Here C0mes 2020!
Quite Possibly Your Best Year Yet!
Welcome to my Work Happiness Monthly Newsletter.
OK, this is a double bonus newsletter for December, 2019. J
Next one comes in January.
When you subscribe, you will gain knowledge, data, science, strategies, tools, the most current
practices, and of course, my personal research and reflections from over 35 years on all sides of
the table in the workforce—on all things work happiness.
Work happiness flows over into our personal lives too, so in each newsletter you’ll get the best
input, studies and advice on work/life balance also.
Best thing about it? It’s absolutely, positively 100% FREE. Subscribe HERE.
You will also be invited to a private Facebook Group (starting in January) where you can network
with other work happiness seekers, professionals and providers of work happiness.
And finally, you will get a FREE reserved copy of my upcoming book The Recruiter, due out in
2020.

Sample Chapters at the end of this newsletter.
So whether you are looking to advance your career, change it, find your dream job, figure out a
way to motivate your people, motivate yourself, find balance, take a vacation (you are allowed),
work smarter, work less, or simply (and most importantly) live a life that is meaningful, happy,
effortless, fun and financially rewarding, then this monthly read is for you.

Now on to my end of year message…
My application theory of work happiness is called The MISOGI Life.

It’s a life that you choose to live outside your comfort zone in order to affect lasting, positive
change in your work and in your personal life.
And by incorporating the following six practices. . . you will be well on your way to a life filled
with adventure, happiness and success.
The six practices of The MISOGI Life are . . .

•
•
•
•
•
•

Meaning
Innovation
Self-Care
Opportunity
Gratefulness … and
Introspection

Starting in January, I am going to address one of the practices of The MISOGI life so that you can
lead a happier work life in 2020 and beyond. And remember, that includes life beyond work too.
Meaning will be the theme for January. How to find meaning in your work, your personal life,
and beyond yourself. When we find our meaning, our careers and personal lives soar.

I’ll show you people who have found BIG meaning by taking huge leaps into the unknown. I’ll
give you tips and tools to find meaning in your life and the science behind why having meaning in
your life might be more important than even food, clothing or shelter! It’s true!
But until then, welcome to my end of year reflection and inspiration.
In the new year, you will . . .
§
§
§
§
§

Experience changes in your existing relationships
Gain new friends and colleagues
Drop some that don’t serve you (please do!)
Make huge strides in your career, or dump the career you’ve hated for far too long, and…
Add fun into your year.

When it comes to money, this may be your year too!
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According to the Chinese horoscope, 2020 is the year of the Rat. What does that mean?
In Chinese culture, rats were seen as a sign of wealth and surplus. So, if you (or yours) were born
in any of the following years, this could be a big money year for you. You are also very likeable
which can work in your favor at work and in your personal relationships. Being likeable is always
a good thing. Being unlikeable is not.
1924 | 1936 | 1948 | 1960 | 1972 | 1984 | 1996 | 2008 | 2020
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I was born in the year of the TIGER. This makes me a born leader, very competitive and not afraid
of risk. Maybe that’s why I believe in living outside the comfort zone of life, going for the big leap
and making life happen for you, not to you. It’s an exciting way to live and The MISOGI Life is
based on this way of thinking. I even host a podcast about it. I must be doing something
fearlessly right, because it’s been ranked as high as #5 in Society and Culture. Feel free to
subscribe! I would be grateful! That’s #5 in The MISOGI Life. Gratefulness.

By the way, for 2020, I’m looking for some huge industry shifters who have gone way outside
their comfort zone to be my guests! Maybe that’s you! Click HERE to nominate someone or
yourself.

What else is in store for you in 2020? A change in business vernacular for sure.
Pay close attention if any of these words resonate (an overused word that I will be changing in
2020!) with you.
Overused words and phrases in 2019:
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§
§

Bottom Line
Reach Out
Moving Forward
Customer Journey
Anything with ‘Master’ in it: Master Class, Master Mind, etc.
o Some businesses are using words like Genius, Guru or Strategic instead
Bandwidth (actually, that word has been tired for too many years now – dump it!)
Gaining traction
Leverage
Value Ad (way too many years now…)
Transparency (you don’t have to be see through, but you do need to be honest)
Circle Back
Cloud (we all know that everything is in the cloud now)
Thought leader (everyone claims to be a thought leader these days…what exactly does
that mean?)
And many, many more.

So, if any of the above words are part of your communication, stop using them! You’ll just be
yesterday’s news.

Here are some new words and phrases that you should be using in 2020! Maybe they’ll get you
into the board room. If not, they’ll definitely get you a call back to that next meeting.
Words and phrases to use in 2020:
§ It worked out better than I expected.
o Shows that you are humble but successful.
§ It seems like something is on your mind…
o A great negotiating phrase when someone is trying to rip you off or sell you
without even knowing you (aka, LinkedIn connection requests that go right to
pitches – uh, don’t do that). This open-ended question works to get more
information before making a decision. It’s used by Chris Voss, one of the FBI’s
most successful hostage negotiators and a bestselling author.
§ Simple
o It’s so nice to have simplicity in a complicated world.
§ Intuition
o This is the year of the feminine. Sorry guys. Time to trust your gut more.
§ Flow
o Flow is more than a series of yoga moves. It’s all about tapping into your creativity
and productivity. When we’re in flow, we forget what time it is, and it confirms
that we love what we do.
§ Quant (as in the numbers gurus on wall street)
o If you want to appear smarter than these guys, find a way to use quant in your
communications)
§ Mobile
o As in, everything technologically related to your business is mobile first. Make
sure you’re prepared and in the loop.
§ In the loop
o This one never goes out of style. Everyone wants to be in the loop, be brought
into the loop and be part of the loop. Include them.
§ AI (as in Artificial Intelligence)
o Know what this is and how it affects your industry. It will probably be the biggest
biz buzz word of 2020. Say that one three times fast! ;)
§ Learning
o Such a simple word, but an important one. I am learning about… And you should
be learning about things that are completely unrelated to your business. Not only
does this make you more interesting at a social or business gathering, it engages
you more in life and it makes you happier.
o What am I learning about now you may ask? OK, I’ll tell you about all the weird,
fun stuff I’m learning.
§ Brain games and their effect on cognitive ability.
§ Negotiation from some of the best teachers on the planet.
§ Spirituality (Eastern mostly).
§ How to play Mahjong (it’s difficult but fun!). I feel so smart!
§ Gluten free, vegan eating. I feel better!

§
§

§

Pickleball (I am entering my first tournament this spring). Fun!
Story structure from two of Hollywood’s leading script consultants. Makes
my creativity soar!
§ The Theory of Time (wow!)
There is much more in store for me, but rather than rattle on, I encourage you to find
your learning for this year!

What else is in store for us in 2020?
▪
▪
▪

▪

▪
▪

A Presidential election that may change the world as we see it. Pay attention! Watch out
for biased news. I like FAIR and The Wall Street Journal.
A global universe that is getting smaller and will affect your work and life.
Technology that is replacing approximately 1.8 million jobs (according to Gartner
research) and how you can be part of the 2.3 million jobs it will create!
o Hello Artificial Intelligence
Advances in science that will eradicate diseases and introduce new strains of viruses that
are replacing them. And yes, this affects work happiness, because it’s going to affect your
healthcare coverage.
o For example: Some of the same mutations that enable humans to ward off deadly
infections also make us more prone to certain inflammatory and autoimmune
diseases. In other words, our immune systems continue to evolve. What will your
insurance cover for you in 2020?
o Have you already seen your deductibles go up and coverage go down? According
to CNBC, expect a minimum of a 5% increase in premiums, with all sorts of
barriers to reimbursement.
And what about pensions? What are those?
401Ks? Social Security? Stock Options?

There’s a lot on the chopping block and you need to know how all of it will affect you when it
comes to making decisions about your career. So how do you learn? You pick your news source,
pick your topics and read. Even if it’s 15 minutes a day. Do it after coffee quiet time and before
checking your email.
And what about the stress associated with having to KNOW IT ALL NOW, faster than the AI
algorithms that are working alongside you, behind you, watching you? Yes, big brother is here
and it’s freaking us out. You’ll learn ways to manage that stress in this newsletter throughout
2020. Ways that will help you mentally, emotionally and physically, along with the science
behind the suggestions.
Here’s the good news… big brother is missing something that only we mere humans possess and
can capitalize on…
Do you know what that is?

It’s called Emotional Intelligence. And in 2020, the more you can develop this skill in
your work and personal life, the happier you will be at the end of the year. Happier with your
bank account, your work, your relationships, your health and yourself.
And while I can promise you the above, I can’t promise you that by becoming more emotionally
intelligent you’ll get an invite to the 134,000 membership of Mensa (you need a minimum IQ of
132 if you take the Stanford-Binet test, 148 for the Cattell standard). Mine is shy by a couple
points . . . darn!). However, you will definitely feel smarter and that may translate (I will use this
word more than resonate in 2020). You should take the test now and at the end of the year and
see if I’m right.
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Emotional Intelligence (EQ)
Oxford dictionary: The capacity to be aware of, control, and express one's emotions, and to
handle interpersonal relationships judiciously and empathetically.
When you are emotionally intelligent, you learn how to manage your impulses, communicate
clearly and collaboratively, adapt and manage change with ease, be able to problem solve more
effectively and not take yourself too seriously. You’ll get along better with others (even the ones
you don’t like) and you’ll begin to feel more optimistic regardless of the situation. Your affability
will become infectious and your ability to persuade will come naturally.
Emotional intelligence is something you can’t learn in school, and you can’t obtain no matter
how many educational degrees you may have earned. It has to come from a deeper place. A
place that goes beyond words. A place of feeling, intuition, empathy and natural knowing. You
have to be willing to explore the inner you.
How do I increase my emotional intelligence?
Here are a few starting tips. We’ll talk more in January when we discuss Meaning.

Greeting
Handshake
§

When you greet someone professionally, do you extend your hand first? You should. Do
you smile? You should. Do you look the other person in the eyes? You should. Do you
introduce yourself? You should.
o How firm of a handshake should you use?
§ Shake the whole hand.
• Ladies: if a man tries to just shake your fingers lightly, adjust
quickly and shake the whole hand.
§ Firmly, but not crushing.
• You don’t want to say, I’m the boss, or I’m going to crush you. Or, I
want you to see how serious I am about this job. Just have a
friendly but firm handshake. Almost as though you are testing the
ripeness of an avocado.
§ Do not offer a weak handshake. Ever.
§ Oh, and one more thing. No Fist Bumps! Ugh!

What to say
§ It’s nice to meet you.
§ Hi, I’m NAME.
§ Hi, I’m NAME. It’s nice to meet you.
Hug?
o In a personal situation, if you know the person, but they are not your best bud, you
can shake hands or give a quick hug. Use your intuition on what feels comfortable for
you.
o In a personal or business situation, if you know the person well, you can give them a
hug (not a romantic press) and say, Hi, NAME, it’s good to see you! And then move
back.
HEAR
When I say hear, what I am saying is listen, but really hear what the other person is saying. You
may have heard terms like authentic listening or active listening. I just say hear, because if you
listen, but don’t really hear what the other person is saying, then it’s not a conversation. It’s just
a chance for you to wait for a pause so that you can say that incredibly important statement or
story that’s on your mind. Don’t do that.
§
§
§
§
§

Listen = Hear
Nod now and then to show you are present
Reflect
Count to 5 before you respond.
Respond with thoughtfulness and acknowledgement that you heard what they said

§
§
§

If your mind is drifting, repeat the key words the other person is saying so you can at
least comment on them.
Remember, it’s not about you, unless they ask about you. And if they do, tell a short
story, smile and turn it back to them.
Complements that are based on observation and are real can never hurt ;)

If you do these things, you are not only being emotionally intelligent, you are gaining a fan across
the table.
OK my work happiness friend. That’s enough to absorb between now and January.
I will not be posting anymore of my newsletters. And…the ones to come are going to go much
deeper on each topic.
Sign up HERE for FREE to SUBSCRIBE.
Happy New Year and see you in January 2020!
Follow me
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Chapter One —Fired

Bill had no idea he was about to be fired.
He was sure that his job as an Institutional Salesman at the leading bulge bracket
Investment Bank was secure.
After all, he was responsible for the largest funds the bank dealt with and had spent the
last decade cultivating those relationships.
Bill thought nothing of jumping on a red eye from New York to San Francisco, just so he
could take the head of a Hedge Fund out to breakfast, and then fly back the same day to do
dinner with Global Investments, the bank’s largest client.
Boondoggles to exotic locations included $2,000 bottles of wine, very pretty girls, golf,
spa, gambling—whatever the client wanted. Discretion was Bill’s middle name.
Bill was a go-getter, a dedicated employee who loved his job. He believed that sacrifice
was part of success, and willingly signed up for it when he got into the business 15 years ago
(after getting his BA from Columbia and MBA from Harvard).
Bill was in his early 40s now, still good looking with sea green eyes and a head full of
thick ginger hair. He was in decent shape, other than the extra ten he carried in the middle from
all the travel and entertaining.
He used to get up at 3 a.m., workout at the New York Athletic Club in midtown and be at
his desk by 5. But lately, with all the extra responsibilities that come with being a top biller, a
father of growing children and making sure he paid adequate attention to his wife, the exercise
had to go. That’s when the weight sneaked in. But hey, he was getting an extra hour of sleep
each night, so it was worth the tradeoff. He even bought one of those cool sleep analysis
bracelets to make sure his REM was on track. 4 hours of REM could make the sleep cycle more
efficient, which meant he could work an extra few hours each day without crashing. The bracelet
even checked blood flow to make sure all of his organs were getting proper circulation. Bill
checked the sleep App on his iPhone at least 10 times a day. You could say he was slightly
obsessed.
~
Bill’s wife quit her job as a high-powered white-collar litigation Attorney when the first
of their three children was born and had been doing a superb job of raising them ever since. He
didn’t mind that his wife didn’t work anymore; he was happy to be the sole provider for a family
that he could be proud of.
All three kids got into Doty, the K-12 school on the Upper Eastside, which caused his
chest to puff out a little more at neighborhood parties. All in, tuition only put him back $160k a
year, which included a modest donation to the annual fund. His bonus always covered it, even
though this year was projected to be a little less than last.
Rumor on the street was that A.I. machines were becoming fast replacements for the roles
of sales traders and institutional salespeople at large banks, which, he had to admit, made him a
little nervous. But Bill knew he was valuable to his employer and forced the worry out of his
mind.
His oldest boy, Chase, was a natural pitcher at 9 years old. Bill knew it because he hired a

private pitching coach who said so and who worked with his son three afternoons a week.
The coach promised that a college scholarship was in the future and Bill willingly forked
over $200 every time the guy picked his kid up to practice. The coach even mentioned that if Bill
played his cards right, regardless of how good his kid got, that he could pull some strings to get
him into Stanford, the coach’s Alma Mater. It was tempting, but after the recent University
scandal that landed a few high-profile actors in jail and about 20 more money magnets soon to be
sentenced, Bill just smiled and said,
“Thanks, we’ll take our chances. But yeah, please keep coaching him.”
His first-grade daughter could sing like a lark and so she took private singing lessons
from the top voice teacher to Broadway stars. Seeing his daughter’s name in lights was as much
his dream as it was hers.
The youngest boy hadn’t developed a particular talent or passion yet, so Bill and his wife
opted for educational augmentation to ensure some sort of advantage over the rest of the pack.
It was all pretty darned expensive, but in Bill’s mind, definitely worth it. And, he could
afford it based on his anticipated year-end bonus. Everyone on Wall Street was leveraged—no
big deal.
~
It happened on a Friday.
Bonus numbers were due the following Monday and Bill was edgy with anticipation as to
what his number would be when it came out of the firm’s black box of subjectivity.
If he made his traditional third of revenues, he would bring in low seven figures, or more
if he impressed the head of the division enough – something he tried to do at every opportunity.
The bonus covered his mortgage, his three kids’ tuition, private lessons, vacations and the
down payment on a summer house in the Hamptons that he and his wife had just made an offer
on. He was sure it would all work out as it always had and that he could breathe for another year.
~
Bill’s phone rang at 4:30, after the market had closed and he was getting ready to head
out for the weekend.
“Hi Bill, it’s Susan in HR. I was wondering if you could stop by for a minute before you
took off.”
That’s weird, he thought. Why would Susan want to see me? He recalled that he had
pinged Susan about vision coverage for glasses that his youngest needed, so maybe that was it.
Bill made his way up the elevator to HR and waited outside Susan’s office as she finished
up a call. Bill watched her through the glass and noticed that she looked particularly somber. He
wondered if she was dealing with a problem. Then again, he figured it went with the territory, so
he turned around and settled in to wait his turn.
“Hey Cal,” Bill called as the Head of Capital Markets walked by. Cal nodded briefly, as
though he was preoccupied with something else, and moved on. Cal was usually so jovial.
“Hi Bill, come on in.” Bill hadn’t heard the door open behind him but was glad he didn’t
have to wait a long time to be seen.
“Hey Susan, how goes it? Were you able to find out if the vision plan covers glasses? My
little guy must have gotten his grandfather’s eyes, which sucks for him.”
“Have a seat, Bill,” Susan replied. “We need to talk.”
Her words sent a shockwave from Bill’s ears to the edge of his Cole Hahn loafers. Have a
seat could only mean one thing.
Bill’s phone vibrated and he looked down to read the text.
I hope your bonus is big because I’m pregnant!

Chapter Two — Crushed

Cally couldn’t wait for Bill to get home. She was so excited to be pregnant with their
fourth child and wanted to celebrate with her very successful husband. Life was good—mostly.
Sure, the baby was not planned. It had happened after a fun night in the Hamptons. The
night they had found the perfect beach house to buy for the family and had decided to make an
offer. Now they could keep up with the Jones’s at their kid’s private school and host their own
Fourth of July gala on the shores of Long Island Sound.
But where was he? It was seven thirty and Bill had promised to be home by six lately,
unless he had a client dinner. Wasn’t it enough that he was in the office before the sun came up
and worked a minimum of twelve-hour days? How much more did his firm expect?
On the other hand, maybe he got his numbers early and was out celebrating the
impending bonus with his cronies.
Cally wrapped Bill’s plate in cellophane and put it in the fridge. The two oldest had just
been picked up for sleepovers and their youngest was playing luminosity games on the computer,
so Cally set to prettying herself for her husband’s arrival. She knew that she would balloon
quickly with child number four, so she wanted to show Bill a good time while her figure was still
intact.
She looked up at the clock. 8:15 pm. Cally was worried, and while she didn’t want to
spoil his fun, on this special night, she definitely wanted him home.
Home soon? The text was short and not nagging. She stared at the phone, waiting for the
watermark bubble to pop up that showed her husband was typing a reply or sending a thumbs up
emoji.
Nothing.
Cally heard a soft knock on the door.
~
Bill was in shock. Fired? Him? What the hell? It must be a mistake.
The second he left Susan from HR’s office, he hurried back to his desk in the firm’s
Capital Markets bullpen and frantically dialed his best pal’s landline in the San Francisco office.
The voicemail was deafening.
Uh, yeah, this is Peter. I got the axe today, so I won’t be returning your call. If you have
any job leads for me, I would appreciate it. Please call my cell, this morning if possible, because
it will probably be turned off by the end of the business day. Thanks. Shit.
Wow, Bill thought. If they fired Peter, it must be a firm-wide thing because Peter was the
best Sales Trader on the West Coast. Bill punched in the numbers to Peter’s cell.
You have reached a number that is no longer in service.
Bill wondered if Peter had gotten any of his bonus. After all, he too had worked the full
cycle and was due his share, regardless of being fired.
~
During their meeting, Susan from HR informed Bill that he wouldn’t be needed anymore
as the firm was going forward with a leaner platform. As for his bonus, he wouldn’t be getting
one due to the firm’s underperformance. Bill had heard that the firm was having a record year.
He alone billed over four million in revenues — his best ever. When he asked, Susan just waved
her hand in the air.

Underperformance.
The good news, Susan continued, was that his past stock options would be honored and
vested in tranches starting six months from today, and every month thereafter until it was all
converted. This way the firm wouldn’t experience a falling stock price due to all of the exits
cashing in. It just wouldn’t be market prudent.
She ended the meeting by handing him a check for two week’s paid vacation and asked
him to leave without removing anything from his desk.
Of course, he was subject to garden leave (even though that normally applied to an
employee leaving ‘at will’), which meant that he was not permitted to work for a competitor for
three months, unless he wanted to relinquish his stock.
Bill wanted to scream, swear, and throw something, but all he could do was sit there —
one single salty tear dripping down his cheek and into the side of his mouth.
“Um, I have to ask you to leave now, Bill. I am so very sorry. We will give you a good
reference and I wish you the best of luck.” Susan tried to put a smile on her face, as though she
was saying, just think, this is an opportunity, not a life-smashing event. But Bill was crushed.
~
As soon as Bill realized that he wouldn’t be able to reach anyone or that, God forbid,
anyone would call him, Bill decided it was time to go.
He looked up to see the firm’s security guard standing off to the side, watching him with
suspicion. As Bill reached for the picture of his wife and kids, the guard stepped a little closer.
“You mean I can’t take the fricking picture of my family?”
“No, sorry sir. They might think you’ve hidden files in the frame or something.”
Bill ripped the picture out of the frame, cutting his thumb in the process, and waved the
flimsy photo in front of the guard’s face.
“Does this look like a hidden file to you? Jesus.”
“Well,” the guard replied, as he moved his hand toward his concealed weapon. “I guess
that’s OK.”
“You bet your ass it’s OK,” Bill replied, as though getting pissed off at the guard was
going to help his situation.
“I need to escort you out now. Sorry.” The guard kept his hand on the holster snap for
easy access. There had been incidents at other firms.
Bill hunched his shoulders in defeat and stood up to go.
“Um, I need your cell too. Uh — sorry.”
“Whatever.” Bill handed the device over to the guard and followed him out of the
building. They passed no one along the way.
~
Bill stepped out into the blustery winter of downtown Manhattan and pulled the collar of
his Burberry coat tighter around his neck. He turned around and looked up at the iconic building
on the corner of Wall Street and Broad. It had been his home for the past 13 years.
Bill had joined Manhattan Bank right after 911, when the investment banking industry
was hit hard, and firms treated all employees like brothers, sisters or best friends. There was a
deep commitment to the human condition, and he felt it too. Bill was in for the long haul. So
much so that he spent more time with his bank family than his own wife and kids; yet, just like
that, he was discarded, wiped out, like the stock market during the 2008 recession.
How could he go home now and face his wife who undoubtedly was overjoyed with the
impending birth of their fourth child?
Four kids! How the hell was he going to manage that? To make it worse, the offer on the

Hampton house was accepted just that morning and he was about to double his mortgage from
$6,000 (interest only) for his 3-bedroom Co-Op in Chelsea to $12,000 a month.
Bill was so tired of being cash poor; living on credit cards, a paltry base salary and small
tranches of converted vested stock during the year, until the bonus came after the holidays.
The cash bonus was the pinnacle of his year and like all of his buddies in investment
banking, he never saved a penny until then. Now he didn’t have anything to pay for everything.
No, he couldn’t go home.
~
Bill wandered aimlessly along Wall Street, contemplating his bleak state. He veered
toward Madison and headed uptown to wherever the avenue might take him. The amber lights
and inviting warmth of 11 Madison, a top restaurant and bar, beckoned him. Bill easily yielded
to the pull of a stiff drink. No one needed to convince him.
There was one bar chair open and he slid in with a heaviness that he hadn’t felt in a very
long time. Not since the time he had the fling with the sales trader assistant from Harvard and got
found out.
He hadn’t planned on having an affair. It just happened. She was so full of verve and
ambition and damn, she was gorgeous. They traveled together constantly. He really couldn’t be
blamed. Besides, they shared Harvard, which was instant connection.
Luckily his wife forgave him and child number three was born, so all was well, and they
had moved on and forward in what was now a very close marriage.
Bill ordered a Stoli Martini and downed it in one gulp. A glance at the bartender
indicated another round, which was set in front of him right away and polished off faster than the
first one.
How am I going to replace $1,000,000 plus a year — how?
The third martini shifted his speech to mumbling.
“I’m sorry; did you ask how you were going to replace $1,000,000 a year? Sounds like
you were just canned.”
The voice in the chair next to him was like a shot of adrenaline. Jesus. He was just
entering the numbing stage. Why did the idiot have to jolt him back to reality? Bill turned his
head slowly and met eyes with a goddess.
“Sorry, I have a habit of picking up on compensation lingo. I’m a Recruiter.”
He cocked a drunken smile. Maybe this was an opportunity after all.

