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5 Questions to your Best Career Ever: The Ultimate Career Guide for Teens and Young Adults

The first question: WHO?

The second question: WHY?

The third question: WHAT?

The fourth question: HOW?

The fifth question: WHERE

Dedications

To my father:

‘There is always room for the best.’ RK

To my mother:

You never needed to say anything. Your example was enough. JW

To myself:

May my words ring true to those who need to hear them.

If you want to have work to do every day, you can:

Attend career fairs and see which career calls out to you. 

Search job ads and check if you are suitable for one of the available positions.

Do what your parents, teachers or friends suggest. I mean, they know you only too well.

Research the careers with the best prospects and pursue studies that guarantee your entry into that field. 

Find out which are the highest paying professions in the market and ensure you secure a position in that profession, blood, sweat and tears notwithstanding. 

Do psychometric test after psychometric test to uncover your strengths and align them to a possible career path.

Spend time drawing circles and triangles to see what options the intersection of your skills, strengths and interests unveil.

Take the first opportunity that becomes available to you. Sometimes an opportunity just becomes available before you look. Who turns away such luck?

BUT....

If you really want to know what to do with your life: 

You can read this book.

The above methods of finding your career have one thing in common, they all based on sources outside of yourself that are meant to pinpoint you towards what you should do with yourself.

Some of the above and other related tools have their place in assisting those seeking to know which path to follow, but these would only be useful after some fundamental questions have been answered.

In this book we will seek to answer those questions, and as we do so, find a sure way to find that which we exist to do.

In this book the word career has been used to mean vocation, occupation or your life’s work. It is not limited to a job or a position in an office. The words career, occupation, vocation, profession and work will be used interchangeably throughout the book. 

Why this book?

The world is not short of career guidance books. Why did I find myself propelled to write yet another?

The first reason is that in my reading of career books I have come across many that have helped me identify my skills and strengths or advised on how to transition from one career to another but what I sought most, which I did not find, was the knowledge of how to know exactly what it is I should be doing. This book seeks to answer the question, ‘How do I know?’

The second reason is that I have minimized myself, dimmed my light and basically lost myself because of my indecision to pursue my true career. I have written this book to try and alleviate the rampant suffering in the world as a result of people doing work that is not their true soul’s calling. This book will be a great help to those who are beginning or considering their life’s work. In reading this book, I hope you understand the importance of finding a meaningful career and lovingly pursuing one for yourself, so you may spend your life creating joy for yourself and others. I hope too that this book will be an impetus to those working in vocations that drain their souls and diminish their contribution to the world, to courageously take steps to find and work in a career that uplifts them, energizes them and magnifies their contribution to the world.  

Finally, I have written this book in recognition of the age of awakening and globalization that we are living in today. There are many career books written for the industrial and information age but we are now living in an even more advanced age with so many possibilities and so much higher energy in the planet. We are awakening and embracing this energy and the opportunities it presents. We no longer need to be held back by fear or to settle. 

My story

I am not sure if my career story will serve to educate, inspire or entertain but most books I read begin with the author’s story. For the sake of beginning, here goes mine:

Finding my calling

I was one of those children that fall in love with the classroom right from the day they set foot in kindergarten. I loved school. I loved reading. In my early years, I spent my Saturday mornings reading story books and following my mother around the house as she cleaned, asking the meaning of difficult words. I didn’t need any prodding. I delved into books and read and read. I read anything that I laid my hands on. A lot of times I ended up reading stuff that was way beyond the expected comprehension of my then young mind. And so did I excel! Academic excellence was second nature. I did math, read science and literature, music and arts. I enjoyed it all. 

Thus I ended up in one of the finest high schools in my country. The kind where academic giants go and the kind whose alumni list contains the ‘who is who’ in the seemingly important occupations. In high school, I noticed that I had an inclination towards languages and the sciences and was quickly developing apathy towards the art subjects. I knew in my mind that one day I would join the league of respectable women in one of the prestigious science careers.  Pharmacy or computer science or maybe architecture; I mulled over the options in my mind. In my third year of high school, by the streak of madness that often comes disguised in the form of what is sensible, logical and realistic, I dropped French as my optional subject and picked Accounting. I had enjoyed my French class tremendously and couldn’t care less about balance sheets and income statements, but my ‘intelligent’ out of heart reasoning told me that Accounting was a more ‘useful’ subject to study. And that was when I began thinking I could be a banker. I spent my final high school year swaying between the science based careers and humanities such as law, sociology and business studies. And so did I complete my high school education; lost in the labyrinth of what I could, would, should do for a living.

Admission to university in my country meant a two year idle stint as you waited for your class to be admitted. During those two years I occupied myself with reading and writing lots of letters to my friends, reading magazines and reading the local dailies cover to cover, including the obituaries section. The Sunday weekly of the time carried a full page coverage of books and authors which I read devotedly.  And slowly, without any grand aha-moment revelation, there awoke in me a desire to write. I decided to write a novel. I was lucky to have a father who played scrabble because that meant we had three different dictionaries in the house. Thus, armed with the Oxford, Longman and Collins thesaurus, I began my novel. For the few months that I was at it, I was full of life. I wrote energetically and incessantly. I assigned my younger brother the task of waking me up at seven o’clock every morning on his way out to school. For the first time in my then eighteen years of living, I bolted up in bed at the tap of my shoulder. ‘This is great!’ I thought. This must be it.  I named my project the ‘family curse’ and duly warned my brother and a cousin who lived with us that should my book not go into print, they would be obliged to read it because my work shall not go to waste. If the public will not have it, then my family must.

But alas and alack, I began to ‘reason intelligently’ again. Was I going to sit at home for two years doing ‘nothing’? I left home to live with an aunt as I took courses in typing and professional accounting. That’s what reasonable students did. They used the two year break to acquire basic skills for when they would come in handy. Let us just say I gave up on the typing (pressing QWERTY on the keyboard repeatedly could not hold my attention) and stuck with the basic accounting course out of sheer determination to complete at least one of the two. 

In the meantime, the university admissions were out. I had been admitted to the college of humanities to pursue a Bachelor of Commerce degree. Other than the thrill of going away to college, I was not in any way enthused by my admission to the school of business studies. Long story short, my four years at the college came and went and with each passing year it became clearer in my heart and mind that I was not interested in studying business, especially the Accounting major I had selected in yet another ‘intelligent’ decision. I found myself regularly telling my close friends, “If teachers were well paid in our country, I would be a teacher”. 

My ‘intelligent’ choices seemed to pay off. I was employed as a banker in a reputable international bank. I was earning a good salary and living a comfortable life. In the eyes of my relatives and friends, I had done well for myself. But I found myself unmotivated. Not looking forward to the daily drudgery of my clerical banking job. It was not because the job was clerical. I wasn’t in the least bit attracted to the echelons of top management, the additional perks and benefits notwithstanding. I was not even attracted to my next career step; my supervisor’s job seemed like just another dull daily grind. There was a missing link.

My heart ached with desire to find something that made me tick, something that would move me from my then dead-alive existence to passion, energy and contribution. To life. My mind wandered from profession to profession wondering which I should have been. Interestingly, my realm of possibilities now leaned more towards the arts; interior design, fashion and film. I read a lot of articles about people who had found their niche and made their mark. Businessmen, artists, lawyers, educators, designers, actors, doctors, engineers and motivational speakers. Who among these represented me? I refused to quit thinking even though it nearly drove me mad. By this time I had read enough self-help books and learnt a key lesson about finding my calling. ‘You will know what you are meant to do when you are willing to do it for free’.

One random day, I had just finished my annual vacation and was looking back to see if I had spent the vacation doing the things I enjoyed doing. That was when I noticed that I no longer seemed to know right away what it was that gave me the utmost joy. So I began to do a list of how I should have spent my vacation. Somewhere in the middle of that listing, it hit me like a bolt of lightning: I should have been writing! Not just during the vacation. I should have been writing all the time. I remembered with nostalgia the energy, the joy, the spring in my step, when I was writing my long abandoned book. And that is when I found my pen. I began to write simple stories of day to day living. Stories that I hoped would speak to the mind of every reader, tug at their heartstrings, make them feel, ‘I know this; I’ve been there’. I wrote about many different things. And I loved it.

The day I found my pen, I found my life. How do I know without a doubt that my hands were made to write? I know because when I write I feel free like a bird. When I write I can transverse boundaries, I can speak to minds and souls young and old, near and far. With my pen I can break down barriers. Writing is my healing balm. As I write, I can release long held bitterness, finding forgiveness as I put my feelings into words. The pen is my mirror too. When I write, I am able to see myself just as I am, and to challenge myself to greater good. Writing connects me to myself and to others. It is the contribution I make to others and the gift I offer them wholeheartedly. I know my hands were made to write because even if I knew I would never make a dime out of my work, I would still write. Writing is my legacy.

The negative effects of a crappy career decision

Before we get into the meat and potatoes of this book, let us first get the ugly details out of the way. It’s important that your eye balls are wide with horror at what could befall you if you neglect your career decision - to put you in the right mindset, just in case you didn’t plan to take this seriously. 

The first obvious pitfall of being in the wrong career is poor work performance. When you are doing work that is not right for you, you often do the bare minimum required to survive because the work does not motivate you. Your work may also be of a mediocre rather than excellent standard because you are not using your best skill set at work. You know at the back of your mind that you are not giving your best and neither are you among the best in that field. This can not only be a source of discomfort but also put you at risk of losing your work opportunity when your low productivity and disengagement becomes too obvious.

The other negative as far as the work itself is concerned is that you miss out on opportunities to sharpen your best skills. Your talents remain on the back burner as you use other skills that are more relevant to your current opportunity. 

Holding onto work that is not right for you also comes at the cost of missing the right opportunity. While you spend your time at your current opportunity you miss out on any chances to move into your right career or develop your skills in that line of work.

Being in the wrong career kills your self-confidence and decreases your self-worth. When you stay too long in a place where you are incapable of giving your best, you begin to doubt your capabilities even though you are judging yourself based on the wrong set of skills. Your self-worth also takes a dip when your daily contribution feels meaningless to you. Spending your life doing work that makes you feel irrelevant in life slowly chips away at your soul.

Feeling misplaced at work breeds insecurity and anxiety. When you know you are lost you feel insecure and unsettled. Your mind thinks of all possibilities that could arise out of your misplacement including the possibility of loss of income, decline in income, loss of a job if you are employed or inability to sustain your business venture if you are self-employed. Often this results in exaggerated negative reactions to the slightest triggers as you try to defend your shaky position in the wrong space, making your situation even worse. Insecurity is the genesis of most bad decisions.

Doing the wrong work is not just bad for you. It is also bad for your family, friends and neighbours. People who are dissatisfied with their work are often negative and this negativity is displayed in many forms including endless complaining, being in a grouchy mood, and being unnecessarily defensive and combative. In short, a walking live wire that people have to carefully tread around lest it goes off unexpectedly. The wrong career can also make someone to be socially inactive as they avoid happy places since their own sense of unhappiness is overwhelming.

The wrong career compromises your financial security. First, because when you are not giving your best, your earning potential is limited. People get paid as a reward for the value they offer. A misplaced, dissatisfied worker can only offer so much and thus only earn so much. Second, when your work is the wrong fit for you, you have an endless
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