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In memory of my mother and father, Richard and Mary Pauley



Introduction: Moment of Impact

My friend Meg was successfully treated for thyroid cancer in her thirties, but for the next ten years she faced every annual checkup braced for bad news. When she arrived for lunch after her latest visit to the doctor, she was wearing such a worried expression we were prepared for the worst. But here’s what her doctor had said: “Meg, I think you’ve dodged a bullet. I don’t think that cancer is coming back.” Good news! And yet the look on her face was not joy or even relief.

I think Meg had been living year to year. Now, suddenly facing the prospect that she might go on living a long time, she felt completely unprepared. This is what she said: “What am I going to do for forty years?”

•  •  •

It’s the question of the age—and the question of our age. My generation is the first to get a heads-up that, as one expert puts it, “our working lives could well be exceeded by the years we go on living.” But what are we going to do? The demographics of aging have been improving, adding decades to what we commonly know as “midlife,” but as Laura Carstensen, Ph.D., director of the Stanford Center on Longevity, says, “The culture hasn’t had time to catch up. The enormity of this hasn’t hit people.” It’s starting to. At lunch that day with Meg I witnessed a moment of impact.

Everyone is talking about reinvention. The president used the word “reinvention” nine times in a State of the Union address. The Harvard Business Review devoted an entire issue to reinvention. Something profound is happening. But as a woman in my AARP online chat room aptly put it, “I’m ready to reinvent myself. Any ideas about what I should reinvent myself into? Nothing is lining up in front of me.” It’s a common sentiment. I often hear it described as a yearning for something “more.” It’s a feeling I could personally relate to—being ready for something, but a something you can’t quite define. Our vocabulary hasn’t caught up.

What does midlife mean? It used to be the beginning of a long glide path into retirement, which many of us still eagerly look forward to. As I write, the morning paper reports that 2 million of us will be retiring in the coming year. Maybe you will be one of those newly minted “retirees.” But since you are reading this book, you’ve probably decided your retirement will be different. Unlike previous generations, who retired from something, my generation hopes to retire to something else. Midlife keeps on going and going. Even before the economy went into recession, the majority of baby boomers surveyed by AARP reported they expected to keep on working in retirement, which sounds like a contradiction in terms, but it’s not. “Retirement” is a word with new meaning—no longer a door marked EXIT. Think instead of a door that swings on a hinge, moving us forward into something new.

Marc Freedman of Encore.org, which helps people pursue second acts for the greater good, says we’ve been blessed with a “bonus decade or two or three.” We still have options. I have met dozens of people who’ve already been there and done it in Your Life Calling (now Life Reimagined Today), the series produced for the Today show with my partners at AARP. This is a booming demographic. And the Gen Xers are not far behind—they start turning fifty in 2014.

I’ve been thinking and talking about reinvention for many years. Born in 1950, I’m on the leading edge of the baby boom, and I’ve had a peek over the horizon. The future looks pretty good.

Not long ago, two sixty-something women filled a sold-out auditorium at my alma mater, Indiana University (class of ’72). The evening was billed as “A Conversation with Meryl Streep.” I would be asking the questions. The highlight was when Meryl asked and answered her own question, eliciting a gasp from the audience of 3,500 people:

“When Bette Davis starred in All About Eve, a movie about a way-over-the-hill actress, how old do you think she was?”

She paused a moment before she said, “Forty!” Then she let that sink in, and brushing her hair back like she does, said in her offhanded way, “So . . . it’s really a different world.” It really is.

Midlife is different than it used to be. For many it will be much longer, but demographers don’t merely talk about longer life expectancy, they also talk about longer health expectancy. People living longer and staying healthy longer is a powerful combination.

And there’s more. A few years ago researchers made an unexpected discovery that, around the age of forty, people begin to experience feelings of dissatisfaction and a diminished sense of well-being. They were surprised to find this in men and women, rich and poor and all over the world. But the bigger surprise was the rebound effect. At around the age of fifty, feelings of well-being begin to rise again—and keep on rising, well into the seventies. In the twenty-first century, fifty is the beginning of a new and aspirational time of life.

Richard Luker is a social psychologist sometimes called the father of sports research. He created the influential ESPN Sports Poll twenty years ago. He’s probably the foremost expert on how Americans spend their leisure time and money. “People who are now in their fifties are far more vital in their outlook than people in their fifties were even ten years ago,” he says. “Just now since 2007 these adults are saying, ‘not only do I see a more vigorous life, I’m up for it, I’m game, I want to do more.’ Our research is bearing that out in spades.”

We have all known inspiring individuals who have defied the stereotypes of aging to lead long, creative, and productive lives, but until now that was perceived as the exception. As I read in The Washington Post, “Not long ago, workers in their forties were closer to the end of their careers than the beginning.” Today men and women in their forties can reasonably be thinking about beginning a new career, or something new that’s not a career. We are the first generation to get a heads-up that not only is there more to come, but maybe even the best of all.

You may be surprised to know that people over fifty-five represent the largest age group of owners of new business start-ups. At an age when our own parents and grandparents expected to wind things down, people are getting a second wind.

The Stanford longevity expert, Laura Carstensen, notes that with our new vitality come some pretty big questions. She says, “Those of us living today have been handed a remarkable gift with no strings attached—an extra thirty years of life for the average person. Now that gift is forcing us to answer a uniquely twenty-first-century question—what are we going to do with our supersized lives?”

I don’t fashion myself an authority, though as a journalist and storyteller I have long recognized the power of other people’s stories to help us to see our own lives in new ways. Your Life Calling: Reimagining the Rest of Your Life is neither a “must do” nor a “how to.” But I do hope to challenge some misconceptions you may have about reinvention:

• That you have to get it right the first time

• That there is some most authentic “you” waiting to be revealed

• That reinvention is a total makeover

• That everyone has a passion to follow.

I’ll endorse a couple of counterintuitive ideas:

• Trial and error are keys to growth and self-knowledge.

• Reinvention may require being reintroduced to yourself.

• Self-discovery may not be the requirement for reinvention but the payoff.

So, this book is filled with stories and not much advice, but I hope you’ll find ideas and inspiration in abundance. Perhaps one story will speak to a yearning or discontent you may be familiar with; another may help focus your rising sense of optimism and well-being. Maybe you’ll be energized to take a bold first step, or decide to take a step back and reflect.

There will be times when you should pause and listen. The future will be longer than you think. And yet the future is probably closer than you expect. Contradictions abound! It’s been my personal observation that if there’s a secret to reinvention, it’s that there isn’t one, or rather, there isn’t only one. There are as many ways to do it as there are experts eager to guide us. As Bertolt Brecht put it, “The shortest line between two points can be a crooked line.” For the lucky few, here’s a chance to reach toward a long-nurtured dream. For many, the way forward may feel like groping in the dark, as it did for me. Frankly, we are all making it up as we go along. But how reassuring to know we’re all in this together.



Chapter One


Out of the Blue

I’ve been one of the luckiest people I know. Through most of my life good things happened to me. Without a journalism degree, a network of connections, or driving personal ambition—and with very little experience—I landed one of the most coveted jobs in America in 1976. I was Barbara Walters’s successor on Today. I was very well paid. I enjoyed manageable fame but suffered a gnawing sense that it was somehow illegitimate. I wasn’t the only one.

In 1979, David Letterman and I were invited to an event in our hometown, Indianapolis, and I’ll never forget how he described his television career. He said, “It’s like robbing 7-Elevens. The money’s good, but sooner or later you know you’re gonna get caught.” This was a perfect depiction of a popular psychological term—that wouldn’t be coined for another two years—“impostor syndrome.” There was a lot of that going around.

Paul Giannone had a good job in information technology. But he told me that for twenty years he “masqueraded as a computer nerd.”

He explained, “I’m not a geek, but I chose a job where I had to appear to be one.” When I pointed out that he seemed to have succeeded, he replied, “Well, you can grind it out. You ever see somebody who doesn’t have that music gene play a piano? They could get it done, but they’re not going to be at Carnegie Hall any time soon.”

Here is a very smart guy. But in information technology everyone is smart, smarter, or wicked smart. He said he couldn’t sleep the night before a presentation to his so-called peers. He suffered cold sweats. Every business presentation was another opportunity to measure himself against everyone in the audience. And by his own estimation, he inevitably came up short.

As he was telling me this story, I was trying to picture this guy with stage fright. He was such an extrovert I had to ask how with his personality he had ever majored in accounting. He said, “I got A’s in math.”

•  •  •

It’s a truism that most of us don’t really choose our careers as much as we “fall into” them:

“It was my first job out of college, and then I got a promotion . . .”

“My husband was transferred here, so I got a job, too . . .”

“In my family, we’re all doctors.”

You’ve got to have the goods to get that promotion, to get through medical school, to be the successful job applicant. But a successful career isn’t necessarily a happy one. And a proficiency is not the same as a passion.

Writing in The New York Times Magazine, John Jeremiah Sullivan recounted a cushy-sounding reporting assignment to “get lots of massages.” Between massages, he mused that massage was “one of those jobs you fall into when other things don’t work out. But that’s true for so many of us—we fall into our lines of work like coins dropping into slots, bouncing down off various failures and false starts.”

My career in television felt like that—a coin dropping into a slot—though instead of bouncing off failures and false starts, I won the jackpot. In the course of a single year, I went from the anchor desk of WISH-TV’s “The Big News” in Indianapolis (the weekend edition), to become the first woman to anchor the evening news in Chicago. And I was only twenty-four.

A year later on Today, when TV Guide pronounced me “the fastest rising personality in the history of television,” my more seasoned partner, Tom Brokaw, joked that I sounded like a “brown and serve roll.” My career was most distinguished by its trajectory, and its velocity was inexplicable. I tried in vain to explain it to myself. Especially in light of some memorable and less than flattering reviews in Chicago. The Chicago Daily News compared me to a “hood ornament.” The Chicago Tribune reported I had “the IQ of a cantaloupe.” The local media had a lot of fun at my expense, and it was a given that I was not long for Chicago. To be honest, I thought they were right. And they were. But I was as stunned as everyone else when I was soon packing my bags—for New York. There was just no explaining it!

I would often think of The Sound of Music, in which a very young Maria struggled to explain her unexpected good fortune. She had found love—rather, love had found her in the handsome Captain von Trapp, who sent a glamorous fiancée packing to propose marriage to the new nanny. Dizzy with disbelief, our lucky heroine sang herself to a happy and logical conclusion—that in her childhood she must have done “something good” to deserve it.

I took an entirely different view of my good luck. As Tom Brokaw told The Washington Post back when we were getting to know each other on Today, “Jane is very realistic about her deficiencies.” I think I kept myself grounded by advertising them. My introductory words on Today were, “Maybe you’re wondering how I got here. Maybe I am, too!”

In 1976, network anchors weren’t just smarter, they were older. My putative peers included veteran newsmen like Walter Cronkite. Tom Brokaw was a boyish-looking thirty-something up-and-comer himself, but Tom was born with gravitas. The qualities audiences looked for in journalism back then—that I looked for in network newsmen and women—were maturity and seasoning. What I lacked in seasoning, I suppose I made up for in freshness.

I think my most singular accomplishment as a network anchor not very long out of college was appearing to keep my head on straight while it was spinning. But I wasn’t faking it. My husband likes to tell the story about the morning I did a run-through before the show of a segment about testing blood pressure. Later, when I did the segment live, my blood pressure had fallen. In audience research (which I didn’t see until decades later), I consistently got high marks for authenticity. And perhaps in a nation weary after decades of civil rights struggle, Vietnam, and Watergate, freshness and authenticity were not to be underrated. But that’s the perspective of hindsight. I was so young, and every day was an opportunity to measure myself against my esteemed peers, and to come up short. Just like Paul Giannone.

Paul’s proficiency in math led him first to accounting, but back in the early 1980s he made a shrewd transition into the new field of information technology. Not only was everyone smart but every year they were smarter and younger.

When he was offered a buyout in his forties, Paul grabbed it. He looked forward to being his own boss. But he quickly discovered that finding freelance work was hard. He went long stretches with no work or work that kept him on the road and away from home. The turning point came after one of those dry spells, when he found work in Texas. Then 9/11 happened. With his family in New Jersey and traumatized by the attack, Paul could not get home. Planes were grounded. A rental car company generously offered to waive the drop-off fee if he drove to New Jersey, but the bottom line was that he had a family to support; he needed that job. He felt trapped.

I did too. Though I’d been blessed with more success than I would have imagined in my wildest dreams (had I been a “wildest dreams” sort of person), when I packed a suitcase for some glamorous destination—London, Rio, Rome, China—I was leaving three small children at home. You’ve heard the phrase “the trappings of success.” I looked up the meaning of “trapping”: “an ornamental covering or harness for a horse.” There came a time when what I most yearned for was less.

Careers are abstractions. But we live in them either in harmony or in discord because paychecks and bills and contracts are real. A well-matched career can nourish the spirit, but a mismatched career can enervate the soul. That’s when you may feel there must be more.

•  •  •

Underneath his angst, Paul Giannone had real passions. He loved to cook. And entertain. For years, friends had been telling him to open a restaurant. He’d say, “You’re out of your mind.” But then he had his “pizza epiphany.” He and his sons had a tradition of making “pizza tours.” One of these excursions took them to a place in Coney Island where he had pizza like no pizza he’d had before. A coal-fired oven—that’s what made the difference. He started researching pizza ovens. He decided to build one in his own backyard and started telling people he was opening a pizzeria as soon as he bought the bricks. Why? He answered slyly, “Because commitment is a powerful thing.”

He told me, “I knew that first I had to prove to myself that I could even make pizza, and then I would need to practice and experiment. So I didn’t build the oven for a hobby. I built it with that goal in mind.”

He started building his backyard pizza oven in September 2007. In November, his son called home from the Air Force Academy in Colorado and asked how the oven was coming. Paul said it was coming along, but slowly, because he could work on it only on weekends.

His son said, “Dad, you gotta build that oven. You can’t be telling people you’re gonna do something and not do it. I’m coming home with my friend for Thanksgiving, and you’d better make me some pizza out of that oven.”

“My son loves the chase of my dream,” Paul said. “He threw down the challenge. And I knew that both my sons had to see that when you chase your dream, you have to achieve it. If they saw that I just threw it aside, they would think that maybe they were made out of the same stock and they’d throw things aside in their lives, too. So I was propelled by that. And son of a gun, Thanksgiving Eve, we pulled our first pizza out of that oven. It was ridiculous. It looked like an amoeba. But it tasted pretty good. I was just amazed. I had never made pizza before, ever.”

“Wait a minute,” I said. “You had decided to open a pizzeria and you had never made a pizza?”

“That’s correct,” he replied.

Where, I wondered, did that confidence come from? Paul shrugged off the difficulty. “You know what,” he said, “I looked around and I saw other people had done it and I said if they could do it, so can I.”

No longer an impostor, Paul believed pizza making was not only something he could do but something he could excel at. And he deliberately set the bar high. He set out to meet and befriend all of the great pizzaioli in New York. He explained, “I made a real point of looking each of them in the eye and saying, ‘It’s my hope to be mentioned in the same breath with you one day.’ I wasn’t afraid to say that. I just knew by verbalizing it I would help make it happen.” He added, “You only need two things to succeed: belief and commitment.”

Still, one would think that opening a restaurant during a recession might give one pause. Not him. He knew his clientele. “People in New York, they gotta have the best of everything. They hunt it out. But they can’t afford to go and hunt out the best steaks all the time. Maybe they could go to Peter Luger’s for their birthday once a year, or maybe they could go to a high-end sushi place once in a while. But with pizza, for fifteen dollars or so you could get maybe the best meal in New York. So it was a great time to open up a pizzeria. I asked other pizzaioli how their business was, and they said, ‘Better than ever.’ ”

Paul took the process one step at a time, until he was ready to scout locations. He fell in love with the young hipster energy of Greenpoint, Brooklyn, and then he fell in love with a building. He’d mortgaged his own home to the hilt, but he needed a lot more cash. He was touched that people were interested in investing in him, but I think he pulled it off with the force of his personality and some amazing pies.

Lucky is the person who finds such a perfect fit, though it sometimes comes with a wistfulness about not having discovered it earlier. Paul put it this way: “I just thought that you go out, you pick a career, you work, eventually you build up a retirement fund, you retire, and you go do something you like. I wish they had told me that you need to find something that you like and do it right now for the rest of your life, because that’s what everybody should do—find your passion and do it because you’re gonna be good at it.”

Sometimes it takes the better part of a lifetime to find out what your passion is, but in my observation, if you do, it might be the best part of your life.



Chapter Two


The Holy Grail

Betsy McCarthy was my first Your Life Calling story to air on Today, early in 2010. Frankly, I thought it pretty bold to lead off the series with a story about a woman whose reinvention was knitting. One pictures a gray-haired lady in a rocking chair. But Betsy knits like it was an Olympic sport; throughout our interview her fingers were working three tiny needles. And everything she said held our predominantly male crew absolutely rapt. We were all thinking, “I’ll have what she’s having.” Betsy had found the Holy Grail of reinvention. She turned a passionate pastime into a full-time occupation.

Betsy had been a successful executive in the health-care industry. She earned a six-figure salary and enjoyed the respect of her peers, but as she approached fifty, she felt there was just something missing in her life. “I’d get up, go to work, and I’d give it my all. But I started to be aware that I wasn’t waking up in the morning and saying, ‘Wow! I can’t wait to get to that meeting.’ Something was bypassing me.” She carried a briefcase to work every day. There was always knitting in it. She said it kept her sane.

For Betsy knitting is not a hobby. It’s a passion. And as she rose into the executive echelons, with the accompanying high-level stress, knitting was a salve. “I’d get up at five and go into the kitchen with my knitting, and just sort of calm myself as the sun was coming up,” she said. “I tried to start my day out in a quiet, centered place, and then I’d get ready for work.”

When she had knitting needles in her hands, she felt calmer inside. “It’s sort of like Zen or yoga or meditation . . . it’s almost comforting,” she told me, “like being rocked or like riding a train when I was little, and you’d hear the clacking of the rails. I always looked forward to trains—anything that would make me stop or slow down.” She would even knit in the car while waiting for a traffic light to change.

Betsy draws satisfaction from being good at difficult things, and she found the challenge of her job and being respected by her colleagues very rewarding. “Helping a team accomplish more than they thought they could” was a particular source of pride. But work was work. And Betsy had been working all her life. She worked her way through college and graduate school, and had reinvented herself more than once. She started out as an English teacher before switching to budget and policy analysis.

Betsy began taking knitting classes for pleasure, and had the persistent thought that she could be teaching them. While she yearned to leave the nine-to-five world and do something with knitting, colleagues and friends would say, “You’re not even fifty. What’s going to become of you?” Or, “You’re committing career suicide.” And then she was recruited for another, better-paying job. But when she was fifty-seven, Betsy finally ditched the briefcase.

On her final day of work, her husband asked, “How does it feel to be getting the last paycheck you’re ever going to have?”

“This isn’t the last paycheck I’m ever going to have,” she replied. Though she hadn’t figured out how, she was confident she could make knitting work.

•  •  •

I’m not a hobby person. It was a source of embarrassment in those early days at NBC, when after a morning of interviewing people on Today, there was often a reporter in my office waiting to interview me. The question I most dreaded was about what I did in my spare time. “Reading and shopping,” I told one reporter. Seriously.

But I grew up with people who had all sorts of outside interests. Everyone in my family enjoyed doing things. My father kept his tools in the garage—which he built. My mother was a gifted seamstress. She preferred Vogue patterns, the kind with fifty-two pieces. The hum of her sewing machine meant my mother was happily at work on a project. She made most of our clothes back when making clothes was cheaper than buying them ready-made.

My father wasn’t a coin collector, but he counted pennies. He made not spending money look recreational. Numbers were a special category of interest for him. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d made note of exactly how many nails he hammered while building that garage. When he put in the patio in front of our new house, he could tell you how many bags of sand he poured to fill in the cracks between the stones he laid. It made him happy to come back from a walk on the beach during a Florida vacation and report how many steps he took.

These weren’t hobbies per se, but my parents cultivated many competencies and outside interests. And so does my husband. In the winter, Garry enjoys gardening catalog reveries. And one day recently when he told me, “I think I’ve lost the capacity for boredom,” I started taking notes.

He explained, “Whenever I’m in a situation I find uninteresting, I simply retreat to the amusement park that is my brain.” I already knew Garry had a rich daydream life, including sometimes imagining himself as President of the United States. But he surprised me when he said, “I’m also in a rock band.” We were in the car at the time, and just then a song came on the radio. “Hear that?” Garry said. “I’m playing bass.” After thirty years of marriage, I’m still making discoveries about his range of interests. Who knew he could play “When the Saints Go Marching In” on a one-and-a-half-inch harmonica!

Garry didn’t waste a moment of his childhood, and along with a rich imagination, he cultivated competencies. He’s an artist, for example, who’s pretty handy with tools. He built a tree house for the kids—with double-hung windows. If Garry should live another forty years, and I certainly hope he does, he’ll make it an interesting journey.

Then there’s my sister, Ann. Her long list of outside interests just gets longer. She built a harpsichord from a kit in her twenties. In her thirties she had a Skilsaw and knew how to use it. When she was in her forties there was a loom the size of a small car in her bedroom. Currently, she takes piano lessons as well as photography and drawing classes. I may have married my sister.

Where was I when these genes were passed around? That “what do you do in your spare time” question is still a popular one. Preparing to moderate a panel discussion recently, I Googled one of the panelists. He had a succinct response to the question: “Sleep, ski, sail, repeat.” He sounded like a pretty cool dude.

Interesting people do interesting things, so over the years I’ve tried to cultivate some outside interests. In my late thirties I began dabbling in watercolors. Garry is the artist in the family, and like a kindergartner looking for approval, I remember showing him one of my early efforts and waiting while he studied it for a rather long time, looking for something positive to say. Finally he said, “Well, you know when to stop.”

The week after I left the Today show, in 1989, I signed up for skating lessons at the famous rink at Rockefeller Center. Signing up for lessons was so not “me,” though it was not without precedent. The breakthrough had been knitting lessons in the early eighties. It was as if a nascent creative impulse was trying to break through. I enjoyed those six weekly lessons. They were held on Tuesday nights in a knitting shop, with half a dozen other beginners. We made tiny mouse-sized sweaters. I was immediately inspired to make a much larger version for my husband. It turned out much larger than my husband. We remember it fondly as the “clown sweater.” After that I started a baby bunting with decorative little balls, which was pretty ambitious for a beginner. I was pregnant, so it was a race against time. Not only did the baby come first but there were two of them. So the knitting was put away.

•  •  •

Betsy McCarthy was ahead of her time when she quit her job. “Reinvention” wasn’t the buzzword it is today. At first, she said, the freedom was very exciting. “I can do whatever I want and there’s this whole day ahead of me.” But after a while she thought, “Well, this seems like a vacation, but I can’t do this for the next forty years.”

Her husband would come home from his busy life and ask, “Well, what’d you accomplish today?” She didn’t really have an answer, except to say, “That’s not the right question.” But it took time to find the right answer.

Betsy says uncertainty is something she’s always been comfortable with, but she recognizes that if someone needs certainty—“If I do this, then that will happen tomorrow”—it would be harder for that person to make a leap of faith into a new life. Betsy made the leap before she could see her new life. There was a period she described as “a lot of floundering around.”

She might have opened her own knitting shop. But she rejected that idea out of hand. Knitting was her passion; running a business was not. Still, she applied some business sense to her new life plan. She explained, “It’s like developing a little marketing plan for yourself. You just go out and create the opportunity you want.”

She started teaching on cruise ships, and because she has a gift for design, she was hired to write a chapter in a book about knitting Christmas stockings. One day she offhandedly asked the editor, “Are you going to have a book on socks?” The editor said, “Well, why don’t you write it?”

So Betsy had a book contract, and Knit Socks! is in its sixth printing. While it’s made Betsy something like a rock star at knitting conferences, it hasn’t made her rich. She makes a four-figure salary—the low four figures. But Betsy had already reevaluated the connection between money and self-worth. Once before when she’d had to look for a new job, she wouldn’t consider anything that didn’t pay what she thought she was worth, because taking anything less was “devaluing” herself. “But,” she said, “I got over thinking that money was how I needed to measure whether life was good to me.”

She and her husband did prepare for the financial adjustment. The children were grown, so they downsized. Paying off a mortgage and selling a big house filled with antiques, they moved to a small condo that Betsy described as having lot of built-ins, “sort of like a boat.”

“Life is wonderful,” she said. “And yarn doesn’t cost very much.”

Betsy found what had been missing in her life: contentment and satisfaction. She regards her decision to leave the high-powered work world and do something with knitting not as an extreme makeover but as a return to her “essential self,” remembering the little girl who was happy making doll dresses and doing creative things with fabric and color, and making things with her hands.

She ran into a former associate a while ago. “In a tone that sounded as if he felt embarrassed or sorry for me, he said, ‘I understand you’re doing a lot of knitting.’ I think he was being protective of me, and he was worried,” she said. “But I wasn’t. Some people are uncomfortable going into that gray zone, of not knowing exactly what they’re moving toward. But at that point in my life, I had learned that if you’re open to something, you can find it.”
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