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Some things don't make sense when they happen. Some choices only take shape after life has moved far enough away for you to see them clearly. Or at all.

This book is for people who have already been going for a while. Not the ones still deciding whether to start—but the ones who left a long time ago and still look back, wondering if that first step was wrong.

I'm not here to tell you it wasn't.

Still Unfinished doesn't settle anything. It doesn't defend your choices. It just puts down, in one place, a kind of understanding that usually shows up late. Sometimes years late. The kind you can't rush, no matter how badly you want the answer now.

Because most of us judge too early. We're halfway through something and already calling it a failure. We hit one rough stretch and start rewriting the whole story. We measure what we've built against a version of our lives that was never going to happen anyway.

But life doesn't answer you when you're asking. It answers later. Usually when you've stopped.

This book was written from that later.

If you slow down a little while reading, you may notice—

Some of what you thought was over is still going.

And understanding, the real kind, is almost always late.

It just is.

A note for readers of Measured Light:

You'll recognize something here, but the distance is different. That book caught things as they happened—small light, held in numbers, measured before it disappeared. 

This one stands further back. It's what you see when you stop counting and look at the shape instead.

One records. This one remembers.

They're not before and after. They exist at the same time. Feeling and understanding always do.
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Most of us decide too early.

Something happens—half of something, really—and we've already made up our minds. Good or bad. Right or wrong. Worth it or not. We're barely halfway through and we're already keeping score.

A setback shows up and suddenly we're auditing the whole thing. Pulling up every choice, every turn, every moment we could have gone the other way. Running the numbers on a life that isn't done yet.

But life doesn't work like a quarterly report. You don't get a clean summary at the end of each period. It's more like a line drawn so long you can't see the shape of it until you've walked past most of it. And even then, you're guessing.

Some choices that looked stupid at the time turn out to be the only ones that could have worked. Some losses that felt like waste just made room—you don't realize it until later. And some detours, the ones you were sure were mistakes, end up being the actual path.

But you can't see any of that while you're still in it.

We don't have the standing to call something a failure before it's finished. We just don't. And most things take longer to finish than we think.

This book isn't here to rewrite your failures as hidden blessings. It's not here to tell you everything happens for a reason. That's not what this is.

It's here to say something simpler. Something most people forget:

A lot of what you can't make sense of right now isn't broken. It just hasn't had its turn to speak yet.

We measure everything by effort. Hours put in, results produced, progress you can point to. We expect return on investment—in careers, in relationships, in how we spend a life. As if meaning were something you could invoice. But choices carry a time variable that effort doesn't account for. Some meaning won't pay out for years. Some decisions only prove themselves at the end. Some never do, and you have to be okay with that too.

Which means the hardest part of being alive isn't dealing with outcomes.

It's not rushing to a verdict before they arrive. Sitting in the middle of something you can't explain. And not calling yourself wrong for it.

If you're somewhere right now where the direction isn't clear—if you've looked at certain moments that felt like failures and wondered whether they were actually something else—

This book isn't going to explain what happened. It's just going to sit with you until things get clearer.

The answers, when they come, aren't always gentle. But they tend to be honest. And until they show up, the only thing any of us can do is stay awake and keep going.

The thing is—it's still unfinished.

All of it. Still going.
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I have never done anything perfectly in my life.

Not because I don't know how to be better—I usually do. But there's always been a voice in my head that says: seventy, eighty percent is fine. Enough to work. Enough to hold up. Enough to stand there and not fall over.

I used to think this made me careless. It took a long time to realize it was a choice.

Here's what I've noticed about things done at seventy or eighty percent: they're alive.

A piece of writing finished on instinct—sentences not quite right, structure a little loose—but it has a pulse. You can feel someone behind it. You can tell it wasn't optimized. That's exactly what makes it real.

Perfection doesn't work that way. Perfection requires revision after revision, checking against standards, worrying about how it looks from the outside. By the time something is perfect, it's often been handled so much it doesn't feel like anything anymore. Technically complete. Emotionally vacant.

And here's the part nobody talks about: perfection is relative. Your hundred percent might be someone else's barely passing. Their hundred percent might mean nothing to you. We're all chasing a score that doesn't exist on a scale nobody agreed on.

Meanwhile, we polish the warmth right out of things that were already good enough.

Think about it differently. If you give one thing a hundred percent, that's all you have. One thing, done perfectly, and everything else neglected—your health, your rest, the people around you, the parts of life that don't produce measurable results. But if you give five things seventy or eighty percent each, you have a life. Not a perfect one. A real one. One where things are working at the same time, at a level you can actually maintain.

That's not mediocrity. That's allocation.

A life at seventy or eighty percent can still stand up straight.

But there's a harder version of this lesson. And it took me longer to learn.

A lot of people don't grow slowly because they're unlucky. They grow slowly because they're very, very good at making excuses for things that should have ended a long time ago.

One of the biggest wastes of a life is seeing the problem clearly and pretending that if you just hold on a little longer, it'll fix itself.

I'm an accountant. When I look at a ledger, one thing is obvious: if a position is losing money, the longer you hold it, the bigger the loss. That's not an opinion. That's math. Every quarter you keep a bad investment on the books, it costs you more. The numbers don't lie, and they don't care about your feelings.

But people do the opposite with their lives.

They hold losing positions for years. In relationships that stopped working. In jobs that stopped giving anything back. In emotional patterns that drain them daily. They pour energy into maintaining something that hasn't produced a return in a long time, and they tell themselves that's maturity. That's commitment. That's being responsible.

It's not.

It's refusing to admit you read it wrong.

The hardest thing isn't committing to something. It's admitting that some efforts should have stopped a long time ago. That the responsible thing—the actually mature thing—is to close the position and reallocate.

Knowing when to stop isn't cold.

It's the clearest kind of thinking there is.

So here's what I've learned, slowly, from both sides of this:

The point isn't doing everything well. It's knowing what deserves your eighty percent and what deserves your zero.

Give most things enough. Give the wrong things nothing.

That's not giving up. That's the whole strategy.

What could be measured was effort.
What could not was the cost.
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One | Work Doesn't Start Where You Think
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Monday morning. The Beltway is already packed before seven.

495 into the city, bumper to bumper, same as yesterday, same as last year. Could be DC. Could be the 101 into San Francisco or the Dan Ryan into Chicago or the same stretch of highway you've been driving so long you don't even see it anymore. Coffee going cold in the cupholder, phone mounted on the dash already pinging with things that couldn't wait until you got there. Some people grip the wheel with both hands. Some barely hold it. Doesn't matter. The direction is the same — forward, toward the building, toward the desk, toward whatever today is going to ask of you.

You were one of them. For a long time, you were one of them.

The first job looked right. Good company, decent title, the kind of thing that made people nod when you mentioned it. Nobody questioned it. The logic was simple — go where there's an opening, go where there's growth, go where the timing makes sense.

Nobody was chasing a dream. That's the part people don't say.

You weren't waking up thinking this is my calling. You were waking up thinking this works for now. And "for now" was fine. The whole system was handing you the answers anyway. The market wanted certain skills. The industry was moving a certain direction. Career advice was everywhere, all saying the same thing — get in, keep up, stay useful.

So you found a spot.

Learned what you were supposed to learn
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