love of making people happier. My bighearted grandfather Ted (we called him “Peachy”) was a Whirlpool executive who boasted the heartiest belly laugh and gave me bear hugs that I was convinced would split me in two. It was from Peachy that I learned a commitment to expressing love without hesitation or reservation.


On my father’s side, I was taught the value of manners and hard work by my elegantly sophisticated grandfather, Sanford, who had stumbled as a would-be inventor but emerged as an esteemed architect and engineer. And I learned the virtue of courage in the face of adversity from my vivacious grandmother who, at the age of nine, escaped Poland on the verge of war, stepped off the steamer Mauretania onto Ellis Island, changed her name from Golda to Grace, and never looked back.


I am fortunate to have grown up amidst some of the greatest people I will ever know.


And they loved me with abandon.



Thrown Out of the Nest


What seemed like my lovable attributes at home—being quiet, sensitive, and loving—didn’t translate when I left the warm confines for school.


As early as I can remember, I felt the sting of not being able to connect or make good friends. I was the shortest boy in my grade. I was always picked last for any team or physical activity. And I was shy.


Life got worse when two boys at my school saw my quietness as a sign of weakness. They would taunt me, yelling “shrimp” and “loser.” They would swing me around in circles and send me spiraling off into the bushes. Once, one of them attacked me with a long metal reflector pole, which somehow found its way into my mouth. I spat out blood for the rest of the day.


At home, I hid the bruises—visible and invisible—from my parents and grandparents. Instead, I turned inward.


In middle school, when asked to speak in class, my throat would close up and I would barely stutter out the answer. By the time I entered Orange High School, fear and anxiety had taken an even stronger hold. Lunchtimes were the worst. I would join the cafeteria line, adding a hamburger, a side of orange-tinted curly fries, and a small carton of chocolate milk to my tray. Then, nervously navigating my way through the tables full of chattering kids, I would seek out just one welcoming glance that would save me from eating my lunch all alone yet again.


Most every day, I ended up doing just that. I felt lonely, embarrassed, and unworthy.


We all have our ways of coping with our own challenging emotions, and in the fear trifecta of fight, flight, or freeze, mine was “flight” every single day.


In eleventh grade, I transferred from my public high school purgatory to Gilmour Academy, a small Catholic school near home. I would choose the same “flight strategy” in college: In my sophomore year, I would eventually transfer from the socially adventurous Tulane University in New Orleans to Skidmore College in upstate New York. I remained hopeful that some new location would somehow change my life.


Change me.


But change couldn’t come from a new city or school; as I would learn soon enough, real change is an inside job.
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It took me five years to finish college, and as I walked across the Saratoga Performing Arts Center stage with a Skidmore degree in English literature, I felt the familiar pang of unworthiness yet again. Unlike most of my fellow graduates, I had no job waiting in the wings. No plan for what would come next.


In a desperate move on my behalf, my father called in a favor with an old friend: Joel was a professional at a local fundraising organization and had an idea for me. “Actually, it is an extraordinary opportunity,” Joel told my dad, “but only if Scott is willing to take a risk.”


That risk was a job teaching English to elderly Holocaust survivors in Israel.


For six months, I would have to live in a tiny room in an apartment with an Israeli family. There would most likely be very little English spoken around me, and I would work long hours with no pay. The balance of the year would be spent on two kibbutzim, communal collectives, where I would also work long hours for no pay.


But, Joel said, “This could all be the most meaningful work he will ever do.”


So I agreed. In my mind, I had no choice. This was my only shot.


The Epiphany


Several weeks later, I slung a backpack over my shoulder, hugged my parents goodbye, and boarded a flight from Cleveland to Kennedy Airport.


Awaiting the flight to Tel Aviv, I walked the long concourse in a daze. What the hell was I doing? At an airport bookstore, I bought a spiral notebook in an attempt to capture my oversized emotions on paper. I shoved the notebook into my bag as I made my way down the tarmac and onto the largest plane I’d ever seen.


On the plane, my heart rushing, I tried to push past a mass of humanity, navigating my oversized backpack through a phalanx of bearded Orthodox Jews, groups of teens in matching T-shirts, and people yelling or laughing (or both?) in languages I couldn’t understand.


I found my seat. I was in a panic.


Those all-too-familiar feelings of being scared, invisible, and “not enough” knotted in my stomach. The voice in my head was impossible to ignore.


Why am I doing this?


I am a failure! I will always be a failure.


I can’t handle this!


A flight attendant reminded us to fasten our seat belts. The lights dimmed. Any last opportunity to turn back was gone. The plane lifted off, and my heart raced. Up to that moment, remaining invisible in my own life had meant trying to stay safe. None of it had worked.


I had only kept myself from living! Something had to change! I could not live the rest of my life like this!


In a completely unconscious moment, I pulled the notebook from my backpack. I flipped it open on the tray table in front of me. Uncapping my pen, my heart in my throat, I wrote one single phrase, a famous quote by Eleanor Roosevelt that I had once read during my studies at Skidmore. To this day, I don’t know how it emerged from the depths of my soul. But in the height of my fear and panic, its eight words tumbled from my pen:




Do one thing every day that scares you.





I sat for a long time, looking hard at those words.


Inside me, something shifted.


Do one thing every day that scares you.


I knew what it meant for me. It was a directive. A mandate.


On that EL AL jet, flying high above the life I had led for twenty-one years, I made a commitment to myself. For the upcoming year, I would choose to tackle one thing every day that scared me. I knew full well that scaring myself would mean intentionally seeking out my edges, searching for my discomfort. And standing firm in that discomfort.


This was my chance to change. This was my chance to wake up and finally start living my life.
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Ten hours later, I tumbled off the plane into Ben Gurion Airport.


We were funneled into a large hall to retrieve our bags. Although it was past 1:00 a.m., the room was uncomfortably hot; strains of Hebrew and Arabic reverberated. I felt someone’s carry-on bag knock into my backpack.


I turned and saw an older gentleman with an elegant air despite his rumpled khakis and button-down shirt. Like the rest of us, he was trying to enter the scrum at the baggage carousel. I looked back again, and our eyes met.


Before that day, I would have immediately looked away, fearing an interaction. Instead, I took a deep breath and smiled. I said hello and asked if I could help get his bag for him.


He smiled back. “That would be kind. Thank you.”


As we waited for the carousel to begin spitting out suitcases, we talked. I told him it was my first time in the country (about which he was overjoyed), and he told me he was a retired architect, arriving back in Tel Aviv after visiting a sick friend in New York. His name was Yitzchak.


He looked up at the baggage carousel and pointed out a black suitcase with a pocket square knotted around its handle. As I hauled it off the conveyer belt and placed it in front of him, Yitzchak was busy writing on the back of his plane ticket. He handed it to me.


“Here,” he said. “This is my number. You must come to Tel Aviv sometime and have dinner with my wife and me.”


It was my first new friendship in years.


Searching for Meaning


I was picked up from the airport by a loquacious Canadian ex-pat, Morty (a friend of Joel’s and a brilliant future mentor of mine), and driven to the lower-income neighborhood that would become my new home. In the near darkness, Neve Sharett was barren and brown. Morty and I trudged up four flights of stairs to the small apartment of the Israeli family: Tzipi, Amnon, and their daughter, Serai. My new family, despite our language barrier, was loving and kind to me from that very first minute.


The following morning, I walked those dusty brown streets flanked by apartment buildings studded with clotheslines all the way to the Saltzman-Wuliger senior center, where I would be teaching my classes. It was also the day that I began my courage commitment.


Everything in this new life felt overwhelming, so it wasn’t hard to fulfill my objective. I started with the simplest of actions:




• Learning my first five words in Hebrew (ken, lo, shalom, todah, slicha—yes, no, hello/goodbye, thank you, and excuse me) and using them at home with my very proud new family


• Memorizing the unfamiliar, and at times intimidating, streets of Neve Sharett


• Taking a city bus alone for the first time


• Leading my first class in front of twenty elderly Holocaust survivors




In most cases, I totally failed in my first attempts.


I was dreadfully slow at learning Hebrew, which, in writing, continued to look like hieroglyphics on acid to me. I got lost daily in the meandering streets. My first time on an Israeli public bus was comical, as I was pushed aside by a headstrong Israeli grandmother (I would soon learn that pushing and shoving to get on a Tel Aviv bus is nothing short of a national rite of passage).


But my experience with my elderly students was transformative. I was in awe of the joy they radiated despite having endured the atrocities of the Holocaust. They showered me with so much love, and teaching them sustained me through those bumpy first weeks of this new, scary life.


One late afternoon after class, in the senior center’s tiny second-floor library, I found a dog-eared copy of a book in English. It was Viktor Frankl’s Man’s Search for Meaning. In the sunlit afternoons after class ended, I would sit on a bench under a grove of trees outside the doors of the senior center.


I couldn’t put the book down. Frankl’s story captivated me.


In the early 1940s, he was a respected Viennese Jewish doctor and psychologist. In 1942, just nine months after marrying the love of his life, Tilly Grosser, he and his entire family were rounded up and sent to the Theresienstadt concentration camp. It was there that Frankl came face-to-face with unspeakable horror. It was also where he lost the first of many family members, his father dying of starvation and pneumonia. In 1944, Frankl was transported to Auschwitz, where his mother and brother died in the camp’s gas chambers. His beloved Tilly died of typhus in the Bergen-Belsen camp.


Despite the horror, the degradation, and the death, Frankl wrote about his own epiphany in which he somehow was able to find—within his own consciousness—a space of courageous peace. His words etched themselves like finely stained glass into my brain as I sat on the bench, Holocaust survivors walking by me just feet away:




Everything can be taken from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms—to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one’s own way…. When we are no longer able to change a situation, we are challenged to change ourselves.1





This power over adversity, over death, over the unknown, over fear—it was all about making choices.


If Frankl could take control of his life by changing his mindset within the worst circumstances imaginable, I knew deep in my bones that I could, too.


I was on the right path!


This mission to tackle my fears was about to intensify.


The Power of Courageous Action


I bid a fond farewell to my beloved host family, now on my way to work as a volunteer on two kibbutzim (one in the Jezreel Valley in the country’s lush hills in the north and another just on the outskirts of Jerusalem). When I wasn’t working, I traveled the country alone, buoyed by a solid core of confidence and burgeoning self-love. And I kept my eye on my prize: one thing every day that scared me.


When I tackled something new and scary, I recorded it in my spiral notebook:




• I climbed Mount Sinai at midnight, scared out of my wits when I got completely lost on my way up, and was thankfully directed to the top by a kind shepherd tending his flock in the moonlight.


• I tackled my fear of deep water by diving into the ink-colored waves of the famous “Blue Hole” in the Gulf of Aqaba (nicknamed the world’s most dangerous diving site).


• I opened my eyes and mind to the sites held sacred by religions not my own: exploring solo the majesty of the Baha’i Gardens and the winding, narrow stone path of the Via Dolorosa, inhaling the incense of the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, stepping into the Sea of Galilee.


• I spent evenings with residents of the Arab village—Ein Rafa—that lay next to my Jerusalem kibbutz, drinking glasses of sweet cardamom tea, and listening, enraptured, to their family histories, so different from mine.


• As someone who had once been unable to participate in my own grade school classes, I committed to listening, learning, and speaking my own truth. I conversed with nomadic Muslim Bedouin farmers in their open-sided tents, learned football chants while dancing on bar tables with English backpackers, prayed alongside fellow Jews from around the world, our hands pressed against the note-filled crags of the Western Wall.


• I pushed through the trauma of a failed high school romance and fell hard for Masha, a bubbly new immigrant from Kyiv; she fell hard for me right back, with tiny snippets of Hebrew and late-night kisses in an abandoned kibbutz bomb shelter as our only forms of communication.




On my last night in Israel, I sat alone in the ruins of an old Crusader castle on a hill above the kibbutz and overlooking Jerusalem.


In the translucent light that seemed so exclusive to that ancient city, I peered out over the horizon and smiled.


This year had given me something of infinite value.


Through small ways each and every day, I had made the choices Viktor Frankl wrote about so powerfully.


I had taken my life back. I would return to the States impassioned.


Instead of running from my fears, I would now be chasing them.


The Road Ahead


Years later, I found myself with a lavalier mic pinned to the lapel of my dark-blue sport coat, walking the length of a stage. I was about to give a TEDx Talk with good friend and happiness incubator co-founder, Jen Margolis.


I looked out over row after row of faces. High-def cameras were recording every single word and gesture.


I peered into the bright spotlight and thought of those bullies, of me spinning off like a top into the bushes, those lonely elementary school hallways and cafeterias, the bathrooms that doubled as my hiding places. I thought of that scared-shitless kid who couldn’t speak in class without stammering. The kid who ran to stay safe.


The one who only wanted to be invisible.


That same kid—now forty-three years old—was about to shed another layer of invisibility. Standing in front of a sold-out audience, about to give a talk about leading a thriving life full of meaning and purpose.


Since the moment I opened the journal on the EL AL jet, I’ve done things unimaginable to me in the life I had prior. And I credit it all to my commitment to harnessing my fears and taking the risks.


Pushing comfort zones has become my muse, and living my life like an adventure has become my guidebook.


To be clear, I’m not an expert on courage or fear. What I do possess, however, as the founder of Scare Your Soul, are years of helping people to be just a little more courageous in their lives.


And what I’ve learned over these years is magic in a bottle: When we take small steps of acting courageously in our lives, we flourish. We actually begin to live what Elizabeth Gilbert calls “an ignited life.”2


I want you to have the best, most ignited, most hair-on-fire, most passionate life. Because when we each individually lead that life, more great ideas happen… more truth and social justice arise… more businesses are created… more healthy relationships are fostered… more children see role models full of integrity and bravery.


You can change.


You can overcome feeling fearful, stuck, unsure, and lost.


You can lead a joyful, adventurous, meaningful, and connected life.


And it begins with you making the same decision that I did that fateful day on a plane: to choose courage consistently and with zest.


And to do one thing every day that scares you.







OEBPS/images/Art_e.jpg





OEBPS/images/publisher-logo.jpg
GRAND
CENTRAL





OEBPS/images/9781538722930.jpg
7 POWERFUL PRINCIPLES
TO HARNESS FEAR AND LEAD
YOUR MOST COURAGEOUS LIFE

SCARE
YUUR
SOUL

SCOTT SIMON





OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pxi.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
Scare
Your
Soul

7 Powerful Principles to Harness Fear
and Lead Your Most Courageous Life

Scott Simon

il

balance
BOSTON NEW YORK





