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5:45 a.m., March 4, 2019

It’s cold as can be outside in Nashville, Tennessee. I’ve just walked into the hospital to spend the day with my mom and dad at Vanderbilt University Medical Center.

My father, Dan Houghton, is seventy-two years old. He was born in 1946 in Boston, the third of seven children. Today we are at Vanderbilt as a family for a surgery that’s scheduled for him.

Eight months ago, he was diagnosed with stage four cancer. It was a total surprise when it happened, and he rushed to the emergency room after not feeling right for several days. I was in Mexico for work, and my mom was in Kentucky visiting her mother. He was all alone, and the last thing we heard from him that day was when he called my cell phone to tell me they were going to operate; he would call when he could.

Fast-forward eight months and here we are, sitting in the waiting room watching a six-digit number scroll across a screen with a hundred other numbers, telling us the status of his six-hour surgery.

Mom and I are posted up at a desk near the back wall with our phones plugged in, just waiting. I spent the morning making grammatical edits to this book, and Mom was pretty busy keeping family members updated with text messages and phone calls.

The surgery is to reverse a procedure they did during the first emergency surgery he had eight months before. A little over a month ago, they declared him cancer-free, a real miracle given the severity of his original diagnosis.

A few days earlier, I was here with him for pre-operation procedures, and that was enough for me to remember just how much I hate the hospital. People crying in the elevators, doctors trying to explain things to patients as methodically as possible.

Mom gets a text on her phone telling us to see the front desk in the waiting room area, and we walk over. His surgery started about 7 a.m., and it was approaching 12:30, so we were expecting an update any minute.

The doctor sits Mom and my aunt Sally and me down in the corner of the waiting room with a sign overhead that reads “Doctor-Patient Consultation Area.” She introduces herself and begins to walk us through the surgery she has just completed minutes before.

At first, it sounds like things are going great. I start to notice a shift in her voice, and then she says: “Unfortunately, we have some unexpected results.” They have found more cancer.

More chemo would follow, but we knew he had the best team of oncology specialists at Vanderbilt. There is always hope.

Mom asked some tough questions, and the answers hit me like a ton of bricks. I have been through many emotional roller coasters with Dad’s health in the last year, but none so severe and brutal as this five-minute explanation.

“Does he know yet?” Mom asks.

“No, and you don’t have to tell him. I can tell him with you both in the room,” the surgeon says.

Twenty minutes later, Mom and I are allowed to go up to recovery to see him. He is awake and has an instant smile on his face when he sees me first. “Where’s my bride?” he asks me.

“She’s right here,” I say.

He sees Mom and takes a breath, and then he starts crying. I’ve never seen my dad cry, and I’m thirty years old. We are pretty close, and have been through our fair share of lousy shit over the years.

“Why are you crying, honey?” Mom asks him.

“It’s finally over,” he says.

My heart sinks, and I almost throw up. I knew we were going to have to break the news to him. We let him calm down a little bit, and he starts asking us how things have gone. We tell him they went well. Then Mom speaks up and says, “They did find a few more spots.” He just looks at us with a blank stare. He is still pretty drugged up from the anesthesia, but it is painfully clear he knows exactly what we are saying.

I take over for Mom, and explain what the surgeon told us. He stares off into the distance for several minutes, listening, and then says: “I knew it was too good to be true.”

I’m telling this story because of a few reasons. Obviously, my dad is a huge part of my life, and this has been a horrific year for our family, but something happened later that day that made me realize I wanted this to be a part of this book.

One of Mom and Dad’s longtime friends, Diane, whom they had not seen in decades, was in Nashville on a layover. She and Mom were flight attendants together at Delta, and she had picked up a Nashville trip to see them both.

I’m not sure Dad had seen her in twenty years, but I quickly learned that Diane was there the day my mom and dad met in the eighties, and was a part of their friend group from the very beginning of their relationship.

My dad is a storyteller, so as soon as we were moved from recovery and taken to a room, visitors were allowed, and Diane came up to say hi. Dad was telling the doctors to hurry up, because we had friends visiting that he hadn’t seen in twenty years.

“Well, you haven’t changed a bit,” Diane said when she first saw my dad.

“Well, the outfit is a little different,” he said, gesturing to his hospital gown.

They spent the next hour sharing stories from thirty years ago. I wasn’t paying attention at first, but then I realized they were all travel stories.

They talked about trips they had all taken, places they had skied, people they had met, remembered, and forgotten. Dad has traveled extensively throughout his life and, as you will read in the pages that follow, spent endless amounts of time as a family traveling together.

After this went on for a while, the room got quiet. Then Dad said, “I always knew, when I was laying in a hospital bed or nursing home one day, I’m not going to have a frown on my face from what I didn’t do, I’m going to have a smile on my face remembering the things I did.”

This book is dedicated to my dad, Daniel Matthew Houghton. Thank you for loving Mom, Kate, and me, and raising me to be the person I am today. For everyone else that’s reading this, hug your loved ones. You never know how much time you have left. I love you, Dad.

—Daniel





AUTHOR’S NOTE

When I set out to write this book, I was so excited to explain the endless ways in which travel changes us for the better. I made list upon list of examples and reasons why I so passionately believe that travel can change the world.

These examples were mostly stories from friends and colleagues that reinforced everything I was writing about. I quickly realized I couldn’t convince any of you on my own.

I wanted you to hear it straight from some of the most inspiring people I’ve ever met or had the chance to speak with. It takes more than one perspective to convey the magical experiences that will happen to you when you hit the road.

With that in mind, I created a new list: one filled with people that I knew could get the point across far better than my own stories and experiences. I’ve had the pleasure of speaking with some of the most inspiring travelers of our time for this book, and I’m honored to share them with you. They have been edited for clarity and in some cases condensed, but the spirit of each is intact.

Most of the people I wound up with on my dream list of interviews I didn’t know or have any connection to. I randomly contacted almost everyone in this book, by various means—tweets to their public profiles, guessing at email addresses, and begging their PR agents or representatives to respond. Fortunately, most everyone likes to share a good travel story.

Some of these people are famous, and you will know them well. Many of them are unknown, but have stories and experiences that match anything you will hear from a celebrity.

From Sir Richard Branson’s lifelong mission to explore the world (and space) to Kevan Chandler’s story of seeing Europe for the first time only because his friends carried him around in a homemade backpack, I hope these stories inspire you to get out and see everything the world has to offer.

There are tales of travels on submarines and Air Force One; of what it’s like to captain a megayacht for a reality show or to sail alone around the world at the tender age of sixteen.

What ties the stories all together is their tellers’ relentless drive to learn and experience as much as they can in the one life we all have to live. I hope they make you laugh, cry, and pull out your credit card to book a ticket.

Best,

Daniel




INTRODUCTION WHY TRAVEL MATTERS



Travel—verb: make a journey, typically of some length or abroad.



There’s a scene from the 2000 film The Beach, starring a young Leonardo DiCaprio, that always comes to mind when I think about what the real definition of the word “travel” is.

In the scene, DiCaprio’s character, Richard, has just taken an eighteen-hour transoceanic flight to Bangkok, and he’s wandering the streets looking for a place to sleep. As he makes his way into a run-down hostel filled with backpackers from around the world, he’s talking to you, the viewer, about the point of travel.

He talks about coming on this trip perhaps because he was looking for something “more beautiful, more exciting, and maybe even something more dangerous” than his life back home.

“Like every tourist, you want your trip to be safe, just like America. The only downer is, everyone’s got the same idea. We all travel thousands of miles away just to watch TV and check into somewhere with all the comforts of home. And you gotta ask yourself… What is the point of that?”

An excellent question. What is the point of that? What does travel mean to you? Is it sitting on a beach without a care in the world, like Richard? Is it an adventure without much of a plan that you’re dying to experience? Could it be a meticulously planned, schedule-driven checklist that you’ve been researching for months? Or is travel just something that you dream about and know you want to do, but you don’t really ever take the time or money to actually get off your ass and go?

Since we are going to be spending some time together throughout this book, I’ll give you a quick background on what travel means to me. And why I wanted to write this book, and change your mind on what travel can be for the world we live in.

I’ve been traveling most of my life. My parents worked on planes their entire lives, Dad as a mechanic and Mom as a flight attendant. They met while working for Delta Air Lines, living in different cities. Dad had relocated to Atlanta from Boston, where he grew up, after Delta bought Northeast Airlines in 1972, and Mom was living in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. After a six-month romance in 1985, they married and settled down in Fayetteville, Georgia, a nice, growing suburb just outside Atlanta—only thirteen miles from the busiest airport on earth, Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International.

I’m having a hard time remembering exactly when in elementary school this happened, but at some point, we had to write a paper about our favorite place. You can predict the answers kids wrote down: Disney World. The Mall. The Movies. The Beach. Home.

I wrote about the only place that I ever wanted to spend time. The airport.

The airport, to me, was all of the other kids’ answers rolled into one. Not only did it have a mall inside, but the planes also had movies and would fly you to Orlando if you asked. No contest!

One of the big perks of having airline parents was “free tickets.” I put that in quotes because my dad used to joke with people that those “free tickets” were like a gift from hell. It was actually pretty close to the furthest thing from a free ticket you could imagine. Here’s how it worked:

Airline employees had free pass privileges to fly on the airline that they work for. Luckily for me, Delta was (and still is) the largest airline in the world (by market capitalization), and was flying to the most destinations at the time. Unfortunately, your ability to actually get on any given flight depended on a matrix of how many seats were unsold and how many years you had worked for the airline. Basically, you had the right to show up to the airport and stand by in case there were empty seats, either because they went unsold or because someone missed their connecting flight or just failed to show up.

After all the paying passengers boarded the flight, the counter would start to call a list of names in order of available seats, starting with the most senior employee. I don’t think we ever paid for a single ticket when I was growing up; we just learned the system and tried our best to work it.

This method definitely had its downsides. Imagine planning a family ski trip, getting the kids all excited, packing your bags, driving to the airport, turning up to the gate, watching the plane board, and then finding out, despite having checked the records in advance to ensure there were twenty-two empty seats to Salt Lake City, that the flight has been “oversold.” Or watching a group of people from a connecting flight running up to the gate at the last minute, dragging their luggage, to take your ticket away—and then watching the door to the jetway close and lock.



As I got older and my parents gained seniority, I got more adventurous with my travels. College was a sweet spot, because although Dad was retired, Mom was nearing thirty-five years of employment with Delta. I could turn up to nearly any flight, at least until I turned twenty-three, and almost always be at the top of the standby list. I took free flights to Africa, South America, and Europe, as well as countless trips around the United States.

I particularly remember one last-minute jaunt to Africa. My college classmate Shane Noem was going with his mom and dad down to Johannesburg for the summer. (Shane grew up on a farm, so he was definitely not the rich city boy this story makes him sound like.) His younger brother had just been admitted to the Air Force Academy and couldn’t make the family trip they had been planning for a year.

We were talking one day over iChat while I was at my summer internship at Fort Knox. He jokingly said, “You should come since Derek can’t make it,” and I said something to the effect of “Don’t tempt me, I can fly for free anywhere Delta Air Lines goes.”

Two weeks later I was on a fifteen-hour, thirty-five-minute, one-layover flight to Johannesburg. I was eighteen years old and alone. I’m still not sure what my parents were thinking letting me go, but I boarded the flight and even got a free upgrade to first class (thanks, Mom!).



I spent the next three weeks living—not traveling—in South Africa. Shane’s dad was there for work, so we lived in a house that was part of a large compound several hours outside of Johannesburg. Shane and I were both studying to be photographers, so we spent most of our time begging our way onto safari trips that were going out so we could see the wildlife. Some days we just got dropped off in a tree house to sit for hours on end, without a cell phone or anything other than a friendly assurance that “we will be back to get you in a few hours.”

Every year that passed felt like time slipping away on my free ticket to the world. Mom was getting close to retirement, and I would soon be too old to use my privileges. I spent most of my time in college classes trying to figure out how I could keep traveling after the ride was over.

I’ll fast-forward several years to when I was twenty-four and found myself running one of the world’s most famous travel companies, Lonely Planet. I’ll explain the how and why of that in the next chapter, but to my great and unexpected joy, I had made it. I was traveling for a living.

Running the world’s largest travel publisher, as you can imagine, involves quite a lot of travel. We had twelve offices across four continents. I was regularly spending time in Europe, Australia, India, and China. My first full year as CEO I did 350,000 miles. In one particularly busy two-week stretch, I flew around the world three different times, in opposite directions.

I was taking around two hundred flights a year, mostly international, and only spending two or three days in the places I was visiting. My childhood fascination with the airport had never faded.

To reference another movie, recall Up in the Air, the 2009 comedy-drama about George Clooney’s constant-travel job for a company that helped other companies downsize. This movie hit particularly close to home for a lot of reasons, including the fact that the first thing I had to do at Lonely Planet was significantly restructure the business, which left a lot of good people without jobs.

There’s a scene in the movie where Clooney’s character describes his life, and job, fondly. “All the things you probably hate about traveling—the recycled air, the artificial lighting, the digital juice dispensers, the cheap sushi—are warm reminders that I’m home.” I’ve never agreed with anything more.





Richard Branson “76 Near-Death Experiences”

Sir Richard Branson, best known as the founder of the Virgin Group, has made a life out of avoiding death while traveling. From a solo journey across the Atlantic Ocean in a hot-air balloon to leading the charge to take humanity into space, Richard has shown no signs of slowing down, even at sixty-eight. He’s been to all seven continents and is continually challenging himself to explore new places and push boundaries.

Daniel Houghton: How have your travels changed you as a person?

Richard Branson: Visiting new places and meeting new people has opened my mind in many ways—and presented so many opportunities. Mark Twain summed it up nicely when he said: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, bigotry, and narrow-mindedness.” When you meet so many different people from different cultures, you realize that there is more that unites us than divides us. It helped me realize that we can achieve much more when we come together than when we go it alone. It’s a big reason why I advocate for diversity and inclusion in the workplace and fight human rights abuses and climate change. We need to look after our planet and our people.

DH: What would you want to tell someone you just met who’s never left their home country about why they should travel?

RB: The beauty of life is you can never know everything, and you can always be learning and exploring (being sixty-eight doesn’t stop me finding new ways of doing things). If you’ve never left your home country, then you run the risk of only knowing what you’ve always known. Progress and innovation come from pushing boundaries, experiencing new things, and always asking questions. Get out of your comfort zone and try something new—I promise you it’s an exciting adventure.

DH: Which trip has changed your perspective of the world the most?

RB: There are many moments that have shaped my life and perspective of the world, but my failures have definitely shaped me more than my successes. I’ve attempted several adventurous world records and was the first person to pilot a hot-air balloon across the Atlantic and the Pacific—but my round-the-world attempt wasn’t quite so successful. After accidentally losing most of our fuel, we found ourselves battling gale-force winds above the Pacific Ocean. We had very little hope of rescue if we ditched—we calculated our likelihood of survival at 5 percent. We could either lie down and accept our fate or stay up and try and reach North America. This taught me a really valuable lesson. Never give up!

DH: Share a story of a trip gone horribly wrong, it seems to be a theme.…

RB: I have had quite a lot of these—because I love trying new things and experiencing adventure, it often lands me in trouble. In my autobiography, Finding My Virginity, I list all seventy-six of my near-death experiences. I had quite a close call with a rock fall last year when I was climbing Mont Blanc for the Virgin Strive Challenge, where we cycle, sea kayak, hike, and climb two thousand kilometers across Europe for charity. I was with a small team, which included my son Sam and nephew Noah, when we found ourselves trapped on the side of the mountain as a huge rockfall caused boulders the size of small cars to fall on us. Throughout all of our challenges, I have never come so terrifyingly close to losing myself, my son, and other teammates, and it all happened in a matter of seconds. We didn’t let the experience put us off, and we conquered the summit the next day. The whole team was so unbelievably proud and elated.

DH: When you were a kid growing up, where did you want to visit above anywhere else?

RB: Ever since I watched the moon landings as a child I have looked up to the skies with wonder and dreamt of becoming an astronaut. The Apollo 11 mission was one of my biggest inspirations to set up Virgin Galactic. I couldn’t be more proud that Virgin Galactic has completed two spaceflights to date, and I couldn’t be more excited to go to space.




CHAPTER 1 FINDING YOUR SEA LEGS


Comfort Is the Enemy of Progress

At the end of my senior year at Western Kentucky University, I started realizing that my plan to be a print journalist for the next thirty years might have some fatal flaws.

I was pretty disappointed because I had very specifically chosen photojournalism over everything. It was the only thing that I knew I was good at. God knows I’d had limited success with math, science, chemistry, geography, spelling—you name it. Photography made sense to me because it was visual.

I think the most exciting aspect of being a photojournalist was all the people that I got to meet. Journalists are always out on new assignments, finding new stories. Sometimes those situations are exciting and fun, and sometimes they’re awkward or even difficult, because you’re photographing someone at a particularly trying time, or in the wake of tragedy.

Photojournalists get pretty used to meeting people from all walks of life. For me, photographing celebrities, politicians, sports figures, and natural disasters was a great crash course in small talk. You learn how quickly you can get comfortable with almost anyone.

After I graduated, degree in hand, I decided to stay in Bowling Green, Kentucky, to figure out what it was I was going to do for a living.

For my first job post-college, I went to work for a small advertising agency in town, but pretty quickly realized that I wouldn’t be finding my future there, either. Not only was the place melting down around me, but I didn’t understand why I needed to work for a third party as a photographer when I could just be working for the clients directly.

After one particularly frustrating work trip, I wrote a really long email to my boss at the time pleading with him to change things. Maybe I shouldn’t be using my own laptop at work for their client projects? Perhaps I shouldn’t be using all my own camera equipment and then getting billed out at $400 an hour, yet only getting paid a hair over minimum wage?

These aren’t the kinds of things you would normally bring up to your boss, but I didn’t really have a lot to lose, because they appeared to be spinning out of control at the time. In fact, they were purposely only working me thirty-four-and-a-half hours a week to avoid having to pay for my health insurance, even though insurance was largely the reason I had taken the job in the first place.

Unsurprisingly, my email didn’t go over too well, so I walked in the next day and handed in my resignation.

One of the people I talked to before I left the building was the graphic designer and art director of the agency, who reassured me that yes, I was making the right decision, that I absolutely should be leaving because the place was crumbling, and not to feel bad.

Unfortunately, my boss clearly disagreed, because he made me call all of the clients I had worked for and talk to them about why I was leaving. These were some of the most awkward phone calls of my life, but ultimately his plan backfired when almost all of the clients immediately asked me if I would continue to do their photography work going forward. I had resigned without a plan, but it now seemed like I had one.

I asked the art director if he could help me create a logo, because I was going to start my own business. I didn’t have much money to pay him, but I knew he was talented. I think we agreed on $300.

While he was working on that, I walked across the street, into the county clerk’s office, and wrote a check for $11 to a woman named Dot, to start a business.

She asked me what kind of business I wanted to start. I wasn’t sure, so she gave me a few options. I decided that the cheapest and easiest would be a sole proprietorship, so I filled out the paperwork for that. When she asked me what I wanted to name my business, I gave her the only name I could come up with: Houghton Multimedia.

I rode my bike home that afternoon pretty proud of myself. I was now an entrepreneur.

My new clients weren’t particularly exciting, but I cherished them because they were all I had. Over the next couple of months, to make money, I photographed the insides of banks, head shots for aspiring professionals, and even a few baby pictures for people I knew in town.

I started taking random meetings with anyone I could get a hold of.

I didn’t own a home at the time, but like a lot of people, I had rent to pay, so I wasn’t picky about the jobs I accepted. I had built a fantastic website, and the offers kept kind of rolling in.

One of the projects I worked on was an overview video for a small local furniture company. They were proud of the fact that everything they sold was made in the USA—in Bowling Green, in fact—but they had very few marketing materials to really explain that to people.

A terrific friend of mine from school named Dallas was working there at the time. He hired me to produce a four- to five-minute video, I think we agreed on $2,000. I had quoted a much higher number, but unfortunately that was the budget. In exchange, I picked up a free outdoor patio set from the showroom floor.

Dallas and I set out to shoot the video, my first major paid project. I got all the equipment I could get my hands on, and away we went.

The day of the shoot, I was standing in one of the warehouses, filming the assembly line.

My phone rang, and a guy named David introduced himself to me and told me that he had seen my website and was a big fan of my work. He wondered if I had the time to come in and meet him and talk about a potential project.

We set the meeting for the following Thursday, and I didn’t really think another thing about it.

When the day arrived, I drove to the address, which confused me a little bit because it was a house (a very nice house), and I’d been expecting an office.

David came out to meet me, and invited me inside. I spent the next couple of hours talking with him and another guy named Buddy.

They didn’t go into a lot of detail about what they wanted me to do; they really just wanted to look at and talk about the work that I had on my website at the time.

They had a lot of questions about how many people it took to produce the work, and how I had filmed certain things. I showed them as many videos as I could from my Vimeo account. At the time, it had a mix of things I had done professionally, some videos I had done for fun, and a demo reel of my best work set to some music that I had made one night over a case of beer.

One of the pieces I was most proud of was a video called “The Beauty of Digital Film,” which you can still find on Vimeo today. It really seemed to capture their attention.



A few weeks before, in my newfound unemployment, I was helping my grandmother clean out her basement when I happened to run across some old film reels, which looked like they hadn’t been used since JFK was in office.

Sitting not too far away in the same closet in that basement was my grandfather’s projector, which he had used throughout the forties, fifties, and sixties to watch their home movies.

Intrigued, I put the whole setup together, turned all the lights off, and flicked it on.

I was transfixed by what I saw. Videos from the fifties of my mom and her siblings (she’s one of six) playing outside the house they grew up in, where my grandparents had lived for forty-five years. I don’t think I had ever seen footage of my mom as a child, and I’d never actually seen an old projector run, either.

I decided immediately to somehow convert this footage to high definition so I could watch it on my computer and edit it. The best way I could think of was decidedly analog: I got my current video camera pointed at the projection screen, did a tight crop on it, turned off all the lights, and got it as in focus as possible. I recorded every second of film I ran across.

I think there were only ten to twelve minutes of footage, but I took my new digital film home and immediately put it together in Final Cut Pro, set to some music. A lot of times I would place music in the background of footage, just to help the editing process. I found this song that I had bought on iTunes, from the soundtrack to some movie, and it fit so perfectly.

It turned out to be one of the best films I ever did. Even though it was my family on-screen, I think anyone could watch it and feel that swell of nostalgia. Clearly, Buddy and David felt it too.

A few hours into the meeting, I realized a couple of things. First, I really enjoyed these people. They were very complimentary about my work, and that was nice, but also they just seemed like people that you’d want to do business with.

Second, I still hadn’t figured out anything about what they did for a living, or what on earth they might want me to do for them. Mostly, they asked about my capabilities—what I was able to film and how I edited.

A couple hours later, I walked out through the front door, got into my car, and turned the ignition. Buddy ran after me and signaled for me to roll my window down.

“I need to ask you one more question,” he said.

“Okay,” I said.

“I need to know how much money you would need to make if you were going to work here full-time.”

I didn’t really know what he meant by that because I still didn’t know what they did. So I looked at him and said, “I don’t think there’s any way I can answer that question because I have no idea, you know, what you would want me to do.”

“Our owner would like to meet you sometime next week. If you can come back. We can tell you a little more about it, but I really do need to understand your salary requirements to see if this is going to be possible,” he said.

I just sat there thinking I was on Candid Camera or something. How much money do you need to make for a job that you don’t know what it is?

I did some quick math in my head and realized that between my salaries from the university, where I was a faculty advisor for the student newspaper, and what I had projected to do with my business that year, I could conceivably clear $80,000.

Now, I have no idea if I actually would have made $40,000 for my business my first year out of the gate. In all honesty, after expenses, probably not.

I looked at Buddy and said, “This is really hard for me to answer, and this isn’t a final answer,” wanting to make sure I left some negotiating room in case I vastly overshot the runway.

“The best thing I can tell you is I think I would need to make eighty thousand dollars to walk away from my other commitments.”

He smiled, said, “Excellent,” and started to walk away.

I looked at him and said, “Buddy, I have no idea what it is that you all do, so I’m not sure… what you need me to prepare for next week.”

He smiled and replied, “I worked at the university for thirty years. That’s where you work, right?”

“Yes.”

“Trust me, this will be better. I wish I could tell you more, but just stay by the phone, and when we give you a ring about the meeting next week, come by. I think you’ll enjoy it.”

And then he left.

I drove home a little bit confused. To be honest, I don’t think I took the offer very seriously. Nice people and all, but I had no idea why anyone would want to hire you for a role you didn’t know anything about, just a few short hours after meeting you.

But sure enough, four or five days later, the phone rang. It was David, asking if I could come by the following day around 1 p.m.

The next day, I dressed a little nicer. For the first meeting, I was in jeans and a T-shirt. I figured if I was going through some sort of job interview I should look a little more professional. I walked into the lobby, and a man that I hadn’t met before, named Bill, came over and shook my hand.
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