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I go back to look at our house, 
555 Hudson Street [in New York City], 
and I know that I could never afford it now. 


—JANE JACOBS,
author of
The Death and Life of Great American Cities,
quoted in the May 17, 2004, issue of The New Yorker

PRAISE FOR
LIFE 2.0
 
“Karlgaard leaves his Silicon Valley lair and sets out to explore ‘flyover country’ from an up-close and personal perspective in his little Cessna Skyhawk. As he discovers the joy of controlling flight, he also discovers countless Americans taking control of their environment by moving to the hinterlands for higher-quality life with a sense of purpose.” 
—John and Martha King, King Schools

“Rich Karlgaard has crafted a delightful, and surprisingly moving, tale that will allay the greatest fear of many upwardly mobile Americans: Not death. Not even public speaking. But the terror of waking up, alive and well, a resident of Bismarck, North Dakota.” 
—Michael Lewis, bestselling author of Moneyball, Liar’s Poker, Next, and The New New Thing

“Aboard his sky cabin, Karlgaard flies in with a companion concept to David Brooks’s On Paradise Drive and Joel Garreau’s Edge City.”
—Tom Wolfe

“Rich Karlgaard’s stories show that America offers an array of routes to personal fulfillment that, while counterintuitive to those on the conventional fast track, offers great promise to those who are open to personal innovation.”
—Clayton Christensen, professor of business administration, Harvard Business School; author of The Innovator’s Dilemma; and coauthor of The Innovator’s Solution

“Written with literary flair and analyzed with rare social and financial insight, Life 2.0 combines a gifted novelist’s sense of personal drama and pace with a technology visionary’s insight into the future. Take an epochal ride in Rich Karlgaard’s aerobatic new book. Not only will it stretch your mind and widen the horizons of your life, it also could renew your health and wealth.”
—George Gilder, futurist and author



“Talk about timely! Rich Karlgaard takes a thoroughly original approach to examining the sustaining upheaval in the American white-collar professional labor market. As someone who gritted his teeth and jilted Palo Alto for Vermont a decade ago, I was entranced by Karlgaard’s very human stories—and their very profound consequences. No one has a pat answer to the ‘great jobs conundrum’—but this fascinating treatise will make you think deeply, and may just give you the impetus to uproot. And, hooray, our amateur pilot–tour guide lived to tell the tale!”
—Tom Peters, management consultant and bestselling author

“Life 2.0 is an original and exhilarating look at options many Americans don’t realize are now open to them. Rich Karlgaard’s enthusiasm is contagious, based on the evidence he has found on his explorations from coast to coast. Anyone stuck in a traffic jam or beset by big-city woes will think long and longingly about the prospects this book lays out.”
—James Fallows, national correspondent, Atlantic Monthly
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INTRODUCTION
Living Large in Smaller Places
Three years ago a Forbes magazine colleague living in San Francisco told me that all her thirty-something friends were leaving town.
“Where is everyone going?” I asked.
“You’d be surprised,” she said. “Sacramento. Portland. Boise. Tucson. Smaller places than that, even.”
On one level I wasn’t surprised. Housing costs in San Francisco had gone to the moon during the 1990s. The dot-com bust that began in mid-2000 had done zippo to slow down house-price inflation. Tiny two-bedroom condos in San Fran-cisco were fetching $600,000. Try paying the mortgage on that without a job. My colleague’s friends simply had to leave town. They were running out of money.
Yet on another level I was surprised. People who had lived in a sophisticated city such as San Francisco, I was certain, would hold a snob’s view of “boonyack” towns such as Boise. It would never occur to fancy urban dwellers to move there. Yet they have moved there—in droves.
 
After eighteen years with Morgan Stanley in Dallas I now hang my shingle out at Smith Barney in McKinney, Texas (pop. 50,000), the county seat of Collin County.
MY LIFE TODAY
COMMUTE:  One minute, thirty seconds each way (old commute: two hours round-trip)
COUNTRY CLUB:  Three blocks from the office and six blocks from the house
INTERNET:  At the office, industrial strength; at home, always-on digital
HOUSING COST:  $0.73 per square foot versus high-end Dallas cost of $1.50 per square foot
CULTURE:  Local community college
DINING:  With two small kids, who really needs another trendy restaurant?
SCHOOLS:  Exemplary rankings—one kid at school three blocks from home, another in special-ed program, but only five minutes away
INCOME:  Down a little with rough brokerage industry conditions, but expenses way down also
IMPROVED WORK ATTITUDE AND FAMILY RELATIONSHIPS:  Priceless
RONALD JOHNSON 
McKinney, Texas
Okay. Let’s stop here for a reality check.
I realize that droves is an imprecise word and, moreover, that out-migration from a dot-com boomtown such as San Francisco was to be expected during an economic bust. Also, haven’t we heard this song before? As I began to study U.S. internal migration patterns and regional economic development for Life 2.0, I learned that some carefully reasoned books had appeared during the last fifteen years that had predicted just such an out-migration from cities to smaller cities and towns. One of them, Penturbia, was written in 1991 by a University of California professor named Jack Lessinger. Penturbia asserted that high costs and urban crowding would drive the middle class out of cities and suburbs.
But it didn’t happen. In fact, the booming 1990s economy produced quite the opposite result. It sucked the professional middle class into cities and their suburbs. (Was Lessinger wrong or just fifteen years ahead of his time? Good question. I think he was ahead of his time.)
Then in 1998 a futurist named Harry Dent, in a book called The Roaring 2000s, took a similar tack. He said white-collar professionals in big cities and suburbs “lived with the daily stress of trying to handle two imperatives: being a success at work and creating a comfortable home. For many of us, this has meant buying a house in the suburbs where we could raise our families safely and affordably—and paying for it every day with an exhausting commute.”
Ouch. Sound familiar?
Dent went on to say: “We are about to see the next great population migration in our country, which will be the force driving real-estate appreciation in the next decade. An enormous number of people will escape overcrowded, expensive suburbs and move to a variety of small towns, new-growth cities, exurban areas beyond the suburbs, and even back to trendy urban areas. Whether you’re looking for a new home or a new investment, you can be among those to reap the huge profits.”
My verdict on Harry Dent is that he got it mostly right. What Dent got wrong is the relationship between the stock market—The Roaring 2000s foresaw “a Dow that would reach at least 21,500 and possibly 35,000 by the year 2008”—and out-migration. Dent thought a boom and out-migration marched together. I believe the relationship is exactly the opposite. A sustained poor or flat stock market is what will trigger the professional middle-class flight out of cities and suburbs. The logic is easy to understand. We will suffer with a small house, a hefty mortgage, and a grinding commute if we think by these sacrifices we can retire by age fifty-five, thanks to our rapidly appreciating house and retirement portfolio. But take away double-digit annual appreciation of our two biggest assets and throw in worries about retirement, and we begin to feel like slaves.
Since Lessinger wrote Penturbia in 1991 and Dent wrote The Roaring 2000s in 1998, these developments have occurred.
In Economics
The stock market may have entered a fifteen-year period during which it will underperform relative to the historical average (the boomlet of 2003 notwithstanding). There goes your portfolio and retirement savings! As to your salary, well, China, India, and other low-cost nations have entered the scene. They are pouring scores of millions of hardworking, white-collar workers into the global labor force. This could dampen Amer-ican salaries and bonuses for at least a generation to come.
In Technology
Broadband Internet and search tools such as Google have made it possible to perform sophisticated white-collar work in small towns. The long-predicted “death of distance” era has arrived.
In Culture
The sophistication gap between urban areas and smaller cities and towns has narrowed, thanks to technology (broadband Internet, cable television, satellite radio, overnight delivery, etc.). Yet smaller cities and towns remain vastly cheaper from a housing standpoint. They are also freer of the numerous “status competitions” (the social pressure to drive a fancy car, enroll the children in private schools, and take European vacations) that further drive up the cost of professional middle-class life in big cities and suburbs.
In Demographics
The median age of America’s largest population bulge, the baby boomers, is now fifty. This age group is beset by time and financial burdens on all sides: college tuition, care for aging parents, and the need to save for retirement. (Most of us are way behind on that!) Many of America’s 77 million baby boomers have reached the conclusion that they must reduce their household costs in order to meet their financial obligations and goals.
In Spirituality
America has entered what many observers think is a spiritual Great Awakening—touched off by a turbulent global economy, post-9/11 fears and insecurities, and an aging population (baby boomers in particular) that feels life’s calendar winding down. I believe this search for meaning will beckon Americans out of pricey, status-competitive, time-robbing large population centers and toward more serene and pastoral places.
Okay, enough of the theorizing.
In Life 2.0, you’ll meet real folks who are living larger lives in smaller places right now—people who have found a fulfilling Second Act for their lives. People such as these:
Connie Paraskeva, who for years had been on the road as a democracy specialist for the State Department. She now is doing her sophisticated global work from the unworldly outpost of Bismarck, North Dakota (so she can look after her aging parents).
Dick Resch, a Harvard Business School grad, who fell out of love with the materialism and morals of Wall Street. He took himself to Green Bay, Wisconsin, joined a furniture manufacturer, and became the laughingstock of his Harvard classmates. Now, as CEO, Dick’s been able to implement a vision of making every employee in his company financially literate about the business, even though many have not finished high school.
Dave Barton, who once ran a most un-California-like business in California—a company brokering factory tool parts by telephone and fax. Dave was up against the wall economically when the landlord tripled the rent for his business and he couldn’t pay his employees enough to live closer than a two-hour commute to the office. Dave closed the business, sold his 1,700-square-foot house for $895,000, and set off for the hills of Pennsylvania. There he discovered a remarkable high-tech answer to his problem.
Rick Randall, a self-made millionaire who paid a price for his financial success: not only a failed marriage but separation from the person he cared most about in this world, his daughter. When Rick married for a second time and embarked on a new series of entrepreneurial ventures, he decided to locate in smaller cities (Wilmington, North Carolina, during the school year; Lake Placid, New York, in the summer) where he could focus on both work and family.
Peter Scanlon, born, bred, schooled, and married on the East Coast in the New York area, a high-flyer at insurance giant Cigna until he burned out.  Peter had three new job offers—two in New York and one in Des Moines, Iowa. The family has blossomed in Des Moines. Their cheaper, bigger, and more beautiful home is the material side of the Scanlon household equation. The qualitative is the stress-free drive to work, a dynamic church that even his kids like to attend, and a rich cultural life with events that take them no time to get to. 
Andrew Field, who got the inspiration for transforming his life and his printing business while fly-fishing in the Yellowstone River. Printingforless.com locates idle printing press time around the country and brokers it to customers over the Internet. Andrew and his wife, Victoria, live like baron and baroness in their custom-built home on twenty-two acres near the Gallatin National Forest. Here’s the irony: The Printingforless.com model was tried—and failed—in high-cost Silicon Valley.
Toni Sottak and her husband, Mike, both public relations professionals, were living in the Potrero Hill area of San Francisco and getting up at four-thirty to beat the traffic in the drive down to Silicon Valley. Flying back from a vacation spent scuba diving in the Caribbean, they played with an idea: What if we became full-time island dwellers? How would we make a living? Could we bring our black Labrador, Duke, without quarantine? Mike visited Providenciales in the Caicos and Turks, a lovely British island, just two miles wide, and said, “Screw it, this is the place.” They sold everything in the Bay Area and started a freelance public relations business that has been a huge success.
Jonathan Weber, editor of the dot-com era’s magazine sensation the Industry Standard, was exhausted from seventy-hour work weeks and in no shape to stick around for a tech recovery in San Francisco. He moved to Missoula, Montana, where he lectures part-time at the University of Montana’s School of Journalism and writes reports about stocks of European wireless companies. A hyperfast Net connection and flights every six weeks to Europe allow Jon to write about the European scene from a small western university town.
I met these and many other people during personal visits over the last two years, when I set out in a small airplane to fly around the country and have a look at how Americans were coping with major structural changes in the economy. During this journey I met countless ordinary folks doing stunning, creative things with their work and lives in places you’d least expect.
My hope is that you will be inspired by their stories of personal reinvention and triumph—especially if you are among the millions of Americans who feel pressured by the costs, treadmills, stresses, and insecurities of post-boom, post-9/11 urban coastal living.
A tip on how to read Life 2.0 . . .
In Part 1, join me as I learn how to fly a small airplane by instruments and then set out across America, starting in Lawrence, Massachusetts, and hopscotching to areas where I could learn more about what I saw as the trend toward living larger in smaller places.
In Part 2, I attempt to pull together the meaning of these individual portraits of people and places and to examine the long-term economic, technological, and spiritual implications of the move to a saner style of life.
In Part 3, a resource section, I list 150 U.S. cities and towns you might want to consider as alternatives to your present locales. The key here is finding the best possible match of your needs to your choices. Take a look.
Some readers may think there is too much airplane talk in this book. Sorry; I just couldn’t curb my enthusiasm. I hope you will look kindly on my aerial Jack Kerouac fantasies. However, if you are bored by the flyboy bits, just skip past those parts and go to the real meat of this book. Which is: A growing number of Americans are seeking a larger life in a smaller place. Many are finding it.
 
I live in rural southern Indiana in a small town of five thousand people. We moved here twelve years ago and tonight I was reminded once again of why we made that decision. I have just returned from a play performed in the cafeteria of the school where I am a guidance counselor. There are forty-two students in the senior class and eighteen were in the play tonight. Three hours of laughter and good food, all for $13 a person.
We moved here to get away from the city, a college town where parties, drinking, drugs, and other questionable activities are a common occurrence. We wanted to raise our son in a small-town atmosphere. When we looked for our new home, I remember telling the realtor that I hoped we could find something suitable for under $100,000. He was mildly amused and then told us that he didn’t have any homes available for over that price. This is a beautiful area where a 2,000-square-foot home on twenty acres is affordable.
The wildlife is everywhere, so it’s a challenge for this city gal to raise a garden that isn’t eaten by the deer first! The winters are mild, making the bugs larger than where I had lived further north. It is the best-kept secret in Indiana, a place unknown, even to Mapquest!
Where do we go for culture? Where do we shop? We are fifty minutes from that college town, if we need its cultural and educational activities, and sixty minutes away from Louisville, Kentucky, where we can enjoy the southern charm and the riverfront. Even closer to home is a man-made lake and ski resort, the French Lick Springs, where entertainment is brought in from out of town. One of Indiana’s finest wineries is located there and you can find gourmet cuisine. But honestly, the best cultural experience is the local culture. It is a world where people know their neighbors and care about each other. Our son attends school in California now, yet loves to come home and relax. I think the trend is to live where you can enjoy the most for your money. I know we are. We live in the most beautiful county in Indiana. For me, it is the American Dream come true.
CAROLYN HASH 
Paoli, Indiana
 
While in grad school at Wharton, most of my classmates were contemplating investment-banking jobs in New York City, consulting jobs in Boston or Chicago, business development jobs in Silicon Valley—you get the point. My wife and I weighed the miserable hours, the expensive lifestyles, and the big-ticket salaries (many of which are now casualties of recent rightsizings) and said no.
I can see the allure of Boston or New York or Washington, D.C., but for our mid-thirties family of five, it doesn’t work. So we trotted off to New Hampshire, where, for the price of our old tiny two-bedroom in suburban D.C., we got a six-acre idyll with a horse barn and small fruit orchard on a lake eighty-five miles from Boston.
By the way, I can sit in my two-hundred-year-old farmhouse listening to loons on the lake while I am on my wireless network through a broadband connection to the outside world. Pretty cool!
I have my choice of two airports—Manchester (cheaper and easier but with about half the flights) and Logan (well . . . you know). Manchester works out better 90 percent of the time. And for the Northeast corridor, the train out of Boston is always a better bet. So for transport, we don’t even need the revolution in small-jet technology.
But there are definitely trade-offs. I joined a great opportunity with good pay and challenging work in a technology company that happened to be located in a rural area. That said, there aren’t a lot of alternative employment opportunities up here if this turns out to be less than perfect.
A lot of my classmates would feel stifled out here. In fact they love to visit, but are always excited to get back to the city. But it’s perfect for us.
DOUGLAS PATTESON 
Rochester, New Hampshire
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CHAPTER 1
Trapped in a Cloud Cave
I push the throttle all the way forward to the airplane’s instrument panel and begin rolling down Runway 31 at Fargo, North Dakota’s Hector Field. The engine kicks in as my Cessna 172SP Skyhawk lurches forward and picks up power. At a speed of 60 knots, in response to a gentle pull on the yoke, the Cessna’s wheels lift from the blacktop. I’m airborne.
Right away there’s a bad omen.
Air traffic control says three National Guard F-15 jets are practicing touch-and-gos on the same runway, so I must keep a sharp lookout. A midair collision with a six-ton military kerosene burner capable of clipping along at Mach 2 would shatter my four-seat Skyhawk. The only thing left of me and my sorry encounter would be a four-paragraph story in tomorrow’s edition of the local papers.
Ten minutes go by without incident, and finally I am out of harm’s way. Across the Red River and into western Minnesota the air smooths out and I feel settled. First crisis averted.
What am I doing up here? That’s a question I have asked myself countless times since taking up flying at age forty-five. Is this some kind of midlife crisis? Am I running away? Back on the ground, friends of my wife are asking the same question: What’s he doing up there? I have left my wife and two young children for several weeks to fly a small airplane solo over the U.S. heartland.
Officially, there is a reason—an editorial mission. I’m looking for Americans who have fled high-priced cities and suburbs as a way of coping with a crummy stock market, a lousy economy, broken dreams, and post-9/11 terrorism fears. Americans “flying home” to their roots will constitute a major demographic trend of the early 2000s.
Or so I think.
Today, I’m en route from Fargo to Green Bay, Wisconsin, on an instrument flight plan. I have chosen a path that will take me north of Minneapolis by forty miles. This morning I heard a report on the Weather Channel predicting late-afternoon thunderstorms moving up from Iowa. I’m anxious to avoid these troublemakers. This storm—the product of a summer cold front moving northward at 20 miles per hour—will contain lightning, hail, and possibly tornadoes. Such meteorological chaos is typical in the Midwest in the spring and summer. A river of warm, moist air collides with a solid wall of cold air. The roiling begins and in minutes thick gray vertical cumulonimbus clouds (thunderheads, they’re called) can rise 50,000 feet or more. Hail is not uncommon, while severe updrafts, downdrafts, and 100-mph bursts of wind can toss a small airplane around like a beer can on a stormy lake.
Summer cold fronts are not to be mucked with. These nasties can even bring down a commercial airliner. On August 2, 1985, Delta Airlines flight 191, an L-1011 widebody jet, crashed near Dallas, killing most aboard. Among the dead was Don Estridge, the inventor of the IBM personal computer.
Whoa. Today is August 2.
Let’s just forget about that.
Soon I’m cruising 9,000 feet over the town of Sauk Centre, Minnesota—hometown of novelist Sinclair Lewis, America’s first Nobel Prize winner in literature and a deadly satirist of small-town America. My window is filled with deep blue sky, the sky of the mountain West, not typical of Minnesota. Below are cumulus clouds that look like snowmen, whose tops rise to, I’m guessing, 7,000 feet—2,000 feet below me.
The cloud tops will rise and grow tall as the afternoon rolls along. Summer weather in the Midwest is notoriously fickle. One sure bet is that cumulus clouds, once they appear, will grow taller as an afternoon progresses. It’s also a rule of thumb that small plane flight under or through such growing cumulus clouds is to be avoided. The sudden updrafts and downdrafts can be teeth-shattering. But since I’m currently cruising 2,000 feet above the clouds, that’s no worry. All is serene. With any luck I’ll be landing in Green Bay in an hour and a half.
Not so fast.
Thirty minutes west of Minneapolis the sky changes from azure blue to battleship gray. A huge wall of clouds appears twenty miles off the right wing—it’s that big nasty cold front. Damn; it looks closer than it is supposed to be. The Weather Channel said it would stay well south of Minneapolis. I am right now forty miles north of Minneapolis, and this thing is a lot closer than that. It is massive, solid, and gray—it looks the way a great battleship must appear if you’re floating by in a rubber raft.
I think about asking ask air traffic control for a diversion to the north. A no-brainer, except that to my north sits another menace—a rising, blackening cumulus cloud, the type of angry formation that can quickly build into an isolated thunderstorm. It looks like Devils Tower in Wyoming.
But straight ahead, there is a large gap—a gap between the gray battleship and the Devils Tower. I decide to stay on my route and shoot that gap, working out the math in my head. My Cessna Skyhawk cruises at 120 knots. Ground speed according to the instrument panel’s moving map reads 134 knots, or 154 miles per hour, thanks to a tailwind. The gray mass should be moving north at 20 miles an hour—isn’t that what the Weather Channel said? If so, the math works. I’ll easily shoot the gap. No problem, in theory.
In flying, you learn that the only weather forecast that matters is the one you see out the windshield. By the time I get to the gap a few minutes later, it has closed. Completely closed.
Suddenly I am in a big cloud cave!
Now I have to tell you, this is the oddest experience—terrifying and magical, like a scary children’s book. I can’t see daylight, and yet I can see in front of me for at least a half mile. A giant cloud cave! Swirling milk-shake hues of yellow and purple. To the left is that ominous gray wall, the giant battleship, closing in. Lightning bolts fracture the darkening sky.
I swallow hard at the lightning. My hands start trembling because now I’ve got another problem. The clouds underneath me, the floor of this damnable cloud cave, are rising like boiling soapy water and beginning to swallow me. I push in maximum power, pull on the yoke to climb. That brings the voice of air traffic control in my earphones. The controller is pissed at me. When you fly on an instrument flight plan you are supposed stay on your assigned altitude, no matter what. Air traffic’s job is to separate you from other traffic, but the controller can’t do his job if some amateur pilot is in the clouds freelancing. On the other hand, it’s my sorry ass up there in the boiling clouds.
North of Minneapolis, exactly where I will encounter the heaviest traffic en route, I’m crazily busting air traffic control’s assigned altitude. I’m climbing as rapidly as the little 180-horsepower plane will allow to avoid being swallowed by the floor. I plead on the microphone for air traffic’s indulgence. The controller grumbles. At this point I no longer care, because I’m in big trouble. So I keep going up . . . 9,000 feet, 9,500, 10,000, 10,500 . . . and the whole cloud cave is closing in on me and there’s lightning and turbulence, and I’m thinking this is really stupid . . . what am I doing up here? . . . how am I going to get out of this jam?
Then I see a patch of mist below.
I key the microphone and tell Minneapolis Approach: Cancel my instrument flight plan! I must get out of this cloud! I pull the throttle back to idle and start diving at a steep 2,000 feet per minute. I do about three full diving circles down, slip through that small misty hole—is that the Mississippi River down there?—then level out at 3,500 feet. That’s where I stay: flying under this mass, flying for my life, flying all the way to Green Bay.
On the ground, I check into the airport Sheraton, sit at the bar, slug down two Jack Daniel’s shots with Corona Extra chasers, go to my room, and watch the Weather Channel. The announcer is talking about that nasty cold front I jousted with in Minnesota only an hour ago. It indeed contained the classic brew of lightning, hail, and tornadoes. The storm now was in central Wisconsin upending trailer parks, shoving power poles through windows, inflicting the usual midwestern summer . . . hell.
In a sober moment before the booze transported me to a sodden slumber, I tried to remember just how I had got myself into this mess.
BOONYACK COMEBACK
I’m to blame, of course. My journey into the cloud cave began with a column I wrote in the April 15, 2002, issue of Forbes magazine called “Boonyack Comeback.” In it I wrote that small cities could very well outperform larger cities, economically, over the next decade. If this happened, a trend that had favored large cities since about 1981—particularly those centers of tech and finance on both coasts—could reverse. The column quoted a headhunter from Heidrick & Struggles, David Pasahow, who said that he now recruits hotshot executives out of Chicago or Dallas and places them, amazingly, in Des Moines or Omaha. As recently as 1999, no dice. “What’s the attraction?” I asked. His answer: “Great housing for the dollar, country clubs you can get into—and afford—public schools that work, and short commutes.” As for culture, he said, “From the money they save on housing, country clubs, and schools, my clients fly to Paris when they want culture.”
Normally I get thirty or forty e-mails in response to my Forbes column, usually short blurbs saying that I am a idiot and that Steve Forbes ought to drag me over hot coals and then fire me. Within a month of the “boonyack” column being published, however, I had received more than two hundred e-mails. These were not spitballs aimed at my head, but something much different. They were tales of the search for sanity and of the need to balance life and work. Many were sincere outpourings of deep life-transition stories. Most were from people who had undergone life-changing shifts in perspective.
Wrote David Marshall from Pittsburgh: “After living in Manhattan and working on Wall Street trading desks for over a decade, I packed up my bags last year and moved to the hometown of my fianceé—Pittsburgh. My commute is seven minutes. People actually say hello to me in the morning. Cars stop for me when I’m trying to cross the street.”
Another, from Ray Ozyjowski in Portland, Oregon: “I am glad to be out of New York! The investment banking bloodbath continues. I have a real quality life in Portland at a small technology research investment bank, calling on the same clients in New York I did when I lived there, and I still travel to New York once or twice a quarter. I now have a five-minute commute from a house in a prime community. I get to spend much more quality time outdoors and with my boys.”
Michael Stemo of Grand Rapids, Michigan, summed it up: “If folks start to take a tally of their lifestyle, cost of living, and the lack of leisure time, they’ll realize that the quality-of-life cost is just too high.”
On and on the e-mails ran.
Stories like these are fun to read. They evince something wonderful about the American character, the pursuit of happiness and the gift for reinvention. But do these highly personal stories tell us something larger? Might they also hint at deeper changes in the dreams and lifestyle choices of Americans?

MY MIDLIFE CRISIS
Oh, that. Okay, I admit it. I now believe (with perfect hindsight) that I was having a bit of my own crisis during the dark year of 2002 and needed a slap upside my addled head. As publisher of and a columnist for Forbes magazine, I had fallen into the nasty habit of theorizing my way through columns, rather than actually venturing out into the world and seeing what was going on.
Working for a New York magazine and living in California’s Silicon Valley during the Great Boom, this was an especially dangerous habit. If you hung around New York and Silicon Valley people—and nothing but New York and Silicon Valley people—you could swallow the idea, for example, that some CrazyFad.com might just wipe “brick-and-mortar” businesses off the face of the earth. You might swallow the Kool-Aid and believe that NASDAQ was going to overtake the Dow Jones Industrial Average on a numerical basis at any time, as was proposed by the respected consultant and venture capitalist Geoffrey Moore in March 2000. You might suppose that venture capital was perfectly, totally risk-free, as Geoff Yang of Redpoint Ventures gleefully told Fortune magazine that same month.
My own judgment lapses were no better.
Here is just one example: Four years ago I was introduced to Global Crossing chief executive Gary Winnick, not yet notorious. We met in a backstage green room at a conference. Winnick was that evening’s keynote speaker. My job was to say a few introductory remarks about the promise of Global Crossing. This promise—that a new era of bountiful global capitalism would effloresce from fiber-optic lines strung along the ocean floors—was one I believed, and still do.
Backstage, Gary Winnick was giving me ghostly heartburn. For starts, he looked like no tech entrepreneur I had ever met. He had a fleshy, florid face. He wore a hand-sewn suit that probably cost more than an Apple G4 laptop—the wrong priority for an entrepreneur—and he was attended by an entourage that might have included a bodyguard. This picture of Winnick stood in contrast to every great entrepreneur I’ve ever known—guys like Bill Gates, Steve Jobs, Michael Dell, Larry Ellison—guys who had lean, hungry looks, particularly when their start-ups were new and their successes were no sure thing. Global Crossing was too new to be a sure thing.
I kept stealing glances at Winnick, trying to size him up. Standing with hands on hips in a wide stance and never far from his entourage, Winnick looked like a guy who devoted much thought to self-protection. Suddenly I had an intuition! Here’s a guy with no apparent downside. That’s why he flunks the real entrepreneur’s test. He lacked that telltale entrepreneur’s look—a half-feral, half-religious conviction you see in the best ones. Winnick projected a quite different look, powerful and self-satisfied, that of a mafia don or a four-term U.S. senator. In other words, the sort of person who could make poop run uphill and wanted everyone to know it. This I somehow intuited in only three minutes backstage with the guy. It was a moment of clarity and inspiration.
So of course I stayed up till 3 A.M. that night and typed out a column that would warn Forbes readers away from Gary Winnick—a predator in entrepreneur’s clothing, certain to put his interests before shareholders.
The column, when it came out, exploded into controversy. It almost got me fired over the subsequent mountain of legal expenses needed to defend it from Winnick’s libel charges. The column went on to win every major journalism award and landed me on Lou Dobbs Tonight, Neil Cavuto, and Good Morning America. The story ricocheted and reverberated for years after. Later in 2003 I was the frequent guest of Senate committee investigations hot on the trail of corporate fraud. My book advance on the fall of Gary Winnick was a bit more than $2 million.
Yeah, right. In my dreams.
No such column appeared.
My sense about Winnick was true and clear—he ended up selling $600 million of stock in a company that went bankrupt—but I lacked the courage to write it that way. Worse, during the next few months I wrote the opposite! Piles of mush in praise of Global Crossing! How could I have done this? Apparently I had followed a line of cold, abstract reasoning—which posited that the Internet’s full promise depended on broadband fiber-optic global highways connecting continents and here was the company and the man to deliver it. I had let this hopeful McLu-hanesque speculation of mine betray what I knew to be true in my heart. I had sensed a deeper truth about Winnick backstage but did nothing about it. I rank this among the worst failings of my columnist career.
Trust your instincts! That’s one lesson I wish to impart to readers of this book. Except . . .
. . . Let me now take you to another intimate space where one’s best instincts might be deadly: the cockpit of a small airplane. I have pointed my Cessna Skyhawk single-propeller airplane onto Runway 24 in Green Bay, Wisconsin, ready to depart for St. Cloud, Minnesota. A heavy fog sits just 100 feet above the tarmac. Visibility is described by the tower controller to be at one-quarter mile. Commercial jets are unable to land. They have resorted to flying endless oval-shaped holding patterns one to two miles aboveground, stacked in a line from here to Oshkosh. But I have filed an instrument flight plan. Legally I can go.
My instincts scream out: Don’t go! You idiot, Northwest Airline jets can’t land. A leather-faced turboprop pilot inside the Titletown Jet Center’s green-carpeted pilot’s lounge warns me not to go. No way in hell would he fly his King Air 90 out in these conditions!
But I knew if I could just stash my fear in a holding pattern, so to speak, I was perfectly okay to depart. My brain had calculated the departure risks to be low. There was fog, yes, but no other risk factors were in play. No rain. No wind. No thunderstorms or ice hidden within the fog. The fog layer itself was only 2,000 feet thick, which meant blue skies on top and serene flying in less than four minutes. My equipment worked perfectly. I was freshly trained to do it, having passed the FAA’s instrument flight checkride only a month before. Let’s go.
I did. The Green Bay tower controller issued a command I’d never heard before: Report when airborne. Wow, even the tower couldn’t see me. I rolled down the runway, picked up speed, got the nose up, and for the next four minutes kept my eyes in a tight scan of the airspeed, artificial horizon, and the GPS moving map. Alone in the fog, blinded by it, my instinct naturally chose this moment to hector me like bad in-laws. What’s that low rumble I hear? Did your engine just cough? Are your wings level? They don’t feel level. Are you sure you’re climbing a steady 500 feet per minute?
Evolution has not prepared us to fly through the fog in an aluminum can. My instincts were screeching to me like Woody Allen on crack. My twenty-first-century-attuned eyes and brain, certified by the FAA, calmly surveyed the instruments and told me everything was fine. All was fine. In precisely four minutes I was able to punch through the fog layer into God’s blue sky, free of cloud caves and fear.

THE PARADOX
In his 1936 essay “The Crack-Up,” novelist F. Scott Fitzgerald got off his famous observation about the test of a first-rate mind. Fitzgerald said an intelligent person should be capable of holding two opposing ideas in his head and still function. Fitzgerald never specified what he meant by this. Of course his quote endures because of its mysterious vagueness. Perhaps he meant to say something grandly philosophical, such as: For mankind to survive we must conduct our lives as if there was a God who would judge us for eternity, when the truth may be . . . well, who knows. Or maybe he was referring to the old paradox of our dualistic natures as human animals: part logical, part intuitive. Just maybe Fitzgerald was merely looking at his own unhappy life—and confessing to us how hard it is to pretend that one’s work matters when one is beset by drunkenness and depression.
Another paradox: Life 2.0 is about America’s search for satisfying work styles. But it must begin with a sobering thought: This search will not be easy in the Turbulent 2000s economy. It may be especially hard if you, like me, are over the age of thirty-five, support a family and have a mortgage, and find that your capacity for risk is less than it used to be. I hope to show you that this very real psychological barrier needn’t stand in the way of your happiness.
A generation of Americans between the ages of thirty-five and fifty-five will experience life in much the same way our grandparents experienced the one-two punch of the 1920s—a decade of promise that gave us skyscrapers, affordable cars and radios, and indoor electricity and plumbing for the majority—and the 1930s, its opposite. Novelist Saul Bellow writes that the 1930s were actually fun for young adults unburdened by family obligations and career dreams. In the deflationary 1930s you could attend a movie for a dime and buy a hamburger for a nickel. It was a time to indulge in radical politics, to overthrow Babbittry in art and culture. It was a good decade for bohemians. But the Great Depression was a horrible and humiliating experience for the family man. The stock market fell 87 percent from its September 1929 peaks. During the dust bowl year of 1932 American unemployment reached 24 percent.
The Turbulent 2000s won’t turn out as bad as the 1930s in terms of raw deprivation. But in a relative and psychological sense the comparison is apt. America has just come through the greatest stock market lollapalooza in its history. It began in 1982 and saw the Dow increase fifteen-fold during the next eighteen years. Then it ended in 2000.
History suggests clearly that we won’t see another monster wave like this for fifty to seventy years. By then it will be too late for anybody over thirty to cash in.
Even if you accept the New Economy premise that Moore’s Law and communications technologies such as cable TV and the Internet have accelerated the cycles of history—a plausible argument—it’s still unlikely that another sustained stock boom will emerge to compare with the 1982–2000 period. Not, anyway, until those millions of investors scalded by the 2000–2002 bust are senile or dead.

MEMORIES OF A BOOM GONE BAD
Broken dreams can permanently scar us, even if we don’t want to admit it. Ever dated someone who was better looking, more athletic, smarter, richer, more sexually sophisticated, and just generally cooler than you in every way? Such mismatches do occur, often in your twenties. We all get lucky sometime! Mismatches rarely last long. When the breakup occurs, the upper-hand partner, who was having a fling, who was slumming, recovers in about, oh, forty-eight hours and merrily goes on with his or her life. Meanwhile, the rejected partner is usually devastated for months and even then will remember the relationship (just a fling for the slummer) for years and always wonder if it might have worked.
In the early 2000s, millions of American knowledge workers are experiencing such a moment, not about past lovers but about the past boom. Legendary venture capitalist John Doerr called the 1990s boom “the greatest legal creation of wealth in history.” For a while it looked as if perhaps Doerr was right. It was the best chance in our lifetimes to break the bonds from financial worry. Many of us did get rich, on paper, at least, for a couple of years. More had hoped to attain financial comfort. We had good reason to hope, with the stock market bounding up in 15 percent gains every year. But now it’s gone. Like the upper-hand lover who was slumming, it will never return.
Consequently, some Americans have begun to doubt their chances of achieving the American Dream—which for the sake of brevity (and with apologies to Thomas Jefferson) let’s define as financial comfort and a job you love.
Nobody should be surprised that we Americans are worried and confused. During the last four years we have lived through the deprivations of a stock market bust and a recession. We have suffered through the tragic events of September 11 along with its disquieting aftermath. Today we live and work amid an economic recovery that looks positively sparkling on paper. Yet it feels, because of its disruptive nature, unusually stressful.
Welcome to the Turbulent 2000s.
Mix into this turmoil the largest generation of Americans, those 77 million baby boomers born between 1946 and 1964. We boomers have arrived at an age when midlife reassessment might have kicked in anyway, triggering a midlife crisis in some. For boomers, one’s personal stuff may be hitting the fan just at the time when the world’s economic climate has entered a period of permanent instability and storms.
Sounds like a nightmare. In fact, now is a splendid time to rethink our own concept of the American Dream and perhaps embark on a Second Chance to pursue it.

THE WHERE OF HAPPINESS
As we grow out of childhood, we give up our dreams of play-ing center field for the New York Yankees or starring in a Hollywood thriller. Counselors call our new attitude “maturity.” Likewise, the Turbulent 2000s will force millions of Americans to reassess our adult dreams of financial comfort and early retirement. How should we face this reassessment? Must we say adios to our dreams? No. But we might have to redefine them.
Philosophers since Plato have penned millions of words attempting to define what is happiness, fulfillment, and an idealized self. This is well-traveled turf.
Countless more millions of words have been written on the how of achieving these desirable ends. Think of all the how-to books published on money, career, health, diet, fitness, self-esteem, inner peace, six-pack stomachs, sexual pleasure. A huge bestseller, though you never think of it as such, is the Alcoholics Anonymous Big Book, which lays out the twelve steps to overcoming alcohol dependency. It has sold millions of copies since its appearance in 1940, spawning other twelve-step programs and books. The Big Book and its progeny aim straight at the very soul of the American belief in second chances. So, I hope, does Life 2.0. It is about the where of finding your place in the American Dream and attaining your “best self.”
For some reason, where is rarely considered as an important ingredient to achieving the American Dream and one’s best self, even as how—money, health, diet, fitness, self-esteem, spiritual contentment, sex, et cetera—is beaten to death as an angle.
Yet asking where makes sense, when you think about it. A polar bear is unlikely to find its bliss in a rain forest, no matter how many Second Chances its gets. We, too, are creatures of our environment. How many of us would prosper under Taliban rule, for example? Not many. Do you think you would thrive more in Shanghai or Tokyo? Assuming language was not the issue, you probably would prefer Shanghai if you shared its entrepreneurial mentality. Tokyo, like Paris, puts its faith in the dirigiste class of well-educated conformists. (Harvard M.B.A.’s, take note.)
Now let us count our blessings.
America offers by far the richest selection of location choices to work and to live—to pursue our American Dream. We can live in New York City, the one and only. We can live in other “dense” American cities such as Boston, San Francisco, and Chi-cago. We can choose our cities by size, by weather, by political tenor (Portland, Oregon, is very liberal, while Cincinnati, Ohio, is very conservative), by industry, by tax and regulatory scheme, by schools, by the art scene, by acceptance of racial and sexual minorities, and by cost of living. We can dwell in the mountains, put down on the beach, reside on a farm, or repair to the high desert. Within one city alone, Los Angeles, we can find a richer array of culture than is offered in some entire countries.
After traveling the United States by small airplane during the summers of 2002 and 2003 to gather material and stories for this book, I am convinced that the where of finding your American Dream might be as important as the how.
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