
Dear Friend,

Before Sidewalk Ghosts lands in your hands, I want to thank you. Not just for pre-ordering the book, but for 
what that simple act represents. It means you see something here. Maybe a reflection of  your own questions. 
Maybe a quiet recognition of  the importance of  your own story, your relationships, and the way we move 
through the world together. Maybe a flicker of  hope in how we treat ourselves and each other. Or maybe 
just a curiosity. A gentle nudge to pause and listen.

This project grew from a single choice I made years ago: to talk to a stranger. One conversation turned into 
another, and then hundreds more. Each moment became a mirror, revealing something raw, vulnerable, 
sometimes uncomfortable, yet always pure. A learning experience that reached far beyond bias, insecurity, 
and assumption. The path that eventually led to this book.

But Sidewalk Ghosts is not mine alone. It is a collection of  lives, voices, fears, strengths, and graces that belong 
to all of  us. And now, by joining this early circle, you are part of  growing that story.

Inside the pages of  Sidewalk Ghosts you can look forward to being inspired not by absolute answers, but by 
personal, reflective, and transformational invitations. An offer to slow down in asking the deeper questions: 
To see yourself, and others, with enlightened and truthful eyes. And as you do, to find greater compassion 
for yourself, stronger discernment of  the world around you, and a pathway to living a life of  connection, 
value, and presence, even when the world pushes you down.

We are not here to be perfect.

We are here to remember that we matter.

And in that remembering, to move through life with 
intention, courage, and purpose.

 — Sidewalk Ghosts

Thank you for walking alongside me.

With warmth and gratitude,

 Richard Radstone
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“Are you okay?” he asked.

The freeway ripped by as, at the end of  a terrible day, I found myself  in the back seat of  his car. It was supposed 
to be a life-changing opportunity, yet as he drove me to the airport, I found myself  at an all-time low. My mind 
was troubled and my heart was crying as I faced a personal and professional crossroads: A possibility to secure 
my identity as a provider, leader, creator, and father.

It would have been an understatement to say I was emotionally and intellectually drained. For as I quietly 
circled in a self-absorbed replay of  the day, I found myself  fighting to push out depressed and self-destructive 
thoughts. Looking for anything that could fill my well. Fill the isolation of  a long and lonely commute. To 
simply, get out of  myself. Find a pathway toward a more positive outlook. So, I offered a little small talk. “Do 
you have a hobby?” I asked.

Without a word, he stared at me in the rearview mirror. It was probably only 30 seconds, but it felt like an hour. 
And as the silence became deafening, he finally responded, “Guitar music.”

That was it. No warmth. No intent. No opening for conversation. Just a hard edge that seemed to passively 
say, leave me alone. Yet, in my need for connection, I asked a few more similar questions, but after getting a 
series of  less than four-word replies, I turned away. Viewed the world outside the passenger window as it passed 
by. Too exhausted to continue any more attempt to connect: doing everything I could to not fall apart as the 
emotions of  the day tightened their grip.

He veered off the freeway. Parked at the end of  a vacant industrial park and turned 
off the engine. No explanation. No movement. Just a big pause as I braced for 
something I couldn’t name: confusion, maybe fear. Then, leaning toward me over 
the driver’s seat he said, “Are you okay?” And that was it: the moment I welled up.

Not because I was in pain. But because I had met a person who cared. A man who, 
knowing nothing about me, nor I anything about him, took the time to notice I 
was troubled. A gesture he didn’t extend with expectation or intent to fix. Simply a 
sincere offering from one human to another. And after a day where my character 
and future had, without compassion been placed on the chopping block, he extended 
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to me the very thing I needed at that moment: Grace. Grace to be tired. Grace to be vulnerable. Grace to be 
heard, respected, and nurtured. To be honest and free of  any demand for explanation of  myself, or confession 
of  what I had experienced: But rather, warmed and healed by a stranger who saw me for who I am, took great 
interest in what I have to offer, and was willing to open his life to me.

He dropped me at the airport, never to be seen again, but in gratitude to him, I received a revelation that 
has carried me to this day: An eye-opener that pushes me to face my fears, biases, and insecurities, and an 
experience that prompts a question I now pass to you. If  one stranger could 
offer that kind of  presence without knowing my story, what could happen 
if  we all learned to meet each other that way? What would life look like if  
we put away our masks? Let go of  profiling others, even ourselves? Lessen 
the need to have the correct answers? To stop assuming and start listening?

Sidewalk Ghosts has grown from facing these questions, not just by examining 
myself, but through considering the answers of  those I interview, studying 
the examples of  others, and being mindful of  how I interact with and view 
the world around me. To embrace the notion that we all have unspoken 
histories: realize that whether it be strangers, family members, or colleagues, 
it is fair to say that we each hold a very unique and personal mix of  hope, 
contradiction, weakness, strength, truth, and fear. In each of  us: private 
memories, lived experiences, and unseen feelings driving our thoughts, 
words, actions, and reactions.

__________

More than a narrative or formulated manual, Sidewalk Ghosts is a space to reflect on this truest you. A process 
of  self-awareness where you can find tools for managing peer pressure, expectations, and attacks. Define your 
comfort zones, navigate this polarized world, and own the honest parts of  who you are. In its pages permission 
to take care of  yourself  as you are. Encouragement and set of  ideas for not conforming to, or being diminished 
by, the wants of  others. But instead, motivation to become the person that matters most to you. The person 
deserving of  your love. The full value of  your importance, and a guide to avoiding the temptation to harshly 
judge yourself  and others. A narrative that can aid you in choosing your way of  moving through the world. 
To decide who and how you love. To ground the purpose that drives what you say, hear, and do. The peace to 
realize how valuable your story is, and the insight to know that you are okay! 


