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Biography 
 

 
 
As a lifelong student of human connection, Ryan’s greatest joy is fostering a culture of connection 
within himself, his relationships and all that he creates. His experiments in the formation of 
community-based organizations over the past two decades have been recognized as precursors for 
both the coworking and coliving movements. In 2005, he established PURE to catalyze 
organizations designed to foster a culture of connection. He moved to Bali in 2018 to establish an 
institute focused on human connection which would serve as a living laboratory for these 
organizations to thrive. He is currently developing a platform and curated network of people and 
places with the explicit goal of fostering a culture of connection. 
 
Born in a gym, Ryan was trained as an Olympic gymnast from the tender age of five. With acute 
focus and determination, not even a terminal brain tumour would stop him. Overcoming a near death 
experience that occurred during an experimental 14½ hour surgery, at twelve he had embodied an 
understanding of the power of his mind. Having to learn how to move his entire body again, he was 
battered with verbal abuse from his peers. Through the guidance of his mother, his rage transmuted 
into compassion, understanding that this abusive behavior was merely an attempt for recognition 
within his prepubescent peer group. 
 
With deep compassion and conscious manifestation as his pillars and in a celebration of his life, at 
fourteen Ryan consciously committed his life to helping others manifest their dreams. Having 
developed an exceptional talent at identifying and activating human potential, Ryan has catalyzed 
countless visions into reality. Having traveled extensively for the past several decades as a student 
of anthropology, Ryan has become increasingly focused on architecting systemic approaches that 
nudge humanity towards a culture of connection.  
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Introduction 
 
It took a brain tumor that brought me to the edge of death to understand the meaning of my 
life… I was born to connect. At the tender age of 12, I had seen the gates of heaven and 
decided to turn back...into life. While something beyond my comprehension compelled me to 
continue living, I’ve spent the past three decades unraveling ordinary traumas induced by the 
human experience. Along the way, I have found great joy in this path of self-discovery as well as 
a burning passion for human connection. In this grand celebration of life, my journeys have 
brought me to the magical land of Bali where I playfully suck the nectar out of life in what I 
experience as one of the most connected places on the planet. 
 
This is a story of surrender, deep listening and allowing the magic of life to unfold through and 
around me. 
 
For as long as I can remember, I’ve felt like an outlier; somehow isolated from the world unto 
which I was born. A foreigner in my own land, I felt like I didn’t belong. I so desperately desired 
to feel connected to others, yet I felt like an alien in my own body. It was as if my soul was 
bigger than my body could hold and that I might explode at any moment from all the passion 
that coursed through my veins. I began to feel afraid of my own energy. And so the numbing 
began, leading to decades of disillusion with life itself.  
 
Fueled by a desire to better understand my inner emotional landscape, I have become a 
passionate writer over the past decade. For many years I would write every day, developing my 
craft and unique voice by writing about all that was flowing through me. I would share this 
vulnerable content publicly, sensing that others might relate to my experiences and this might 
serve as a path to help others move through their feelings. Eventually, I began to develop a 
small following and they would often encourage me to continue. Not only was I discovering a 
deeper connection within myself, I was feeling more connected to others.  
 
Initially, it felt great to receive the encouragement and recognition that my words were helpful for 
others. But eventually, my daily practice began to feel heavy and a burden to continue. I felt like 
I was being put on a pedestal, which felt uncomfortable. On some level it felt good to be 
celebrated for my writing, but I was desiring more connection and these projections of grandeur 
felt like separation. I would later learn that the tension I was feeling was actually a denial of my 
own power and self-worth. Regardless, I felt this writing was my therapy; a tool to help me work 
through my feelings. I began to sense that my desire to share wasn’t fully authentic and was 
more so a mechanism to keep myself accountable to the practice; knowing that if others were 
reading I’d better make sure what I was sharing was of quality and value. This mechanism 
worked great for improving my craft, but ultimately I felt like a bit of an imposter. While I was 
getting quite good at weaving wisdom into my writing, it felt way more intellectual that embodied 
wisdom. It was as if by tapping into this creative outlet through writing I was seeking to pull 
these mental constructs into my body so that I could feel them rather than think them. 
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Eventually an imposter syndrome took hold and it was no longer tenable to share my writing, so 
I took a pause.  
 
During this time, I found myself moving towards embodiment practices. I was craving connection 
and living in my head wasn’t helping matters. I desired to explore a more fluid lifestyle where I 
could freely surrender to the moment. I was moved by a deep desire to know the depth of 
connection that lived beyond my mind. I would prioritize practices that would bring me into my 
body and relax my mental muscle, which generally meant lots of dancing, running, yoga, 
meditation, breathwork and anything else that would get me out of my head; authentic human 
connection and extreme sports being my favorite escapes. Eventually, I decided to unplug from 
all forms of media absorption to relax my nervous system away from a contracted fear state 
which was blocking me from feeling connected to life itself. At the same time, I also brought 
attention to any behaviors that sought to numb uncomfortable feelings. This meant I would no 
longer allow myself to engage any behavior that limited my capacity to feel. Alcohol and sugar 
were the first to go, but eventually this meant I would discipline myself to sit in stillness anytime I 
had the impulse to engage in any activity that was sourced in a desire to avoid feeling. While 
challenging, this period was soothing and regenerative in many ways. Through this practice of 
being with uncomfortable feelings, I began to build maps into my emotional body by 
meticulously witnessing the movement of energy through my body. Through this exploration, I 
became acutely aware of my resistance to letting go. It was as if I was holding tension as a 
method of survival, keeping my body protected from any potential threat to its survival. My 
rational mind attributes this muscle memory to embodied patterning born out of a childhood near 
death experience during my brain surgery where I believe my body learned to stay contracted 
as a protection mechanism to stay alive. While this threat no longer existed, the patterning 
remained. I believe this was exacerbated by incessant emotionally traumatic events throughout 
my early years, which I don’t view as any more severe than any child’s upbringing. Deeply 
committed to growth, I’ve spent the last several years exploring practices and therapies that 
release body tension and recircuit neural pathways. Through this journey, I’ve witnessed the 
power and resilience of my body, as it’s capacity to resist letting go is extraordinary. Something 
deep inside me, seeded by facing death at a young age, has me fascinated with recreating this 
experience of total liberation that arises in release. Despite my block, it was as if my body knew 
that life really begins when I let go.  Relentless in my desire to experience surrender, my journey 
into connection continued.  
 
In 2018, I was guided to an experience so powerful that it would change the course of my life 
quite drastically. That summer, I had met someone that helped me to see into my subconscious 
patterning. I began to see how the relationship to my ego, sourced in a subtle yet pervasive 
fear, was blocking me from experiencing my full power. It became acutely clear that I had 
developed a system of behaviors that kept me safe from some illusory fear and that it was time 
to meet this fear face on. I knew intuitively that the only way out was through. In the magic of 
synchronicity, life would soon deliver to me one of the most powerful experiences of my life. A 
few weeks later, I found myself in a ceremonial right of passage where the ‘I’ of my ego 
dissolved into the infinite oneness that is life. There was no time, no space nor body. There was 

5 



no ‘I’. As I arose from this shamanic experience and re-established a conscious connection with 
my mind, I felt a liberation flood my body in a way unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I was free. 
Laughter and ecstacy radiated through every cell in my body. Needless to say, the power of this 
experience was unforgettable and enough to fill an entire book by itself...one day! 
 
A few years ago, I was connecting with some dear friends and yet another missing piece of this 
proverbial life mystery clicked into place. Since surviving a near death experience at twelve 
years old, I’ve held onto a story that my life’s purpose is to support others in actualizing their 
dreams. As such, I’ve developed a persona around that of a supporter; helping others catalyze 
their visions into reality. While beautiful, this modus operandi has kept me from stepping fully 
into my own power. Thanks to the loving insight of my dear friend Nick Jankel, I realized it was 
time to take ‘the big step’ in yet another spiritual right of passage; this time by writing a book.  
 
Over the last several years, countless individuals have asked me if I’ve written a book or would 
consider it. I know I have a story to share, full of wild experiences and big ideas, but I always 
preferred sharing in person. I still do. I truly believe I was born to connect and that there is no 
substitute for authentic human connection. I have a strong desire to foster a culture of 
connection, not only within myself but within all beings. As a consequence of my life 
experiences, I have become acutely present to the perspective that a rampant culture of 
disconnection is currently threatening humanity and life as we know it. As a consequence of 
rapid technical innovation, intensified climatic shifts and most recently a global pandemic, our 
collective suffering is applifying our ability to cause harm to ourselves and others. Despite the 
magnitude and severity of these urgent crises facing the human race,  as an eternal optimist I 
believe we can course correct by navigating humanity towards a culture of connection. And so, 
with great humbleness and gratitude, I am guided to write. 
 
In this book, I will demonstrate through story how fostering a culture of connection is our best 
hope for restoring harmony to life. While I do believe there are countless immediate threats that 
warrant our focus, I believe the root cause to be disconnection. Without focusing our attention 
here, symptoms will continue to flair and accelerate until humans lose control of the ‘situation’ 
completely. The evidence of us teetering on the edge of existence is playing out in society at 
this very moment. It is my desire to share these insights through personal stories that seek to 
dissect the challenges present today and link them to our culture of disconnection in a way that 
is very personal and relatable. You will see clearly how we got here, the opportunity before us 
and what we must do to evolve. It is my intention that this book present a roadmap that will be 
used to develop organizations that will catapult humanity into a new era of profound connection. 
 
When it became clear it was time to write this story, I knew Bali was the place. Due to its rich 
culture, lush nature and powerful energy, I believe this is one of the most connected places on 
the planet and thus, the perfect setting to write a story about connection. I’ve dreamed of 
spending time in Bali for as long as I can remember. It’s one of the few places on our beautiful 
planet that calls me the loudest. I knew the time would come naturally and here it is. 
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I have found myself a cosy home in an artist compound in a valley just north of Ubud, which 
means ‘healing’ and is consequently the spiritual capital of Bali.The open vista of this luscious 
setting presents a nurturing retreat to live in relative solitude among a community of artists that 
stimulate my creativity. To effectively channel this story, I have developed practices that restore 
harmony among my mind, body and spirit. A primarily raw and properly balanced vegan diet, a 
dynamic exercise regime, ample relaxation and sleep are my pillars. Meditation, dance, playing 
music and drawing help open the creative channel for this story to be birthed. I keep my mind 
sharp by reading books and scholarly publications that relate to the focus of my writing. May this 
story flow with the love it is intended. 
 
I’m grateful to be sharing this journey with you. 
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Part 1: Awakening - to my pure essence 
 
Chapter 1 : Car Rides with Mom 
 
Back in the day before car seats were a thing, my mom would buckle me up with her at the 
driver’s seat as we took long drives together. Albeit foggy, I can still visualize these special 
moments. She would speak to me about a number of topics, within which ethics and morality 
were a central theme. Knowing me, I probably asked tons of questions, but what I remember 
most was how close I felt to my mom. She has always been my best friend. Tears roll down as I 
recall these moments with deep gratitude. 
 
Being that my mom was raised by an alcoholic father and obsessive mother, she had attracted 
a husband (my father) with these same qualities. Judging by our conversations, it is clear that 
she was starting early with me (her first child) to make sure I did not turn out like her parents or 
my dad. As you can imagine, ‘how to treat a woman’ was a common theme in our 
conversations. My mom would teach me what it meant to be a man; to be caring, honest and in 
integrity with my word. Needless to say, these car rides had a huge impact on my life.  
 
Raised by a single mother with five younger sisters, my connection to the feminine has 
drastically affected my life in ways that are both challenging and remarkable. As ‘the man’ of the 
house, I became very protective of my mom and my sisters. If anyone fucked with them, a rage 
would emerge that was challenging for my small frame to handle; both physically and 
emotionally. To make things more intense, as a result of growing up in a house full of women I 
was deeply intune with their energy and thus, deeply sensitive to their emotional state. In 
essence, I felt both deeply masculine and also very much in-touch with the feminine. While this 
was very confusing as a teenager, it set the foundation for a perspective that has become 
fundamental to my being and pivotal to my thinking on gender.  
 
To be a healthy, fully functioning human capable of living in harmony with life, we must 
be free to connect with all our emotions. 
 
Through history, our gender has grown to define our identity. It is in fact the seed of 
disconnection. As our minds develop, we begin to perceive ourselves as separate. We are then 
socialized to develop behaviors aligned with gender norms. At some point in our childhood 
development, it is no longer acceptable for us to exhibit emotions that fall outside of these 
prescriptive norms. Boys should behave one way and girls another. This is where things begin 
to go haywire for us humans. This point is illustrated powerfully by an article that rocked my 
world several decades ago.  It was titled ‘why men crave sex’. Long story short, the writer 
argued that the orgasm is the only safe place for men to feel and thus surrender to their 
emotions. This has led to a very unsafe environment for women. 
 
“What would the world be like if women were safe?” - Marco Cochrane 
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Several years ago somewhere deep playa (that’s code for the furthest point from center camp at 
Burning Man), I found myself mesmerized by ​Truth Is Beauty​. This massive sculpture of a 
woman expressing her feminine essence rose from the desert floor with sheer radiance. At her 
base read the words ​“What would the world be like if women were safe?” ​in several languages. I 
was so touched that every evening I returned to sit at her feet pondering the question alone and 
with groups of women. The tears would consistently flow. While I could dedicate an entire book 
to this topic alone, I remain perplexed by how we as a humanity have evolved to a place where 
women are unsafe to freely express their divine feminine essence. If my life amounts to 
anything, it is to be a firm stand for the equity and freedom of women and all beings. 
 
As social creatures, we are born to connect. Yet by cutting off our ability to feel whatever 
emotion emerges and allowing them to pass in a healthy manner, we block our capacity to 
develop into healthy, fully functioning adults. We then grow up incapable of dealing with our 
emotions, thus exhibiting childlike behaviors as ‘adults’ in our sloppy attempts to feel something. 
Society is painted with examples of what this trauma looks like, which is essentially a screaming 
for attention; leading to unimaginably insensitive behavior that is the root of much of the 
destruction on the planet today. And it’s all because we have become numb in our futile 
attempts to avoid undesirable emotions perceived as socially unacceptable behaviors. 
 
Now enter the dopamine devices of our choosing and we have a recipe for all out disaster, 
which is currently playing out in our social media sphere. It’s sad enough to see how far we’ll go 
to get attention, but the fact that we’re feeding our children these devices because we’re 
unwilling or incapable of giving them the attention that is essential to their healthy development 
is cause for crisis. While I firmly believe that technology is ultimately a huge part of the solution 
to bringing humans into deeper connection with themselves, others and life itself, it is also the 
source of increasing disconnection among humans. The issue is not the device; it is the fear 
that drives the handler. As we clumsily develop our capacity to coexist with new technologies, 
the ways in which we integrate them into our lives is currently exacerbating our inability to 
connect with our emotions by ‘efficiently’ compartmentalizing our communications. While I’m 
hopeful that development of virtual and mixed reality combined with other innovations has the 
capacity to enhance our cognitive behavior as humans, it is imperative that we become more 
present to these issues as we build these tools. 
 
If my life has taught me anything, it is that we cannot stop progress. Humans were born to 
create. It’s in our DNA. And our potential is remarkable, both to create beauty and 
simultaneously unimaginable pain. And I believe we are at the crossroads of a new era; one that 
will inspire in humans a greater connection with self, one another and Earth. Imagine what the 
world would look like if our creativity was sourced in wholeness and a realization of the perfect 
interdependence of life. 
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Chapter 2: The Gymnast 
 
Movement is my primary language. As a ballerina and in an attempt to combat my terrible twos, 
my mom would take me to parents & tots classes at the local gymnastics school. I would learn 
how to roll and enjoy hanging upside down. I was a little monkey; climbing anything I could and 
generally getting into loads of mischief. And so, gymnastics became a positive way to channel 
my effervescent energy. I loved it. I was strong and naturally talented. 
 
The quality I most appreciate inheriting from my father is determination. Despite his 
shortcomings, he was an extremely hard worker and would not quit until the job was done. With 
his determination alive inside me, nothing would stop me from being the best. I was definitely 
out for recognition; especially from my alcoholic absentee father. Being an extraordinary 
gymnast is all about focus, which was a big challenge for mini me. Not that I give much attention 
to labels like ​ADHD​, I was most certainly hyperactive, impulsive and distracted by any number 
of shiny objects. Gymnastics provided me with a healthy outlet for this chaotic energy. 
 
My gymnastic career played a huge role in shaping my identity. Training 4-6 hours every day 
put my body into peak performance such that I could perform physical feats that stretched the 
potential of gravity’s dominance over my body. I had gotten to know my body extremely well and 
learned how to maneuver it in abnormal ways. While I didn’t understand the larger impact this 
would have on my life, it certainly made me a talented gymnast by exerting mental power over 
my body. 
 
Today, I realize that this training fostered a deep connection with my body. With this as a 
foundation, I simply do not feel myself if my body is not physically fit and in motion. If I don’t 
nourish my body with ample sleep, a healthy diet and a dynamic exercise regime, I begin to 
experience anxiety from the stagnation of my energy. This connection with my body has taught 
me one of the most valuable lessons of my life...a healthy body is the foundation of a healthy 
mind and thus positive attitude. To go further, this connection has also taught me an embodied 
understanding of the impermanence of feeling. Even though I might be experiencing tension in a 
part of my body one day, it will surely be gone within a few days. The same goes for emotion, 
which actually produces sensation in the body when inspected with greater focus and clarity. 
When I’m feeling anxiety, I feel it in my chest. When I breathe into that tension, it slowly begins 
to release. Before I know it, the space in my chest feels light and pleasurable. By placing 
attention on the contraction without judgement, my body naturally relaxes. This embodied 
experience of the impermanence of feeling has informed in me the capacity to consciously 
welcome emotions so that my body can process and release them in a healthy manner. As they 
say, the only way out is through. And I’ve certainly worked through my fair share of emotions. 
What I’ve also noticed is that through repetition, my capacity to be with uncomfortable emotions 
expands. This has had a profound impact on my ability to move through any resistance or 
perceived fear, freeing me to bring into form my often larger than life visions. If it weren’t for my 
connection to my body, none of this would be possible. 
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Gymnastics also taught me focus. To be extraordinary, I needed to visualize perfect execution 
of my routine before performing it, so that I could get the highest score. I was highly competitive; 
especially with myself. This skill has served me well throughout my life. Repetitive validation that 
the desired result comes from focus and visualization reinforced in me the ability to manifest 
anything I was determined to achieve. As a competitive athlete, I brought this vigilance to 
everything; not just gymnastics. I became unstoppable. While at times this put my life at risk, it 
also saved it (more on that in the next chapter). I would chase one audacious goal after another; 
always testing my limits. Every ounce of my existence screamed extreme and intensity; a killer 
combo for manifesting big dreams. 
 
Outside of my passion for extreme sports where focus is a life and death matter, the power of 
visualization has helped me to become a passionate catalyzer of any idea no matter how big or 
small. As a child, I would find myself getting frustrated when my friends would talk about ideas 
and do nothing. Whether setting up a lemonade stand or building a skateboarding ramp, I had 
zero patience for idle chatter about ideas that I found so easy to actualize. And so I stepped into 
action. With success as the only option, I would organize my friends around a vision and put 
them into action. Together, we always made it happen.  
 
Not much has changed since then. Although the stakes are much higher today, which is 
essentially the purpose of this book, I’m still gathering my friends around common visions with 
the purpose of manifesting our dreams together. From my perspective, life is a celebration 
where we are invited to create beauty in every moment; in every interaction. To me, manifesting 
one’s dreams is the most beautiful thing we can do as humans. 
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Chapter 3: The Brain Tumor 
 
Migraines are never fun, especially when it feels like there is a large scrap metal car in your 
head and a massive magnet trying to pull it out. The pain was so unbearable that eventually I 
couldn’t go to school. At some point, I could no longer hold food in my body, let alone stand up 
for more than short spurts. This was no bueno for this hyper-driven prepubescent Olympic 
hopeful.  
 
Things got really bad while visiting my father in Washington, DC one summer. My stepmother 
was really worried about me and was vigilant to figure out what was wrong. Each day we visited 
another doctor and each had a different prognosis; most simply said I was in perfect health. 
Undeterred, she took me to the US Naval Hospital in Bethesda, Maryland for my 8th doctor’s 
visit, but this time with an old fashioned-style doctor that only inspected my body with basic 
instruments and a wealth of experience. When looking into my eye, he noticed swelling of my 
optic nerve. He felt this might be caused by pressure on the eyeball by the brain and so ordered 
a CAT scan (a precursor to the MRI). 
 
I came out into the waiting room after the scan was complete. My stepmother was there and 
was trying to hold it together, but was clearly disturbed. She didn’t want to tell me what was 
going on, as she wanted to speak with my father and mother first. She was no fight for me and 
within minutes she spilled the beans...she told me that I had a brain tumor. 
 
All my 12 year old mind could comprehend was that this must be serious. I vividly remember 
having zero fear and only concern for my parents’ emotional state. Nothing was stopping me 
from going to the Olympics; certainly not some stupid tumor stuck in my head. From my 
perspective, it was a non-issue. 
 
The doctors started to inject me with steroids to shrink the tumor. All I remember was some 
massive needle that they stuck into the back of my head and then feeling really good all the 
sudden. The pain had gone away and I was back to my normal happy self. Then the doctors 
said they needed to operate immediately and that they needed to use an experimental laser 
technology. This sounded serious, but I remained unshaken. 
 
Then my mom flew up from Florida and my family started taking me to all my favorite places. 
Then the gifts started to roll in from friends. Something was definitely up. The kicker was when 
my mom sat me on her lap. She began to cry as she explained that when I woke up from 
surgery I might not be able to move the left side of my body and I might have all kinds of tubes 
in my body to help me breathe and for my body to function regularly. 
 
I started to cry too. I was sad for my mom. Seeing her in pain was unbearable, even though I 
knew I would be fine.  
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After 14.5 hours of surgery, I regained consciousness to a swarm of doctors and nurses 
surrounding me; asking me to perform all kinds of movements. Albeit extremely weak, I was 
alive and despite all the tubes in my body, all my bodily functions were intact. 
 
Whoa, flashback...a wave of emotions just hit...pause for a cry.  
 
The first thing I remember asking my mom after surgery was ‘is there such a thing as sea 
rabbits’? While asleep during surgery, I had a dream that I was fishing with my grandfather and 
these beautiful sea rabbits would use their ears to fly out of the water, then dive back into the 
sea. I wanted to join them and so I dove into the ocean. Underwater, I swam with these beautiful 
creatures in awe of their beauty as they played together while sunrays pierced the waters 
surface and flooded my vision. I was present to a rush of unimaginable peace and joy. At some 
point, I looked up towards the sun rays and noticed the fishing boat. I felt a strong desire to be 
with my grandfather and so I decided to leave my new friends to join him back in our fishing 
boat. I later learned that during my surgery my blood pressure shot up dangerously high, 
threatening my life. I believe that this story was a children’s version of a near death experience. 
My sister Christy translated this experience into a children's story book, which was super cute. 
 
My determination was unshakable. I believe it was this willpower that had kept me alive. I knew 
that I had defied all odds and that it was truly a miracle that I was still here on Earth. In that 
moment of recognition, I knew without a shadow of doubt that I was here for a purpose. While 
my dream of going to the Olympics may have been shattered, this drive had given me the power 
to overcome great adversity. While it took me years to walk normal and regain my motor skills, I 
was so grateful to be alive and to have learned yet another powerful lesson...my mind is 
infinitely powerful and I can achieve anything I desire. What made this lesson so powerful was 
that I had fully embodied it in a visceral manner that was unquestionable to me. This knowing 
was alive in my bones. And nothing could take it away.  
 
This simple knowing has become the foundation of my life. Not only do I understand the power 
of the mind, I know its effect on my body. I think therefore I am. The mind-body connection is 
undeniable. Stress really does kill; just as positive thoughts lead to vibrant, healthy lives. I’ve 
experienced both first hand. The pain and stress of my upbringing had produced a tumor that 
brought me to death’s door, yet my resilience and positive attitude had given me a second lease 
on life. 
 
The connection between my mind and body has laid the foundation for an exceptional life. This 
is not because of anything external, but the contrary. It is through this connection that I’ve 
developed a fascination with getting to know my mind. Through this relationship, I continue to 
develop a deep and unwavering acceptance of myself in all my limitations. Self-mastery has 
been my path to self-love and is a passionate exploration that will stay with me throughout my 
life journey. Above all, this exploration has brought to me the most outstanding and exceptional 
relationships that life could possibly muster. For this, every morning I bow in deep gratitude for 
those that have touched my life.  
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Chapter 4: Kids Are Mean 
 
Overnight, I had gone from being the most popular kid in school to the kid everyone teased. 
Before the surgery I was a top-ranking gymnast, but after I was a funny walking, cross-eyed kid. 
When the movie ​Kindergarten Cop​ with Arnold Schwarzenegger came out, there was this line in 
the movie, ​‘it’s not a tumor’​ in Arnold’s deep Austrian accent. I would walk down the halls going 
from one class to another, wheeling my backpack on a rolling carrier as I didn’t have the 
balance to carry it. I despised these moments as kids mimicked Arnold’s voice, producing 
echoes of this line as I walked the halls to my next class. I did everything I could to hold back 
the tears and appear unphased. Inside I was aching to belong and my experience was one of 
extreme sadness. It was as if my appearance isolated me from others, while just months before 
I was the class star that every girl wanted to have as her boyfriend. I was devastated.  
 
After months of verbal abuse by my peers, my sadness began to reveal itself as rage. While I 
could personally handle being made fun of, when I would see others being teased in the same 
way, I would snap. One time a bully had shoved a mentally disabled boy’s face in the sand to 
get a laugh out of his peers. I was enraged. Out of control, I picked up the bully and threw him 
into a palm tree; his skin ripping from his body as he slid down the tree trunk. This was one of 
many incidents where I acted out of rage. Luckily the school’s supervisors always had my back, 
even though my actions were not appropriate. 
 
As I had become quite angry and things had gone too far, my mom came to the rescue once 
again. She helped me to understand that these prepubescent teenagers were merely seeking 
attention and recognition from their fellow peers and that their behavior towards me was not 
personal. I quickly came to understand that like me, they were just seeking to claim their identity 
which is a common right of passage when moving from childhood to a teenager. 
 
My anger began to metabolize into compassion as this realization sunk into my awareness. I 
could now meet this teasing behavior with lightness, which helped remove the emotional charge 
that would inflame this aggressive behavior toward me. I had learned the art of energetic 
alchemy, which helped me transform many relationships from foe to friend. These friendships 
became pivotal in my development, as I was desperately seeking a sense of belonging in a 
world that had become hostile in many ways.  
 
When I look back at my life, this phase taught me one of the most valuable lessons in life; 
empathy. By allowing myself to feel the depths of the sadness I was experiencing, I was 
opening my capacity to feel the sadness in others. By knowing this pain personally, I became 
intuitively sensitive to when others were feeling pain. This intuition became one of my greatest 
strengths, but it has also brought to me a life full of anxiety and general overwhelm. I refer to 
this emotional experience as positive anxiety.  
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To feel fully is a powerful gift with the potential to heal many. And it also comes with great 
responsibility. It took decades to understand that the greatest responsibility was to myself. 
There is a huge difference between feeling another’s energy, whether pain or pleasure, and 
absorbing that energy as my own. By absorbing another’s energy, I would lose my grounding 
and the pure connection with my own energy. The line between my energy and another’s would 
blur. I began to feel overwhelmed by all the energy I was holding. My empathy had become 
destabilizing. How could I be helpful to others by taking on their pain? I would think of people 
like Mother Teresa and how she could be with so much death and suffering. It was as if she had 
an infinite source of love. She became one of my primary role models. I wanted to understand 
how someone could be with so much pain, yet not be destabilized by it. I later learned that she 
struggled with similar experiences on her journey into acceptance and unconditional love. 
 
After decades of exploration, trial and error, I’m just now beginning to learn the true meaning of 
unconditional love. To love without condition means loving without trying to change anything. 
For Mother Teresa, this meant she could feel love for all those dying in her arms without 
becoming attached to their pain. And in doing so, she gave them the strength to pass in peace. 
This is one of the greatest gifts I could ever imagine. I was fascinated. 
 
I now know that by loving unconditionally while standing firmly in my own truth, my mere 
presence and acceptance of another as they are now is the greatest gift I can ever offer. And 
because I’m simply being myself as I am, this healing act comes effortlessly with total freedom 
and ease. Actually, it becomes a source of energy because a connection to myself is a 
connection to the source of all creation, which is infinite.  
 
I believe this knowing, as echoed by some of the wisest souls to have walked Earth, is the 
singular most powerful truth of all life. To be ourselves fully and to celebrate life in all its beauty 
is the greatest gift and opportunity of life itself.  
 
We are the ones we’ve been waiting for and we are the change. Let’s simply be it! Our greatest 
challenge is also our greatest opportunity. It starts with a simple choice and becomes an 
artform. It is the opportunity we all hold to choose love at every moment. It is the opportunity to 
edit our stories in any given moment and to write a new one with love in every thought. 
Committing to this one simple choice as if our life depends on it (which it does) will without a 
doubt course correct the destiny of humanity faster than our minds can comprehend. 
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Chapter 5: The Plan 
 
What my mother didn’t tell me before the surgery was that the doctors had told her that they 
thought my tumor was cancerous and most likely terminal. They would use an experimental 
laser technology for the surgery, which in 1987 was one of the first of its kind ever performed on 
the brain of a live human. They also told her that if I did survive the surgery, I would likely not be 
able to move the left side of my body again and I would need a device to assist with swallowing 
for the rest of my life. You can imagine my mom trying to hold it together and stay strong for me 
while dealing with the possibility that she might outlive her first child. 
 
Despite this dismal prognosis, I had defied all odds. Convinced I had experienced a miracle, I 
knew deep inside that I must be alive for a reason. For what, I was not yet sure. But I was 
determined to find out why.  
 
Recovery was challenging. It took me years to learn how to walk and perform basic movements 
with normality. My mom even built a pool in our backyard to assist with my therapy. As a former 
professional gymnast, the recovery process was a deeply humbling experience. During my 
therapy sessions, I would flow through waves of frustration followed by deep gratitude for my 
life. 
 
My mom was my primary source of inspiration and support on my path to recovery. Our many 
long conversations confirmed the belief that my life was a gift to be fueled by purpose and 
passion. Despite my young age, I was determined to know my purpose. With the focus and 
determination of a professional gymnast, my competitive nature wove through this inquiry. I 
would ask myself, ‘what am I good at’ and ‘what do I love doing’. The answers seemed clear; I 
am good at making ideas happen and I love helping my friends manifest their visions. For years, 
I had organically been honing my craft as a catalyzer. I was a natural problem solver and had 
become the go-to kid if my friends wanted to build a skateboarding ramp, lemonade stand or 
whatever else they desired to create. 
 
As the big brother to five younger sisters and with no father around, my life was destined to be 
one of a caregiver. I would make them meals, help them with homework and beat up their 
asshole boyfriends. Sometimes I had to beat up my mom’s boyfriends too. It was a regular three 
ring circus in my house, especially when my sister’s gymnastics girlfriends would come over and 
run around the house half-naked. They would plop down on my bed and ask me to help them 
workout all their boyfriend problems or share with me their life dreams and ambitions. Part of me 
felt lucky as hell and the other part was going insane. I was in fact a horny prepubescent 
teenager. And these girls wanted nothing to do with me other than my friendship and brotherly 
advise. Through listening to all these young women’s stories of their boyfriends behaving badly 
whilst sharing all their colorful dreams and ambitions, I felt a strong desire to grow up to be a 
man that respected women for all their beauty, inside and out, and support their right to express 
their feminine essence freely.  
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I knew part of my purpose lived in these experiences. I felt deeply connected to all these lovely 
souls life had brought to me. I was empassionated by their stories, for their vulnerability, for their 
trust and most of all, for the depth of our connection. I felt a deep calling to support them in 
whatever way I was able and felt a deep commitment to making sure their dreams saw the light 
of day. 
 
One day I was playing in my friend’s backyard during a summer thunderstorm. With the abrupt 
force delivered by a bolt of lightning, my purpose struck me…’when I grow up, I’m going to help 
all my friends make their dreams come true’. This hit me like a ton of bricks and the power of 
absolute truth. While it may sound funny, I knew I had found my life’s purpose and I was beyond 
excited. Finally, my life had meaning. 
 
From that day forward, I was on a mission. And I was dead serious. With great determination, I 
made a master plan. I would go to a respected university, study hard and get top grades. Then I 
would get a good job and make a ton of money. In my fourteen year old mind I thought I would 
need lots of money if I’m going to make all my friend’s dreams come true, but I had no idea how 
much. Not long after that I was watching a movie and the line ‘40 Million by 40 and I’m out’ 
caught my attention. This felt like the right number and the right amount of time. What did I 
know, I was just a kid. That was it; I would retire at forty years old with $40 Million and dedicate 
the rest of my life to investing in my friend’s dreams. I had a plan. 
 
And so I began. 
 
I immediately started focusing on my studies and was able to get into American University in 
Washington, DC. I would study Foreign Policy and International Business, knowing these would 
be essential skills if I was going to make the big bucks. Throughout university, I remained 
focused on my goal, but still had no idea what I would do when I graduated. However, I thought 
it made sense to get a paid internship at the investment bank ​Merrill Lynch​ while I completed my 
studies, so that I could begin learning the ropes of how to make money. 
 
After I graduated, I went home to Florida and started applying for jobs. It was a miserable 
experience, as I realized that all the jobs accessible to a recent college grad were totally lame. 
After a month or so of failed attempts at getting interviews, I finally got a job for some company 
that supplied wood and other products to the mega-home supplies store ​Home Depot​. I was 
super depressed, as this was not what I had in mind. Then one night as I sat on the sofa 
watching ​E! True Hollywood Story​. They told the story of Madonna moving to NYC at seventeen 
years old with $37 and working at Dunkin Donuts on the Upper West Side. A spark of inspiration 
hit me! 
 
The next day I hitched a ride with my childhood friend Scotty up to Philadelphia, where he was 
off to finish his last year of university. From there, I took a series of local commuter trains to 
NYC. I was in much better condition than Madonna, as I had $700. I had told a friend I was 
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coming to NYC for a week of job interviews. When I arrived and he saw my bag, he knew I 
wasn’t leaving. Thank heavens for good friends. 
 
With limited savings, time was ticking. I immediately hit the concrete jungle to fetch a restaurant 
job, which I got on the third ask. I only ended up working one shift, as I had landed what I 
thought was my golden ticket. I had rung up my old boss at Merrill Lynch and he got me an 
interview in their Private Client Group on Madison Ave. I immediately got the job and was deep 
in my training program when the 1998 Financial Crisis hit. My entire team was cut and I was out 
of job. Luckily, I was able to jump over to Citibank’s trading floor at 111 Wall St. straight away. 
While hectic, I was clearly on a lucky streak.  
 
Life on Wall St. in Corporate America wasn’t my jam. My plan certainly didn’t account for ​glass 
ceilings​. I worked like a dog pushing trades and I don’t think I saw the light of day for months. 
Some of my colleagues would sleep under their desks instead of going home. Sometimes they 
would party all night, then snort cocaine just to stay up for the next workday. It was nuts. I 
needed out ASAP. 
 
One day on lunch break, I was miserably sifting through the classified ads in the back of the 
weekly Village Voice (yup, they did exist) and stumbled on some ads seeking real estate 
brokers. I remembered the absurd amount of money I paid a broker to find me an apartment. He 
showed me one place and I had to pay him $3600 cash upfront. Not only could I do this, I would 
be outside on the streets of NYC meeting interesting people while showing them all kinds of 
cool apartments. This sounded perfect. I quit Citibank that day and never turned back. 
 
As they say, the rest is history.  
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Chapter 6: Hacking Systems 
 
I quickly learned that selling a $10 Million mega-pad overlooking Central Park was much easier 
than selling a $200k studio on the Lower East Side. Quite simply, people with money know how 
to spend it. And the lifestyle...daily rooftop happy hours and office massages. I even took a trip 
to Rio de Janeiro with one client; extending the trip two times to keep the fun flowing. Life was 
good! 
 
Undeterred by my young age and always up for a challenge, devising a strategy to get these 
uber-wealthy clients was quite exciting. I quickly learned that none of the top brokers with the 
multi-million dollar listings wanted to work on the weekends, which is when all the open houses 
happened. So I offered to run their open houses for free if they would let me work with any of 
the customers that were not interested in their listing; giving them a fair cut of the commission 
on any customer I closed. Before I knew it, I had a killer roster of multi-million dollar high profile 
clients (some of which were mega-celebrities). Before I knew it, I was recognized as one of the 
top 20 brokers under 30​ in New York City. 
 
I had initially begun renting apartments right after my time at Citibank and while I had a nice run, 
I was more passionate about building relationships that could add real value. One of my rental 
clients was running the New York office of a hot dot-com (that’s what they called start-ups back 
in the 90s) called ​citysearch.com​. He said they were interested in starting a real estate section 
of the website and that I should run it. Excited for a new challenge and the promise of becoming 
an internet success story, I took the job. 
 
They offered me a ridiculous compensation plan that offered crazy bonuses and perks if I hit my 
sales targets. They wanted me to sell pop-up ads and banners to real estate companies, but 
this didn’t make sense to me. I was all about creating measurable value, so instead I would sell 
sponsorships of entire sections of the real estate vertical at 20x the value of a banner ad 
package. I immediately blew my sales targets out of the water and was rolling in cash, which I 
plowed into my first property purchase. These were the subprime mortgage haydays of no-doc 
loans as they called them. That meant I could buy a $150k one bedroom apartment on the 
Lower East Side for 10% down and no documentation required. Within two years, the property 
value doubled and I refinanced, pulling out enough cash to buy a second apartment for $270k. 
This apartment also doubled in value, but within one year. This was clearly a bubble. 
 
In each of these experiences, I learned vital skills by hacking these systems, identifying 
inefficiencies in markets and exploiting them to create opportunity. From having $700 to my 
name and crashing on my buddy’s couch a few years earlier, I had learned how to leverage 
opportunities and saw a clear path to becoming a millionaire within a few year’s time. I felt 
unstoppable and was well on my way to achieving my goal...$40 million and I’m out! 
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Despite my life mission, I later realized that what was actually fueling me was connection. I find 
people massively interesting and absolutely love hearing their stories. I find it super inspiring to 
understand what makes people tick, what drives them and most importantly, what stops them. 
As a result of this passion, I’ve become a really good listener; not just of their words, but more 
telling are their non-verbal cues.  
 
This is where I first understood that vulnerability is the true essence of power; not the inverse. 
When I meet someone, I generally can sense if there is a connection quite quickly and 
intuitively. I now know that this actually has a lot more to do with a connection to my own 
energy, not theirs. When I feel connected to myself, I can feel if there is a shared resonance 
with another almost instantaneously. When I feel this connection, there becomes an opportunity 
to share myself in a more open and meaningful way. When I feel safe to do so, a container is 
created for authentic connection. I’m able to be vulnerable and expose my true self in a way that 
is impactful and inspiring. By being vulnerable, I create the safe conditions for others to open 
and share themselves in a more authentic manner. This is where magic happens. You can 
imagine how excited I was when I stumbled onto ​Brene Brown​’s work on vulnerability nearly a 
decade later. Her research and insights were invaluable in bringing clarity and awareness to a 
process that had been intuitive and organic. 
 
In the space of vulnerable authentic communication, potential becomes visible. While I’ve been 
gifted with the ability to clearly identify the unique potential that exists in others, it is through our 
authentic connection that the real opportunity exists. We’re then able to have an open 
conversation that not only gets them to see their own potential from a new perspective, we’re 
then able to really explore what’s blocking them from manifesting this potential. This is the 
power of vulnerability.  
 
Humans are complex systems, yet our behavior is quite predictable. At its simplest level, any 
organization is the systemization of human interaction. Thus, to understand human behavior 
intimately and then having the capacity to hold the complexity of a web of human interactions 
gives a window into how any organization functions. And more interestingly, it gives an 
understanding of its dysfunction, which is generally caused by a breakdown in communication, 
understanding and ultimately, human connection.  
 
Thus, identifying inefficiency and creating opportunity is always a function of human connection. 
While it might be interesting to understand what makes people tick, it’s useless if we cannot 
help them get to the heart of their trauma and heal it, so that they may then develop healthy 
relationships and interactions with others. This is where the real potential exists. And what I’ve 
come to learn is that all trauma is created in the relational. If someone is afraid of heights, the 
fear is always seeded in a feeling generated in some experience related to a high place. 
Whatever the trauma, there was always an event where we related a fear with an experience, 
whether it was with a person, animal or place. And if this is the case, the primary way to heal a 
trauma is by coming back into relation with the trigger of the fear in a safe and healthy manner 
so that we may transmute the pain into peace.  
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What my life has taught me is that if we want to manifest our potential and create a thriving life, 
we must heal our traumas so that we may experience the wholeness of life as it exists now. And 
the only way to do this is to create the conditions for this healing to occur. This requires us to 
create safe spaces that generate the psychological safety for people to be their authentic selves 
in a supportive, non-judgemental and healing environment. The real opportunity then is to 
create organizations and spaces where people can come together and be themselves; 
expressing their full essence free of fear or judgement. This will create the foundation for 
collective healing to occur. If an organization is simply a group of people working in unison 
towards a shared vision, imagine what is possible if a group of people feel safe to be 
themselves with one another. What becomes possible is total magic. We are then able to 
access our true purpose and live from it. This is where passion is born. When a group of people 
collaborate around a shared vision while fueled by immense passion, anything becomes 
possible. Talk about efficiency and opportunity, this is how we become unstoppable. 
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Chapter 7: Burning Out & Burning Man 
 
I was checking emails over my morning coffee at my West Village (NYC) office when my buddy 
Scotty rang me up to tell me a plane had hit the World Trade Center. As I was only a couple 
miles away, I ran outside to see for myself. By then, I was on the phone with my mom. As we 
were chatting, a plane flew right over my head and into the second tower. I immediately knew 
this was a terrorist attack and that the likely next target was the Empire State building. My 
sister’s office was right next door, so I immediately started running uptown towards her. All the 
phone lines were jammed, so I couldn’t get through to her. Luckily, I found her safe at home. I 
then met up with my girlfriend at the time to find out that her brother was trapped in the top of 
one of the towers. No one could reach him. We were freaking out. We immediately started 
making photocopies of his face and biked around to all the hospitals in Lower Manhattan looking 
for him. I was also looking for another dear friend who lived two blocks from the World Trade 
Center buildings. I couldn’t go home for weeks as my apartment was too close to the fallen 
towers and the roads were all blocked off. Tragically, my girlfriend’s brother didn’t make it, 
although my friend had made it to safety in time. 
 
9/11 had a profound impact on me. I was so in shock that I thought I was fine. I had experienced 
the frailty of life first hand and how this terrible experience had brought New Yorkers together in 
the most beautiful way. I was humbled by how strangers supported one another in the most 
remarkable acts of unconditional kindness. This experience showed me a side of humanity that 
I’d never personally seen before, but I always knew was possible. It was as if New Yorker’s hard 
protective layer had dissolved in the shock of what they had experienced. Everywhere, I 
witnessed strangers smiling at one another as they walked down the street. At bus stops or in 
lines waiting for their morning coffee, I saw complete strangers drop into deeply authentic 
conversations about how they were feeling. I was literally in shock, but in the most beautiful 
way. I knew deep inside me that this was how I had envisioned humanity to be in my dreams 
and now I was experiencing it first hand. I felt like I was in a proverbial heaven; living in a world 
without strangers. While I didn’t realize this until much later, this feeling left an imprint that was 
fundamental to what would become my life’s work. 
 
I was changing faster than my mind could comprehend. After this profound experience, 
boredom quickly set in at work. How could I go back into the matrix of profit-crazed Corporate 
America when I was holding the enormity of this profound tragedy. And despite my life plan, 
money really didn’t matter to me. I was feeling very lost and torn up inside. I quickly began to 
realize that I needed to reconnect with my childhood passion, but this time as an adult that had 
just experienced first hand the frailty of life in a deeply profound manner.  
 
One day, I met up with my friend Paul for happy hour. We ended up talking about our passions 
and we discovered a mutual love for electronic music. He said I should come with him to what I 
understood as desert rave gathering. It was called Burning Man. I had never heard of it before, 
but it sounded like exactly what I needed; some space from the mental noise so that I could 
reconnect with my passion. I had no idea what I was in for, as I had never heard of this wild 
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sounding event deep in the Nevada desert. It was 2002 and Burning Man was still an obscure 
underground gathering. None of my friends had heard of it and I had a sense I was in for a wild 
adventure. I was excited! 
 
My first major shock came when I discovered that my friend’s camp was a hardcore gay sex 
camp and I while I’m open to many things, gay sex is not one of them. That surely made for 
some interesting experiences. Albeit I adored my tribe of queens that would escort me around 
The Playa as their prized jewel, it was exhausting fielding their incessant attempts to enroll me 
onto their team. As I wasn’t about to convert and needed a breather, I found myself spending 
most of my burn (slang for Burning Man) wandering around the desert alone. Everywhere I 
turned, I encountered beautifully open-hearted spirits making breathtaking art. Time melted 
away as a series of chance encounters flowed into deep connections, sometimes without words 
being shared. I experienced a peace like I had never felt before. I was experiencing a glimpse of 
what oneness and harmony feels like in the body. I was hooked and intuitively knew that this 
feeling was the seed of something new that would continue to grow inside me for the rest of my 
life. Beyond desiring to stay connected with this feeling, I was also curious how I could help 
more people tap into this feeling. This inquiry sparked within me an internal quest that would 
eventually redefine my entire life.  
 
As a side note, writing this book has connected several dots for me that were previously 
obscured from my awareness. For example, it is now clear that the profound experiences I was 
having in NYC post-911 had not only led me to Burning Man, they set the stage for what I was 
to experience on the playa (more Burning Man slang) by opening me to the possibility of having 
deeply authentic connections with complete strangers.  
 
When I re-entered what Burning Man refers to as ‘the default world’, I was feeling much like an 
alien. Something deep inside me had shifted in a profound way and I quickly began to see my 
world transform before my eyes. I was no longer living in fear and felt completely free. I even 
remember how deeply in love I was with my girlfriend at the time and how, at the same time, I 
felt liberated from a previous co-dependant patterning. This was a strange, yet amazing feeling 
for me. I was experiencing for the first time the feeling of unconditional love. 
 
In my empowered state and in an attempt to feed my creativity while staying on track with my 
life goal, I set up my own real estate company with a beautiful gallery office in the heart of 
SoHo, NYC. I had an amazing team and would travel the world working on inspiring real estate 
ventures. My favorite project was a culinary institute and eco-resort in the ancient borgo 
(castle-like village) of ​Poggio Santa Cecilia​ in Tuscany, Italy. Sadly, that project never came to 
fruition. On my way back to NYC, I stopped in Mallorca to meet some friends. As we sat on the 
beach having drinks, my assistant called to let me know we had completed a complicated 
transaction on another real estate deal; earning us a six-figure commision. I remember the 
feeling like it was yesterday. As I sat there drunk on the beach with my friends, my first thought 
was ‘I have the best life ever’. And like a microphone hitting the floor with a thump, this thought 
was immediately followed by ‘is this it’. Those words kept echoing in my head for months. 
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I had the perfect life...on paper. I had the most incredible girlfriend, who was my best friend. We 
lived in a beautiful apartment in Nolita. I owned two investment properties and had a growing 
company, through which I was traveling the world creating inspiring real estate projects. And I 
was still in my 20s. At this rate, I was way ahead of schedule on my plan to retire at 40 and was 
convinced that I could reach my goal within the next five years. 
 
Despite all this, I was becoming increasingly depressed. Things got so bad that going to the 
office felt like ​nails running down a chalkboard​. I would come home in the middle of the day and 
sit at my kitchen table doing lines of cocaine by myself. Thankfully between snorting lines I was 
reading ​Blink by Malcolm Gladwell​. It was divine intervention. Thanks to this book, I recognized 
that my body was screaming ‘help’ while my mind, and ego, was stuck in the weeds of life. I 
knew I had to get out and it needed to happen now.  
 
Within four days, I had ended my relationship with my girlfriend and best friend, organized the 
sale of my company, listed my two investment properties for sale and left NYC. I went to Miami 
to spend Thanksgiving with my mom and two of my sisters. The beach felt good, so I rented an 
apartment with sand out my back door and began the cleansing process. 
 
A new life was unfolding inside me once again. 
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Chapter 8: The Sabbatical 
 
I had never done a cleanse before. No food for six days; only water with supplements of 
vitamins and minerals. All I could do was meditate, take walks on the beach and occasionally 
read. As my mind barely had enough energy for basic tasks, all my capacity for complex thought 
was shot. This was the first time I was able to reach truly meditative states. The decreased 
mental activity provided me the spaciousness to truly connect with my body in ways I had yet to 
experience. It was a vacation like none other. I felt awake, alert and clear. I had finally touched 
the presence I had only read about in books. This heightened awareness was pivotal in the 
transformation that was metabolizing inside me.  
 
During this time of deep cleansing, I began to rest into an inner peace and quietness. It was the 
first time I felt myself as an adult. I had pulled myself out of trauma and consciously developed 
the capacity to heal myself. I felt a soft power growing inside me.  
 
This was also the time I discovered writing as a therapeutic practice. Whenever I felt a jolt of 
inspiration followed by a stream of thought, which was often in those days, I would intuitively 
start writing. The words would flow like the Amazon River; deep, wide and powerful. Over these 
months, my purpose started to re-awaken within me, but this time with renewed clarity and 
focus. 
 
My friends used to call me, and some still do, Pure Fix. They would ask, ‘what are you trying to 
fix with this pure lifestyle of yours?’ They were right. By purifying my body and mind, I was 
seeking to heal, or fix, myself. Ironically, my last name is Fix, and so my spiritual journey had a 
name...Pure Fix. But at this moment in time, something new was coming through that felt much 
bigger than my spiritual journey. 
 
While I knew my personal spiritual quest was just beginning and would be with me for the rest of 
my days, it was clear this was not just about me and my process. This was about something 
much bigger than me; something that was inside of me and part of me, but was also connected 
to everything else. By engaging with this something, my inner world would continue to expand. I 
was excited to step into the unknown and give form to this ephemeral something. 
 
As a teenager, I had discovered that my life purpose was to help my friends make their dreams 
come true. While this hadn’t changed, my friends did. In asking myself ‘who are these friends’ 
now, the clear answer was...anyone with a pure intention to promote a common good in the 
world. And with this, I was more committed than ever to help others connect with their passion 
and then give it form. This was what I had dedicated my life to decades earlier and I was finally 
ready to take action. 
 
Although I didn’t know at the time how to take action, I knew all ‘my friends’ were back in NYC. I 
had just returned to Miami from a rejuvenating trip to Brazil. When I walked into my beautiful 
beachfront apartment, I stood on the balcony looking at the sea and all I could think about were 
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the rats scuttering about on the subway tracks. NYC was my home and I knew it was time to 
return. 
And so I left my little beach oasis to return to the rat infested streets of Manhattan. I was so 
excited to be back home and immediately began reconnecting with all my friends to learn what 
they had been up to while I was away. They would speak of their most recent entrepreneurial 
journeys and other interesting projects that they had been involved in. In each of these 
conversations, I felt something beginning to bubble up. I was particularly excited by those 
projects that had far reaching visions that inspired others to dream. I began to call them ‘pure 
projects’ and I wanted to help them grow wings. This was the first moment that Pure Project 
began to form in my mind as an umbrella organization for this work of helping others develop 
purposeful organizations that foster a culture of connection. This was the opening of a new 
chapter; one that was inspired by my Pure Fix, but was much bigger than me. I had done it. I 
had suffered. I had healed. And I was living my purpose every day. 
 
My childhood vision was beginning to take form! 
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Chapter 9: The Supporter 
 
About a decade ago, I was at a transformational gathering called ​Lightning In A Bottle​. As I was 
walking through the festival grounds, this powerful voice pulled me to a nearby stage. She was 
speaking about evolutionary entrepreneurship and referred to four archetypes that all support 
one another; the creative, the connector, the guide and the supporter. At the end of her talk, she 
responded to my raised hand. I asked, “what if you have all four pulsing through you at a high 
interval.” Without skipping a beat, she said “pick one and give the rest away.” Unbenounced to 
her, she had answered the question in my mind, but did not ask directly. At that time, I was 
trying to figure out how I could best use my passion and purpose to support myself financially. 
Although I had a nice nest egg, I had abandoned the $40 million by 40 goal I had set arbitrarily 
at fourteen. I knew I eventually needed to develop a sustainable business model for delivering 
my gifts into the world. 
 
I’ve always thought of myself as a supporter, as my greatest joy is helping my friends actualize 
their dreams. This was a gift. I thought, ‘how could I even think of making money in this way; this 
gift doesn’t have a price tag’. I was really great at helping my friends catalyze their ideas into 
action by helping them connect with their passion and purpose, helping them map out a strategy 
and then connect them with the resources they needed to move their plan forward. I recognized 
that in most of these interactions we would spend a lot of time working through internal barriers 
to moving their ideas forward. This was the beginning of my understanding that we are the 
greatest barrier to our own success and that these blocks are generally created by past 
emotional imprints or traumas. I was so touched that these individuals felt safe to vulnerably 
expose their inner world to me. In these moments, I felt most connected to myself and my 
purpose. Despite this burning question of financial sustainability, I knew I was on the right path. 
If only it were several years later, coaching would have become ‘a thing’ in the world. 
 
Before I knew it I was having 6-8 meetings per day with incredibly visionary and talented 
creatives. Word was out on the street that there was this guy helping people make their ideas 
happen and wasn’t charging for it. The referrals were flooding in. I couldn’t help myself. I just 
couldn’t stop taking meetings with all these lovely souls. It felt great hearing all their ideas, 
offering advice and making connections. 
 
Eventually, the excitement led to overwhelm, anxiety and eventually total burn out. I was totally 
fried. I would come home from a day of meetings exhausted. All I wanted to do was sleep, but I 
couldn’t. In my many meetings each day, I had promised to make dozens of connections. Not 
only did this take time and energy, my mind began to short circuit and the details of each 
interaction began to merge into a grand soup. I would freeze up, further enhancing the anxiety. 
This certainly wasn’t sustainable. 
 
On top of all this, I had found myself involved in the execution of several of these projects. 
Growing up with little parental supervision by a heavily overworked single mother, I never 
learned boundaries and instead was given almost unlimited freedom. While this fueled my 
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creativity, this also made it incredibly difficult to say no. As I was oriented towards helping 
others, I would let myself get into situations that were ultimately unhealthy for me. I was learning 
that to be an excellent supporter, I could not get involved in execution of their projects and that 
my greatest value was to help them develop as leaders. 
 
Identifying as a supporter brought to me tremendous stress. As much as my ego led me on to 
believe, I was simply not emotionally ready to be helping others. It was yet another cover up 
operation, obstructing my awareness of the underlying energy driving my action. It took years to 
understand that I was valuing others over myself because I did not truly value myself. The mind 
is a tricky monster. I little ego was having a field day with me, leading me on to believe I was 
healed when my actions were clearly telling a different story. It’s taken me decades of battles 
with my ‘helper’ to realize that the path to my liberation will not come from helping others, but 
rather learning to truly, fully and unconditionally loving myself. 
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Chapter 10: Systems Thinker 
 
I see the world through natural systems. The network of cells that make up my body, humans 
creating culture evolving into sovereign nations, cultures uniting as one humanity, Earth as an 
interdependent living ecosystem, planets forming galaxies out into infinity.  
 
The melting snows pull nutrients from the Andes Mountains, forming streams flowing into a 
network of rivers merging into the Amazon River. It’s nutrient rich waters feed the Earth’s lungs 
as it opens into the Atlantic Ocean, nurturing an ecosystem of life. 
 
Energy is life force. Like water, it must flow. 
 
When systems exist in a harmonious state, abundance is the natural order. If we nurture our 
bodies with healthy food, adequate rest, exercise and human connection, they thrive. The same 
goes for our planet. When we relate to it as we do to our bodies, as a living interconnected 
intelligent organism, we care for it like our life depends on it. In fact, it is part of us and we are 
part of it. We are one in the same. Our life clearly depends on the health of the planet. 
 
A lifetime of curiosity, deep contemplation, investigation and experimentation have inspired an 
understanding of the interdependent nature of systems. It is clear to me that these systems, 
both natural and human-designed, have been strained from actions derived from the 
disconnected state that lives in the minds of humans. I’ve seen both the drastic effects of this 
disconnection as well as the beauty that emerges through connection. 
 
In 2007, after a week at transformational electronic music festival called ​Universo Paralello​ in 
Bahia, Brazil, along with a group of dear friends from France we decided to visit a local ​hearts of 
palm​ cooperative with whom one of our friends had been developing fair trade projects. There 
we discovered first hand the extent by which deforestation happens through slash and burn 
techniques by the farmers themselves. We knew that their monocropping techniques inherited 
by the west were destroying their region (and the planet), while bio-dynamic agroforestry 
practices produced a much higher crop yield. Inspired by this experience, we decided to help 
these farmers reforest their barren lands while also educating them on sustainable farming 
practices; reconnecting them back to their indiginious ways of farming. The following year my 
dear friend Tristan Leconte set up ​Pur Projet​ as a sister organization to Pure Project (my 
umbrella foundation). Over the years, this organization has helped plant over 7 million of trees 
throughout the world. Through these efforts, we’ve seen how the current economic system is 
reinforcing this disconnection from our planet. Conversely, we’ve seen the beauty that emerges 
when we come together to support one another, bringing together modern knowledge with 
indigenous wisdom. The learnings from this project alone could fill yet another book. 
 
Earlier that year, another group of friends came together for a meeting. We discussed hosting a 
participatory art festival on ​Governors Island​ just off the south tip of Manhattan. With only six 
weeks to plan and promote, we thought we might attract a few hundred people to join us in this 
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experiment. To our surprise, over 4000 people showed up to manifest their wildest dreams 
together. ​Figment​ gives them permission and space to create art together. We work with cities, 
local arts organizations and other NGOs to foster civic engagement and participatory art. We’re 
about to host our 69th event in our 20th city. It has been incredible to witness the magic of 
connection that emerges as a group of people come together around a shared vision of creating 
beauty together. 
 
These two projects, among many others, have helped me understand how disconnection grows 
in our bodies, our interpersonal relationships and in more complex systems of relationships. And 
in the same vein, I’ve learned how easy it is to establish this connection, build trust and create 
beauty together. While it is clear that the challenges for humanity are many and massive, I firmly 
believe there is a way out of our current dilemma as a human race. 
  

30 

http://www.figmentproject.org/


Chapter 11: Building Community 
 
This was the early days of Facebook and Google. Having rode the first dot-com wave, I was 
excited to witness these rising stars defining the future of the internet. Back in ‘98, it was like 
pulling teeth to convince a real estate company why they need to pay us $500 to build them a 
website. Times were changing and I could feel it. What excited me most was how these 
companies were emerging as platforms that pulled together a vast ecosystem of resources into 
a coherent network. 
 
One day I was sitting in one of my meetings with an incredible social entrepreneur feeling quite 
overwhelmed. Suddenly it hit me, what if I was to create a platform that brought people together 
to support one another so that they could thrive as a supportive community? And what if this 
happened physically, in real space? 
 
I loved the power of the web to connect people efficiently, yet I knew intuitively that physical 
connection was infinitely more effective and valuable. When people connect in real life, the 
connection goes much deeper; reinforcing a deeper trust in the relationship. I knew this was the 
seed of fostering powerful collaborations. I also realized that if I was to bring people together to 
support one another, I would remove myself as a bottleneck. I could still facilitate connections 
between people, but by fostering a nurturing community, I was distributing this function among a 
larger pool of individuals.  
 
In 2006, ​Open House​ opened its doors on Mulberry St. in Nolita (NYC). I wanted to experiment 
with this idea. The space was massive, so there was lots of room to play. So I first invited in my 
playmates, which were all these creatives I had been supporting. I offered them the space to 
manifest their visions within this big white box as an open canvas. They would work out of the 
space, collaborating and sharing solutions with one another. We would host community events 
daily and hold workshops on the weekend. It was a space for work, play, healing and learning.  
 
Co-working, incubators and pop-up retail would become a major meme in the years to follow. 
Open House was a precursor to all these trends; each of which are now massive sectors. 
Through this experiment, dozens of opportunities presented themselves to help others set up 
co-working spaces, incubators and accelerator programs.  
 
I became friends with Jonathan Robinson, who had founded The Hub (now ​Impact Hub​) in 
London a year earlier. Through our discussions, I became involved in helping set up coworking 
hubs in the network. Soon, I was helping friends develop other coworking networks around the 
world and even tried to help ​Adam Neumann​ find his second ​WeWork​ space. I was deeply 
inspired by this movement, but felt something was missing. I was on a mission to catalyze 
dreams by fostering synergistic collaborations within a nurturing community. I felt more 
connection could be facilitated by expanding the context and frame beyond work. 
 

31 

http://openhouse.me/
https://impacthub.net/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Adam_Neumann
https://www.wework.com/


The Unreasonable Institute (now ​Uncharted​), an accelerator for social entrepreneurs, 
significantly impacted my understanding of what was possible. As I was invited to be their 
founding board member, I felt a deep commitment to support their inaugural institute as a 
mentor. I lived with the fellows at the Unreasonable Mansion, as they dubbed it, for a large 
portion of the program. While staying there, I was constantly blown away witnessing the bonds 
that I saw forming between fellows which came from all walks of life and from every corner of 
the planet. At the dinner table, fellows would marvel at one another’s entrepreneurial journeys 
and resonate with their common struggles. After dinner, fellows would be playing ping pong 
while discussing their failed business strategies. In the lounge, groups of fellows would be 
huddled on the sofa together helping one another write copy for one another’s websites or 
design logos for one another’s businesses. It was absolutely amazing to see all the 
collaboration and co-creation that spontaneously emerged when a bunch of passionate people 
live together. Another light bulb went off in my head. 
 
In 2012, I decided to turn my Brooklyn loft into a communal living space for creatives with 
projects that sought to promote a common good in the world. I wanted to create a nurturing 
environment where they could support one another in manifesting their individual dreams into 
reality. We would share healthy meals, practice yoga together and go on regular excursions to 
ecstatic dance parties. We would host story sharing nights and invite our friends to join. Within 
two years, the community had grown from one loft with four roommates to twenty-five 
apartments and a community of sixty-five passionate creative misfits. Our roommates started 
businesses, traveled the world together and some even got married; and a few now have 
children. Before we knew it, dozens of publications like the NY Times and Wired Magazine were 
sending journalists to stay with us, so they could write stories about what was happening in our 
community, which we dubbed ​Pure House​. They referred to what we were doing as coliving. I 
later realized that these were the first instances that the term ‘coliving’ was being used in 
mainstream media. This led to an onslaught of interest in our business by others wanting to set 
up similar operations where they lived. 
 
Having been at the front-end of the social entrepreneurship and coworking movements that had 
begun to gain momentum a decade earlier, it was clear to me that this was the beginning of yet 
another movement. In 2016, I co-founded Pure House Lab as a non-profit focused on coliving. 
The intention was to create a forum for actors in this movement to discuss what was emerging 
and support one another with resources. Today, our members are coliving operators, architects, 
designers, city planners, policy makers, developers, construction companies, investors and 
municipalities primarily. We host global summits, local gatherings, connect members with 
opportunities, conduct research, write scholarly publications and create coliving prototypes. A 
few years ago we rebranded the organization to ​Co-Liv​ with the intention of being a neutral 
voice that highlights our members’ organizations. 
 
My passion for supporting creatives had evolved into catalyzing nurturing communities where 
individuals support one another. In witnessing these communities thrive, I became fascinated 
with the idea that design plays an essential role in this process. Over the years, I have learned 
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several methods for fostering nurturing communities where individuals thrive together; 
manifesting their dreams into reality with greater ease through powerful collaborations with 
others. I became passionate about distilling the essential design elements that I had been 
employing subconsciously and organically.  
 
And so I set out on an epic journey across the planet to study community. My travels took me to 
tribal villages in Morocco, Southeast Asia, Peru and the Brazilian Amazon, intentional 
communities from Italy to India, living communities in Holland, Sweden & Denmark and 
countless co-living projects through the US, Europe, Asia and South America; not to mention all 
the organic communities that exist everywhere in-between. The learnings from these journeys 
gave me a much broader understanding of this phenomenon of community, and there are some 
key points of inspiration that stand out. The first is that for the global majority (those living at a 
basic subsistence), community is not a choice but rather a requirement for survival. For them, 
their entire mental framework is informed by connection to others. On the other end of the 
spectrum, most of those living above the subsistence line are increasingly living disconnected 
lives. As they climb ​Maslow’s​ pyramid in a quest for individualism, they seem to have lost their 
way. Their collective craving to be seen, felt and heard is leading to the breakdown of humanity 
itself, as evidenced by the countless issues that fill the news. The lesson seems clear, which is 
the same lesson in every other area; balance is the key. Too much community stifles our 
capacity to express our unique essence while too much of a focus on ourselves leads to 
disconnection. To this end, those that seemed to thrive the most had discovered how to balance 
community with individualism and thus, a need for community and connection with a need for 
privacy and individualism. 
 
Through my learning adventures I discovered three essential aspects that go into the formation 
of any nurturing community. The first is communicating of the shared purpose that will define the 
context for community to emerge. The second is the integration process each individual takes 
as they step into the community. The third is the experience design, which comprises the 
various activities that inform the nurturing bonds between community members. Once the 
community is formed, another essential aspect that comes into consideration is the chosen 
governance structure the community decides to employ. Each of these ingredients is different 
depending on the form the community takes and becomes their unique secret sauce. 
 
More than ever, I am convinced that one of the most important things we can be doing as a 
humanity today is building nurturing communities that foster a culture of connection; with 
ourselves, our relationships and that we create. In a world of constant change, community it is 
the root structure that keeps us grounded so that we may weather the winds of change. Like a 
tree in a forest, our roots weave as our stalks grow towards the sun; our branches holding each 
other safe as the winds roar. Together, we are safe; one body flowing in unison. Alone, we are 
vulnerable. Disconnected from ourselves, others and Earth itself, we fall victim to any shift in the 
ecosystem. Community fosters connection, collaboration and creation; supporting our individual 
and collective growth. This is how we will evolve harmoniously as a humanity. 
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Chapter 12: The Fix 
 
I’ve always enjoyed my last name, but I’ve never truly appreciated that it’s the perfect name for 
me. Why do I need a first name, when my last name is Fix. And even more so when all I ever 
seem to do is fix things. 
 
When I was a kid, I would take apart anything that was broken, try to fix it and then put it back 
together again. I just loved figuring out how things work and how to put them together. Little did I 
know this passion would become a core aspect of my personality.  
 
You can only imagine the names I got called growing up. My favorite was Sir Fix-o-lot. It was so 
apropos. It felt like all my energy went into looking for problems to solve. And soon enough, 
everyone knew it. I had a reputation as ‘the fixer’. Even strangers would ask for help. It was as if 
I had it tattooed to my forehead. 
 
Thankfully I’ve graduated from these days. They were fun, but also exhausting.  
 
Since I escaped from the matrix in 2002, I’ve spent most of my time thinking about scalable 
solutions for systemic change. Many would argue that the fate of humanity is ‘going to hell in a 
handbag’ and there’s nothing we can do to stop it; except buying handbags. Jokes aside, I don’t 
buy it. I’m convinced we have the collective wisdom and power to transform our challenges into 
opportunities.  
 
Human intelligence is accelerating rapidly, leading to monumental spikes in innovation. As we 
rapidly approach technical singularity (computing power that surpases that of humanity), our 
potential for massive leaps in collective intelligence is palpable. As ​Malcolm Gladwell 
demonstrates in ​The Tipping Point​, it only takes a few people to change the world.  
 
If you’re reading this, you are one of these people. 
 
This is a life or death situation here. The clock is ticking. It’s time for us to take off our blinders. 
The signs are all around us if we care to read them; a global pandemic, increased climate 
disasters, broken economies and mental illness are spiking; just to name a few. While I hate to 
burst anyone’s bubble, this is the crux of the problem. It’s time to stop blowing life sized bubbles 
that act as echo chambers keeping us locked in the matrix...thanks social media. As Bill Clinton 
famously said, ‘our greatest problem is that we spend too much time speaking with people that 
already agree with us.’ It’s high time to wake up and realize...we are the ones we’ve been 
waiting for. 
 
I have a plan. And it involves you. 
 
My entire life has been preparing me for this moment. It all started as a kid when I took apart a 
broken hair dryer and put it back together again. Over the years, I’ve graduated to more 
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complex systems. Through supporting countless changemakers over the years, I’ve 
deconstructed all kinds of problems in search of solutions. In doing so, it has become crystal 
clear that all these problems have the same source; disconnection.  
 
I used to think that you can’t solve a problem if you don’t understand it. While that may be true 
to some degree, Albert Einstein clearly saw that ‘no problem can be solved from the same level 
of consciousness that created it’. If he’s right, and I’m convinced he is, our primary focus should 
be on shifting consciousness. Otherwise, our solutions will ultimately be futile. So, instead of 
trying to change the world, why don’t we follow the words of another wise man, Mahatma 
Gandhi, and ‘be the change we wish to see in the world’. I’m not suggesting that we stop 
addressing the major issues that face humanity. It’s just that if we don’t also address the 
underlying issue of disconnection, our efforts will have limited capacity to effect any real and 
sustained change. 
 
Everyone seems to want peace on Earth. Ok, maybe not everyone, but you get my point. 
Instead of focusing outward, why don’t we first discover it within ourselves. When we do, our 
thoughts, words and actions align with impeccability. We become beacons of inspiration. This 
harmony infuses all our relationships. As this ripples out, our entire world begins to transform. A 
culture of connection becomes possible.  
 
Life begins with a thought. 
 
It starts with connection...first in our bodies, then within our relationships...grounded on Earth 
while connected to the cosmos. To feel grounded in our bodies is to know thyself; the key to 
true and everlasting peace. Inherent in knowing oneself is acceptance. We cannot truly accept 
another if we don’t first acknowledge ourselves, just as we cannot love another human without 
first loving ourselves.  
 
I believe in a world without strangers; one humanity living harmoniously. I know it is possible. 
Why? Because it is the world we dream of. If we can imagine it, we can create it. And we’re 
really close; much closer than we think. That’s not to say we don’t have some major hurdles 
ahead of us. There will be more suffering before things get better. The whole world’s on a 
cleanse and detoxes are rarely fun. But we're getting there.  
 
The most important thing to remember is that life is already whole and complete, despite what 
our minds try to trick us into believing. Our current reality informs our evolution. This is arguably 
the biggest lesson I’ve learned in life. I believe that life has no inherent meaning, except the 
meaning we choose to create. Yet I’m equally convinced that life is meant to be celebrated. 
When our actions arise from this place, anything becomes possible. While there are many 
challenges and opportunities before us, coming from scarcity will only create more scarcity. And 
we are abundant. Let’s create from there. This is the source of beauty. 
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Part 2: Evolving  - into pure consciousness 
 
Chapter 13: Fear Culture 
 
Which came first; the chicken or the egg? 
 
For as long as I can remember I’ve applied this filter to any challenge that’s presented before 
me. How can I experience peace in a world that is violent? Yet if I’m not already at peace, how 
can I transform violence? If our thoughts beget our actions, we must have peaceful thoughts to 
bring peace to our actions. Yet most are born into cultures that mold us into protective beings. 
How are peaceful thoughts to pollinate in a hostile mind? 
 
I am convinced that fear does not exist. It is simply an illusion of the mind. Harm is real. If you 
put your hand on the oven, you will get burned. And the tigers roaming the African plains may 
very well eat you. That is real. But the monster living under your bed; not so much! Fear of 
heights? That balcony has a protective railing preventing you from falling. There is nothing to 
fear. It’s all in the mind. Yet so many of us allow all these fears to pollute our mind; the fear of 
being rejected, the fear of losing our job and the fear of death. All of these things will happen. 
We should accept them, not fear them. 
 
This fear haunts us like ghosts. It cripples us from living full lives. It keeps us from falling in love 
and holds our dreams hostage. It is a prison without bars. Yet we somehow believe we’re 
trapped and there is no way out. We spend our whole lives defending our condition and 
reinforcing our victimhood, moving us deeper into contraction as our lives get smaller and 
smaller. Stop resisting what is and the fear will dissolve. 
 
This fear is not ours. 
 
We are born into a world architected by humans over the past 315k years. Over the millennia, 
we have evolved very clever methods of survival by exerting control over our environment. This 
has led to practices that seek to dominate and oppress others for our own survival; giving birth 
to religion and government. These institutions, controlled by an elite few, use fear to control the 
masses. They brainwash us into obedience through religious dogma that promises us salvation 
if we conform and political indoctrination in order to live in a society. To further lock society into 
this system of control, these elite few have architected an economic system that demands our 
obedience for the sake of our own survival. The days of a hunter-gatherer lifestyle, which was 
how we lived in relative harmony for 90% of human history, are long gone. Today, we have no 
choice but to participate in an economic system that uses debt to extract value from the masses 
to be controlled by an elite few who strategically manipulate value for their personal benefit.  
 
This entire paradigm has created a culture of fear and a dominant scarcity mindset. We are all 
born into this world. We are a product of it; whether we like it or not. All of our learned behaviors 
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must conform to this culture if we desire to live in it; and we really don’t have much choice. In 
this world of architected artificial scarcity, ownership has become king. We must get a job, buy 
our food, own or rent our home and get married; each tying us to contractual relationships that 
seek control over another. We live in a​ zero-sum game​ world where in order for one to gain, 
another must lose. 
 
After a few hundred years running this disgraceful racket, humanity is at the edge of collapse. 
Society is breaking apart at the edges, revealing the rotten core that is destroying our 
connection to ourselves, one another and the planet. When we open our eyes, the signs appear 
everywhere we look.  
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Chapter 14: Crisis of Disconnection 
 
Fueled by disconnection, everywhere we look people are screaming ‘look at me’. The lengths 
we will go to in order to be acknowledged by others is pushing humanity towards extinction. 
We’ve co-created a society that brainwashes us to believe we are not enough. And in order to 
be complete, we need something outside of us. This illusion is the source of disconnection and 
as a result, humanity is on the verge of collapse. 
 
Yet we continue to distort reality through the manipulation of data in an attempt to convince 
ourselves that things are getting better. But it only takes one moment of true clarity to see the lie 
hiding beneath it all. If we’re lucky, we can take a step back and witness our individual and 
collective behavior to reveal the truth of our collective suffering. We are running around like 
chickens with our heads cut off; either trying to survive or consuming enough to numb the pain. 
If we’re even luckier, we might actually get a taste of true connection along the way. The mere 
taste inspires an unquenchable thirst that sends our lives into a tailspin as we go to 
unimaginable lengths to feed our collective craving. If we stop for a moment and inspect our 
lives closely, it will undoubtedly reveal the endless loop of craving and aversion. Our actions are 
either an attempt to pull feelings we desire towards us or push those we do not desire away 
from us. This cycle is feeding our disconnection; pulling us further away from ourselves and one 
another. 
 
The tension of this continuous pull has resulted in a break from our sanity leading to 
unimaginable consequences. Mental health disorders are spiking globally, expressed through 
increased stress and anxiety in society, a rampant loneliness epidemic and the highest suicide 
levels in human history. Countries such as Bhutan and the United Kingdom are responding to 
this global crisis attacking our most ‘advanced’ societies through the establishment of ministries 
to analyze happiness and address systemic loneliness. 
 
The severity of this crisis is most clearly evidenced in genocide and terrorist activity, which is an 
extreme reaction to the disconnected state. In these cases, the disconnection gap has fractaled 
out so far to justify the killing of entire populations. When we boil this disconnected state down 
to core wounding, we see the extreme lengths one will go to in order to be acknowledged; or 
said another way, to experience connection. Thus, in a psychotic joke of life, this is the insanity 
that drives our desire for connection. 
 
Fear arises from disconnection. When we think, communicate and act from fear, we inject 
disconnection into our relationships and all that we create. This becomes fertile soil for greed, 
scarcity and control to grow. Within the context of an interconnected world, we collectively build 
systems, structures, organizations and governments that perpetuate these qualities in the world. 
The result is a systemic fear culture. This is evidenced by an extreme imbalance of power and 
resource flow, the increasing instability of nearly all systems, and thus an epidemic of human 
suffering experienced by both the haves and have nots. If we don’t find a way to navigate into 
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connection, we will undoubtedly end up destroying ourselves. But don’t worry, the planet will be 
fine without us. 
 
Chapter 15: System Failure 
 
To add insult to injury, this wave of disconnection is leading to a collapse of the systems and 
structures designed to support humanity. Judging by the extreme civil unrest bleeding from 
society, this whole notion of civilization as advancement of our species seems like a farce. 
 
Our governments are failing us. Even with all our innovation and technological advancements, 
the global majority is still unable to meet its basic needs for survival in a harmonious manner. 
Even in the most advanced nations, the majority of the population struggles to get by and if they 
can, the struggle manifests as stress, anxiety or loneliness. In response to this disparity, a wave 
of political unrest in many regions has led to mass migrations, leading to a ballooning refugee 
crisis around the globe. Layered atop lax immigration policy intended to boost economic growth, 
nation-states struggle to keep their societies from all out collapse. In the face of this challenge, a 
populist movement is gaining momentum in an attempt to bring us back to the good ole’ days; if 
there was ever such a thing. Nonetheless, it’s good marketing and it seems to be working.  
 
History certainly does have a not so funny way of repeating itself. It’s hard to imagine that with 
all our collective intelligence, we can’t seem to advance the human race towards peace and 
harmony. Instead, we seem to be going deeper into disconnection, fear and greed. When we 
take a step back and analyze what’s going on here, it becomes clear that our systems for 
organizing humanity in a productive manner are not only broken, they are rotten at the core. 
And this core is our economy. 
 
It’s a matter of design. Our means of exchange is based on an artificial scarcity model that leads 
us to exchange value with one another in a zero-sum game dynamic. So for you to win, I must 
lose. This is based on a world view that there are finite resources, leading to the creation of 
economic systems built on debt-based scarcity models. Over centuries, this system has 
concentrated the control of these resources in the hands of very few people while the vast 
majority struggle to access these resources.  
 
While this world view seemed logical at the time, we now know how to build regenerative 
systems that repurpose, reuse and recycle resource streams. This allows us to create a new 
economy that is coherent with the law of nature in which resources flow with harmony to where 
they are needed. This new economy stands in stark contrast to our existing means of exchange, 
threatening the gatekeepers of the old economy.  
 
This is war. 
 
As this new economy grows and gains momentum, the old regime scrambles to shift its 
attention to exerting its control over this new economy. The promise of the internet to provide 
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open access to information has been taken hostage by the corporate behemoths, as they did 
with the sharing economy and now with the blockchain. But who can blame them when they too 
have been indoctrinated into an economy of scarcity.  
 
What we need is a revolution fueled by an abundance culture that shows that there is enough 
for everyone if we trust one another enough to share. We have all the science, tools and 
technology needed to prove it’s possible. To be fair, these ideas aren’t new. They have been 
espoused by many others with far greater clarity and conviction. And these models already exist 
and continue to propagate themselves all over the globe. The greatest challenge and 
opportunity is to network these approaches into a coherent global movement with the power to 
make the current system irrelevant. 
 
Humans are waking up en masse. Yoga is popping up on every street corner, meditation is the 
new cool and ‘spirituality’ has become a mainstream brand. The wellness wave is a clear sign 
that people are taking action into their own hands. This expansion of consciousness is bleeding 
into every system and structure; including our governments or multinational corporations.  
 
In our hyper-networked world, these trends are not limited to an elite few from powerful nations. 
With greater access to knowledge and resources, the global majority is evolving rapidly, moving 
from a consumption culture to sustainable development models. 
 
Armed with social media, activism has a powerful new weapon. Humanity is preparing itself to 
take back the power. And this time we’ll share it fairly with everyone. 
 
It’s a fascinating time to be alive. 
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Chapter 16: The Perfect Storm 
 
With wind in my sails, I set out to use my skills and passion to convince everyone I could reach 
that the time had come to take a stand for our planet. I knew deep in my heart that the health of 
humanity depended on our ability to collaborate and share value with one another in ways that 
are regenerative for the planet. I sought out all kinds of venues to connect with others that 
shared my passion, with the intention of elevating our voice together. This led me to 
Copenhagen for ​COP15​, a monumentally important UN gathering of world leaders in 2009 to 
agree on a new set of climate agreements that would update the ​Kyoto Protocol​. There I 
participated in ​Tck Tck Tck​, a ​musical petition​ and blogging campaign to demand climate 
justice; spearheaded by ​Kofi Annan​. 
 
I didn’t actually spend much time in the main conference, as all I was hearing was a bunch of 
figure heads defending their priorities of economic development. This stood in the face of very 
compelling data delivered by world renowned scientists and climatologists that showed quite 
daunting implications if nations didn’t collectively take drastic action now. I became especially 
moved by ​Bill McKibben’s​ work, which demonstrates the drastic effects caused by climate 
change. I eventually got involved in ​350.org​, a movement Bill had catalyzed to end the use of 
fossil fuels as our best attempt at slowing climate temperature rise. Unfortunately, in the years to 
come, Bill also sold out to the big bucks offered by the corporates. 
 
In Copenhagen, I learned that we’re in a very bad situation and that things are only getting 
worse. If our nation states don’t take immediate and drastic action in unison, humanity’s impact 
on the planet will set in motion a set of triggers that we won’t be able to stop. The current 
models show that this will lead to significant species loss which will have increasingly 
catastrophic effects for humanity itself. Data shows that global warming could devastate 
civilization by 2050. And if this wasn’t scary enough, it was becoming extremely clear that our 
world leaders were unwilling to curtail their activities in any meaningful way.  
 
It was exciting to be part of this movement, even though I was growing increasingly frustrated 
with our world leaders. This all came to a head in 2010 when I discovered that the Peruvian 
government had just done a large oil extraction deal with a US company that would put millions 
of acres of forested land in harm's way. Just before I got wind of this, we were celebrating a 
310k hectare conservation deal we had just secured in Peru. This felt very much like a PR stunt 
to distract attention from their commercially driven activities. I was heartbroken.  
 
This sent me into a tailspin that led to a multiyear depression. I was young, naive and immature. 
It felt like all my efforts were in vain and that nothing I could do would make an ounce of 
difference in the world. My passion bubble had burst and I felt disempowered. Eventually, my 
world started to collapse around me leading to the demise of the life partnership with my 
soulmate. I was destroyed. It felt like I was carrying the weight of the world on my back and this 
monkey wouldn’t let go. I remember sitting on the edge of my bed one morning with my socks in 
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my hand. For the life of me, I could not figure out how to put them on. I knew I was in bad 
shape. Thankfully, I have the will of a black stallion. 
 
In 2012, I found myself called into a meditation practice. By the end of the year, this led me to 
participate in a 10 day ​Vipassana​ silent meditation retreat in Canada. I had no idea what I was 
in for until I was there. By day six of 10.5 hours of sitting meditation per day, I had reached 
breakdown. Six of my ten roommates had disappeared; meaning they had bailed out of the 
course. Yet I don’t have a giving up bone in my body, so I was in a real bind. Eventually, I found 
a suitable hack. I somehow convinced myself that I only had an hour left and then kept adding 
hours until the mental fatigue subsided. On day ten, we were given permission to speak again. 
As I sat in the room with one of my last remaining roommates, everything became crystal clear. 
And then with the power of a lightning bolt, I had the felt understanding that everything is exactly 
perfect as it is now. And that our collective consciousness as a humanity is evolving at an ever 
increasing rate. It became implicitly clear that our number one priority as a humanity is to 
support the evolution of our consciousness, and any other action is a distraction that will pull us 
further away from experiencing harmony within ourselves, with others and with our planet. My 
energy was immediately renewed. My heart was healed. My soul was at peace. It was time to 
start building again. 
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Chapter 17: Born to Love 
 
Vipassana became a powerful key for me to unlock my true essence. I had been interested in 
energy, vibration and frequency from an intellectual standpoint for some time, but had yet to 
embody this knowledge. After days of scanning my body for sensation, I began to notice it’s 
subtle movements in, around and out of my body. I would witness myself experiencing 
discomfort in my back or an itch on my nose. I did nothing to change the feeling. I would just 
continue scanning my body for sensation. Eventually, I would recognize the sensation had 
either moved or disappeared entirely. This felt perception was beginning to build a new 
navigation system inside my body; one that knew all sensation has a quality of impermanence 
as it is energy in motion. I could begin to rest in this knowing that I no longer needed to do 
anything to alter sensation. Eventually, I found myself starting to enjoy all sensations; even 
those that were once perceived as undesirable. This has become an essential understanding 
fostering the healing of trauma lodged in my body.  
 
Most of us move through life in an attempt to be acknowledged in some way. I believe this is 
fueled by a desire to experience, or more precisely, to feel love. In our efforts to be 
acknowledged, most of our lifeforce is focused on pulling desirable experiences towards us or 
attempting to avoid undesirable experiences. This leads to a number of behaviors that seek to 
numb undesirable emotions and amplify desirable ones. Ultimately, this numbing dominates 
over all emotions; the good as well as the bad ones. From my perspective, it seems clear that 
this vicious cycle is the root of all human suffering. 
 
Buddhists​ believe that while suffering is universally experienced by humans, there is a way out. 
 
While humans have evolved into highly complex creatures, we are predominantly reactive, 
behavior making machines. These behaviors tend to focus around satisfying desire, often 
leading to attachment. Ultimately, this cycle of craving and aversion in an attempt to experience 
love means we perceive an absence of love. However, the universal law of love is one of 
existence that requires no external doing or action to experience. Love is always present. 
 
However, most of us experience love as conditional. Since childhood, if we do not behave as 
our parents and those closest to us desire, we perceive love as at risk of being taken from us. 
As our minds are not fully developed in early childhood to process these experiences, they get 
lodged in our bodies. This reinforced childhood experience of love being at risk leaves an 
emotional imprint in us that if we want to receive love, we must behave as those closest to us 
desire. All this activity lives in our subconscious and is not accessible to the conscious mind 
until much later in life; if we’re lucky. And so, most of us develop a series of behaviors that seek 
attention, acceptance and love. As these behaviors tend to dominate our lives, they constrain us 
from an authentic experience of life itself. We become puppets performing in hope of 
recognition. Any rejection is too unbearable to feel, and so we evolve a new set of behaviors 
that seek to numb these painful feelings; more often today by avoiding intimacy and authentic 
connection all together. As babies, we cry to release the tension brought about by discomfort. 
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And then we are scolded for crying, so we learn other ways of dissolving the discomfort. 
Ultimately, this numbing leads to addiction, whether that be shopping, scrolling social media, 
watching the news, sex, chocolate, alcohol, drugs, etc. The unfortunate reality is that while 
these behavioral patterns numb undesirable feelings, they also numb our capacity to feel the 
desirable ones. Ultimately, this prolonged numbing and blockage to experiencing the full range 
of emotions available to us leads to a number of personality disorders that limit our capacity to 
experience life fully and meet whatever life has to offer us with an open heart. 
 
To experience a full range of emotions, we must feel safe to do so. If society does not fully 
embrace the development of our emotional world, we grow to become ill equipped to meet life 
fully. This is the case for most of us. However, when we are encouraged to feel, express and 
thus release our emotions, we grow into liberated beings able to meet the world fully and 
embrace all of life without judgement. We are free to grow into whomever we want to become. 
 
I believe that the greatest gift of being human is to experience love and to create beauty. To 
create is to express love. To express love is to feel fully. Thus creativity is the source of life. We 
are made from love and inside of each of us is the seed of creativity. We are born with the 
infinite wisdom to manifest our wildest dreams. The imagination of children is proof of this fact. 
When this creativity is embraced, we are encouraged to bring this creative energy into every 
aspect of their lives.  
 
It is my dream that the innocence of our inner child continues to burn bright inside of us 
throughout our lives, inspiring all our actions to bring love and create beauty in our lives. 
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Chapter 18: Social Creatures 
 
We don’t trust because it’s real, it’s real because we trust.  ​― ​Dmitriy Kozlov 
 
Our thoughts beget our words, beget our actions, creating our world. To realize, to bring into 
reality one’s ideas, we must first believe it is possible. We cannot even think of something as a 
possibility unless there is trust.  
 
To trust is to know oneself fully, to acknowledge ourselves completely. Upon this knowing we 
construct our reality. If we are raised to believe we have within us the capacity to create that 
which we desire, our future is within the palm of our hands. Yet if we grow up perceiving an 
absence of this loving kindness, we view our lives as they are rather than what they could be. 
 
If trust is the foundation upon which dreams are built, it must extend from within us into each 
relationship we build. These relationships become the building blocks of our dreams; each 
bringing skills and resources that move the dream forward into reality. When relationships are 
sourced in deep trust, the creative process moves with ease. Any friction arising from 
misunderstanding is quickly resolved, further solidifying the bonds that hold the creative process 
in integrity. Work becomes play when we turn friction into playdough.  
 
Building trust requires time and patience, generally through ongoing interpersonal interactions 
where individuals get to know one another. This learning process harmonizes communication 
styles and smooths the resolution of conflicts. Physicality and duration are critical ingredients to 
building trust. Once trust is established within oneself and with others, we begin to repattern our 
nervous system and thus our behavioral patterns to orient towards a baseline experience of 
trust. 
 
Community becomes the petri dish within which this trust field emerges, grows and strengthens. 
When we live, work, learn and play together, our inner and outer worlds come into coherence. 
Like various frequencies coming into entrainment, this aligned resonance between each 
individual forms a field in which trust flourishes. Back at Pure House, our communal living 
project in Brooklyn, this trust was the fuel for countless creative collaborations and lifelong 
relationships. As a community, the ease by which we are able to connect with one another and 
work through conflict was the source of constant growth, strengthening relationships and 
communal bonds. 
 
As this trust grows inside us, we develop the capacity to bring it into any new interaction and 
relationship, regardless of previous exposure. When trust lives in our bones, it exists without a 
need to first validate it. In our increasingly interconnected world, there is an accelerated desire 
to collaborate and co-create with one another virtually, without having met in person. To this 
end, our greatest opportunity is to reorient our patterning to one of inherent trust so that we may 
form healthy collaborations. 
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In the face of a loneliness epidemic infecting the planet, our collective craving for connection is 
leading to the rise in communities of all shapes and sizes. As these communities foster 
authentic connections between individuals, they become fertile ground to grow trust within 
ourselves and with one another. As this trust begins to live within us, we bring it into every 
interaction, inspiring more trust in others. As this trust field expands, this energy propagates out 
into the world. 
 
From this view, the goal should be to expand and propagate these trust fields by fostering more 
communities and connecting them with one another. By networking communities, we have the 
opportunity to scale trust across distance, such that individuals can communicate, collaborate 
and co-create with trust as the foundation, regardless of having a previous personal connection. 
While trust is generally born and nourished within interpersonal connection, technological 
solutions are powerful tools for trust to thrive within a virtual field. The application of innovative 
solutions that protect the integrity of each interaction between individuals is essential to this 
vision. 
 
I want to live in a world where every dream has wings; no matter how big or small. I know it’s 
possible. History has shown us that humans can accomplish anything they desire. If we believe 
it’s possible, we will find a way.  
 
“The reasonable man adapts himself to the world: the unreasonable one persists in trying to 
adapt the world to himself. Therefore all progress depends on the unreasonable man.”  

― ​George Bernard Shaw 
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Chapter 19: Alive to Thrive 
 
I love immersing myself in nature. Not only is it medicine for my soul, it feeds me with optimism. 
Everytime I find myself absorbed by her presence, Mother Earth proves to me that abundance is 
the natural order. She sings a harmonious song to the tune of synchronicity. Everything flows 
when I’m connected to her. 
 
Nature has convinced me that life is designed to thrive. There is a harmonious intelligence alive 
on our planet that holds all of nature in balance. While humans play an integral role, there is an 
interplay of forces much greater than our minds can comprehend with logic and reason.  
 
This interplay can be thought of as collective intelligence and lives in all things; informing all life. 
Some may call it god, others call it the divine, source energy, unity consciousness, oneness or 
love. Whatever we want to call it, it’s bigger than us, yet it connects us all. In a sense, it is us 
and we are it. 
 
Once I became a treehugger, everything in my life started flowing. Every tree needs a hug. 
Jokes aside, once I developed a deeper connection with nature, I began to notice that 
everything in my life started clicking. My relationships had more color and I was generally 
experiencing more peace and joy. Eventually, the dots connected. 
 
Harmony is the answer. When I feel connected with nature, I feel more connected to myself, 
which brings a deeper connection to all my relationships. I began to watch the dance of 
connection play out in my life, each informing the other. I began to recognize a peaceful quality 
rise in my being as my mind, body and spirit harmonized. 
 
I started to notice more synchronicities emerge in all areas of my life. At first, I was shocked 
when I would think of someone and then they would either appear or call. Then I would have an 
idea and with almost no effort on my part except thinking, it would manifest into reality. These 
synchronicities continued to accelerate in frequency in all aspects of my life. Eventually, I was 
convinced that the interconnected nature of all these occurrences is intrinsically linked to my 
harmonious state of being. This realization validated my world view that all life is connected and 
guided by something that is both part of us and also bigger than us. 
 
I like to think of serendipity as magic in motion. One of my favorite places to witness a 
spectacular cornucopia of serendipitous experiences is my beloved Burning Man; although Bali 
is proving to give it a run for its money. I differentiate synchronicity as simultaneously occurring 
events that seem to have no causal relation. Over the past 11 years on the playa, I’ve noticed a 
positive relationship between synchronicity and serendipity. Burning Man, like Bali, attracts 
people that value connection. As this tribe comes into close proximity, synchronicities become 
commonplace. In this context, serendipities start popping up everywhere. Initially it felt like 
magic to have wild ideas blossom into reality right before my eyes, like the time I had an 
obscure sake craving satiated instantly by a passing stranger stopping to ask if I’d like a glass of 
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sake. After countless experiences like this, I became convinced that when a group of people 
sharing a common set of values come into coherence, serendipity is a guaranteed outcome. I 
now know that if I want to experience magic, all I need to do is surround myself with 
open-hearted individuals. 
 
Imagine what becomes possible when we infuse our creations and collaborations with this 
serendipity...absolutely anything, efficiently and harmoniously. 
 
I believe in a world without strangers; one humanity thriving together. I believe that connection is 
the source of love. From it, only beauty can flow. When we live full of love, this ripples out, 
inspiring all around us. I believe this to be our greatest gift and thus purpose of living.  
 
I envision a world where all our dreams come true. I know it’s possible because we all share this 
dream. And it’s real because we trust. History is on our side.  
 
Let’s make it a reality! 
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Part 3: Creating - liberating our pure potential by fostering connection 
 
Chapter 20: Context 
 
It’s hard to deny that our current systems are failing us. While the haves are experiencing a 
crisis of connection, the have nots continue to struggle in meeting their basic fundamental 
needs. It seems clear that our current model for growth is no longer sustainable for the health of 
our planet and the life it supports, including us. We need a new economic system that restores 
harmony; one that is regenerative verses extractive. 
 
We must shift our culture in order to transform our governments and institutions that hold our 
current economic system intact. This culture must embrace wholeness and our enharently 
interdependent nature rather than our current cultural dynamic that functions as a zero-sum 
game viewing the world as separate and hierarchical.  

 
From all corners of our planet, the leading edge of humanity is echoing a harmonic call for a 
shift to a new paradigm - a world without strangers, one humanity celebrating life together, 
embracing our differences and living in harmony with nature where abundance is the natural 
order. Consequently, we’re experiencing the emergence of new purpose-driven economic 
models which are inclusive and regenerative. Everything is in perfect order. 

There is a clear opportunity to support the emergence of this new paradigm by addressing the 
following questions: 

● How do we calibrate our behavior to act from the embodied recognition that our 
individual wellbeing is inextricably tied to the wellbeing of our planet and all the life it 
supports?  

● How do we ensure that all humans have access to necessary resources to thrive? 
● How do we build a platform that becomes a catalytic engine for purpose-driven creations 

while allowing value to be established and shared with one another? 
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Chapter 21 : Call to Action 
 
I dream of a world where all our dreams come true.  
 
Cats have nine lives, but we only have one; unless we’re reincarnated as a cat. Then we have 
10! Jokes aside, this life we have is a precious gift. Each moment is a blessing never to be 
repeated. When we step into this knowing, an awareness floods our experience. We become 
present to the magic of life. This is the space where dreams become reality.  
 
This is the life we all deserve and know is possible, but it’s up to us to make it a reality. Life 
does not exist in a vacuum, nor in our little bubbles that keep us from shining our light into the 
world. Life begins when we step into our power and harness all the power of the universe to 
manifest our unique creative gifts to bring more beauty into the world. This is what the world 
needs most and this is what our hearts’ desire.  
 
If we desire a world that works for everyone, we need to first come together around this shared 
vision. From here, a community of trust strengthens so that we may support one another with 
our passion, creativity and skills for the expressed purpose of supporting the manifestation of 
one another’s dreams.  
 
The invitation available to you at this moment is to commit to the life you’ve always dreamed of 
having. By now, I hope you see that together we can make this dream a reality. The first step is 
to know it is possible. The second step is to fuel our actions with this knowing. The third is 
commitment to developing a lifestyle that will hold you in integrity with your intentions. Through 
these steps, you will begin to notice that you are attracting everything needed to move your 
dreams forward. With each day, your vibration will rise; attracting more and more of what’s 
needed. Before you know it, you’ll be living the life you always dreamed as possible. The 
universe is designed to conspire in your favor; if you allow it. 
 
I believe the most effective way to bring our visions into reality is by consciously creating 
nurturing relationships that will support our individual and collective evolution. We are, in fact, a 
product of our environment. We are what we eat. We become what we think about most. And 
we are most like those people that surround us. So let’s choose wisely. 
 
Community is the root structure that holds humanity together. 
 
We have an incredible opportunity available to us at this moment in time to foster nurturing 
communities that will empower us to move through life’s challenges with confidence and pride. 
Communities that will support us through the good and the bad with compassion and care. 
Communities that will accept us for who we are, as we are; which is absolutely perfect. 
Communities that recognize our wholeness and interdependence. Communities that understand 
that we don’t have to earn our right to belong, for it is our birthright.  
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Imagine a world where all creation is sourced in the knowing that we are whole and complete 
from birth; that we need not earn our right to be accepted by ourselves and others. This alone 
would change the course of humanity. We dream of peace on Earth. This is the way; the only 
way. I’m not saying anything we don’t already know. When we accept ourselves as we are now 
and forever, everything shifts.  
 
We are born to create. 
 
Whether that is a child, work of art, business or anything else, the urge to create is built into our 
DNA. When we evolve our perspectives to recognize our wholeness and interconnected nature, 
our creations are infused with this expansive, resilient, unconditionally loving energy. As our 
children mature into adults and as our entrepreneurial endeavors mature into healthy 
organizations, they will transform our governments and all human-designed structures to 
support the thriving of all life. 
 
While this might seem like a big idea, it’s actually well within our reach. All we need is to be 
ready to leg go of what we know in favor of the unknown. With evidence as our guide, we know 
that our greatest fear is fear itself. That on the other side, there is only love. Like a stranger to 
catch us when we fall, we are held. Humans are innately kind and compassionate when given 
the opportunity. We know this to be true. We truly want to help. 
 
In the container of nurturing community, all our needs can be met. The bonds that exist within a 
community become the root structure that keeps us secure when the winds of change blow. We 
truly have nothing to fear. 
 
We must let go of what we know to have the chance at something better. This is an endless 
journey into surrender. Life only gets better when we release our control. Control was always a 
delusion anyway. The only thing in our control is our thoughts. Attempts to control anything else 
will only bring to us suffering and move us further away from the natural flow of life, which is 
naturally abundant. This can only be known through experience.  
 
We must trust. 
 
Everything is perspective. What if life is unfolding with absolute perfection? And that you’re 
simply part of the divine game unraveling before you? What if you chose to flow with it like a 
playful dance? What if you greeted everything, I mean everything, with gratitude and the 
perspective that it was guiding you towards greatness.  
 
The time is now. And we are the ones. 
 
Let’s come together to celebrate life and create more beauty.  
 
Life is but a dream! 
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Pure Love & Light! 
 

 
 
If this book has inspired you and you feel it would add value to those you love, I invite you to 
share this story with them. They can download a free copy at ​borntoconnect.us​. And if you feel 
called to learn more about our organization, I encourage you to visit ​pure.network​ and join us. 
 
It has been such an honor to share my story and dreams with you all. I feel deeply humbled by 
this opportunity to write this book and hope that it will inspire you all to step into your dream 
lives. Thank you, thank you, thank you! 
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Manifesto 

 
We envision a world without strangers; one humanity sharing our planet together. We envision a 
world where we respect and embrace one another’s differences. We know humans are destined 

to thrive; that abundance is the natural order.  
 

We believe that community will bring us back together. When the shared experience and 
celebration of life becomes our primary point of connection, our differences become 

opportunities for understanding and growth. This is how we heal humanity and the planet. 
 

We embrace dynamic stability. Like riding a bike, momentum keeps us secure. In a world where 
change has become a constant, it is our connection to ourselves and others that fosters the 

internal strength to weather the winds of change. Community is the root structure that connects 
us to Earth. 

 
We foster nurturing communities; creating sustainable systems that integrate the needs of 
society with the integrity of nature. Our commitment is intended to restore faith in humanity.  

 
We are PURE. 

________________________ 
 

Mission 
 

PURE is a platform and curated network of people and places committed to fostering a culture 
of connection within the context of nurturing communities. We intend to support our community 

with a marketplace of resources that empower thriving lifestyles. 
 

Vision 
 

We envision the emergence of a community of trust; bound by a shared vision and set of 
values. Through our collaborative action, we believe that over time our collective power will shift 

humanity towards a culture of connection. 
 

Values 
 

Connection​ - we seek to foster a culture of connection 

Sustainability​ - our actions seek to restore harmony with our planet 

Diversity​ - we promote diversity of thought and action 

Accessibility​ - we strive to provide equal access to opportunity for all humans 

Quality​ -we prioritize immeasurable quality over quantitative results 

Integrity​ - we integrate our values into principle-based actions 
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Equity​ -we value all humans as fundamentally equal 
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