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			Apology Letter

			
				Dear Reader,

				I have, for most of my life, been a bullshit artist. A charlatan, a huckster, a trickster, a scoundrel, a cheat. Or better put: a brand strategist, a salesperson, a marketing executive, a bartender, a communications director, a thought leader. For a long time, at the expense of not only our society’s well-being, but also of my own values, I influenced people to buy into whatever I was hawking.

				Please forgive me. I’m not actually a terrible person. At least I don’t think I am. In fact, I’m overly honest and a terrible fucking liar. But like you and all the other people living under the influences of our culture, I was conned into seeing reality in a certain way.

				That’s where this book comes in. Consider it my (mostly repentant) penance. I don’t want to mislead you—anymore.
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			A Scatterbrain’s Note on Being Precise

			
				
					[image: (or a Note on Names, Timelines, & Privacy)]
				

			

			Growing up I was given the nickname Mother Goose because of the tales I would tell. Like any good storyteller, I’m sometimes prone toward exaggeration. We fablers know that a highly colored folklore—or tale—is one remembered.

			On that note, some people don’t want their tales to be told. So in places where it mattered, I have changed names, locations, or situations to protect the person who would like to remain anonymous, and at times have created composite characters when I thought it was best. In some instances, I’ve consciously melded moments or decided to be vague with dates out of respect for someone’s privacy. Where I wrote about my professional work, I didn’t want to speak on behalf of others, so I have said “I” even when it included very talented and creative co-workers, founders, teams, agencies, freelancers, influencers, artists, colleagues, writers, producers, collaborators, or employees. And to obscure the categories, clients, and brands, I have mishmashed, stirred up, and compounded them.

			I take many things very seriously. Life and I? Not too seriously at all. As an example, everyone in my family was really upset to discover that for the past three years we’ve been celebrating our dog’s birthday on the wrong day. I didn’t see the big deal—he still got a celebration.

			For me, years, dates, time, numbers, ages, locations, people, and memories all whirl around, jumbled up, and misplaced. I only recently discovered that it’s not a character trait of scatterbrained-ness (as I have been led to believe my whole life) but rather high-functioning, off-the-charts, inattentive ADHD. It’s why I’m really shitty with numbers, the concept of time, and remembering things. If you dated me, worked with me, or lived with me, you are probably thinking, Wow, that explains a looooo­ooooo­oooot.

			All this is to say that my timeline is reconstructed to the best of my ability with help from friends, receipts, email, digital bread crumbs, and the Doc Martens shoebox of artifacts from under my bed.

			Most of all, if there’s a moment you recognize in these pages, or a trait that feels as if it could be a bit of you or someone you know, please look through the nesting dolls to understand what influences a person is under, appreciating that we’ve all fallen prey to the things pulling our strings. Zero judgment from me. Hopefully zero judgment from you, in your new uninfluenced place.

			Lastly, I kindly ask that you scribble in the margins of this book.

		

	
		
			
			
				
					It is no measure of health to be well adjusted to a profoundly sick society.

					—Commonly attributed to Jiddu Krishnamurti

				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				Introduction

				I was receiving a flower lei at the airport in Honolulu when my life took an unexpected turn. My family and I had just arrived in Hawaii for what I thought was a run-of-the-mill tropical vacation, but my then-husband had a different idea. As my son looked up at me from his stroller, my partner held out his hand and said, “Give me all your devices.” This was an intervention. In a sea of Tommy Bahama. In front of a fucking Starbucks.

				It changed the direction of my life forever.

				For years, I’d been working in marketing and branding, trying to influence people into living certain lives and buying certain things. At the same time I was reaping the benefits of success, I was also experiencing physiological symptoms that I couldn’t explain. Not only was I constantly busy and addicted to my technology, but I was also going against my instincts, unsure whether I was on the side of “good.” And yet, in opposition to my misgivings, I kept being rewarded. Raises, title changes, and awards were given as positive reinforcement, so I went along with it all, assuming these practices were good regardless of how I felt because so many others said so—and because to think otherwise would make me an ungrateful, undriven lazybones. (Terms like burnout and quiet quitting hadn’t entered the zeitgeist yet.)

				One by one I handed over my laptop, my iPad, my phone. After some serious withdrawal symptoms—itchy brain, anxiety, reaching for an object that was no longer there—I finally surrendered to two weeks without my devices. It was on the eighth day of my forced digital detox that I woke up a changed person. I could smell the sea and salt in the air. I could hear the neighborhood rooster. I could tell you that I hadn’t felt this alive, alert, and aware in years.

				I found my journal, dusty from being deserted, and wandered onto the lanai. Curling up in the hammock, I began writing for the first time in a long time. What came out was, surprisingly, a list. On the left side of the page, I wrote things like family, freedom, my time, music, nature, books, creativity, simplicity. These were my values. Who I was and what was actually important to me. In the neighboring column, I wrote a list of what my current life consisted of: work, computers, stress, constant overwhelm, sad desk salads, scrolling, meetings, and meetings about meetings.

				Something wasn’t adding up, and there it was in plain ink.

				I was sick, addicted, and lost.

				My path to this point has been circuitous, to say the least. As a young person starting out, I was someone who bucked the norm and resisted the status quo. And yet decades later, I found myself miles from that rebellious lifestyle, instead filling the mold of the stereotypical, plugged-in executive, wearing busy like a badge of honor.

				Entrepreneurial bosses had me believe we were changing people’s lives for the better with their products, so I persuaded customers to buy what we were selling. The corporate feminist manifesto Lean In and #GIRLBOSS movement not only made me believe I could achieve anything but also that I should do so at any cost—and so I single-mindedly climbed the ladder, hell-bent on success. The tech industry made me believe that exponential growth, speed, convenience, and 24/7 availability were mandatory in the modern world, so I became addicted to their “attention economy.” Wellness gurus and the advertising industry made me believe I always needed to be bettering myself, so I walked around feeling incomplete, examining myself for personal qualities I might improve.

				I also believed my own hype.

				I was told that dance classes helped bolster struggling relationships, so I persuaded retirees to spend a portion of their life savings on lessons, winning me a national “top salesperson” designation. I bought into the pitch that whole foods packaged in plastic grab-and-go packaging were helping families feed their kids something nutritious (never mind polluting the planet), and as the brands sales ballooned from two million to two hundred million in two years, I assisted in positioning a top business magazine to write about the exponential growth and not the exponential waste. After a decade of helping clients find their digital voices and climbing to the top of the career ladder where the stage invites and microphones are handed out, I realized I had helped create a society that was no longer present or connected at all.

				I had become someone who signed up for the narrative that corporate culture fed me, influencing others as I clawed for some elusive sense of fulfillment. Even worse, I had been living a life that someone else choreographed under the constraints of a society rotting under late capitalism, that told me what to want, how to be, where to look, and insisted that if I could only become my best self, I could be happy. Suddenly, it occurred to me: What if I didn’t want to be their version of my best self.

				I often return to a claim made by Jungian psychotherapist James Hollis. He basically said that the question to ask when you’re faced with a fork in the road is whether a specific action will expand or diminish you. Not “will this make me happier?” but “will it make me bigger?” It helps determine whether you’re rushing away from or toward something. Walking away from all the things that society told me I was supposed to want and that I should be applauded for building despite my unwellness would not be easy. But in that moment on the deck, staring down at that handwritten list in black and white, I knew it would be an evolution, not a devolution. The hard choice was the right choice.

				What I actually needed was not more to do, but less. I needed to eliminate the stress, the hustle, and screens, not add more trendy structures to my to-do list. And so when I returned home, I quit my job during a company-wide Monday-morning meeting about a meeting. In pursuit of a life tuned in instead of screened in, I chucked my laptop and deleted my Twitter feed, bankrupting my email (closing the account with literally more than thirty-five thousand emails in it and never opening it again).Without that involuntary pause on vacation, I don’t know when or if I would have had the realization or self-awareness to see why I was lost.

				My formerly plugged-in, fast-paced, tech-based career gave me a unique perspective on the power of influence from the inside out. I knew that it wasn’t just algorithms and ads that were guiding our decisions, worldviews, and self-perceptions, but practically everything in our culture was telling us to live a certain way, stay online, never be satisfied. I decided to do something about it.

				I focused my attention on a new endeavor: Folk Rebellion.

				I thought I had found my purpose. Designed as a kind of crusading platform, the lifestyle brand and magazine encouraged a return to a more balanced analog way of living, questioning cultural norms, and inspiring a much-needed defiance in our modern world. Eventually, I was convinced that I had a mission to better society by waking people up to the dangers of these digital times, spawning a line of apparel and goods featured by companies like Urban Outfitters and publications like People magazine. It caught on like wildfire.

				Folk Rebellion was heralded everywhere from Vogue to The Observer, and as the founder, I was tapped for countless podcasts and interviews, positioned as a modern-day Citizen Jane for leading the movement against tech worship and the cult of busy. It was clear that many people were feeling like me—digitally exhausted, burned-out, overwhelmed, unwell—and hoping for another way.

				But even after my Hawaiian wake-up call, I hadn’t truly learned. The sway of influence is tricky like that. Without understanding the powers of influence, we become trapped in its never-ending cycle, like pushing a Sisyphean boulder uphill.

				It turns out that even in an attempt to fight the onslaught of modern-day pressures, you can succumb to them. I hadn’t effectively unplugged at all. In my altruistic quest to spread the good word, I ended up living the opposite of my own ethos. I was still under the influence of a culture that made me, well, me. Having persuaded me to achieve at all costs, that I could always do and be better, my mission became bastardized, again taking me in a direction where I did not intend to go. It was a case of wherever you go, there you are. Once again, I was still allowing myself to be influenced.

				I had wrongly thought the problem was just the digital world—overuse or misuse. That the only influence I needed to be aware of, and manage, was technology. I thought I’d already made a lifesaving shift, but it turned out that I hadn’t truly reached my turning point. It took a pseudo heart attack for me to realize that it wasn’t just that one thing—it was everything and everywhere.

				In 2018, I collapsed at Logan Airport between back-to-back speaking engagements. I’d assumed that I, of all people, would be able to strike a mindful balance in life. After all, hadn’t I already had my epiphany years before? But I’d once again been having physiological symptoms that I’d once again been ignoring—memory loss, brain fog, confusion, malaise, dissociation, receding creativity and attention—all the same side effects I’d tried to escape from when I gave up my corporate career. This time, though, it wasn’t just exhaustion; it was a multitude of things and influences and pressures that brought me right back to the place I had been working to avoid. Once again in a goddamned airport. And now I could add a debilitating heart condition to the list. It was now unavoidably clear that I had miscalculated, despite my best intentions, and it was time to come to terms, and come clean, with what I had gotten wrong. The truth is that most of us don’t even realize how much we are being influenced, maneuvered, and manipulated throughout each day. I was too busy trying to navigate this complex and chaotic world to see the truth of it all.

				And so I stopped. For real this time.

				I began a self-imposed sabbatical (that’s what I called it), during which I stopped outwardly promoting and turned inward to face the mess of it all. I withdrew from the noise of the internet, marketing, and the business of persuasion. It was my decades in branding, sales, and self-promotion, learning the tricks of the trade and honing my skills for persuasion, that afforded me an insider’s viewpoint and arsenal of knowledge that ultimately allowed me to detach from it all, finally understand it, and protect me from it.

				It’s challenging to adjust within a society that runs on systems meant to keep us unaware and unable to opt out. But through harnessing my previous knowledge, trial and error, and staying true to myself, I have now found a way to reside beyond the emotional, logistical, and oppressive confines of influence. And I have discovered a happier, healthier, better way of being—for me. On my terms. Not theirs.

				Here’s a simple experiment I undertook in my early days trying to get a handle on all the influences around me: Try counting up all the advertisements you see, the jingles you hear, the slogans and logos crossing your path. Include requests for you to do things or decisions someone asks you to make. Tally up the favors, the emails, the texts. Make notice of the opinions shared, whether at the playground or in a headline. Add up every time you buy something or pay for something. Acknowledge your forced compliance like stopping at a red light, accepting a website’s terms of use, or arriving at school on time. Double the points for things telling you how you should think, behave, or believe. We are living in a time and place where attempts to influence come from everyone and everything—everywhere. The never-ending onslaught had me giving up my count by lunchtime.

				Just becoming aware of the number of attempts within a day to control our behaviors or thoughts is enough to begin lifting the veil of influence. Without the awareness, there is no option to opt out.

				It isn’t always easy, and breaks and reflection and tallies aren’t enough. It’s about making mindset shifts and actual changes that are realistic and livable from the knowledge gained in those moments.

				It’s only now, in the absence (as much as possible) of being influenced or being the influencer, that I can see clearly. It took that second game-changing kick in the guts to come to terms with the boxes I got stuck in and, regrettably, created for others.

				During my corporate career, I’d sit around glass-enclosed conference tables with other professionals also filled with their own versions of self-importance and set of influences while we agonized for weeks over the right verbiage to “get around” putting a word like sugar on “healthy” food packaging, which I rationalized because, ultimately, I thought our goal was still to bring healthier choices to children. Later, I’d discover that the initiative we were to be involved in supporting, a health-focused change to school lunches, was strong-armed by lobbyists and big food. I regret being part of a culture that would create wellness campaigns to subconsciously make you feel unwell, all so you would buy athleisure wear. A culture that keeps mommy influencers on speed dial to counteract bad press. A culture that blends the worlds of entertainment, press, content, and shopping so thoroughly that it blurs the lines, making news entertaining and editorial shoppable, so that you no longer know whether you’re reading fact-based articles or consuming ads. And as sorry as I am for playing a part in ushering in the “new wave” of coercive marketing and branding, propelling an obsession with and reliance on the internet and its culture, building consumer funnels disguised as lifestyle communities, and later on, fostering the business of wellness, I am grateful to have amassed this awareness, so I can pass it on to you. I am in a unique position to share this information, which makes me obligated to do it.

				My world was rife with contradictions. In one aspect, I was quite literally a part of the problem and in another, I was the prey. I’m of the generation that grew up on the fringe of mandatory seatbelt wearing, knowing but not really caring that smoking was bad, living off processed food that was made by corporations that profited while poisoning us. My peers and I are so filled with cognitive dissonance that we can’t even agree on a cohesive generational cliché.

				Maybe it’s not surprising that I’ve found my way through the obfuscation and into this role. On some level, I knew there had to be a better way.

				A pause allows what we are all seeking: the ability to live our lives deliberately. Seeing the motivations of others is as freeing as it is wildly disenchanting.

				It allows us to live our lives as we might actually imagine them ourselves. These moments allowed me to become recentered and rediscover life as I truly wanted to live it. It allowed me to remember who I was and hear my own voice again.

				I decided to stop creating a brand. There is only me now. I dismantled the business side of Folk Rebellion and returned to a company of one (or more accurately, not a company at all) to revisit my true desire of living with more creativity, and less stress, in my everyday life. I realized I could spread the word without spreading myself thin.

				That’s where this book comes in: Raising Hell, Living Well offers you a countervoice. Yours. In the following pages, I’m not telling you how to live, but I am encouraging you to really think about how you’re living. From my personal experience of being a bad influence to my professional observations as an award-winning corporate strategist, I collected nuggets of knowledge along the way that all seemed to come down to one thing, namely, influence—using it and abusing it. My hope is to shine a light on the chaos of contemporary life by laying bare the troublesome impact of influence in our culture and offering you the freedom of living intentionally without it.

				It’s taken me forty-three years, and many trials and tribulations, to get here, to finally see the truth of all the influences I was under. Today I may be unlost. Untrickable. I am aware of the toxic powers attempting to control or maneuver my life, my decisions, my purchases, how I raise my kids, what I consume, how I take my coffee, and even my core belief system. I’ve studied, mastered, and wielded influence and still fallen subject to it. I am sure there are more lessons to learn.

				I now realize that my path toward living free from influence won’t ever be complete but rather will be an ongoing adventure. And learning that the path won’t be a simple one was necessary. It helped to put all the puzzle pieces together, to recognize that I held the knowledge to wake people from their present-day slumbers with the hope that they’ll rise up against our society’s pervasive influences and its effects on us, so we can all—me, my family, you and yours—be free.

			

		

	
		
		
			
				Sometimes in life you should stick to your worldview and defend it against criticism. But sometimes the world is genuinely different than it was before. At those moments the crucial skills are the ones nobody teaches you: how to reorganize your mind, how to see with new eyes.

				—David Brooks

			

		

	
		
		
			Part I

			Under the Influence

		

	
		
		
			There’s a riddle you might have heard before. The first time I heard it was in the third grade in 1991. I don’t even remember the name of my teacher that year, but the riddle stayed with me so much that I later used it to open speeches, in workshops, and when hosting events. It goes like this:

			A father and son are in a horrible car crash that kills the dad. The son is rushed to the hospital. Just as he’s about to go under the knife, the surgeon says, “I can’t operate—that boy is my son!” Explain.

			Your answer says a lot about who you are; or more accurately, it says a lot about what made you who you are—elements like which generation you grew up in, where you were raised, and your education and experiences. It’s not just your personal experiences that affect you, though. You are who you are today based on the evolution of everything that’s happened throughout time, leading to this very moment. You, and the rest of humanity, are shaped by the choices and decisions of people and things that came before.

			This is called influence.

			That’s why it was no surprise to me that the singular person in a room full of professionals to solve the riddle was a little boy, brought by his mother to a panel on the topic of “Women in Wellness.”

			When he couldn’t take the “Gay dad!” “Stepdad!” “Grandfather!” “He’s still alive!” or “It was a dream!” answers anymore, he saved the other audience members from themselves by shouting, “It’s the mom!” A collective groan filled the room as almost every woman in attendance shrank in her seat.

			You might be wondering the same thing as all the women at the wellness event: How did my mind not see such an obvious answer? What made imagining a surgeon mom so difficult?

			Influence is incredibly powerful.

			It has the power to create your beliefs and your values, impact how you think and perceive the world, and alter your behaviors. The kicker is this happens most often without your ever realizing it.

			Movies like The Truman Show, Free Guy, and The Matrix depict these sorts of wake-up moments where the main character realizes there is a world outside their own perceptions. The more self-aware the character becomes (of themselves and the world in which they live) the more free will they actually have.

			I’d argue that these movies were influenced by one of the oldest philosophical ideas about influence: Plato’s The Allegory of the Cave. The allegory begins with prisoners who have lived their entire lives chained to and facing a wall inside a cave. Behind the prisoners is a fire and people they can’t see, who are carrying puppets in the shape of people, animals, and objects. The puppetry creates shadows, which are projected onto the wall in front of the prisoners. The captives observe these shadows as real things, not puppets, forming their reality because they have no other experience.

			The first step in living outside the metaphorical cave, the matrix, or the artificial reality is acknowledging that everything we know is based on a collective paradigm. Shared rules, assumptions, and ideas contribute to our worldviews, which is something we have gradually adopted as true and accepted. This is the foundation for the framework from which we operate every day. Upon leaving the cave, some people become so blinded by the light that they would rather retreat than see their beliefs challenged. The illusions we are under have shaped how we think, what we say, and how we do things, but when the light seeps in, what was once considered normal and natural suddenly appears darker.

			There are myths (shadows) that we grow up with that are so commonplace in our minds that we accept them as fact instead of opinion. We breathe them in on a daily basis until we assume they’re the norm and adapt our behaviors to meet the demands of the accepted environment—our cave.

			Accepted myths come in many variations. They can run the gamut from concepts like men should be strong and women should be pretty to the idea that marriage or buying a house signifies adulthood.

			For the purpose of clarity and ease, throughout this book I will be calling these commonplace myths Folklore.

			
				folk·lore /'fōklôr/ Folklore is the expressive body of culture shared by a particular group of people; it encompasses the traditions common to that culture, subculture, or group.

			

			Folklore are the stories told to us.

			Generally speaking, people want to belong. To belong to their community, a person often unknowingly conforms to the beliefs and expectations of the group. They may not realize they are seeking approval, but their fear of suffering disapproval is strong enough for them to contort themselves to fit within the Folklore.

			We’ve all done it. We tell ourselves things that allow us to remain unnoticed among the herd. These things are often made up of semiuntruths, ignorance, a lack of self-awareness, or outright lies. Let’s call them Folktales.

			
				folk·tale /'fōktāl/ Folktale is a tale or story that is part of the oral tradition of a people or a place passed on by word of mouth.

			

			Folktales are the stories we tell ourselves.

			I have to go to college. Having this bad relationship is better than having none. I must maintain my youthful appearance. I am happy climbing the corporate ladder. I could never move and uproot my life. Buying this will make me feel better.

			The Folktale feeds the Folklore. The Folklore needs the Folktales.

			I’d like to add another option, the Folk Rebellion. What if for every tale and lore there is a moment in which you pause, assess, and see the influences for what they are—leaving you the option to make informed, intentional choices yourself. You are not tricked by shadows. You are not automated. You are not trodding a path worn bare by the followers of the tales and lore. You are not telling yourself lies, or living half-truths, to conform to the “that’s just the way it is” attitude of the world.

			The Folk Rebellion is the antidote.

			It’s your awareness and intention set into action against the influences of your life. The Rebellion is what we will be seeking for each step of the way throughout this book.

			For example, my experience in Hawaii might look like this when considered through this framework:

			
				Folklore The world is undeniably digital, and you better hop on or you’ll be left behind.

				Folktale I must be connected 24/7, adopt all new digital advancements, and champion all innovations to be a part of society.

				Folk Rebellion Technology should work for me, not the other way around. I can choose to use it as a tool and not a replacement for real life. Every sparkly new thing should be weighed against my values and what it’s replacing if I decide to introduce it into my life.

			

			Pretty freeing, right?

			To be free from the crushing, mad-making pressures, it’s essential to understand where these powers that are trying to influence you come from, why they’re doing it, and what you can do to manage them. That’s how you can avoid having them dictate your decisions. We’ll cover all that (and so much more) over the course of the book, but in Part I we’ll start with the “where.” Where are all these influences coming from and how do we spot them?

			In short, influence lives everywhere. It’s in the very fabric of our society, from our media outlets to the way our workplaces are structured, in the way our families are formed, in the way we keep time, and in the way we drink our coffee. It’s embedded in the compromises we make with our partners, guiding how we raise our children, the way we talk politics with friends and family members and strangers on the internet.

			Let’s break this down a weensy bit more.

			There are many sources of influence making us who we are. Of course it’s hard to know who we are when we can’t hear our own voices. To help illustrate this as we begin our exploration and reclamation, I’ve created these spheres as archetypes to guide your understanding:

			Spheres of Influence:

			
					
					Inner World—The place below the surface filled with the things that make us us. Fixed things like biology, genetics, childhood, experiences, age, family lineage, birth order, personality traits, and changeable things like knowledge, attitude, behaviors, skills, hobbies, beliefs, values, expectations, characteristics, health, needs.

				

					
					Surface World—The real-world reciprocal relationships around us, the surface represents where, and with whom, we are present and in community. Family, friends, partners, co-workers, school, neighborhood, gym, participation sports, places of worship, local business.

				

					
					Outer World—It is the universal atmosphere of the collective omnipresence of intangibles floating all around us. Business, brands, media, tech, norms, culture, the arts, trends, all the isms, beliefs, zeitgeist/trends, social media, content, books, movies, celebrities and also established structures and institutions, infrastructure, resources, policies, algorithms, politics, leaders, regulations, religion, education, government, history, socioeconomics, evolution, environmental conditions.

				

			

			Today’s world is noisy. It is coming at us 24/7, and no place is safe. That’s because all parts of our Inner, Surface, and Outer Worlds of influence commingle and affect one another as they come at us from every angle.

			Your doorbell, your cell phone, your Amazon account, your streaming music, your algorithms, your maps, your apps, and even your well-intentioned loved ones analyze you and tell you what to do now. We are more desperate than ever to figure out how to unhook from the things making us feel sick, tired, lost, stressed, angry, and overwhelmed. We are not ourselves when buried underneath all of this influence.

			And it can be a confusing paradigm to navigate! We are constantly being told we have all the opportunity we could ever hope for, all the answers within a keystroke, and all the comforts and conveniences of the modern world right at our doorstep. And in some ways, maybe we do. Yet more than ever, the general population is very unhappy and unwell. From morning to night, we’re being assaulted with marketing and advertising jargon so ingrained in our culture that we don’t even realize that we’ve become its parrots, too, repeating these ideas to our own spouses, kids, friends, and co-workers. We argue that “the early bird gets the worm” as we fight anxiously online to get tickets for some must-see movie or play. We live the tenets of “You snooze, you lose!” as we battle to get our kids into the one preschool that matters or work day and night to get a promotion over someone else. We spend hours perusing pictures of friends on idyllic vacations online, feeling terrible about our own lives, only to mimic that behavior and do the same ourselves, presenting only our most perfect selves. We further the toxic normality (including normalizing the use of the word toxic, therefore stripping it of any true meaning!), while yearning for validation. We buy into capitalist convenience even though it’s come to replace the legitimate human connection that brings us fulfillment, leaving us lonelier and hungrier for more quick fixes from fast food to fast fashion to fast fucks. When everything becomes a shortcut clickable commodity, the clicker—who ordered a burger or a person to their front door—is left feeling gluttonous and guilty, but still unsatisfied. When we look through the layers of influence to see who benefits from what, we can begin to see beyond the shadows into how we are not doing our bodies, our minds, our lives any “good,” but, in fact, are doing each of them a disservice. It can feel overwhelming and disorienting to find your way through such a dense forest of influence—because it is.

			Times may have changed, but the concerns about influence have not. It’s so powerful and pervasive, so ingrained in our being, that even the world’s ancient philosophers spent time contemplating it. Identifying the influence is always the key step. It’s the hook in the parable. The great ah-ha! in our modern stories and ancient philosophy. It’s the seeing that is the pivotal moment—the waking up, the unmasking—the turning around to see the puppeteers behind you. Once we begin to recognize the many influences impacting our worldviews and behaviors, we can begin to crawl out from under their sway. And until we venture outside the confines of our own caves, how we think, what we say, and the perspectives we hold on to will be based on someone else’s projections.

			Today, it’s how a roomful of women advocating for gender equality who grew up under twentieth-century worldviews—that women weren’t equal to men, perpetuated through everything from commercials to TV shows rife with gender stereotypes—still can’t imagine anything but a male doctor in their mind. Change happens slowly, but for a child who comes of age with a female U.S. vice president and female pediatricians, a mother as a doctor is obvious.

			Influence is everything.

			Moving beyond the scope of influence is so important. Without it, we end up wasting our years living by the rules of societal norms created by corporations, brands, politicians, start-up founders, and megalomaniacal tech moguls. It affects everything from our self-esteem and finances to our independence and risk assessment. Without the powers that be wielding their influence over us, we can live fuller lives more freely, with our versions of “well-being” and “a life well lived” taking center stage.

			And then, in the best-case scenario, we can begin to use our own influence for good.

			So without further ado, let’s get a move on and begin to uncover where we find all this influence in the first place!

		

	
		
		
			TRACKS
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			Upstate New York is the bologna sandwich of New York State.

			Utica, New York, specifically, is something of a caricature—the satirical target of American cultural cornerstones from The Office to The Simpsons, in which Homer famously said that the area could “never decline because it was never that great.” It’s a late show punch line, roasted by hosts. It’s objectively outdated in its architecture, infrastructure, and industry, but also at times, in its beliefs and worldview. It’s like that uncle who’s just a little bit inappropriate, but he’s from another time and mostly means well, so you try to let it slide and love him anyway.

			Some would call it a joke. I call it home.

			Having been raised in the heart of that Wonder Bread sandwich, I am forever both defending and judging my roots. But in reality, it’s that polarization that created the foundation of who I am and how I approach the world. I am that tension. After all, the influence of where we begin can determine a lot about where we end up.

			Borders, zip codes, tracks. Wrong side. Right side. These are among our very first influences that blend beneath the surface of “us.” Let me show you what I mean.

			When the railway was first invented, neighborhoods near or downwind of the tracks bore the brunt of noise and soot from the locomotives. Naturally, those areas quickly gained a reputation for being socially inferior. Literally and figuratively, the tracks divided the more prosperous from the poorer. They separated those with good fortune from those who drew short straws. Ever since, tracks have represented a not so invisible line. They are the straight of an arrow pointing in the wrong or right direction, depending on which side you are on, and a reminder of a possible way out if you could only follow the wooden planks beyond their known world. As a little kid, I crossed over the tracks on yellow school bus number 223. When that bus bumped over those tracks, my three siblings and I would lift our feet, cross our fingers, and hold our collective breath, making wishes for good luck. For me, the tracks were everything. They represented the ways in which I didn’t have enough and the ways in which I had more than many. They were my escape route and—to this day—my path home to myself.

			Utica itself exists as a kind of “other side of the tracks” to its more well-known and well-loved counterpart, New York City. Or at least that’s how the people who live in Utica feel. In reality, most New Yorkers have barely heard of it. The competition is one-sided, an inferiority complex well earned.

			It’s also a mishmash of commingling opposites from opposing sides of the tracks—old and new, rich and poor, Black and white, educated and uneducated, red and blue. Our small footprint is home to a whopping seven universities and colleges, but also faces an intense brain drain when so many of our educated young adults flee after graduation. We have ostentatious McMansions built on tall bucolic hills overlooking valleys with jails on the other side of them. We have a diverse mix of ethnicities and races, but segregated towns. We have centrists and apolitical types—not to be confused with the liberal hippie havens of downstate. And moderate is about as progressive as the majority of people get, living next door to secretly staunch Reagan-era Republicans and die-hard Trumpers. And it’s been a place throughout history for immigrants to start over. But when Utica more recently opened its arms to refugees—in the ’90s to Bosnians following the Bosnian War, in the early aughts to Burmese Buddhist monks after the Saffron Revolution, and, as recently as 2021, to Afghans after the fall of Kabul—it was often the second- and third-generation descendants of immigrants who resisted “those people” coming to “their city” to “steal” their jobs. It was as if they’d forgotten that their families were once from somewhere else too.

			I was made there, born to an Irish mother from the “right side” and an Italian father from the “wrong side.” So maybe it makes sense that even my immediate family was rife with contradictions: I was raised to believe there was never enough and always enough at the same time. I was taught to respect authority while also to challenge it. I was sent to a religious school by an at-the-time agnostic father and a now-repentant Catholic school girl who never lost her faith in God but did in the church. While conservatism was historically our family’s brand, the beliefs of the household were mostly liberal. I was a “free lunch” kid at the local suburban rich school, hiding my dime stipend below the milk jug. And maybe because of all of that, I was the first kid in the family to gain admission to a fancy liberal arts college—and the first to toss it aside in search of something more. Influence is wily that way.

			My parents—who divorced when I was thirteen—will each tell you that their side of my heritage is the better half. Family mythology, spun into lore around our kitchen table, told us that the mix of our genetics—Irish and Italian blood—made for beautiful children with bad tempers and, later, drinking problems. It’s this sort of objective bravado that defines the people from my hometown—slightly self-aware, deeply self-deprecating, and unbelievably stubborn. At once, celebratory and dejected. In my experience, that cocktail makes for really fun, warm people with an edge, great conversationalists full of spirited ribbing and quick wit—but only if they like you. The people have big hearts but also hard noses and chipped shoulders. And it’s one of the reasons I think I’ve tried, and failed, to live happily in many other places. When sarcasm and grit is such a part of your inner makeup—a love language of sorts—those characteristics make it difficult to connect with people who would happily trade irony for a balmy 72-degree, sunny existence. That’s just not the Utican way.

			Known as the original Sin City thanks to its history of organized crime and political corruption, my family lineage reflects that in spades. Putting Utica on the proverbial map was a great, great uncle from my mother’s side who was the vice president of the United States under Taft. But it was a more questionable relation—a distant great-uncle on my father’s side who was the proverbial backroom political boss of Utica—who took it off. I have experiences of baby grand pianos, afternoon patio cocktails, three-piece suits with bow ties, and Cadillacs. And memories of backyard tin can tomato plants and plastic-covered sofas, dingy bars, old cars, and even older card sharks. Just the right amount of high/low to help me develop “character.”

			My hometown is chock-full of upbringings that molded beautiful humans, but also created odd friction. People love it and love to hate on it. Utica is equal parts charming and befuddling hot mess.

			At times, you could describe me that way too. It’s not surprising. After all, our origin is one of the greatest influences on us—where our ancestors hail from, where we are raised, where we choose to live, and even where we fall within our family order—origin sets us on a track from which it is hard to veer. Place shapes us. The influence of these chance factors, some fixed and some not so much, is incredibly formative, affecting our Inner World from a young age. For the lucky, this means being born with a horseshoe up one’s ass; for the ill-fated, it’s bad trot.

			The first time I got drunk was on some still-functioning but old railroad tracks. They were situated next to the local strip mall at the bottom of McMansion hill. Next door was the police precinct, which should have made it a dicey spot for underage alcohol consumption. And yet, there we sat. In the glow from the parking lot’s single light, my best friend Roxanne and I could see each other’s shadowed thirteen-year-old faces, my apprehensive expression reflected in her Coke-bottle glasses. At the time, I was a somewhat naive rule follower because I hated to get in trouble and had no older siblings to show me the ropes. Also, my parents’ child-rearing philosophy for me, their firstborn, could be summed up as high expectations for everything, low tolerance for bullshit. As is often the case with parenting strategies, this philosophy waned as the years passed and the number of children grew. For my three younger siblings, tolerance for bullshit went way up. I’m still a little bitter about the long-lasting, somewhat unshakable influence of our birth orders. But in the meantime, my friend Roxanne was my “bad influence,” an only child who never really got in trouble and whose father, Tony, doled out twenty-dollar bills from a rubber-banded wad of cash. We were just entering teendom. Yet in the stones and dirt on the railroad ties, Roxanne and I sat, mixing room-temperature vodka stolen from my pop’s liquor closet with too little gas station OJ. Things were headed in a poor direction.

			Being on the tracks, as Roxanne and I were on that night, was in some ways preferable to being on either side of them. During my childhood, I had a clear sense of existing just barely on the right side.

			Mine was a childhood full of incredible freedom, of presence, of folly most every day. And the more I pushed the boundaries of the town, the more brazen I got. The more rules I broke without repercussions as I got older, the less I felt they applied to me. Lots of high jinks. Zero fears. Just enough bullshit and privilege to create the inner foundation for whom I would later become. Someone who pushed boundaries in life. Someone who took risks because I knew I always had a safe place to return to. Someone who was supported, loved, independent, but full of piss and vinegar with something to prove.

			I realize now that in many ways, it was the picture of childhood in the nineties, a time before the internet stole our attention, anonymity, and spontaneity. Before our folded jotted notes were replaced by text messages and our mixtape love letters with swiping. Before everyone knew everyone’s location, what they were doing, and with whom—in real time. It was the last era when, as a kid, you could get lost and in trouble without having a personal brand that you couldn’t escape because it lived in perpetuity online. I could choose to be a fuckup one day and a saint the next.

			I don’t say all of this to wax nostalgic. But the deeply ingrained influences within us don’t stop at location. Where we are born, where we fall within our family birth order, where our ancestors hail from, are incredibly powerful in the grand scheme of our lives, but we can’t look to them without looking at each of them within the context of when—a place, a family, a history, even our health changes with the times in which they exist. If where is the map, when is the legend we use to read it.

			The nineties were not perfect, but they were my when which informed my where. The already hugely significant and unavoidable influences of when and where we lived are overlaid with the even more influential digital revolution for anyone born of the Gen X nexus of before internet/after internet. This key fact—that I was born of this time—informed so much of who I became.

			And like a lot of “back then,” my youth was both idyllic and problematic. My internet-free formative years mirrored what was depicted in movies like Stand by Me, The Sandlot, The Goonies—a bunch of kids fumbling and figuring it out. Sheltered from the world outside our place in it and drunk on the freedoms of all that our origins provided us.

			The fact that I wasn’t concerned about getting my first buzz on so near the police station is also an indicator that not all zip codes are created equal. Looking back, the location Roxanne and I chose for our first drink seems odd. It suggests a sense of invincibility, no fear of consequences, if there were any. The truth is that that sense of invulnerability didn’t stop there, a dangerous mix of youthful high jinks and entitlement. Hell, my siblings and I threw notorious rager parties that were shut down by cops who’d kindly leave behind twelve-packs for us to imbibe while we cleaned up the mess. I didn’t see at the time the entitlements we were granted. We weren’t taught about things like privilege at our privileged school, even if I lingered at the outskirts.

			When our zip code wasn’t enough, the luck of winding up in a close-knit family was plenty. Mom would say we were rich in love. Our home was one of warmth, safety, and laughter. We may have been on the low end of the high-end town, but we never lacked for anything; all our needs were met, and the most important one was love.

			And that upbringing laid the groundwork for what would become a complicated but also pretty darn charmed adulthood for me too. Don’t get me wrong—I’ve had plenty of trials and tribulations, but I learned certain values that have stayed with me regardless of where I’ve gone in life since leaving Utica. Being downright forthright was almost a birthright where I was from. Neither of my grandmothers minced words. That skill to say what you mean and mean what you say is something I am proud to have taken with me. My grit, often acknowledged by others to this day, can be traced back to the spirit and expectations of those I grew up around. Tenacity and perseverance were what brought immigrants to Utica. Having just enough necessity and not enough support created a communal hardiness that runs like warm lifeblood through the area, and now my veins and the communities I belong to too. My upstate roots have made me feel lucky even when I wasn’t. Understanding the belief that “life isn’t fair,” a common refrain uttered throughout my childhood, seems to have given me the huge gift of easier acceptance when things don’t go my way. Thanks to my mother, I was taught to value sentimental things like books that were passed down, borrowed T-shirts, and family recipes more than designer labels, fancy cars, or money. To this day, my most prized possessions have no economic value, but they are truly invaluable to me. Foolhardy guts, an attitude and behavior that has served me well, came by way of sibling double-dog dares, blue collar barroom banter, and the fact that when you grow up thinking you don’t have much to lose, your mind leaps to What’s the worst that can happen? And most important, I learned (many times over) that we are as strong as our community. My ability to live freely out in the world, from misadventure to misadventure, sprang from the knowledge that no matter what, I would always be okay because, as my family, friends, and former teachers would say, I could always “come home” if things went awry. What a gift.

			And while some of our Inner World influences are fixed (try as you might, you can’t change your birth order, your blood, or your childhood—sorry!), fortunately, there are aspects of our Inner World that can be remade time and time again. For all the love I have for the things Utica gave me, I’d be remiss not to mention that there were some not-so-positive influences that also made their mark and that I’ve continually reflected on and worked to overcome even to this day. For instance, my foundational knowledge, and therefore my initial views, came from my school, where most of the children were white, and all of the teachers were white and followed a curriculum to match those systemic influential issues. When I left home, both on purpose and by happy accident, I expanded my knowledge of a world outside of the only one I had known. By doing that through living elsewhere, expanding my relationships, and actively seeking out opportunities to learn about a wider scope of worldviews, my attitudes about people who looked different from me, had different fixed inner influences, or lived differently in different places, became, well, different.

			Not surprisingly, the more we enter the Surface World and Outer World of influence outside of ourselves, the more we can change—for better or worse, depending on our choices.

			As a kid, I assumed the world everywhere looked like my world. And as a child, I believed that anyone who lived differently chose their fates, not that they weren’t granted or given the same opportunity as I was. I couldn’t see past my own nose, my zip code, my house on the hill at the “right” school on the archetypal right side of the tracks to understand that my carefree youth wasn’t available to everyone.

			But from the vantage point of my current Brooklyn zip code, not too far down the tracks, I can see it clear as day. I can see how where I sit today in essence began where I sat on a map the day I was born. I can see the influence my home had on me, for better and worse, and I can see how it’s possible to both hold it close and escape it. My present day might look far different from my younger days, but the Inner World values and beliefs are still the same. In fact, it’s those very things that led me to this location and this point in my life! And for that I will be forever grateful. Tracing values, beliefs, or behaviors back allows us to take stock of where, how, and why they originated, and to see how they’ve morphed over the years. In doing this, we can determine what’s serving us and choose to hold it tight, or what’s harming us and finally let that shit go.

			Without the origins that created my take-it-on-the-chin, one-day-at-a-time mentality, I might’ve become one of those people who lived in New York City one time but found it hard and left, never to return. Oh, the horror! Instead, I’ve lived in the city too many times to count, having left and fought to come back each and every time. So thank you, Utica, and specifically that teacher who said, “Life is tough—get tougher.” I’ve now lived in New York City longer than I’ve lived upstate, and yet both are home.

			The sandwich I’m in now might be more artisanal pastrami on rye than bologna, but I like to think I also keep some of that great upstate flavor here with me.

			
				Folklore Where you’re born dictates who you are and your future.

				Folktale I must conform to, accept, and live within the identities, worldviews, and borders of my environment.

				Folk Rebellion I can take what’s valuable from my origins and change direction, switch, or cross tracks by choosing to live outside the influences of my youth and its surroundings.

				[image: *Raise Hell] Take the time to think about your values and trace their origins. Ask yourself if these values are ones that still work for you today, or if they were accepted because that’s what you were first introduced to. Looking at your Inner World, what is fixed and how did it make you who you are? Now, what is more malleable? What would you want to modernize, expand, revisit, or change?
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			When I was seventeen years old, I wrote a book called Fuck the White Picket Fence.

			Or to be more exact, I scrawled a loose outline and a few chapters of a book reflecting my ideals as a teenager who was feeling backed into a corner. When I thought about my future, I wanted to be successful—I knew that, for sure—but I also wanted to define what that meant to me and determine my own path for getting there. I felt resistant to the standard, unwavering road map that people subscribed to in the community where I was raised: college, career, marriage, house, family.

			Say what you will about teenagers’ underdeveloped prefrontal cortexes, to this day, even as someone who has achieved a degree of that societal success, I think I was onto something.

			I hated that I was expected to define my future through neat and tidy answers to commonplace perfunctory questions from my teachers, family, and friends. “What do you want to be when you grow up?” was already ingraining the idea that we children should have established desires, goals, and a full sense of identity somewhere between fifth-grade recess and puberty. I was sensible enough to realize that this influential sense of expectations—which began at a very young age—was bullshit. I couldn’t make truly informed decisions before I had really lived! I also resented being compared with my peers, some of whom had already chosen tracks or personal brands for themselves—dancer, firefighter, veterinarian, pediatrician. Easy identifiers with clear steps to achievement. On one hand, I felt suffocated by the idea of mapping out my life that way, without room for surprises or discoveries. On the other, I was envious that they knew—and I didn’t.

			I hated that the elements outside my front door, the settings and relationships of those closest to me, were attempting to cast me toward the direction that paved the way down that road, a blueprint that began with dreaded early morning wakeups for school that didn’t make sense to my individual self then and still don’t. And once there, I struggled against all the memorization, the competition among peers, and the expectations that felt thrust onto me by the authority figures and leaders around me.

			In all of this, we find our next major sphere of influence: social expectations and situational standards forged from the relationships of the communities immediately around us. It’s our close reciprocal relationships—the two-way streets—the influence of who and what are near to us.

			Back then, some might’ve called me a tad bit rebellious. The truth is that not everyone, me included, fits into the one box that society and its structures predetermine for us, especially the ones formed in our more immediate surroundings. I found school and all its constructs boring, unchallenging, and less inspiring than a good book. So I hid behind manners, smiles, and good grades while simultaneously cutting class and corners, earning myself the nickname Sloane, after Ferris Bueller’s troublemaking girlfriend.

			Even with the tomfoolery, I was able to keep my grades up and, to the shock of my principal and some townspeople who expected someone with my pedigree to have less lofty goals, I was accepted by the college of my choice on an academic scholarship. No one questioned whether I’d go. This was the nineties, the time when more schooling meant more success, before tech tycoons in hoodies eschewed college and made it cool by making billions in doing so. There was an entire Outer World system designed to get me to go, a pipeline that begins in our Surface World before we learn to walk. After all, even the wrong nursery school can set you off on the supposed wrong track.

			College was a setting that positioned my education in terms of its benefits to me and the career I could trade it for once I’d completed four years. But the experience is one that is also under the influence of a growing system that prioritizes maximizing revenue. It’s given rise to an increase in for-profit colleges, banks doling out high-interest student loans, expensive admissions coaches, and various consultants—all to ensure that I would take the right (profitable) steps toward success. It’s capitalism…sold as promise.

			Meanwhile, the other nonoption—skipping college—evoked local fear and scorn. And so I strategically applied early decision to the college of my choice, knowing that would increase the likelihood of acceptance. The deeply ingrained higher education complex even had me falling for one brand of college over the other. It wasn’t really about what I would learn, what job I might be guaranteed afterward, what the net was on debt-to-earnings-potential ratio. What it came down to, in reality, was the bumper sticker—an emblem my parents and I could place on our cars in our hometown, a logo that would be proudly worn across our chests on hoodies and T-shirts to the gym, the office, and in front of the neighbors. A symbol of status. The college I chose was one of those schools that many in my town wanted to go to, and I knew earning a spot there would make me seem better. Better than what, I wasn’t sure. But it felt important. Like a chance to shout, “Look at me. I’m getting out of here!” The road to a bright future was clearly mapped out for me, and now, I had the college swag (my outward visible value to showcase and influence my Surface World’s perception of me) to prove it.

			Of course even a “free ride” comes with fees (another situational standard we’re supposed to accept without question, right?). Once I was admitted to college, I bought right into that community’s accepted way of thinking and began slogging down the path so many others had taken before me.

			I worked multiple jobs for cash I hid in a shoebox to pay for my dorm room, meal plan, and books. When I wasn’t selling snowboards and mountain bikes for the local sports store, I was a yogurt slinger at the mall. I rolled cigars and built humidors for an eccentric entrepreneur, who controversially paid undiscriminating high school students $20 cash per hour when minimum wage was $4.25 and let us smoke cigarettes in his house in the woods. No brainer. I also babysat and played counselor at the local rec center, ultimately amassing just over $7,000.

			Truth be told, I was still a little short, but I was confident that once on campus, I could buy some used textbooks to make up the difference. I was already this far down the road—surely the rest would fall into place as my new community made it seem it should.

			You see, once you decide to operate within a group or community’s given system, that system’s pre-existing structure puts you on the conveyor belt that keeps the system running. Sometimes that’s okay, and sometimes it’s not. What’s most important is understanding, and then recognizing, that there is even a system to begin with! Choosing whether we want to be a part of it is easier once we know it’s there, how it functions, and why. Often what keeps these deep-rooted systems running is our adherence to the structures that benefit the system, and not always necessarily what’s best for us.

			Education is a structure within the overall system, and of course it can be (and should be) one that is beneficial to all. But if we were to look at the way the system is designed, or what this structure has morphed into from its origins within the system, we might see that it’s another business, or another brand, or another opportunity whose value and accessibility changes for us depending on locations or socioeconomics or background. We should see that our personal mix of Inner, Surface, and Outer World influences determines how we experience it. We’d be able to recognize that debt in exchange for a degree may not make sense for everyone. Sure, yes, there are professions that absolutely require degrees, but my peers’ accepted standard that the only way to become meaningfully employable is within the confines of the pay-for-play educational establishment is complete and total horseshit. It’s horseshit and a financial model that positively affects banks, capitalism, and future companies that just want to hire someone with a big degree and bigger debt, thus creating a good employee who’s tied to the system by having to work hard, fall in line, and achieve more to pay it off.

			Here we can see that while the source of the influence starts with a communal norm, if we dig deeper, we see that the influential forces at play in the Outer World perpetuating this norm for their own gain are manifold. This is an example of one structure

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
			

		

	
OEBPS/9780593500569_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Apology Letter


						A Scatterbrain’s Note on Being Precise


						Epigraph


						Introduction


						Part I: Under the Influence
					
								Tracks


								Picket Fences


								Customs


								Bitter End


					


			


						Part II: How “They” Win Friends & Influence People
					
								What’s Your Favorite Color?


								Make Believe


								Heads Bowed, Eyes Closed


								Megaphones & Marshmallows


								Weirdos


					


			


						Part III: The Bad Influence
					
								Pony Up


								Good on Paper


								Something Borrowed


								Rosy Future


								Unplugged & Loved


					


			


						Part IV: Not So Easily Influenced
					
								Hanging Up


								Modern Bullshit


								80’s Mom


								Vulnerability Clickbait


					


			


						Part V: Influential
					
								Wake Up


								Pick a Fight


								Band Together


								Make Trouble


					


			


						Part VI: Above the Influence
					
								The “Plant Your Flag” Practice


								The “Peel the Onion” Technique


								The “Middle Fish” Assessment


								The “Snowman” Effect


					


			


						Epilogue


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Background Reading


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						iv


						ix


						xi


						xiii


						xiv


						xv


						xvii


						xviii


						xix


						xx


						xxi


						xxii


						xxiii


						xxiv


						3


						5


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						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


						55


						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


						117


						119


						120


						121


						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


						175


						177


						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


						235


						237


						239


						240


						241


						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


						279


						281


						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


						308


						309


						310


						311


						313


						314


						315


						316


						v


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


			


		
	


OEBPS/images/Elef_9780593500569_epub3_006_r1.jpg
*R@i«;’ e @ﬂ '





OEBPS/images/Elef_9780593500569_epub3_007_r1.jpg
g 0ur Serl

Sothra’ & Pesp

£ AttempP?s
fo Pavse






OEBPS/images/Elef_9780593500569_epub3_002_r1.jpg
[ will ret vuslead you
[ will ret vuslead you
[ will betmuslead you
[ will net wuslead you
[ will netwiuslead you
[ will bet-muslead you
[ will netwuslead you
[ will net mslead you
[ will netvuslead you

/ WiZ/ mf’w;éeag/ You

anyme e

anyime e

anyme e

anyme e

o N will netwiislead You anyimeves
o A will net wuslead You anymeve.
o A will et vauslead You anymove.

anymeove. | will nat wuslead You anymeove.
anymeove: | will rat wisleas You anymeves

anyme e

anyimnmeo e

anyme e

anyme e

o A will net wuslead You anymee.
o A will et mauslead You anymeves

[ will vet wusleas You anyimeves





OEBPS/images/Elef_9780593500569_epub3_004_r1.jpg
WM{Zrmej"/

@f"l V@Qy)






OEBPS/images/9780593500569_cover.jpg
RRAISING HELL,

Freepom FRom INFLuence
IN A WORLD WHeRre EVErYpNE
WANTS SomeTHING FROM You¥







OEBPS/images/Elef_9780593500569_epub3_005_r1.jpg
(’” Our oo
W@Pl’@/ /n/qu, ce

Befl
Df @/W%@ Surfoce,

2‘@&509

a@ y
> ”‘5 ® Cross (f)









OEBPS/images/003_Elef_9780593500552_all_art_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/9780593500569_title_page.jpg
Raising Hell,
Living Well

Freedom from Influence in a World
Where Everyone Wants Something from You*™

Jessica
Elefan!e

Incl«f?/”;ﬂ Me





