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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my wife, Lindsay, who believed in me when I didn’t believe in myself

. . . and to the memory of Philip Marsh, who was my friend.
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Author’s Note

When I set out to tell this story, I realized that, like any story, there are an infinite number of ways to tell it.

This particular tale involves a public art project that had contributions from more than twenty thousand people but that was put together almost entirely by one person (me). In light of that, the decision I had to make was this: Do I tell the story of the more than twenty thousand submissions, or do I tell the story of my own experience of putting the project together, of reading every one of those submissions and being impacted by them?

In the end, I realized that my own story is the only one I can tell. For one thing, the submissions were anonymous, and a great many of them lacked enough context to get a clear picture of what the story actually was. When someone wrote that they regret “Not telling him to stop,”* there are a number of things they could have meant, and while I have my own theories about which ones are more likely than others, in the end that probably says more about me than it does about the person who wrote those words.

But even if I knew for certain what a submission meant, I didn’t know anything about the person who sent it. How old are they? What color is their skin? Where did they grow up, and with whom? Are they tall or short? Male, female, or nonbinary? Single, married, divorced, or widowed? All of those answers give insight into their stories, and I don’t know a single one of them.

In light of that, I decided to tell the story as I experienced it. While I do share a good number of the submissions I received, this is ultimately not a book about a quantitative analysis of data. Instead it’s a book about my own experience wading through those data and what I learned along the way about regret, heartache, and moving on.

James Joyce once wrote, “For myself, I always write about Dublin, because if I can get to the heart of Dublin I can get to the heart of all the cities of the world. In the particular is contained the universal.”

My hope is that in the particulars of my story you will find something universal, something that connects to your own life, something to remind you that in the end we are not so different, you and I.

*  *  *

One more word of caution before we get started: you should know that this is gonna get weird.

This story involves multiple Viking funerals, thousands of square feet of cardboard, and enough hot glue to supply your mother-in-law’s craft night for the rest of time—not to mention an in-depth analysis of which human names are appropriate for dogs, a metaphor about a trash compactor, and two separate stories about the same Billy Joel song.

But it also involves regret, self-doubt, insecurity, and, ultimately, redemption.

Or something like that.

So buckle up, friend. It’s about to get bumpy.
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1

How This Whole Thing Got Started

This book is about a crazy idea I had to build and burn a giant Viking ship, the journey I went on (both internally and externally) to make that happen, and what I learned about myself, and humanity, in the process.

But before I tell you about that Viking ship, I have to tell you about another one (as I mentioned in the Author’s Note, there are multiple Viking ships in this story), because while this probably won’t ever make any real sense to a sane person, at least this way you’ll understand a little bit of how this whole thing got started.

In May 2016, I turned thirty years old. A few weeks prior to that, my mom asked if I was planning on doing anything special to celebrate the milestone. Since my parents live in the country, she suggested that I could have a bonfire on their property.

I thought about this for a few days, then called to let her know I would not be having a birthday party after all. Instead, I would have a funeral to mourn the death of my twenties.

My mother, naturally, thought this was absurd. “Is this your idea of a quirky party theme?” she asked. “What, are you going to have everyone dress in black, and you’ll have a coffin for them to put their gifts inside?”

“No, Mom . . .” I laughed. “That would be creepy. I’m not having a regular funeral for my twenties. I’m having a Viking funeral.”

She sighed. “Why are you so weird?”

I took that to mean that she was still on board with me having the event at her house.

The next person I had to convince was my wife, Lindsay. I waited until the kids were in bed, then sidled up next to her on the couch, where she was scrolling through Instagram.

“So I’ve been thinking about my birthday . . .” I said, handing her a glass of wine.

She put her phone down and gave me a suspicious look.

“What?!” I said, feigning innocence.

“I can already tell you’re up to something,” she said, accepting the wine but still looking wary.

“Well, I had this idea that instead of a birthday party, I could have a Viking funeral for my twenties,” I began.

My wife rolled her eyes. This was not her first Kyle-presents-an-idea rodeo.

“Go on,” she said, taking a sip.

“Well, I was thinking I could build a big Viking dragon ship, then I could put some letters and numbers inside that say ‘my twenties,’ then I could shoot a flaming arrow into it and set it on fire,” I explained.

“And you’re telling me this because . . .” she trailed off.

“Because it’s going to cost us some money, and if I’m going to get it done in time for my birthday, I’ll have to drop everything else for the next few weeks, and that’s a pretty big decision that I don’t want to make without you being on board.”

She laughed. “Oh, Kyle . . .”

“What?” I asked.

“It’s cute that you think you’re asking me for permission,” she said.

“I am asking you for permission,” I replied. “If you say no, I won’t do it.”

“That’s really sweet that you think that’s true,” she said. “But I’ve known you long enough to recognize when you get this kind of idea.”

“What kind of idea?” I asked.

“The kind of idea that you’re going to do no matter what anyone says.”

I was taken aback. “Babe!” I said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I mean yes, I’m excited about this idea. And yes, I really want to do this. But if you say no, I’ll let it go.”

“Again, it’s adorable that you believe that. But what will really happen is that you will keep dropping increasingly less subtle hints about it until I give in. So I’ll just save us the trouble and give in now.”

I weighed my options: I could keep trying to convince her that I was serious about wanting her buy-in, or I could just accept the buy-in she’d already put on the table.

I went with door number two.

“You’re the best, babe!” I said, kissing the top of her head as I got up from the couch.

I gathered my supplies, sat down in the kitchen, and began working on a maquette. “Maquette” is a French word that just means “model.” But at some point in the past, artsy-fartsy types got together and decided, “Why use an understandable English word when we could use a fancy-pants FRENCH word that makes us feel better than everyone else?” So now anytime an artist builds a model of something, they call it a maquette.

The purpose of a maquette is to help the artist figure out the proportions of a piece before they start building the full-size version of it. It’s much cheaper to make a mistake on a scale model than it is on the final product.

This was going to be the biggest sculpture I’d ever built, so I figured I should build a maquette to help me figure out exactly how big to make it.

I knew that I was going to build it out of cardboard, because cardboard is cheap and strong and remarkably versatile, and also because there’s something poetic about creating something beautiful from a material most people consider to be garbage.

I knew that I could get sheets of cardboard that were eight feet tall, so I decided I’d use every bit of that height. Then, I just had to figure out how long the ship should be.

“I think it’s going to be eight feet tall by twelve feet long,” I told Lindsay.

“Sounds good!” she said from the other room.

After building the maquette, though, I changed my mind.

“It looks weird being that short. I think I need to make it at least fourteen feet long for the proportions to look right.”

“Okay, but can we keep it there? I don’t want this getting out of hand.”

Based on her tone of voice, it sounded like she was already beginning to regret her decision to green-light this whole thing.

“Fourteen feet it is,” I said. “Not an inch longer. Scout’s honor.”

“You were never a scout, Kyle,” she said, sounding suspicious.

“And thus I have no qualms about besmirching their honor!”

She laughed.

“I’m going to bed,” she said, then added, “Fourteen feet, okay?”

“Fourteen feet!” I said, holding up my hand in that weird three-finger salute that Scouts and Hunger Games contestants use.

The final ship was sixteen feet long. My apologies to the Scouts.

*  *  *

Over the next few weeks, I built an enormous cardboard Viking ship in my garage.

I built it in pieces, knowing that I would have to transport it to my parents’ house for the burning, but due to the size constraints of my garage, I couldn’t actually fit all of the pieces inside at once without some creative Tetris-esque arranging. This meant that if I wanted to see how the ship actually looked all put together, I had to drag the pieces out into the driveway, where my neighbors could take mental snapshots to file away as evidence of me having lost my marbles.

I’d never built anything this size on my own before, so it was a make-it-up-as-you-go sort of operation. There were several times when I spent hours and hours building a piece of the ship, only to tear it all apart and start over because I realized I’d made a mistake.

The last few days of the project are a blur to me now. I was staying up well into the night, working on the ship with a few friends until they had to go home, then working by myself until my eyelids got so heavy I couldn’t keep them open anymore. At that point I’d go to bed for a few hours, then I’d wake up, drink an entire pot of coffee, and get back to it. One night I got four hours of sleep. The next night I got three hours, then two hours the night after that.

The morning of the celebration, my wife called my phone.

“Where are you?” she asked.

“In the garage,” I said.

“What time did you come to bed?” she asked.

“I’ll let you know as soon as that happens,” I said.

“Kyle, you have to come sleep.”

Years of marriage have taught me to recognize when I’m going to lose an argument, so I unplugged the hot glue gun, walked inside, and laid down for an hour.

Later that morning, my friend Spencer and I loaded the pieces inside a van he’d borrowed from his work. It took us several trips, and we had to strap the giant numbers to the top of the van, but eventually we got the entire thing to my parents’ house. I’ll never forget following behind Spencer in my car, laughing at the absurdity of a giant cardboard zero strapped to the top of an unmarked white van as it went over hill and dale, snaking through back roads.

We assembled the pieces using my tried and true seat-of-the-pants approach. Since there was no electricity in the field, I had to plug my hot glue gun into an adapter in my brother’s truck. Unfortunately, there just wasn’t enough power to make it work for more than a few minutes at a time, so instead I used a propane torch to melt the hot glue, then attempted to aim the drips where I needed them. This was less than ideal, but with some trial and error it was a workable technique.

Shortly after we got the ship assembled, people began to arrive for the celebration. A table was set up with snacks and drinks, and people milled about, taking pictures of the ship and commenting on what a strange and hilarious experience this whole thing was.

When the sun went down, we gathered together, I gave a short speech (I’m a professional speaker—I couldn’t help myself), and we all shot Roman candles at the ship because I hadn’t had time to figure out how to make a flaming arrow work.

Dozens of fiery projectiles struck the ship in unison, and my weeks of work began to burn. As the flames crept up the dragon’s back, my daughter Lucy whispered in my ear.

“She was a beautiful ship, Dad.”

I had to agree.

In a matter of minutes, the ship burned away to nothing. The flames rose high into the night sky, and the ash rained down like snow for minutes afterward, dusting the shoulders of everyone in attendance.

As the fire died down, people began saying their good-byes, telling me one last “Happy birthday,” and heading home.

The next morning I boarded a plane, flew to Utah for a speaking engagement, and assumed that life would basically return to normal.

Boy, was I wrong.
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A Long History of Weird Projects

I have a long history of weird projects.

For instance, I once had this friend who wouldn’t stop bugging me about running a marathon. He was a marathon runner, and like a lot of people with debilitating addictions, he wasn’t content just to ruin his own life, he also wanted to drag everyone else down with him. So every time I’d see him, we’d have the same conversation:

Him: You’ve got to run a marathon, dude. It’s so much fun.

Me: That’s a lie. People die running marathons. Dying is not fun.

Him: Okay, maybe “fun” is the wrong word, but it’s such a cool feeling to be able to say that you’ve run a marathon.

Me: Well, I could say that I’ve run a marathon now.

Him: Yeah, but that would be dishonest.

Me: True, but I could still say it. And also, if honesty is the best policy, that means dishonesty is still the second-best policy, and I’m okay with silver.

Him: What is wrong with you?

At the end of our conversation, he would always point out that while I could say that I’d run a marathon, no one would really believe me. And I realized he was right. I’m not a runner, I don’t talk about running, and I have no proof that I’ve ever run a marathon.

But I also realized that it would theoretically be possible to convince people you’d run a marathon without actually running one at all. Just as a thought experiment, I tried to come up with a list of all the kinds of proof a person would need to be convinced that another person had run a marathon.

Here’s what I came up with:


	Physical proof: When you run a marathon, they give you a race number, a T-shirt, maybe even a medal. Most people keep this stuff as mementos, hanging their medals in conspicuous places in their home to make you feel bad about yourself when you visit. So if you’re going to convince someone that you’ve run a marathon, you’d have to figure out how to get all that stuff.

	Photographic proof: There’s no point in running a marathon if you don’t get a picture of yourself looking miserable with your race number pinned to your sweaty T-shirt. So to convince people that you’ve run a marathon, you’re going to need to fake a picture like that.

	Social proof: If I tell you I ran the XYZ Marathon, you’re going to be pretty suspicious if you Google that name and nothing comes up.



As I thought about these three things—physical proof, photographic proof, and social proof—I realized that none of them required any running at all.

I also realized that there are probably a lot of other people out there who, like me, want their marathon-running friends to just leave us alone to live our sedentary lives and who, like me, would be willing to bend the truth a bit if it would get the marathon mafia off our backs.

So I decided to host the world’s first fake marathon.

I got some friends together and we made a plan.

The idea was simple. First, people would give us money. That’s important.

Second, we would send them all of the stuff they’d get from a normal race. We’d send them a custom race number with their name printed on it. We’d send them a commemorative race T-shirt. If they paid us enough, we’d even send them a medal.

That took care of the physical proof.

For photographic proof, we’d ask each “participant” to pin on their race number, dress in their finest running gear, and have a friend take a picture of them pretending to run. Then we’d ask them to post this photo to their social media accounts and use the official race hashtag.

Seeing hundreds of pictures like this would help with social proof, too, but to really cement that side of things we’d put together an official race website with information, a race map, and sponsors. We’d even list everyone’s official finishing times. (Since I’d never run a marathon before, I didn’t know how long it usually takes someone to finish one, so I scoured the internet for a spreadsheet of New York City Marathon finishing times. Then I stripped all of the names off it and replaced them with the names of our participants. In a blatant cash grab, the more money you gave us, the better your race time would be.)

I called the race Run Free, because it was free of running. I was hoping we could get a hundred or so people to sign up, because that seemed like a believable number.

In the end, more than a thousand people participated in the race. We raised just over twenty-three thousand dollars on Kickstarter, the race got sponsored by Groupon, and we were featured in the print edition of Runner’s World magazine.

As soon as the Runner’s World piece came out, I called my friend back:.

Me: Hey, man, quick question. How many marathons have you run?

Him: Well, between marathons and half marathons, probably like fifteen. Why?

Me: Man, that’s a lot. So how many times have you been in Runner’s World?

Him: Oh, I’ve never been in Runner’s World.

Me: I have! *click*

*  *  *

Run Free was a lot of fun to work on, but it was just one in a long series of weird side projects I’ve had over the years.

There was the time I made an app called BeardMyBaby, whose sole purpose was to put beards onto pictures of babies.

There was the time I took the backseat off a tandem bicycle and replaced it with the back half of a horse so that when you sat on the front seat, it looked like a centaur was riding the bike.

There was the time a local magazine held a contest for “Best Person to Invite to a Party” and my friend Jesse made the top five but not the top three, so I raised money to buy him a six-foot trophy that said, “Springfield’s fourth or fifth best person to invite to a party.”

I could go on, but I think you get the gist.

The reason I bring all this up is twofold:

First, because I want you to think, “Wow, Kyle is fascinating and creative and hilarious! I wish I could be like him!” (This is why any writer writes anything—because we want you to like us.)

But second, because it gives context to why I would spend time and money building a giant Viking ship only to immediately set it on fire.

I did it because, well . . . that’s the kind of stuff I like to do.

And like all of the other projects I’ve done, I assumed it would be a thing that people laughed at, talked about for a bit, and subsequently forgot.

In other words, I assumed life would more or less go back to normal after the ship burned.

But that’s not what happened.

When I first announced that I’d be having a Viking funeral for my twenties, I had a lot of people ask if I was going to record the burning of the ship for people who couldn’t be there. Then I had people ask if I was going to record the creation of the ship. A few people even said, “This idea is so weird, I’d watch one of those internet minidocumentaries about it.”

So I called up some friends who run a video production company, and they agreed to help me put something together. During the construction of the ship, they came over and got footage of me cutting and gluing cardboard, and then they sat me down for an interview about the whole thing.

I probably talked for thirty minutes or so, and they used their editing magic to pull out the two or three good things I said in there and string them together into something coherent.

At one point they asked me if I was going to be sad to burn the ship after working so hard on it, and I said no. I said that you have to let go of the old to make room for the new. You have to let go of the past if you want to have room for better things in the future.

That quote made it into the final video, and the idea really seemed to resonate with people. The video began to spread around the internet, and I started to get emails and messages from people who’d seen it.

These messages all followed a pretty similar format. They’d say something like:

Hey, Kyle,

I saw your Viking birthday thing.

It was weird.

But somehow it inspired me to let go of some of my own stuff.

So thanks.

P.S.: I just wish I could let go of my stuff with a cool Viking funeral like you did.

When I got one email like this, I thought, Aw, that’s nice.

When I got two emails like this, I thought, That’s funny. They both said pretty much the same thing.

But when the emails just kept coming, and they all said the same thing, I started to think maybe this wasn’t going to be like my other projects. Maybe this wasn’t going to be just another thing that faded into the background.

I had no idea how right I was.




3

The Second Ship

It wasn’t all that unusual for me to get notes from people saying they liked a project of mine. What was unusual was that the notes just kept coming, even after I’d done multiple other projects.

Like, even after a whole year’s worth of other projects.

In the year after I built the first Viking ship, I:


	launched a T-shirt company

	tried to get voted in as my town’s “Best Cold Sandwich” (I’m almost 100 percent sure I won, but the magazine holding the competition invalidated my votes because, in their words, “You’re not a sandwich”)*

	built a giant sculpture of an astronaut head with lights and motors inside

	built an enormous cardboard fish submarine

	made a video about kindness that got picked up by Upworthy and racked up hundreds of thousands of views

	got 37,000 people to sing “Don’t Stop Believing,” with me

	gave more than 125 speeches in 29 states



It was a busy year! But each of those projects came and went just like every project that had come before. People would like, comment, share, and talk about them for a while, then they’d move on to other things.

The Viking ship, however, just wouldn’t fade away.

A full year after I burned the ship, I was still getting messages and comments about it. I would meet people and they’d say, “Oh, I know who you are! You’re the Viking ship guy!”

That had never happened with any of my other projects.

So when yet another email came in that said, “You inspired me to let go of some of my own stuff . . . I just wish I had a cool Viking funeral like you did,” I thought, Well, maybe I can help with that.

*  *  *

Once I realized the Viking ship wasn’t going to go away quietly, I began talking with friends and family about the possibility of doing a follow-up project. Pretty soon, talking turned into looking at warehouse space, pricing out supplies, and—you guessed it—building a maquette.

Finally, in September 2017, I announced to the public that I would be doing one more Viking funeral.

This one wouldn’t be for me, though, and it wouldn’t be about letting go of my twenties. Instead, this would be a chance for anyone who wanted to let go of something from their past.

The idea was simple: I asked people to take a note card and write down something they wanted to let go of. It could be a regret, a mistake, a limiting belief, a habit. It could be something that happened to them or something they’d done themselves. It could even be something that DIDN’T happen that they wish HAD happened. Anything really, as long as it was something they wanted to put behind them.

In other words, I asked, “What’s something that makes you say, ‘That’s the person I used to be, but it’s not me anymore’?” We all have these things, and most of us know we need to let them go. But that can be easier said than done, and sometimes what we need most is another person to come along and give us permission to say, “It’s okay if you want to stop carrying that.”

I asked people to mail their note card to me, and I promised I would build another Viking ship, fill it with the submissions, and set it on fire as a symbolic act of letting go.

It would be a Viking funeral for the people we used to be.

I put out a video explaining the whole idea, and immediately people began to respond. I got a hundred submissions, then five hundred, then a thousand. Sometimes I’d get an envelope with one card in it from an individual who saw the video and wanted to participate. At other times I’d get an envelope with a whole stack of cards from a dormitory floor or a soccer team or an Alcoholics Anonymous group who’d gotten together to fill out their cards and talk about the things they wanted to let go of. Sometimes I’d even get a package with hundreds and hundreds of cards from an entire school who’d done the project together.

Some of these cards were heartbreaking. Here’s a small sampling of some of the first ones that came in:

[image: image]

I read every single card that came in. To be honest, sometimes it was hard to keep reading. There were cards that spoke of broken relationships, broken hearts, and broken dreams. There were cards from children who regretted the way they’d treated their parents, parents who regretted the way they’d treated their children, cards from people who’d been abused, people who’d been made fun of, people who’d been ignored.

Sometimes I’d have to stop reading, put the cards down, and walk around the neighborhood to clear my head and remind myself that life isn’t all despair and regret.

As the cards continued to come in, I began to build the ship. But unlike the first ship, this one wouldn’t be done in a few weeks. In fact, this one wouldn’t even be done in a few months. This one was going to take quite a bit longer, for one simple reason: this ship was going to be much bigger than the last one.

Part of the reason for this was that I don’t like doing the same things over and over again. If I’m going to do something I’ve done before, it needs to be bigger or better in some way, or else I’ll get bored and lose interest pretty quickly. But there was another reason, too.

In the video that my friends made about the first Viking funeral, there’s a moment where a boy named Ian is standing in front of the ship, looking up at the dragon’s head towering above him, and his jaw just drops.

When I saw that in the video, I thought, Man, that looks cool! I wish everyone got to look at the ship from that perspective. But the only way to do that would be to make the ship much, much bigger.

So that’s what I decided to do.

In fact, I decided to make the second ship big enough that the first ship would’ve fit comfortably inside it. I did some rough estimates, and I figured it would take me about a year to build something that big.

So I rented a warehouse with sixteen-foot ceilings. I ordered a giant pile of lumber and a stack of cardboard so big that it broke the table I put it on. Then I got to work.

I started by building a wooden frame. Since this ship was so much bigger than the last one, I wasn’t confident that I could build it out of cardboard alone. I decided it would be safer to build an internal support structure out of wood, then cover that with cardboard.

Building the frame by myself was a terrible idea. It turns out, there’s a reason construction crews employ more than one person. Having even one extra set of hands would have made the process so much easier, but despite the fact that people had offered to help, I mostly worked alone.

This was for two reasons:

First, because I don’t like to inconvenience people. I don’t know where this comes from, but I have a long history of not accepting people’s help (even when it’s freely offered) because of some weird internal thing I have about not wanting to be a bother.

Second, because if I accepted someone’s offer of help, I knew they would immediately become aware that I had no idea what I was doing.

I mean, I guess that’s a slight exaggeration . . . I had SOME idea of what I was doing. I just didn’t have a particularly robust grasp of how the vision in my head was going to translate into practical steps.

I’d built a maquette to figure out the dimensions of the ship, and then I’d gone back and built a second maquette just to work out the internal framing. But there was still a lot of standing around hemming and hawing, looking down at the pile of lumber, then up at the sketch I’d drawn, then over at the maquette, then back at the pile of lumber. I preferred to do this without an audience, because that way I’d be the only person who knew how much of an idiot I was.

Eventually, though, I realized that framing the ship alone was a bad idea. At any moment, these sixteen-foot piles of lumber and screws could have come crashing down on me, at which point the Viking funeral would have been canceled and replaced with a standard-edition funeral. For me.

After several close calls and more swearing than I’d like to admit, I was forced to acknowledge that I needed some help. I called my friend Reuben, and he helped me get the frame together in a manner that was at least slightly safer and much more efficient than what I’d been doing.

Once the frame was done, I began the process of covering the ship in cardboard.

I borrowed a rusty, rickety bit of homemade scaffolding, checked to be sure my life insurance and tetanus shots were up to date, then clambered to the top and began stapling cardboard to the ship’s frame.

Before I knew it, I had the first layer on. At this point it looked more like a toddler’s drawing of a ship than an actual ship itself, but at least I had momentum. I knew from experience that things usually look pretty lame at this stage of a project, so I didn’t worry. Things were moving along nicely now, and I knew that the ship would look better and better as I added more details.

The hard, boring part was behind me. From here on out, things were about to get really fun.

Or at least that’s what I thought at the time.




4

Everything Goes Wrong

In retrospect, I should’ve known that trouble was brewing in paradise.

To be honest, the whole warehouse situation had been tenuous from the get-go. While my landlord was a nice guy, there were a lot of red flags that I should have noticed earlier.

For starters, the roof leaked. Like, a lot. I remember the first time I came into the shop during a thunderstorm and there were waterfalls coming down from the ceiling. When your chosen medium is cardboard (not a particularly water-resistant material), this is concerning. I managed to move the ship around until I found a spot that avoided all of the different leaks, but I probably should’ve taken this as an omen.

Second, I wasn’t the only one using the warehouse. I was the only paying tenant, but my landlord had several other buildings around town that he was renovating, and his construction crews would use my warehouse as a general staging ground. If they tore out a bunch of wiring from a building, they’d leave it in a pile in my warehouse until they had time to sell it for scrap. If they needed to stain enough trim for an entire apartment complex, they’d do it on the floor of my shop.

This led to several misunderstandings. For instance, when the work crews saw a big stack of pristine cardboard sheeting, they didn’t think, I bet that’s for a collaborative art project built around exploring the theme of regret.

Instead they thought, If we lay this on the floor, we can stain this wood on top of it and the floor won’t get messy!

Probably the biggest sign I missed, though, was the fact that my landlord was in the business of buying crappy old buildings and renovating them into cool loft apartments. I should have connected the dots that the warehouse I was using was, in fact, a crappy old building and would therefore likely be converted to loft apartments at some point in the future. But the thought never crossed my mind.

Then one day I walked in and there was another work crew in the warehouse, taking measurements.

Out of curiosity, I asked the guy in charge (I could tell because his hard hat was a different color than the other guys’) what was going on.

“Oh, we’re just putting together a bid,” he said. “We’ll be out of your hair in a minute.”

“A bid for what?” I asked.

“They’re gonna turn this whole warehouse into loft apartments.”

“Oh, cool. Like, in a few years?”

The guy laughed. “No, like in a few weeks.”

“Right, right, right,” I said. “Cool, cool, cool.”

I pulled out my phone to call my landlord, but I saw that I already had an email from his assistant.

The subject heading was “Thirty-Day Lease Termination Notice.”

The email was pretty straightforward, but my favorite part was the line that said, “It has been a pleasure doing business with you and you have been a great tenant.”

Or in other words, “You’re a really great guy, Kyle, and you’re gonna find another warehouse out there who appreciates you for who you are.”

*  *  *

This was bad news. Like, really, really bad news.

Here’s why: When I first got the idea to build another ship, I knew I would have to find a space to rent. But when I called around town, I quickly realized that I couldn’t afford a big enough space.

Then one day a buddy of mine said, “My landlord owns this big empty warehouse behind us. You should ask him if he’d let you build the ship in there.”

So I did. He listened as I explained the project, then said, “That sounds pretty cool. How does two hundred fifty bucks a month sound?”

I knew I would never find another space at that cost. Because of that, I ignored all the red flags about leaky roofs and stolen supplies and the fact that my lease was month to month.

So when everything came crashing down, I knew I was in quite the pickle.

The ship was nowhere near finished, and even if I worked around the clock I wasn’t going to be able to get it completed in thirty days’ time. This meant that I’d have to move it. But where was I going to move it to? I’d already called every warehouse in town, and I couldn’t afford any of them.

All of a sudden it hit me that, if I couldn’t figure something out, this project was going to become a massive, public failure.

I was going to have to tell the thousands of people who’d sent in their cards, “Hey! Remember that deal we made where you would open up and bare your deepest secrets because you trusted that I would do you the justice of taking your regrets and burning them in a beautiful Viking ship? Well, it turns out I can’t hold up my end of the deal.”

That idea haunted me.

What haunted me even more was the fact that so many of the cards people sent in felt like they were written specifically for my situation. People wanted to let go of things like:
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How was I supposed to help these people when I was facing all of these things myself?

I remember lying in bed at night, staring up at the ceiling, and trying to imagine any possible way this situation could resolve that didn’t involve me looking like a giant failure. I couldn’t think of a single one. I tried convincing myself that it would be just as meaningful if I built another small Viking ship and pretended that that had been the plan all along, but I could never really believe that.

Then one day my phone rang. It was my friend Donald.

“How goes the warehouse search?” he asked.

“Not great,” I said. “I’ve exhausted all of my options and all I’ve got to show for it is a partially constructed Viking ship and a looming eviction.”

“Well, I’ve got some good news then.”

Donald is a partner in a construction company, and the company rented a big warehouse to store materials. When Donald told his business partner about my situation and explained the idea behind the project, the partner said, “Well, obviously we can’t let this thing fail on our watch.”

Donald and his partner agreed to clear out a space big enough for the ship, and they agreed to keep my rent at two hundred fifty dollars a month. I was saved.

As he told me all of this on the phone, I started to get choked up. I held it together long enough to say thank you several times, then Donald told me he’d be in touch with the details later that day. When he hung up, I burst into tears.

A few days later I took the ship apart, loaded it into a van, and took it over to the new warehouse. Over the next few days, I began putting the whole thing back together again. It was easier this time, because I’d already done it once. This significantly cut down on the amount of hemming and hawing.

I felt like I’d dodged a bullet. The ship had a new home, submissions continued to come in, and with them came letters from people saying how much the project meant to them, how it had helped them work through some stuff that had held them back for a long time, how it had sparked important conversations with the people they loved.

Moreover, I’d learned some valuable lessons myself: that month-to-month leases are a bad idea, that things are rarely as bad as they seem, and that we should never underestimate the value of a friend who believes in us even when we don’t believe in ourselves.

The warehouse situation had been a bump in the road, but I’d made it through with Donald’s help, and things were back on track now. I was feeling good.

That good feeling lasted for all of four days.




5

Two Steps Forward, One and three-quarters Steps Back

Four days after I moved into the warehouse, my phone rang again. It was Donald.

“Hey, man, I’ve been meaning to call you,” I said. “I can’t thank you enough for setting me up with this space. You saved the day.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line.

“About that,” he began, “I’ve got some bad news.”

Donald told me that they’d just gotten a call from their landlord saying that he wasn’t going to be renewing their lease. He’d found another business that wanted to rent the space and was willing to pay more, and the owners had already signed the papers. It was a done deal.

“I’m so sorry, man,” Donald said. “I had no idea this was going to happen. This was a total blindside.”

I told him there was nothing to be sorry for, that there was no way he could have known. We both said we’d keep an eye out for warehouse space, then we hung up.

If anything, I felt like I was the one who should be apologizing to Donald. It had become clear to me now that this Viking ship was cursed, that wherever it went, eviction notices were sure to follow. I’d brought that bad luck to Donald’s warehouse, and now he and his business partner were paying the price. Even though I knew how ridiculous this sounded, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was


































[image: image]

[image: image]













Copyright

HOW TO HOST A VIKING FUNERAL. Copyright © 2022 by Kyle Scheele. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, turned into a Viking ship, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

FIRST EDITION

Cover design: David Fassett

Cover photograph: Sam Tilson

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available upon request.

Digital Edition FEBRUARY 2022 ISBN: 978-0-06-308729-3

Version 12222021

Print ISBN: 978-0-06-308727-9


OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg
o | NSECUTY

think of me

rﬂﬂ U«E ot Hoely Chanens

SECTION ONE

ONE VIKING SHIP

LEADS TO ANOTHER

é Gy w3
o7 AoET Ny

Bem Yo Seared) Lear of mayin
Yo 3:\-\) hew J["nryy e wrbns deagion






OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg
Too¢ of bc\'/\% e

me 23

No‘\’k '*3:"}“’"“‘*’

ﬁdfs

fcuv of
emborassment

?&R\ s &
Sy

VWV ov Y}fllf?f/” o Lot t

+Lu'%js

I la Q Ve

neo Cﬂf}f-/:o/
ovey





OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg
WOTYiNYy abourk

What geopie, Wil
Hick oF Me.





OEBPS/images/f0027-01.jpg
A ‘tod chacacter trait hod T eyis,
I:dldh"- have 13 that In
aFm.d & ret bar acod ¢ poce
and aJmS of anyf ".‘3

HTLIRE





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg
N &
Ooour \)C\W\“ﬁ&"ﬁ@’\

The Derson Yhar cined

Ked Nemsole
Jast Sum e

470-:&“4‘!-03&.# taell

AP ne? oL
ermphy 3 de o
bhot

Ccormay u:}b oF.

\ mansa. Lek oo the
the sy oy tser
Seiend way, sucidad.





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
HOWTO
HOST A
VIKING

FUNERAL

HarperOne
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/9780063087293_Cover.jpg
The Case for Burning Your Regrets,

Chasing Your Crazy Ideas, and

Becoming the Person You’re Meant to Be

Y Kyle Scheele






OEBPS/images/f0034-01.jpg
I Pests no+ 3‘7(‘/19 arAning Fhat tgres

?«WK T Rey cod deind Yhke 4 30 wuad

W brawse (WS Scafey,

I (ejrd nov oy & lot o€ rish





OEBPS/images/f0035-01.jpg
T regret ever deciding +u 306 up





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Author’s Note



		Section One: One Viking Ship Leads to Another



		1. How This Whole Thing Got Started



		2. A Long History of Weird Projects



		3. The Second Ship



		4. Everything Goes Wrong



		5. Two Steps Forward, One and three-quarters Steps Back









		Section Two: A Unified Theory of Regret



		6. No Regurts



		7. The Person You Were Five Minutes Ago



		8. Here There Be Dragons



		9. Making Heads and Tails



		10. Flats into Curves









		Section Three: Fears



		11. My Third Favorite Roosevelt



		12. What If Nobody Cares?



		13. The Cave You Fear to Enter



		14. If at First You Don’t Succeed



		15. The Opposite of Fear









		Section Four: Experiences



		16. No Turnarounds



		17. Cutting Circles Out of Squares



		18. Vernon



		19. The Danger of Seeing One Side



		20. Company Policy









		Section Five: Identities



		21. A Dog Named Kyle



		22. Only an Artist



		23. Best Cold Sandwich



		24. Reading the Label from Inside the Jar



		25. I’m Not That Person Anymore









		Section Six: Relationships



		26. It Only Takes One



		27. With a Little Help from My Friends



		28. The Worst Kind of Fat Guy



		29. Kid President



		30. The Hard Thing About Relationships









		Section Seven: Beliefs



		31. A Star Named Kristina



		32. These Things Have a Way of Working Themselves Out



		33. I Don’t Know What to Believe Anymore



		34. I Didn’t Have the Heart



		35. What Doesn’t Kill You









		Section Eight: The People We Used to Be



		36. Ounces Become Pounds



		37. My Danny DeVito Body Pillow



		38. “We Didn’t Start the Fire”



		39. The Ship Burns



		40. Greener Pastures









		Epilogue: A Note on New Beginnings



		Acknowledgments



		Appendix: Selected Online Submissions



		Photo Section



		About the Author



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Section One: One Viking Ship Leads to Another


















		i



		ii



		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		iv
















