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			Introduction

			The Sinking Ship

			Here’s a story.

			It was the summer of 2022, and the price of Bitcoin was hurtling downward. I mean tanking. Around that time, just opening my Twitter feed—or, as of a few months ago, my X feed—was like taking a walk around Pompeii in AD 79. There was screaming, crying, people predicting the end of days. Even the most optimistic investors seemed spooked.

			Every few minutes, there was another long article by a financial expert declaring that the era of cryptocurrency was over. By extension, anyone who had promoted crypto at any point in the past—including, say, Italian American former White House communications directors who had taken massively long positions on financial products linked to the blockchain, thereby exposing their investors to all the ups and downs in the crypto space—seemed to be in big trouble.

			So, yeah. When I got a call from a reporter at the New York Post’s financial section, I knew it probably wasn’t for a puff piece about my favorite local brunch places. But I tried to stay cool, as usual. (Believe it or not, my one world-famous, profanity-laced phone call with a certain reporter from the New Yorker was not indicative of how most of my calls with reporters go. For most of my career, the press and I have gotten along swimmingly.)

			I answered the phone and asked what was up.

			The answer, it turned out, was a lot. Bitcoin was still tanking. So were a litany of other cryptocurrencies that had become popular in recent months. The reporter at the Post had heard that several of my clients were “eyeing the exit,” which is a kind way of saying that they wanted to pull their money out of my fund and fire my ass. I took issue with some of the questions I was asked during that call, and calmly explained my point of view. If memory serves, I managed to do it without using a single curse word or accusing Steve Bannon of wanting to…uh, fellate himself, which I considered an achievement. But I could tell that whatever the Post printed tomorrow, it wasn’t going to make me look like a great guy.

			Whatever. I figured that after a few decades of taking shots in the press—including my eleven famous days under the watchful eye of the White House press corps, an experience that makes falling into a pit of venomous snakes seem pleasant by comparison—I would be able to take a bad write-up in the Post and move on without missing a beat.

			The next morning, sure enough, I was right there on the landing page of the paper’s website. Only it wasn’t just an article. They also had a graphic of a sinking rowboat called the SS Mooch, of which I, the Mooch, am the captain. In the picture, my little boat is going down because it’s full of heavy cartoon Bitcoins, and I’m looking toward the sky in frustration. It didn’t take long before the graphic had made its way onto Twitter, then halfway around the internet, where my friends, colleagues, and occasional antagonists had some fun sharing it and writing witty captions over the top.

			In a matter of hours, I had once again become a punching bag. Anyone who was getting antsy about their short-term investments in Bitcoin suddenly had someone to beat up on. So did the people who’d said crypto was a scam from the beginning. It seemed perfectly natural that the guy we could all beat up on just so happened to be the same guy who had served eleven days in the Trump White House (not ten, as has widely been reported), and was fired in shame by General John Kelly for mouthing off to a reporter.

			Let’s just say I’ve had better mornings.

			During times like these, I like to take a little break from life and reflect on where I’ve been. Often, I’ll think of all the good advice I’ve been given over the years from people I respect. One of the most memorable gems comes from my grandmother, a woman who knew a thing or two about hard times.

			“Whatever other people think about you,” she said, “it’s none of your business.”

			Meaning: when people say bad things about you, it’s none of your business, and when people say good things about you, it’s still none of your business. The only thing you should do when times get hard is keep your head down, keep doing what you’re doing, and hope that good things will come your way. If they don’t, well then tough luck. Keep going.

			This kind of thing is easy to say when everything is going well. But when you’re taking shit from every direction—when you’re on your own personal rowboat and sinking while millions of people cheer for you to go down—that kind of advice can start to sound pretty thin. It’s hard to feel like something is none of your business when it’s practically all you see every time you open your laptop, check your phone, or step out onto the sidewalk. Luckily, I’ve dealt with my fair share of failure and embarrassment over the course of my career, and it goes well beyond that single public firing you might have seen on television.

			If you’ve followed my story up until this point, you might know the broad strokes. I was a kid from a blue-collar town on Long Island who got into Tufts University and then Harvard Law School, realizing I didn’t quite belong at either one. I wore polyester to my first job interview at Goldman Sachs, then got fired from that job a few months later because I was terrible at it. By the time I got rehired at Goldman (wearing a regular suit this time), I had failed the New York state bar exam twice, only passing it on my third attempt. (Evidently, that’s what water-skiing all summer long while your friends are home studying gets you.) From there, I quit my job to start my own companies, sold them, and ended up at the helm of SkyBridge Capital, where I remain (as of this writing, at least).

			The point is, I’ve been around. And over the course of my career, which includes more victories, screwups, and flat-out massive mistakes than you can possibly imagine, I’ve learned a few lessons. One is that you should never let a relationship go sour, even if it’s with someone who just fired you.

			Another is that you should never use the word granular in a business setting. It’s annoying.

			But the most important lesson I’ve ever learned—the one that has allowed me to get up off the mat after taking some pretty intense haymakers to the jaw—is that the most important conversations you’ll ever have in your life are the ones you have with yourself.

			Let me put it another way. Everyone in the world has an inner voice. This is the voice that kicks in when you’re about to make a big decision, or when you’re at your lowest and everyone is counting you out. The most important skill you can cultivate in life is making sure that this voice—the inner you, so to speak—is armed with all the knowledge you can get your hands on.

			When I first saw my face plastered on the homepage of the New York Post again, my inner voice kicked into high gear. At first, the words weren’t kind.

			Is this really how the world sees you? As some clown who had a big job for eleven days and will now serve as a punching bag forever?

			Then I perked up. I thought about all the other times that I had been down in the dumps and sure that my career was about to take a nosedive of epic proportions. I thought about getting fired from Goldman Sachs when I was only a few years into the job. I thought about getting laughed at when I made suggestions for bad stock picks early in my career. And I thought about what happened during the 2008 financial crisis, when my company was going out of business and morale on Wall Street was at its lowest point in decades.

			During that crisis, my partners and I decided to give a big middle finger to conventional wisdom and hold a big, balls-to-the-wall conference in Las Vegas—one that would soon host presidents, business leaders, and famous thinkers in all fields. To date, it is one of the most successful things we’ve ever done, and everyone told us it was a bad idea in the beginning.

			With that in mind, I thought about my positions and reassured myself that my bets had been good. I thought back on the various lessons I’ve learned throughout my life about sticking it out when times get tough—lessons from my family, my friends, and the hundreds of people I’ve been able to meet through the SALT conference—and let out a short laugh.

			A few days later, I had my assistant send the New York Post’s graphic over to a print shop, where we had the image of me going down in the SS Mooch blown up, printed, and framed. As I write these words, it’s hanging in my office where everyone can see it.

			When people ask about the picture, I tell them it’s there to remind me to have the courage of my convictions. If my investments pay off and everyone is happy with me—which is what I’m sure will happen—I’ll pose beside that picture while I pop a bottle of good champagne. If the opposite happens and all my investments go to zero, I’ll pop that picture off the wall, put it under my arm, and carry it out with me as I turn out the lights of SkyBridge for good.

			Whatever happens, I’ll know that I didn’t leave anything on the field.

			As of this writing, I don’t know how my investment in cryptocurrency is going to turn out. It could either be one of my best ideas or the worst in the history of my career. The recent scandalous failure of the FTX exchange—a company started by someone I liked and respected, which is why I allowed them to purchase a 30-percent stake in SkyBridge—doesn’t exactly make the picture look any better. In fact, the week that FTX went bust stands as one of the worst in my life.

			But the good thing about being an entrepreneur is that if the worst does come to pass, I’ll dust myself off and try again. If I have to go back to Port Washington, Long Island, rent a small house, and watch my beloved Mets on a television with a rabbit-ear antenna while I build the next business, I’ll be happy to do it. I’ve got a closet full of wifebeaters that’ll go great with my new lifestyle.

			But there’s reason to be hopeful. I think that in general, blockchain is the most innovative piece of technology to come along in centuries, right up there with the gas-powered automobile. I believe this so strongly that I’ve written a book on the subject, in which I point out that the ups and downs in the crypto space aren’t unique; when people were first introduced to the concept of the car, many of them wondered why they would need some big, dangerous machine to do what their horse and buggy seemed to accomplish for much less money and hassle. Add that to the fact that cryptocurrencies will cut out middlemen, allow greater freedom for individuals to make purchases, and significantly reduce inflation, and I think I’ve got a safe bet on my hands.

			But if not, I’ll find something else. As Mel Brooks is once rumored to have said, we all know how this story ends. No one’s getting out of here alive. So, I think it’s best to take risks, keep my head down, and build as much value for my customers as possible. If I walk into a room and someone laughs at me or tells everyone I’m a loser, great. I don’t care.

			You might wonder where that confidence comes from. In all honesty, I’m not sure. I know it’s not anything I was born with, and I certainly didn’t learn it at any of the fancy schools I went to.

			But thinking about it, I think I’ve arrived at an answer. I have been able to develop this sense of confidence and self-worth because I was raised around amazing people. I met even more amazing people when I went away to school, and even more when I struck out on my own and started my business. If there’s one talent I have, it’s networking, and networking is what has allowed me to learn the lessons that have kept me successful over a thirty-four-year career (one that has included many bear markets, by the way).

			In recent years, that inner voice is nagging at me again.

			Hey Mooch, it says. All these people have been pretty generous with their time, and they’ve given you some great advice. Why not put it all in one place so the rest of the world can enjoy it, too?

			In the pages that follow, you’ll find everything I know about business, life, and success. I’ll cover some of the most important moments in my own life—the ones that have led me to some crucial, make-or-break conversations with myself—and talk about what I think readers might be able to take from them.

			More importantly, though, I’ll share some of the best conversations I’ve had with other people, some of whom you might be familiar with. Readers will hear advice from former President Bill Clinton, General John Kelly, and the legendary investor Michael Milken. I’ll talk about my conversations with Andrew Cuomo, the former governor of New York who has endured his fair share of rough patches over the past few years.

			Some of these conversations have occurred onstage in front of a few hundred people at my annual SALT conference. Others have occurred in private, or on the radio. But they have all impacted my life in positive ways, and I have managed to take nuggets of wisdom from each one. Now, I think it’s time that this wisdom reaches a wider audience, which is why I have put together this book.

			In this book, you will get the crash-course version of every important lesson that I have learned in my life. By the end, you’ll know just about everything I know about life, business, and how to succeed. That doesn’t mean you will succeed, of course; but it does mean that once you’ve reached the final page, you will be much less likely to make my mistakes.

			And that would be good for everyone. Don’t you think?

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Doing It Anyway

			There’s a story about Abraham Lincoln that I’ve always liked, although various biographies of the man tell me that it’s probably apocryphal.

			It goes like this. One day, after President Lincoln had drafted the Emancipation Proclamation, he held a cabinet meeting to discuss whether he should sign it. He didn’t need approval from any of the eight people in the room, but he sought it anyway. That’s just the kind of guy he was, I guess. After a few minutes of arguing, the issue came to a vote. All eight of the cabinet members voted against signing the Emancipation Proclamation, which would soon free all people held as slaves in the South.

			Raising his right hand, Lincoln announced the count.

			“Eight nays and one aye,” he said. “The ayes have it!”

			During the worst of the 2008 financial crisis, I found myself in a similar position. The scale of my problems didn’t quite measure up to anything President Lincoln had ever faced, but for a lowly hedge fund manager, they were major. To make a long story short, SkyBridge, the company that I had worked my ass off to build, was in trouble. Like, the going-out-of-business-any-minute-now kind of trouble. So were other major institutions on Wall Street.

			Over the past few months, there had been mass layoffs. The money that these banks had been given by the federal government had come with strings. It had also come with the understanding that banks and hedge funds would have to tighten their belts, at least for a little while. As a result, most banks cancelled the conferences they’d hosted every year in places like Las Vegas. No one wanted to be seen partying while the world was burning around them.

			A partner of mine had a different idea. Like me, this partner had watched all the somber faces as he walked to work each morning, and he’d felt the desperation among people on the Street. These were not the faces of people who were ready to bring the American economy back from the brink of collapse. They were people who seemed ready to wallow in their own misery forever.

			He said we needed to change that, and I agreed.

			Then he suggested we go to Las Vegas, hold a conference, and blow the roof off the place. Given that everyone else had already cancelled, we would be the only game in town.

			At first, I thought he was nuts.

			But slowly, I came around to the idea. Soon, I was downright evangelical about it. This was how we were going to turn things around. This was the answer.

			About two months before the scheduled date for the conference, I called all five of the other SkyBridge partners into our conference room for a vote. I thought I would just pitch the idea, address a few minor concerns, ask for a vote, and count the yeses. In hindsight, I might have been a bit cocky. You have to remember, we weren’t sure we’d make it through the day let alone survive to throw a bash in Vegas.

			When I pitched the idea, their response was less than enthusiastic. In fact, it was downright awkward. You would have thought I was asking them to donate a kidney.

			For a long time, no one would say a word.

			I broke the silence.

			“What’s the worst that can happen?” I said, spreading my arms out and cracking a smile. “At least we’ll have a going-out-of-business party!”

			When it came time for the vote, I was one of two people who said yes.

			Five against two.

			I demurred. Then I thought of Abraham Lincoln and his cabinet meeting.

			“Gentlemen, I hear your concerns,” I said. “Thank you for voting. We’re doing it anyway.”

			Two months later, we all got on planes to Las Vegas and prepared for the first annual SALT conference, SALT being short for “SkyBridge alternative.” There were some bumps in the road that first year—the man calling my name introduced me as “Andy” Scaramucci at first, then “Alec”—but on the whole, the experience was positive. I spoke with the investor Michael Milken, who’d been one of my early heroes in the finance business, and met a few dozen potential clients who became good friends down the road.

			Around the same time, I bought a fund-of-funds business from Citibank that turned out to be a good bet. If I had asked almost any expert in the financial world whether that was a good idea, they’d almost certainly have laughed in my face.

			I mention these two stories right at the outset because they represent a fundamental truth: that no matter what’s going on in the world, you have to trust your inner voice. You have to know when to ignore the outside world, buckle down, and make the call that you know is right.

			But developing a sense of what is right and wrong isn’t easy. In fact, it took me a whole lifetime of talking to people, watching people, reading books, and screwing up. By the time I made the two calls described above, I had endured plenty of failures. I had learned plenty of lessons that allowed me to develop the calluses to endure five very smart people telling me I was an idiot. That’s not the kind of thing I could have done without each and every person teaching me valuable lessons.

			As such, the book will begin with a tour—albeit one that is going to happen at breakneck speed—of some of those lessons.

			So, let’s dive in, shall we?
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			Cultivate Joy

			“Find ecstasy in life; the mere sense of living is joy enough.”

			—Emily Dickinson

			There’s no such thing as happiness.

			Now, I’m sure you’re surprised to hear me—a guy who was voted the happiest, go-luckiest asshole on Wall Street for ten years running (at least in my own mind)—say something like that. But it’s true. No matter how much money you make or how many people clap when you walk into a room, you’re never going to achieve a perfect state that makes you feel like you’ve got your life all figured out.

			Anyone who’s ever landed a dream job or sold the company they’d been working for years to build will tell you that this is true. Throughout my career, some of the most miserable people I’ve ever met have been billionaires. These guys can be standing in the middle of their own yachts, often full of people who will tell them anything they want to hear, and they’ll still feel like the world is crumbling all around them. In part, that’s because people who hang out on the yachts of billionaires all day tend to be…well, suck-ups.

			But there’s also a deeper element to the sadness.

			The fact is that most of these sad, dejected billionaires have attached their entire sense of self-worth to their net worth. They believe that the more money they have, the happier they’ll be. By now, it’s almost a cliché to point out that this is not the case.

			But I’m going to do it anyway.

			There was a time in my life when I held to this same belief. When I was a law student, I believed that once I got a job at some high-end investment bank and started making a good salary—as opposed to the negative thirty thousand dollars per year I was making in law school—I would be happy. Then, once I started making the good salary at an investment bank, I started to think that if I could only leave the 9–5 job and start my own company, thereby freeing myself up to chart my own course in life and make even more money, I would be happy. I did that, and nothing changed.

			This process kept going even after I had built my first business and sold it. On the evening the deal closed, my partners and I went out on the town to celebrate all we had been able to achieve. We had a fancy dinner, drank expensive wine, and told stories from the early days of the company, when everything seemed possible and we were just beginning to get our bearings in the world. But we still didn’t feel any happier than we had in those first days when no one was sure if we’d be able to survive another few hours.

			You know what the funniest thing about all of this is?

			As all that was happening, I probably had a few hundred people tell me the same thing that I’m trying to tell you right now. Every few weeks, I would meet with someone I idolized—someone who had way more money and power than I did, and who was well respected by everyone they met, which is exactly what I wanted at the time—and they would tell me that money couldn’t buy them happiness. They would tell me that once you amass enough wealth to be comfortable (as in not having to worry about paying your bills or sending your kids to college), there’s no extra amount of money in the world that’s going to bring you true happiness.

			Once or twice, I even heard someone say, without any hint of irony, that money doesn’t buy happiness.

			I thought they were full of shit.

			So, I spent a long time chasing all the expensive nonsense I could think of. I bought nice clothes, nice cars, and big houses. I used to go to dinners and blow thousands of dollars on a single check just to show people that I could.

			And guess what?

			The steak and the wine all tasted pretty much the same, and the feeling went away after a while. I would purchase something I’d had my eye on for a long time—a sports car, for instance, or a nice suit that had been tailored to fit my short, stocky body—and then I would get a few seconds of pleasure from the anticipation. Then, almost as quickly as it came, the feeling would go away. The happiness that I had been longing for would dissipate. That’s because what I was chasing wasn’t happiness in the first place, it was just material comfort.

			If you’re anything like I was, you probably won’t take my word for it.

			Luckily, you don’t have to. According to Dr. Anna Lembke, a professor at Stanford University, the feelings that we call happiness and unhappiness are really the result of chemicals and neurotransmitters in our brains. The most prominent one involved in pleasure, called dopamine, is at its highest point when we’re about to get what we want. Then, as soon as we get it, the levels go back down, and we feel a sense of pain, or emptiness. If you’ve ever looked at a nice pair of shoes you just blew a few hundred bucks on and suddenly felt empty and sad inside, the sudden rush of dopamine out of your brain is what you’re feeling. The same goes for the sad, anxious feeling that washes over you after you just spent two hours scrolling through Instagram, hoping you’ll see something interesting. When you organize your life around acquiring more and more things—even if the things in question are just momentary feelings of happiness—you’ll never really feel happy.

			You don’t even need science to know that this is the case, although it helps. Plenty of great thinkers throughout history have known that true bliss comes from working hard and loving the small things around you. One of them was the Roman emperor Marcus Aurelius, whose book Meditations has been a constant source of wisdom to me throughout my life. The funny thing about this book, which even most people who’ve read it might not know, is that Emperor Aurelius never thought anyone was going to read it. He was just writing down thoughts that he had as he went about his days in the second century AD.

			Not every one of these thoughts is applicable to your daily life. Some of them are just observations about farming, commerce, and the way bread looks when you take it out of the oven. But over the past few years, I’ve often found myself returning to the passages about happiness and how to achieve it. That, when it comes to the ancient philosophers, is where the good stuff is.

			If you want to be a good “stoic,” as followers of Marcus Aurelius and thinkers like him are often called, you can’t worry about the things you can’t change. That’s good advice, and it’s been adopted by many people over the centuries. My older brother, who’s struggled with addiction for most of his adult life, heard that advice all the time during his Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. But there’s a more important point, which is that you need to live in the present moment, not worrying about what everyone else is doing or what everyone else has.

			Instead, you should worry about what’s in front of you right now.

			“The happiness of your life,” writes Marcus Aurelius, “depends upon the quality of your thoughts: therefore, guard accordingly, and take care that you entertain no notions unsuitable to virtue and reasonable nature.”

			Want another one? A few years before Marcus Aurelius wrote Meditations or took over Rome, a man named Epictetus was born into slavery in a place called Phrygia, which is in modern-day Turkey. Despite living a life of enormous hardship—the guy’s master broke his leg just for fun, leaving him crippled for the rest of his days—Epictetus managed to come to the same conclusions that Marcus Aurelius would decades later: live in the moment, focus on what you can control, and find joy in the little things; only then will you be able to achieve true joy.

			For example: I’m inside right now. I’m drinking a cup of coffee. I’m looking at words on a screen that you—whoever you turn out be—will soon read. That might not be the kind of life they show in sexy perfume ads or write about in old folk songs, but it’s a damn good life as far as I’m concerned.

			You see, if you can’t be happy sitting at your desk typing—or laying down tile flooring, or delivering Amazon packages, or whatever it is you get paid to do all day—you’ll never be happy lounging on the deck of a yacht with champagne and supermodels. I’m sure that makes me sound insane, or like I’ve had a few too many glasses of champagne in my day, but it’s true.

			When I think of true joy, I see an image of my grandfather in the backyard of my childhood home. He’s still wearing the work clothes he put on at four o’clock that morning, and the sun is beginning to set behind him. I can smell the cigarettes on his clothes and the sweet Italian liquor he’s been drinking with my parents in the living room.

			For the past few minutes, he’s been methodically raking the lawn and placing wooden borders in a large rectangle. He’s going to play bocce, an old Italian game involving pins and balls, and he’s about to teach me, his grandson, how to play, too. Beside him, there are buckets of crushed-up shells from the beach near my house. When he’s done laying the wooden boards for the game’s border, he’s going to put down a base layer of gravel and sand; then, he’s going to pour the crushed shells on top of the whole thing and rake them so the surface gets nice and smooth.

			If you Google “fun things to do this weekend” or “things that’ll make me happy,” I don’t think that constructing a bocce court in your son’s backyard on Long Island will be among the first few hundred results. But I’ve never seen anyone experience more joy from a single action than my grandfather did that night, just going through the motions his own father had taught him to construct the perfect court for a game he loved.

			That was “his thing,” so to speak, and it brought him joy.

			Now, in this context, I’m talking about “joy” in a sense that’s a little deeper than the way most people use it. I don’t just mean a quick hit of positivity that comes when things start to go your way. I’m talking about the ability to step back even when things are going horribly for you and notice everything that’s good about your life, no matter how small. I’m talking about cultivating the ability to take those small moments and hold them in your mind, drawing on them for the inspiration to keep going.

			I remember seeing a similar sense of joy on my mother’s face as she began laying out the flour, eggs, and heavy cream for a pasta recipe. I remember that she knew the whole thing by heart given how many times she’d made it, but she still read off an old three-by-five index card with her mother’s handwriting on it. I’ve seen it on the faces of guys who used to collect baseball cards when they come across one on eBay that they would have loved when they were a kid, and I’ve seen it on the faces of people listening to a song they love on the radio.

			Does this sound stupid yet? I’m sure it does. But I’ve found that when it comes to abstract things like happiness and living a good life, there’s a very fine line between stupid and profound. That is: if you’ve heard something a million times, read it in every book about how to live well, and heard some crypto entrepreneur clown repeat it on every podcast you tune into, that might just be because it’s true.

			In this case, the true thing that you’ve heard a million times is that money will not buy you happiness. I know it sounds like a cliché, but it’s true. What will bring you happiness, however, is cultivating joy in your life—noticing the small things that make you happy and learning to appreciate them. If you can learn to love the experience of being alive, to love your family, and to love the time you spend with your friends, you’ll end up being happy in whatever else you choose to do.

			Take me, for instance. I’ve got more money than most people. For a long time, I organized my entire life around the pursuit of more money. But I also learned the hard way that focusing only on your work and the acquisition of more material wealth isn’t going to get you anywhere; always searching for the next thing is only going to make you want more things.

			The human brain is a dangerous thing in that way. If you don’t believe me, check out some of the best writers in the history of the English language. Writing in Paradise Lost, his epic poem about the fall of man, John Milton has Satan (who, if you can believe it, is the hero of the story) proclaim that “The mind is its own place, and in itself can make a heaven of a hell or a hell of a heaven.” William Shakespeare, who also knew a thing or two about human nature, said that “There is nothing either good or bad but thinking makes it so.”

			In other words, learn to notice the small things that make you happy, and you’ll find true happiness. Material things will not get you there. Trust me. Right now, my hedge fund has a huge crypto exposure, and that market (as I’ve found out over the past couple of years) is not exactly stable, despite what some of the people pushing it might want to tell you. There is risk inherent in investing in something so new and revolutionary, just like there is a certain amount of risk in everything.

			But if all my accounts go to zero tomorrow—and thanks to the crypto exposure, they might—I’ll be fine going back to my house, cracking open a can of Schlitz with my buddies, and watching my beloved New York Mets play on my old rabbit-eared television (if I can still get a good signal off the Empire State Building). As long as I have my family, I’ll have joy.

			And there is nothing more important than joy.

			Learn to recognize it and cultivate it in yourself, and you’ll be able to deal with anything that life or business throw your way.
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