
WHEN YOU AIN’T GOT NOTHIN’ YOU AIN’T GOT NOTHIN’ TO LOSE. 
—Bob Dylan

2
NOTHING TO LOSE 

AND EVERYTHING TO GAIN

1. __________________________________________________________________________
From all outward appearances, it was going to be just another ordinary day in St. Louis,
Missouri.  On Leduc Street, in a predominantly black neighborhood in the central west end of
the city, all was normal.  People coming and going.  A few cars passing.  The sound of a lawn
mower.  A dog barking.  Some older children playing in the street.  Nothing out of the
ordinary.

But just after one o’clock the tranquility of the afternoon was pierced as an old 1978
Buick screeched around the corner and slammed to a halt in front of a small two-story brown
brick duplex—one of several on that street all sporting flat roofs and white trim.  Out of the
car jumped a heavyset black man dressed in a T-shirt and sandals.  He hurried up the walk,
bounded up the front steps and impatiently rang the doorbell to the upper flat.  In his hand he
clutched a single yellow sheet of paper.

In the tiny upstairs apartment Philip Moore was just sitting down to a lunch that his wife,
Karen, had made before she left for her part-time job as a medical records clerk at the
hospital.  At the sound of the doorbell, he went to the door.

“Phil,” said the man excitedly.  “I got something for you.  You ain’t gonna believe it!”
Philip was a bit put off to see that it was just Ron.  A big guy, six feet three inches tall

and not an ounce shy of 300 pounds, Ron was a regular visitor to the Moore residence, much
to Karen’s dismay.  It had been that way ever since Ron had been fired form his last job.
Actually, the last time that either Ron or Philip had worked was at the same job:  Popeyes
Chicken—more than a year before.  Ron had been the manager, and Philip was in line to be
the assistant manager making minimum wage and doing all the dirty work.  But the boss was
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a tough man to please, and Philip had quit in an indignant huff.  Ron had been fired about a
week later.

“Hey, Phil,” he said. “I got some good news.  Look at this.” 
“What is it?”
“I’ve been over to the unemployment office.  And there’s this guy over there handing out

this paper.  It says. ‘Financial Independence can be yours.’ Man, this is for you!  You’re
always talkin’ about owin’ your own business and stuff like that.”

“Let me see that.”
Philip’s eyes pored over the single paragraph in the center of the yellow sheet of paper.

UNEMPLOYED?...
Financial independence can be yours.  We will provide intensive training for self-starters
who are willing to work and learn.  You must have a car and be available for at least 90
days.  No selling or travel.  Information and an interview can be obtained at a meeting to
be held tomorrow morning at 9:00 A.M., Tuesday, June 5, 1984, in the Palladium Room,
Cheshire Inn and Lodge, 6300 Clayton Road, corner of Forest Park, St. Louis.  The
meeting will begin sharply at 9:00 A.M.—don’t be late.  You must be currently
unemployed to qualify.  You’ll kick yourself if you miss this.
This employment opportunity has been reviewed by Missouri Division of Employment
Security.

“Where’d you get this?”  Philip asked.
“I told you, man.  There was this guy at the unemployment office handin’ ‘em out to

every one that came in the door.  I went up to him and he says he’s working for a guy named
Robert Allen who’s written some famous books on real estate.”

Philip was more than a bit skeptical, but he invited his friend to come in.  “I don’t know
about this,” he said, still puzzled by the yellow paper as they sat down in the living room.

“Well, all I know is the guy handin’ out the fliers said it was a chance to make some
money in real estate.  And I know you’ve been talkin’ about getting into real estate.  So I
thought this would be right up your alley.”

“Yeah.  Real estate.  That’s a great job.  I’d like that job.”
“Well this isn’t exactly a job.  The guy at the unemployment office said that this Robert

Allen is going to pick some people off the unemployment line and teach ‘em how to get rich.
Like how to invest and stuff like that.”

“Sure.  And what’s he gonna get out of it?”
“The guy told me it’s kinda like a challenge.  You know, to see if it can be done. I don't

know.  I still think it sounds like somethin’ worth checkin’ out. Want to go to the Cheshire
tomorrow and see what's goin’ on? "

After Ron left, Philip returned to his desk in the little room he likes to refer to as his
office, which was, in reality, nothing more than a storage room with a window.  He set the
yellow flyer to one side of his desk and picked up the weekend classifieds to continue the
process of job hunting.  He'd been calling all morning with not much luck.  There just didn't
seem to be many opportunities for twenty-four-year-old unemployed black man with few
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skills and only a high school education.  Fry cook.  Janitor.  Car wash attendant.  Handyman.
Part-time laborer.  Kitchen help.  Ice cream salesman.  Mostly minimum-wage stuff.  Not
much future.   But he needed a job, so he kept on making calls.  

"Sorry, that position has been filled."
"Sorry, we were looking for someone with a little more experience."
"Sorry, we were looking for someone a little older."
"Sorry, we were looking for someone a little younger."
After each rejection, he’d lean back in his chair and survey the bulletin board on the wall

in front of his desk, where he had tacked up several newspaper clippings and magazine
articles to remind him of some of his goals.  In one corner was an article from Success
magazine about owning your own business -- something he'd always wanted to do.  A
newspaper clipping carried the headline: "When Starting a Business You Can Have Fun or
Money but Not Both."  Nearby was another clipping: "Rehab Apartments Underway in Hyde
Park Neighborhood."  He had always been interested in real estate and plan to take a course to
get a real estate license as soon as he could scrape up the fifty-four dollars tuition.
Could Robert Allen teach him what he needed to know?

He glanced up to the mounted pictures of some of his heroes, wondering what they would do
in his place.

Martin Luther King.  ("I think he was a great man.”)
Jesse Jackson.  ("I like his style.  So much energy.  He's not afraid of anything.")
Malcolm X.  ("He was a doer, self-taught, a family man.  The media portrayed him as a

strong-willed and hateful man.  But he wasn't.")
Frederick Douglass.  ("I first read about him in the fifth grade.  Before that I didn't even

know that black people had a history.  He was a pioneer.  A good role model for me."  
He tried to return to his telephone prospecting but had a hard time concentrating.  He

kept looking at his bulletin board and then at the bright yellow flyer on his desk.  The words
kept popping into his mind.

Financial Independence can be yours.
"Sure, that's what I want," he thought.  "But that's crazy.  You've got to have money for

that.  I don't even have a job!"
You must be currently unemployed to qualify.
"Why does he want unemployed people?  What's the angle?  Unemployed people don't

have any money."

... Intensive training for self-starters...willing to work and learn.
"I don't believe it.  Probably a scam.  But the flyer says it's been checked out by the

Missouri Division of Employment Security."  

You'll kick yourself if you miss this.
"OK, I'll just go over there and check it out.  If I see it's not for me, I can always leave."

Financial Independence can be yours.
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That was the sentence that pounded over and over in Philips mind like a rolling surf.
That's what he really wanted.  He didn't want a dead-end job.  He wanted to be his own boss.
To be free.  Not to take orders from anyone.  To be in control.  To call his own shots.
But it was more than that.  Financial Independence was not having to worry about pink slips
or that plant closing down.  Or being on unemployment.  Or having to beg for a job.
And it was having some security for his family.  Being a millionaire never really crossed his
mind.  He just wanted to have fewer money worries.  Maybe a few nicer things for people he
cared about most in his life.  A decent car.  A wedding band for Karen.  Maybe some new
furniture.  A trip.  A vacation.  Those were things he and Karen always wanted but could
never afford.
When Karen came home that evening, he didn't tell her about the flyer.  Why get her hopes up
with such a long shot?  Sure, I'm willing to work.  Willing to learn.  But they’re never going
to choose me anyway.  I'm black.  No education.  No experience.  But that night as Philip lay
in bed, his hands behind his head and Karen lying asleep beside him, a rare, quiet confidence
began to grow in him.  Again he thought about all the good things he wanted for his wife and
son, he thought about his own ideals, goals and dreams.  Usually, when he had thoughts like
that, he would get up and wander through the house, too restless to go back to sleep.  On this
night, however, he slept soundly, peacefully.  

2. __________________________________________________________________________
Nora Jean Boles sat bolt upright, startled by a jangling sound that seem to come from far
away... light-years away.  The jangling intensified until it filled her head, jarring her into
abrupt consciousness.

She reached out and turned off her alarm.  It was seven o'clock.  Monday morning.
"But this is Monday," she thought, "why is the sun shining?  Mondays I work at the

donut shop.  The sun is never up by the time I have to go to work at the doughnut shop.  It's
always dark."

On a normal Monday, she would have been up at 4:00 A.M. to be at work at 5:00.  From
five till noon, selling donuts and coffee.  Seven hours a day.  Three days week at four dollars
an hour.  That was twenty-eight dollars a day.  Eighty-four bucks a week, cash money.  Cash
because she wouldn't have to report it to the I. R. S. -- or to the unemployment office.  If the
unemployment office found out, it would surely cut her benefits.  And that would be
disastrous.  The fifty-five dollar unemployment check wasn't much, but it made the difference
between sinking and swimming.

On the weekends she had another part-time job, bartending at the local Elks Club.  Three
nights of seven-hour shifts-- another hundred dollars a week, counting tips.  Cash money
under the table so no one would find out.

She hated sneaking around like that.  It was dishonest.  It bothered her, but she pushed it
to the back of her mind.  You do what you have to do when you're desperate.  Three daughters
to feed and heat bills to pay and the payments on the house, which were already a few months
behind.  Then there was that four-thousand dollar bill for her unexpected gallbladder operation
last year.  And the attorneys fees still unpaid from the divorce.  Bills.  Bills.  Bills.
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Yes, she needed that fifty-five dollars each week.  She needed every cent.
And then she remembered.
The letter.
"That's why the sun is shining and I'm not at work at the donut shop this morning.  The

letter."
The letter lay on her dresser.  She had received on Friday.  All weekend she had stewed

about it.  It had sounded so stern -- telling her to report to the unemployment office
immediately or face losing her benefits.

She had no choice but to go... part-time job or not.
She arose and showered, dressing quickly.  She stood in the bathroom applying her

makeup.  The face in the mirror look back at her.  High cheekbones, dark brown eyes set wide
-- the only hints that her mother was a full-blooded Cherokee.  A narrow nose.  Pointed chin.
Her Irish father's contribution.  Her dark brown hair was streaked with gray.  Too many
wrinkles about the eyes and mouth for a forty-four-year-old face.

She woke the two girls.  Jennifer was fourteen.  Sylvia, her youngest, was twelve.  Her
three older girls were on their own now.  Margaret, eighteen, was married with two children.
Christine, twenty-one, and Marvena, twenty-seven, lived by themselves.  Jeffrey, her beautiful
little boy, would have been nineteen .  The years never diminish an ache like that.  You just
learn to cope.

After breakfast she said goodbye to her girls and got in her battered Plymouth Arrow, and
made the twenty-minute drive to the Crestwood Plaza unemployment office in southwest St.
Louis.  It was a few minutes before nine o'clock when she hurried through the door.  Above
the door was a large sign.  The Missouri Department of Employment Security.

"Employment Security," she thought.  "Those two words don't seem to go together
anymore.  I never had a job that was secure.  Fired or laid off from every one."

Inside, a well-dressed young man was handing out yellow fliers.  She took one, then
checked in with a receptionist and found a seat in the waiting area.  About thirty of the fifty
chairs were filled with other people.  Many of them were reading the same yellow fliers.
Some had already finished reading and had discarded the fliers on the floor or on a vacant
chair.

She looked down at the flyer in her hand, her eyes devouring the words.

Financial independence can be yours... intensive training for a few self-starters... willing
to work and learn... no selling or traveling... meeting... tomorrow morning... must be
unemployed to qualify... kick yourself if you miss...

She finished the flyer, her heart pounding.  Only a couple of months ago a seminar had
come to town, a free seminar on real estate investing.  What was it?  "Nothing Down."  She
remembered the free part and the nothing down because that's about all the money she had.
She went to seminar, and the speaker mentioned something about his boss -- who was he?  --
Robert Allen, an investor who had perfected some sort of system for investing in real estate
with little or no money down.  The speaker said that this Robert Allen would teach anyone off
an unemployment line how to become wealthy.  Starting with absolutely nothing.
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After the ninety-minute free lecture she had sought out some of the people in charge to
tell them she was the person Robert Allen was looking for.  She was unemployed.  They were
nice, but they were too busy signing up people for the $445 seminar they were selling.  She,
too, wanted to sign up for the seminar, and for once she even had the money, but was already
earmarked for buying a used car.  She stood in line weighing her choices.  

"Should I buy the car?  I need a car.  But I sure would like to take this seminar.  It's all
the money I've got."

The car won the battle.  She stepped out of line and went home, troubled.
Could the yellow flyer the young man had just given her at the unemployment office

have something to do with Robert Allen?  She decided to find out.
"Hello.  Can you tell me more about this?"  She asked.

"Sure.  My name is Tom Painter.  I work for Robert Allen."
"He's here!"  She thought.  "He's right here in St. Louis.  Of course all the unemployment

lines in America, he's picked my line."  She couldn't believe it.  Who says opportunity doesn't
knock twice?

"I would like to be the one you select," she said.
Tom smiled.  "Ma'am, that's what a lot of people have told me today.  I'm sure that you'll

have as good as a chance as anyone."  
"I'll be there.  You tell Mr. Allen I'll be there."
She literally flew home.  Her little 1978 blue stick shift Plymouth Arrow barely touched

the ground. 
"He could have come to any city in the United States... to any unemployment line," she

thought.  "And he came to my city into my unemployment line on the very day that I happen
to be there.  It's my lucky day."

It sure hadn’t started out lucky.  She remembered the letter that warned her of losing her
benefits.  She remembered the dread that had took her on her trip that morning to the
unemployment office.  But after she read the flyer and met with the unemployment counselor,
all plump and patronizing, who informed her that she was on probation, she remembered
looking back at him as if to say, "I don't need your money anymore.  You just wait and see.
I'm going into real estate.  I'm going to be financially independent."

3. __________________________________________________________________________
Mary Bonenberger was busy getting ready to leave for work.  Her husband, Steve, would be
driving her.  As they were walking out the door, their babysitter, Cheryl, announced that she
was quitting in the next week -- going to work at McDonald's.  On any other morning, that
might not have caused such a stir.  But on this day, for Mary, it was the final straw.

Today marked her first full week of work at the Hertz rental counter at the St. Louis
International airport.  Next week she would be traveling to Chicago for two full weeks of
training at company headquarters.  She had agonizing over this trip -- leaving her family, her
husband.  But Steve had encouraged her.  "It'll be good for you," he reasoned.  "You've been
looking for a job, a career.  Something to challenge you, and give you sense of fulfillment.
Maybe this is it.  And you know we need the money."
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Yes they needed the money.  They both knew that they could not make it on his salary as
a minister.  There were just too many budget-busters.  Only last week the insurance company
had refused to pay Mary's maternity bill.  They only pay for sick babies, and Kyle, her son
was a "well baby" -- nine pounds four ounces well.  That was a fifteen-hundred-dollar shock.
And there were other little things -- car payments, house bills, bills and more bills.  The
bottom line was, they just didn't make enough money.  She would have to go to work to make
the difference.

After two or three interviews she had landed a great job with Hertz.  Six dollars an hour.
Relatively easy work.  Just shuffling keys, cars and computers.  There is only one problem.
She hated every minute of it.  But the pay was great -- golden handcuffs.

As Steve drove her to work that morning, Mary felt as though everything was closing in
on her.  What kind of mother would leave her three-year old daughter and newborn son with
the teenage babysitter for two whole weeks -- especially to train for a job she didn't enjoy?
She was torn.  What about the money?  What about her dreams of independence?  What about
her husband’s career?  What about the children?  When she couldn't stand it anymore, she
broke down and cried.  Steve knew what was troubling her and tried to comfort her.  He could
arrange a schedule to take care of the kids, they would find another baby-sitter, an even better
one.  None of that seemed to work.  Finally, he said, "Well, honey, if you hate the job so
much, maybe you should quit."

Although it was what she would have expected him to say, she knew it wasn't what he
expected her to do.  But when Steve pulled the car up in front of the Hertz office, she didn't
care anymore.  She asked him to wait.  She opened the door, marched right into her supervisor
and quit.  Told him that she would return her uniform as soon as she could go home and take
it off.  And walked out.

That was the beginning of the most serious argument in the six years of their marriage.
When Mary came back to the car and announced that she had quit, Steve’s face just went
blank.

"I don't believe it," he said.  "Forget the fact that we need the money.  You're the one who
really wanted the job.  I can't believe that you're walking away from it!"

"But I hated that job," Mary countered.  "And you're the one who just told me I should
quit. You love your job.  I'll just find something else -- a job I like."

It wasn't that easy, although she spent three or four hours a day at it.  Nothing was right.
Mary wasn't going to accept just a minimum wage job -- that would be demeaning.  There
wouldn't be enough money left over after baby-sitting cost to make it worthwhile.  She’d just
rather stay home with her kids and be poor.

As the days dragged into weeks, Mary began to regret her decision to quit the Hertz job.
The reality of the cold, hard world began to make itself felt as she now went from interview to
interview with no luck.  She began to question herself, until almost two months had passed
and she finally accepted the fact that any job would do.  Any minimum-wage job.  Hang the
independence.  Hang the fulfillment.  She’d just have to wait for some future time in her life.
For now, they needed the extra money.

It was on a Sunday evening, June 3, as they were sitting reading the classified ads, that a
flicker of hope began.  Steve saw the ad first.
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"Hey, honey.  How about this?”  He read the ad in the upper right-hand corner of the St.
Louis Post-Dispatch page 9E.

FINANCIAL INDEPENDENCE can be yours.  Will provide intensive training
for self-starters willing to learn and work.  Must have car and be available for
ninety days.  No selling or travel.  No investment.  Information & interview, 9
A.M., Tues., June 5, Palladium Room at Cheshire Inn and Lodge, 6300 Clayton
Rd.,  corner of Forest Park, St. Louis.  Must be currently unemployed to qualify.
You'll kick yourself if you miss this.

He read the ad with mock seriousness, and Mary began to laugh.
"Probably some door-to-door scheme or something like that," she said.
But then Steve said, "You know it might be worth checking out.  You never can tell."
The idea of financial independence was foreign to Mary, really.  Never crossed her mind

before.  Steve was definitely more interested in that kind of thing than she was.  Sure, it
would be nice to be free of money worries.  But the lure of financial freedom was not as
strong as her desire for a truly fulfilling job.  Then she read the last line of the ad again: You'll
kick yourself if you miss this.

She just couldn't bear the thought of missing something.  "I wonder why they said that,"
she thought.  "If a thing sounds too good to be true it usually is.  But I wonder if this
opportunity is different."  Finally, she rationalized by saying to herself that Tuesday was her
interview day anyway.  She already had one interview set up in that part of town at 11:00.  It
couldn't hurt to run over to the Cheshire Inn and check it out.

She made a mental note of the place and the time.  She knew the Cheshire Inn.  It was in
Clayton, a nice suburb St. Louis.  It was worth a look.  But all the next day she did not think
about it once.  That night she tucked her children in early.  She had three interviews set up for
the next day.  One of them had to pan out, she thought.

4. __________________________________________________________________________
Later that evening, long after Philip Moore and fallen asleep, Nora Jean Boles had finished
ironing her blouse and setting out her nicest hat for the meeting the next morning, and Mary
Bonenberger had checked her sleeping children before retiring to bed, I was still awake in the
Presidential Suite on the fourth floor of the Daniel Hotel in Clayton, Missouri.

Robert Allen, the famous author, lecturer, investor and millionaire, was scared to death.
Tom Painter wasn't the only one who had passed out yellow fliers that day.  I had gone to

the unemployment office on Kings Highway -- with a camera crew. The manager of that
unemployment office had been fully briefed on the Challenge and had granted permission to
film me as I passed out the fliers to everyone who entered the office.  George Rasmussen, the
film director, hovered nearby, taking still pictures with his Pentax.  Dr. Blaine Lee, the
consultant, stood to one side, taking in the scene.  After they read the fliers, a few people in
the large waiting room looked up from their chairs.  There seemed to be so much hostility in
their eyes.
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A man in his early thirties came up to me.
"What's this all about?"  He asked.  The antagonism in his voice was unmistakable as he

explained that he had been laid off at the Chrysler plant more than a year earlier.  There had
been nothing for him ever since.  He listened to my explanation about the Challenge and
passed it off with a bitter sneer.

The reaction from others with similar.  This was not at all what I had expected.  I had
hoped to see some light of hope in at least one person.  Some enthusiasm.  Some desire.  And
I had not seen it.  Not even a glimmer.

Back at the hotel, through all of the meetings with my associates that filled the night --
the brainstorming, the planning, logistics -- I could not rid myself of the vision of those faces.
They haunted me as I realized my Challenge might have been a hollow boast.  Now my neck
was on the line.  

I lay in bed awake long after all the others had retired to their various rooms.  For the
very first time I seriously entertained the thought of failing.  If someone accepted my
challenge, and I couldn't prove what I promised on that flier, it seemed as though I had not
much to gain -- and everything to lose.

THE SECRET OF SUCCESS IN LIFE IS FOR A MAN TO BE READY
FOR HIS OPPORTUNITY WHEN IT COMES.

—BENJAMIN DISRAELI
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