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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all who have struggled with feelings of Never Enough.

You are not alone. There is life beyond the hustle. You are enough.
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Introduction

If my experience is any guide, there are two paths to becoming part of a cult. One is a conscious decision. The other is a series of small, consistent, unconscious steps toward the flickering flame. Looking back, I can’t say I wasn’t warned.

It started in 1992, when I was a senior at Wellesley College, and I was offered a highly coveted job in a two-year financial analyst training program of a global investment bank based in London. The firm was starting to build its U.S. presence, and I was excited to be hired into their New York City mergers-and-acquisitions group. In those days, a post-undergraduate job at a prestigious Wall Street firm like this could put you on the fast track to getting into a top-tier business school and on the path to making the kind of money I could only dream about.

My training began in London, where I was housed in an expensive flat in Kensington, one of the chicest parts of town. Night after night, my cohorts and I were wined and dined at London’s best restaurants by senior members of the firm who introduced us to the organization and its culture. It was a glamorous time for a girl from a small, midwestern town.

After six weeks of training, I was sent to the New York office to begin work. In contrast to my heady time in London, the everyday culture here was classic Wall Street: intense, relentless, and exhausting. Young investment banking analysts like me mostly sat around all day, waiting for a managing director to dump a pile of work on our desks at about 5 p.m., which we would then sweat over until three or four in the morning. We were constantly trying to outdo one another: Who could handle the largest volume of work? Who could curry favor with the most powerful members of the deal teams?

Competition was not limited to new recruits; the senior executives were also engaged in their own Game of Thrones–like battle to advance their careers, resulting in their need to squeeze as much support work out of us as possible. At least once or twice a week, they squeezed so hard that we were forced to pull all-nighters to get it all done. Bleary-eyed as the sun began to rise, we’d freshen up in the bathroom and drink copious amounts of coffee to wake us up before the senior members of the team began to file in at 7:30 a.m.

After six months, I’d had enough. No longer willing to work in an environment that felt like a mixed-martial-arts cage fight, I decided to quit. My plan was to get into business school and then pivot my career toward an area of finance called investment management, a sector that was worlds apart in terms of culture. From what I could tell, investment management had a vibe that felt less like a death match and more like the world of professional tennis—competitive and demanding, yet in a civilized setting.

After all the time and expense the company had invested in my London training, I was sure my bosses would be furious that I was leaving the two-year program early. I steeled myself for the recriminations sure to come. To my surprise, they never did. Instead, the executive managing director to whom I submitted my resignation responded wistfully: “We’ll miss you, Manisha, but good for you. Get out before you have a family and they get so used to the kind of money and lifestyle this brings that you can’t get out.” It almost felt as if I were escaping some kind of cult.

In fact, as word of my leaving trickled out, two additional, highly respected executives each brought me into their offices, shut their doors, and bid me farewell with nearly identical sentiments. They both said it with such a mix of bitterness and resignation, that I can still hear their prescient warnings today: Get out while you can.

Unfortunately, I never did “get out.” In time, I became so plagued by my own toxic beliefs around money, work, and success that I spent the next two-plus decades working even harder than I had on Wall Street. So much so that I woke up at age forty-nine to discover I had ended up trapped in a cult of my own making—the Cult of Never Enough.

To put it simply: No matter how much money I earned, accomplishments I achieved, or praise I received, it was never enough to make me feel whole inside. I was stuck on the proverbial hamster wheel, running as hard as I could but never arriving at the finish line. All this misguided energy resulted in working myself, quite literally, to the brink of death.

And my experience is not unique. Similar stories are being told right now across podcasts, magazine articles, and newspaper op-eds: People everywhere are quitting their jobs and trying to do less, play more, and embrace practices ranging from positive psychology to meditation in an attempt to experience life as human beings, not just human doings.

Yet it’s still not working. Too many of us are suffering from a deeply rooted internal pressure to do more, earn more, achieve more, be more. And what is the result of all this achieving? Burnout, depression, loneliness, and a sense that no matter what we do, it’s just Never Enough.

As a longtime member of the Cult, I’ve struggled with these exact same feelings. But today, I am finally free. I can look back at the decisions that drove my prior destructive behaviors with serenity and grace. And what I’ve come to realize is that far too many of us live our lives to optimize the soul-destroying equation of: self-worth = net worth. That’s why I have written this book. I want to share a new equation, one that liberated me and will empower and set you free as well:

Financial Health + Emotional Wealth = MoneyZen

MoneyZen is a concept I coined roughly a decade ago to describe a brand of financial well-being that focuses on financial health as a precursor to emotional wealth. Back then, I’d tell anyone who’d listen that MoneyZen was a harmonious state of mind, one in which you’d finally found a sense of calm, confidence, and clarity around the role that money plays in your life.

That definition remains spot-on. But in retrospect, there was a flaw in my thinking when it came to the actions required to fully achieve this state. My mistake was believing that simply acquiring greater knowledge about personal finance (the “Money” part of the phrase) would naturally yield a by-product of calm and control (or “Zen”). Said differently, I thought that mastering things like successful debt management and sound investment habits would result in feelings of peace about the role money plays in our daily lives. Boy, was I wrong.

What I’ve ultimately come to learn is that the individual concepts of “Money” and “Zen” must be woven together to fully unleash the magic. And that’s what this book will teach you how to do. Taken together, the seven chapters in MoneyZen give you a real-life blueprint for shedding work addiction, letting go of self-sabotaging habits, and eliminating cultish behaviors around career, money, and success—so you too can live a life of MoneyZen.

Let us launch this journey to escaping the Cult of Never Enough and reclaiming your life by first discussing what this book is not.

This book is not just for people who work on Wall Street, in high tech, or other ridiculously high-paying industries.

The Cult of Never Enough is open to anyone, at any income level. I’ve met underpaid and underappreciated teachers who are obsessed with putting in just one more hour to help a student in need, giving everything and then some to their jobs, but rarely taking time to attend to their own needs. I’ve had entrepreneurs show up to my office in the latest-model Range Rover and designer clothes, only to discover they are cash-strapped and awash in debt, yet unwilling to downsize their lifestyle because they have deep shame about what their friends would think if they knew just how precarious their finances were at this time. I’ve met full-time students with full-time jobs and massive student loan debt who feel embarrassed that they can’t keep up with the spending habits of their debt-free peers, believing that their smaller bank balances somehow make them less worthy of these friendships. I’ve counseled frazzled moms who are the primary breadwinners and their families’ chief caregivers, cooks, and classroom-cupcake-makers, who are scared to lighten up on all these responsibilities because somehow not “doing it all” would make them feel as if they’ve failed. Make no mistake, the Cult of Never Enough includes a very diverse group of individuals.

This book is not a personal finance guide. It does not provide tips and advice to solve money problems.

I have already coauthored two previous books focused on money problems that could be solved with financial solutions. This book is very different. It addresses money worries—a woefully underdiscussed issue that requires emotional and intellectual solutions. We’ll discuss the important distinction between money problems and money worries in greater detail in Chapter 1. For now, suffice it to say that there are many wonderful how-to books in the financial space, and this is not one of them. (You can find a robust, carefully curated list of financial resources for a variety of money problems at MoneyZen.com.)

Rather, the goal of this book is to help you understand why you became ensnared in your unique flavor of the Cult of Never Enough in the first place—and how to extract yourself.

As author Simon Sinek asserts in his wildly popular book Start with Why: “Very few people . . . can clearly articulate WHY they do WHAT they do.” I believe that we get stuck in the Cult of Never Enough because we don’t have a full understanding of the myriad factors that have led us there in the first place. Specifically, why do personal traumas, Counterfeit Financial Culture, Hustle Culture, and even our own biology draw us toward a Never Enough mindset?

Unpacking these four factors, both on a conceptual level and in terms of our own lived experiences, is the focus of the first half of this book. I simply cannot emphasize this strongly enough: This knowledge is the missing ingredient required for life-transforming change.

In the second half of the book, I will introduce you to the twin concepts of financial health and emotional wealth, and show you how they can be used to create a life of MoneyZen for yourself. And because change is often easier when you know you are not alone and can learn from the experiences of others, along the way, you’ll get the real-life stories of people from all walks of life who are sharing the same struggles. Woven alongside are expert insights from critically acclaimed authors, world-renowned psychologists, award-winning academic researchers, and highly regarded thought leaders in a surprisingly broad array of disciplines. They will provide you with actionable guidance that will liberate you once and for all.

In Chapter 1, we begin by examining one of the classic signs that you may be trapped in the Cult of Never Enough: You are a die-hard workaholic. Academic researchers who specialize in workaholism will provide tools for you to assess where you fall on the spectrum, explain the dangerous cognitive dissonance inherent in this obsession, and leave you with a greater understanding of the various ways in which an undue emphasis on work can play out in your life. Not sure if you’re really a workaholic, or you just love your job? In this chapter you’ll also learn to identify the distinctions between unhealthy work habits and healthy work engagement—and how to shift from the former to the latter.

In Chapter 2, we shift gears in a subtle but vital way. We dive into the realm of early personal experiences, the first of the four core factors that can lead to the development of a Never Enough mindset. Even seemingly small traumas, like being bullied at school or routinely ignored by a parent, can compel us to pin on our Busy Badges as adults, remaining constantly in motion to avoid painful feelings. You’ll learn how to honor your past experiences and then transcend them, so you can tune into the emotional awareness and mental strength necessary to move forward.

In Chapter 3, we’ll explore what I call Counterfeit Financial Culture, the societal forces that are constantly telling us we should earn more, so we can buy more, in order to be more. In this vicious cycle of consumption, we lose sense of what truly brings us happiness. Our lauded experts will help us understand, from a historical and sociological perspective, how these pressures came to be so dominant in our lives—and how to overcome them.

It’s of no help that Hustle Culture, an influence we’ll explore in Chapter 4, promotes and perpetuates the myth that giving everything to your job is a virtuous trait; that the meaning of life is somehow found through our career callings; or that putting in long hours will get you the executive title, the corner office, a hefty bonus. As we examine the historical underpinnings of Hustle Culture, you’ll also receive step-by-step advice on how to redefine what a successful life looks like for you, personally—and how to start living it right now.

Those of us who can’t seem to walk away from our desks know that overwork often feels like a clinical addiction—made all the worse by the fact that it is a socially acceptable one. In Chapter 5, we dive into the fascinating biological components that neuroscientists and addiction specialists have identified as driving forces behind our relentless go-go-go behavior. As our experts break down for us what’s actually happening in our brains when we’re in the throes of a work binge, they’ll also present practical strategies for slowing it down. We’ll learn how to Unwind the Fears that trigger our unhealthy habits, and how to Replicate the Rewards we receive from negative behaviors by substituting positive, healthy behaviors instead.

To recap: Chapter 1 gives you a way to assess whether you have fallen prey to the Cult of Never Enough through one of its most prevalent symptoms: workaholism. Chapters 2 through 5, taken together, provide a comprehensive road map designed to help you understand and identify the unique combination of factors that have led you to the Cult of Never Enough—both Why you entered it and Why you’ve stayed in it up until this point. Armed with these specific-to-you insights, you’ll now be ready to switch gears in Chapters 6 and 7 to learn What mindset shifts you can make to escape the Cult of Never Enough and reclaim your life.

To that end, we’ll kick off Chapter 6 by breaking down the two essential core concepts that will enable you to establish a blueprint for a new life that feels true to you: Financial Health + Emotional Wealth. We’ll dive into these two concepts from a variety of angles so that you can fully grasp how powerful they can be when serving as touchstones for your professional, financial, and personal decisions, helping you to define success on your own terms. In this solutions-focused chapter, you’ll also meet a trio of experts, from surprisingly diverse fields, who will provide fascinating perspectives about how to define and nurture the twin concepts of financial health and emotional wealth in all sorts of day-to-day life decisions.

Lastly, in Chapter 7, I’ll pull it all together to reveal the final secret to finding your own unique place of MoneyZen. This is where everything you’ve learned so far comes together, enabling you to identify your enough. This is a delightfully uplifting exercise, and the wide range of interdisciplinary experts you’ll meet in Chapter 7 will provide creative and counterintuitive ideas to help you identify this all-important North Star for achieving personal and professional success. I’ll also share my own time-tested Joy-Based Spending tools, which I’ve successfully used for myself, my clients, and students, to help you align your personal life vision and values with how you use your money on a day-to-day basis.

Finally, I want to encourage you to share and reflect upon any insights you’ve gained from reading this book. Whether in the form of a book club or a personal journaling practice, the very act of writing and talking about the factors that lead us into the Cult of Never Enough, how to escape them, and how to reclaim your life, is a powerful way to reinforce your learning and pave a stronger path toward a life of MoneyZen. At my website, MoneyZen.com, you’ll find a downloadable MoneyZen Book Club Guide as well as a MoneyZen Journal, each of which offer probing questions and chapter-by-chapter reflections to consider as you read along. Alternatively, they can be handy refresher tools if you ever feel the need to revisit or reset your MoneyZen mindset as your life circumstances shift.

* * *

My own escape from the Cult of Never Enough was very much a two-steps-forward, one-step-back process. When I embarked upon this journey, I was highly skeptical about whether I could truly give up my addiction to work, money, accomplishments, and prestige. My behaviors felt too deeply embedded in my DNA. To my surprise and delight, over the course of absorbing and acting on the interdisciplinary research in this book, I received the most precious gift ever: I got my life back.

Today, I feel as if I have been handed a giant blank canvas, brand-new paintbrushes of all sizes and shapes, and a rainbow spectrum of open paint cans with which to play. No longer am I directed by nagging thoughts of all the tasks I should be doing, no more rushing around with my Busy Badge on. It’s just me with my brushes and paint, creating the life I want to live, with all sorts of new adventures, connections, and discoveries on the horizon. My greatest hope when I broke from the Cult of Never Enough was that I’d stop feeling so bad. In my wildest dreams, I could not have imagined I’d end up feeling so good.

As you begin your own journey, be gentle with yourself and know that it is natural to struggle—and, yes, even fail at times, as you move forward. Major transformations are almost never a linear process. But thanks to the many brilliant experts and generous individuals who have shared their wisdom in this book, you can create your own custom path to freedom, reclaim your life, and experience lasting wealth. Get ready to start playing with your own set of paints, because your life is about to start bursting with color and new possibilities.





Chapter 1

Never Enough

“Making money your god is the fastest route to misery and self-absorption.”

If I had to reach back in time to identify the decision that first led me to burn down my relationships, wreck my health, and wake up at age forty-nine to discover that I’d sacrificed my entire life to the altar of work—it was probably that crisp spring day in 1999 when I accepted the yellow pills from the elegantly dressed woman sitting a few rows behind me on a flight to New York. That decision sealed my initiation into the Cult of Never Enough.

At the time, I was a wide-eyed, ambitious twenty-nine-year-old, a few years out of Harvard Business School, working as an equity analyst and portfolio manager in Houston for an institutional investment management firm. Our clients were pension funds, endowments, foundations, and other institutional entities that had selected us to invest sums ranging from $10 million to well in excess of $100 million on their behalf.

The firm I worked for was managing over $50 billion in total client assets at the time. The senior executives made multiple millions of dollars a year, enjoyed second homes in upscale resort communities like Aspen and Pebble Beach, and were respected pillars of the community, serving on the boards of Houston’s most prestigious nonprofit organizations.

The work was fascinating. Wearing my equity analyst hat, my job, in the simplest terms, was to analyze publicly traded companies ranging from Wal-Mart to American Express, and make recommendations as to whether we should buy, hold, or sell these stocks for our clients. Wearing my portfolio manager hat, I implemented the firm’s investment strategies in my clients’ portfolios, taking their needs and objectives into consideration.

Finance was, and still is, a field overwhelmingly dominated by men. But I loved the fact that the measure of success in my niche of the industry was gender-neutral: You make a recommendation and then, over time, the market tells you through the performance of the stock how accurate your recommendation was. There’s no ambiguity. You’re either adding value or you’re not—and you are paid accordingly. A shy introvert with an eager-to-please personality (and no husband, children, hobbies, or nonwork friends to compete with my total devotion to work), I was determined to add as much value as possible.

Traditionally, the firm had served very large institutions. You had to have big bucks to get through our front door. But it was the go-go tech era of the late 1990s, and new business ideas were popping up everywhere across the country, from Silicon Valley to New York City. Back in Houston, I had a new business idea, too. I wanted to start selling a unique type of financial product that, in essence, could bring us clients who didn’t necessarily have the “big bucks” minimum required for entry.

Many of the longtime senior executives weren’t sold. I heard grumblings: This will degrade our brand. It won’t be profitable. Our existing clients won’t like it one bit. All valid business concerns, and they had every right to be skeptical. But their doubts only triggered an intense desire to prove myself. I wanted a seat at their table and was determined to show what I could do.

So my assistant, Jeanine, and I set about starting to build the new unit from scratch, figuring out compliance issues, operations, trading, marketing, distribution, client reporting, etc. Once the core infrastructure was set up, I embarked upon a multiyear marketing effort. Traveling up to forty weeks a year, I crisscrossed the nation, taking as many as six meetings a day to pitch our services to new clients and update existing ones. My body and brain were stuck in the “on” position: always go-go-go. It was not uncommon for me to get off a plane at 9 p.m., go straight to the office and work until 2 a.m., return home for a shower and brief sleep, and be back at my desk before the opening bell on the New York Stock Exchange had even rung.

That fateful day on the plane, the elegant woman must have noticed how completely depleted I was and decided to let me in on the secret. I recall that I was sitting in seat 1B, on a flight from Houston to New York. (It cost a ton more, but 1B enabled me to jump up as soon as the plane pulled into the gate and be first off, so that nothing kept me from moving forward toward more work. Overkill, I know.) My laptop was open, there were papers strewn across the tray table, tears streaming down my face. Overwhelmed and exhausted, I wasn’t sure how I would make it through the dozen back-to-back meetings I had scheduled over the next two days.

But then, she approached. I can still recall her perfectly polished two-toned Chanel heels gleaming as she kneeled by my seat.

“Hello,” she said, with a look that indicated an intimate familiarity with my predicament.

I’d noticed her earlier, sitting a few rows back. She was a senior executive in the industry, and I’d always marveled at her wealthy-woman hair: precision cut, frizz-free, and lustrously red. Most days, my dark brown hair was an unruly, Super Cuts special, pulled back in a ponytail because I couldn’t control the way it frizzed in the Texas humidity.

She wore a sleek Armani suit, a trio of subtle yet stunning Harry Winston eternity bands, and a classic Cartier watch (one I would later procure in the same style, hoping it would magically bestow upon me equivalent poise). As far as I could tell, she never wore the same ensemble twice. Her effortless grace and style dazzled me; I was transfixed.

Staring into my eyes, she opened up a silver monogrammed pillbox and held out three yellow tablets in her perfectly manicured hand. She spoke in a hushed, almost conspiratorial tone: “Take these.”

I took them eagerly, like a child grabbing at candy.

“Just a half of one to start,” she warned. “Then later, if you need to, you can take more.”

“Thank you so much,” I said, wiping away tears. She solemnly nodded, then glided away before I could say more.

I swallowed half of a pill, as directed, and found that it kept my overanxious brain calm enough to finish my work on the plane. Then I took the other half and powered through my presentations. I felt incredibly appreciative of my new benefactor.

A few weeks later, I bumped into her again at an investment conference. We exchanged professional pleasantries and she asked if the Valium had helped. It had never occurred to me to ask what she had given me. If she used them, I blindly assumed they must be okay.

“Yes, thank you,” I said. “They were a lifesaver.”

She nodded, opened her red Hermès bag to retrieve her pill case, and said, “Take a few more, just in case. We all use them when we need to push through.”

Pushing through was all I knew at the time. I took them, gratefully.

Running her eyes up and down my outfit (sensible chunky heels and a brown knit suit—an ensemble I’d thought was the height of comfy chic), she jotted a name and phone number on a piece of paper and handed it to me.

“Next time you’re in New York,” she said, “you must see my stylist at Armani. Tell him I sent you.”

She wasn’t talking about Armani from a department store. She meant the actual flagship Giorgio Armani boutique, where the staff plied customers with champagne, and made you feel like a literal princess. Thus I learned about the world of Jimmy Choo heels and Prada handbags.

Although the elegant woman and I never became more than superficial acquaintances, I think of her as my gatekeeper into a cult of sorts. Some might call it my initiation into the cult of greed or the cult of money. But for me, it was never really about the money. It was about what the money represented: a scorecard of self-worth and a source of safety.

As I look back today, it is crystal clear that the reason I became so deeply sucked into my work was that I was desperately trying to fill a pit of shame and self-doubt that was at the core of my existence. Work was my everything. It was the place I turned to to hide from my pain and find protection from my fears. Receiving praise from my boss or watching a colleague’s eyes widen when learning how fast the business unit was growing was my fix, my addiction. Money in the bank served as the metaphorical stockpile of anxiety-reducing, fear-blocking, pain-numbing pills on my shelf.

That fateful day on the plane, when I took the yellow pill, I embraced my new religion: the Cult of Never Enough. Ever dutiful, I followed the Never Enough code with gusto: When you think you can’t go on, you must find a way. For me, that meant forgoing sleep, ignoring family, self-medicating—whatever it took to just push through and get it done.

Among the many rites of passage of my new cult, December heralded the start of the most important ritual: “Bonus Time.” This was the moment at which you found out just how much your past year’s work was worth, at least to your employer, in the form of a single number—the amount of your bonus check.

In my area of finance, base salaries were capped. But bonuses? Those had no limits. In theory, your bonus number was determined by business factors, such as how hard you worked, how much you contributed to the team, and, above all, how much money you made the company. In reality there were often other intangible elements, such as your perceived level of devotion to your work. And I was nothing if not devoted. First at my desk and last to leave? Check. Sweat every detail of a presentation, no matter how small? Check. (One tactic I’d learned from a colleague: Anytime you have to run a personal errand during work, take your wallet and car keys but leave your suit jacket on the back of your chair and your purse visibly on the floor by your credenza to make it seem as if you’d only briefly stepped away—because who would leave the building without their purse?)

It was exceptionally rare for any of us to share our bonus numbers with each other. So, part of the annual ritual was silently guessing at another colleague’s bonus size based on post-holiday behaviors. For example, you might hear, come January, that a peer upgraded from a C-Class Mercedes to an S-Class, or bought an acre of raw land in Telluride, Colorado, for a future second home, and then you’d assume they must have gotten a better number than you did.

For some, that bonus paid for an elite country club membership, or a budding art collection, or being able to get a NetJets share and never fly commercial again. Others, like me, would sock it away every year, aiming to retire early. (But, of course, none of us would actually do that because that would mean you finally had enough money and there’s never enough.)

Since it was taboo to talk about bonus figures at work, I couldn’t wait to share my number with my parents. It makes me cringe now to think of how, every Christmas, when they would pick me up at the airport, I’d talk about money for almost the entire twenty-minute drive to their home. My mom would politely listen, albeit weary of the annual ritual. When she could take no more, she’d finally ask, “So, Mish” (her nickname for me), “how are YOU?” Without skipping a beat, I’d continue my financial monologue, adding up my base salary plus that year’s interest and dividend income from my savings and investments. Then I’d flash a big smile as I announced my bonus number and shared what it added up to in terms of my total annual income and current net worth.

Sighing out of both love and frustration, my father would interject, “Munya” (his nickname for me), and share a series of Indian parables that boiled down to: “Making money your god is the fastest route to misery and self-absorption.”

I’d say, “Yeah, yeah. I got it, Doof” (my nickname for him). But I was already focused on next year’s bonus, because another key requirement of cult membership was to keep your number rising.

Above all, my bonus number served as a distorted external manifestation of my inner self-perception. Put another way, I had reduced my life to a single equation: self-worth = net worth.

Come January 1, the cycle began anew. Work harder, longer; sleep less. Self-medicate whenever you think you just can’t keep going. Whatever it takes to notch another accomplishment on your resume, earn more praise, and get bigger numbers. For me, this madness was worth it to feel whole again, even if only for a short while.

By the time I’d left the Houston firm to pursue yet another set of career goals, the division I’d spent a decade building had grown to nearly $6 billion in assets under management. I loved telling people that. I still get a dopamine rush in the pleasure centers of my brain when I say it out loud—six billion dollars—because it sounds so darn impressive. Yet, at the same time, I also had an aching sense of disappointment—like I still hadn’t accomplished enough. I felt I should have been able to grow that number even bigger. Anyone on the outside would likely have seen me as a success. But in reality, my life was in Stage 1 of unraveling.

At age thirty-nine, my marriage of just three years was already on shaky ground because I wouldn’t stop working around the clock; I had lost touch with friends from college and grad school; and despite all the time and energy spent chasing professional accolades, no matter how many I received, I ached for more. I stubbornly refused to denounce the Cult of Never Enough.

I thought I was living the American Dream. It turned out to be a nightmare.

* * *

What if everything we have come to believe about “success” is actually an illusion? What if our tendency to develop our lives around the act of pursuing money and prestige has not liberated us at all, but rather has left many of us addicted to these pursuits, even as they contribute to depression, anxiety, broken relationships, and a nagging sense that what we do is never enough—that we are not enough?

For nearly thirty years, I was swept up in the Cult of Never Enough. By that I mean, no matter how early I started or how late I finished work, there was never enough time. No matter how much money I made, it wasn’t enough to feel like I could take my foot off the gas pedal. No matter how many accolades and awards I received, it was never enough to keep me from feeling empty afterward, like—okay, how can I top that? Even at the height of my lifetime financial earnings, I was constantly plagued by money worries.

I want to pause here to elaborate on the difference between money problems and money worries. There are countless financial “experts” who assert in their books, podcasts, and TV appearances that all it takes to solve your money problems is to earn more and spend less. I would argue that that’s much too simplistic. Financial health doesn’t come in one-size-fits-all protocols, and many money problems are exacerbated by forces beyond any individual’s control.

Real-world economic issues like wage stagnation, cost-of-living increases, high inflation, affordable-housing shortages, and the fact that the top 0.1 percent of Americans hold the same amount of wealth as the bottom 85 percent—these are terrible money problems. The fact that teachers—the very people we entrust to help us educate and shape our children—are not paid anything remotely aligned with the value they add to society tells you something about the outlandish wealth inequality in our country. When we don’t pay people what they’re worth, it makes it nearly impossible for the two-thirds of Americans who are living paycheck to paycheck to earn more or spend less. These kinds of money problems require a wide range of financial solutions—some that are unique to your personal economic situation and some that have to do with engaging corporations, institutions, and government policy makers in fixing our larger economic inequalities.

Money worries, however, are a different beast. The money worries that we will be addressing in this book—namely, those that spring from a Never Enough mindset—beg for emotional and intellectual solutions, because they are often not about our finances at all. Instead, they are a collective aching, a feeling that I will never measure up no matter how hard I try.

This book is for anyone, at any income level, who feels a visceral compulsion to work more, earn more, achieve more accolades, and have more success—even at the expense of your relationships, your health, and your life. My greatest goal in writing this book is to help you shed a Never Enough mindset so you can reach your own place of MoneyZen.

MoneyZen isn’t a mystical concept. It simply depicts a philosophy that allows you to make clear, thoughtful decisions around money that consistently enhance your emotional wealth. Unfortunately, most people never reach a place of MoneyZen. This book explores the reasons why—and how you can overcome them.

My workaholism was just one symptom of my Never Enough mindset. Chasing
















	You think of how you can free up more time to work.

	You spend much more time working than initially intended.

	You work in order to reduce feelings of guilt, anxiety, helplessness, and depression.

	You have been told by others to cut down on work, without listening to them.

	You become stressed if you are prohibited from working.

	You deprioritize hobbies, leisure activities, and exercise because of your work.

	You work so much that it has negatively influenced your health.






	Feeling compelled to work because of internal pressures.

	Having persistent thoughts about work when not working.

	Working beyond what is reasonably expected of the worker (as established by the requirements of the job or basic economic needs) despite the potential for negative consequences (for example, marital issues).
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	I’m not spending all day on Zoom anymore

	I’m restructuring my approach to work

	I’m really not going to be putting up with any s#%t at work ever again - life literally is too short

	I’m losing 15kg

	I want every day to count for something at work, else I’m changing my role

	I want to spend more time with my family

































OEBPS/images/9780063247970_Cover.jpg
moneyzen

THE

SECRET TO

FINDING YOUR

“ENOUGH”

manisha thakor

MBA, CFA, CFP®





OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
moneyzen

THE SECRET TO FINDING

Your “ENOUGH”

Manisha Thakor

with Lisa Sweetingham

18((17

HARPER
ssssss

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





