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			For Lauren, Hudson, and Salish—you keep me dancing through life.
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Introduction

			The inspiration for this book came to me one afternoon as I watched my son, Hudson, playing with his toy bus. I was trying to keep pace with his three-year-old mind as he got deeper and deeper into a fantasy involving nothing more than a yellow plastic box and armless figurines. At least that’s what I saw. He saw frantic commuters rushing to catch the 77 local bus to Australia. He jumped in place, mouth open and slapping his knees, frantically reacting to a world I couldn’t see, but one powerfully present for him. 

			What happens to this enthusiasm, this ability to be wholly in the moment? Why are these pure experiences so often replaced with cynicism, boredom, and indifference? As I played with my son, I thought about creating photographs that would show the world as if through his eyes. The people in the images would be alive in the everyday.

			Shortly after playing “bus,” I attended an extraordinary dance performance, and I knew I had found my collaborators. Dancers are storytellers. They’re trained to capture passion with their bodies. They often create a ixfantasy world or offer us a deeper look into familiar settings. They bring to life what we feel but what most of us, lacking their artistry and athleticism, are unable to express physically.

			I’ve created these images for Hudson and his little sister, Salish. My children are everything to me; my dreams for them are enormous. I hope they have long and healthy lives, find loving partners and fulfilling careers, and, if it suits them, experience the joys of parenthood. Most important, I want them to be free from self-consciousness, to discover the deep happiness that comes from a life filled with passion, and to find the serenity necessary to be truly present. These photographs communicate my dreams for them more powerfully than words alone: Relish moments large and small, recognize the beauty around you, and be alive!

			Jordan Matter

			New York, New York 
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				Hudson and Salish, October 2011
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			Light as a Cloud 

			Jason Macdonald

			New York, New York
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			Taken

			Ricardo Graziano, Ricardo Rhodes, Danielle Brown, Octavio Martin

			Sarasota, Florida

		

	

	Like millions of children before me, I dreamed of playing professional baseball. But I never could have imagined the path I would follow, and where it would lead me.

	Some of my earliest memories are of playing baseball with my dad, endlessly hitting, fielding, running. Despite the hours upon hours of practice, I was scrawny and always the last kid chosen. I kept working. By high school I was better but by no means great; my body hadn’t filled out. By college, I was good enough to get a partial baseball scholarship but still not good enough to get off the bench. After a year of that, I moved on, this time to Santa Monica College.

	When I got there, a late walk-on, the starting lineup was already established. As the third-string second baseman, I rarely played. I practiced hard, often late into the night. But when I got a chance to be in a game, I froze up. My body was strong, but my mind was weak.

	Halfway through the season I didn’t have a single hit, and I was universally considered the worst player on the team. My nickname was Blowout, because I played only when the game wasn’t close. It was humiliating. I wanted to quit, but I didn’t. I put on my uniform each day, and I waited.

	If you dream about something long enough, the universe just might conspire to give it to you. Sometimes storybook endings actually happen. 

	It was the last inning of a tight game. A ball was hit up the middle. Our second baseman dove to catch it and broke his wrist. When our backup second baseman didn’t show for practice the next day, the coach was almost as incredulous as I was.

	“Well, damn, Jordan, I guess you’re starting tomorrow,” he said with a laugh. 

	We were playing the best team in the conference. I was batting last. Our first eight hitters were retired in order. I came up with two outs in the top of the third inning. My teammates tried to muster some enthusiasm.

	“Here we go, Blowout. Let’s get something started.”

	“Just take a few pitches. . . . Let him walk you.”

	I did take a few pitches, and they flew right past me. One ball, two strikes. I stepped out of the batter’s box and glanced toward our dugout. Everyone was grabbing his glove, ready to get back on the field. I took a deep breath and stepped up to the plate. The pitcher reared back and delivered a fastball down the middle. I swung hard and watched the ball sail over the left-field fence. 

	I never sat on the bench again.

	If my one teammate hadn’t broken his wrist, if my other teammate hadn’t missed practice, I would have stayed in the shadows. Serendipity gave me a chance to change my destiny, but it was my underlying devotion to baseball—and all those hours I had spent pursuing my dream—that made it possible for me to take advantage of what luck had tossed my way.

	I finished the year leading the team in every offensive category. I was offered a full scholarship to the University of Richmond, where I led the conference in hitting. 

	I never played professional baseball, but dreaming that I would set me on my life’s journey. It was my dream of playing ball that took me to the University of Richmond, where I met my wife, Lauren, and where I majored in theater. It was my dream of becoming an actor that took me to Manhattan, with Lauren, and eventually our children, by my side. And it was my dream of embracing all that life can offer, onstage and off, that made it possible for one Henri Cartier-Bresson exhibit to change my life entirely. Seeing his remarkable photographs sparked an even deeper passion, this time for photography. And so I learned another lesson: It’s never too late to dream. ❖
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			The Thinker

			Michael Trusnovec

			New York, New York
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			Out on a Limb 

			K. Louise Layman

			Wellesley, Massachusetts
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			The Beat of a Different Drummer

			Shawn Krayenborg

			East Boston, Massachusetts
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			Prayer

			Casia Vengoechea

			New York, New York
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			Double Take

			Angela Dice, Demetrius McClendon

			Chicago, Illinois

		

	

	
“I dwell in possibility.” Emily Dickinson
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			Rise Above It All

			Michelle Fleet

			New York, New York
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			Gonna Fly Now

			Evgeniya Chernukhina

			Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
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			Getting Inspired

			Kevin Williamson

			Hollywood, California

		

	

	
“If thou follow thy star, thou canst not fail of a glorious heaven.”

	Dante
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			Opening Night

			Parisa Khobdeh

			New York, New York
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			Broadway Bound

			Michael Cusumano

			New York, New York
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			Hall of Fame 

			Ricky Palomino

			Hollywood, California

		

	

	
		“Who shall command the skylark not to sing?”
		Kahlil Gibran
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			Sunset Salutation

			Jamila Glass

			Joshua Tree, California
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			Om

			Sofia Klass, Gilyon Wiley Brace-Wessel, Amy “Catfox” Campion

			Los Angeles, California
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			Surrender

			Rachel Bell

			Baltimore, Maryland
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			Big Day

			Kristin DeCesare, Jessica Press

			New York, New York

		

	

	
“Hope sleeps in our bones like a bear . . . ” Marge Piercy
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			Wildest Dream

			Kara Lozanovski

			Chicago, Illinois

		

	

	
“Nothing happens unless first a dream.” Carl SandburG
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			Only in Seattle

			Angelica Generosa

			Seattle, Washington
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			Meadowlark

			Katherine Scarnechia

			Long Grove, Illinois
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			My Time of Day

			Betsy Ceva

			Nyack, New York
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			The Break

			Mary Tarpley, Thomas Vu

			Los Angeles, California

		

	

	
“Too much of a good thing can be wonderful.” Mae West
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			The Pickup

			Pablo Sanchez

			Madison, Georgia
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			Wet Kiss

			Michael Jagger, Evita Arce 

			New York, New York
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			Adam and Eve

			Rachel Bell, Mitch Winans

			Towson, Maryland

		

	

	I remember the moment I fell in love with Lauren. We were in college, fresh off our first date. She coaxed me outside for a walk in the snow. The winter storm excited her, and her uninhibited joy amazed me. I watched her skip through the freshly fallen powder, and I fell in love. It just took me a year to realize it. 

	I remember the moment that I couldn’t live without her. We had been together for three years. She was living in Baltimore, and I was in New York. We hadn’t seen each other in weeks, so I decided to surprise her. She was sleeping when I arrived, curled up with my T-shirt in her hands, and the phone next to her ear. Her innocence and beauty illuminated the dark room. My need for her felt desperate, and it scared me.

	I remember the moment I wanted to spend my life with her. We had been together for seven years, but I wasn’t sure. We had gotten engaged, but I wasn’t sure. We had even set a wedding date, but I wasn’t sure. Then, when I stood at the altar and saw her—at the end of a long path, my beautiful bride walking toward me, an angel in white surrounded by family and friends, unselfishly sharing her spotlight, with a smile radiating for miles—I was sure. 

	I remember the moment I discovered new life with her. Hudson had been born the day before. It was late morning and snow was falling; everything had come full circle. Lauren was sitting in bed, propped up by a pillow, nursing our child. She had a look of serenity on her face; she was complete. I had never been happier. 

	Love is a series of memories. Today’s passion is tomorrow’s nostalgia. One moment you’re kissing under a boardwalk, and the next moment you’re playing with your kids in a park. The glue that binds these events together is an amalgam of the memories you’ve forged along the way. ❖
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			She Said Yes

			Ricky Ruiz, Carrie Nicastro

			Chicago, Illinois
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			Quality Time

			Jorge Torres, Chino Hara, with their children

			New York, New York
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			Under the Boardwalk 

			Jill Wilson, Jacob Jonas 

			Santa Monica, California
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			I Left My Heart in San Francisco 

			Jamielyn Duggan, Oliver Freeston

			San Francisco, California
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			My True Love Gave to Me

			Nicholas Villeneuve, Vanessa Valecillos

			New York, New York

		

	

	
		[image: Captioned Image]

		
			Chivalry Lives

			Leah O’Donnell, Dario Vaccaro

			New York, New York
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			Keep Me Warm

			Ellenore Scott, Michael McBride

			New York, New York
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