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For Carolyn, Jonah, and Nora
How patiently you’ve loved me —
especially when I was tangled up
in what I thought I had to prove.
I haven’t solved that.
But I’m getting better.
And I’m learning to offer myself the same grace
you’ve always given so freely.
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The Book I Would’ve Skipped
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This isn’t the kind of book I would’ve picked up.
I didn’t think I needed to.
If someone had handed it to me, I would’ve shelved it, ignored it — mocked it as guru garbage.
And I don’t have a clean reason why I’ve written it now. No big reveal. Maybe it’s just where I am — a way to make peace with some of what got me here.
A way to let it go.
At the time, it just felt normal.
But with some distance, I can see how it built.
Not with a moment. Not with a decision.
Just one choice at a time, with the person I chose early. Together.



The Life We Chose
I met Carolyn — my wife, my best friend — in high school.
We’ve been together ever since.
In our twenties, we moved around a lot.
From Seattle to Los Angeles. Boston. Chicago.
There wasn’t a roadmap. We just knew we wanted to build something that was ours.
Not just a relationship — a life.
And we did it together.
Eventually, we came back to Seattle.
She joined Microsoft first. I followed a couple months later.
And from there, we grew.
Careers. A home. A family.
A plan. A future.
It felt right.
Not perfect by any means — but solid. Honest.
I didn’t call it loyalty at the time.
But that’s what it was — to Carolyn, and what we were building together.
It shaped what I said yes to.
And what I didn’t stop to examine.



What Came With It
Our son was born in 2003.
Our daughter arrived three years later.
We were deep into work, parenting, routine.
I don’t remember feeling overwhelmed.
I just remember keeping pace — staying in motion.
It felt like the job. The proof. The way you signaled you were doing it right.
When the opportunity came to move abroad, we said yes.
First London. Then Tokyo.
It felt exciting, meaningful — like something we’d earned.
A chance to give our kids experiences we never had.
To stretch. To live differently.
But it wasn’t reinvention. Just the same rhythm — exported to new time zones.

The decisions made sense.
The responsibilities felt heavy — but honest.
I wasn’t questioning anything.
I’d said yes — and stayed loyal to the version of myself who kept saying it.
If I sensed anything off, I didn’t name it.
There wasn’t bandwidth for that.
And even if there had been, I’m not sure I would’ve known what to say.



What I Took With Me
I don’t have anything but respect for the company I worked for.
Microsoft opened so many doors — for my career, my family, and for who I had the chance to become along the way.
It challenged me. It rewarded me. It gave us a life I couldn’t have imagined when I was starting out.
I thrived there.
But I can also see — now — how much of my identity and energy became wrapped up in producing.
Consistently. Reliably. Without pause.
The job didn’t ask me to lose myself.
But it never encouraged me to hold onto myself either.
Then again, I brought some of that with me.
I don’t talk about my dad much in this book.
But this part of me — the need to show up, to be available, to get it done — came from him.
He was a salesman.
What set him apart, he believed, was his availability.
If someone needed something, he made it happen — even if it meant being at his desk by 4 a.m.
He never talked about liking the work.
He wouldn’t.
Only about getting it done.
About being needed.
About showing up when others didn’t.
I didn’t learn that through advice.
I learned it by watching.
And I kept defaulting to it long after I stopped noticing.
It became a reflex. One I didn’t see clearly until I got outside it.
That’s not an accusation.
Of him. Or of the company.
It’s how those patterns start — early, often unspoken, and hard to see until you’re already living them.
Stepping away let me see what I couldn’t while I was still inside it — and that shift is what shaped this book.



What This Book Is
This isn’t a long book. That’s intentional.
I have a tendency to overexplain — in conversation, and in writing.
Caveats, commas, parentheses — they’ve been my crutches more than once.
So I tried to write this differently: with restraint, and without padding it to make it feel bigger than it is.
It’s not meant to be a performance.
Just a few honest stories, told plainly.
If they stay with you longer than it takes to read them, I hope it’s because they made something clearer — not just for me.
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Truthfully, I’ve never been drawn to books that try to tell you how to live.
Me? Writing something like this? It still feels absurd. But apparently, I’m doing it anyway.
It’s not a guidebook. Not a push for a second act, either.
And it’s definitely not a six-pager or a whitepaper — I’m not here to convince you of anything.
More a slow exhale than a prescription — it's a record of what surfaced when I finally stopped managing everything.
At fifty, I had the rare — and fortunate — chance to finally set work down.
And I’m not here to offer a roadmap. Just to name a few things I’d missed while I was in it.
I didn’t know what I was looking for. I just knew I couldn’t fake my way through another status update without zoning out halfway through.
In that space, I started paying closer attention — and familiar rhythms started to feel different.

This isn’t a book about retirement.
It’s about what becomes visible when you stop programming every moment.
I wasn’t looking for revelations.
But I stumbled into a few — some humorous, some humbling — that reframed how I see work, time, success, and what actually matters.
Fair warning: a few of the stories ahead might sound more polished than they felt at the time.
Some might even come off as privileged.
I hear that.
I had the resources, timing, and family support to retire long before most people get the chance.
That part matters — and I won’t pretend it doesn’t.
But here’s what I believe even more:
I didn’t need to retire to learn this.
I just needed space.
I wish I’d started noticing those tendencies sooner.
Not so I could’ve left earlier, but so I could’ve lived it differently.
And if you're in the thick of it right now? That might actually be the best time to start.

I’m sharing this because, if you’re at all like I was, you might be so immersed in the next meeting, metric, or milestone that what actually needs your attention barely registers.

I didn’t write this because I figured something out.
I wrote it because — for the first time in a long time — I began to see things I’d been missing.
And if anything here prompts a shift like that — even once — I’m glad I did.
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Without Purpose, On Purpose
This isn’t a guidebook.
So I won’t start with where I ended up. I’ll start with what everyone asked when I said I was stepping away from corporate life:
So... what’s next?
I had ideas. But I wasn’t looking for the next thing — not a role, not a plan.
After decades of climbing ladders and chasing outcomes, I didn’t want another path. I wanted space.
This wasn’t about moving forward — it was about stepping back.

I started practicing something I hadn’t made room for in years:
trying things out — and letting them go — without turning every curiosity into a calling or every pastime into a pitch deck.
So I tried.
For the first time, it felt OK to not know what came next.
It felt strange at first — like I’d missed a stage everyone else passed through.
A few things pulled me in: pickleball, side gigs, long walks.
There were family struggles and health scares.
Some days were full. Some days were slow.
And somewhere along the way, I quietly set my status to Away.
Not just on a screen. In how I showed up.
For a long time, I couldn’t just explore something.
It had to mean something — or lead somewhere.
It wasn’t reinvention. Or optimization. Just the slow recognition of patterns I hadn’t questioned — ones that shaped how I moved through the day without realizing it.

Now and then, I’ll share some of my experiments — not because they’re answers, but because they surfaced something I hadn’t seen before.
That’s why they mattered.
They didn’t have to work.
Some might inspire. Some won’t. That’s okay.
I’m still figuring things out — and I hope I always will be.
I won’t say that in every chapter. But I want you to hear it now — because it’s true in all of them, whether I name it or not.
This isn’t a book written from the other side of a big transformation.
I’m still in the middle of it — and sometimes, I slip backward.
These reflections aren’t conclusions — they’re snapshots.
Ten of them — each its own chapter.
And if they resonate, it’s probably not because I’ve landed anywhere — but because I’m still looking.
I’m learning how to stop chasing the next thing.
Figuring out what permission to do nothing really means — or if I ever believed I had it.
Not to chase a purpose. Just to feel what’s full.
And some days, I do — especially when I remember I’m not doing it alone.
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this part always makes me nervous. 

because now it’s not just mine anymore. 
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