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Epigraph

This, I believe, is the great Western truth: that each of us is a completely unique creature and that, if we are ever to give any gift to the world, it will have to come out of our own experience and fulfillment of our own potentialities, not someone else’s.

—Joseph Campbell
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Being True to Yourself

Our divine potential [is] most effective when it starts to become automatic, when it becomes unconscious or subconscious. When this happens, people do exactly what they know to do—not what they think they know, not what they should know, not what other people say they know. . . . As the Chinese say: to know and not to do is, in fact, not to know.

—Maya Angelou

How can we move from bracing for failure to waiting for fulfillment? Is there any other question as significant for our performance or our happiness?

I’ve been around greatness all my life. I roomed with basketball great Dr. J (Julius Erving) in college, and I’ve worked with the elite of elite athletes, including Michael Jordan, Scottie Pippen, Kobe Bryant, and Shaquille O’Neal. There is no doubt these athletes were tremendously gifted, loaded with talent. But what I’ve learned from my association with them is that natural ability wasn’t what made them great. What made them so exceptional was that they were what I call unlocked—they were in close touch with that part of themselves that was most truly who they were. That is what allowed them to develop their potential in the way they did.

Greatness can be discovered in each and every one of us. It’s not just the Kobes of the world; I’ve seen that greatness emerge in men convicted of murder serving consecutive life sentences in prison. This potential is not a euphemistic, feel-good fantasy. It is real and tangible and attainable for all.

I know this from working with everyone from elite athletes and powerful CEOs to those pushed to the margins of society. I also know this from the arc of my own life. I’m almost forty years into recovery from alcoholism and heroin addiction. My life changed through prayer and meditation and through service. I dedicated myself to working with people from Yale to jail, from locker rooms to boardrooms. I know that in order to keep what I have learned, I have to give it away. In order to keep learning and growing and expanding, I have to teach. That’s what I’m doing in these pages.

My mission has been to help anyone in any place at any time unlock the greatness within them. The greatness within is why we are alive. It is what we have to offer to the world.

A NUMBER OF YEARS AGO, I WAS HIRED BY AN ELITE PREP school to work with their basketball team, particularly their star player, who, the school felt, wasn’t living up to his potential.

I drove through the suburbs west of Boston on a cool spring day, passing through an open wrought-iron gate set between stone pillars, and traveled down a long, curving drive lined with lilacs that were just coming into bloom. A student in a navy-blue blazer and fashionably untucked white dress shirt led me out past the groomed soccer fields and rows of empty tennis courts to the athletic complex.

The basketball team, half in home jerseys and half in away, was scrimmaging in one of the gyms. I watched them play for a while. They looked like an undistinguished, well-meaning bunch except for one kid. I knew he was the one that they had hired me to counsel and coach, an African American kid I’ll call Khaleel. I had been briefed on him when I took the job. He had been brought to the school on a full scholarship. At six foot five and still growing, he was a skinny-as-a-rail sixteen-year-old, but you could see the NBA body waiting to emerge from his rickety frame. I watched from the sideline as Khaleel drove hard to the hoop, slamming down dunks. He pulled up at the three-point line and drained his outside shot. His long arms and quick hands made him a monster on defense. He got deflections and steals and leaped high to block shots.

Although the team was doing well, due almost entirely to Khaleel’s stellar play, the kid had, according to the school psychologist, problems concentrating on his schoolwork; and the psychologist thought that his shoddy grades had been affecting his play during recent games. The team had begun to slip in their league’s standings. Khaleel was one of the few Black kids at a predominantly white school, and he had a tremendous amount of pressure on him to perform, justify his full athletic scholarship, and bring home a championship trophy to the school. The psychologist had heard about me from a colleague, and he knew one of Khaleel’s heroes was Kobe Bryant.

“I want to be like Kobe,” Khaleel told me after we had been introduced during a break in the practice. I had to laugh. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve heard that. Khaleel said he had studied the Kobe Bryant formula for success: focus, practice hard, commit to winning.

I knew from the school psychologist that, like me, Khaleel had come from the hood. Under his cocky swagger, I felt wariness. The tender, genuine parts of him had been encrusted within an affected cool by his tough childhood.

“Teach me Kobe stuff,” he said. “I need that mamba mentality.”

“Are you willing to do what Kobe was willing to do in order to be the best of the best?” I asked.

“Most definitely.”

It’s one thing to say it, I thought, and it’s entirely another thing to do it.

Kobe had adopted the mamba persona, named after the black snake indigenous to Africa, known for its lethal quickness and deadly venom.

Khaleel wanted to become a mamba like his hero; but that, unfortunately, is not the way it works. It’s okay to model yourself after those you admire. But in sports or any other pursuit, that’s only the beginning. You need something more: you need to find your “gift to the world.”

A DEEPER INTELLIGENCE

With his mamba mentality, Kobe was a trailblazer in this regard. When I worked with him, I was living outside Boston in Newton, and I would fly out to LA to work with the Lakers, meeting with players and coaches at the team’s sprawling, state-of-the-art practice facility in El Segundo and staying in a nearby hotel.

Kobe and I had an immediate connection. I had roomed with Dr. J—Julius Erving—and played pickup ball with him in college at the University of Massachusetts, Amherst. Kobe’s father, Joe Bryant, and Dr. J had been teammates on the Philadelphia 76ers in the 1970s. Kobe immediately saw me as a kind of uncle figure, a seasoned mentor who was as driven and determined as he was and who had a direct connection to his father’s generation of Black basketball players. The NBA is now over 75 percent African American, but at that time it was mostly white; in fact, just a decade earlier, in the 1960s, there had been an effort to limit Black players. Kobe, of course, as a student of the game, knew this, and he also knew it on a personal level. His father’s move to play in Europe had been in part determined by the way the NBA treated African American players, and that made my connection to the generation of Black players to which his father had belonged all the more significant.

Kobe was a sponge—he took it all in. His curiosity was boundless about anything that could potentially help his game. There are stories of him reaching out to top athletes, cold-calling them at all hours. Same with renowned writers, CEOs, movie stars, famous musicians, and film directors; Kobe was always trying to understand what made them great at what they did and learn from their experience.

I worked with the team, not only using my skills as a meditation teacher but also employing what I’d learned as a therapist and stress reduction expert. I added elements of my training in personal and organizational development and group dynamics. I also did a lot of mental discipline training, which is about directing and sustaining attention, being in the moment, and remaining calm and present regardless of circumstances. I teach this by working with people to create space between any given stimulus we may receive and our response to it. Through mindful breathing—closely following the breath going in and out of the body while carefully tracking our bodily sensations and the pattern of our thoughts—we can all become aware of and extend the space between stimulus and response. If we can extend that space so that we’re not automatically and immediately reactive, we will be better able to make wise choices about how to respond to anything coming at us, whether someone is trying to block our jump shot or take advantage of us in a business deal.

When we’re responding in a nonreactive way, our choices are not always or even often the result of what we would call decision-making on a conscious level. Especially in sports—and sports at the highest level—the rhythm and pace of the kind of decision-making I’m talking about is breathtaking. It happens beyond conscious thought. A deeper intelligence is at work, and the results can be astounding.

Basketball legend and former Boston Celtics All-Star Bill Russell writes about the apex of this experience in his book Second Wind: The Memoirs of an Opinionated Man:

I could feel my play rise to a new level. . . . It would surround not only me and the other team, [but] even the referees. . . . At that special level, all sorts of odd things happened. The game would be in the white heat of competition, and yet somehow, I wouldn’t feel competitive, which is a miracle in itself. I’d be putting out maximum effort, straining, coughing up parts of my lungs as we ran, and yet I never felt the pain. The game would move so quickly that every fake, cut, and pass would be surprising, and yet nothing could surprise me. It was almost as if we were playing in slow motion. During those spells, I could almost sense how the next play would develop and where the next shot would be taken. . . . My premonitions would be consistently correct, and I always felt that I not only knew all the Celtics by heart, but also all the opposing players, and that they knew me. There have been many times in my career when I felt moved or joyful, but these were moments when I had chills pulsing up and down my spine. . . . On the five or ten occasions when the game ended at that special level, I literally did not care who had won. If we lost, I’d still be as free and high as a sky hawk.

Russell is writing about being fully unlocked. He describes this state as a feeling of connection that on rare occasions envelops all the players and refs; they are inhabited by a kind of group mind, similar to the intelligence of a flock of birds flying full speed, all turning together in perfect synchrony. It’s what physicist David Bohn calls the “implicit order” suddenly made manifest and explicit. It is a feeling of prescience, knowing what’s going to happen before it happens. It’s significant that Russell says this shared unlocked experience happened perhaps only five or ten times during his career, at the end of games. It is not a state we generally attain, although researchers today are working to better understand it and what produces it. Russell is talking about an extreme instance of what we all sometimes experience as “flow state” or “optimal experience,” terms coined by psychologist Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi. We could also think of it as being “in the zone” or being “locked in.”

The accomplished people that I’ve worked with, whether top-notch athletes or corporate CEOs, or those who have overcome great hurdles, seem to have the ability to access this state, perhaps not readily but in a way that allows them to perform at a consistently high level. My role and work is to help individuals access this state. Not everyone is ready for it. There has to be the willingness to go beyond what we feel is possible, what we think are our limits. This is part of becoming unlocked.

ALLOWING LIFE TO SPEAK FOR ITSELF

My immediate impression of Kobe was that he was the closest thing to Michael Jordan that I had seen. Same incredible concentration and focus. Same killer instinct. But as we worked together, I began to see that Kobe really was his own thing. He had found what he wanted to gift to the world, and he was incomparable.

This was driven home when he was injured in a game against the San Antonio Spurs. He dislocated the little finger of his right hand—his shooting hand. Gary Vitti, head trainer for the Lakers, walked Kobe over to the Lakers’ bench. They stopped and Kobe bent over slightly; Vitti was close to him, talking to him, taking his hand; and then Kobe gasped and heaved, absorbing the pain as Vitti popped the finger back into place. Kobe held the hand up in front his face with a look of curiosity and assessment and wiggled his fingers. Then he looked over at San Antonio’s perennial superstar Tim Duncan and made a joke. Duncan laughed. Kobe, being Kobe, then went right on playing. Which was remarkable, given that the injury turned out to be much more than a simple dislocation. After fuller examination, it turned out that Kobe had a torn ligament and a bone fracture in that finger. Typically, both injuries would keep an NBA player out of commission for weeks.

Kobe taped it up. He couldn’t even hold a basketball, let alone shoot one—that’s how bad it was. But he refused to go on the IR (the Injured Reserve list). He didn’t take even one day off. Instead, he completely changed his shot. I couldn’t believe it when I saw it.

Kobe’s jump shot had always been unique. When he was expanding his game and adding the three-point shot to his repertoire, his summer practice routine included 1,300 made three-point shots a day. The form on his jump shot was as distinctive as a fingerprint. If you saw only the shadow of the shooter making the shot, you would know immediately it was Kobe Bryant. His arms went up, and after the release his fingers relaxed, drooping downward. His body, like a lightly drawn bowstring, smoothly curved backward in an arc. His legs, too, after the initial propulsion upward, relaxed; the feet, like his fingers, drooped downward, angled toward the floor.

He developed his jump shot in an intuitive way. It was something that came out of him and expressed itself. He didn’t force it to be one way or another. It was unconventional. He was listening to his internal wisdom, the greatness within, which was saying to him: This is the way to do it. It is true that he had intention behind this. But it was an intention to allow whatever was unfolding to unfold. To allow life to speak for itself.

Being unlocked in this way is very subtle. What’s important to understand is that it’s about getting in touch and focusing on the inside instead of focusing on what’s outside of us. So what’s out there is a reflection of what’s in here. That’s when life starts to feel right. It takes on a rhythm and direction all its own, and we’re amazed and carried along. Kobe through practicing came to that understanding: This is how I need to do it. This feels right. I feel more alive. I feel more like myself when I do it this way.

After Kobe changed his shot, the ball sat differently in his hands. His release was different. But he quickly and seamlessly adapted; even though the injury took some time to heal, he played through it, missed no time, and still shot a high percentage. Nobody does that.

I saw Kobe breaking out in real time. The similarities with Michael Jordan were already there. Both were vibrating at a different level, although it must be said that MJ was inimitable, unique in this regard, beyond anyone else I have ever seen, and that does include Kobe. There was a palpable force field around MJ. Nothing could shake him. Nothing could break that force field. It was extraterrestrial. It was supernatural. Kobe was miraculous—Achilles without the heel. But I’m not comparing Kobe to MJ anymore. Kobe was Kobe.

Kobe completely understood the level of focus and commitment it took me, as a recovering addict, to come from where I was coming from, understood my ongoing commitment to work it day in and day out with no days off. My commitment was and is total. The adage in AA’s “Big Book” for recovery—one day at a time—was a mantra for both of us. Kobe was fanatical, obsessed, single-minded. He was all-in all the time. Just like me.

My support of Kobe was unwavering and unconditional. I worked with him on being in the moment, not being distracted. You could say I worked with him to develop what was already there—a poise, a remarkable ability to focus and concentrate and sustain a locked-in toughness. He understood the deeper intelligence inside himself and how it changed his game when he tapped into it. That deeper intelligence is what we worked on attaining.

SCORING WITHOUT TRYING TO SCORE

In early January 2015, I got a call from Kobe inviting me out to Newport Beach to spend a few days hanging out with him. Kobe was preparing for the next phase, the transition to life after retiring from basketball.

It was immediately clear, when I joined him, that he was at peace with leaving the game. I was impressed with his process and the ease he had around his decision. He was fully engaged with his company, Kobe Inc. I visited its offices and met the staff. Its creative wing would help Kobe win an Oscar for his animated short film Dear Basketball, and that wing was also responsible for the production of his autobiographical documentary Kobe Bryant’s Muse, which would initially air on Showtime.

Kobe and I talked for many hours over the days I was there. He invited me to a Lakers game one night; we flew by helicopter to downtown LA, landed on a rooftop, and took a limo a short distance to Staples Center. Everyone at Staples gathered around him. They all wanted to be in his orbit. He had that kind of charisma, that kind of presence.

People said Kobe was arrogant toward his teammates. If they didn’t have his level of commitment, if they weren’t completely prepared and willing to do whatever it took to win, he would get up in their face. He was going to tell them exactly where they were sloppy, where they were falling down. It wasn’t because he was arrogant but because he put in the work. Can you feel the difference? If he didn’t pass the ball to you, it was because he didn’t trust you. He made those calls purely on the level of instinct, of intuition, after watching all the tape, after all the endless practices and reps. He just let it all go at game time. He was a conduit, playing by feel. People wanted him to be humble. But that was not his way.

When I asked Kobe for a blurb for my book The Mindful Athlete, he wrote generously: “George helped me . . . to be neither distracted or focused, rigid or flexible, passive or aggressive. I learned just to be.”

To just be. He summed it up in a nutshell. That really is the essence of all I teach. Kobe was able to translate that into the beauty of his game. He had transcended mamba. His playing was very simple, nothing extra. He moved like flowing water, with a sinuous power and an inexplicable grace. To just be was what I taught Kobe and what I try to impart to every young athlete and all the other types of people looking to up their game.

One of the last conversations we shared seems particularly poignant in light of his premature death.

“Do you remember the time I said to you that the best way to score is to not try to score?” I asked.

“Of course I do.”

“You had sixteen points in the first quarter. It was like you weren’t even trying.”

“It wasn’t me that was out there shooting. It wasn’t me, and yet it was.”

“That’s how it goes when you’re unlocked.”

Kobe nodded. He had let loose his inner power, the special greatness within him. And now, when he was no longer an elite athlete, he had tapped into a profound peace in his life using that same set of skills.

TRYING WITHOUT TRYING, HOOKING INTO SOMETHING LARGER than ourselves—this was what I wanted to impart to young Khaleel. I wanted to encourage him, guide him, although perhaps not quite in the way he hoped. Kobe was a god to him, and here he was talking to a guy who had coached his god.

“You looked pretty good out there,” I told Khaleel.

“Sure. Against those guys. Candy from babies. I know I could be a whole lot better.”

“You’re young. You have time.”

“No, sir. I don’t have time. I want it like Kobe. You gotta help me.”

Many are called but few are chosen, I thought. But I didn’t say that.

“What about becoming you?” I asked Khaleel. “Forget for a minute about Kobe. What about being true to yourself?”

He looked at me, perplexed, but I felt a distant shimmering.

“That power inside you that you want to unlock? It doesn’t have anything to do with Kobe. It’s your unique gift to the world. Find your authentic self. Find yourself and you will find the greatness you seek.”

I could feel him quiet internally and settle.

“That’s it,” I said. “Now you’ve got it.”

I could feel the force of Khaleel’s energy shift.

Find yourself. To this great work, we all are chosen.

We stood together, looking at each other; all around us whistles blew, sneakers squeaked on the hardwood floor, and there was the pat pat pat of dribbling balls: practice was starting up again.

I broke the silence between us. “Kobe and I would often talk about imposing our will,” I said. “You know how people say he ‘imposed his will’ on the game? I’m not just talking about Kobe here.”

“People say that all the time.”

“They do. But it’s not quite accurate. That’s not what it’s about. Self-centered, competitively aggressive, worried about winning—some people saw Kobe that way. But that wasn’t Kobe. And that’s not the way we want to be.”

Khaleel’s eyes were shining bright.

“Our will is not some outside force that pushes and bullies its way to achieve a goal. It is generated from inside of us through awareness and intuition. This force is unique to us. When it’s unlocked, it impacts everything and everyone around us—this is the way we want to impose our will.”

I then told him the story of Kobe scoring sixteen points in the first quarter and how Kobe loved talking about the theory that the best way to score is to not try to score.

“Khaleel, we need you out here!” his coach barked.

“What should I call you? Coach?” Khaleel asked as he turned to go.

“You can call me whatever you want. Just don’t call me late for dinner.”

That cracked both of us up. Khaleel looked back as he ran toward practice. The smile on his face said it all. I felt the flow of energy between us, a spark of newfound understanding radiating from Khaleel. He was ready to begin his own journey.

BEING “BREATHED”

The best way to score is to not try to score. We perform better when we forget ourselves and just let it happen. The classic Zen in the Art of Archery, written in the 1940s by the German philosopher Eugen Herrigel, is a brilliant rendering of this idea. The book was very important to me as I developed my own style of teaching, and I have incorporated many of its lessons. The book contains profound wisdom that can take lifetimes to master; but we can draw some of the marrow from it and apply it to all areas of life.

One of the primary lessons that Herrigel learns from his archery sensei, Master Kenzo Awa, is to let the arrow shoot itself. This is the same thing I taught Kobe—to score without trying to score. Awa teaches Herrigel what in the Zen arts is called “effortless effort.” The arrow finds a target not because we’re trying to hit the target, not even because we’re looking at the target. We cultivate being present and allow our inner wisdom to express itself.

The Zen art of archery in Japan is called “kyudo,” the “way of the bow.” In kyudo, the bow, six feet long, is held over the head, the arrow nocked into the bowstring, positioned parallel to the ground. If you visualize this, you can imagine that the long, stiff bow is tremendously hard to draw. And yet the drawing of the bow is of the utmost importance. It is primary, and it turns out that Herrigel’s master can read everything about Herrigel and his life and level of attainment in this one act. In the same way, we can read everything we need to know about Kobe in the drooping fingers and the tilt of his toes on his jump shot.

For the draw, Awa insists that Herrigel use only the strength in his hands. The arms, shoulders, and rest of the body must be relaxed. “When drawing the string you should not exert the full strength of your body,” the master says, “but you must learn to let only your two hands do the work, while your arm and shoulder muscles remain relaxed, as though they looked on impassively.”

For many months, Herrigel attempts to draw the bow in this manner. Through his futile struggles the master is polite, praising his effort and enthusiasm and giving him pointers. Yet it seems that no guidance, however well-intentioned, will enable Herrigel to be able to draw the bow correctly, with even a fraction of Awa’s relaxed and seemingly effortless grace. Finally, Herrigel has had enough. Despite his best efforts, he has to admit that he simply cannot do it and gives up, telling Awa that he’s been making a conscientious effort to remain relaxed during the arduous process of the draw; it is simply not working.

“That’s just the trouble, you make an effort to think about it. Concentrate entirely on your breathing, as if you had nothing else to do.”

Awa then teaches Herrigel how to breathe. This very deliberate, specific process involves forcing the in-breath down gently in the abdomen and holding it, and then breathing out as slowly and evenly as possible. By practicing this technique, Herrigel discovers that the energy he gets from breathing is circulated by the body in such a way as to allow the bow to be correctly drawn. It takes many months, but finally Herrigel feels that he loses himself effortlessly in the breath and at times feels as though he’s not the one doing the breathing, but instead is being “breathed.” Only at this point is he truly able to progress in the way of the bow.

Herrigel asks the friend who introduced him to Awa why Awa had waited so long and put him through so much torture before teaching him the fundamentals of the breath, without which one has absolutely no chance of ever being able to draw the bow, let alone shoot.

“Had he begun the lessons with breathing exercises,” his friend says, “he would never have been able to convince you that you owe them [breathing techniques] anything decisive. You had to suffer shipwreck through your own efforts before you were ready to seize the lifebelt he threw you.”

Learning to breathe is a crucial first step for what Zen calls the “artless arts,” of which kyudo is but one. There is the art of the ink-brush and flower arranging and the art of tea and the martial arts. All are seen as vehicles of self-development and ways to touch ultimate truth, the real beyond appearances and delusion. All cultivate a naturalness, a grace, an ability to be fully in the moment.

In kyudo, as in all areas of life, energy has to build and be released at the proper time, in accord with rhythms to which we are not usually attuned. Herrigel gives the example of a clump of snow slipping from a leaf. The leaf bends and bends under the weight of the accumulating snow until finally the angle of the leaf tilted downward is so steep that the snow falls off and the leaf springs back. This is the way of the bow. The bowstring is released in the same way that the leaf bends and springs back. The timing of the release is perfectly natural. It is unforced. It is not intentional but effortless and inevitable.

In coaching Herrigel, Awa says, “The right shot at the right moment does not come because you do not let go of yourself. You do not wait for fulfillment but brace yourself for failure.” How true this is in all we do. The predisposition toward failure can be subtle, but it is nonetheless deadly. And just as we started this chapter, the question arises: How can we move from bracing for failure to waiting for fulfillment? That’s what this book will show you.

The kyudo master insists that “right art” is “purposeless” and “aimless.” What stands in Herrigel’s way to being able to do what Kobe did—to score without trying to score—is too much “willful will.” And Awa adds an even more significant insight, one that we would do well to keep close and apply to all aspects of the way we live and relate to the world.

“You think that what you do not do yourself does not happen,” the master says.

The implications of this short statement are profound. On one level, the master is pointing to a kind of narcissism that passes for everyday life. Something is important or significant only if it’s happening to me. Everything else is somehow out there and not quite as important or real. I’m sure that many of us are familiar with that position. In fact, if we’re honest, this is how we mostly live.

But the master is pointing at something deeper and even more significant. He says that when we do something, we think we are doing it. In one sense that may be true, but our involvement isn’t all that’s happening. Something is flowing through us that is much greater than we are. Our egos tell us that we are the person who does this or that. But we’re not. When we are unlocked and in touch with the power within us, in touch with our true selves, we move in effortless synchronicity with the greater whole; life moves in us and through us. Which is what is going on all the time anyway, although we’re not in touch with it, mindful of it, because our thinking process gets in the way.

The experience of living in the unimpeded flow of the energy of life is Herrigel’s experience of being “breathed.” It is the arrow loosed by the master with his eyes closed that unfailingly finds the target. It is two arrows meeting in midair. It is scoring without trying to score. It is being unlocked and finding the greatness within. It involves a deeper seeing and being, an awakening to our true nature and our authentic selves, and it is the embodied realization of our oneness with everything that is.

In the following chapters, you will learn how to access this boundless gift for yourself, fully tapping into the expansive power within you.





Descent

There is an illusion about America, a myth about America to which we are clinging which has nothing to do with the lives we lead and I don’t believe that anybody in this country who has really thought about it or really almost anybody who has been brought up against it—and almost all of us have one way or another—this collision between one’s image of oneself and what one actually is is always very painful and there are two things you can do about it, you can meet the collision head-on and try and become what you really are or you can retreat and try to remain what you thought you were, which is a fantasy, in which you will certainly perish.

—James Baldwin

People have called me a “performance whisperer.” I coax and tease. I “whisper” to the stubborn, oppositional part of a person that resists growth, that refuses to break old habits. To unlock inner greatness, we have to crack that shell to access what’s underneath. It can be a difficult, painful process, challenging our mind much the way performance training stretches our body and the limits of our endurance. The mental training I do with athletes, prisoners, teachers, college administrators, businesspeople, and others shakes us out of the familiar and puts us in touch with deeper aspects of ourselves.

One of the primary lessons of mental training is that we always—100 percent of the time—need to be moving toward our goal
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