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IN MEMORY OF

JP, Ali, John, Atanas, Sergi, Antonios, and Dixie

Thank you for always singing your songs.

You are all forever alive in my heart.






I only went out for a walk and finally concluded to stay out till sundown, for going out, I found, was really going in.

—JOHN MUIR








PART I INTRODUCTION
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Pos·si·ble Mind·set noun

\ ˈpä-sə-bəl-ˈmīn(d)-ˌset \

an empowered way of thinking that

unlocks a life of limitless possibilities.






1 WHAT’S YOUR EVEREST?



The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.

—HENRY DAVID THOREAU



What if I told you I’d found a way to help you live a more fulfilling life?

What if I could send you on a journey that would leave you feeling like you can accomplish just about anything—that would teach you how to shed the limiting beliefs that are holding you back, and instead unlock your best life?

Here’s the best part—what if you could complete that journey in just a single day?



My heart raced and I struggled to breathe.

Moments before, a confident strength had propelled me toward the summit slopes of Mount Everest, but in an instant everything had changed, shattering my calm demeanor.

I was now fighting for my life.

Blue sky turned to ominous gray, and what had been a gentle breeze became thunderous gusts of fifty-mile-per-hour wind, nearly blowing me off my feet. The snow whipping around my face stung the exposed sections of my skin like a thousand tiny needles. I couldn’t feel my fingers or my toes as the windchill plummeted below negative sixty degrees.

Gripped by fear, I found each step hard-earned. I stumbled through the “Death Zone,” an area above 26,000 feet that owed its notorious nickname to the fact that, at such an altitude, the human body slowly dies.

“Wait… did you see any dead bodies on Everest?” a gray-haired man asked me from the corner of the room.

As I continued to share my stories of adventure, more and more questions came flying at me.

“How did you go to the bathroom when it was minus-thirty degrees in Antarctica?”

“Forty-foot swells, in a twenty-eight-foot rowboat? How do you survive that?”

The questions were coming at me, left and right—questions I’d heard before, but this time they were being asked by a group of enormously successful men—hedge fund managers, industrial tycoons, and billionaire investors. Unlike the mostly younger or middle-aged folks who pepper me with questions after my keynote addresses and other public appearances, these men had reached an age where the roads defining their life’s journey—avenues paved in gold—tended to be in the rearview mirror.

We were seated around a dining room table in a glamorous penthouse apartment on Manhattan’s Upper East Side. I was in town to speak to several hundred Wall Street executives about mindset, taking risks, and overcoming obstacles, and I’d been invited here on the eve of my speech to visit with a select group of them—CEOs mostly—in a more intimate setting.

A few minutes earlier, it had been uncertain that I’d even make it into this room.



I was running a few minutes late as I hastily stepped into the building’s opulent lobby and searched for the elevator.

Over my shoulder I heard a firm voice, “Where do you think you’re going?”

“I’m headed up to the penthouse,” I explained to the doorman who’d suddenly appeared behind the lobby desk.

“Um, no you’re not.”

“I’m expected,” I said. “For a dinner party.”

The guy checked me out again. I was wearing jeans, low-top Jordan sneakers, and a black T-shirt—not the dress-for-success attire he was used to seeing. He pulled a slip of paper from his pocket and studied it carefully—some kind of guest list, I imagined. Then he shook his head in that satisfied way, thinking he’d confirmed his original impression. “Look, son, if you’re with catering, you need to use the service elevator.”

“Maybe you can call upstairs,” I suggested.

Begrudgingly, the doorman picked up the phone and mumbled something I couldn’t quite hear. Then he hung up and said, “You have a nice evening, sir.” With a wave of his hand, he motioned me toward the elevators at the far end of the lobby.

I certainly hadn’t expected my hosts to roll out the red carpet, but neither did I think I’d have to jump through hoops just to be allowed upstairs. I’ll admit, my confidence was a bit shaken as I stepped into the elevator. It was one of those crazy-fancy Manhattan buildings where the elevator opened directly into the apartment—in this case, a palatial home with breathtaking views of the city, overlooking Central Park.

Once out of the elevator, I stepped into a room in which seven or eight men mingled over drinks. They were impeccably groomed, dressed in custom-tailored suits, and—I couldn’t help but notice—some wore watches worth more than it had cost to fund my last expedition. One gentleman approached me almost immediately and introduced himself as my host.

“So glad you could make it, Colin,” he said, firmly shaking my hand. He seemed friendly, yet there was in him something of the doorman’s attitude. I sensed he was questioning my choice of attire.

As I took my seat at a large oval table laid out with polished silverware, a waiter stepped over to fill my wineglass.

Our host clinked his own crystal glass, and the room fell silent as everyone settled into a chair.

“Most all of us here know each other,” the host said—both to me and the rest of the group. “We’ve been screwing each other out of deals for forty years.”

The line was followed by a wave of good-natured laughter, backslaps, and shouts of “Hear, hear!”

There followed another bit of glass-clinking from the host, and as the room quieted again, he said, “Regardless, I thought it would be a good idea if we went around the table and introduced ourselves.”

One by one, each guest shared a line or two of introduction. As they spoke, I started to think that they’d arrived by way of Central Casting. They were all male, all white, all about sixty-five, all graduated from the finest schools and dripping with money.

It wasn’t my usual crowd.

In fact, I’d been raised by strong-minded and independent women—my mother, my five older sisters, and my grandmother. And now I was married to another strong woman—my wife, Jenna Besaw—who ran our businesses and helped to organize every last detail of our projects.

With no women in sight on this evening, it felt like something important was missing.

As the introductions continued, I wondered what I’d say when I had the floor. As it happened, I’d gone to Yale, like a lot of the men who’d already spoken—and I’d even worked as a Wall Street commodities trader for a very brief stint after graduation. So my plan at first was to reach for common ground. But then I checked myself. Common ground? Who was I kidding? Prior to Yale, I’d been a public school kid from Portland, Oregon, raised by a blended family of hippie parents in a lower middle class part of the city. When the Yale swim coach called to recruit me, my first question was “Yale… where is that?”

Make no mistake, I was grateful for my education, but during my four years in New Haven I’d had to make ends meet by painting houses all summer and relying on grants and scholarships to afford books and tuition. Basically, I was a fish out of water at Yale (a fitting metaphor, given all that time in the pool!), and as a result, I never really felt like I belonged.

“Good to be here, everybody,” I said, when it was my turn to speak. “My name’s Colin, and I’m an athlete and an entrepreneur.”

Okay, I thought. That should cover it. I settled back and waited for the conversation to quickly move on to macroeconomic policy, stock market trends, or whatever else these Wall Street titans usually chatted about.

Instead, what followed was an awkward silence, signaling that I hadn’t come close to covering it.

Luckily, our host stepped in to rescue me. “Hold on a second, folks,” he said. “This is Colin O’Brady, the world-famous explorer, and there’s a whole lot more to his story.”

I smiled sheepishly and lifted my wineglass to the group, as if in greeting, while the host talked me up.

“Colin has broken ten world records,” he said. “He’s explored some of the most extreme and remote corners of the planet! And lived to tell the tale!”

Our host went on in greater detail, telling the group how I’d finished the Explorers Grand Slam in world record time, consecutively summiting the tallest peak on each of the seven continents, and completing expeditions to the North and South Poles. Without pausing, he relayed how I’d pulled a 375-pound sled alone across the landmass of Antarctica to complete the world’s first solo, unsupported, and fully human-powered crossing of the frozen continent. And he described my world-first crossing of the Drake Passage in a rowboat.

“And he’s not just an athlete,” he continued. “He’s also had quite a bit of success with several business ventures, had his hand in some large-scale projects in Hollywood, is a New York Times bestselling author, and runs a nonprofit working with schoolkids. He’ll tell us about all this in the keynote he’s giving to our group tomorrow, but I asked him here tonight so some of us could get to know him a little more informally. He’s quite a remarkable young man, as you will all soon learn. And he did all of this after a horrific accident when doctors told him he’d never walk normally again. That was in Thailand, right, Colin?”

Jeez, I thought, a bit embarrassed by this lengthy intro. This guy is good. He’d certainly done his homework, though I couldn’t help but laugh inside at his comment about my age. I was, after all, much closer to middle age than to some snot-nosed recent college grad. But to this group, I guess, I was still very much a “young man.”

I nodded and said, “Yep, Thailand. I’ve never been more afraid.”

When the host was finished with his drumroll, his guests, rather than returning to their financial conversations as I’d half-expected, turned their full attention toward me and started peppering me with questions.

“Look,” I said, trying to answer that question about the dead bodies on Mount Everest. “Everest is a dangerous place. I was fortunate to still make it to the summit after surviving that unexpected storm, but the day I reached the top three people died. I wasn’t climbing with them. I didn’t know them personally. But they all died doing what I was doing, on the same day I was doing it.”

I paused—not to let the moment sink in or give it any more weight than it had on its own, but to gather my emotions. Even after four years, I couldn’t tell the story of my first Everest ascent without reliving the intensity of what I’d been through.

“It’s hard,” I finally said. “You’re staring death in the face. It’s clear what the stakes are, what can happen. But it’s in those moments that I feel most alive.”

The men around the table knew those moments. Maybe not life-and-death moments, but moments when everything is on the line. When shit gets real.

“So how’d you get into this life of adventure?” was the next question fired at me.

“It was always my dream to climb Everest,” I said. “Since I was a kid. I never knew how I would get there, but once I reached that summit, my desire to keep exploring became insatiable.”

In instances like this, I relished the opportunity to turn the tables and ask the group one of my favorite questions.

“I find childhood dreams are so telling. I’ve been fortunate to fulfill many of mine. I imagine most of you have as well. Tell me, what was your childhood dream? What’s your Everest?”

I sat back and waited for a flurry of responses, but I got back… nothing.

As I scanned the room, the guests all seemed to look away, careful not to make eye contact with me. For the first time all night they were reserved, taciturn, perhaps even shy. I was shocked.

What’s your Everest?

It’s a question that usually invites a thought-provoking conversation about dreams fulfilled, and, yes, it sometimes ignites vulnerable remarks about dreams unrealized. On this night, however… crickets. So I let this line of questioning slide as these billionaires turned the tables back on me, which was what they seemed to prefer.

After the evening had run its course, and the dessert plates had been cleared, I stood to say my goodbyes. As I was about to get on the elevator to leave, I felt a hand on my arm. I looked back and saw a face I recognized from around the table, belonging to a man who’d been pretty much silent throughout the dinner. The man seemed to be a decade or so older than the other guests—maybe mid-seventies or even eighty. He was white-haired, and slender, but his eyes had this kind of rheumy look that gave him away as someone who maybe was counting the days he had left.

“Perhaps I can have a moment of your time, Colin,” he said, drawing me in close, away from the others.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, not quite knowing what to expect.

“I want to apologize for my friends here,” he said, indicating the others. “You’d asked us a very important question, and no one seemed to want to answer. About our childhood dreams.”

“There’s no need to apologize,” I said. “Maybe it was too personal of a question for this group.”

He laughed. “For most of us, yes,” he said. “For me, too, I’m afraid. But I so appreciate your time, and your perspective, that I must tell you a little something about myself. It feels important.”

My curiosity was piqued.

The old man went on to tell me how when he was a kid, he used to go to a summer camp in upstate New York, where he swam and hiked and paddled around the lake in a rowboat. “There isn’t a day that goes by when I don’t think about being back on that rowboat,” he said. He paused for a beat, and I got the feeling he was choosing his words carefully. “That question you asked us,” he finally said, “ ‘What’s your Everest?’ I wonder what would have happened in my life if I’d given that some thought as a younger man. If I’d actually had the gumption to go after it. What a precious gift you’ve given yourself, to have the courage to chase your dreams and make them come true.”

“You’re right about that, sir,” I said. “It is precious. But what about you? It’s never too late to ask yourself the same question.”

“I’m afraid that time has come and gone for me,” he said.

“No disrespect, sir,” I said, “but there’s no clock on our hopes and dreams.”

Unwilling to leave this guy hanging beneath the weight of his unfinished thoughts, I put the question to him again. I said, “When you were a boy, when you were a younger man, what did you dream of becoming one day? What seemingly impossible goal did you think was just out of reach?”

I was stunned by this man’s response. He shook his head and held out his hands, palms up—the body language of vulnerability. He said, “I honestly don’t remember. I could stand here and say I wanted to play for the Yankees, or become an astronaut, and it would sound good and maybe even get close to it, but it wouldn’t be the truth. For decades, I got so caught up in what I thought I had to do that I stopped listening to my heart.”

Then he leaned in and finished his thought with a whisper. “I’ve made a whole lot of money in my life, Colin,” he said, without an ounce of bluster. “I’m rich beyond most people’s wildest dreams. But I’d trade it all for the chance to go back and maybe do things over a little differently.”

I could have cried—and as I looked up, I noticed that my new friend was getting a little watery-eyed himself.

“Promise me something,” the man said, as he shook my hand in parting. “Keep doing what you’re doing. Keep chasing your bliss. Keep following that story inside of you.”

In that moment, it wasn’t clear to me what this man had lost—maybe it was the simplicity he once knew as a kid, or the stillness he’d found on that lake, or the possibility of what lay ahead. Whatever it was, despite the external appearances of having it all, he’d wanted something else out of life, something more, and he’d concluded that I’d somehow found what he was missing.



As I rode the elevator back down to the lobby, I thought of the Thoreau quote I used to open this chapter: “The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” It’s one of my very favorite quotes, a compelling reminder that too many of us are willing to settle—to give up on our dreams. Too many of us are held back by limiting beliefs, unable to get out of our own heads and commit to living our best lives. Thoreau’s line is also one of the most misquoted in American literature, because a lot of people offer this version: “Most men lead lives of quiet desperation and die with their song still inside them.” Thoreau never wrote that last part, but, at that precise moment, that was the phrase that rang through my head.

In many ways, the book you hold in your hands is my response to that recent wistful exchange with a regret-filled man. It’s my way of fulfilling the promise he asked me to make, to keep chasing my bliss and following the story inside me. But my larger goal is to spread this message so that as many people as possible trade lives of quiet desperation for lives of deep fulfillment. I’ve developed a tool to help people do that… to help you do that.

Is your song still inside you? Are your dreams unfulfilled?

Climbing Mount Everest was my childhood dream, but you likely had—or have—a different dream. Tell me, what is it? What does your best life look like? It doesn’t have to be an extreme test of physical strength or endurance or about a specific achievement. It can be about family, career, music, travel, happiness, contentment… making a million dollars or saving a million lives… whatever moves the needle for you, whatever’s just out of reach. Where do you want to go? What do you want to accomplish? How do you want to spend your days?

This book is meant to help you answer those questions, and actually give you a tangible plan to turn those dreams into reality. After all, as author Katherine Paterson famously said, “A dream without a plan is just a wish.”

Step 1: I need you to answer this question for yourself.

What’s your Everest?

Allow yourself to dream, without limits—yes, set aside whatever else you’ve got going on, whatever limiting beliefs have held you back.

Take a moment to really think about it, then fill in the blank below:

My Everest is ______________________________.

Hold that dream in your heart and turn the page, because I’m going to show you how to conquer your mind and unlock your best life. Summiting the mountain you’re meant to climb is way closer than you think.






2 THE 12-HOUR WALK



Everywhere is walking distance if you have the time.

—STEVEN WRIGHT



So, real talk: Why haven’t you reached the summit of your personal Mount Everest?

That song inside of you—why is it still unsung?

What’s stopping you from living your best life?

My guess is you’re being held back by one of the many stories you’re probably telling yourself.

Your internal monologue goes something like, “I’m not living my best life because…”


	“I don’t have enough time.”

	“I don’t have enough money.”

	“I don’t have the right friends.”

	“I don’t know what to do.”

	“I’m afraid of failing.”

	“I hate being uncomfortable.”



You accept these stories as truths, but what if I told you that they were lies? Lies, excuses, defense mechanisms—call them whatever you want. Here in this book, I’m choosing to call them limiting beliefs. They’re just that, beliefs, and beliefs can be changed, adapted, and overwritten.

You decide. You are the story you tell yourself.

In the pages that follow I’ll reveal the keys to conquering your mind and authoring new stories about yourself. These keys will allow you to develop what I call a:
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POSSIBLE MINDSETTM

an empowered way of thinking that unlocks a life of limitless possibilities.



With a Possible Mindset you’ll be able to reach summits, aspirations, and goals that have forever seemed out of reach. You’ll be equipped with the tools to break free from what’s been holding you back.

By adopting a Possible Mindset you’ll soon realize that everything you’ve ever dreamed of is, in fact, possible.

A Possible Mindset is not something that just a select few people can possess—quite the opposite. Everyone has the capability to train their mind using a few simple steps that I’ll teach you in this book. By the time you finish reading the last page, you’ll be well on the path to achieving high levels of success and, most important, finding deep fulfillment.

The guidance I’ll share isn’t theoretical, it’s been forged by my real-life experiences. It comes from actually having been in the arena—from failing, and falling, and getting scraped up along the way. It comes from wrestling with all of the same limiting beliefs you’re dealing with but learning how to overcome them and thrive.

At its culmination this book will leave you with a single challenge, something you can accomplish in a single day… an experience that will open the door to living your best life immediately.

I’ve developed this one-day prescription to purge you of limiting beliefs and prove to you that you have the power to shift to a Possible Mindset to achieve anything.

But first, before I share that prescription, I’m going to tell you how I got here…



It was May 2020, just a few months after that ritzy Manhattan dinner. The world was in lockdown—in the tight grip of a pandemic we didn’t yet understand. My wife, Jenna, and I were following the stay-at-home mandate with our dog—a playful wheaten terrier named Jack—at my family’s cabin on the Oregon Coast, in the town of Manzanita.

Like the lives of everyone else in the world, ours had been on hold since mid-March. I’d just published my first book, only to find my book tour cut short. My keynote speaking engagements were canceled. My next expedition? Also canceled.

It was a worrying, isolating time. Jenna and I tried our best to continue our work and to look ahead to various adventures and projects, never really knowing when our lives would get back to “normal.” We spoke to our friends and family and saw them over Zoom, but we hadn’t visited with anyone else in person for months.

In some respects, life was sweet and rich. We had each other. We had time to reflect… There was time to breathe. And yet the “on-hold” aspect of our lives was suffocating. There was no way to know if, when, or how we’d get back to before.

The setting made this rough patch a whole lot smoother, I’ll say that. I’d always loved the Oregon Coast. It was a special place—even more special now because it offered such a vast landscape amid a time of lockdown. The beaches were flat, wide, bleak—nothing like Southern California, say, where they’re crowded with people, bursting with sunshine and action. Our beaches are empty and long, often stretching for seven miles or more, past cliffs and rugged rock formations—and during those dark, dispiriting weeks early on in the pandemic there was often no one else around.

It was late in the day. Pathetically, I hadn’t changed out of my pajamas. Another aimless COVID day had just swallowed me. I couldn’t seem to shake the funk that had gripped me since the world was put on pause. I pulled a book off the shelf and plunked down on the recliner next to the window, but I was agitated and couldn’t focus on the words in front of me. Distracted, I looked up from my book and stared out at the ocean. A storm was brewing. The wind was kicking up. I could see the sand, tornado-like, whipping along the shore.

The swirling sand reminded me of the snow that had spiraled across the Antarctic ice eighteen months earlier, and I was instantly transported. Back then, I was trying to pull a 375-pound sled across a frigid, desolate expanse of 932 miles, from one end of the continent to the other—an unsupported, fully human-powered, solo crossing of the entire landmass of Antarctica, something that had never been accomplished.

I wasn’t just racing history, as it turned out. I was locked in a head-to-head battle with Captain Louis Rudd, a British Special Forces soldier and veteran polar explorer, who was making his own solo attempt to achieve this historic world first.

I remembered that it had taken several days for me to adjust to the insane cold of the frozen continent… that my goggles had been frozen by snot and tears… that I couldn’t see a thing, or hear myself think beneath the howling winds. Mostly, I remembered that vulnerable yet exhilarating feeling of being completely alone for two months, in the middle of nowhere.

My mind flashed back to a specific moment on the ice—one that changed everything.

“Maybe you can go for an extra hour tomorrow,” Jenna suggested through the static of my SAT phone. “You know, make up some mileage. A little bit every day.”

“I already told you,” I said. “I can’t pull my sled for more than ten hours per day.”

In my voice, I knew, Jenna could hear how defeated I was after just five days on the ice. “It’s too heavy,” I said in despair. “I’m wrecked.”

Jenna was trying to administer a dose of encouragement, and to help me problem-solve my way back into the race, after I’d so quickly fallen behind Captain Rudd on Day One—but I was hell-bent on stiff-arming her positivity with my limiting beliefs.

“I can’t go any longer!” I shouted angrily into the frozen vastness—and into the SAT phone. My anger wasn’t directed at Jenna, of course. She was the most supportive partner I could have asked for. She’d been instrumental in the planning of every detail of this expedition—and now, in the reworking of those plans to accommodate this unexpected challenge from this unexpected challenger, my frustration with my own weakness had reached a kind of boiling point. I worried that my quest to become the first human to make this crossing was already doomed.

My luck changed the very next day when I somehow caught up to Captain Rudd for the first time. I noticed his red tent in the distance through a whiteout and realized I’d gained more ground on him than I’d previously thought.

There followed a brief, intense exchange with Captain Rudd on the ice later that morning. We both knew the stakes of this race: a couple years earlier an attempt at a similar solo crossing had ended in fatal tragedy.

“Captain Rudd, I don’t wish you any ill will out here, but we’re both trying to become the first to complete this crossing, and the intention is to be alone. So let this be the last time we speak,” I said, trying to project an air of confidence despite my negative inner dialogue.

For the next long while, we were locked in a silent, unacknowledged battle, as each of us tried to make a statement of strength and superiority. Two men, dragging heavy sleds, shoulder to shoulder across the endless white, matching each other stride for stride as the hours dragged on, like voiceless prizefighters trading blows.

Somewhere in the middle of these tense moments, I reached the ten-hour mark on my day’s effort, my usual stopping point. I was completely drained, but I was unwilling to let it show. I glanced over at Captain Rudd and it appeared he had no intention of stopping either, so I pressed on. I dug deeper than ever before, tapping reserves of strength and will I didn’t even know I had, determined not to call it quits that day until Captain Rudd packed it in.

In the end, it came down to which one of us blinked first.

After eleven hours, Captain Rudd waved the white flag. I saw him stop to set up his tent, and I breathed a long sigh. However, I wouldn’t let myself quit. Captain Rudd’s stopping didn’t give me permission to stop myself—rather, it lit something in me to keep going. Suddenly, I was determined to push another hour, to establish my first true lead in this nearly thousand-mile race, and in that turning point moment I realized that Captain Rudd’s presence on the ice had forced me to rethink my limiting beliefs and change my mindset.

I went from thinking I can’t to proving I can… all on the back of this unlikely battle.

The next day, to maintain my lead and perhaps build on it, I logged another twelve hours pulling my heavy load. The day after that, same thing. I told myself if I could do it once, I could surely do it twice, and then again after that, and so on… twelve-hour days, every single day for the next forty-eight days.



Back in the cabin, in Oregon, that memory lifted me from my hopeless mood. I got to thinking that although the constant twelve-hour days slogging alone across the ice had at first represented the outer limits of my strength and belief in myself, in the end I’d found more bliss, calm, and purpose in those twelve hours each day than I’d ever known before. Trudging across the ice, my mind had never been so clear and my life had never felt so limitless and fulfilling. Was there a way to find that mindset again without traveling back to Antarctica?

I crawled into bed next to Jenna that night, feeling a little lighter, a little less dejected—as if an inner lightbulb were flickering with a new idea, a new focus.

The next morning, I woke up more energized than I’d been in weeks. I jumped out of bed and excitedly announced, “I’m going for a walk. All day! Twelve hours.”

Of course, the idea of going for a walk wasn’t unusual. It was one of the few activities allowed during COVID lockdown. And so, Jenna and I had logged countless miles up and down that beach together with Jack, but this morning I had the impulse to head out solo.

Jenna could tell I was onto something; she’d seen me like this before. She flashed me an encouraging smile.

“I’m going to try out a new concept I’ve got percolating,” I said. And just like that I bounded out the front door with no specific destination in mind.

It was a gray day, cold for May, with a brisk wind dancing along the shore break. I was unfazed by the dreary weather, however, and soon lost track of time as the hours ticked by. My thoughts ran free.

At some point, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. Instinctively I reached for it, and then I pulled my hand back. Hadn’t I had enough screen time recently? Doom-scrolling the news, checking in on social media, binge-watching Netflix—daily life had become a seemingly constant stream of FaceTime calls and Zoom meetings.

I don’t need my phone for this walk, I thought, and switched it into airplane mode.

Despite my initial excitement, I didn’t think this would be easy. When I was out there on the ice in Antarctica, I had no choice but to be with myself in silence. Here on this gray May morning, I was intentionally seeking solitude to contemplate life, again with no distractions.

As I walked, a constant stream of thoughts bubbled up. I certainly was grateful for all the things that seemed to be going right: my relationship, my community, my health. But equally, I was trying to be honest about what left me feeling unfulfilled. And yet it wasn’t a hopeless feeling. As I scanned my mind’s darker corners, something about the context of the 12-Hour Walk—being unplugged, untethered from the daily chaos—gave me the space and strength to creatively examine my limiting beliefs and reorient my mindset toward living my best life.

As the sun began dropping into the ocean, I picked up the pace to try to make it home before dark.

Jenna met me at the door with a hug. “How was it?” she said enthusiastically.

“It was an eye-opening experience. There’s something to this concept. Honestly, I feel better than I have in months. That walk was just what I needed. I think anyone could benefit from a 12-Hour Walk,” I said, embracing her.

I smiled as Jack jumped up to greet me, happy for me to be home as well.



So that’s how I came up with this idea for the 12-Hour Walk, but to be clear up front: this book is not about me, it’s about you.

You are the hero of this story. I’m simply here to guide you as you take on a one-day journey that will unlock a Possible Mindset and change your life forever.

The Walk might sound simple—and in a lot of ways it is—but there’s power in simplicity. And, one might say, magic. Without a doubt, the directions are simple to follow:


	
1. COMMIT—Pick a day on your calendar to complete the 12-Hour Walk by visiting: 12hourwalk.com/commit.

	
2. RECORD—Before you set out on your walk, record a short video of yourself to verbalize your intentions. What limiting beliefs do you want to silence? Describe how you hope to feel when you complete the 12-Hour Walk.

	
3. UNPLUG—Turn your phone on airplane mode before starting your 12-Hour Walk. The 12-Hour Walk is designed to be taken alone, with no external inputs—no companions, no headphones, no podcasts, no music, no email, no texts, no social media—for the entire twelve hours. Keep your phone with you for safety, but use it only to record a quick video or write a note to reflect on later.

	
4. WALK—Begin your 12-Hour Walk. Just like life, you choose the destination. Remain outside for twelve hours, walking in silence. The setting you’re walking in doesn’t need to be completely silent, but you do. Maintaining your silence is the key. Ambient city noise is okay.

	
5. REST—The 12-Hour Walk isn’t a race. Take as many breaks as you need. It doesn’t matter if you walk one mile or fifty; as long as you keep moving when you can, you’re winning.

	
6. REFLECT—Record a video as you finish your 12-Hour Walk. Ask yourself: How do you feel? What did you discover? What limiting beliefs did you overcome? What do you now feel capable of with your Possible Mindset?



Simple right? Well, maybe not so fast. I see you right there through the other side of the pages already trying to talk yourself out of this, wondering why the hell you picked up this book in the first place. I see your limiting beliefs wrapping their tentacles around your mind as you read this.

You’re saying to yourself:

“I’m not fit enough to walk for twelve hours.”

“I’ve got kids, and a busy job, I don’t have time to take a whole day to myself… and even if I did, I sure as hell wouldn’t spend it walking alone in silence.”

“Silence? Being alone? I’d get sooooo bored… and that long, alone with just my thoughts—that sounds uncomfortable. No, that’s not for me.”

If you’re brutally honest with yourself, you’ll find that the doubts, fears, and pushbacks you’re assigning to the 12-Hour Walk are actually the very same limiting beliefs that keep holding you back throughout all aspects of your life. The limiting beliefs that keep you from becoming the best, most fulfilled version of you.

That’s where the rest of this book comes in. Each chapter will break down one of the ten most common limiting beliefs we face, and show how you can conquer your mind to overcome it. We’re going to travel together to exciting places at the edges of the world, but also to terrifying places in our minds. And let me tell you, I’m not going to sugarcoat anything.
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