
MONEY DOESN’T BRING HAPPINESS, 
THOUGH IT HAS BEEN KNOWN TO CAUSE AN OCCATIONAL SMILE.

— HERB TRUE

4
THE BLUE VASE TEAM:

“WE WILL NOT BE DENIED.”

1. __________________________________________________________________________
"Good morning and welcome," I said.

We sat around the glass dining table in the Presidential Suite of the Daniele Hotel.  A
bright crystal chandelier sparkled above the sumptuous breakfast before us.  It was a 8:20
A.M.

"Did any of you sleep last night?"  I asked, smiling.
"No!" they all replied in unison.
Two handsome tuxedoed waiters carrying the main breakfast dish -- eggs Benedict -- had

to maneuver gingerly around confusion of cables, sound booms, cameras and the bright
helium arc camera lights that illuminated the scene.  I sensed that my guess were intimidated
by the presence of the camera crew.

"Don't feel any pressure to perform for the cameras.  Their job is just to record what
happens.  In time, you'll forget they’re even here. Don’t feel any pressure from me. My job is
just to help you reach your goals—whatever they might be. Try not to be intimidated. Just
relax. Let’s have a great time.”

“That’s exactly what I say to a couple when they are about to get married,” Steve, the
minister, joked.

“And it doesn’t do any good, does it?” I added.
Everyone laughed. The ice was broken. As we ate, I reviewed their assignments. All but

Nora had been able to find the ads they had placed in that morning’s classified section. I
explained that the reason for running the ads with the precise wording would become clear
later on in the day.

“Why do you think I had you watch the movie Rocky,” I asked. “It’s a rather crazy request.”
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Karen replied first. “You wanted us to watch someone with great determination. Courage.
The will to keep going on.”

“Where did he get that will?”
“From within himself,” said Mary. “He had the ability to be a great fighter, but he didn’t

develop it. But when he was challenged to a fight by the heavyweight champion of the world,
he rose to the occasion.”

“It was the chance of a lifetime for him,” Nora added.
“Like us now,” said Steve. “It’s like each of us is Rocky.”
“Yes,” I said. “But this is the real world. The opponents we fight are going to fight back.

And who knows what the outcome will be. Think we’re going to fail?” I was trying to test them.
“No!” They all responded simultaneously with raised voices.
“If you never give up, you never fail,” said Steve in his preacher’s voice, as if he had

sounded this advice before.
I weighed each answer. The Moores were excited. I could tell from the eagerness in their

voices. Frankly, I had been concerned that there might exist a racial barrier between us. But I
quickly found that there was no barrier at all. Mary was bright. I had no qualms about her. I
knew she would be able to pick things up quickly. As for her husband, his answers were too
glib, too quick, too pat—as if he understood the answers only intellectually, not emotionally,
not deep down. Nora answered the questions in her deliberate manner. I knew that in the next
forty-eight hours I’d be stuffing her head with a totally foreign mass of information. I won-
dered if she could handle it. I continued to probe, seeking to understand each person.

“Do you have any doubts about this?” I asked.
Philip was the first to answer. “Karen and I were talking last night. I said, ‘Well, this is it.

Do you think we can do it?’ And she said, ‘Let’s put all our heart in it.’ We’re ready. In fact, I
already have a property in mind to buy. It’s right in my own neighborhood. You just teach me
the steps and I’ll buy it.”

“You weren’t wasting any time,” I chuckled.
“I found one, too,” Nora said. “In the paper last night. I even went to see it. When I

asked the seller his bottom line I thought to myself, ‘You don’t know it, but I’ll own it.’”
We were off to a good start. They were beginning to feed off each other’s enthusiasm.

Next, I reviewed with them the message of the Blue Vase tape. Philip gave a summary for us.
“It’s about a young Vietnam vet,” Philip began. “He’s a cripple— limps on a bad leg and

lost an arm. So nobody wants to hire him.”
Philip went on to tell how the young man weaseled his way in to talk to the aging

chairman of the board of a big oil outfit, The chair-man admired the young man’s
determination and offered to test him out selling one of the company’s toughest products. He
did so well that he was offered a permanent job. A few months later, when a management
position needed filling, the chairman decided to test the young man’s mettle by giving him the
supreme test—the test of the Blue Vase—a specially designed obstacle course for go-getters.
If he passed the test, the job would be his. The chairman called the young man on a Sunday
afternoon and told him he was in urgent need of a particular expensive blue vase he spotted in
a store window the day before. Unfortunately, the stores were all closed. The young man
offered to get it for him by that evening, not realizing that the situation was rigged. For
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starters, he was given the wrong address. At each step in the test, the young man had to use
his creativity, persistence and determination to overcome ever-increasing obstacles to get the
vase. The tape is a dramatic way of showing the benefits of being a go-getter.

When Philip had finished relating the story, I quizzed the group.
“What did that teach you?” I asked.
Philip was ready with an answer. “After I listened to that tape, I said to Karen, ‘Hey, if

Mr. Allen doesn’t choose me for the Challenge, I’m not going to take no for an answer.’ I
wasn’t going to be denied. I’d have come to the hotel and begged to sit in the back of the
room and listen.”

“You know,” I said, “if any of the thirty-nine others who were not chosen had asked me
to do that, I’d have let them.”

“Really?” asked Steve incredulously.
“Absolutely. That would have been evidence that they were go-getters—exactly what I

was looking for. But no one asked. They just took rejection and gave up. Just like you said, ‘If
you never give up, you can’t fail.’ Isn’t that the message of the Blue Vase tape?”

They all nodded their agreement. I surveyed my little group of go-getters. They didn’t
have much of what the world would call success. But they had that one secret ingredient and
that was more than enough. Success cannot be denied a go-getter.

I continued, “To be successful, you need two things: attitude and aptitude. Which of the
two is more important?”

“Attitude,” they replied in unison.
“Come, now,” I badgered them, “do you really believe that a positive, go-getter attitude

is more important than knowledge or talent?”
“If you have the right attitude, you can always persist until you get the aptitude,” said

Steve. “But if you don’t have the right attitude, it doesn’t matter what your aptitude. How
does the saying go? ‘It’s your attitude that determines your altitude.’”

Another pat comment, I thought. We’d have to see if he felt the same in ninety days.
I continued. “The man in the Blue Vase story had no special talent or education. But he

was a go-getter. If an obstacle was placed in his way, he just went over it or around it or under
it. To a go-getter, there are no obstacles. Just temporary inconveniences. In the next ninety
days, each of you will be tested with some pretty hefty obstacles. You are on the Blue Vase
team. If you are a ‘blue-vaser,’ you will have to accept tough assignments without a lot of
instruction. You’ll just have to ‘blue vase it’—to go out on your own and not come back until
the job is done. Do you understand?”

I looked at each one of them seriously. Each one of them nodded back in the same way.
“The seminar I have designed for you in the next forty-eight hours is part aptitude

training, but mostly attitude training. You’ll learn how to think like a go-getter. You’ll also
learn twelve wealth secrets. These secrets form the foundation of all wealth. Master them, and
you will never have to worry about money again. I think you’ll recognize the first secret.”
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WEALTH SECRET NO.1. THERE ARE NO MONEY PROBLEMS.
THERE ARE ONLY ATTITUDE PROBLEMS. A GO-GETTER, WITH
THE PROPER ATTITUDE, CANNOT BE DENIED.

I could tell that they understood.

HOW DO YOU KNOW IF YOU ARE A GO-GETTER?

• You love a challenge.
• Adversity seems to make you stronger rather than weaker.
• When someone tells you no, you don’t take it personally. You try another way to

get a yes.
• You are goal oriented—you know where you are going.
• You don’t look upon obstacles as permanent barriers but as temporary

inconveniences.
• You don’t make excuses. When given a job, you don’t return until it is done.
• You are always thinking of new ways to do things better even if it means

breaking with tradition.
• You are willing to put up with criticism since you realize that most criticism

comes from negative thinkers.
• You are a positive thinker—you love to find the good in every bad situation.
• Anyone can learn basic go-getting skills as described in the following pages. And

with practice, you’ll be surprised not only how much easier but also how much
more rewarding it is to be a positive, optimistic go-getter than to be a negative,
pessimistic loser.

“One more thing,” I said. “I want each of you to make me a promise. Within one year
from this date, I challenge you to teach three other needy individuals the wealth secrets you
will master. And challenge each of them to pass the knowledge on to at least three others.”

“I like that,” Nora responded. “I know who my three people are right now.”
“The purpose of this is twofold,” I said. “First of all, on the selfish side, it’s a well-

known principle that the best way to learn is to teach. Teaching these things to others will
expand your understanding greatly.”

“Secondly, there is much truth in the ancient Chinese adage: ‘Give a man a fish and you
feed him for a day. Teach a man to fish and you feed him for a lifetime.’ I encourage you to
teach others to fish for themselves, to be self-reliant, to be independent instead of dependent,
to be masters of their own fate. It’s one of the greatest gifts you can give anyone.”

Steve, the preacher, made a mental note: “This would be good material for a sermon.
There are so many people in my parish who are struggling financially.” He forgot for a
moment that he and his wife were among them.
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“Well,” I said in conclusion, “if you’re finished with breakfast, let’s go down to the
seminar room. I can hardly wait to introduce you into a new world.”

2. __________________________________________________________________________
As soon as the breakfast scene was over, technicians began running about, disconnecting
cords and packing up equipment to carry downstairs for the next film shoot. Nora got up from
the dining table. Her eyes burned from a combination of the bright helium arc camera lights
and too little sleep the night before. She closed her eyes momentarily. It all seemed like a
dream; a ray of sunshine illuminating the gray, disappointing background of her life. Someone
turned the bright lights off, casting the room in shadow. She joined the shuffle of people
heading for the elevators.

Everyone crowded into the elevator excitedly. Nora backed into a corner and leaned
against the wall while the elevator descended. She closed her eyes again. She was tired. Very
tired. Her mind wandered.

She had been up late the night before excitedly telling her daughters about the Challenge.
They were too young to understand completely. To them, it was just another one of Mother’s
crazy schemes. When Nora had finally crawled into bed it was two in the morning. She set her
alarm clock for 5:30, but her mind would simply not shut down, racing from thought to
thought. Before she knew it the alarm warned her that it was time to dress.

In the predawn darkness, as she drove along the freeway, she pondered how fast things
had changed. Early morning commuters were already clogging the freeway, pushing and
shoving their way through another monotonous day at work. Only a few hours before, she
herself had driven this road to the unemployment office in South St. Louis with hopes of
joining these same commuters to any steady, secure job. Now she was ready to say good-bye
to the world of employees forever.

In a few miles she came to a familiar stretch of road. There was barely enough light for
her to pick out the real estate sign posted in the trees by the right side of the road. It was a big
sign, maybe ten feet across, and in large red letters on a white background were the words:

FOR SALE
975 Acres

Call 555-1234

“That’s where I’m going to build my resort,” she reminded herself. Off to the right of the
freeway, the wooded hills rolled mysteriously. It would be a marvelous place for a health
resort. She imagined the large main building: two residence wings of six floors each on either
side of an impressive drive up entrance. In the back would be the swimming pool and spa
area. And around the resort, hiking and horseback trails would meander through the rolling
hills in all directions.

The sun was just breaking over the tree-covered countryside as she passed through Times
Beach, the small Missouri city that had caught the attention of the whole country in 1982 with
its dioxin poison pollution scandal and the following year with a devastating flood. For Nora,
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who had lived in a mobile home in Times Beach during those times of public disaster, it was a
time of private disaster. Her divorce became final, and the judge, doubting Nora’s ability to
support a family, awarded custody of the two youngest girls to her ex-husband. Since the
children didn’t want to live with their father, Nora defied the court and lived in hiding with
the girls until she lost her job at the Chrysler plant. When she finally ran out of money and the
bank repossessed her mobile home, she had no choice but to send the children back to live
with their father. All that summer, with no place to stay, she slept in the backseat of her car
alone, longing for the day when she could afford to get her children back legally.

The elevator bumped to a stop at the bottom floor of the Damele Hotel, jarring her back
to the present. Nora opened her eyes, walking with the others into the exquisitely furnished
foyer, past the sunken dining room and down the wainscotted hall to the seminar room. It was
a different world.

As Nora was ushered into the room, she noticed the cameras on tripods pointing toward a
setting of tables, a blackboard and an easel. She found her seat and took a deep breath,
realizing that she was about to start one of the most difficult and frightening experiences of
her life. And yet she felt more at peace than at any time she could remember.

She glanced at her fellow team members. The Moores, sitting to Nora’s right, appeared a
bit out of place in this new environment. Mary Bonenberger sat next to her husband, smiling.
For the first time Nora realized that she was the oldest person in the room. Even among the
camera crew.

“I’ve got grown children older than many of them,” she thought. 
Before she had any more time to worry, someone shouted, “Cameras rolling. Sound.

Speed. Action.”
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