
IT AIN’T BRAGGING IF YOU REALLY DONE IT.
—DIZZY DEAN

11
“IF THEY CAN DO IT,

YOU CAN DO IT”

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” I said, handing each of them a small box.  “Your business cards
have come back from the printer.  It’s official.  You’re in business!”

Everyone clapped.
I looked at each excited face.  We all sat on the sectional couch in the royal-blue and

white presidential suite of the Daniele Hotel.  Only yesterday morning we had begun our
journey with a sumptuous breakfast in this very room.  Where had the time gone?

When the excitement subsided, I continued, “Let me introduce you to some special
people.”  I gestured toward three strangers who were sitting with us on the couch.  “Each has
a unique story to tell.  Mickey Ann Parker from Portland, Oregon.  Jeff Rickerson, a fellow
Missourian from across the state.  And Bruce Fanning of Colorado Springs, Colorado.

“Their stories contain a common thread.  Just like Thomas Edison, who failed thousands
of times before he was successful in perfecting the light bulb, each of these three continued to
fail until they were successful.

“Mickey Ann, tell us a little bit about yourself.”
Mickey Ann was a modestly dressed woman with graying hair and a pleasant smile

sitting next to Mary.  She wrung her hands slightly as if she was nervous.
“Well, about fifteen years ago I was living in the Seattle area where Boeing has its

headquarters.  It was a bad time for Boeing, and they were laying off people right and left.
One day, someone offered to sell me their house.  ‘Just take over my payments,’ they said.  If
seemed like a good deal.  I’d just come out of a bad marriage that had resulted in a
bankruptcy.  So I bought it and rented it out.  Since that one went well, I picked up another
one for my retirement.  And then one for each of my four kids.  Pretty soon I has five houses.
I was very lucky then.  I ended up picking up twenty-one houses this way.  And then my luck

115



ran out.  I made the mistake of marrying again.”  She laughed nervously.  “It was the worst
mistake of my entire life!  Sometimes we don’t use our heads, you know?

“Anyhow, I wheeled and dealed and ended up in four and a half years with ninety-seven
rental units, and forty acres of Indian timberland on the coast—over a million dollars’ worth
in all.  Oh, I thought I was big stuff!  I was feeling very good with my future all laid out.  And
then, the marriage didn’t work out.  In fact, it was a disaster.

“My attorney, handling the divorce, cheated me out of every single piece of property.  I
didn’t get one penny out of any of it.  I got him disbarred, but I didn’t get any of the property
back.  And so I ended right back where I started.”

She began to ramble, unsure exactly of what she should say.  I could tell that the cameras
were bothering her.  It was time to gently nudge her into sharing the story I had brought her to
St. Louis to tell us.

“Mickey Ann,”  I interrupted, “how did you come in contact with me?”
“I wrote you a letter after I went to one of your free seminars,” she said. 
“Why did you write me that letter?”
“Because I was so mad!  I wanted to go to your seminar, but I couldn’t afford the $495.

And I was so discourged-depressed.  I’d been out of steady work for over three years.”
“Let me share part of Mickey’s letter with you,”  I said to the group.  She writes:

Let me tell you what it’s like to be unwanted and rejected-almost daily-for
over three years.  You acquire a feeling of worthlessness that produces a
depression that won’t go away.  You feel that the world can’t see that you
have some value—something to offer—there is not much use to go on.  You
don’t know if you’ll be able to pay the rent, much less put food on your table.
You begin to sell off your belongings to make ends meet (for almost a year I
has to sleep on the floor because I had to sell my bed).  When something
breaks, you cannot afford to get it fixed or replaced.  It doesn’t make any
difference how badly you need a doctor, you couldn’t pay him anyhow.  You
lose hope.  So, I would like you to consider this kind of hopelessness when
you make claims that someone from the unemployment lines can make good.
You know not of what you speak!  You are successful and have absolutely no
idea what people in my situation (and there are many of us: intelligent,
capable, educated) are like.  For us, life is hopeless and we only cuss the fact
that we wake up alive every morning.

So I immediately wrote back.  Basically, what did I tell you, Mickey Ann?”
“You told me that if I had done it once I could do it again—just get out there and do it.

And I wrote back and told you that you just didn’t understand what it’s like to be poor!  I tried
to explain all the feelings that were inside of me—what’s it’s like…” She broke down.  “I’ll
cry if I do…”

The whole room was caught up in emotion.  The Challenge team knew exactly how she
was feeling.

“It’s all right,” I said.
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She took a moment to regain her composure.
“No one can understand what it’s like.  You can’t go looking for properties because you

don’t have the gas.  Even if you did, you don’t dare leave the house because the phone might
ring with someone offering you a job.  You eat oatmeal every meal for maybe two or three
months until you run out.  Then, when eggs go on sale, you eat hard-boiled eggs—one egg a
meal for two or three months at a time.  It’s that kind of existence.  When I wrote you, I saw
no glimmer of hope out there.  I was really ready to do it in.”

“Do it in?”
“I didn’t see any reason to live anymore.  My kids were turned against me because I was

such a failure.  Nobody had any use for me.  I didn’t have any use for myself!  I felt like such
a failure!”  She paused again to get a grip on her emotions.  “But when I got your letter, I
thought, “If he really thinks I can do this—if he has faith in me—I can’t let him down.  I’ve at
least got to try.’

“So I went out immediately and found a deal.  I knew what to do.  I’d done it before.  I’d
just gotten depressed.  It wasn’t the best deal in the world.  But it was a start.  It isn’t even in
my name-it’s a lease option.  I used my hang glider for a down payment.  That was a real
sacrifice-to risk losing my hang glider!”

“Mickey Ann had lost hope,” I commented after the laughter had subsided.  “I just
helped her find it again.  In her next letter to me she said:

Before I got your letter, I was so low that I was thinking seriously of
taking my own life.  But now, I have renewed hope.  I still don’t know how
I’ll pay this month’s rent, nor can I buy groceries, but at least I can see a light
at the end of the tunnel.  Before, there was just the tunnel-with no end to it—
just day after day of the same misery.  I still don’t have as much courage as
you would like for me to have…but give me time.  It’s a long way back.

Mickey Ann has come a long way back.  Tying up the first property gave her renewed
confidence.  Then she got another property.  And then another.  Now she’s even starting a new
business.”

“Several years ago,” Mickey Ann explained, taking my cue, “I had a necklace that was
just too short.  I wondered if there was such a thing as a necklace extender-a short piece of
chain with fasteners on each end.  When I couldn’t find anything like that on the market, I
formed a company to make them.  I brought in some partners to finance it.  We just started
and we already have orders.”

“She came up with an idea,” I interrupted.  “Find it.  She brought in several partners:
Fund it.  And now she’s marketing the idea: Farm it.  It it’s a great idea, money will flow to it.
If it isn’t, it will die.  But at least she’s trying.  And if you find, fund and farm just one great
idea, you’ll be set for life.  Mickey Ann, thank you for sharing your story.  

“Now,” I said, “let’s move on to our next guest, Jeff Rickerson.”  I introduced a young
man in his late twenties, slender and red-haired, wearing glasses.

“Just about a year ago,” he began,  “I was fortunate enough to graduate from college
right into a banking job.  You know, one of those high-security type of jobs with a big title to
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it?  It sounded really neat.  They told me they’d pay me seven thousand dollars a year.  That
was big money to me then.”

Everyone laughed.
“Whoa,” countered Nora.  “That is big money!  More money that I ever made in a year.”
“Then,” Jeff continued, “one Friday evening, just before I got off work, the president

called me into his office and said,  ‘You know, it’s really been nice knowing you, but we just
don’t need you anymore.’ Five minutes’ notice and I was out of a job.  Actually, I was
relieved to have them let me go.  I needed a reason to get out on my own.  I’d taken the
Nothing Down seminar in college and bought a property or two, so I was familiar with the
techniques.

“That weekend, I started putting a plan together that would net me more cash than I
would’ve made in an entire year working for that bank.  I didn’t have enough gas to waste
driving around looking for the deal, so I dressed up in my three-piece suit and went around
knocking on doors.  I was tough-walking around in 103 degrees temperatures.”

“You walked…?”  I asked incredulously.
“I walked up and down the streets and asked folks in they’d be interested in selling or if

they knew of someone who was having problems and might need to sell.”
“But you didn’t have a job.”
“I’d learned in the seminar that if I didn’t have it, I could always get it.”
“So, I inquired, “instead of looking on being fired as a problem, you looked on it as

being…?”
“An opportunity.”
“The Lord anwers prayers in strange ways,”  I said.  “How long did it take you to find a

property?”
“About two weeks.  I had to hurry.  Bills were piling up on my desk.  I’d stacked them

according to which ones I had to pay first, and I was running out of room.”
“How’d you find it?”
“I found a house about three miles from my own home.  The grass was several feet high.

I could see it was furnished, like somebody was living there, but nobody was home.  There
was a sticker on the front door from the city health department saying the house was to be
condemned.  So I went to the library and, using a cross-reference guide, got the name of the
owner, his place of employment and the phone number.  I called but the number was
disconnected.”

“This is just like the Blue Vase story,” I interrupted.
“Then I called his place of employment.  They said he’d been dismissed, and they

thought he lived out of state.  So I went to the post office and paid the postmaster a dollar for
the forwarding address.  I typed up a nice letter to the owner explaining how he could sell his
house by mail.  He wrote me back and sent me a key.”

“The house was a total disaster inside. Mud had poured into the basement during a heavy
rain, and mold was growing on the walls.  I’d never seen anything like it before in my life.
But I knew there was an opportunity there.  I called the owner back and he said, ‘Just take it
off my hands.  I don’t want it anymore.’

“Was the seller behind on his payments?”  I asked.
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“That was the unbelievable part.  He was current on his mortgage payments and his
taxes.  He just gave me his house for the mortgage balance!  It cost me about $2.75—a buck
to get his address and another $1.75 to send the contract by certified mail.”

“First you found it and tied it up.  How did you fund it?”
“I knew a fellow in the Jefferson City area who was a handyman.  I offered to split the

profit with him.  I’d do all of the paperwork if he would let me borrow his financial statement
and his fixup expertise.  He agreed.  Everything fell together.”

“Tell us a few details of the fixup,” I asked.
“First, I contacted the bank that held the mortgage and persuaded them to forgo the

payments while we fixed it up.  Then I called the insurance company, and they ended up
giving us a check for the damage in the basement.  We hired some kids to clean up the yard.
All told, it took about three months.  During this period of time, I found someone to buy it.”

“And what was your net profit?”
“We each made about ten thousand dollars.”
“And that’s way over your seven thousand,” Nora added.
Jeff nodded.  “And I immediately moved my checking account to another bank!”
This last comment brought the house down.
“And ever since,” Jeff continued, “I’ve been putting deals together.  It’s extremely

exciting.”
“I want that excitement,” said Steve.
“I have twenty-three written goals.” Jeff continued, “each with a specific time frame.

I’ve already accomplished three or four of them.  I’ll probably reach another six or seven in
this year alone.  Some will take me another ten years to accomplish.  You’ve got to have
goals, and real estate is the perfect vehicle to take you to those goals.”

“Thanks, Jeff,” I said, changing the subject.  “Now, let me introduce you to our last guest
this evening, Bruce Fanning.”

Bruce was a genial fellow with long dark hair and a beard—almost hippielike—not at all
the stereotype of a successful businessman.  He sat at the end of the couch next to Steve.

“I met Bruce last year in Colorado Springs.  Bruce, why don’t you share your story with us?”
“Well, I was working for a radio station till September 15, ’82.  I thought I had a great

job, but as radio goes, a new manager came along and canned the whole staff.  And we were
out on the street.  I began looking for another job, but I was disillusioned with radio—I got it
in the end, you know?  No security.  A couple of days later, I was in a used bookstore and
picked up a copy of Nothing Down for a couple of bucks.  I was down to my last hundred
bucks or so.”  

“Did you have any real estate experience?” I asked.
“No.  I didn’t even know what a title company was.  But anyway, I got involved in real

estate and bought my first property.  And as of this past Monday, I closed on my nineteenth
property.”

“And all of this in less than eighteen months,” I commented.  “How could you go from
no experience, no knowledge, and with just a book to guide you, be so successful in such a
short time?”

119



“I had the desire to do it.  I didn’t want to go to work every day, punch the clock and sit
in the little engineering room and solder wires, and think that I was going somewhere.  I
wanted to really get ahead.  I like to work for myself.  I’ve always been good at fixing things.
Real estate was just perfect.  I had all the time in the world.  I was unemployed.”

“How did you find your first property?”
“I ran an ad in the newspaper that said, ‘I want to buy my first income property.  I have

no down payment.’ A couple of weeks later a Realtor called with an idea.  He’d read Nothing
Down.  So he put me into a duplex down near the army base.”

“Did it have a cash flow?”
“Yes, I live on the cash flow from my properties.  For a while, at first, I did odd jobs on

the side—fixup, hauling trash, doing work for apartment owners.”
“Did it bother you to have to take odd jobs?”
“Yeah.  It was a step down from what I’d been doing.  But it only lasted a couple of

months.  I just kept telling myself, ‘Hey, this hauling trash and flushing toilets and stuff is a
good way to meet property owners.’ In fact, that’s how I bought a couple of my properties.”

“So,” I said, speaking to the group, “what was he doing there?  He was networking,
wasn’t he?  Want to ask him any questions?”

“Yeah,” Philip said.  “Bruce, how did you fund your first one?”
“The seller carried back a note for the entire purchase price.  He has it free and clear.  We

moved him to Albuquerque in return for the down payment.”
“What do you mean?”  I asked.
“I found a friend who had a credit card.  We rented a truck and packed a lunch, and we

loaded his furniture.  And we drove him to Albuquerque.”
“Can you believe that?”  I laughed.  “Why was he willing to be so flexible?”
“He was an older man—early seventies.  His property was near the army base, and he

was just fed up with the GIs—hassling them for rent, and phone calls from the police at
midnight about loud parties.  He didn’t want to be the tough guy.”

“What did it feel like, when you bought that first property?”
“Oh, it was a rush!”
Everyone, especially Phil, who knew drug users’ jargon, smiled as Bruce told his story.

By his down-to-earth manner, Bruce was quickly becoming the favorite of the group.
“We signed the papers at the Realtor’s office,” Bruce continued, “and went outside.  I

remember it was a chilly night, but boy, was I warm.  Ha!  Ran over there and looked at it.  I
couldn’t believe it.  I kept saying to myself, ‘I own this’.”

“Bruce,” Steve asked, “how long after you read the book did it take to get that first
property?”

“Forty-five days.  I have a friend, Kevin, who’s a plumbing contractor who’s gotten into
this with me now.  He’s a great help picking up used plumbing fixtures, and fixing things that
go wrong.  We’re doing about one a month now.”

“What’s the best one you’ve ever bought?”  I asked.
“The best one I ever bought was a three-unit building that had had a fire in the rear unit.”
“Problem means opportunity,” I said.
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“Right.  The people had moved out.  The owner wasn’t making the payments at the bank.
And he knew he was going to be in trouble.  We bought it for the loan balance of $35,000 and
borrowed money on a second mortgage to do all the repair work.  We just put the final paint
job on the outside last week.  It appraised for $88,000 and we’ve only got $42,000 into it.  So
that’s a $40,000 profit.  Now we’re going to sell it.”

“When Bruce was an employee,” I said to the group, “looking for security, he never
made that kind of money.  Now he’s the employer—the boss—he’s in control.  No one can
fire him. That’s the difference between being an employee and an employer.  I was jogging
through the streets of Seattle a few months ago.  It was lunch-time, and the streets were
thronged with employees.  People turned to stare at me as if to ask, ‘Who is this crazy jogging
fool?’ I didn’t let it bother me.  I stared back at them as if to say, “I’m not in a race with you.
I’m in a race with me.’

“It’s amazing how many people in the old world—the losers’ world will try to hold you
back, ridicule you.  But in the new world—the winners’ world—you’ll notice there’s a helping
system.  Winners like to help other winners.  Big thinkers like to help other big thinkers.  You
become part of the winners’ network.  A helping network.  You don’t find that kind of help
down in the bottom echelon.”

“It’s dog eat dog,” said Philip, as if he knew.
“When you get to the top, it’s ‘dog help dog.’ Do you find that to be true, Bruce?”
“Yes.  That’s one of my daily declarations.  Each day I read this: “You’re obliged to help

other people in any way you can because it’s going to come back to you.  Your success is
assured if you help enough people get what they want.’”

“Well, folks,” I said, changing the subject, “this morning we talked about how it’s
important to establish habits of success.  I like another quote, which says, ‘Routine brings
perfection within the grasp of mediocrity.’”

“Routine brings results,” Philip translated.
“Good, Philip. Let’s call that our wealth secret number eleven.”

WEALTH SECRET NO. 11. ROUTINE BRINGS RESULTS. AN
AVERAGE PERSON WITH A MODEST ROUTINE OF DAILY SELF-
IMPROVEMENT WILL OUT-PERFORM A DISORGANIZED GENIUS
NINETY-NINE TIMES OUT OF A HUNDRED.

“Now, let’s design a daily success routine,” I continued. “Just as in vitamins, each of us has
adult daily minimal requirements for success. What are some of them?”

“Exercise,” said Mary.
“Very important. At least thirty minutes a day. While you exercise you can perform

another daily requirement—listening to tapes from your success collection. What else?”
“Prayer,” Steve suggested.
“I like that one,” Nora said.
“Family communication,” Karen volunteered. “If you get so busy that you don’t

communicate, it might ruin everything.”
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I agreed. “I’ve been taught all my life that no success can compensate for failure in the
home and that the most important work we’ll ever do is within the walls of our own homes.”

Bruce Fanning offered a suggestion. “What about goal review? I do this every day and it
helps a lot.”

“Thanks, Bruce. Ten to fifteen minutes a day. I also recommend that you write an
affirmation—a positive program for yourself and study it daily. Bruce, weren’t you reading
from your affirmation a few minutes ago?”

“Yes. I read it every day. I’ve brought a copy of it for each of you.”
He passed out a sheet of paper with his affirmation printed on it.
“I took this in bits and pieces from various people,” he explained. “It starts like this:
“‘The most powerful force you have is what you say to yourself and believe. Pursue your

goals free of any feeling of ill will toward anyone. Assure yourself every day that you’re a
warm, friendly, well liked, loved person. Your success is assured. It does not require you to
take advantage of any other person. Rather, it obliges you to help others any way you can. See
yourself as a success. Be free of limitations. Always be will-do and can-do. Eagerly seek to
improve every phase of your life. Stop putting things off and wasting time. You have the
ability to reach creative solutions to your problems. You have a constant flow of new and
good ideas. You have guts.’”

Everyone laughed at the last sentence.
“Thanks, Bruce. Now, in addition to goal review, spend fifteen minutes before bed

reviewing your day and organizing the next day’s activities. This will give your subconscious
mind all night to process the information. You’ll wake up more organized and ready to hit the
ground running. Especially watch for hunches the next morning. Nora, what else should we
add to our routine?”

“Study?”
“I recommend thirty minutes a day from both aptitude and attitude books in your success

library. You reap what you sow. If you expect to reap a big harvest tomorrow, you have to be
planting the right seeds today. That brings us to find it, fund it and farm it. Each day you
should spend time on each of these areas. At first you will concentrate on getting your lines in
the water—five hours a day of finding those opportunities. You should spend a minimum of
two hours a day in the ‘fund it’ are—calling banks, finding out the terms and conditions for
getting loans, finding out the terms and conditions for getting loans, prospecting for partners.
Finally, spend at least two hours a day learning how to farm it—studying the market, checking
rental values, setting up contacts with realtors, sending out fliers.”

In summary, then, adult daily minimal requirements are:
__goal review and visualization: fifteen minutes
__organization and overview: fifteen minutes
__exercise: a half-hour
__read attitude books: a half-hour
__read aptitude books: a half-hour
__listen to tapes: at least a half-hour
__find it: five hours a day
__fund it: two hours a day
__farm it: two hours a day



“That adds up to almost twelve hours a day,” Steve said. “That’s more than a full-time job!”
I agreed. “Someone once joked that an entrepreneur is a person who will work sixteen

hours a day for himself just so he doesn’t have to work eight hours a day for someone else.
Besides, I only want half of your twenty-four-hour day. The rest of the time is yours to do
with as you please.”

Everyone laughed
“These are just guidelines, of course. Organize your day in a system that works for you.

I’m not going to tell you to get up at six, brush your teeth at six-oh-four, jog at six fifteen,
read till seven-twelve, etc. I don’t care when you get up. I don’t care when you go to bed. I’m
not responsible for you. You are responsible for you.

“If you were average people with jobs, you would not be able to maintain such a rigid
schedule. You would have to cut back on your hours and stretch out your expectations of
results. But you would still have to establish a daily routine to fit your life-style. None of us
would consider sitting down with a banker unshaven, unshowered or ungroomed. We take
fastidious care of the exterior, outward, physical aspects of our lives, spending upward of two
hours a day on our appearance. But how much time do we spend on our interior grooming?
Which is more important to long-term success?

SUCCESS GUIDELINES FOR THE AVERAGE WORKING PERSON
Adult daily minimal requirements:

__goal review and visualization: five minutes
__organization and overview: ten minutes
__exercise: fifteen to thirty minutes
__read attitude books: fifteen to thirty minutes
__read aptitude books: fifteen to thirty minutes
__listen to tapes: fifteen to thirty minutes
__investments: thirty minutes
__family, friend time: as needed

Weekly minimal requirements:
__take one local expert to lunch to build your network 
__make at least one written offer to buy a property

Monthly minimal requirements:
__read one attitude book 
__read one aptitude book
__attend your local investment club meeting to build your
network

Yearly minimal requirements:
__buy at least one property
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“Now, for the last few minutes of tonight’s session, let me explain to each of you how
the MasterPlanner works.”

This led to a discussion of the importance of using a planning tool that simplifies the task
of organization. For this purpose, the MasterPlanner was specifically engineered, containing
sections on goal-setting, calendar planning, activity checklists, networking, references,
meetings and finances.

“Your MasterPlanner becomes your portable office,” I concluded. “It contains information
that will help you to find, fund and farm your first property. All of the paperwork is there—
blank offer forms, handouts, fliers, form letters, Bargainfinders, Financefinders, rental
checklists, lease agreements, master checklists, etc. The MasterPlanner is as important to your
success as listening to tapes or reading books.” (For more information call 1-801-852-8700.)

THE SECRETS OF BEING ORGANIZED

Do you ever feel like your life is out of control? Like you’re drowning in details?
Like you’re never going to get your life together? It doesn’t have to be that way.
You can take some simple steps now to get on top of things and stay there.

In my opinion, the major reason why successful people always seem so
“together” is they set specific written goals with realistic deadlines. This sends a
message to their subconscious mind to automatically sort through the confusing
detail of life and only notice that which advances them toward their objectives.
Since they know what they want and when they want it, they don’t have to
agonize over ever decision. This one habit simplifies their life and makes them
seem so much more organized. I highly recommend it.

But just having goals is not enough. You’ve got to use your brain effectively.
You’ve got to get your mind uncluttered.

Did you know that your conscious mind cannot effectively juggle more than
five to ten thoughts at a time? If you don’t want to feel overwhelmed, write down
all the things you have to do. You’ll be surprised how much less confusing it is
once you get the list down on paper. Most people call this a “to-do” list. But,
don’t stop there.

You must prioritize your activities or you’ll fall into the trap of confusing
activity with progress. Being busy often gives one the illusion that things are
getting done. What usually happens is that easy, enjoyable tasks get done while
the difficult, unenjoyable and often important tasks get transferred from list to
list. But, when you prioritize and work first on your top priorities you move from
the level of “getting things done” to a new level called “getting the right things
done.” And that is a quantum leap. Only then can you afford the luxury of
working on less important matters.

And last, remember that whatever gets measured improves. Get in the habit of
reviewing your progress on a regular basis.
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How can you see if progress is being made unless you track it? Take time to
look back and see how far you have come. Perhaps you should even record your
insights and experiences in a daily journal for review on a regular basis.

This simple approach won’t work immediate miracles but with a few weeks of
practice you will notice that you are becoming more serene, calm and organized
in a world that thrives on confusion and chaos.

“Now, as our final task tonight let me review for you the wealth secrets we have learned thus far:

Wealth Secret no. 1: You rarely have a money problem. You have an attitude problem. 
The go-getter with the right attitude cannot be denied. 

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. 

Wealth Secret no. 3: Watch the crowd. Go in the opposite direction.
Wealth Secret no. 4: Until you know value, everything is worthless. As soon as you 

know value, everything is valuable. 
Wealth Secret no. 5: Almost all opportunities are disguised as problems.
Wealth Secret no. 6: He who lives the Golden Rule gets the gold here too. 
Wealth Secret no. 7: Money is attracted to great ideas. 
Wealth Secret no. 8: You are your wealth. The money that flows to you is just a by-

product of your nonfinancial resources.
Wealth Secret no. 9: There is no failure. Only feedback. 
Wealth Secret no. 10: A network saves legwork.
Wealth Secret no. 11: Routine brings results. A disorganized genius is no match for the 

average person with a daily routine.”

Mary raised her hand. “You said you were going to teach us twelve wealth secrets. When
do we learn number twelve?”

“It’s a secret,” I said. “It may take you the next ninety days to learn it. It may take ninety
years. When I think you are ready for it, I’ll let you know.

“At this point,” I said, changing the subject, “our cup runneth over. Let’s retire for the
night.”

“Overload,” said Steve wearily.
“Tomorrow morning is our last time together,” I added. “My plane leaves at noon. Let’s

meet at the arch monument in downtown St. Louis at 8:00 A.M. There’s a museum
underground at the base of the arch that I’d like you to see. We’re going to try to discover the
spirit of St. Louis.”
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