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			Advance Praise for 
The Moment That Defines Your Life

			“In The Moment That Defines Your Life, Chuck Garcia writes about the life-changing power of emotional intelligence and stoicism. Through captivating stories of individuals who overcame adversity, he informs, inspires, and provides the tools that integrate emotional intelligence and stoicism crucial to aid in your personal and professional transformation.”

			— Bob Litwin, Three-time Tennis World Champion and author of Live the Best Story of Your Life

			 

			“Chuck Garcia is a rare individual who truly ‘talks the talk and climbs the climb!’ Chuck doesn’t simply talk about Emotional Intelligence—he lives it. The Moment That Defines Your Life presents the subject in a way that enables you to immediately implement these life-critical skills into your daily routine. This is the book…if you’re ready to change your life and ace every relationship!”

			— Yitzchok Saftlas, Radio Show Host of 710 WOR Mind Your Business with Yitzchok Saftlas

			 

			“Chuck is the rarest of authors. In The Moment That Defines Your Life, he seamlessly cross-pollinates ideas from stoicism, emotional intelligence, mountaineering, and leadership to weave something that will keep you gripped until the last page. His brilliant insights are only superseded by his flawless execution of them in every moment of his life.”

			— Soundarya Balasubramani, Author of Unshackled and Admitted
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			The Moment That Defines Your Life is dedicated to Eric Skopec, my debate professor at Syracuse University. His course and extraordinary teaching style had more impact on me than any other in twenty years of formal education. No subject matter helped me better bridge the gap between college and career than his. I subsequently try my best every day to live up to the exceptional communication standards he inspired inside and outside the classroom.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			FOREWORD

			You’ve picked up a book about the moments that define you when your career, family, and life are on the line.

			I faced such a defining moment a few years ago, which I could not have come through without the immeasurable patience and guidance of this book’s author, Chuck Garcia.

			Had I not met Chuck when I did, not only would I have lost everything, but I would also have seen everything as lost, and those are very different things. Loss is inevitable. How we see it is a choice.

			Shortly after turning fifty, I was trapped (my view at the time) in the simultaneous collapse of both my twenty-five-year career as a screenwriter and my ten-year marriage. As I spiraled into feelings of failure, a friend suggested I speak with Chuck. What I skeptically projected would be a short phone call turned out to be a crossroads.

			Chuck was embarking on an adventure of his own at the time, taking his A Climb to the Top coaching brand up a new mountain, literally, shooting a TV pilot in which he would guide four people facing defining moments in their lives to summit the 5,114 ft. of Algonquin Peak in upstate New York’s Adirondack Mountains. Hearing how I was facing the upheaval of my entire world, Chuck invited me to be one of the cast members.

			I had spent my film career behind the camera, so the idea of being in front of one was uncomfortable, but I also knew that this invitation was not one to brush off flippantly with the excuse of “too much going on.”

			So, two months later, I found myself on a mountain trail with Chuck and his hardworking young crew, beset by unexpected rain that had us hours behind on the climb. Filming a “check-in,” I expressed my pain at how divorce might affect my six-year-old daughter and two-year-old twins and my doubts about whether I could even muster the kind of energy needed to build a new career from scratch at an age when many of my friends were looking toward retirement.

			Chuck saw what I was too afraid to look at, that I had given up, buckled down for the storm of my life to pass, hoping for calm at the other end so that I could then find the strength to go on.

			It was in that moment, on that mountain while trudging through actual rain and mud, that I realized it is not in the calm at the end of life’s trials and challenges that we determine our paths. If you’re just waiting for the storm to pass, your chance to choose your path through it passes with it, and you wind up wherever the storm will take you.

			Our defining moments are found within the storm.

			They swirl around us in waves and froth and lightning and rain, challenging us to find within ourselves not only the ability to recognize the moment for what it is but the strength to define ourselves within it, to choose our own path through rather than let the storm choose for us.

			While my career, family, and life were certainly on the line, Chuck reminded me that as we venture into the world each day, our careers, families, and lives are always on the line. That we have a choice in each of those moments to go blindly through life hoping that tragedy never finds us (or finds us unprepared when it inevitably does) or that we can open our eyes and face it.

			He opened my eyes…and I faced it.

			Chuck poured these lessons into me with wisdom and care and Emotional Intelligence so deeply woven into his gentle presence, into his very being, that the Stoics he so fondly and reverently honors in this book would be proud.

			Chuck lives the philosophy of inner peace through outer calling, self-service through the service of others, and success through the sacrifice of selfishness. I am forever humbled and grateful to be the recipient of his kind and generous example.

			I’m happy to say that while my career, family, and life have all changed dramatically, I neither lost nor see as lost anything that has changed. To the contrary, I have learned to embrace and even enjoy the storm as much as the calm. (Thank you, Chuck, for that.)

			It was through his coaching that I chose to also become a coach. I flew back to Los Angeles after our A Climb to the Top show, no longer dwelling in the perceived failures of my past but excited to create a new future for myself by helping others to create theirs—and I am fortunate to have now succeeded in both.

			That’s what Chuck is doing with this book.

			You’re about to be treated to many stories of the defining moments its subjects faced and the lessons they learned, too often through tragedy, though which those lessons likely could not have been learned had it not been for the tragedy.

			You will see yourself in some of these stories.

			You will see the best of humanity in all of them.

			By the end you will have your eyes opened, their lids permanently propped up, scouring the storms for the defining moments that, if not looked for, can so easily pass us by, never seen or known for what they were or could have been; and when found…well, that is for each of us to discover.

			I found mine on a mountainside in upstate New York.

			Where will you find yours?

			 

			Ken Golde

			Executive Coach

			CEO, Breakthrough Leadership Training

			Author, The F.A.S.T. Way: Defining and Expressing Yourself for Ultimate Success
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			INTRODUCTION

			Not My Day to Die

			“Our greatness lies not so much in being able 
to remake the world—that is the myth of the atomic age—
as in being able to remake ourselves.” 
Mahatma Gandhi

			On September 11, 2001, at 8:46 a.m., American Airlines Flight 11 crashed into the North Tower of New York City’s World Trade Center, killing all passengers aboard and over one thousand people above the ninety-first floor. Sixteen minutes later, United Flight 175 smashed into the South Tower, killing everyone on the plane and hundreds more in the building.

			Thirty minutes before these horrific attacks, eighty people were gathered at a restaurant/event space called Windows on the World to participate in a conference sponsored by a London-based organization called the Risk Waters Group. Located on the 106th floor of the World Trade Center’s North Tower, one could see Manhattan’s sparkling skyscrapers to the north, Brooklyn’s beautiful bridges to the east, and the stately Statue of Liberty to the south. By 8:30 a.m., an additional seventy-two restaurant staff arrived before their breakfast service to further prepare for this two-day event. Add a handful of conference delegates who had just arrived, and over two hundred people were at Windows when the planes struck.

			While planning this event in the summer of 2001, the conference producers scheduled me to speak on 9/11 at 9:20 a.m. and again on 9/12 at 11:00 a.m. On a follow-up call two months earlier to resolve a conflict with another speaker, they asked if I could move my 9/11 morning slot to 3:20 p.m. that afternoon. I was happy to accommodate the change, given another speaking engagement request I received a few days earlier.

			Instead of being at the World Trade Center when the planes struck that morning, I was giving a speech at the Empire Hotel in Midtown Manhattan, approximately six miles away. With a 9:00 a.m. start, I planned to finish it in forty-five minutes, then take the subway downtown to spend the rest of the day at Windows on the World.

			I indicated a few days before the conference on a calendar entry visible to all Bloomberg employees that I had a speaking engagement at the World Trade Center on 9/11/01 and would be there until 6:00 p.m. I made no reference to the Empire Hotel and never thought to enter an expected arrival time at Windows on the World.

			During the Empire speech, I was interrupted at 9:20 a.m. by a conference producer who explained to me and the audience that a “hard to believe but alarming incident occurred a few minutes ago at the World Trade Center.” He then directed the sixty of us to a television set tuned to CNN. Stunned at what we were watching, it was unimaginable! The higher floors in both towers were burning, smoke billowing, with no words to describe our shock. I had never seen anything like this. No one said a word as we witnessed the inconceivable. Occasionally someone let out a gasp as all eyes and ears were directed at the television set. We just stood still, unable to process what felt like a horror movie. The silence was deafening.

			The Twin Towers of the World Trade Center (WTC) in New York City’s Financial District were ablaze without explanation. There were rumors that airplanes struck the towers, but the newscasters hesitated to commit until a reliable source confirmed it. Little did we know that within the hour, an American Airlines plane smashed into the Pentagon in Arlington, Virginia, and a United Airlines jet crashed into an open field in rural Pennsylvania, killing everyone aboard. The combined death toll for all four incidents that day was 2,997.

			Disorientated at the gruesome sight of the towers burning, all anyone could do was call their families, friends, and colleagues. However, landlines and cellular phones were not working. We were amidst the deadliest terrorist attacks in American history and had no means to communicate. I was frantic to speak with my family, who knew I was ending my day at the WTC, and the office, to let them know I was all right. Everyone in the hotel beat their phones in frustration, desperate to communicate with their loved ones. No go. We were out of contact with the world. In addition, all transportation citywide was halted. New York City was under siege and in lockdown. The South Tower subsequently collapsed at 9:58 a.m. Thirty minutes later, the North Tower crashed to the ground.

			Since riding the subway to the World Trade Center was not an option, I walked from the Empire Hotel to Bloomberg’s headquarters at 499 Park Avenue. Unbeknownst to many, I was alive. The first colleague I met when I entered the building said, “Chuck, everyone thinks you are dead. Walk the halls and let them know you are not. They may still be shaken but relieved.” I didn’t know it until then, but my name was on a list that implied unaccounted for and presumed dead.

			Aware that my company calendar stated, “World Trade Center until 6,” Bloomberg employees made a mental leap and concluded I was already at Windows on the World. My three colleagues Bill, Peter, and Paul had sent a text to the office after the planes hit, stating they “were trapped above the fire.” Sadly, they perished when the North Tower collapsed. Bewildered by the day’s unprecedented events, there was a feeling in the air that nothing would ever be the same. Who knew?

			Over the next month, I attended sixteen memorial services as New Yorkers walked around the city in a fog, shell-shocked at the death and destruction. The Twin Towers, icons of the New York City skyline, were gone. It was painful to look downtown and see airspace where previously they loomed large over New York’s Financial District. Day after day, I wondered what force in the universe decided who lived and died that day. Never was I so perplexed by an endless string of questions on the nature of human existence. For the next several days, carrying the weight of survivor’s guilt, I was a ball of confusion. One question kept burrowing in my mind that I couldn’t shake:

			“Why was this not my day to die?”

			With a phone call and a simple twist of fate, my speaking schedule at the World Trade Center changed from morning to afternoon on September 11, 2001. Were it not for the resolution of someone else’s conflict, I would have died that day. Reflecting on this turn of events, I was suddenly jolted by that moment. In Viktor Frankl’s classic Man’s Search for Meaning, he states,

			“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.”

			Frankl’s survival story at Auschwitz was running through my head every hour of every day. I couldn’t shake it. The phrase “We are challenged to change ourselves” became foundational to turning crisis into opportunity.

			As I reflected on the 9/11 events, I became the protagonist in my own story arc. Who could have predicted how this plot would develop? The entire litany of events, emotions, and associated feelings was swirling through my head and heart. Striving to heal emotionally became a daily routine. All anyone could talk about for weeks was where they were when the planes hit and how many friends they lost in the WTC collapse. I was talked out; nothing left to say. Nowhere to turn but inward.

			How could this event be put into perspective? To many survivors, it either defeated or defined them. The loss of human life and the number of parents, sons, and daughters who died that day were heartbreaking! I could not dismiss this. I could only conclude that moment was meant to startle me in ways I came to understand years later. In retrospect, it changed and defined me. The entirety of the events prompted a torrent of self-discovery and actions that motivated me to become who I am today. It helped me transform in ways I never could have imagined.

			After the funeral services were long gone, newspaper headlines countrywide resembled these from New Yorkers affected by the 9/11 events:

			“Twenty-year Lehman Brothers executive resigns to enroll in a seminary.”

			“Wall Streeter leaves million-dollar trading job to join Teach for America.”

			“Woman executive quits her prestigious banking job to establish a foundation that supports underserved communities.”

			Survivors were in pain, soul searching, questioning whether they should stay in the rat race or leave it behind for more fulfilling work. There were many “twists of fate” chronicles of survivors who were supposed to be in the World Trade Center that morning. Many stories were deeply affecting and provoked me to rethink my future. What was the universe communicating? I loved my job and continued to develop skills that led me unpredictably to become a professional speaker, executive coach, and college professor. Who said I had to change careers? Despite the 9/11 stories reported in the media, did it have to be all or nothing? Maybe waiting was the best option. See what happens to my mindset. Assess how I feel at different points along the journey. Timing is important in any job switch, much less a radical transformation.

			After serious contemplation, there was no doubt. My career was successful and still evolving. To work under the guidance of Mike Bloomberg was a gift beyond any value I could measure. I had no desire to alter this career…yet. I loved my craft and represented a phenomenal organization. Who would leave that? There was no seminary, vineyard, or more purposeful mission that made sense. Perhaps I was thinking about this all wrong? After a few weeks, I set the career considerations aside. What was troubling me, and how to resolve it? Was I still feeling guilty for being alive? If so, how do I get beyond this?

			I eventually worked through this inner turmoil with some unwavering self-talk. “You are no good to your family in a funk. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Wake up. You’re alive! Life is ephemeral.” All I could think of was to not let Bill, Peter, and Paul die in vain! What to do?

			The Mountains Were Calling!

			Was I losing myself or finding myself? When I started to climb, I didn’t know the answer. While alone in my thoughts each day on the commuter train to NYC, the answer came to me in a moment of clarity. The answer to my question can only be answered in action and adventure. I felt the need to get a million miles away from home, office, and career pressures. My inclination was to read a stack of books that might help me feel better. However, I concluded that my goal was not to fill my mind; I had enough of that. Instead, the mission was to clear it. All the mountaineering books described blue skies, endless landscapes, and not many people. That was it! I decided to try it and see where it led me.

			On September 11, 2002, I stood on the summit of Mount Rainier in the Cascade Range, sixty miles southeast of Seattle, Washington, as the crow flies. It seemed fitting to climb my first mountain on the one-year anniversary of those heartbreaking World Trade Center events. With an elevation of 14,411 feet above sea level, Rainier is the highest volcanic peak in the contiguous United States. Each year, more than ten thousand people attempt to scale the mountain and use it as a training ground for bigger expeditions. I didn’t know where this would lead me, but there was something cathartic about being in this snow-covered alien environment. Something had to change….

			By now I stopped asking myself, “Why am I still alive?” I did not want to let my moment of action pass only to regret it later. Something happens to people when confronted with death, setting off a chain reaction that changes people in unexpected ways. Steve Jobs said in his 2005 Stanford University commencement address,

			“Remembering that you are going to die is the best way I know to avoid the trap of thinking you have something to lose. You are already naked. There is no reason not to follow your heart.”

			Climbing a mountain is a mental, physical, and spiritual exercise. I was inspired to follow my heart wherever it led and to let the moment of introspection guide me to do something I had never done. What did I have to lose? I wanted to honor the spirit of my lost friends, to memorialize them uniquely. I had no other thoughts on what, how, or why. I needed to make sense of the signals the world was sending me. There was a force calling, igniting me to explore what mountains lie on the other side of these 9/11 tragedies. Whether by coincidence or fate, the summer before the World Trade Center catastrophe, I read a book by Jon Krakauer called Into Thin Air, published in 1997. Although I had not yet climbed a mountain, I was inexplicably drawn to it. Into Thin Air recounts a series of tragic events in Nepal on Mount Everest, the world’s highest mountain. Krakauer describes incidents on May 10, 1996, when eight climbers died from the convergence and consequences of high altitude, horrific weather, and questionable judgment.

			From the opening paragraph, I couldn’t put it down. Like most devastating incidents, heroes and villains were identified and caught in a vicious blame game. So many aspects of this story riveted me. And, for better or worse, I began to see myself climbing. The more I learned about mountaineering, the more I envisioned ascending with an ice ax in hand and crampons on both feet. As a distance runner my whole adult life, climbing had many parallels to marathoning. For starters, there was no shortcut to the finish line. Also, besides putting one foot in front of the other, I couldn’t control the weather or how others on the same trail would behave. However, there was one thing under my power: how I chose to act and react to the environment.

			No phones or laptops. Also, the stakes were high. This was not just a hobby but a serious pastime. People died climbing mountains. What was I thinking?

			Nonetheless, I was intrigued by it all. Mountaineering requires skills, fortitude, and learning to be comfortable in the discomfort of factors beyond anyone’s control. One misstep, wrong turn, or slip can lead to catastrophe. Yet, the elation and sense of accomplishment by summiting a peak and reflecting on it later is indescribable. The high is unlike anything I ever felt. Completing a marathon is a remarkable feat but does not compare to stepping on a mountain summit.

			I had no expectations and never imagined I would climb so many mountains through the years. I couldn’t explain it then. All I could do was accept those feelings and follow where they led. Despite hesitation to leave my family on risky expeditions, something compelled me to see this through. Little did I know that scaling Rainier unleashed a burning desire to climb more and keep finding myself. Mark Twain famously said, “The two most important days in your life are the day you are born and the day you find out why.”

			On May 16, 2012, descending Alaska’s Mount Bona, the highest volcano in the United States, hit me like a proverbial avalanche. Climbing Bona was unlike the six prior alpine expeditions I joined. With three extraordinary guides and eight other climbers, we spent two weeks on a glacier in subzero temperatures, steadily ascending with full packs, hauling equipment up and down the mountain to ensure our safety and survival. We summited on the twelfth day at 16,550 feet above sea level. Using GPS to guide us under the clouds of a blustery snowstorm, we took photos and descended swiftly.

			Two days later, settled in at base camp, I reflected on the experience and started to see mountaineering differently. Based on determination, adaptability, and collaboration, mountaineering is a metaphor for how careers are climbed. They had three things in common. Set a goal, take one step at a time, and recognize how critical it is to be part of a team with shared goals.
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			When I thought about my career journey, I was dumbfounded that it took so long to see this. By framing this mountaineering experience to better understand myself, that moment helped me to redefine how I planned to spend the rest of my working life. I thank Mark Twain for helping me discover why I was born.

			I began to see myself differently. I recognized the power that mountain guides carry to help transform lives. They are experts in mountaineering and are hired to instruct and lead individuals and small groups. They are also kind, caring, and patient, the qualities used to describe my best teachers. While I had no desire to pursue a career in mountain guiding, they prompted me to soul-search some more.

			As I watched how guides led me and my mates, it changed the way I thought about the role of a teacher. My favorites were the sum of instructor, coach, and inspirer. I couldn’t help but add therapist, as mountaineering gives new meaning to the word discomfort. The guides embolden others who feel reluctant to carry on, shake off their fears, and keep climbing. Those encouraging words speak volumes about a team’s capacity to advance, despite low oxygen levels, freezing temperatures, and unpredictable weather. Be it mountains, meeting spaces, or classrooms, I concluded that everyone I meet is on their proverbial mountain, with similar obstacles, challenges, and struggles.

			On the flight home from Anchorage to New York, I was prompted by a massive mindset shift. From this day forward, “I am going to change careers.” I decided to leave the Wall Street world and committed to working each day in the service of someone else’s success. If Wall Street was my first career mountain, I was now ready for my second. Mahatma Gandhi’s quote was ever-present:

			“The best way to find yourself is to lose yourself in the service of others.”

			In David Brooks’ insightful book The Second Mountain: The Quest for a Moral Life, he writes, “Our society suffers from a crisis of connection, of solidarity. We live in a culture of hyper-individualism.” He explains that many people live somewhere on a continuum. Some move from one extreme to the other, driven by various factors.
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			Brooks states:

			Every so often, you meet people who radiate joy—who seem to know why they were put on this earth, and glow with a kind of inner light. Life, for these people, has often followed what we might think of as a two-mountain shape. They get out of school, start a career, and begin climbing the mountain they thought they were meant to. Goals on this first mountain are the ones our culture endorses: to be a success, to make your mark, to experience personal happiness. But when they get to the top of that mountain, something happens. They look around and find the view…unsatisfying. They realize: This wasn’t my mountain after all. There’s another, bigger mountain out there that is my mountain. And so, they embark on a new journey. On the second mountain, life moves from self-centered to other-centered.1

			Brooks affirms that choosing to climb the second mountain,

			is a life of love, care, and commitment. It is an antidote to much that is wrong with our culture. If the first mountain is about building up the ego and defining the self, the second mountain is about shedding the ego and losing the self. You don’t climb the second mountain the way you did the first. You conquer the first but are conquered by the second. You surrender to some summons and do everything necessary to answer the call. On the first mountain, you tend to be ambitious, strategic, and independent. On the second, you are relational, intimate, and relentless.2

			Rethinking my life climb as a transition from the first to the second mountain caused me to make decisions in ways I could never have foreseen. I came to conclude that one moment of introspection can lead to actions that become transformative. I was getting to know myself and came to understand the drive needed to guide others up their proverbial mountains. Brooks so eloquently described how many people move on that continuum, from a life of self to a life lived for others. I am living proof, as are the stories of the wonderful contributors to this book.

			As people in my circle shared their stories through the years, I discovered many had moments that sparked life transformations. Each story was unique. However, whether through fate or good fortune, patterns in their narratives began to emerge. The outcomes were distinct, but the lessons were remarkably similar. Certain moments led them to think and act differently. It prompted them to change their entire career.

			When I examined what those moments meant to them, we implicitly agreed these became our best teachers and tapped into the deepest sense of our selves. They provoked changes in mindsets and helped us retool for the next proverbial mountain. In all cases these moments were ever lasting and life changing. The lessons gleaned also sparked a massive shift in my education. Unfortunately, I did not have the tools to assist or accelerate the path to knowing myself. I had no insight into how I decided anything and no clue why I did what I did. I operated from experience and intuition but didn’t know I could adopt social science tools to help when I needed them most. It was stumble, bumble, and hope for the best. Was there a better way?

			Throughout this journey I discovered a social science called Emotional Intelligence (EQ). I was learning to understand and manage my emotions and better able to recognize and influence those around me. I was now empathizing with others in ways that previously seemed foreign. Continuing to absorb and ultimately teach the subject, it started to redefine what it meant to be smart. I was becoming more self-aware; I better understood myself and made more sense of the world around me. I was also asking questions never contemplated. What are my core values? How do I make better decisions? Do people only need tragedy to be a catalyst for personal and/or professional change?

			Why had I not learned EQ before? Why was this not taught in school? I began to question the value of my formal education. Nothing I ever memorized for an exam could help me in those moments. Most of my education was spent cramming and taking tests, only to forget most of what I learned one week later. This subject, however, had staying power. Every nugget I learned would not be forgotten. Each proverbial EQ brick could be laid on top of the other, providing a solid foundation by which I discovered the most important subject of all: how to manage myself despite whatever turmoil the world hurled at me.

			Consequently, this book is about the moments that define our lives and how to capitalize on them with tools and mental models you never knew existed. With each story of transformation, an Emotional Intelligence tool is explained to illustrate how to measure, monitor, and develop your EQ. To feel what they feel and tie your life circumstances to theirs. I hope you are inspired by the stories you are about to read and encouraged to blaze new trails as you strive to lead a rewarding and fulfilling life.

			Thank you for joining me on this journey of self-discovery. Before taking the next big step in the book, I ask you to read aloud and heed this call to action from climbing historian James Ramsey Ullman:

			“The climbing of earth’s heights means little. That men and women want and try to climb them means everything. For it is the ultimate wisdom of the mountains that we are never so much human as when we are striving for what is beyond our grasp, and there is no battle worth the winning save that against our own ignorance and fear.”

			Welcome to The Moment that Defines Your Life. Be the change you wish to see in the world and climb on!

			

			
				
					1	Brooks, David. In The Second Mountain: The Quest for a Moral Life, xi. New York: Random House, 2020.

				

				
					2	Ibid.
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			Chapter 1

			Develop Your Mental Fortress

			In college, many of my classmates studied philosophy. Each evening, when they huddled around the dorm dinner table recounting lessons from well-known ancient Greek thinkers, it sounded so pretentious and lacked any practical orientation. I was lost in the intellectual nature of their debates and too dimwitted to recognize any value in them. I had no idea what they were talking about. Since I was studying finance, how could it possibly help? I dismissed the subject as irrelevant and avoided it like the plague. For the rest of my college days, the mere mention of philosophy made me cringe.

			Yet, in my adult life, I began to see glimmers of their discussions wonderfully appear when least expected. Whether a quote from an ancient Greek philosopher or a YouTube video titled “Ten Life Lessons from Friedrich Nietzsche,” I started to come around. As I became more curious, most attempts to learn about famous philosophers sadly came from the superficiality of a Wikipedia page. Fortunately, from time to time, I was inspired to take a deeper look into topics that resonated.
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