
WHAT SENSES DO WE LACK THAT WE CANNOT SEE OR HEAR 
ANOTHER WORLD ALL AROUND US?

—FRANK HERBERT, DUNE

5
CLIMBING THE MONEY

MOUNTAIN

“Let’s get started,” I began.
In front of me sat the five Challenge participants. To my extreme left the camera crews

worked, trying unsuccessfully to be unobtrusive. The large seminar room, already warm from
the bright camera lights, was tastefully appointed with plush carpet, fine Oriental prints on the
wall, wood trim and valence lighting. It was a fitting place to be discussing wealth.

“On the desk in front of you is your MasterPlanner. You will carry it with you everywhere
you go—like a portable desk and filing system. It will be one of the most important tools in
your success. Would you please turn to the first page and read the letter there.”

Mary scanned the letter of introduction. “No turning back now,” she thought to herself.

If you were to total the assets of the wealthiest 8 percent of the U.S. population,
it would be greater than the combined assets of the other 92 percent. What do
they know that you don’t know? Do you need to be lucky, ruthless, brilliant,
talented, well connected, charming, unscrupulous or greedy to be financially
successful? No. You just need to understand some basic simple principles and
have the courage to act upon them. So let’s forge on together like pioneers. We
have a lot of unfamiliar territory to cover before nightfall.

When I could see that they were finished reading, I held up a recent copy of Money
magazine with the banner, “How to Become Financially Independent. Four Ways to Start Now.”

“I am quoted in this issue of Money magazine,” I said. “The bottom line of what I say is
simple; real estate is one of the surest roads to financial independence.
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“It seems a lot of people in this country would like to be financially independent—to
declare freedom from their jobs at last. More than 20 million Americans got up this morning and
drove to jobs they cannot stand. Millions more found themselves in unemployment lines wishing
for financial freedom. You were among them. I have a message for you. No one has to get stuck
in a job they hate. You can choose to make financial self-reliance a reality in your lives.

“Financial freedom is a big goal, isn’t it? That’s what I like about it! It’s big enough to
scare most people away. It’s just like learning to climb a mountain.”

I pointed to my left, at a large picture of a beautiful white-capped mountain.
“What mountain is that?” I asked.
“Everest, isn’t it?” Philip answered.
“Not Everest. It’s Mount McKinley—the tallest mountain in North America, standing

20,300 feet above sea level. Looks rather forbidding, doesn’t it? With this in mind, I would
like you to imagine something with me. Imagine receiving a phone call from a very official-
sounding gentleman. He says, ‘Hello, Philip, Nora, Steve, Mary, Karen, your uncle Harry just
passed away and has left you a million dollars in his will.’

“‘A million dollars!’ you exclaim.
“‘But there is a catch,’ the man continues. ‘Since your uncle was a bit eccentric, he

attached some rather unusual conditions to your obtaining the inheritance. The money has
been deposited in a safety deposit box in Zurich, Switzerland. The key to the safety deposit
box has been placed in a metal container and hidden in a secret cairn at the summit of Mount
McKinley. Your instructions are simple. You must climb to the top of the mountain, locate the
key using a map you will be given, descend again, fly to Switzerland and use the key to open
the safety deposit box. You will have twelve months to accomplish this, after which time the
million dollars will be given to your worst enemy.’

“You are flabbergasted. A million dollars!!! And all you have to do is climb a mountain.
But you’ve never climbed a mountain before. What’s worse, you are deathly afraid of heights.
Your eccentric uncle has created a situation where you will have to face your fear and conquer
it in order to win. Now, let me ask you a question. How many of you really believe that you
would be able to overcome your fear, climb the mountain and retrieve the money within the
allotted twelve months?”

All of them quickly and without hesitation raised their hands.
“Are you sure?” I asked. “How would you overcome your fear of heights?”
Nora responded first. “I would be determined to have it.”
“I wouldn’t want my worst enemy to get it,” said Mary, laughing. 
“What problems would you face in climbing Mount McKinley?” I asked.
They shot a barrage of answers at me. “The weather. The cold. The wind. The sun. Lack

of oxygen. Slipping and falling.”
“What things would make your climb easier?” I asked.
“A guide. The right equipment. Determination. A goal. A step-by-step plan.”
“Good,” I said. “Would you read a book on mountain climbing and then start climbing

the very next day?”
All of them responded in unison. “No.”
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“We would need training, practice,” said Karen. “You start out on hills, then small
mountains. Until you’re ready to tackle big mountains like that.”

“Well,” I summarized, “you may not have inherited a bundle from an eccentric uncle, but
that doesn’t mean you don’t have a million dollars waiting for you. You won’t have to climb
Mount McKinley to get it. But it’ll be just as scary. Starting, as you are, with little experience
in climbing the money mountain, you will need to make a quantum leap to reach financial
independence. In fact, many Americans think it’s impossible to improve their financial
situation. They’re afraid they’ll lose what they already have. Afraid to fail…afraid to even try.
Perhaps you used to be like this.

“But I’ve been to the top before. I’ll be your guide. Before we tackle the big mountains
we’ll practice on some small hills. You’ll get used to heights. With practice, your fear will
diminish. I’ll show you where the money is. Believe me, it’s a lot less scary when you know
where to look. And you won’t have to look further then a ten-mile radius of where you live.

“When you’ve climbed the mountain once, it’s much easier the second time. If I lost
everything I owned today, I could start over again right here. In a few hours, I’d have found
my first property. In a few days, I’d have bought it. In a few weeks, I’d be on to my second
and third. What are some major obstacles you’ll face in climbing the money mountain?”

“People.”
“What do you mean by that, Nora?”
“Their attitudes. They look at you like you’re crazy. They haven’t been able to do it.

Why should you?”
“Have you ever been told that you couldn’t do it?”
“Lots of times,” she said. “Just this morning I was talking to someone about the

Challenge. He looked at me and said, ‘You don’t have it in you.’ And I said, ‘You watch me.’”
Steve entered the conversation. “When I hear a story like that it just almost overwhelms

me. That someone would be that negative and crass.”
“You’d be surprised how many people are like that,” I explained. “And what’s worse, a

lot of them profess to love you. They don’t want you to get hurt. To fail. But all too often, by
discouraging you from risking, they keep you from realizing your full potential. The only way
to grow is to risk. Life is risk. Successful people rarely tell you you can’t do it. Only
unsuccessful people tell you that. And they’re usually wrong. Unless, of course, you believe
them. In which case, they’re right. It’s up to you. What other challenges are you going to face
in climbing the money mountain, Karen?”

“Our poor finances,” she answered.
Others joined in. “Management of the property. Upkeep. Building a system to keep it.

Learning the problem-solving tools.”
“OK,” I interrupted. “But before you face any of these challenges, you first have to

overcome the biggest obstacle of all. What is the greatest stumbling block in reaching the top
of the money mountain?”

“Fear,” responded Nora without hesitation.
“Fear,” I repeated, pausing to let it sink in. “That’s a biggie, isn’t it? The biggest of all

the biggies. Whenever I speak to a large group, I always ask them to write down the major
roadblock to their success. Over half of the people in every audience have a problem with
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fear. It’s paralyzing them. They want to act, but they just don’t dare. How do we get so much
fear in us?”

“Its inbred from the day you are born,” Nora responded.
“Who teaches you to be afraid?”
“Your parents. Society.”
“How do they do that?”
Mary responded. “They teach you to be careful, to not take risks. Just be secure. Get a

job. Have a steady income, and that’s what there is to life. To seek security.”
“And,” I added, “slowly we begin to feel that it’s not OK to climb mountains. Better to

stay secure in the valley. Everywhere we see the word security. What are the words written
over the door of the unemployment office where we found you, Nora?”

“The Missouri Division of Employment Security.”
“Did that make you feel secure?”
“No!”
“Having a job doesn’t guarantee you security. A few years ago, when Braniff Airlines

filed for bankruptcy, I talked to some ex-Braniff employees. Some had twenty or thirty years’
seniority. But a few bad management decisions put them on the street. Talk to them about job
security. Just last Monday, at an Employment Security Office right here in St. Louis, I talked
to a fellow who had worked for ten years on a local automobile assembly line. All those years
he thought he was secure. Then, two years ago, he got a pink slip. He’s been waiting ever
since to be called back. I guess he just can’t wait to be secure again.

“When will he learn that what he thinks is security is just the illusion of security? It’s a
myth. He’s building his house on the sand of false assumptions. Ten years ago he made the
assumption that the union would guarantee him job security. He bought into that myth—
bought it hook, line and sinker. And ended up the sucker. What if, instead, he had acted on a
different assumption—that he wasn’t secure—that there was no such thing as job security—
that sooner or later he was going to be out on the streets unless he took financial matters into
his own hands? What if, as a solution, he had gone out and bought just two pieces of real
estate on the side for each of those ten years? He’d be a millionaire today. And then, if he lost
his job, he wouldn’t blame his boss. Instead, he’d say, ‘Thanks, boss, I’ve been looking for an
excuse to retire anyway.’

“There is no security in this life. Only varying degrees of risk. And yet millions
unquestioningly sacrifice their lives on the altar of security. Like lemmings, they march into
the abyss solely because that’s what everyone else is doing. It’s not that they die, but that they
die like sheep. They’ve been taught by generations of example to love security and to be
afraid of anything that isn’t secure. What are they afraid of, Philip?”

“Failure,” he answered with conviction, as if it were his own fear.
“What’s so bad about failure?”
“It’s humiliating,” responded Mary.
“Did any of you ever take piano lessons?” I asked. “A woman in Atlanta recently told me

that her fear of failure began as the result of taking piano lessons. Her teacher made her feel
guilty every time she played a wrong note. She didn’t like that feeling. Slowly she became a
perfectionist, avoiding anything where there was a chance of failure.”
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Karen added, “I can relate to that. In school, some people are great students. They can
come to the class a couple of times, take the test and come out on top. Others study and study
and study and still flunk. Now, that’s hard on a person.”

“Sounds like that happened to you,” I said.
“Yes, it did,” she said softly. “Can’t forget it. Wonderin’ if the teacher just didn’t like me

or maybe I just didn’t have what it takes.”
“We’ve all had experiences like that. It’s hard to overcome the programming. You might

wonder, with only a few days to spend together, why I haven’t jumped right into teaching you
about real estate. But real estate is the easy part. The hard part is overcoming the fear. Once
you overcome the fear, success is just around the corner.”

I felt it was time to tell them the cliff story.
“When I was a young boy my father took me fishing in Waterton Lakes National Park in

Alberta, Canada. One day, when I was in my early teens, we hiked for about two miles up a
mountain trail to the base of a cliff. ‘Bobby,’ he said, pointing to the precipice, ‘in the basin
above that cliff is a set of three lakes called the Lineham Lakes. The only way to get into
those lakes is to traverse the cliff along a narrow ledge. I’ve only been to those lakes one time
in my life,’ he said. ‘Crossing that cliff on that narrow ledge was the most frightening
experience of my life.’ He told me that in some places the ledge was only two feet wide and
there were few handholds. In other spots, the ledge was only a few inches wide, and you had
to hang on to an upper ledge with your fingers as your feet dangled over a three-hundred-foot
drop. But once you got across that cliff, the fishing was fantastic. Big ones. Three-pound
rainbow trout. And lots of them. After seeing the cliff, we walked back down the trail and
went fishing at another, safer lake where the fish were smaller and less frequent.”

“But I never forgot that day at the cliff. In the back of my mind I made a pledge to go
there one day. And that day came in 1982, more than twenty years later. By then, I was a
successful investor and author coming back to my roots with my young family. We bought a
small summer cabin in the park. One day I bumped into Mr. Goble, a man who had been to
Lineham many times. He offered to take me into Lineham.

“‘Will it be dangerous?’ I asked.
“‘I’ll bring along my two young sons and the dog.’ He pointed to a small brown-and-

white mutt with a short, pointed tail and said, ‘If the dog can make it, you can make it.’ I was
amazed to learn that the thirteen-year-old dog had traversed the cliff dozens of times.

“Not to be outdone by a couple of kids and a dog, I decided to go.
“The day arrived for the expedition. We started off in the early morning and followed the

trail as it switchbacked up the mountain to the point where the trail abruptly stopped and the
ledge of the cliff lay before us. The Gobles, father and sons, walked right out onto the cliff as
if it had been level ground. The dog trotted along behind without a care. I took one look at the
ledge and the three hundred-foot drop and froze in my tracks. I had expected the ledge to be
flat and smooth, almost carved out of rock. Instead it was slightly sloping and covered with
loose shale. My knees felt weak. I walked out onto the ledge. My fear of looking foolish to
my gracious guides temporarily overcame my fear of the height. But after only a few dozen
feet my legs turned to butter, and I dropped to my hands and knees. The fear swelled up inside
me in thick knots. My mouth went dry. I couldn’t decide whether to continue or to turn back. I
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was paralyzed (There had been only one other time in my life when I had felt a comparable
fear—a memorable evening some eight years earlier when I signed the agreement to buy my
first piece of property.) There, paralyzed on the cliff, I remember saying to myself over and
over again, ‘Please, God, help me face my fear.’ I continued to crawl along the ledge, inch by
inch. Mr. Goble came back to check on me. With his encouragement I raised myself into a
crouch and proceeded to the halfway point along the cliff. The boys and the dog had already
gone on ahead.

“At this spot on the cliff a large outcropping of rock obliterated the ledge. Below me, the
cliff fell to the boulders far below. I was told that I would have to find a firm handhold on my
side of the outcropping and then, swinging my left leg out over the abyss, I was to reach
around the jutting rock with my free hand, find a firm hand-hold and pull myself to the other
ledge. He demonstrated what I had to do and waited for me on the other side. I took one look
down and seriously considered staying there in that spot on the cliff for the rest of my life. Mr.
Goble offered me more encouragement and reached his hand around to guide me. I offered
him my left hand, which had no strength in it to even grab for a handhold. He held my hand
to the mountain, giving me the strength that I could not muster. Somehow, I swung my leg out
over the edge, and he pulled me around. We continued along the ledge until we came to a
ravine where we climbed straight up using trees and roots as leverage. Finally we emerged
into the basin where the three lakes awaited.

“And what fishing! It was even better than my father had described. Although the three-
pounders eluded me, I found a small pond in the stream between two of the lakes where I
could see the fish swimming in schools. I caught a fish with almost every cast. In the lower
lake, dozens of smaller fish would follow my hook in to the shore, their silver bodies
gleaming in the sunlight. I have never had a better day of fishing before or since. Apart from
us, there was only one other party of fishermen there on that glorious day.”

“All went well for me until about four o’clock that afternoon when it became clear that
we would have to go back down the same way we had come up. I asked my guide to leave me
there and send a helicopter back for me. He laughed and shook his head. As we started back
down, I felt more sure of myself. The father and the boys went on ahead. The dog and I
brought up the rear. The dog trotted assuredly along the ledge in front of me, disappearing
around a corner. I stopped to take a rest.”

“And then I heard a sickening sound.”
“The dog yelped. Some loose rocks tumbled over the side. And then I heard a distant

thud coming from the base of the cliff.”
“‘What was that?’ I yelled.
“‘The dog,’ someone yelled back.”
“I couldn’t believe it! The dog had slipped and fallen over the edge. Only seconds

before—trotting along the ledge so surefooted, so nimble, so confident—now gone. That
didn’t do a lot for my confidence. The fear came back, only stronger. My heart pounded. My
legs went weak. I crouched and waited. One of the boys came back for me.”

“Funny things happen in times like these. From deep inside comes a creative impulse
suggesting a solution. I remember reasoning with myself. ‘Logically, if you take one step at a
time, slowly but surely, you must eventually reach the other side.’ The fear eased a notch. I
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proceeded like this, one step at a time, one shoe in front of the other, not looking down or
ahead, past the outcropping of rock, until I looked up and found myself on the other side.”

“It was over! I was safe.”
“The boys had gone to find the dog at the base of the cliff, and, sure enough, it was dead

... eyes glazed over, legs stiff as pegs. We walked silently toward the car, the boys carrying the
dog between them for a proper family burial.”

“It was an unforgettable experience. I had come face to face with my fear. And I had won. I
learned four lessons from this experience which are going to be essential to your success.”

“First of all, the cliff was a piece of cake to the Gobles, but to me, a beginner, it was
terrifying. I can still see them walking along the ledge with no fear whatsoever while I
groveled along on my hands and knees choking back the panic. I am going to ask you to do
things in the next ninety days which, to me, seem normal and ordinary but which, to you, may
seem out of your league.”

“For instance, I might say, ‘Call fifty sellers a day on the phone.’ And you might wonder,
‘Fifty sellers! What do I say? How do I start? What if I look like a fool?’ Like a blue-vaser,
you’ll just have to swallow your terror, put one foot in front of the other, make one call at a
time, and continue until you reach the other side. Confidence comes with practice.”

“I might say, ‘Assume the seller’s debt of fifty thousand dollars,’ which is nothing to me
but might look like a fortune to you. Just let me guide you along the cliff. In the places where
your hands are too weak to grab hold, I’ll make a handhold for you. Soon enough you will be
fearless.”

“Secondly, don’t look at the immensity of the goal. Don’t look down—at the penalty for
failure. Just keep your eyes on the next step. I won’t let you make any fatal mistakes. That does
not mean, however, that you won’t make mistakes. You will. It comes with the territory. You’ll
slip and bruise yourself. Maybe even break a leg, figuratively. But you’ll heal, and if you
maintain the proper attitude, you’ll emerge a stronger, more courageous and less fearful person.”

“The third point I wish to make is so important that I am going to call it a wealth secret:

WEALTH SECRET NO.2. FACE YOUR FEAR. YOU ALWAYS FIND THE
BEST FISHING HOLES IN THE PLACES WHERE THE AVERAGE
FISHERMAN IS AFRAID TO GO.

“Why was the fishing good at Lineham?” I asked. “Because very few ever dared to fish
there. The masses are always afraid. This leaves more for the few who dare. We don’t have a
shortage of opportunity in America. We have a shortage of courage. The lakes are teeming
with fish. But you have to dare to climb the cliffs to get them. Where the risks are great the
rewards are greater. Once you understand this concept, you’ll never lack for anything again.
That is, if you’re able to overcome your fear.

“As in all fairy tales, if you want to marry the princess, you have to slay the dragon. The
greatest dragon you’ll ever face is your own fear. I am going to call on you to face your fear a
hundred times in the next ninety days. If you can learn to live with the fear, the world is yours.

“And the fourth point I will also elevate to the level of a wealth secret:
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WEALTH SECRET NO.3. WATCH THE CROWD. GO IN THE
OPPOSITE DIRECTION.

“Success does not come by following the crowd. Where there are many fishermen, the
lakes get fished out fast. You must not be afraid to go against the grain—to go alone to
unclaimed territory.

“Here, also, fear paralyzes. One of our deepest fears is the fear of rejection. Aren’t we all
soft and fuzzy on the inside? We seek acceptance by our peers. We want to be loved. We crave
it. Unfortunately, this is not the route to success. To be successful you must learn to be
different.

“Many assume that this means that you’ll have no friends. Not so. You’ll have even more
friends—real friends—who will admire you for your courage.

“You don’t believe me? Just think of the people you most admire. What kind of people
are they? Do they hide in the anonymity of the crowd, afraid to be unique? Or are they
courageous enough to be better than the average?

“Yes. Do they lack for friends?
“No. Be like your heroes. And in so doing, you’ll he loved and accepted by those who

really count. Any friend who encourages you to be less than you can be is not a real friend by
anyone’s standard. Give him a wide birth.

“Be different. While the masses seek security, do the contrary. March out into the risk.
If the masses huddle in a corner, afraid, stand out from them. Face your fear.
“Look around you. See the masses standing in lines. Waiting for someone to take care of

them. Step out of line and form a new line—with you at the head of it.
“If fear of failure causes the multitudes to cower, let this be your cue. Like all great

people before you, be determined to fail your way to success if necessary.
“If the masses yearn to be loved, strive instead to be respected. It is greater to be

respected than to be loved. For respect is the foundation of love. There can be no love without
it. When you learn to face your fear, you will come to respect yourself. And you will be
irresistible.

“It takes courage to step out of the line marked ‘security’ into the line marked ‘risk.’ I
was amused to learn that last Monday when Tom was handing out those yellow fliers one
young man refused to come to the meeting because he was afraid he would lose his place in
line. Can you imagine that? Passing up freedom for a mess of pottage. But not you. You
answered the call to step out of those lines of an old world of scarcity and enter into a new
world of abundance.

“It’s difficult for people to believe that you can choose abundance over scarcity. They
think I am crazy when I say that it’s just as easy to be wealthy as it is to be poor—if not
easier. And why is it hard for them to believe? Because they are confused.

“Let me demonstrate. Look at the dotted picture on the page in front of you. Do you see
any patterns?”

All of them shook their heads. They couldn’t see anything but a confusion of dots.
“Well,” I continued, “there is an image in those dots, distinct and clear. I can see it. Can

you see it yet?”

38



“No.”
“Would it be easier for you if I told you that you were looking for a horse?”
“No. It’s still just a bunch of dots,” replied Steve.
“This is the way the world of money looks to most people. It is just a mass of confusion.

They don’t know how to connect the dots to make any sense out of it. Thousands of different
experts give totally conflicting advice. Your parents tell you to play it safe; your banker tells
you to put your money in CD’s; others say the answer is in gold or stocks or tax-exempt
bonds or the company pension plan or Social Security. The average American is boggled at
best, paralyzed at worst. The confused American scratches his head, dabbles in a thing or two,
gets burned and retreats to the sidelines feeling like a fool. As in Mark Twain’s story, the cat
who steps once on a hot stove never steps on any stoves again—hot or cold. Can you see the
horse yet, Steve?”

“No. Still can’t see it.”
“Isn’t that interesting? Even when I tell you what to look for, you still can’t see it. Let’s

see if I can make it clearer for you by connect-ing a few of the dots.”
“I’ve got it,” said Mary.
“Me too,” Nora said.
“I still can’t see it,” Steve protested, his brow creased.
I connected a few more of the dots.
“All right. I’ve got it,” he said.
Then I showed them the original picture without the dots connected. I asked them what

they saw. Steve spoke without hesitation. “I see a horse and rider,” he said.
“And from now on, whenever you see this picture, instead of a confused mass of dots,

you’ll always see a horse and rider. I changed your perception. I taught you how to make
sense of the confusion. When it comes to money, most people are guided by a confusing set of
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assumptions that don’t work. They are stuck in an old world where the prevailing assumption
is that the world is flat. I tell them that the world is round. They laugh.

“I want to introduce you to a new world. It’s the world of opportunity, abundance and
freedom. It exists all around us right now— this instant—though very few ever see it. Their
world is governed by flat-world concepts—scarcity, bondage and deprivation. With these as
their assumptions, how can they even imagine a new world?

“In the next few days, you’ll catch glimpses of this new world. It still won’t be clear to
you by tomorrow night. But sometime during the next ninety days you’ll have a burst of
understanding. You’ll see that these two worlds exist as surely as you can see the sun. You’ll
realize that you can choose which world you want to live in. You’ll look back at your friends
and relatives in the old world and wonder how they can think they’re living on a flat planet
when you know full well that it is round. ‘How can they live like that?’ you’ll say. ‘Did I live
like that?’ You’ll beckon for them to join you in the new world. And they will laugh. I want
you to remember the first time that someone laughs at you. And when it happens—and it
will—I want you to smile and not take it personally.

“In this new world, you’re going to be amazed at how free you feel. And yet you’ll be
the same person you always were. You’ll weigh the same. You’ll talk the same. You’ll like the
same foods. You’ll have a lot of the same habits. In fact, the day you make the transition from
the old world into the new world you probably won’t have any more money in the bank than
you do right now. But you will be different. Radically different. Because your perception will
be different.

“And I will make you another promise. Once you enter this new world, you will never go
back to the old world you left behind. You won’t even be tempted. Why would a butterfly go
back into its cocoon?
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GOING FROM AN OLD WORLD TO A NEW WORLD

Old World Programming New World Attitudes
They are responsible for me. I am responsible for me.
I am dependent. I am independent.
I am the employee. I am the boss, regardless of whom I work for.
I am afraid to act. I act in spite of my fear.
I am afraid. Give me security. I am afraid. Give me opportunity.
I get what I see—scarcity, lack, I get what I see—opportunity, abundace, freedom. 

bondage.
I am a victim. I am a volunteer.
I am sensitive—take it easy on me. I am precious—challenge me, let me grow.
I need friends even if it means I want to make progress even if it means going

lowering my standards. alone.
I need your love. Let me be worthy of your respect and love.

“I drove down Martin Luther King Boulevard here in St. Louis a few days ago. People
are literally starving to death in the midst of the gold mine. It’s the saddest thing I’ve ever
seen in my life. But just like you, Steve, who couldn’t see the horse and rider, they can’t see
the opportunity. Even when you tell them that it’s there. They’ve been programmed to see the
poverty, the lack. But just because they can’t see it doesn’t mean that it doesn’t exist.

“Bit by bit, layer by layer, slowly and carefully, you’re going to peel away your own
programming. I tell you these stories about the mountain, the cliff, fishing, the new world and
the old world so that you and I will have a common reference point to use for discussion in
the next ninety days. When you call me, paralyzed with fear at the thought of signing your
name to a real estate contract, I’ll say, ‘Remember the cliff. One foot in front of the other.’
When you become discouraged at the immensity of the goal, I will say, ‘Practice on the
foothills. Get used to the altitude. Then the mountain will not seem so big.’ When you despair
at the people you meet who can’t see the world that you see, I will say, ‘Show them by your
example. Those who have eyes to see will see. Then teach them how to fish.’

“OK. Let’s cover one more major point before we break. Since we’ll be living round-
world concepts in a flat world, give me three quick ways we can strengthen ourselves so that
we won’t be overcome by our old world programming.”

“Knowledge, education,” Steve responded.
“Positive attitude,” added his wife, Mary.
“Goals,” said Nora.
“Good. Knowledge. Attitude. Goals. The top three. Let’s return to our example of Mount

McKinley. What was our goal? To climb the mountain. What was our time frame? Twelve
months. What was our reward? One million dollars. The more specific the goal the greater the
probability it’ll be realized. So let’s set a specific goal for ourselves on this challenge. Mary,
turn over on the next page in your manual and read for us the goal sheet.”
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FIVE-STEP SUCCESS FORMULA

1. Determine what you really want.
2. Set a specific goal to obtain it. To be effective, this goal must include a specific

time frame and plan for its accomplishment. The goal should also be written
down and studied regularly.

3. Gain knowledge about your goal—listen to tapes, talk to experts, go to seminars to
learn about it.

4. Associate with people who share your goals and attitudes while avoiding those
who don’t.

5. Don’t stop until you get it.

Mary read: “Within the next ninety days I will find or create at least one win/win
opportunity which will result in my being able to deposit five thousand dollars cash in the bank.”

“That’s a very specific goal,” I said. “Are you willing to sign your name to that, Mary?”
“Sure.”
“Once you sign it, place it where you’ll see it often.” “For me, that’s in the kitchen on the

refrigerator,” she said. We all laughed.
“You might consider taping it above your bed on the ceiling,” I said. “So it’s the first

thing you see in the morning, and it’s the last thing you see at night.”
“One of the reasons you were chosen for the Challenge is because you are goal-setters. Nora,

you had a specific goal, to start a hotel/resort. Steve and Mary wanted their own church. Philip,
you wanted your own business. But none of you had specific enough goals with time deadlines.”

“Having a specific, written goal with a date for completion is the key to opening the
power of your subconscious mind. As you read your goal, visualize or picture in your mind
the achievement of what you desire. Visualize sitting in the closing office when the title com-
pany officer hands you a five-thousand-dollar check. Visualize a seller happy with the solution
to his problem. Visualize a happy realtor or banker. See a positive, win/win result.”

“Why goals? Why visualization? Suppose you had access to the most powerful computer
in the world. What kinds of questions would you ask it? How would you use it? Well, you do
have access to this computer. It’s right on top of your shoulders. The brain is among the most
powerful and complex entities in the universe. But how do we use it? We program it to find us
minimum-wage jobs. Like a good servant, it does exactly that. What a waste of power! It’s
like having access to the genius of Albert Einstein and using him, instead, to carry out the
garbage. I want you to reprogram your computer to find you maximum-income opportunities.
The process is just the same. And thus, the powerful computer of our mind, energized by a
specific, visualized task or goal, goes to work to find you exactly what you program it to do—
even while you sleep.”

“Only a small percentage of the masses set goals. And yet, did you ever meet a
successful person who wasn’t a goal-setter?”

“I rest my case.”
“That’s enough for now. Let’s break for ten minutes. And then I’ll show you how to find

opportunity and take advantage of it.”
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