
Trying 
 

Who am I when I am not “trying” to be somebody? … when I’m not trying to 

be a good person, to say the right thing, to do the right thing, to be 

successful? Who remains? I have been sitting with this question recently. 
 

I have spent a good part of my life “trying”, for all the right reasons, 

seemingly, but who am I without trying to be somebody?  
 

Trying has overlooked being with the intimacy of what arises in the moment, 

of what or who is right here!  
 

Trying has held thoughts, some very noble, with the highest intensions to 

serve and to do the right thing. As I write this, tears flow, I feel sadness 

mixed with compassion for time lost in trying so hard to be loved, seen, 
accepted ... to do the right thing, and be a good person. As I rest here, 

simply resting, in the sadness, without diverting to escaping the discomfort, I 

notice just behind the sadness is a tender curiosity, asking, “who remains 
when not trying?” — be adventurous — open to the unscripted one, who has 

no name, no idea, no agenda. Is there really anyone there?  

 


