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            Dedication

         
         
            To Sam, Emma, and Michael: May you always feel loved, safe, and that you belong. This is for you.

             

            To Dr. Avivah Sayres: You were right; I did have it in me.
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            Foreword

         
         I first met Jerry at a dinner party hosted by a mutual friend, Jeff Walker. It was the kind of dinner party at which a single
            topic was put to the entire group for discussion. That night each of us was asked to describe a meaningful encounter with
            contemplative practice.
         

         
         We listened quietly as the rotation went around the table. Jerry was up before me, and when he spoke, he referred to a very
            difficult period in his life, one in which a book called Faith, which I had written, was among the resources that had helped him. The word faith, as I had used it, did not mean belief or doctrine or dogma—I saw faith as being about connection—but our ability to connect
            to often hidden sources of strength within us, and our ability to connect to a picture of life bigger than just the immediate
            circumstances we see before us.
         

         
         By the time Jerry finished speaking, he was crying, and I was crying, too. It has always meant a lot to me when someone appreciates
            Faith. Faith had been a difficult book for me to write. It was the story of my own faith journey, and it demanded revelations of my deepest
            heart values, descriptions of my traumatic childhood, memories of my most significant moments of despair, and a vulnerability
            about things I somehow never found myself talking about ordinarily. My guide throughout that experience had been a quotation
            from the writer Dorothy Allison: “Write the story that you were always afraid to tell. I swear to you that there is magic
            in it, and if you show yourself naked for me, I’ll be naked for you. It will be our covenant.” Or, as a writer friend of mine
            urged me one stuck day, “Just tell the truth.”
         

         
         Jerry and I became good friends, and I was honored when he asked me to write this foreword. As soon as I began reading Reboot: Leadership and the Art of Growing Up, I saw his authenticity, compassion, and almost eerie acuteness of perception leap right off the page. I realized, “He really
            did tell the truth.” That’s what makes this book a generous and important offering.
         

         
         Imbuing leadership with depth, resolve, congruency, and resilience—as Jerry describes in the following pages—inevitably involves
            discovering the adult within us: the capacity to face fears, to care about ourselves and others in a rare and potent balance,
            to be radically honest, to inquire within, and to listen to others. We discover that adult capacity, in all its poignancy
            and tenderness, and we bring it into the light of day, and we nurture it and help it to grow.
         

         
         For most of us, that capacity is often hidden in the shadows, and not just hidden, but intricately entangled with our persistent
            yet often hidden feelings of unworthiness, our certainty of defeat, our fragmentation, our sense of isolation and emptiness,
            and our sense of overwhelm coupled with our conviction that we can never rest. Jerry’s gift is in helping us navigate that
            landscape—to lean into that shadowy world and capture the treasures held there, all the while learning to be both strong and
            kind to ourselves and to others.
         

         
         If the book you are writing is asking honesty and clear discernment of the reader, offering a path to a fulfilling and true
            and liberating life change, then you can’t write from a supercilious perch or make yourself immune to self-revelation or imply
            that you have never struggled or had any difficulty perfectly manifesting the qualities you are talking about. You could try,
            of course, but it would show. What shows in contrast, in Jerry’s book, is his own stripping away of armor or defensiveness
            or obfuscation. I could sense the validity in the comment one of Jerry’s friends had made to him: “Writing this book is gonna
            kick your butt.” I bet it did. Actually, I saw it did.
         

         
         That’s the beauty of determining if you are really going to speak from the heart: no imparting knowledge from on high, no
            separation from the many dilemmas and yearnings for success and even anguish of your audience. It’s a powerful book, and a
            truly useful one, because Jerry kept that covenant. He got naked. He told the truth.
         

         
         When Jerry first asked me to write the foreword, I was honored but uncertain. I asked, “Why not a mogul, a famous business
            success?” He replied that this wasn’t an ordinary business book—it reconfigures notions of success itself and ideas of who
            we are and what would make us happy. It teaches us how, above all things, to be real. The journey laid out is a path to equanimity,
            or peace, which is priceless. The book is genuinely a transmission, heart to heart.
         

         
         —Sharon Salzberg

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication of the Merit

         
         
            May all beings enjoy happiness and the root of happiness.

            May we be free from suffering and the root of suffering.

            May we not be separated from the great happiness devoid of suffering.

            May we dwell in the great equanimity free from passion, aggression, and prejudice.

            —A Buddhist prayer to cultivate the four immeasurables: Lovingkindness, Compassion, Empathy, and Equanimity

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Introduction: Elevating Darkness

         
         I didn’t set out to write a book about growing up. But, as those who’ve attempted to get their thoughts down on paper know,
            the true nature of the book revealed itself after I’d begun the excavations behind a simple question: What do I believe to
            be true about work, leadership, and how we may live our lives?
         

         
         The simplicity of the answer startled me: I believe that better humans make better leaders. I further believe that the process
            of learning to lead well can help us become better humans. By growing to meet the demands of the call to leadership, we’re
            presented with the chance to finally, fully, grow up.
         

         
         Such revealed wisdom is often better than discovered wisdom. It’s best, I suspect, because it comes from our lived experiences
            and the intrinsic and inherent depths of our being. Moreover, such a revelation is better because it transforms us; it is
            a process that can come about only from learning to be still, learning to listen.
         

         
         Standing still and powering down allow us to start anew and, if you will, reboot our core operating and belief systems. Standing
            still and listening deeply to our heart as well as to the hearts around us are the necessary first steps toward moving past
            merely, numbly, surviving our lives. As poet Terry Tempest Williams advises, we learn, then, to speak and “comprehend words
            of wounding without having these words become the landscape where [we] dwell.” With such comprehending, we elevate the darkness
            of our lives, lead from the realm of the stars, and continue growing up.
         

         
         I had a sense that this was true at the very first planning meeting for the book. Hollis Heimbouch, my editor (friend and
            teacher), and Jim Levine, my agent (friend and teacher), and I sat at a conference table in Jim’s office to plot out the book.
            Earlier, Jim had shown me around his office, including a small room filled with Muppet-like puppets. Glancing quickly at the
            collection, one caught my attention. “Is that you?” I asked Jim. He laughed and said, somewhat shyly and with pride, “Yeah.
            That’s me.”
         

         
         Back at the table, we sat together. My heart raced. I squirmed uncomfortably while sweating. We talked about the books on
            leadership that we admired. We spoke of writers who’d moved each of us. Jim spoke of the things I’d written, the questions
            I’d asked people to consider. “I love your simple, powerful questions, like ‘What is work?’” he said. I was pleased but still
            nervous. My eyes darted between the two of them.
         

         
         Hollis had a hand on a large stack of papers; my work, old blog posts, and an interview or two. “I love the way you provoke
            people. You get them to think differently.”
         

         
         As I looked from one to the other and back again, an insight struck me: “Wait. You don’t want me to write a book of advice
            about the five things every entrepreneur should know about leadership?” Then—and this will surprise no one who really knows
            me—I burst into tears.
         

         
         “Oh, no,” said a surprised Hollis while looking to Jim. “Not at all. We want you to do your book.” They wanted me to write the book I was supposed to write—my book.
         

         
         My initial relief was quickly replaced by terror: I understood immediately that the excavations necessary to make sense of
            these intertwined and interdependent truths—that leadership requires an authentic and vulnerable dive into the wrecks of our
            lives—would force me to grow in ways I hadn’t bargained for. After I started writing and began experiencing all sorts of uncomfortable
            memories and revelations, a dear friend warned, “Writing this book is gonna kick your butt.” So it went and so it still goes.
         

         
         The personal challenge didn’t stem from coming to grips with writing well about the how of leadership. The challenge stemmed from the demand I’d placed on myself to show up fully, bravely, and to look inward without
            looking away. While it is true that to lead with depth, resolve, congruency, and resilience you must have the faith to look
            inward, it is equally true that to speak of such things without being willing to reveal your own actualization, your own journey
            to adulthood, would be hollow and empty. Hollow and empty would not suffice.
         

         
         Turning the pursuit of purpose, mission, and leadership into the means to discover the adult lurking within us requires that
            we show up with radical authenticity. That “we” includes me. To live up to the belief that the pursuit of leadership requires
            a pursuit of growing up, we must be willing to work with that which arises in the pursuit. This includes that which arises
            whether we take our seat as a CEO, an author, or simply as ourselves, as we were born. I wouldn’t ask you to do something
            that I am not willing to attempt myself.
         

         
         Perhaps my touch hasn’t been as light, deft, and skillful as I would have liked. Perhaps in my rush to share and grow, there’s
            a weightiness to my words that I didn’t consciously intend or wouldn’t have chosen. Perhaps you’d prefer that I told you how
            to do the job rather than ask you why you’d like to do the job in the first place. Perhaps, then, I frustrate you. If so,
            forgive me. Sometimes, as my daughter Emma once observed, I ask the questions you’d rather not answer. Sometimes, though,
            my wish to elevate the darkness to the realm of the stars gets the better of me.
         

         
         
            The Formula

            As often happens, I hit upon the insight I needed when I wasn’t searching for it. A few years back I was pacing the room,
               thinking about the talk I was about to give. There were thirty people in stiff, uncomfortable chairs. As usual, my T-shirt
               was mildly sweaty. As usual, I was shoeless—discalced. I was struggling to explain coaching, struggling to explain why it
               was that, to help people lead well, I was pushing to help them know themselves better.
            

            
            They were leaders, each of them. Some came from established organizations and were in the middle of their careers. Some were
               new to the demands of organizational leadership. All of them were struggling. All of them were there, in effect, for coaching.
            

            
            With enthusiastic excitement and a touch of frustration, I grabbed some dry-erase markers and pulled a whiteboard to the front
               of the room. “It’s like this . . . ,” I shared as I began sketching in my indecipherable scrawl, “everyone is always looking
               for the ‘how’ to do things.” And I wrote, “Practical Skills.”
            

            
            “But, really, they need to understand the ‘why’ of what they do, and ultimately, who they are,” I continued, racing across
               the board, scrawling out, “Radical Self-inquiry.”
            

            
            “And when they do that, when they look in places they’ve avoided, they often get stuck,” I continued. “They get scared. They
               get lost in their fears and in old patterns of self-loathing. So, mired in their self-criticism, they think they’re the only
               one who hasn’t a fucking clue as to what they are doing or how to live.
            

            
            “Worse,” I continued, “they’re too damned afraid to admit that they’re making shit up. And they stay stuck in these lonely
               leadership bubbles, spinning. Scared. Lonely. Afraid of being found out.” My words hung in the air. I could feel their bodies
               tensing with fear. I knew they were holding their breath.
            

            
            “But then someone is brave enough to go first. Some brave soul admits that she feels in trouble. And the tribe around her
               lets out their breath.” The folks in the room, first-time CEOs, each of them, let out a collective breath. I wrote, “Sharing
               the experience with friends and peers” on the whiteboard and, as I wrote, I said, “and suddenly people realize they’re not
               alone. And, even more, that if we’re all feeling this way, then maybe, just maybe, the feelings may be true, but the facts
               may be inaccurate.”
            

            
            I turned back to the audience, pausing to let my words sink in: “You are not alone.” A few folks begin to tear up. I turned
               to the board and sketched in plus signs between the statements, drew an equals sign underneath, as if I were creating a fraction,
               a mathematical formula. Under the line I wrote, “Enhanced leadership plus greater resiliency.”
            

            
            
               [image: Reboot_9780062749536_equation.jpg]

            

            
            I then drew thick red lines under the word resiliency. “While I care about you being better leaders,” I said, “I care more about you being able to survive. I want you to not make
               yourselves sick. I want you to be happy, to see your families, even to have families, to lay your head down on the pillow
               at night and rest in the belief that you are okay, that the world is okay, that all whom you love and care about are okay,
               and that even if things don’t go as planned, you’ll still be okay.
            

            
            “I want you to not end up wondering if the world would be better off without you. I want you to have peace of mind.” Resiliency,
               I stressed, is an antecedent to equanimity.
            

            
            “Practical skills,” I explained, “are the things that everyone believes necessary to succeed as leaders.” They are the skills
               that describe the how of the job—the incredibly important, necessary, skills needed to grow and build organizations: How do
               you hire someone? How do you fire someone? How do you scale a team? How do you raise the capital to launch a business?
            

            
            Discussing and encouraging people to share what they are going through often takes a little practice. I’ve got a well-earned
               reputation for making people cry and, in a sense, I helped found an executive coaching company, Reboot, to help folks do just
               that: to share what’s really going on. Whether it’s in individual sessions with a coach or at one of our “boot camps”—multi-day
               immersive experiences that folks have come to call “Reboots”—I and my colleagues explain that the secret to getting people
               to cry is simply to ask them to feel. Or, more specifically, ask them to slow down enough to notice how they are feeling.
               My radical, surprising, unprecedented question that always does the trick is quite simple; I ask, “How are you?” But then
               I follow it up with, “No. Really . . . how are you?” Not, I emphasize, the bullshit, throwaway line we toss at each other without thinking, the “I’m fine. How are you?”
               that passes for empathetic inquiry and honest conversation. I ask a genuinely curious, “How are you?” in a way that allows
               people to honestly inquire within and, equally important, share the response with others who have allowed themselves to be
               equally open.
            

            
            “Start with a genuine ‘How are you,’” I tell folks, “and then move on to describing the things—practical and existential—that
               are troubling you.” Share with folks and, equally important, stay open and listen to their answers as well. Then simply notice
               how the isolation and overwhelm shift, even a tiny bit.
            

            
            But the most challenging piece of the formula—indeed, the most important—is the notion of radically inquiring within. I define
               it as the process by which self-deception becomes so skillfully and compassionately exposed that no mask can hide us anymore. The notion is to recognize that, if things are not okay, if you’re struggling,
               you stop pretending and allow yourself to get help. Even more, it’s the process by which you work hard to know yourself—your
               strengths, your struggles, your true intentions, your true motivations, the characteristics of the character known as “you.”
               The you behind the masks, the stories, the protective but no longer useful belief systems that have been presented for so
               long as the “you” that you would like everyone to see.
            

            
            Invariably such inquiry involves getting to know, as the poet Adrienne Rich says, “not the story of the wreck but the wreck
               itself.” With help, patience, courage, and guidance, we explore the wreck and retrieve the treasure. Knowing how to survive
               and understanding what it takes to thrive are skills that come from our childhood. Take any random group of entrepreneurs,
               for example, and do a quick unscientific survey by asking them to raise their hands if they grew up in an environment where
               at least one parent had disappeared or left or was never present. Most hands will shoot up. Early promotion into adulthood
               is often painful and equally often a sign of an early promotion into leadership. Probe a bit further and you may find that
               leaders who have built their company may have unconsciously stacked the team with other folks who experienced such early promotion.
            

            
            Radically inquiring within allows us to step back and see the patterns of our lives not as random acts of a willful or even
               vengeful god but as forces that shape who we are. It’s this understanding that will make us not only better leaders but better,
               happier, more resilient people.
            

            
         
         
            Not Practical but Useful

            In writing this book, my goal is to provide an experience that allows you to do your work. I want you to experience being
               challenged to grow, to think about the structures of your life. Reading the book should feel like a coaching session or a
               boot camp, a time to step away from habitual and long-held patterns, using tools of inquiry that tap into your unconscious
               mind, unmask you, and that can enhance your sense of community, which is essential to healing. A well-asked question creates
               a sense of well-being even as it disrupts the story making that has protected us for so long.
            

            
            As you read this book, I’d like you to hold these questions in your heart:

            
            
               	How did my relationship to money first get formed and how does it influence the way I work as an adult? What was the belief
                  system around money and work that I grew up with? (Chapter 1.)
               

               
               	How can I lead with the dignity, courage, and grace that are my birthright? How can I use even the loss of status and the
                  challenge to my self-esteem that are inherent in leadership to grow into the adult I want to be in the world? (Chapter 2.)
               

               
               	In what ways have I depleted myself, run myself into the ground? Where am I running from and where to? Why have I allowed
                  myself to be so exhausted? (Chapter 3.)
               

               
               	Who is the person I’ve been all my life? What can that person teach me about becoming the leader I want to be? What was the
                  story my family told about being real, being vulnerable, being true? (Chapter 4.)
               

               
               	Why do I struggle so much with the folks in my life? Why are relationships so difficult? What am I not saying to my co-founder,
                  my colleagues, my family members, my life partner that needs to be said? (Chapter 5.)
               

               
               	What’s my purpose? Why does it feel I’m lost while I struggle to move forward? How do I grow, transform, and find meaning?
                  (Chapter 6.)
               

               
               	How has who I am shaped the ways I lead others and myself? What are the unconscious patterns of my character structure that
                  are showing up in my organizations? (Chapter 7.)
               

               
               	How might I survive my life of heartbreak? How might I live in peace? (Chapter 8.)

               
               	What kind of leader and adult am I? What is enough? How will I know when my job is done? (Chapter 9.)

               
            

            
            As you read on, consider the lessons you have internalized about the risks and possibilities of being open, vulnerable, and
               real. What were you taught about being yourself? What has been the benefit of following that teaching? What was the cost?
            

            
            Work gives us the means to create the physical safety upon which our lives depend. Work feeds and shelters us and those we
               love. Work can give us meaning. But work can also be a means of our suffering. By understanding what’s truly happening all
               around us, the ways our core belief systems influence our everyday experience, we can extract meaning from the suffering,
               coax the lotus from the mud, as the Buddhists teach. But this will happen only if we use those challenges that the calls to
               leadership make on us, not only to grow up but also help us discover our why.
            

            
            There are worthy, helpful, and pragmatic books that can help you focus on the how. In the end, I suppose, I’ve always found
               more helpful resources that have helped me unpack the whys of our lives. Helping people sort through the why of life helps them access all they need to know to answer the hows that
               work demands. The hows of life and leadership are endless. If you enhance your understanding of the why of who you are, you’ll
               be able to face the unending uncertainty in the pursuit of the perfectly executed how. Moreover, if such inquiry is done well,
               with well-asked questions and deeply true answers, you will end up with a tailor-made how. Such work may not feel quite so
               practical at first, but it is undeniably useful.
            

            
            This is the goal of this book. To be useful in understanding the why of your leadership. This is what I try to do with the
               leaders with whom I work every day. This is my wish for you.
            

            
         
         
            The Seedbed for Growth

            In the space between our memories and the stories we create about ourselves, we live our lives. We create our companies. We
               create our wishes and dreams and gather in those around us as our families and our communities.
            

            
            Exploring that space between memories and the stories we create allows us to emerge as the leaders we were born to be. My
               journey as a leader has taught me that my childhood demanded a hypervigilance and that, to stay safe, I learned to work ceaselessly
               to try to make sense of the world (even as I was confronted with insensible acts and facts). As part of that effort, I listened
               closely—collecting and holding the stories of those around me as clues to a puzzling life.
            

            
            The result is that I often see, hear, sense things that others miss. This can be a source of great wisdom. But this sensing
               can be an impediment to my peace of mind as well, for I can create whole ships of fiction out of the random flotsam and jetsam
               that float my way. Still, when I sit well and quietly, I can see a way through the puzzle, especially when another is blocked.
               I laugh as I recall that one of my favorite childhood pastimes was completing books of mazes. I like working my way out of
               mazes; I am good at it.
            

            
            Among the many things I have seen and experienced is the wisdom of elders, those who have come before me; elders such as my
               longtime psychoanalyst Dr. Avivah Sayres, my Buddhist teacher Sharon Salzberg, and my dear friend and soul brother, Parker
               Palmer. Watching my elders age, I have come to understand the wisdom of not only growing up but aging gracefully, and for
               one, entering death—the thing I fear most of all—with courage and humor.
            

            
            I suspect such elder-wisdom stems from inquiring into the nature of suffering and your formation. It manifests in a more complete
               understanding of your life, and when your work is done. “Enough,” as Parker, writes in a beautiful poem called “Harrowing,”
               “The Job is done.”
            

            
            Such elder-wisdom seeps into and strengthens my bones. There’s a wisdom in being able to discern when the job is done. For
               the job to be done, we must know that it’s time to let go of the striving to become and allow ourselves the restful grace
               of simply being. In my effort to simply be, I’ve learned to balance the disquietude of the past with the life-giving excitement
               of the future, the seedbed for the growing to come.
            

            
            
               Harrowing



               by Parker J. Palmer

            

            
               The plow has savaged this sweet field

               Misshapen clods of earth kicked up

               Rocks and twisted roots exposed to view

               Last year’s growth demolished by the blade

                

               I have plowed my life this way

               Turned over a whole history

               Looking for the roots of what went wrong

               Until my face is ravaged, furrowed, scarred.

                

               Enough. The job is done.

               Whatever’s been uprooted, let it be

               Seedbed for the growing that’s to come.

               I plowed to unearth last year’s reasons—

               The farmer plows to plant a greening season.

            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1
Passing GO

         
         Mom was my Monopoly buddy.

         
         When I was a boy, Mom and I spent hours playing Monopoly. To this day, I love rainy days, in part, because back then, when
            it rained, we’d spend the day playing board games, from Chutes and Ladders to The  Game of Life. But I loved Monopoly most
            of all.
         

         
         I loved that it could take hours to play properly (not the “shortened” version, where you dealt out the cards representing
            properties, but the right way . . . the way according to the rules . . . where you collected properties only after landing on them and buying or trading
            them). I loved collecting those deeds. I loved being the thimble, the iron, the dog.
         

         
         I loved passing “Go” and collecting $200. I felt great about amassing money but, most of all, I loved surprising people with
            what I was capable of doing.
         

         
         When I was a boy, I wasn’t often seen. I was looked after, cared for. I was held and comforted, especially after some painful
            experience. But I wasn’t often seen. I was a good boy when inside I wanted to rage. I tried hard, all the time, when inside I wanted not to care. I was compliant,
            and therefore complicit, in not being fully appreciated.
         

         
         When I was a boy, and we played Monopoly, everyone would lay out money in front. Piles of currency neatly stacked and sorted:
            $500s, $100s, $50s, and so on. Not me, though. I’d keep all my money stacked together, under the game board. I didn’t need
            to lay it out in front of me to know my worth. I’d keep track in my head of how much I had. And I’d surprise everyone by buying
            up their properties when they were bankrupt. I’d surprise them with my cleverness and cunning.
         

         
         When my cunning, my skills, my ability to understand and work with money would be revealed, I’d feel seen not for being good—quiet,
            compliant, a “good boy”—but for being me—a good person who was also smart and skillful.
         

         
         What’s more, at seven, I came to understand that, while people might not see you, might not get you, you could use that fact to survive.
         

         
         The Game of Life, Hi! Ho! Cherry-O, and Monopoly taught me about life.

         
         I learned, for example, that you needed money to win, to be safe, to never be hungry. With it, you could buy real estate,
            you could put little green houses on those properties, and then, over time, generate more money. If you played the game right,
            you could generate enough to make sure that Mom and Dad didn’t fight about having enough food. Dad wouldn’t yell at Mom if
            you took more than two Oreos.
         

         
         There were nine of us in the two-bedroom apartment on the ground floor of a small Brooklyn building owned by my grandfather.
            I was born in December 1963, a month after JFK was killed. By then, my oldest siblings, Vito and Mary, were already beginning
            to cycle in and out of the house. While the same small space was home for all of us, it was rare that we’d all be there at
            the same time.
         

         
         Dad was a foreman at a printing company, a place at which he had worked since high school (and to which he came back after
            serving in the army). Mom stayed home with us.
         

         
         Dad was a good man whose broken heart sometimes led him to drink to drunkenness. Mom was a good woman whose broken childhood
            led to mental illness that further led her to hear and see things that, as often as not, weren’t there.
         

         
         Together, they had more kids than they could afford, financially as well as emotionally. Being number six of seven, I grew
            up wondering whether it was I who had tipped the scales, broken the camel’s back. I worried I was the mouth that was one too
            many to feed; the one who caused the whole lot of us to never have enough to feel safe, warm, and happy.
         

         
         My mother’s father, Dominic Guido, was an iceman. He sold ice in the summer, coal in the winter, and homemade wine all year
            long. Mom always said his shoulders were covered with hair to protect his body from the fifty-pound blocks of ice he carried
            up the stoops of houses in Brooklyn. He’d dropped out of school in the sixth grade, in his home village in Italy, Palo del
            Colle, just outside Bari. He’d made his way to the States and become an entrepreneur—someone no venture capitalist would ever
            fund, even though he understood the most important principle of business: end the day with more money than you began it.
         

         
         Grandpa always seemed to have enough and even a little extra to spare for us. He owned the building where my family lived,
            the same building where my mother and then later my sisters would mop the hallways. Grandpa would visit on Saturdays, usually
            bringing food. My father would stiffen as Grandpa came down the hallway and into our apartment, filling the room with the
            smell of woolen underwear and Old Spice.
         

         
         Grandpa and Dad had a hard relationship. There were a few possible reasons.

         
         From Grandpa’s perspective, I could see how he might have blamed Dad for their having had all of us. Mom was pregnant with
            my brother Vito, after all, when they got married. “She had too many kids,” I imagine him thinking, “that’s why she was sick.”
            And, of course, to their Catholic eyes, it was a sin that Mom was pregnant before marriage: “She sinned, that’s why she got
            sick.” Devoutly religious, Mom must have been racked by guilt. I can hear her assuaging her guilt now: “I would have had a
            dozen,” she’d say all the time, speaking of us kids, “if only the doctors would have let me.”
         

         
         Maybe, from Grandpa’s point of view, it was Dad’s beers. She would yell all the time about his drinking (which worsened after
            his time in the army), right after they were married.
         

         
         In manic moments, Mom would slam the table and focus on Dad’s two six-packs of Pabst Blue Ribbon a night. When she was kind,
            she’d guess that the stench of the Nazi death camps he’d visited in postwar Germany caused him to drink. When she was unkind,
            she poked at the fact that he wasn’t really Italian, that he’d been adopted by an Italian family and he was really a drunk
            German or Irishman.
         

         
         “If only he weren’t a drunk,” I can hear Grandpa saying to himself, “then my daughter wouldn’t be sick.”

         
         But maybe the tension between Grandpa and Dad was rooted in the family splits that went all the way back to the pale limestone
            of Palo del Colle outside of Bari. In that tiny village, both Dad’s mother, Mary Colonna, and Mom’s mother, Nicoletta Guido,
            were cousins. But not just cousins; they were rivals. As a girl, Mary was orphaned and raised by her aunt. Nicoletta and Mary
            were, in a sense, sisters.
         

         
         To heighten the tensions, each of them married an iceman; Mary married Vito who was never the entrepreneur that Dominic was.

         
         If I were forced to guess, I think Grandpa blamed Dad for Mom’s illness. Her delusions, her mania, her depression started
            around the time they got married. “If only she’d married someone else, had had a different life, was able to go to art school
            as she’d hoped,” I imagine him saying, “then maybe my baby girl wouldn’t be sick.” As a father now, my heart aches when I
            think of him worrying about his baby girl, my mother.
         

         
         I weep when I think of Grandpa, helpless and angry, watching his baby, his seventh of seven children, being strapped into
            a straitjacket and carted away to a hospital to have her memories and suffering mind jolted with electroshock therapy again
            and again. And again.
         

         
         It’s hard, even, to imagine his feelings as his daughter’s seven children were divvied up among her siblings and how he and
            my grandmother would take in my brother John and me.
         

         
         Even when Mom wasn’t in the hospital, John and I would visit Grandpa and Grandma on Wednesdays after school. Their house smelled
            wonderful: of lemon drops kept in a tin in the hallway cupboard with the pale green door; of coffee ground with a hand-cranked
            grinder that hung on a kitchen wall beneath a photo of the saint, Padre Pio; and, in summer, of newly cut roses from Grandma’s
            garden and figs picked from the tree growing next to the porch at the back of their kitchen—a tree brought as a sapling from
            Palo del Colle and protected from winter by being wrapped in blankets and old rugs, with a bucket on top to keep the rain
            and snow out.
         

         
         Such smells still drop me to my knees. I pass a tree whose springtime blossoms are just bursting out and am teleported, instantly,
            to Brooklyn’s Prospect Park on a cool April morning. The oddly tangy metallic smell of Coppertone sunscreen still makes me
            feel as if I’ve got grains of beach sand stuck in my teeth . . . remnants of the bologna sandwiches Mom would make for our
            trips to Coney Island. Smells bypass the cognitive, adult parts of my brain and go directly to my soul.
         

         
         The smells of coffee, roses, and lemon drops signal I’m safe.

         
         I grind whole beans and once again I’m five years old, snuggled into Grandma’s lap, my head on her bosom, rocking in her arms,
            safe, warm, and happy. Grandma and Grandpa’s house was my sanctuary from the chaos of home.
         

         
         To my child’s heart, money meant roses, fresh figs, ground coffee, and lemon drops, forever. Money was safety. The pursuit
            of money, then, became a chase for safety and a flight from poverty, chaos, and the streets of my childhood.
         

         
         “What will it take?” Dr. Sayres, my psychoanalyst asks me nearly forty years later. “When will you stop?”

         
         I was in my thirties—a father, a success—and I would lie on her couch, staring at the ceiling. I’d been staring at that damn
            ceiling for seven or eight years already.
         

         
         “Bill Gates,” I sputter, shocked at my own response. I never thought of myself as pursuing Gates-like wealth. I liked to think
            I was above that.
         

         
         But as I lay there, I had to admit that, to the little boy who’d spent Sunday dinners hiding out under the dining room table,
            becoming Bill Gates–rich would mean lemon drops forever.
         

         
         Money, of course, brought with it admiration. People thought I was smart because I had money. Some of these same folks had
            dismissed me when it seemed that all I’d amount to would be poet or college professor—wise but poor. Money, success in business,
            had given me access to power. Suddenly, it seemed, my opinion mattered to businesspeople, to politicians, to leaders of all
            sorts. To the people who, as a boy, I barely knew existed when I played scully, shooting bottlecaps filled with crayon wax
            on boards carved into the asphalt of East 26th Street in Flatbush, Brooklyn.
         

         
         Money and success meant admiration, acknowledgment, accolades. Money and success came to seem ends unto themselves. I wasn’t
            completely delusional, of course. And I wasn’t entirely enraptured by money. There was always enough of the poet inside me
            to remind me of the falsity of those goals.
         

         
         As with Monopoly, the pursuit of success in business became a game, something to pursue for gratification of the intellect.
            “See,” I’d quietly whisper to myself, “I’m not just a schmuck from Flatbush. I can run with the big dogs.”
         

         
         Success and money—and even more important, the busyness needed to create those—became proof of my worth as a human.
         

         
         
            Bill Gates, Lemon Drops, and Me

            It surprised me that becoming rich would lead me to want to kill myself.

            
            But there I was, standing on the lip of the smoking, stinking hole of Ground Zero. After the 9/11 attack, I had agreed to
               two things: the first, to join JPMorgan as a venture capital investor; and the second, to serve as a co–executive director
               for New York City’s Olympic Bid committee.
            

            
            The former was a plot to scoop up lemon drops. The latter was intended to somehow help New York, my home, my city, recover
               and for me to be seen as the hero I yearned to be.
            

            
            In the weeks following the attacks, I’d lain awake at night, anxious. I managed the anxiety by trawling through survival websites,
               looking for emergency ration kits and creating “go” bags of food, water, medical supplies—everything my family and I would
               need if New York were to be attacked again.
            

            
            In this hurting state of mind, I began working at JPMorgan and dived deep into raising money for the Olympic bid effort. I
               was good at both jobs. Moving to JPMorgan from my former venture capital firm, Flatiron Partners, where I had already amassed
               a track record as a smart investor (and managed to be beloved at the same time), I immediately made some good deals that within
               a year or
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                        	How did my relationship to money first get formed?

                        
                        	How did that relationship shape the work I’ve chosen and my definitions of success and failure?

                        
                        	How does it shape my view of the quality of others’ work and contributions?

                        
                        	What was the belief system around money and work that I grew up with?

                        
                        	How does that impact my view of my own worthiness?

                        
                     

                  

               

            
         
         
      
   9780062749505_coverimage.jpg
LEADERSHIP AND

THE ART OF GROWING UP

Reboot

JERRY COLONNA

“The CEO whisperer.” —Gimlet Media

FOREWORD BY SHARON SALZBERG






9780062749505_tpimage.jpg
Reboot

LEADERSHIP AND
THE ART OF GROWING UP

JERRY COLONNA

HARPER
BUSINESS

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





Reboot_9780062749536_equation.jpg
Practical Skills Development + Radical
Self-Inquiry + Shared Experiences

Enhanced Leadership + Greater Resiliency





