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			Foreword

			My first book was Dream Walker: A Journey of Achievement and Inspiration, an autobiographical account of my life. When I initially conceived the concept for a book, it was my intent to write something that people would enjoy and, more importantly, use as a resource for inspiration. In discussions with the publisher and editor, they encouraged me to begin my journey as an author by writing an autobiography. So, I did. The reception for the book was wonderful. In general, people enjoyed my story. I appreciated all the words of praise and encouragement. One such example was a young man who said that my story was an inspiration to him and inspired him to chart a new course for his life. It expanded his mind to the possibilities and aspirations in life.

			One of my lifelong goals is to instill inspiration as well as aspiration in people. Accordingly, this book looks to build on the first book by serving as a roadmap to discover the power within each of us. Recently, I re-read The Secret by Rhonda Byrne and discovered that the power that I used to achieve was the same power that they and their colleagues wrote about. Indeed, this power is not a secret but a law that enables all who desire to take advantage of the one force that binds us all.1

			If we are students of the universe, it is clear to me that each of us must find this power within to find our own way and in our own time—some through the experiences of life, some by reading, others by observing, being taught, or through self-study. I encourage you to find your own path. The hope of this book, as the companion to my first, will open your mind to the infinite possibilities of life.

			In Living the Life of Your Dreams: The Secret to Turning Your Dreams into Reality, my good friend Marilyn Tam captured the key elements to discovering and fulfilling your dreams. She says, “You have a choice; you can live the life that you’ve dreamed of living.”2 She is absolutely right. At some point in your life, you must decide that you want to live the life of your dreams. You must choose! No one can make you dream or tell you what to dream. I know that many will try but a dream only becomes reality when it truly comes from you. And in doing so, you set the stage for making your dream a reality.

			“Dreams are the reality of the future.”

			Your dreams, your future.

			I have a dear friend who has struggled with this all their life. They would let others around them define their reality. As a result, they are in a constant tug of war with themselves and those they valued. By accepting their path for them, they gave up the opportunity to live a fulfilled life. As a consequence, they live in doubt every day. You cannot let others define you. Otherwise, you would always be thinking—What should I do? What should I wear? What would people think of me? Should I join this group or that, to fit in and/or to be accepted?

			All of us have had these issues to deal with at some point in our lives. Liberation comes when you discover just how unimportant these external things really are. When you reach this point, you will no longer see the world around you as hostile and unforgiving. In this reality, you will be free to be who you really are. There is great power with this realization! This self-endowed power releases you from the burden of self-doubt. There is no greater power in the world, except that of God. This is, in fact, the truth that God wants for each of us—the realization of our own strength that we are an integral part of something greater than ourselves. I call that “Universe” or GOD.

			The question is, if you are the one caught in the middle of this personal crisis, how do you escape these feelings of doubt? How do you get out of this never-ending spiral of despair, which in extreme cases can sometimes lead to death? Indeed, for some people, this crisis can lead to depression and even suicide. When we encounter individuals like this, we must practice great patience, simply listen, and get them professional help as soon as possible. For most of us, though, we simply struggle with the constant issues that arise throughout our life. And we somehow manage through them.

			To be lost without direction is a miserable existence. That is why knowing who you are and what or who you want to be is so critical. When I am in conversations with people struggling, they usually ask: What do you think I should do? We have all had these conversations.

			I would love to say that I can only imagine how that feels. But if I am honest, I have to admit that I have been in a similar place at different times in my life, too. I believe we all have experienced periods in our lives where we have gotten depressed about something. The million-dollar questions are: How do you get out of the sprawling circle of conformity and its consequences? How do you get out of ambivalence and into knowing? This behavior never leads to lasting peace. If you conform to what others want versus what is right for you, you’ll struggle to get where you truly wish to go. Lasting peace comes from within yourself, never from external sources.

			Life always has a way of testing us. Just when we think things are going well, in comes change and sometimes disappointment. It is during these times that we must rely on our inner strength to carry us through. And when we falter, as we all sometimes do, turning to a higher power can make the difference. My strength comes through my faith in God.

			My desire in sharing my journey is for you to find some aspects that will help you in your own life. I present an honest discussion of my struggles, ambitions, hopes, and dreams as a testimony to the voyage that we all face. In doing so, I hope it provides a guidepost for you.

			

			
				
					1	Byrne, Rhonda, The Secret, Atria Books, 2007.

				

				
					2	Tam, Marilyn, Living the Life of Your Dreams: The Secrets to Turning Your Dreams into Reality, Waterside, 2011.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Understand Your Place in the World

			“If you do not know your place in the world and the meaning of your life, you should know there is something to blame; and it is not the social system, or your intellect, but the way in which you have directed your intellect.”

			—Leo Tolstoy

			On February 9, 1995, I stepped out of the comfort of the Space Shuttle Discovery’s airlock and into the history books as the first African American to walk in space. Looking back on the experience, it was a tremendous honor for me to represent a group of people who had once been slaves in the United States—the same country whose name was emblazoned on Discovery’s hull and whose flag was on a shoulder patch of my spacesuit.

			At the time, though, I wasn’t truly aware of the significance that this represented to people and to the nation. I was only fulfilling a boyhood dream of following in the footsteps of two great men to whom I looked up. When Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin set foot on the moon in 1969, I was only thirteen, staring at a black and white television and sharing the dream of millions of American kids that day—of leaving this planet and traveling to other worlds.

			My dreams of visiting other planets weren’t fueled purely by the spirit of adventure. The realities of the day forced me to acknowledge that I was living in a country that at the time thought very little of its Black citizens. After all, on that very same black and white TV on most days, I could see my fellow Blacks being persecuted by white Americans at all levels. But that didn’t deter me because my heart and mind were set. If I had anything to do with it, my dreams would not be deferred.

			Part of that dream came to life that day in February 1995. I was payload commander on the first flight of the new joint Russian-American Space Program on Space Shuttle Discovery STS-63. The mission highlights included the first rendezvous with the Russian Space Station Mir, conducting more than forty-eight scientific investigations in the SpaceHab module, and the deployment and retrieval of Spartan 204 satellite. I walked in space during the extravehicular activity (EVA) that tested new thermal protection devices for the spacesuits, used a new electronic EVA checklist, conducted mass handling of the 3,000-pound Spartan satellite, and evaluated EVA tools in preparation for the construction of the International Space Station (ISS). On that mission, I logged 198 hours, 29 minutes, 129 orbits, and 2.9 million miles in space.

			Still, I had my share of nerves. As I floated out of the hatch into the vastness of space, I remember being both excited but scared to death at the possibility that things could go wrong. Fortunately, my mind and courage prevailed, and we worked for a full six hours carrying out the objectives of the mission. By all accounts, it was a successful venture for myself and my EVA partner, Michael Foale, two neophytes to space walking.

			At the end of our task, I had about an hour to absorb what I had accomplished and simply take it all in. After all, only a few have had the opportunity to do what I had done. I was unique, exceptional, an example of bravery, and an American hero. So, I thought.

			But the experience meant much more than a stream of self-congratulation.

			As remarkable an accomplishment as that was, an even greater realization occurred—I had a chance to look upon our planet, from space. A God’s eye view like no other! Many astronauts have experienced a similar revelation—a sense of connection between themselves and the blue ball spinning in front of them. In that moment, my belief in a higher power was reaffirmed. I could feel it within me. I had found a new view, a new perspective that would change my life and my mission. In those moments, I recognized my place in the universe.

			You may never have the opportunity for an epiphany in an airless, zero-gravity environment. But that doesn’t mean you can’t have precisely the same sort of experience, no matter where you happen to be.

			I’m going to help you get there.

			Finding Your Place in the World—Why Now?

			If the idea of taking the time to discover your true place in the world appeals to you—perhaps for the first time in your life—you’re not alone.

			I started to write this book when we were finally emerging from the Covid-19 pandemic, more than two years fraught with anxiety and isolation exacerbated at times by dishonesty and ineptitude at the very highest levels of our government. It’s been harrowing, to say the least.

			But, like everything, there have been positives. One bit of good news is that the fear and uncertainty of the pandemic have prompted many of us to look inside ourselves—to work to truly understand who we are and what is of value to us. We’re beginning to seriously consider how we work, play, and live with others. Moreover, it’s happening to people at all ages, from boomers and Gen X, to Gen Y and Gen Z or, as I call them, the lucky ones who begin this invaluable journey early in their lives.

			As it happened, my journey toward enlightenment began when I was six with my parents’ divorce. It seems odd to say it, but it’s true. My family’s break-up was my first life trial. That event changed my life in ways that have been far reaching, many that you will hear about in this book. It includes our move to the Navajo Nation in Arizona.

			When I was not playing with my friends, I used to sit on the front sidewalk of our apartment in Greasewood, Arizona, just staring out at the beautiful landscape. My mother had moved there to take a job as a teacher for the Bureau of Indian Affairs (BIA). It was a very interesting place for a kid from Texas to grow up in—it was probably the primary reason I began to ask what an older, more mature person might refer to as critical life questions. Still, it started with the sorts of issues that any child might raise:

			•What are we doing here?

			•Why did my mother have to be here?

			•Why did she take this job?

			•Why did we, the children, have to come?

			•What does our future hold?

			•And the most important one: Who am I and who would I become?

			Beginning with those basic questions, I started to get to know myself. As a Black kid in this strange land of Native Americans, I was literally and figuratively surrounded by people who were completely different from me. Although others came later, we were the only Black family at first, so I came to understand that I had to rely on myself. The only way to survive was to find my inner strength.

			It wasn’t easy by any means. I was teased about the texture of my hair and the color of my skin. One day, shortly after starting elementary school, I was just standing alone on the playground, and the kids looked at me, laughed, and ran up behind me to quickly touch my hair. I didn’t understand the language, but I understood that I was different and strange to them. The same was true for me. I had never seen a Native American. I felt very isolated initially. The teasing helped me accept that I was alone in many ways and that I would have to become stronger. But I needed to figure out how to get stronger without physically fighting all the time. Over time, they eventually accepted me and my siblings.

			It all turned out rather well. As kids do, we found a way to communicate beyond words—with deeds. I began to explore the world around me with my newfound friends. I learned of their customs and beliefs. More importantly, I began to understand them and they me. Indeed, those were the best of times and the worst of times for this little boy to navigate.

			Still, despite how others tried to make me feel, I knew that I was more. In many ways, I felt I was better than those who taunted me. Looking back, I don’t believe that my plight was any different from other kids at that age. In that sense, I wasn’t alone. There were—and still are—countless children in this country picked on for being different. But what I discovered was that I was stronger than I had initially given myself credit for. Calling my worth into question strengthened me without my even knowing it. I began to look deeply into myself for inner strength so as not to fall victim to my surroundings. I was learning to accept who I was, despite what others may have thought of me.

			A few years later, as I was sitting out on that sidewalk outside our one-bedroom apartment, I began to dig deeper, weighing the question of who I was. I remember staring at my hand, examining every detail—the length of my fingers, the color of my skin, the lines of my palm. As I looked at my hand within the landscape surrounding me, I started to gain some perspective of who I was in respect to the world around me.

			Our apartment looked out onto a valley below, with mountains as the backdrop. I had done these many times before; sitting there at different times of the day was inspiring. The sun’s light would change the scenery, creating different colors and images from the shadows, depending on the time of day. I was mesmerized by the hues of reds, blues, and purple with streaks of gold. It was absolutely beautiful! (For those who have been to the Grand Canyon, you might have experienced something similar. In fact, where we lived was only 200 miles from Greasewood, Arizona.)

			I realize that it was a rather deep thought for a ten-year-old to have. But I guess I have always been a little different in that way. It helped me discover one singular attribute that has stayed with me my entire life. I am inquisitive. I like to examine things in detail, including myself. I wanted to know how things worked. I constantly asked questions—What? Why? How? Some might say that these were the early signs of a scientist. Probably.

			And, in trying to figure out my place in the world, I also discovered my spiritual side.

			There was only one church in our community. My mother was a very religious woman who wanted their children to know God as she did, so she forced us to go to church every Sunday. My brother, sister, and I were not thrilled about giving up perfectly good play time to sit in a church pew. But one Sunday, something truly amazing took place. The minister made a remark that struck a chord with me. I can’t remember precisely what it was but, for the very first time, I sat up and began to listen.

			He talked about the concept of a higher being, which he called God. At the end of his sermon, he asked people to come forward if they wanted to know God. The next thing I knew, I was up at the front of the church. I was scared. I had no idea what to expect. But I was up there, nonetheless. And I “accepted God” into my life in front of my family and all present there. For those who are Christians, “accepting God” is the entry ticket to salvation.

			I remember vividly what happened next. Following the service, the minister took me into his office for a prayer. As we kneeled and he prayed, I looked up at the minister and out the window behind him. I saw the spirit of God permeating the window in the form of beautiful, vibrant sunlight.

			In that moment, I knew God existed, a discovery that would direct my actions and thoughts for the rest on my life. I felt that God was real and that one of my goals would be to explore a relationship with this universal source.

			That was an enormous step of self-discovery, of figuring out my place in the universe. I needed to spend time with myself to do that, something that many people don’t do. Why? Some of us may be afraid of what we might discover. Some of us are simply uncomfortable being alone and we look outside ourselves for support and validation. But spending time alone with oneself helps you discover your place in the world. If you don’t, you can fall victim to external influence.

			That makes me think of actors. Their professional success depends on how they capture the role of other people. I have heard some say that they are happiest when they’re in character. But some also struggle with being themselves, living in the real world and coping with real issues and problems. There are many examples of actors who illustrate this, one being Philip Seymour Hoffman who died of a drug overdose. Hoffman’s death was officially ruled an accident caused by “acute mixed drug intoxication, including heroin, cocaine, benzodiazepines, and amphetamine.”3 Recently, I also watched a documentary on the life of Whitney Houston called Can I Be Me.4 It told her story, the good and the bad. It highlighted her struggles with the pressures of being famous and its cost to her soul. In both of these examples, their struggles ultimately resulted in death.

			When I read accounts of their lives, I can’t help but wonder why. Why does this happen to even the most talented of us? The reality is that I do not know the details of their struggles. They were brilliant artists, and their talents will be missed.

			It’s essential to know who you are and what motivates you, while working to keep things in perspective. I know firsthand how this feels. Honestly, I have been in a similar place at different times in my life—not as extreme, but exhausting and discouraging, nonetheless. We all experience periods in our lives when we become depressed. The question is how to get out of the sprawling circle of conformity and its consequences. If you conform to what others want versus what is right for you, you’ll inevitably struggle. Lasting peace comes from within yourself, never from external sources. In the case of Whitney Houston, she simply longed to be herself. The key is to know yourself as much as you can, so when faced with a challenge or problem, you can remain true to yourself before the situation swallows you up. It can literally save your life.

			This isn’t an issue just with former astronauts and world-famous actors and entertainers. Prior to giving a speech to a group of educators about my life and mission, the person who would introduce me asked what it was like in outer space. After I answered, I asked them what they did for a living.

			“I’m a teacher. My job isn’t nearly as important as yours,” they replied with obvious sincerity.

			“Are you kidding me?” I had to lower my voice to mask the shock in my tone. “Your profession is the most important of all! What you do is the foundation of this nation. As an educator, you hold the key to our nation’s success. This country’s educational system in many communities is in disarray! High-quality teachers and educators are the only hope for this nation’s students and ultimately for the continued leadership of America. This is how important your job is!”

			I guess I had started my speech sooner than I expected. Still, it was clear that their doubts and misgivings had nothing to do with the profession. They had everything to do with their feelings about themselves.

			Again, they’re not alone. Too many of us have doubts about ourselves. We constantly find fault in ourselves and others in an attempt to convince us of the validity of our existence. I, too, had doubts about my abilities and the choices that I have made at different points in my life. It’s just part of being human.

			When I was eleven, my mother married a man who would become my father, even though he was technically my stepfather. He was a police officer and a proud Black man. I learned a great deal from him through the years. He taught me how to be a man. But there was one thing that my stepfather did that I didn’t like; he teased me about being a “scaredy-cat.” I was an introvert and a quiet person, someone who needed time to think and contemplate things. He mistook my caution as fear. But what he didn’t misconstrue was my doubt in myself. How could I not doubt myself, given how the world saw me as a “little colored boy,” with a limited future? The stereotypes in the sixties were all around me. It tinted how I saw myself. So, I had doubts about my legitimacy, colored by the perspective of the outside world. In his own way, he was trying to toughen me up for that world that I was about to face.

			The challenge—and damage—comes when we cannot overcome these doubts. That’s when we can become lost. By taking the time to truly know ourselves, we can grow through trials and tribulations, instead of drowning in the pain and discontent of the moment.

			We Are Not Who People Think We Are

			I was in medical school in the early eighties, during a time of affirmative action. Emerging from the sixties and seventies, the consciousness of the nation had shifted to trying to be more inclusive. So, there was an initiative to address the racial disparities of this country—what we call the affirmative action programs. One strategy was to establish quotas in colleges and universities with the objective of diversifying enrollment.

			During this period, many Black and Brown students were accepted into institutions that previously rejected them. I was one of those students. At the end of my education at the University of Houston, I applied to medical school. I had excellent grades, top recommendations from faculty, and a healthy dose of ambition, but after applying to six schools, only one accepted me—the Texas Tech University School of Medicine. So, I ventured out to west Texas to a community that was known for growing cotton. In fact, a generation of Black people lived there because they had come to support the cotton industry.

			On the first day of class, I realized I was the only Black among sixty students. Moreover, there were only two other Black students in the entire school. To add to the complexity of the situation, it was a newly chartered school and there were doubts at the time about how long the school itself would survive. (Things have dramatically changed; it now has approximately 200 students per class, has diversified its enrollment, and is one of the leading medical institutions in the country.)

			The perception of me and others like me was that we only got into the school because of the color of our skin. Nothing could have been further from the truth. We were there because we worked twice as hard to become part of a system that was not particularly supportive of us, despite outward appearances. (In fact, there were some schools that measured their quality by high rejection rates: “See, we told you that you weren’t qualified to be here.”)

			There are many stories of young men and women who didn’t make it through the system, not because they weren’t qualified, but because of the racism they faced. They are the forgotten ones, rejected and cast out because of the color of their skin.

			I was determined that this would not happen to me. So, I hunkered down, studied harder, and kept my faith despite all that seemed to oppose me. I had to find my place in an insecure world.

			Sins of the Father

			I woke up one morning from a dream of loss. I don’t remember the details of the dream, only that it involved my father and a great sense of missing him.

			Since the divorce of my parents, I have felt this way, and I have hidden it all my life. Sure, my mother remarried when I was eleven and my stepfather did the best that he could. But there remains this void where my father should have been. I still see those two little boys on the sofa of my grandmother’s house in Temple, Texas after my mother’s escape from the misery of her marriage, and I feel sad. I was also disappointed that despite my father’s promises to get us all back together, it never happened. I have had this hole in my heart and soul ever since.

			As I now look back at my life, I am struck by the impact this moment had on me as an individual…both positive and negative. On the negative side, it is simply not having his love and presence in my life, a hole that was left when a father’s love wasn’t present. Despite how I might justify the loss, having someone who loves you unconditionally, who is there when you fall, a person to share your ups and downs with, is extremely important. Most importantly, it is also crucial for a child to have a father whom you can look up to and emulate, someone who can serve as a construct of your role as a man. I missed all that.

			On the positive side, I left behind the emotional stress of the marriage and my father’s own personal struggles and baggage. As a young man growing up in a poor inner-city neighborhood in Philadelphia, he had many problems and challenges. In many respects, he did not receive the very thing that I was looking for from him. It is sometimes funny how life repeats itself. Back then, there was no such thing as being self-aware. You simply toughed it out and lived your life. He did not have the insight or wisdom to figure out his stuff. So, how could I expect that he would have the tools to be a good father?

			As I became more aware, I developed behaviors that prepared me to succeed despite this missing piece of the equation in my life. With the help of my mother and family, I created a persona of strength and competence, which became my foundation for achievement. At some level, I wasn’t going to be like my father. Where he failed, I achieved. My lack became abundance in different ways and aspects of my life. My goal was to become a super father and a super man. The result created this person who used achievement as the construct for success in all things—a drive to become all that I could be.

			I cannot tell you how many times during an introduction of me before a speech, where I sit there listening to all the accolades, and I wonder to myself, “Who is that guy they are talking about?” I have overcompensated because of this drive to be different…to be better…to be perfect. It has taken a lot of counseling to get to this point, where I realized that I am trying to fill an empty space that can never be filled, and I am learning to acknowledge and accept it.

			Insecurity

			Of course, many of the challenges facing you in finding your place in the world have everything to do with insecurities of all sorts. Understanding and working to overcome them are key to getting to know who you are.

			One of the most difficult things I have done is to manage people in my business—personalities to deal with, hidden agendas, differences in motivations and desires. I will be the first to admit this is not my strength. I am a motivator. A visionary and a dreamer, yes, but not a manager of people. I am admittedly insecure when I have to take on the sorts of issues that fall into your lap when directing other people. While I have prevailed in managing several companies to successful outcomes, it certainly isn’t my favorite thing to do.

			Psychologists and psychiatrists will tell you that most insecurities begin in childhood. For whatever reason, individuals are impacted by some event that makes them particularly sensitive to criticism and judgment. It may be something that was said by a parent, teacher, or classmate. Maybe it’s something that was said or done to you that seeks to make you feel different or apart, such as what happened to me as a child in a Native American community. Whatever it is, we all endured episodes that call into question our abilities. We are embarrassed by it, sometimes even humiliated. And we react in a way to not let it happen again.

			For me, as I mentioned earlier, it was my stepfather telling me at age fourteen that I was fearful. Even though some elements of what he said were true, that word made me bristle every time he said it. My response: “I’ll show you who’s scared.” What did I do? I took on all the things that would make me brave, starting with becoming a Boy Scout, playing football and basketball, going to medical school, and becoming a pilot and astronaut. I did all these things, in many ways, to prove my strength and courage—to others as well as myself.

			In my thirty-plus years of business experience, I’ve repeatedly witnessed insecurities in others. Two examples stand out: I once had an employee who was challenging, to say the least. They were very smart people, creative, intelligent, and energetic but lacked even the most basic communication skills—not because they couldn’t communicate, but because they didn’t think they had to. “People should be reaching out to me,” they would declare. “Why should I have to reach out to them? They need me more than I need them.”

			On top of everything, this person was rather immature and had no sense of being a team player. It came to a head during a performance evaluation in which my feedback was extremely glowing, except for their ability to communicate. They immediately got mad and began to cry. They just couldn’t take being criticized.

			I had never experienced this with anyone. Still, I thought to myself, I can help salvage this employee. So, the next day after they calmed down, I approached them with a supportive manner. What can we do to help you? I asked. It worked for a while, until a few months later when their ego and hunger to be in the right came to the forefront again. This time it was at a critical moment, and their behavior severely impacted an important project. The job required a levelheaded leader to not only manage technical aspects but also the people. Because they lacked this, we lost the opportunity for the company, and millions of dollars.

			It was a great disappointment to me personally because I thought they could have been a great leader. But to be a leader, one must be willing to embrace and follow feedback and to acknowledge that we all have drawbacks and challenges. To find and flourish in your place in the world, you must acknowledge your insecurities. Eventually, I had to let them go, hoping they had learned a lesson and would find a better path for the future.

			My other experience was with a manager of different character—multi-talented, ambitious, and a hard worker. They were very manipulative and, like the first example, hardly what you would call a people person. They were an enforcer, a take-no-prisoners kind of manager. They guarded their role jealously. They left no doubt who was in charge. Anyone who threatened this was out, one way or another. Unfortunately, I was frequently away from the office, which over time only boosted and emboldened their claim to authority. To be candid, we lost a lot of talented people over the years due to this manager’s behavior and attitude.

			We all have insecurities that guide how we see and react to the world. The challenge is to recognize them and develop strategies to deal with them in a productive manner that allows us to grow. Once again, that depends on our ability to understand our place in the world, working to become the most we can be while recognizing who we are, warts and all.

			First Steps

			This book intends to serve as a roadmap to discover the power within each of us. As I mentioned earlier, I recently re-read The Secret by Rhonda Byrne, where I learned that the power I found to achieve what I have in life was the same force that she and her colleagues wrote about. Indeed, this power is not a secret but a law that enables all who desire to take advantage of the one force that binds us all.

			Subsequent chapters of this book will go into detail about other strategies you can use to find the power in you that leads to understanding your true place in the world. To begin with, here are a few quick ideas you can employ to begin your journey.

			1.Put your mind in reverse. Find a quiet place to be alone; relax and clear your mind of the activities of the day. Think about your childhood. Go back to when you had no limitations, when there were no obstacles, when the word “no” had no meaning—a time when your imagination was unlimited. Return to that period of unlimited potential. Who were you when there was seemingly nothing to hold you back?

			2.Consider your abilities and talents. Do an inventory of your talents and skills. I believe we are born with certain skills and abilities that are uniquely ours. So, what are the natural talents or abilities you’ve always had? From there, add the skills and talents you developed or acquired as you grew older—for instance, sports skills or academic abilities. Take the time to reflect on your natural abilities and learned talents. Knowing these will help direct you to your heart’s desires.

			3.What excites you? Self-discovery requires courage. One of the most unnerving aspects of that journey is being willing to step out on your own, to pursue what matters most to you and makes you happy. That’s an essential part of knowing your true self and realizing your full potential.

			A close friend once said, “People are going to do the things that are in their best interest.” Every time, I would add. People will also think and act to gain an advantage, to avoid someone or something they perceive as a threat, or to soothe pain, be it real or imaginary. This applies whether on the job or in their personal lives. Happily, sometimes it’s simply doing what’s best for those around us—our children, partner, or family member.

			It is not a question of being self-serving or mercenary. It’s natural. We are the center of our universe. We embrace the things that make our world better and avoid those that trouble us. We all do it. It’s valuable to recognize that in yourself as well as others.
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