Success.  What is success?


To be real and honest, I guess I don’t know--is that the wrong answer?.  I think I missed the day in school when we discussed this.  Or I was wandering through the caverns of my own mind, the loops and crescent circles of the doodles across the lines, assuming that success was just going to happen one day in the same way potential, that word buzzing around me all the time as an honor roll student and varsity athlete, would just happen.  I did what I was supposed to do and so it followed that success would happen.  I went to college.  I wrote my papers.  I drank my beer.  I went to grad school and agreed to pay back loans.  Success would happen.  It had to.  That’s the way the world worked.  

Once, though, not so long after I did everything I was supposed to do, success was walking by myself to the end of the driveway, passed the neighbor’s gawking eyes, the post-surgery hospital sense of slow motion surrounding me.  The opposite was the desperate day I couldn’t make it down the driveway and sat on the sidewalk ledge, staring at the carefully carved concrete, the wandering ant among the dusty gravel.  

Sometimes success is walking out of a doctor’s appointment, standing beside a stranger in the elevator, and composing an air of nonchalance, pretending you don’t want to turn to that person, slam the emergency stop button, grab the stranger’s collar and, pulling both of you down to your knees, beg to know why why, how do you keep going on?  No, sometimes success is just nodding that weird and formal half-smile hello, stepping the appropriate direction in or out of the elevator across the moving ledge.  

More and more success has nothing to do with money or a job.  It has nothing to do with my car (although I love that gas-guzzling machine and I’m not afraid to admit it--sorry, Seattlites!).  I suppose success has more to do with a willingness to participate.  It has more to do with looking around at your sister’s graduation party and not counting the people who haven’t shown up, or the number of people with or without the same degree, or the people carrying gifts.  Success has to do with taking a moment to see the child approaching the adult, the toddler digging roly-poly fingers through a stranger’s plastic plate of barbecue remains.  

Success has to do with smiling at the young quiet boy who has decided to say goodnight to a group of adults, and that means they are to give him a hug.  Success has to do with witnessing a moment when the man who seems so stiff and unable to even bend to see the child suddenly moves with the ease of a yogi, of a young father, of a limber tree full of spring’s new growth, of a man who can open and twist and bring a child who has drummed up the courage to ask a stranger for help into his arms, up to his shoulders, swinging into a moment of giggles and connection.  

Success now becomes a quiet willingness that a smile is still appropriate at all times of the day, regardless of the news rushing like river water toward the ear.  Success becomes the shift to sit straight with shoulders back in the office chair despite the piling sense of duty and obligation.  Success becomes the movement toward the door, the decision to walk outside instead of chasing that familiar path of the mind into that murky swirl of unmet expectation, of daydreamed conclusions for all that will not happen.  We all do it, of course--sit and convince ourselves of all the good that will not occur--not to us, anyway.  Not anymore.  Because now we have to just stay where we are and silently suck it up.  We convince ourselves of all the bad that will occur--and we do it with logical paths of neurotransmitters and reasonable if-then argumentation.  We’re smart after all, we see the realistic outcomes of the silliness we somehow were forced to relinquish sometime after the buzz of life’s excitement wore off and we accepted the suits and ties and skirts and bills and mortgages as our end of the bargain for “a good life, a decent life, the type of life we are supposed to have.”    


So often I sabotage what I am with all the mind-wandering of what I am not.  I sabotage the time I have to live my life with the time I bump around the excuses I’ve made to stay sitting grumbily inside the boundaries I’ve created around myself waiting for success, for potential to happen.  Sometimes people say that those who are sick and dying know something more about life than the rest of us.  I don’t believe that.  The sick and dying just have become a lot less willing to obsess over the negative possibilities.  It’s possible success will never happen because fate has decided I don’t deserve it.  It’s possible I’ll fall flat on my face over and over again, that I’ll slip and fall in a bowl of ketchup on my way to an interview, say the wrong thing, sneeze hideously all over my new boss.  It’s possible no one will want to eat lunch with me at my new job.  It’s possible I could be attacked, robbed, raped, left to beg for help even in the middle of a bright warm day.  It’s possible that every small thing that I love could be taken from me--my ability to walk, my art, my sight, my fingers or hair, my reproductive organs, my skin, my family, my words, my friends, my house, my sense of self.  

However, it’s more possible that life will happen on its own accord and I can choose to participate or not.  I can choose to keep moving despite the x-rays and doctor warnings, despite the boss chewing into every moment of independence like a mouse through insulation, despite the loss of love, despite everybody else’s expectations for me, despite time’s need to cut at me.  Success means that I will choose to find the life swept clean of the clutter of the negative, the life celebrated for its momentary connections and meanings.  

Success has to do with watching a child ask for a hug, noting the sinking summer sun, the ivy stretching over the fence, your sister’s lilting laugh in the background, your mother’s new yellow pants.  Success has to do with accepting that the moments in which we choose to participate are the moments that will define our soul--with color and shape, with whimsy and sound.  Success.  We find success when we choose to participate, when we choose to risk pushing off into a moment over treading safely in the zone we’ve determined is our place because someone told us it is or because we assumed that success and potential would one day just show up, just come and get us like some slick and smily TV game show host.  

No, it turns out that everyday life is not filled with season finales and showstopping commercial breaks.  Everyday life is filled with small opportunities to reach toward success.  And success becomes a single easy noticeable deep breath--in the car, in the meeting, before a phone call, at the podium, as we walk toward the gym after a long day at work--it is each moment we choose to move on our own, no matter how slow or fast.    

Turn every experience into an opportunity.
  
    •
Resume creating, proofing, editing

                            •
Cover and follow-up letters

                            •
Interview and presentation skills

                            •
Career focus

                            •
What to say and how to say it

                            •
Speech writing

                            •
Writing workshops

                            •
Follow-through, inspiration, and motivation 
 
I dare you. 
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A few quick tips:

· Job hunting is a process, not a few half hours here and there to change the font on your resume, peruse Hot Jobs and CareerBuilder, complain to your co-workers about the life you should have.  Put a plan together.  Ask for help.  Be willing to learn and change your perspective.  Choose to engage fully in the process.  

· Seize the opportunity to speak positively and enthusiastically to your superiors about the ideas you have.  If you don’t speak, how will you affect any change in your own life?  

· Even though it feels against your nature to ask for help in regards to where your career is going, most people will be flattered to hear your questions.  Most people will say they wish they had your strength to recognize when to take charge of the direction of their career.  

· Colby Connections has three different and affordable plans to assist your job hunting, career focused process.  Let’s find the one that works best for you!  
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