


DO 
WHAT 
YOU 

KNOW 
 

A Story About Big Dreams, 

Hard Lessons, 

And Simple Truths 

	

PATRICK LANGE  



______________________________ 

I’ve come to believe that the greatest challenge 
we face as human beings is acting on what 

we know. 
—MARK SANBORN 

______________________________ 
 



CONTENTS 
 

Introduction 

A Quick Note 

[ 1 ] Simple Deed Indeed 

[ 2 ] Goal? What Goal? 

[ 3 ] Planting the Seed of Success 

[ 4 ] Living the Proverbial Dream 

[ 5 ] The Process 

[ 6 ] The Proposition 

[ 7 ]  The Drum Lesson 

[ 8 ] The Bigger Lesson 

Acknowledgments 

A Closing Note 

 



 

INTRODUCTION 
 

EST-SELLING AUTHOR Steven Pressfield (The 
Legend of Bagger Vance/The War of Art) once posted 
about something that, up until the time of that 

particular post, he’d never done before: taking a five-day 
wilderness trek into “the boonies.” He did so with an old 
friend who’d previously been the commander of a Recon 
company in the army. 

What’s Recon? As explained by Mr. Pressfield’s friend, 
“Recon teams or platoons guide larger formations across 
unfamiliar territory. Their job is to go into the unknown and 
make it known to those who follow.” 

Here in Do What You Know we’ll be traveling down a 
much different path, one that covers a different type of 
terrain, terrain which I’m sure you’ll recognize as anything 
but unfamiliar. Therefore, I will not be acting as your 
personal Recon commander, because my aim here is not to 
acquaint you with the unknown. It is to re-acquaint you—to 
hopefully reunite you—with something you’ve known for 
quite some time. And by doing so, perhaps prompt you into 
doing, as well as, experiencing some things that…well, until 
now, you may have never done or experienced before. 

 

B 



 

A QUICK NOTE 
 

N THE FOLLOWING pages you’ll be introduced to 
something called Everyday Hopes and Dreams, aka, 
EHAD’s. Unlike those far-fetched fantasies that 

haphazardly inhabit our headspace from time to time 
EHAD’s are far more consistent with that which we ponder 
on a regular if not daily basis. 

In short, EHAD’s aren’t something you heedlessly long 
or lust for, but rather, something you ache and/or hunger 
for. 

They’re real. 

They’re valid. 

They’re close and personal. 

And best of all…they’re doable. 

 

I 



 

To that muse guy… and his bag of magic 
 

 



 

[ 1 ] 
SIMPLE DEED 

INDEED 
______________________________ 

By two wings a man is lifted up from things 
earthly: by simplicity and purity. 

—THOMAS KEMPIS 

______________________________ 
 

 

§ Haste makes waste. 

§ Every cloud has a silver lining. 

§ Better late than never. 

§ No guts no glory. 

§ All that glitters is not gold. 



 

§ Never play poker with a guy named Lucky. 

 

Recognize any of these? 

Aside from the last one which oddly enough happens to 
be, among other things, a line straight out of a Midas 
commercial, they’re what are universally known as proverbs. 

Timeless pearls of ageless wisdom. 

Familiar sayings or statements based upon an 
unshakeable foundation of common sense and practical 
experience. 

Free from any longwinded explanations, elaborate 
instructions, and idealistic expectations, we welcomingly 
accept them for what they ultimately are: 

Truths. Pure and simple truths.  

Oh and here’s one more for you. 

If ya wanna do what’s possible, ya gotta do what’s 
necessary. 

Okay so maybe you haven’t heard of this one (yet) but 
like the others it too is both forthright and downright simple. 

So then why don’t we “Just Do It” already?   

Well, because that’s where things tend to get a bit more 
complicated. 

…or is it? 

 

 



______________________________ 

The idea of the extraordinary happening in 
the context of the ordinary is what fascinates 

me. 
—CHRIS VAN ALLSBERG 

______________________________ 

 
It’s around 2 pm on an October afternoon, a weekday, 

another dreaded workday. I’m in my 18-wheeler hauling 
road base to Sun City, a master-planned community for 
active seniors in the semi-rural town of Menifee California. 
It’s my fourth and final load of the day and as it turns out 
one that calls for a slight navigational tack. 

Of all the foreseeable hazards we truckers face on a daily 
basis (e.g. traffic jams, sig alerts, and lane-hoppin, bird-
flippin, “outta-my-#&^%@-way” speed demons) one of the 
most dreaded if not outright feared is the random roadside 
CHP inspection. And on my return trip last round I spotted 
a fully armed and able commercial cop casing the area as if 
ready to set up shop.   

Determined to steer clear I decide to continue a mile or 
so further south on Highway 215 past the jobsite to the 
McCall Boulevard exit and circle back around. 

As I approach what appears to be a dogleg to the left I 
notice a lone rogue-like figure up ahead. Slouched in the 
saddle of a BMX bike, donning a signature pair of white iPod 



 

ear buds and a skull ‘n’ bones embossed helmet, he looks to 
be in his mid-teens. 

His presence is certainly nothing to be concerned about. 
However, his being there does strike me as a bit odd. After 
all there isn’t a school around for miles, no AM/PM, no 
7 Eleven or Starbucks. Just a myriad of golf carts buzzing to 
and fro across an endless landscape of golf courses, 
doublewides, and doctors’ offices. 

Go figure. 

Anyhow, as I downshift into the turn the kid and I make 
eye contact and being the middle aged hipster that I am I 
offer up my coolest, “Sup Dude” nod. 

He obligingly returns the gesture with a much cooler 
version. 

Three blocks and thirty minutes later I flip a U-turn and 
begin to make my way back to the 215. Much to my surprise 
there’s our young friend in the exact same spot as before. 

“Seriously,” I’m thinkin’, “what is this kid doin’?” 

“What sort of mischief is this minor up to?” 

A quarter mile and closing, there he sits. 

A hundred yards and closing, there he sits. 

Then, without a hint of hesitation he bears down on his 
pedals and hightails it across the asphalt. 

He disappears. 

Seconds later and as if just shot from the freshly oiled 
barrel of a powder packed cannon he reappears. 

This entire sequence takes ten to fifteen seconds tops and 



when it’s all said and done he settles back into his place along 
the far curb as if nothing’s happened. 

Once again I downshift into the turn, but this time 
around I point my baby blues in the opposite direction. 

And that’s when it all begins to make sense. 

There on the inside corner of this out of the way stretch 
of road looms a seemingly tailor made platform for honing 
one’s high-flying death-defying BMX skills. And from the 
looks of all the tire marks on that block wall I’d say that’s 
exactly what this kid’s been doing. 

And for quite some time I might add. 

 

______________________________ 

A thousand words will not leave so deep an 
impression as one deed. 

—HENRIK IBSEN 

______________________________ 
 

Okay, so you’re probably wondering what all this has to 
do with your Everyday Hopes and Dreams. 

And what if anything could you possibly learn from this 
two-wheeled tykester. 

Now this may sound like a pretty lofty claim, one that 
could very well raise an eyebrow or two within the $11 billion 
a year Personal Growth and Achievement industry. 



 

(And no, that’s not a typo) 

As of this writing it’s estimated that we spend upwards of 
$11 billion every year on products we believe will bring us 
closer to reaching our goals and realizing our dreams, and 
I’ll be the first to admit there’s some high-quality stuff out 
there. 

Nevertheless, I personally feel we could potentially learn 
as much or more from this one given youngster than from all 
the self-help books that have ever found their way up onto 
the shelf. 

And ditto for any multi-disc, multi-step, all-inclusive 
money back guarantee home study course ever put on the 
market. 

In fact, I’m balls out convinced that you and I, along with 
anyone else who’s ever had a lick of ambition, can glean 
more from this one simple deed of routine practice than from 
any of those rah-rah filled-to-the-rafter conferences and 
seminars that can often carry the admission price of a major 
home appliance. 

Admittedly, I don’t know what this kid’s EHAD’s are, or 
even if it was he alone who blanketed that wall with tire 
marks. 

Nor for that matter would I ever be so crass to assume 
what your EHAD’s might be. 

However, I do know this: in BMX, as in virtually all other 
disciplines of riding and racing, there’s an age old adage, a 
timeless truth if you will. And that is, “If ya wanna shot at 
the big time, ya gotta put in the seat time.” 

Open translation: If ya wanna do what’s possible, ya 



gotta do what’s necessary. 

Granted, this may not be the eye-opening revelation you 
were hoping to hear. 

It may not live up to the well-dressed expert advice 
you’ve become accustomed to, or prove to be the quick-fix, 
fail-proof, wrapped-in-a-bow remedy you were looking for. 
But, when it comes to your Everyday Hopes and Dreams, it 
is the no bones about it downright honest truth. 

This is personal growth and achievement in its absolute 
simplest, purest and most effective form. 

You know it. I know it. We all know it. 

This is what I mean by, “Do what you know.” 

 



 

[ 2 ] 
GOAL? WHAT 

GOAL?	
______________________________ 

Sometimes the best advice is none at all. If 
you know what you need to do, the next step 

is simply to do it. 
—CHRIS GUILLEBEAU 

______________________________ 
 

T WAS METAL-FLAKE green with matching banana 
seat and hand grips, a sissy bar and a pair of chrome 
plated ape hangers. That is until I tore it down, eighty-

sixed the fenders, the chain guard and those goofy looking 
reflectors. 

I painted it taxicab yellow and refit it with a set of black 
MX handlebars, waffle grips, oversized knobby tires and a 
single seat saddle courtesy of my sister’s seldom ridden beach 
cruiser. 

I 



I’m speaking of course of my own beloved BMX bike. 

My Schwinn Sting-Ray, which throughout my 
adolescent years was not only my primary source of 
transportation but also my number one stimuli for pure joy 
and excitement. 

As an active kid growing up in sunny Southern 
California I rode the rubber off those tires more times than I 
can count. 

I also did a heckuva job at blowing tubes, bending 
wheels, and cracking bars, forks and frames. 

And just like our wayfaring friend in Sun City I too had 
my coveted out-of-the-way riding spots. 

There was the orange grove, the avocado grove and 
Cardboard Hill. 

There was The Ditch, Vons Field and my all-time 
personal favorite, the dirt lot behind The Church. 

Places to ride to, on the contrary, these were places to ride, 
and at the time I enjoyed nothing more. 

Brian Tracy, a leading authority in the field of Personal 
Growth and Achievement once said, “It’s all about the goal 
you’ve set your sights on and what you’re honestly prepared 
to do to get there.” 

Some astute advice no doubt, yet it also bellows out a bit 
of a challenge, one that asks some fairly pressing questions. 

Questions like: 

“Are you up for it?” 

“Are you ready and willing to do what it takes?” 



 

“Are you in it for the long haul?” 

For the record, let me just say that I’m totally on board 
with the idea of setting goals and then doing all you possibly 
can toward reaching those goals. At the same time I’m also 
of the notion that if you’re not “fully” prepared to do so then 
why bother. 

 

______________________________ 

In this country (USA) people are all about 
setting goals. And I concede, to a point. But 
sometimes we can limit ourselves with goals.  

—HUGH JACKMAN 

______________________________ 
 

So there I was this freckle-faced curly-haired kid on his 
tricked out Schwinn Stingray en route to the dirt lot behind 
The Church, because like I say, these were places to ride, 
and nestled in the shadow of that towering steeple was a 
sweet little jump that when you hit it just right would send 
your baby-smooth behind straight into the stratosphere. 

Looking back I must’ve hit that thing a bazillion times. 

Oftentimes I’d lose track of time. 

Sometimes I’d even forget where it was I was going to 
begin with, because every time I hit that jump all I wanted 
to do was hit it just-one-more-time, and over about a three year 



span that’s exactly what I did, day after day, again, and 
again, and again. 

And lo and behold…something happened. 

Little by little I began to leap a little bit further and soar 
a little bit higher. 

Little by little I got better and better. 

Slowly but surely I went from doing these precariously 
crude and clumsy hippity-hops to busting out picture-perfect 
cross-ups with tons of air and loads of style.     

Funny thing though, at the time I wasn’t making a 
conscious effort to improve or progress. 

I hadn’t “set my sights” on anything.  

Goal? What goal? 

There was never any goal. 

And because there was no goal there was no need to get 
hung up on what I was prepared or not prepared to do to get 
there. 

No in-house inquisition badgering me about whether or 
not I was up for it or in it for the long haul, just a freckle-
faced curly-haired kid riding his bike. 

Just a freckle-faced curly-haired kid…puttin’ in some 
seat time. 
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PLANTING THE 

SEED OF 
SUCCESS 

______________________________ 

If you want to see God laugh tell him your 
future plans. 

—WOODY ALLEN 

______________________________ 
 

ET ME ASK you something, how often have you 
known or maybe heard of someone having a 
recreational hobby or interest, something they do of 

their own free will and at their leisure purely for the purpose 
of self-satisfaction? 

No ulterior motives, no prospective goals or 

L 



expectations, no future or forthcoming plans, other than to 
continue doing what they enjoy doing. 

Then, unsuspectingly, by virtue of nothing more than 
their unclouded dedication to their craft, they make good. 

They achieve the kind of coveted “success” we all 
inherently seem to aspire to. 

Now I know what you’re thinking: “Surely at some point 
or another these dyed-in-the-wool devotees envisioned some 
quantifiable degree of success. Somewhere along the line it 
had to cross their mind that perhaps, just maybe, one 
day…well, you know. After all, it’s only natural right?” 

I agree. 

Yet in case after case, study upon study, rarely if ever is 
the idea of potential success the driving and/or motivating 
force behind such success. 

 

______________________________ 

Don’t aim for success if you want it; just do 
what you love and believe in, and it will come 

naturally. 
—DAVID FROST 

______________________________ 
 

I’d just turned thirteen, my good friend Dave was on the 
verge of becoming the golden beneficiary of a brand-new 



 

Yamaha 100MX and I was promised his old scoot: a 
Yamaha Mini Enduro. 

Now up until then I’d ridden a handful of homemade 
mini bikes and go carts, but this would clearly be a step up. 

This would be my bona fide initiation into the rip-
roaring world of production machinery. 

Oh, and as for the fun factor, it was off the freaking 
charts. 

I kid you not, that 60cc motor with four speed gearbox 
took me places I’d never dreamed possible. 

Places like Claude Osteen, Indian Dunes, and 
Saddleback riding parks. Places that, to be quite honest, left 
that good ol’ dirt lot behind the Church dwindling in the 
dust. 

About a year and a half went by before I traded up to 
something a little more manly, or as my mom would say, 
“Something a lot more dangerous.” 

The hardware this time around: a stripped-down 
hopped-up 1970 Yamaha 125 Enduro. 

Now by all accounts this was a full sized scooter:  bigger, 
faster, and with all the predictable promise of, “a whole lot 
more fun.” 

As luck would have it, however, on July 8th of that same 
year the inaugural Superbowl of Motocross came to town. 

Staged at the Los Angeles Coliseum it brought together 
some of the finest motocross racers in the world. 

I personally wasn’t in attendance that opening night but 



I persuaded my folks to take me the following year. 

And quite frankly, it was nothing short of awe-inspiring. 

You might even say life changing. 

For now, let’s just say that from that night on things got 
a bit more…well, complicated.    

Y’see prior to that fateful night I was perfectly happy 
riding hand-me-down equipment alongside bush-league 
aficionados. (Sorry guys) 

But that night something clicked. 

That night I got a firsthand look at what was indeed 
possible. 

Guys like Marty Smith, Bob Hannah and Brad Lackey 
became my overnight idols—my two-wheeled throttle-
twisting heroes. 

And in an overzealous show of support I donned t-shirts 
and ball caps lionizing their superstar-like status. 

I mowed grass and swabbed cars for chump change in an 
all-out effort to sport the same gear they were wearing and 
run the same parts they were running. 

Why? 

Because these guys were my heroes, and as a young 
impressionable admirer I was (or so I thought) “honestly 
prepared” to do everything I could to be just like them. 

Long story short, on July 7th 1973 the seed had been 
planted.  

Alas―I had myself a goal. 
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LIVING THE 
PROVERBIAL 

DREAM 
______________________________ 

Whether we admit it or not, there is always a 
little part of us that has been or will be 

tempted by a lifestyle for the wrong reasons. 
—DOMINIC COOPER 

______________________________ 
 

T WASN’T UNTIL the ripe old age of seventeen, 
subsequent to saving virtually every nickel I’d earned 
from flipping burgers at Mickey D’s, that I was able to 

go out and purchase a top-drawer dirt bike: 

A shiny new 1976 YZ125C Monoshock. 

I 



And with it firmly cement my initiation into the 
competitive school of hard knocks, rocks, and get offs. 

Yep, there I was, the gleaming new kid on the block. 

A smitten rookie with minimal seat time and 
monumental dreams, dreams that lap after lap, race after 
race were being steadily repressed by skin piercing roosts, 
two-stroke exhaust asphyxiation and the ever-present, ever-
increasing―second thoughts. 

Time and again I was pummeled, pounced and pitilessly 
stuffed toward the back of the pack. 

Simply put, I was getting smoked. 

Deflated but not yet defeated I carried on. 

After all there I was racing on some of the same tracks as 
my heralded heroes. 

There I was aboard a virtual carbon copy bike. 

There I was decked out head to toe in all the identical 
gear. 

There I was…on my way to becoming just-like-them. 

Unfortunately, after an uninterrupted string of hard 
fought races with less than encouraging results I began to 
seriously question my ability. 

More and more I’d ask myself looming questions like 
(you guessed it): 

“Can I do this?” 

“Am I up for it?” 

“Do I have what it takes?” 



 

“Will I ever make it up onto that damn podium!?” 

 

______________________________ 

I never let a bad score ruin my enjoyment for 
golf. 

—DARREL ROYAL 

______________________________ 
 

In hindsight I fully admit that when I started racing I also 
started riding for all the wrong reasons. 

Why? 

Because in the grand scheme of it all I got caught up in 
something well beyond the scope of personal achievement, 
let alone self-satisfaction. 

Simply put, my motives were misdirected. 

I was trying to be something I wasn’t. 

Not yet anyway. 

And for me…well, it backfired. 

Chalk it up to a lack of confidence, talent or will. 

Call it a fatal flaw in character. 

Think of it as the dark shadowy side of bright-eyed 
idealism. 

The point is I got discouraged far too easily. 



I threw in the towel way too soon, and by doing so missed 
out on something I dearly loved. 

What can I say? 

I got bamboozled by a dream. 

I got sucker punched by a gung ho all or nothing goal. 

Was it out of reach? 

I’ll never know. 

What I do know is that it put me out of touch with why I 
started riding in the first place. 

 

Note: In hopes of not coming across like some lily-
livered defeatist I think it’s important that you know a little 
more about where this “all er nuthin” mind-set of mine stems 
from. 

As the story goes, once upon a time there was this happy-
go-lucky eight year old boy who’d just moved with his family 
from their upstairs apartment in Los Angeles to a house in 
the suburbs. 

On this one particular Sunday morning the boy’s father 
was enjoying a cup of coffee and the paper when he 
happened onto an ad for a local youth soccer organization. 

Curious, he turns to his son and says, “You vant to play 
sooker?”  

Why not football, baseball, or basketball you wonder. 

Well, because prior to coming here to the U.S. in the 
mid-fifties this boy’s father played semi-pro soccer in Europe 
where reportedly he was quite the talent. 



 

A talent they were about to discover had been graciously 
passed down a generation. 

That’s right, this happy-go-lucky little boy wound up 
being truly gifted. A pintsized wunderkind you might say. 

Sadly though, he lacked his father’s fiery fervor for the 
game. 

He liked it, but he didn’t love it. 

What he did love however―what he absolutely 
cherished―was the attention.  

Keep an eye on number 10. 

Double up on number 10. 

Hey look, there’s that number 10. 

These are the sorts of things he would hear again and 
again, game after game, and it made him feel…well, pretty 
darn special. 

But all that ego boosting adulation would come with a 
cost, because it was here where the line between being one 
of the best and simply being the best one can be became 
seriously distorted. 

There’s no question this young boy had something very 
special and that he’d been given an amazing gift. 

Yet in the end it was one that (for him) proved to be a 
double-edged sword―both a blessing, as well as a curse. 

Why? Because this inbred talent inadvertently fostered a 
false sense of accomplishment. 

Hell yes he was good, very good, but he didn’t have to 
earn it. 



He didn’t have to work for it. 

He sacrificed nothing. 

In truth, he rarely if ever even broke a sweat. 

Again, it was a gift. A free pass if you will, one that would 
essentially set the bar for everything that followed. 

Now that certainly isn’t to say that there aren’t plenty of 
people with inherent talents who go on to do nothing but 
amazing things with those talents, but keep in mind this little 
boy didn’t choose soccer. 

It wasn’t “his thing.”  

Riding and racing dirt bikes on the other hand were very 
much so. 

However, now the tables had turned. 

Now rather than being one of the best he was…well, 
average at best, and that was a tough pill to swallow. 

Sure he had some talent. Yeah he now had the passion 
and desire, but what he didn’t have was the work ethic. 

What he wasn’t blessed with was the diehard discipline. 

What he desperately lacked was the basic fundamentals 
that inevitably separate the doers from the dreamers. 

But hey, no excuses, because deep down he knew exactly 
what he needed to do, yet instead he remained stubbornly 
transfixed on what he wanted to be. 

And what he wanted to be is a winner. 

What he wanted to be is one of the very best, even though 
by his own admission it wasn’t always for the right reasons. 
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THE PROCESS 

______________________________ 

Take a short-term task, repeat it over time, 
and it becomes your long-term 

accomplishment. 
—CHRIS WIDENER 

______________________________ 
 

Okay so enough about what was and what might’ve 
been, how about we dig into what really matters? 

How about we get down to doing what you know? 

Let me just quickly recap by saying, yes, I did foolishly 
give up on my boyhood dreams.   

Yes, I needlessly missed out on years of doing something 
I dearly love.  

Yes, in the many years since I’ve watched countless 
others make good while I silently sit back and wonder, 
“What if?” 



And NO, you never ever have to do the same. 

Not if you simply remain focused on the right things and 
do ‘em for the right reasons. 

That said, I’d like to return your attention to Chris 
Widener’s quote atop the page which reads, “Take a short-
term task, repeat it over time, and it becomes your long-term 
accomplishment.” 

Why the second look? Because I honestly feel that when 
it comes to personal growth and achievement it is by far one 
of the all-time finest bits of wisdom you’ll ever come across. 

Because in it you’ll notice Widener mentions nothing 
about lofty dreams or goals. 

Nowhere does he utter the words, “setting your sights” 
or “being prepared.” 

Never does he offer up any squirm-worthy challenges 
that entail heaps of heroic willpower or courage. 

Instead, he recognizes a very pure and simple truth: 
“Take a short term task, repeat it over time, and it becomes 
your long term accomplishment.” 

Voilá! 

Jackpot! 

Badaboom Badabingo Baby! 

There it is. 

There you have it. 

There in one succinct declaration is everything you’ll 
ever need to know (or shall we say everything you’ve always 
known) about pursuing your EHAD’s. 



 

But (and this is a humongous but). 

What you may not know, what none of us could possibly 
ever expect to know, unless of course we’ve put in the seat 
time, is that a short term task, aka, a small and seemingly 
insignificant step or action that rarely if ever generates the 
kind of sought-after eminence of blazing results, is an 
absolute and necessary part of a much greater and far more 
rewarding process. 

 

______________________________ 

Enjoy the process of being a work in progress. 
—UNKNOWN 

______________________________ 
 

In 1989 Bill Snyder took over as head football coach at 
Kansas State. 

At the time the Wildcats had the losingest program in 
college football history. 

“In the first year we won only one game,” Snyder 
remembers, adding that many people told him he should 
move on before he developed a losing reputation and was 
driven from the business.  

Yet instead of running away, he sought to create a 
culture of enthusiasm by making sure his team understood 
the importance of momentum by celebrating each and every 
small victory that moved them forward rather than getting 



mired down in the fact that they’d not magically transformed 
into national champion contenders overnight. 

The key, he believed was generating an enthusiasm for 
the process of daily improvement. 

 “Every single person on the face of the earth sets goals,” 
says Snyder, “few ever achieve them.” 

“I believe in having a process.” 

“A goal” he contends, “is an intrinsic thing.” 

Touché. 

 



 

[ 6 ] 
THE 

PROPOSITION 
______________________________ 

Experience starts the moment you do. 
—UNKNOWN 

______________________________ 
 

 ONCE SAW an advertisement for Ketel One vodka in 
INC magazine which read, “Dear Ketel One drinker, 
centuries of experience have taught us that it takes 

centuries of experience to create a smooth vodka.” 

Let me rephrase that. 

“Centuries of experience,” not idle inspiration or 
overzealous expectations, “have taught us that it takes 
centuries of experience to create a smooth vodka.” 

Back in the late ‘70’s Paul Masson winery ran a TV 

I 



 

campaign featuring actor and radio personality Orson Wells 
who in his baritone voice and dignified demeanor 
proclaimed, “We will sell no wine before its time.” 

Why the impetuous reference to booze? 

Because much like your EHAD’s the ancient art of 
creating quality vodka or producing and selling fine wine 
takes time. 

Like your EHAD’s, it’s a process―an ongoing and ever-
evolving process. 

 

______________________________ 

You cannot create experience, you must 
undergo it.  

—ALBERT CAMUS 

______________________________ 
 

Let’s be honest, when it comes to your Everyday Hopes 
and Dreams there are no short-cuts, there is no easy street. 
High-achieving individuals spend years if not decades 
working at their chosen trade or craft and it is only by way 
of this time-honored, “refinement” process that they become 
heir to something which would otherwise be altogether 
unattainable:  

Experience―copious amounts of invaluable experience.   

It was just past the midway point of the 2012 pro 



 

motocross season and Eli Tomac, a former multi-time 
amateur national champion, had been struggling in the first 
few rounds of the 250 class but then found his groove and 
was coming on strong in the last couple of races. 

Ever on the prowl for a juicy scoop the resident reporter 
waylays Eli’s father John in the pit area. 

John, a retired professional cyclist of twenty years and 
dubbed by many a mountain bike legend, watches his 
nineteen year old son lay waste to the field in the backdrop 
when said reporter probingly asks the questions, 

So what’s changed? 

What is Eli doing differently? 

Why is he suddenly winning? 

Geared up for an earthshaking analysis she awaits with 
red-hot anticipation. 

“Y’know,” says papa John, “People like to try and figure 
it out. It’s like why is he winning right now? And I go well 
maybe it’s because we’ve been doing this for fifteen years.” 

Much to the reporter’s chagrin, Eli wasn’t doing 
anything differently. 

Sure he might’ve made a few adjustments to the bike or 
chosen a new line out on the track but he wasn’t “suddenly” 
winning. 

In the words of Coach Snyder, this wasn’t the result of 
some “magical transformation,” but rather a direct by-
product of fifteen years of nose-to-the-grindstone seat time. 

This was about experience and about the ever-



 

burgeoning confidence that comes along with it. 

Oh and by the way, something else none of us could 
possibly ever expect to know, unless we’ve put in the seat 
time, is that as one’s confidence grows so does one’s 
enthusiasm. 

So, with this precious little nugget of insight securely 
tucked into your hip pocket I have an idea―a proposition. 

Are you ready? Here it is. 

How about you set yourself a goal? 

“What?!” 

“Bite your fickle tongue Patrick my boy!”     

Alright already, christen it what you will. Label it 
however you like, but for now I’m calling it a goal. 

And here’s the kicker: What if that one and only goal was 
to gain some invaluable experience? 

Well now, this changes everything, wouldn’t you say? 
Because now you can dismiss any thieving thoughts and 
concerns about what’s possible and focus solely on what really 
matters. 

Now you can get down to doing what’s absolutely 
necessary. 

Now, you can finally start puttin’ in some serious seat 
time. 
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THE DRUM 

LESSON 
______________________________ 

The road to your best self cannot be taught,  
it simply must be taken. 

—UNKNOWN 

______________________________ 
 

URELY YOU’VE HEARD the expression, 
“Anything is possible.” 

Well, is it? 

I ask only because, if anything, the one thing I’d like for 
you to take away from all this is a greater appreciation for 
the process, but how on earth do I do that? 

How I wonder, is that possible? 

“Right from the start, for my own good, I never 

S 



 

should’ve been allowed to get my hands on a boat,” writes 
David Seidman in Boating Magazine, “but thank God no one 
stopped me. With complete faith in an old volume of 
Chapman Piloting, I put to sea for the first time with the 
confidence of a fool. And, if experience is the source of all 
wisdom, after only a few years I must have been a Master 
Mariner. Within that time I had experienced a grounding, 
fire, sinking, and collision and was lost more often than 
found. Looking back, all I can consider is that if I gained 
wisdom from these experiences I would have learned to stay 
ashore. But, alas, I was always a poor pupil. So I continued. 
And through blood and gouged fiberglass… I eventually 
came to understand.” 

So I’ve just ditched my floundering motocross career, my 
life is in limbo, I’m working the 9 to 5 shift at a rivet 
manufacturing company spending a good portion of my 
weekly pittance on LP’s (aka vinyl records) and the better 
part of my nights being lulled to sleep by some of Rock’s 
royalty.  

I’m buying tickets to damn near every concert that comes 
to town, coercing one of my closest cronies to tag along and 
hang out with me in the cheap seats. Not those up in the 
nosebleeds mind you, but those well off to the side of the 
stage where with the aid of a pair of binoculars I can watch 
in awe every masterful flam, roll, and double bass flurry the 
drummer is laying down. 

Like plasma, percussion is something that’s in my blood. 

My first drumming gig came at the age of six where 
alongside my older siblings who were shredding on guitar (a 
household flat broom) and honing their vocal chops behind 



 

the mike (a tubular garment rack on four easy roll casters) I’d 
be sitting cross legged in the corner of the room keeping time 
on the underside of a Tupperware bowl. 

At twelve I got my first drum kit, a Sears Blue Sparkler, 
which I played up until the dirt bike bug bit. In fact I wound 
up selling that kit to buy myself a prized pair of Hi Point 
riding boots. You know, the same kind the pros were wearing 
at the time. 

What else, right? 

I peel the field glasses away from my eye sockets and take 
a moment to pan across the crowd, as I soak it all in I can’t 
help but think what it must be like to be up on that stage. 

I can’t help wonder, “What it’d feel like to be playing up 
on that stage?” 

It’s the summer of ’79 and with yet another utopian 
dream in tow I pilot my ’68 VW Square Back to La Habra 
Music and load it up with a 5 piece Black Gloss Slingerland 
drum kit, a mixed bag of shiny new Zildjian cymbals and any 
other additional hardware needed to rock this freaking 
planet. 

This soon leads to my first experience of playing in a 
band, one that lasted roughly five years, five years that I can 
truthfully say proved to be some of the most enjoyable and 
memorable of my entire life. 

But as they say, all good things must come to an end. 

What my band mates’ well laid plans of getting married 
and moving on to promising fulltime careers with 401K’s 
had to do with my own overinflated aspirations of becoming 
the next Neil Peart I’ll never know, but, whatever, for me the 



 

writing on the wall couldn’t have been any more clear. 

My dream of drumming prominence was spiraling down 
the proverbial tubes. 

My big hairy audacious goal was fated for the abandoned 
bin, which, true to form, was more than sufficient cause for 
yours truly to once again, throw in the towel. 

“WTF, didn’t this clown learn his lesson the first time 
around?”  

Unfortunately not, yet in my defense I have to say it isn’t 
solely my fault. 

It’s not I tell ya. 

It’s the way I’m wired. 

It’s that damn wunderkind curse. 

As the years shuffle on by I manage to blow off the dust 
from time to time and play for a spell, but I eventually loan 
the aging kit to Carlos, a neighborhood kid who shows some 
real interest in playing. I do so with the supposed 
understanding that if he ever stops playing he’ll return it. 

Six months or so later Carlos and his family move away 
and I never see him or the kit again. 

But hey, no worries, no really, because a mere thirty-one 
Christmas’s after bringing me my Sears kit good ol’ Santa 
and his squad of charitable reindeer drop off a set of Roland 
V-Drums. 

Nearly twenty years have passed, yet it’s like I’ve never 
skipped a beat. The chops are there, the fire is there and 
although l haven’t the time to play as much as I’d like these 



 

days I do make it a point to play whenever I can. That is, 
until my wife and I receive the unexpected news that our son 
Tim is failing eighth grade. 

______________________________ 

When fate hands you a lemon, make 
lemonade. 

—DALE CARNEGIE 

______________________________ 
 

Tim is our only child, and it was from the age of three 
that he first expressed a strong affection for fishing. 

He got hooked, if you will, when he landed his first 
bluegill while on a family camping trip and soon after we 
were hitting the water virtually every weekend. From the 
shores of a few nearby lakes to the docks of some of the more 
popular landings down and around Orange County then on 
to what are affectionately called cattle or party boats, where, 
while fruitful as far as catching fish goes, the tanked-up foul-
mouthed environment proves hardly suitable for a then 
unblemished six-year-old. 

So, after an ill-fated attempt at converting a 14’ 
McGregor sailboat into a lean mean fishing machine (one 
nearly blackballed by the U.S. Coastguard) I dive in head 
first and purchase a state of the art 115 horse fuel-injected 
Johnson Ocean Runner mounted to the able-bodied 
transom of a brand new 20´ Key West center console. 



 

Tim is now ten years old and needless to say fishing has 
become a pretty big deal in the Lange household. 

As for Tim, he’s having the time of his life. 

The kid is clearly in his element and doing what he loves. 

On top of that he’s a natural at it, so much so that he 
earns the nickname, “Hot Stick” from many of the old salts.   

As a father I couldn’t be more proud, but then comes the 
heart-wrenching news. 

When we first hear about Tim’s predicament in school 
both my wife and I do all we can to encourage him to turn 
things around. 

I myself pull him aside on numerous occasions and try 
desperately to let him know just how serious the situation’s 
become, yet to no avail. 

In the end we’re left with no alternative; fishing is 
officially put on hold. 

To this day I can’t honestly tell you who took it worse, 
Tim or myself. 

What I can tell you is that it flat out broke my heart.  

All I remember thinking is, “Dammit, here we go again.” 

“Here we *@%^# go again, another dream gone up in 
smoke.” 

Truth be told, I was pissed, at what I’m not exactly sure, 
but it got me to do some serious soul searching, and from 
that I made a decision. 

 



 

______________________________ 

The ordinary acts we practice every day are of 
more importance to the soul than their 

simplicity might suggest.  
—THOMAS MOORE 

______________________________ 
 

And so it was that I settled in behind the drum kit and 
began to play, and play, and play. 

Not just when I happened to “find” the time, but time 
and time again. 

Not just every now and then, but every day, day in, day 
out. 

Whether it was for an hour or two or for a minute or two, 
I played. 

Whether it was a good day a bad day or yet another long 
and exhausting workday, I played, and I did so without fail 
for the next four and a half years. 

Did I ever miss a day? 

Of course I did, yet for those four and a half years I can 
genuinely say I was as consistent as I’d ever been at anything 
I’d ever done. 

For those four and a half years the undisputable powers 
of persistence were clearly on my side. 

Momentum had finally kicked in―big time, and man I 



 

was feelin’ it! 

At long last my short term tasks, repeated over time, had 
blossomed into a long term accomplishment, and frankly, it 
was a beautiful thing to behold.  

It also taught me a hard and indelible lesson. 

Y’see when I was that freckle-faced curly-haired kid 
hitting that jump back behind The Church, unbeknownst to 
me I’d stumbled onto a very pure and simple truth, and now 
some thirty odd years later, some thirty odd years of 
boneheaded, fool hearted, head in the clouds carrying-on, 
that pure and simple truth and I had been blissfully reunited. 

Yep, the kid was back. 

I was back to doing something I dearly loved. 

I was better at it than I’d ever been. 

I was enjoying it more than I ever had, all by way of a 
simple process I’ve come to appreciate more than I could 
ever possibly put into words. 

A process I will freely admit is one I’ve known about 
nearly all my life, but only now, through blistered fingers and 
battered drumsticks, have come to fully and intimately 
understand. 
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THE BIGGER 

LESSON 
______________________________ 

Blessed is he who has found his work, let him 
ask for no other blessing. 

—THOMAS CARLYLE 

______________________________ 
 

HEN YOU THINK about it, no matter how 
much we know there’ll always be more to learn. 

There’s always room to grow. 

What I have learned from all of this―what I’ve 
rediscovered―is that personal growth and achievement is 
and will no doubt always be something profoundly personal, 
and that the truest source of motivation is self-motivation. 

By that I simply mean that at the end of the day, once 

W 



 

the so-called “self-help” ship has sailed, there’s nothing quite 
like digging in your heels and accomplishing something. 

Something hands-on.  

Something hard-earned and well-deserved. 

Something gratifying and deeply satisfying. 

Something joyful. Something painful. Something 
meaningful. 

Something profoundly close and personal. 

Simply put, it’s a great feeling. 

As the late Mr. Jim Rohn himself would say, “The 
greatest accomplishment is the feeling.” 

 

______________________________ 

There are jobs, there are chores, and there is 
work. 

—DONALD HALL 

______________________________ 
 

In his book The Quitter, Jon Acuff cites Tim Ferris’ The 
Four Hour Work Week as the best-selling career book on 
Amazon. 

“Why?” he speculates, “Because it sounds appealing; 
because the general assumption is that work is a terrible way 
to spend our time.” 



 

Taking into account the recently polled statistic that 
nearly 70% of us spend an average of 40 to 60 hours a week 
doing something that’s, let’s just say, less than satisfying, it’s 
easy to see why such an assumption would be anything less 
than favorable. 

To your average working stiff work is a grind. 

But then that’s not the kind of work we’re talking about 
here. 

That’s obviously not the feeling we’re going for. 

“So what you’re alluding to Pat is that romantic old 
axiom, ‘Do what you love and you’ll never have to work a 
day in your life.’” 

“Is that it?” 

Not at all. 

To me that reeks of avoidance.  

To me that gives the misguided impression that doing 
something you love or enjoy requires no work whatsoever, 
and of course nothing could be further from the truth. 

In fact, it’s the complete opposite. 

And for that I avow we should all be eternally grateful, 
because without the work there is no process. 

Without the work there can be no gainful experience. 

Without the work there are no short term tasks or long 
term accomplishments. 

No greater understanding or deeper appreciation. 

Without the work our EHAD’s will forever be just that. 



 

Oh and those almighty goals of yours, you can kiss those 
treasured little darling’s goodbye. 

In essence, by forfeiting the work it is highly unlikely that 
you’ll ever accomplish anything even remotely worthwhile 
and will thereby up your chances of missing out on one of 
the most exhilarating feelings humanly possible. 

You know it, I know it, deep down we all know it. 

And for now that’s really all you need to know. 

But hey, why take my word for it? 

After all, what do I know? 

“There is a muse,” writes Stephen King in On Writing: A 
Memoir of the Craft, “but he’s not going to come fluttering 
down into your writing room and scatter creative fairy-dust 
all over your typewriter or computer station. He lives in the 
ground. He’s a basement guy. You have to descend to his 
level, and once you get down there you have to furnish an 
apartment for him to live in. You have to do all the grunt 
labor, in other words, while the muse sits and smokes cigars 
and admires his bowling trophies and pretends to ignore you. 
Do you think this is fair? I think this is fair. He may not be 
much to look at, that muse guy, and he may not be much of 
a conversationalist, but he’s got the inspiration. It’s right that 
you should do all the work and burn all the midnight oil, 
because the guy with the cigar and the little wings has got a 
bag of magic. And there’s stuff in there that can change your 
life. Believe me, I know.” 
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RADITIONALLY THIS IS where the author 
acknowledges those who’ve been inspirational and 
in some gracious way have lent a hand in making a 

project such as this come to fruition, and that’s not to say 
there haven’t been any. 

For what it’s worth however, I thought I’d switch things 
up by asking you (the reader) to acknowledge something 
instead, to recognize once and for all the cold hard fact that 
when it comes to your Everyday Hopes and Dreams you do 
know what to do, and that if those EHAD’s have a recurring 
habit of passing you by it’s only because you’re failing to do 
it…time and time again.  

“The greatest truths are not the ones we create anew,” 
says Dr. Kapil Gupta, “they are the ones we have always 
known but abandoned along the way.” 

Knowing this I can only hope you take the time to 
reexamine these time-honored truths. To recapture some of 
the closely held hopes and dreams that over the years may’ve 
faded away, and, in the process, rediscover for yourself the 
indescribable joys of simply…doing what you know. 

T 



 

A CLOSING 

NOTE 
S A FATHER I’m delighted to inform you that Tim 
did manage to get through school without any 
further issues and is currently doing just fine. He has 

since traded in the 20´ Key West for a 26´ Skipjack and is 
fishing the coastal waters every chance he gets. 

I can’t tell you how overjoyed I am to see him back to 
doing what he dearly loves. 

Hallelujah, Hotstick is back. 
As for me I continue to enjoy riding dirt bikes and while 

I still play my drums on a fairly regular basis I’m spending 
more and more time these days trying to get ingzig off the 
ground and on the map. Which (forgive my candor) is where 
you come in, meaning that if you enjoyed Do What You Know 
would you be so kind as to take a minute and pass it on by 
sharing the link www.ingzig.com on Facebook, Twitter, etc. 

I’d be extremely grateful. 
Thank you so much for your support, and please, always 

keep doing what you know in your heart means and matters 
most. 

Best efforts, 
Pat
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