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			We share things online. Every day. All the time. But something about this thing was different. So different, that in a few short weeks, it was tweeted to over five million people and read by over a quarter million readers.


			“Drop everything you’re doing and read this right now,” one woman posted. “This article changed my life,” wrote another. “I was about to send it to all of my employees,” wrote one CEO, “but I assumed that a third of them would quit if they read it. But you know what? If they don’t want to be here, I want them to quit—so I sent it.”


			The emails poured in. The tweets lit up my phone. The article spread through the Web in a flash, and then flashed some more. It continued to shine and grow and, well, here we are. I decided to write this book because of the people who shared their stories with me and the pain and courage I felt in their struggle. Women in their thirties. Men in their twenties. A high school senior. Fathers.  A widow. Single moms. Millionaires who were poor. Poor people who were millionaires. Teachers. Lawyers. A musician disguised as a lawyer. A poet who loved to drive a city bus. Women who didn’t want kids. Fathers who wanted to raise kids. People who felt stuck in their jobs and people who were so desperately grateful to have a job at all.


			The pain cut across gender, location, and age. And at its essence, the pain was this—
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			I heard from people who seemed willing to do anything to make their dissatisfaction go away, but they didn’t know what to do. 


			I wrote this book to share what I have found most helpful in navigating my own journey, as well as what has been most helpful for the people I met. However, you’re not holding a book of answers, because only you know those; you’re holding a collection of the most effective questions I encountered along the way. Think of these pages as a series of doorways designed so that you can choose which way your journey will go.
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			It’s 11:55 a.m. on a Thursday, and I’m clicking “Save” on this document one final time before it begins its adventure into the world. In my own life, I’ve found that things appear at the ideal time. Not before. And not after. Consider the possibility that this book made its way into your hands because you wanted it to. Because a part of you has seen a crossroads in your life, and you’re ready for the journey ahead. I am humbled and grateful that these words will find their way from me to you, somehow, in some way, at just the right time. Thank you for being a part of this wild and wondrous journey. From one fellow traveler to another—Godspeed.
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			October 23, 2014
San Francisco, CA


	

			
Part I


			The Crossroads
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			That was it; that was my dream. Simple, easily forgotten, yet recurring—nightly—for months. One day, a friend asked the question that turned my life inside out. She said, “Have you ever tried to look for your dream in real life?” Her question felt like a drawbridge being lowered, an invitation to step into a world that felt equal parts fascinating and ridiculous. I first refused to consider it, but her question lingered, and eventually, I began to wonder . . .
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			I felt silly scanning the website’s apartment rental listings. What would I even type in the search box? I had no idea what I was looking for or what I would find. But the quest became this alluring, playful adventure, like being on a treasure hunt. 


			And one day, I found it. Right there on the website in a small photograph not much bigger than a thumbnail. The white room—there it was, right there, on the computer screen. An apartment for rent in San Francisco. And there was an open house the very next day—of course.
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			When I arrived at the open house, I was surprised to find a dozen other people viewing the apartment. That was not a part of my dream. But in some inexplicable way, I felt that the space was already mine, that it had to be, that just as I was searching for it, it was searching for me, and while I had no idea what I was doing, I knew exactly what I was doing. I gave the agent my rental application and left.
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			Two weeks later, with two suitcases and the dog, I moved into the white room from my dreams. I sat on the concrete floor and looked around. Unexpectedly, I began to panic. What had I done? What was this all about?
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			And the room replied—“It’s time to paint.”


			The next morning, I began the hardest journey of my life—painting my dream. 


			I hadn’t painted in almost ten years, so I went to the art supply store and rebuilt my tool kit. 


				

					[image: ]

				


			As I ran my hands over the wooden brush handles, I recalled my brush-in-hand childhood, that magic wand that transformed forest sticks into brightly colored snakes, rocks into round canvases, paper plates into portraits. I collected memories into the cart as the familiar smell of fibrous papers lured me to the next aisle.
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			I grabbed what I needed and made my way into the colors.
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