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“Did you know that there’s a blueprint for becoming a hero? In The Power of 100!, Shaun King helps everyday leaders discover the energy and ideas they need to realize their deepest passions and most important dreams. Crack open this book, strap on your cape, and soar.”

—Joshua DuBois, author, The President’s Devotional, former executive director of the Office of Faith-based and Neighborhood Partnerships in the Executive Office of the President of the United States

“Passion is great, but eventually it has to lead to a plan or you’ll only end up with a lot of what-might-have-been moments. Fortunately, Shaun King has created a personal, practical resource to help dreamers, achievers, and leaders accomplish the goals they’ve always felt called to!”

—Jon Acuff, New York Times bestselling author of Start: Punch Fear in the Face, Escape Average & Do Work That Matters

“When it comes to making a difference in the world, Shaun King knows that it starts with leading yourself, with setting smart goals and going after them. I have learned so much from him and know you will, too. It all begins with understanding the power of 100.”

—Jeff Goins, author, The Art of Work

“We’re all guilty of backing away from a dream that seems impossible. I was almost moved to tears by the conviction I felt while reading Shaun’s words about the fear and doubt we get once we ‘grow up.’ In this book Shaun not only makes you reenergize those ridiculous dreams you have, but he also gives practical steps on how to realistically achieve them. I’m going to keep this one close!”

—PJ Morton, Grammy winner, member of Maroon 5

“Success is nothing without a plan. If you are like me, a leader with many great ideas, you need help with how to see them manifested. The Power of 100! by Shaun King has amazing tools to get you right where you want to be.”

—Ledisi, eight-time Grammy nominee

“Shaun King does the work and is who we say we should see more of. This book, with so many amazing stories and lessons from his life, is going to help you.”

—Talib Kweli, hip-hop artist, activist
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To my beautiful best friend, Rai.

You’ve had my back since ’97 and have encouraged me to pursue my passions at every stop along the way.

Thank you, baby. I love you so much.



FOREWORD
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For some reason we avoid thinking about death. It’s as if we truly believe it will never occur to us. It’s almost delusional.

But as I grow older, I gain more clarity on the human condition. I realize life is more than a series of chaotic events slammed together. It’s more than time passing and experiences had. And it’s more than fading away at an old age.

Over the past few years, it’s been my mission alongside leaders like Shaun to help people escape the ordinary and to encourage them toward the life they love. At our core, humans desire purpose, connection, variety, and freedom. Yet many still find themselves locked in careers, cities, and bodies they dislike.

Why? Have we given up? Have we settled for typical? What shift in thinking have we allowed to creep into our hearts and minds?

Shaun’s The Power of 100! unlocks the secrets for producing a wholesome life, a life of adventure and deep relationships and faith. Shaun offers simplicity, where many only bring complexity. His system is practical, functional, and proven. Even more, I’ve watched Shaun live out this book in his own life. From his exotic travels and fathering his large family to launching companies and building exciting relationships, his life is his research, and his dedication has continued to walk thousands down the path of purposeful living and authentic joy.

In the words to come, you’ll learn that crafting a great life is not difficult; it’s intentional. But we require a guide. A tool to assist us on our journey and to sustain our efforts. Here is your answer. It’s more than a book. It’s more than a plan. It’s wisdom and opportunity bleeding from a page.

It’s an answer to what really matters: your life.

To a story you want,

Dale Partridge, founder of TheDailyPositive.com and Sevenly.org, author of People Over Profit



PREFACE

[image: Images]

I smelled smoke. I tasted my blood and could feel the skin falling off my face. I strained to move my mouth and realized that it was full of glass. Jagged, large chunks of my teeth were missing. I thought I was going to die.

Just moments earlier everything on my checklist for a perfect life seemed to be in place:

New car? Check.

A good credit score? Yes.

Brand-new house? Check that one, too.

A fulfilling job that paid the bills? Check.

A church we loved? Definitely.

Some pocket money? Check.

A happy wife? Check.

A healthy baby? Yes indeed.

Seriously? What more could I ask for?

As I drove down the Kentucky interstate with my wife, Rai (pronounced “Ray”), that wintry Friday evening in November, my heart was full, my mind was clear, and I was one happy dude. We were visiting our family for Thanksgiving and had woken up ridiculously early the following morning to hunt down those insane Black Friday sales, wandering all over Lexington to buy items for our very first family home. We had racked up deals and were scheduled to move into our house back in Atlanta in four days. After dinner, we hopped in the car to drive a couple of miles down the road for a movie date with my brother and his wife.

It seemed like the perfect day.

Blasting from the speakers of the car was a fast-paced gospel song that we loved. I hardly ever listened to gospel music, but this song was our jam! Rai and I were both laughing and screaming the lyrics like crazy. The hook of the song says, “The presence of the Lord is here,” and no one could tell me I didn’t sound exactly like the dude on the record as I sang along with him. When the track ended, I did what any respectable man does when his favorite song ends . . . I reached down and hit the repeat button, so we could sing along just one more time.

In that instant the entire trajectory of my life changed. Within a second of restarting the song, the tires of our sedan hit an invisible patch of black ice. At sixty-five miles per hour the car began to spin out of control right through the middle of the interstate. I kid you not, with every fiber of my heart, soul, hands, and feet I tried to will that car straight, but I just couldn’t do it.

Today, as I write these words, that stretch of road has a guardrail separating northbound and southbound traffic (maybe because of us), but back then it didn’t. Nothing but a steep ditch divided the flow of cars in each direction. Our black Mitsubishi was careening straight for the divide, completely out of control. When we hit the ditch, the impact was so jarring that it alone likely gave us both concussions. Unfortunately, it wasn’t enough to stop my car, and according to eyewitness accounts I read in the police report, we barreled out of the ditch and went airborne (Dukes of Hazzard style) into oncoming traffic.

Seeing the headlights of a large pickup truck coming full steam toward her door, my poor wife screamed out, “We’re going to die!”

It was surreal.

Suddenly, it felt as if a bomb had gone off. I was confused. How could a bomb have gone off in the car? I wondered. It seemed like something had detonated directly before my eyes. Nothing else made any sense. It must have been a bomb!

In a matter of moments my perfect life exploded right in front of me.

Flesh was falling from my face.

I smelled smoke.

My mouth was full of blood and glass.

Jagged chunks of my teeth were missing.

I couldn’t understand everything that was happening. But did I know things were really bad? Absolutely.

Still conscious, I glanced over at my wife and realized that I could hardly see. I tried to ask her if she was okay, but so much was terribly wrong with me. In my mind I wanted to talk to her, but my mouth just refused to form the words.

As the shock of the impact wore off, I realized my glasses were gone, and it felt like something unthinkable had happened to my left eye. I wondered if it was even still there. My wife, barely conscious and apparently in a state of shock, just stared at me. She didn’t move or say a word.

That shook me.

Suddenly, I felt pain, unthinkable pain, covering my entire body and particularly all over my face. The desire to observe my surroundings faded away.

The excruciating pain took over.

Of course a bomb had not gone off in our car that night. Instead, we had collided with a large pickup truck. At the last moment, by no ingenuity of my own, I had been able to swerve just enough to keep the truck from killing my wife as she sat helplessly in the front seat next to me. However, the sheer force of the collision crushed our little car.

I was ejected through the windshield, not headfirst but face-first into the dense glass. To this day, I can’t even believe that’s possible. The instant my face crashed through the thick windshield, we hit a guardrail on the opposite side of the interstate. The blunt impact and miraculously perfect timing flung my body back into the car.

The car was now a mangled mess on the side of the road, my face felt like it was on fire, and I began to roar loud moans of pain. With each wail, I felt weaker and weaker. My whole body was wet. It was my blood.

A man came to my door. Yes! He’s going to save me, I thought. Instead, he simply looked at me and left. My heart sank. The roads were pretty empty that night, and I wondered if anyone else would come and help us. Oddly enough, there was no trace of that man in any of the reports from that evening. One of my “ultra-religious” friends insists that he was an angel of death who came to take me away. Whoever it was, he left me alone there and never returned.

About a minute later, the sweetest woman came to my car. I know for sure that she was human, but I swear she felt like an angel! She couldn’t open the door, but she told me that she was a nurse at the University of Kentucky hospital and that she wasn’t going to leave my side until an ambulance arrived. She said I was very badly injured and that she needed to wrap my mangled face up with a blanket she’d seen in the backseat to hopefully slow my bleeding. My leg felt like it had been crushed somehow, and everything from my shoulders up still seemed like it was on fire.

A police officer arrived and asked me my name and whom to contact in my family. I was able to mumble my name and give him my dear mother’s phone number. Then they cut me out of the car, carefully lifted me onto a stretcher, and put me in the ambulance. I missed my wife immediately. I began to believe that I might never see her again.

What happened in the back of that ambulance for the next fifteen minutes is the reason I’ve written this book and also why I want to help you squeeze value out of every precious moment of every day you have left on earth.

On TV, the paramedics are always so doggone calm and cool. Maybe paramedics are normally that way in real life, too, but the two guys in the back of that ambulance with me were nervous wrecks! I heard them talking about the broken bones in my face. One of the guys said my left leg appeared broken. They wondered aloud if I had a traumatic brain injury. I heard them nervously conferring about my heart rate slowing, and it seemed like I was slipping away.

Was I dying? I saw no white light. My heart was overcome with a heavy sadness. The pain disappeared.

I was only twenty-three years old.

I would never get to see my daughter, Kendi, grow up. She’d never know me. I loved her so much.

Rai had always told me that she wanted to travel the world, and I had hardly even taken her anywhere yet.

We had no money in our savings account.

I felt like a failure. I didn’t even get to tell them good-bye. I was sure that God had plans for my life that required me to live so far beyond that painful night. I was bewildered. Everything became darker, and I found it harder and harder to sustain a coherent thought.

“Stick with us, man!” I heard one of the paramedics yell. I was trying. “We’re going to get you to the hospital, and they’ll take care of you. Just stick with us, bro.”

The two men in the back with me then started arguing with the driver to hurry up. “You’re going too damn slow. You have to hurry up, man,” one of them said to the driver. The driver yelled back, “Shut up! The roads are icy as hell. I can’t drive fast, or we’ll all be like him.”

I found myself just wanting to go to sleep. I was so tired.

At my drowsiest moment, I heard the guys ask each other if they should “charge the paddles,” and I remember being scared to death that they were going to use them on me. To this day, I think my overwhelming fear of the paramedics’ placing those electrically charged paddles on my chest gave me all the motivation I needed to stay conscious.

From that moment forward, I don’t recall anything else the guys said to me or to each other. All I remember is a thought in my head that I kept playing over and over and over again: If I make it to the hospital, I’ll live. If I make it there, everything will be okay.

At that point, my mind turned not to what I could do, but to the hope and prayer that God would just get us safely to the doctors so that I could live.

I did not want to die.

I don’t think I made a grand bargain with God that night, but I remember thinking, If I don’t die, if I make it, if I live, I’m going to give life everything I have from here on out.

As soon as we made it to the University of Kentucky ER, I was overtaken with a feeling of warmth. It’s hard to explain, but I felt a deep sense of inner peace, contentment, and even joy. I could no longer see out of either of my eyes or really feel my face at all. I felt them cutting my clothes off with scissors. Hilariously, I still remember being slightly embarrassed that people were going to see me naked. After examining my body, I heard the ER doctors speaking about the bones in my face being broken and how I would need a plastic surgeon. They ordered immediate CAT scans to determine the extent of the damage.

The damage to my lips, mouth, and teeth was so severe that I wouldn’t be able to speak for much longer once they started working on me. I began begging two different nurses to write a note that said, “I still believe in the goodness of God,” and place it on my chest. They both thought I was delirious and refused to write it. I asked several more times, but I am sure I sounded ridiculous. Finally, I felt and grabbed the hand of a third person and asked them to please write the note. They relented, grabbed a piece of paper, wrote the words just as I asked, and placed it right on my chest.

For the next three days I could hardly think straight, but I remember asking everybody who came into contact with me to read that note.

As the doctors sent me through the first set of CAT scans, the results shocked everyone, because nothing was broken. Seeing how badly shredded every inch of my face was, the doctors ordered another set of scans. They, too, came back with the same results. In spite of flying into the windshield face-first, going full speed, and being hit by a truck, not one bone in my body, not even my nose, was broken.

Then and there, the doctors started calling me a “miracle man.”

Kneeling down to talk to me on the stretcher, the plastic surgeon said, “I had already asked my team to get plates and wires ready for your face, but it appears that we were all wrong and that you aren’t going to need them after all. Rarely do people in accidents like yours—being projected through the windshield—rarely do those people live. When they do live, they are almost always paralyzed and need a series of reconstructive surgeries to attempt to repair the damage. It appears that all I have to do is stitch you up.”

I pointed at the note on my chest. I couldn’t muster a smile, but I knew then and there that something miraculous had indeed happened to me. I can’t explain it.

Was I healed?

Was everybody wrong with their diagnoses?

How did my face crash completely through that rock-hard windshield without breaking a single bone?

Why me?

For the next two hours, the plastic surgeon worked magic on my face. He started out by giving me a few extremely excruciating shots of Novocain to dull the pain of the procedure. When it was all said and done, he ended up giving me over forty shots. Bit by bit, he pulled over one hundred small shards of glass out of my face. During the next four weeks I removed over a dozen more.

My left eyelid had been cut off almost completely, and he sewed it back on first. A huge chunk of my bottom lip was dangling. He fixed that next. On the left side of my face was the most severe injury. My cheek had been torn open from the corner of my mouth all the way up to my left ear. In all, my face required over four hundred stitches to be put back together again. My eyes would be swollen shut for days. I couldn’t eat. My teeth were all jacked up. People who see pictures of me taken several days later say I looked like a dead man. Physically, I felt dead, but something deep inside of me was awakened. In so many ways, I now view my life in two phases: BTA (Before the Accident) and ATA (After the Accident).

I valued life before all this happened. I was a good enough guy and did some decent stuff here and there, but something essential changed about me after the car crash. It’s this transformation that allows me to look back on that brutal brush with death and not regret that I went through it. Yes, it took a lot out of me. Physically, I never fully recovered. I’m actually in pain as I type these very words. However, what I gained was so much greater than what was taken from me.

Now I live like tomorrow’s not promised.

Now I live like every day is a blessing full of 1,440 minutes to pursue my purpose and passion.

Now I refuse to allow the excuses in my mind to grow into giants that keep me from living up to my full potential.

Having come so close to death, I now value just how precious life truly is and want to ride what God gave me until the wheels fall off. The American dream alone is not enough for me anymore.

Just a few weeks after the accident, with my body still hurting and my face looking so awful that people everywhere stopped to stare at me, I found my heart, soul, and mind energized anew. I’ve hardly stopped for a break since.

At first, I had no method to my madness. I found myself energized, but with no real system to effectively pursue what it was on my heart to accomplish in the world.

I’ve had some unbelievable successes, and I’ve also learned painful lessons through failures so low I can hardly stand to think of them. This book is about those hard-earned lessons I learned, the practical systems that I’m using now, and how they can help you rapidly accelerate the impact you make with the time you have. My hope is that together we will start a movement of thousands (maybe millions!) of people setting and pursuing their life goals with reckless abandon.



INTRODUCTION
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WHY 100?

I’m from the hip-hop generation.

Hip-hop was born when I was born, and it has grown and matured as I’ve grown and matured. When I was a kid in the eighties, listening to the Fat Boys and the Rappin’ Duke, it was hard to imagine seeing or hearing hip-hop in every other commercial, rappers onstage at the stuffy Tony Awards, or Dr. Dre becoming a billionaire by selling his company to Apple. It has now become so mainstream that we could argue hip-hop is America’s biggest cultural contribution to the world since Hollywood or jazz.

No number is more quintessentially hip-hop than 100. This has been fueled, no doubt, by the frequent lyrical mentioning of one-hundred-dollar bills, but the number 100 has taken on a powerful meaning and life of its own in a way that I hope inspires you. Today, when a rapper says to “keep it 100,” it means to be the highest, best expression of yourself. “Keeping it 100” is even a step above the hip-hop phrase “keeping it real,” which is all about being honest. When Jay Z says he’s “keeping it 100” in the songs “DOA” and “Part II (On the Run),” it’s his way of telling you not only that he’s being truthful, but that what he is saying is a form of power-truth, with no wiggle room or ambiguity, in a culture that permits exaggeration more than ever. In fact, because rap—and life outside of rap, for that matter—is so full of fakery, when a rapper tells you he is “keeping it 100,” it’s his way of separating fact from fiction.

The title of this book, The Power of 100!, is, without a doubt, inspired by my love for and relationship with hip-hop, but more than just a colloquial phrase, it honestly describes my greatest wish for you as the reader. The life you are leading is likely more of a diminished version of your best self than you understand. Most of us are fully aware that we are not “keeping it 100” with our dreams, aspirations, and goals. Most of us are fully aware that we aren’t “keeping it 100” with our finances and our fitness. You know and I know that you aren’t “keeping it 100” with the ideas and impressions that are on your heart to pursue. We live far beneath our human potential and too often settle for a shell, a carbon copy, a knockoff counterfeit version of who we could truly become if we put everything we had into crafting and pursuing our life goals. When I tell you to “keep it 100,” it’s not because I think you are a liar but because I believe a truer, better version of your life is out there waiting to be lived.

In American culture, the grade of 100 represents excellence and maximum effort. If a restaurant receives a score of 100 from the health inspectors, it’s a boost for the business. 100 means your device is at full power. If a movie receives the rare score of 100 on Rotten Tomatoes, it is filmmaking perfection. If a child receives a grade of 100 on a science test, parents are elated. Wilt Chamberlain’s scoring 100 points in a single basketball game is held up as the highest level of performance in the sport.

So how can we achieve our own 100? I am inviting you on a journey, a journey on which we will be working together to carefully craft 100 life goals, to catch vision and pursue it with reckless abandon. Long before I created 100 life goals of my own, John Goddard, the father of life goals, wrote his down in 1940 and spent the rest of his life pursuing them until he passed away in 2013. Inspired by John Goddard and also by Ted Leonsis, the current owner of the Washington Wizards and Washington Capitals (basketball and hockey) sports franchises, my friend Mark Batterson, pastor of National Community Church in Washington, DC, wrote down 100 life goals of his own and started blogging about how it changed his life. Encouraged by these three men, I started setting and pursuing 100 life goals of my own. The following year, completely hooked on the idea, I developed a curriculum to begin helping others create 100 life goals and have since taught tens of thousands of people about the importance of living with intention.

So, while I can’t promise you that if you “keep it 100” you will become even a slightly better rapper, I can absolutely assure you that you’ll have a lot more to rap about. The system I’m sharing here will help you set and pursue 100 life goals across seven key areas of your life. More than a bucket list, this is a well-formulated strategy on how to go after your hopes and dreams for the rest of your days. It will change your life completely, if you’ll let it.

In the truest sense, what follows is a “workbook.” Yes, I need you to read it, but I also need you to work it.

I’m going to ask you to take actual steps and make real life decisions.

I’m going to ask you to change your daily schedule.

I’m going to demand you stop some bad habits.

I’m asking you to trust that I won’t guide you in the wrong direction. But I’m also here to help you beyond this book, and all of my contact information is in the back.

Now, let’s get to work.
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PART A

NO MORE EXCUSES

Time to Push the Reset Button
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Ninety-nine percent of the failures come from people who have the habit of making excuses.

—GEORGE WASHINGTON CARVER
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He that is good for making excuses is seldom good for anything else.

—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN
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Although no one can go back and make a brand-new start, anyone can start from now and make a brand-new ending.

—CARL BARD


Ever had to completely reset your phone?

I don’t mean rebooting it by turning the power off and back on; I’m talking about a hard, erase-everything-on-that-bad-boy type of reset. Normally this is the last resort. You’ve tried everything else you know to do. Nothing’s working. The moment . . . that dreaded moment . . . it has arrived.

The only way to get your gadget back up and working again is to reset the whole doggone thing back to the factory settings. Of course you didn’t back it up like you were supposed to. Who does? You’re going to lose some important phone numbers and a few photos you wish you’d saved somewhere else, but it’s time. You have to make a move. This slow thing is jamming you up.

Did you download a bad app? Are the settings screwed up? Do you just have too much junk in there? Whatever the problem, by pushing that reset button, we can pretty much guarantee that what’s ailing your device is going to go away. Pushing the reset button won’t remove that scratch from the screen—it won’t add even an ounce of shine to the chrome—but you can live with that as long as you can get it humming and working the way it was intended.

Maybe I’m just a weird tech nerd, but I even get a little excited when I push that reset button. It’s like the forbidden fruit of the electronic world. Every other button gets pushed daily, but not this one. It’s hidden and special.
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See that space above this sentence? I actually deleted three very socially awkward lines about just how excited pushing the reset button gets me. I reread them a few times and scared myself a little!

What were we talking about again? Oh yeah! The reset button . . . your reset button. We aren’t really talking about phones here. This is about maximizing your life and your impact in the world.

You and I both know that it’s time to start some things over. I’m not here to tell you that you suck or that your life is terrible. I’m here to tell you that you were created and designed to be faster and more productive than you are right now.

Somewhere along the way you downloaded some junk—some bad apps, some spam, maybe even a virus or two. You are living so far beneath your potential that it’s time to quit making excuses and start living your life on purpose!

It’s time to hit the reset button.

I’ve had to reset my entire life on three different occasions. I can tell you it’s never easy, but sometimes a fresh start is what it takes to get you back on track.

The next four chapters are going to kick your butt; just know that I’m doing it out of love. Excuses are the enemy of progress. If you are truly going to create and pursue a multitude of life goals with reckless abandon, your excuses must die. Together we’re going to blow them to little bits and use what’s left of your life to build the foundation for the new you!

I’m pumped up just thinking about it.

Get ready to push reset.

Are you ready? Let’s roll!


A goal without a plan is just a wish.

—ANTOINE DE SAINT-EXUPÉRY
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Where there is no vision, the people perish.

—PROVERBS 29:18 (KJV)
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Give me six hours to chop down a tree, and I will spend the first four sharpening the axe.

—ABRAHAM LINCOLN
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You can always amend a big plan, but you can never expand a little one. I don’t believe in little plans. I believe in plans big enough to meet a situation which we can’t possibly foresee now.

—HARRY TRUMAN
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IF YOU HAD A PLAN

Preparing to Live Life on Purpose from Here on Out

Unless you spent an extended amount of time with me personally, it’s unlikely that you’d ever discover how much physical pain I live with every single day.

I don’t tweet about it much.

I try very hard to never allow it to slow me down or get in the way of living an adventurous life.

I don’t show it to strangers or coworkers if I can help it, but I’m always hurting.

When I was fifteen, I was the victim of a brutal assault that caused me to miss nearly two years of high school recovering from three spinal surgeries and fractures to my face and ribs. I’ve had more surgeries since then to deal with the injuries and pain. The car crash didn’t make it better. I’ve grown to accept that my pain is like that friend we all need who tells us the cold, hard truth about ourselves.

Sometimes my pain is so debilitating that I can hardly walk or get out of bed. It normally subsides after some extended rest, but one time a few years ago it just didn’t go away.

A day turned into a week.

A week turned into a month.

I was worried in the worst way.

I was the primary breadwinner for my family. I had tried to get disability insurance several times, but providers wouldn’t touch me because of my injuries. The doctors were suggesting that I have a multilevel spinal fusion, which could require a full year of recovery. The pain was so severe that two different doctors suggested I go ahead and have a drug pump permanently installed on my back to help me cope. Mortified at these options, I decided to get radical.

I hired a personal trainer—a man named Andrew Johnston who had kicked cancer’s ass—and I started training to climb a mountain. At first glance, my wacky idea probably seemed to make no sense whatsoever. But every study I read explained that half of the people who had the surgery my doctors were recommending still lived in severe pain afterward anyway. Physical therapy hadn’t really worked for me in the past, but I knew setting an audacious and halfway-frightening physical goal would be just the motivation I’d need to give overcoming my pain a real shot. I decided that if I was going to have surgery or wear a drug pump, it was going to be after I pushed myself to the limit and someone had to carry me to the ER on a stretcher. A few people thought my plan was the dumbest thing ever, but I knew that it was what I needed to get me going.

Sometimes you have to plan something audacious to change things. Nobody else is going to craft a plan for your life with as much care and precision and boldness as you can. Surgeons plan for surgery! They don’t necessarily advise their patients to go to mountaineering school, but I knew that if I didn’t work a plan for myself, somebody else was going to make plans for me that might take me down a dangerous path far away from my dreams and passions.

I like to say it this way: not having plans really just means you have plans that suck! If you don’t plan out your life, someone else will, and you will never be the centerpiece of anybody else’s plans.

Are you hearing what I’m saying?

I can tell you right now with 100 percent certainty that you will only achieve two or three life goals by accident until the day you die. Life just doesn’t work like that.

Nobody frees slaves by accident.

Nobody climbs Mount Everest by accident.

Nobody gets six-pack abs by accident.

Nobody starts a successful business by accident.

Nobody has an accidentally blissful marriage.

If you are going to go from where you are right now to the extremely successful, high-performing version of yourself that I want you to see in your mind, it’s going to take a well-crafted strategic plan, a set of actionable instructions: it’s going to take a road map.

Hide your toes for a second. I’m about to step on them. Just know that I say what I say . . . because I’ve lived it.

Consciously or subconsciously, not having a hard-core life plan gives you the emotional space and permission to never really succeed at home, on the job, with your health, with finances, or anywhere else. If you don’t really have a plan and basically choose to live out the plans of your boss or of societal norms, you give yourself a false sense of never really failing, because you didn’t have a plan to work from in the first place. Yes, it’s technically true that you can’t lose a game that you don’t play, but you sure as heck won’t win it either.

Most people in the world are winging it right now—with no credible life plan or road map or sense of direction to guide them. The dean of science fiction writers, Robert A. Heinlein, said it like this: “In the absence of clearly defined goals, we become strangely loyal to performing daily trivia until ultimately we become enslaved by it.”

If you are reading this right now, I can only assume that you no longer want to be enslaved by the mundane daily trivia the world keeps throwing your way. You are tired of the rat race. You are fully and completely aware that you are better than your past, but you are smart enough to know that if you don’t change how you do things you will keep getting the same old results year after year. Trust me, I want this for you, but I can’t want you to change enough for it to actually happen. You are going to have to will yourself into a new way of doing life.

The first step to get in the game is to accept that you are going to have to take the time and energy to craft the most robust and effective strategic life plan you’ve ever seen. There is no way around it.

Would you want an architect to build your dream home with no blueprints?

Would you want a teacher to spend eight hours a day with your children without well-prepared lessons?

Would you want a financial planner who manages your savings and investments to just wing it?

Would you want to eat a cake your kids baked without a recipe?

Would you want a government with no earthly idea how to navigate partisan bickering? (That’s a joke!) Of course not!

You and I expect professionals to be trained and to have detailed, step-by-step plans on how to do what we are paying them to do, but we often put more energy and effort into planning what we are going to wear than how we are actually going to live. Our grocery lists are planned better than most of our lives!

Mediocrity is counting on you to keep this bad habit. Failure is pleading with you to live life without a strategy. Bad credit and poverty thrive on poor planning and pray you won’t change.

This is about to get deep. . . .

The muscles of your body, mind, heart, and soul are so used to your not having a credible strategy for life that they are actually going to work against you in the form of self-sabotage in the weeks ahead. The plan we are about to create and that you are about to live is going to be such a radical departure from how you’ve always done things that everything in you is going to want to give up.
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