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To you who were afraid but went.And to you who were afraid but 
didn't.This is for both of you. 
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:  

"I am afraid. But I begin anyway." 

There is a version of you that has been waiting. Waiting to 

feel confident enough, prepared enough, informed enough, 

calm enough. Waiting for the right moment, the right 

circumstances, the right sign. Waiting for the certainty that 

never quite arrives. 

It is not a book about how to eliminate fear. It is not a 

collection of techniques to think your way into courage. It is 

not a roadmap that promises you a guaranteed destination. 

What it is, instead, is something more honest and more 

useful: an exploration of why we freeze, what it costs us 

when we do, and what becomes possible the moment we 

decide to move — imperfectly, incompletely, with trembling 

knees if necessary. 

I want to be clear from the first page: I am not someone who 

was born brave. I have canceled plans the night before. I have 

spent hours — sometimes entire days — building elaborate 

mental arguments for why a particular step was too risky. I 



The Art Of Starting Imperfectly  

10 

have Googled outcomes at two in the morning, searching for 

a certainty the internet could not provide. I have talked 

myself out of things that turned out to be exactly what I 

needed, and I have talked myself into paralysis when all that 

was required was a single, imperfect step forward. 

I remember the first time I decided to travel alone. I had 

wanted to do it for years — had talked about it, thought 

about it, imagined how freeing it would be. And then the day 

arrived, and I found myself sitting in the back of a taxi on the 

way to the airport, crying. Not decorously. Not softly. Crying 

in the particular ugly way that happens when you are 

genuinely frightened and also embarrassed that you are 

frightened. The driver kept glancing in the rearview mirror. 

I kept staring out the window at the city passing by, thinking: 

I should cancel. I'm making a mistake. Something will go 

wrong. What am I doing. 

By the time I reached the boarding gate, my heart was 

pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I was not calm. 

I was not ready. I was not the serene, self-possessed solo 

traveler I had imagined I would be. I was terrified, standing 

in a line with my boarding pass, seriously considering 

whether I could simply turn around and go home. 

I didn't. I boarded the plane with a racing pulse and a mind 

running worst-case scenarios. And that trip — that specific 
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journey I almost didn't take — turned out to be one of the 

most transformative experiences of my life. Not because 

everything went perfectly. It didn't. But because something 

shifted in me that I had not expected: I discovered that I was 

capable of more than I had been allowing myself to be. That 

the world, encountered directly rather than from behind the 

glass of fear, was richer and stranger and more welcoming 

than I had imagined. That trip became a turning point. It led 

to others. It led to changes I could not have planned for, 

because I could not have known, from the other side of that 

fear, what was waiting. 

People who know me sometimes call me courageous. They 

see the things I have done — the relationships I have entered, 

the cities I have moved to, the projects I have launched, the 

paths I have reinvented. What they do not see is the fear that 

preceded every single one of them. They do not see the back-

of-the-taxi moments. They do not see the times I nearly 

cancelled a flight, nearly turned down a job, nearly stayed in 

a life that was comfortable enough to not quite suffocate me. 

What I have learned, through all of it, is this: courage is not 

the absence of fear. Courage is movement with fear in the 

passenger seat. 

This book is built on a central philosophical idea that I 

believe is more powerful — and more honest — than most of 
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what the self-help genre offers. It is this: the human mind is 

limited. We can only think using the data we already possess. 

We can only imagine futures constructed from the raw 

material of our past experiences. But life — real life, with its 

surprises and detours and unexpected openings — exists 

beyond the boundary of what we can think our way into. 
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Not recklessly. Not blindly. But forward. With the 

understanding that the path does not reveal itself to the 

person who stands still, analyzing. It reveals itself to the 

person already in motion. 

This book is divided into four parts. The first asks why we 

don't move — exploring the psychology of hesitation, the 

brain's ancient machinery, and the trap of endless 

preparation. The second examines what happens when we 

do move — how action generates clarity, how wrong 

decisions are often more instructive than right ones, and how 

every beginning, however imperfect, reshapes what is 

possible. The third confronts the real cost of staying still — 

not just the missed opportunities, but the quiet weight of the 

unlived life, the regret that accumulates not in moments of 

failure but in moments of inaction. The fourth and final part 

offers a new way of relating to fear itself — not as an enemy 

to be defeated, but as a companion to be understood. 

I will not promise you that if you simply believe in yourself, 

everything will work out. Some things won't work out. Some 

beginnings lead to endings that hurt. Some steps take you 

somewhere you did not intend to go. 

But I will tell you this: I have never regretted moving. I have 

only ever regretted standing still. 
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"Some decisions can be calculated. Most meaningful ones 

cannot." 

Somewhere inside almost every person who has hesitated 

before a major life decision, there is a quiet hope: the hope 

that one day, the feeling of readiness will simply arrive. That 

you will wake up one morning and know — with a bone-

deep, unshakeable certainty — that now is the time. That you 

are prepared. That the path ahead is clear enough, and you 

are strong enough, and the moment is right enough, to finally 

move. 

This feeling, for most meaningful decisions in life, does not 

come. 

Not because the decisions are wrong. Not because you are 

fundamentally unprepared. But because readiness — the 

kind of readiness that feels like certainty — is largely a myth, 

a story we tell ourselves about how life should work, a 

precondition that the important things almost never satisfy. 

I have a friend who had been a therapist's client for almost 

three years when her counselor said something that changed 

everything. My friend had been in a relationship for the 
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better part of a decade — a relationship that had long since 

stopped being good for her. Toxic, in the plain and serious 

sense of that word. And yet she stayed. Not because she 

didn't know it was wrong. She knew. But because every time 

she considered leaving, her mind would generate an 

enormous catalogue of uncertainty: What do I do after? 

Where do I go? What if I regret it? What if I'm making a 

mistake? What if this is as good as it gets? The 'what ifs' piled 

on top of one another until the sheer weight of uncertainty 

made staying feel, at least, like the known quantity. 

Her therapist — a family counselor who had worked with 

couples and individuals through separations for decades — 

looked at her one day and said: 'I have never in my career 

had a client who left a relationship with one hundred percent 

certainty that it was the right thing to do. Every single person 

who has sat in this chair and made that decision made it with 

some doubt still present. And most of them, looking back, 

said it was the right decision.' 

My friend told me later that this was the sentence that freed 

her. Not a guarantee. Not a promise of happiness. Just the 

honest truth that certainty — the specific, paralyzing, 

impossible certainty she was waiting for — was not how 

these decisions get made. It was the most liberating thing 

anyone had said to her in years. 
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Think of the people you know who seem to act decisively. 

The ones who change careers, start businesses, end 

relationships that aren't working, move to new cities, say yes 

to things that terrify them. Ask them, if you can, whether 

they felt ready. You will find, almost universally, that they 

did not. They moved anyway. The readiness came after. It 

was built, not discovered. It was a consequence of action, not 

a prerequisite for it. 

We have the relationship between readiness and action 

exactly backwards. 

Let's be honest about what we mean when we say we don't 

feel ready. What, specifically, are we waiting for? 

Sometimes we are waiting for more information. We want to 

know how the story ends before we agree to be in it. We want 

a guarantee that the investment will pay off, the relationship 

will last, the new city will feel like home. But life does not 

offer previews. The only way to know how something will 

unfold is to let it unfold — to be present in it, responding to 

it as it happens, rather than trying to simulate it from a safe 

distance. 

Sometimes we are waiting for our fear to subside. We think: 

when I am less afraid, I will be able to act. But for the things 
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that genuinely matter — the changes that could reshape our 

lives, the risks that carry real stakes — the fear rarely 

subsidizes before the action. It subsidizes because of the 

action. The fear of speaking in public does not disappear 

before the first speech. It diminishes through the experience 

of surviving the first speech, and the second, and the third. 

Sometimes we are waiting for external circumstances to align 

perfectly. For the finances to be exactly right, for the timing 

to be exactly right, for the people around us to be supportive 

in exactly the right way. This kind of waiting is particularly 

seductive because the conditions you are waiting for seem, 

in principle, achievable. But perfect conditions are a moving 

target. The moment one condition is met, you become aware 

of another that isn't. The goalposts shift. The horizon retreats. 

And sometimes — most painfully and honestly — we are 

waiting for permission. Permission from someone else. 

Permission from circumstances. Or permission from a 

version of ourselves that seems more equipped, more 

deserving, more capable than the version currently asking 

the question. 

There is a particular delusion that afflicts thoughtful people 

disproportionately: the belief that with enough analysis, 
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enough research, enough preparation, they will eventually 

achieve a level of certainty that makes the risk feel 

acceptable. 

But this is not how life works, and on some level we know it. 

Consider the most important decisions you have ever made. 

Choosing your partner. Choosing your career. Choosing 

where to live. Did any of them come with a certainty 

sufficient to eliminate doubt? If you are honest, you will 

admit that they did not. You made them with incomplete 

information, in conditions of genuine uncertainty, because 

continuing to wait was itself a choice — and often a more 

costly one. 

The fantasy of certainty is particularly dangerous because it 

is so reasonable-sounding. Who could argue against wanting 

more information before a major decision? Who could fault 

someone for trying to be thorough? The problem is not 

caution itself. The problem is when the demand for certainty 

becomes a substitute for action — when the search for perfect 

information becomes a way of indefinitely postponing the 

discomfort of commitment. 

We use the language of prudence to disguise what is, at its 

core, a fear response. We call it due diligence. We call it being 

responsible. We call it taking our time. And sometimes these 

descriptions are accurate. But sometimes they are not. 
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Sometimes they are the armor we wear to avoid admitting 

that we are simply afraid. 

There is one more thing to be said about the illusion of 

readiness, and it is perhaps the most important: not deciding 

is itself a decision. Waiting is itself a choice. And like all 

choices, it has consequences. 

Every day you spend waiting to feel ready is a day in which 

the alternative — acting — does not happen. The relationship 

you might have entered is not entered. The career you might 

have shifted toward remains imagined rather than lived. 

Time moves in one direction. This is not a small observation. 

It means that the cost of waiting accumulates in a way that 

the cost of acting often does not. A wrong step can often be 

corrected. A missed year cannot be recovered. 

My friend from that counselor's office eventually made her 

decision. She left the relationship with the uncertainty still 

present, with the questions still unanswered. And she told 

me, months later, not with triumph but with a kind of quiet 

bewilderment: 'I don't know why I made myself suffer for so 

long waiting for a certainty that was never going to come.' 

She was not celebrating. She was slightly heartbroken about 

the years. But she had moved. And the moving, she said, felt 

like breathing again. 
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"You do not become ready and then act. You act, and 

through action, you become."  



Part I  

22 

"Sometimes I sit with my fear and thank it for trying to 

protect me." 

To understand why we hesitate, why we catastrophize, why 

we build elaborate mental cases for staying exactly where we 

are, we need to understand something about the mind itself: 

it was not designed for the kind of life we are trying to live. 

The human brain is, at its deepest level, a survival machine. 

It evolved over millions of years in an environment where 

the primary threats were physical — predators, hostile 

weather, scarcity of food and water, the dangers of the 

unfamiliar. In that environment, caution was lifesaving. An 

organism that hesitated before approaching an unknown 

sound was more likely to survive than one that moved 

toward it freely. Fear was not a malfunction. It was the 

operating system. 

But the world most of us live in today is not that world. The 

unknown sound is rarely a predator. It is more likely an 

opportunity — a new city, a new relationship, a new career, 

a new version of who we might become. The unfamiliar is 


