
Welcome.

  The Golden Key of Success, meta-

phorically speaking, is the Key to the 

City, an ornamental key presented 

to esteemed visitors, residents, or 

others whom a city's Council or 

Mayor wish to honor. 

This tradition dates back centuries 

and in practice is a variation of a 

medieval walled city's Freedom of the 

City tradition, the gates of which 

would be guarded during the day 

and locked at night; the key 

symbolizing the freedom of its 

holder to enter and leave the city at 

will as a trusted friend of the city's 

leaders and residents.

The Key to the City represents 

the idea that all doors are open 

to this esteemed person.

Wouldn't we, as Realtors, like to 

have one of these? 

With this in hand we would be 

welcomed into every house by 

every owner behind every door 

upon which we knocked and we'd 

always leave with a listing. This key, 

for us, would be more than just a 

Key to the City, but The Golden Key 

of Success.

This magical key actually exists, 

but it is not made up of iron or 

steel, copper or gold; keys made of 

these elements are cold and possess 

no magic. The key that actually 

exists is incorporeal (possessing 

no material body) and exists solely 

in mind; it is multifaceted in that it 

is made up of part Principle (ideas, 

beliefs, and outlook) and part 

Process (an action orientation) that 

drives one's interactions with the 

outside world; it is hot, not cold, 

and projects itself atmospherically 

through its holder's personality, 

intention, vitality and vigor.

It is the Process, though, always the 

Process, that manifests this and it is 

that, exactly, that I want to share 

with you here: a Process that, itself, 

is The Golden Key of Success that can 

turn you into a listing magnet, 

drawing sellers to you like a power-

ful magnet draws bits of shaved 

metal to it.

On the Fence,
Off the Hook, Authorized 

Closing.

First, of course, we must assume 

that you have gotten to the point 

in your planning, preparation and 

outreach as an agent whereby you 

have selected a target market (ex-

pired listings), house or door to 

visit for the purpose of speaking 

with owners about selling and are 

ready, willing and able to walk up 

the drives or walkways to do this.

These things are easier said than 

done. Congratulations.

Now, know this, it is the seller's 

job (knowing that you are an agent 

that has come to visit for the ex-

press purpose of gaining a listing) 

to build a wall between you and 

them that will protect them from 

the possibility of future harm by 

laying block-by-block every 

conceivable lie, stall, or objection 

row-upon-row until a wall of 

resistance stands so high that you 

cannot get over it to achieve this.

Most people (owners) are very 

creative at doing this because they 

have been doing it for decades 

within every conceivable situation 

and excel at doing it to the point 

that even when telling The Big Lie, 

that they are “no longer interested in 

selling,” they do it with such con-

viction and felicity that agents 

believe what they are saying is true, 

but it's not.

I say this with perfect confidence 

and conviction because every home 

owner is a seller and, not just now 

or later, but always under the right 

circumstances. Suppose, for 

example, that I were to approach 

the most entrenched, happy, go 

nowhere home owner and offer 

them $1,000,000 more for their 

home than it was worth. If this 

were double its value they might 

agree to sell or not. Most would 

agree to sell under these terms and 

then just buy again within the same 

neighborhood for half their net 

proceeds at closing and be a million 
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dollars ahead in the end. If they 

declined the offer, I could up it 

until the sales price became too 

ridiculous to reject.

This is absurd, of course, but I just 

want to make the point that every 

owner is a seller under the right 

circumstances. We, however, in the 

Fellowship don't need to reach like 

this because the majority of owners 

we talk with (long on the market 

sellers that have experienced an 

expired listing) have already told us 

they want to sell, now, emphati-

cally, now.

This being true emphasizes the 

point that any and, virtually, all 

statements to the contrary are 

just lies, stalls or objections.

I often call a seller’s lie about 

selling the Nixon Lie, because, like 

when once addressing the Harvard 

Law School some years after 

leaving the Presidency, when asked 

by a student with moxie if he ever, 

as the President, lied, Nixon, after a 

moment’s thought, replied that he 

had never lied as President, though 

revelations at a later date made it 

look as though he had.

A seller, after having had a bad 

experience trying to sell, often is 

sure they will stay off the market 

and not try to sell again for some 

time, so when they say they are not 

going to sell it is, possibly, a 

truthful statement at the time, but 

per the Nixon Lie, an untruth later 

or a White Lie which is somehow 

less malevolent than an actual lie.

Also, know that sellers are not obli-

gated to answer a question truth-

fully just because we ask it; actually, 

it is none of our business what 

their intentions are, is it?, but 

because we in the Fellowship oper-

ate under the premise that we work 

with intelligence and not just time 

and money, The 25/90 Rule (the sta-

tistical reality that twenty-five per-

cent of all sellers that experience an 

expired listing, list again with a 

new agent within thirty days, and 

that ninety percent overall list again 

within nine months) leads to our 

having only one reasonable re-

sponse to all answers whether lie, 

stall or objection: Thank you.

With that said we proceed to let the 

seller know the steps we will take 

from there to establish (manufac-

ture) a relationship with them that 

will lead to a program look over 

somewhere down the line, if, or 

when they once again begin to 

think and talk about selling.

The tact for doing this is open 

ended; most any conversation you 

pursue that seems right at the time 

will help you get to where you 

want to go just so long as it is un-

derscored by the following three-

part closing process: On the Fence, 

Off the Hook, Authorized Closing.

The Underscore.

On the Fence / Once a seller 

builds a wall of resistance, he or she 

will proudly sit atop it, crossed 

armed, nose in the air, to look 

down upon the agent that stands 

arrested before it unable to find 

footing or foothold to make 

advance. 

This is part and parcel to what I 

mean by On the Fence, additionally, 

and/or more pertinent to our work 

here, though, is the realization that 

once on the fence, the sitter must 

face the reality that it is a house of 

cards that he or she sits atop – lies, 

stalls, and objections – and that 

possibly they have “cut off their own 

nose to spite their own face,” as the 

saying goes: that they have possibly 

put themselves at a disadvantage in 

the market simply to gain power 

over you because they really want 

to sell. Pride, however, won't let 

them admit this.

It’s not comfortable to sit on a 

fence, though, is it?, especially if 

you're not sure you even want to 

be sitting there, so know that, this 

is key: most people atop the fence 

would rather say “maybe” than 

“yes” or “no,” so help them by 

giving them a way out of the 

pickle. Disarm the whole situation 

by letting them off the hook.

Off the Hook / Off the Hook, a 

saying thought to have been 

derived from a fishing analogy 

suggests that if you are on the hook 

you are caught, trapped, or obli-

gated to something; but if you get 

out of something, a commitment 

or obligation, for example, you 

have been let off the hook.

If you were to say to a busy seller, 

one busily constructing a wall made 

of lies, stalls or objections to sit 

atop, that you have not come by to 

list their house, that you in no way 

expected them to talk with you 

about selling the day of your visit, 

and thank them for every absurd 

statement they make contrary to 

every action they have taken in the 

recent past that indicates they want 

to sell, you will disarm the situation 

and allow them to sigh a sigh of 

relief and to, possibly, relax into a 

maybe; the wall (house of cards) 

will tumble away. 

Once inside a maybe, by the 

sidestepping of yes's and no's, the 

owner can stop trying to protect 

themselves from future harm, from 



your self-serving interest, they can 

stop building a wall to either sit 

atop or separate themselves from 

you and climb down to talk in 

relief about possibilities, future 

possibilities of course and, thereby, 

possibly authorize a closing 

sometime later.

Authorized Closing / When you 

decide to stop closing in the 

present moment and, instead, focus 

your attention and energy on the 

manufacture of relationships with 

persons that, 

because of the 

relationship, 

will look your 

program over 

when the time 

to sell arrives 

again in 

addition to 

the program 

or programs 

of other 

agents they 

may be 

thinking of 

listing with, 

you will build 

a log of 

listings-to-

come by 

predisposing 

these owners 

to an 

Authorized Closing inside the com-

pound, the walled city, that will 

lead to a listing. The owner may 

think our visit when the time to sell 

arrives will just be a program look 

over, but the look over is a listing 

presentation and we in the Fellow-

ship are the ruiners: once we give a 

listing presentation, we ruin the 

chances of any other agent ever 

getting that listing. 

Expect success.

Sidebar / When was the last time the 

Albertsons or Vons grocery stores; the 

CVS Pharmacy and Drug Store; 

Shell, Arco or Mobile gas stations; 

McDonald's or Jack in the Box; 

Starbucks or The Coffee Bean; Costco; 

Office Depot or Staples; Walmart or 

Target called on you to ask if it was 

okay to locate and build in your 

neighborhood for the express purpose of 

manufacturing a relationship with 

you? I think never.

Yet these enterprises are able to start 

from scratch, so to speak, and soon 

after encroachment and the execution 

of customer contact, cultivation and 

loyalty campaigns have a relationship 

with you and thousands of others that 

lead to the transaction of their busi-

ness with you and an entire commu-

nity as planned by them. We can do 

the same, exactly.

Success in any endeavor or 

enterprise requires one to master 

the forces that shape success that 

are requisite of the endeavor or 

enterprise; this one force – On the 

Fence / Off the Hook / Authorized 

Closing – is a technique that when 

mastered relative to the art of 

listing real estate will be for those 

that master it, The Golden Key

of Success.

Predator or Beggar?

Just when you thought all was well 

and sweet by my ending the above 

discourse with, The Golden Key of 

Success, I 

come at you 

with, Pred-

ator or Beggar. 

Fasten your 

seat belts, it’s 

going to be a 

bumpy ride 

(paraphrased 

from All 

About Eve).

Once, early in 

my career, my 

first year in 

real estate, 

actually, my 

wife and I 

visited my 

mother-in-law 

at a hospital 

shortly after 

she had some 

minor surgery; she shared a two-

bed room with another patient. My 

wife, my father-in-law and I were 

standing bedside talking when, 

without notice, a nurse walked by 

to visit the other patient whose bed 

was against the far wall away from 

the entry door where my mother-

in-law’s bed was situated. The 

other patient had the window seat, 

so to speak.

After a moment’s pause, we heard 
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from the far side of the room the 

oddest kind of a cackling, shrill 

shriek coming from the nurse 

standing at the far side of the other 

patient’s bed. I can only describe it 

as a sound that, maybe, the Wicked 

Witch of the West of the Wizard of 

Oz may have made at some time or 

other during the movie as she flew 

about and cackled this or that.

The thing, though, was 

that as she was doing this, 

with crooked face and all, 

she was pointing at me 

and slowly uttering with a 

wicked tone, “You're the 

one. It’s you!”

You can imagine how this 

affected those present: my 

mother-in-law, my father-

in-law and my wife, not to 

mention the other patient. 

They looked at me with a 

unified “what have you 

done” kind of expression 

on their faces; and I 

looked back with a kind of 

“I have no idea” look on 

mine.

The witch (I mean nurse) 

continued with, “You’re 

the one that goes for the 

jugular.”

As it turned out, all this 

was intended to be 

complimentary for I didn’t 

immediately recognize her, but I 

had in the recent year both listed 

and sold her and her husband’s 

house. She went on to tell of how I 

took no prisoners, wouldn’t let 

them or the buyers hardly think for 

themselves but, instead, told 

everyone exactly how things were 

going to go; and to my relief, she 

added, it all worked out perfectly. 

Now, picture this, I’m twenty-

three, maybe six months out of 

college and she, her husband and 

the buyers were all in their fifties 

and sixties.

I’ve always been thankful for that 

encounter because it was an aware-

ness-oriented turning point from 

which I derived a whole new way 

of looking at myself. Instead of just

being a striver, I realized by her 

testimony that I had become a 

leader, but according to her, I was 

more than just a leader: like the 

Lion or Tiger, Panther or Cheetah, 

I went for the jugular; I was a 

predator too, master of my own 

fate, and as it turned out, my cus-

tomers appreciated this.

Isn’t this, after all, why we are 

hired and paid the fees we are 

paid: to take charge and make 

things happen?

But where did this come from? 

Where or how had I nurtured or 

derived a personality like this?

Possibly, I often thought, it was 

because my father and I were avid 

fishermen (hunters) from the time 

I was very young. We always had a 

fishing boat of one kind or another 

and from a very early age I 

went to sea with my dad 

often, always before 

sunrise, sometimes before 

school, stormy weather or 

clear to hunt. 

In those days, the fifties 

and sixties (of last cen-

tury), the southern 

California coastline 

overflowed with fish of all 

kinds, large predatory fish 

that put up a whopping 

fight to the end. Then 

when on board, I, even as 

a child, young as five, had 

to manhandle them to 

their utter end, which 

meant of course cleaning 

and filaying with a razor 

sharp butcher’s knife for 

the table (my father was a 

meat cutter by trade); all 

on a roiling sea. 

There was only one cap-

tain aboard ship but I was 

the first mate. It was my job as far 

back as I can remember to pilot the 

ship (our boat, never larger than 

eighteen feet), in and out of harbor. 

The coast guard would often post a 

red flag indicating to boaters that 

the sea was too rough to venture 

out. When my father saw that he 

would say, “It’s going to be rough,” 

and I’d say, “Yea.” We never looked 

back.

Gone Fishing.
On this day I was the trophy winner and

out fished my dad. This is the only remaining
photo from that time.



While other kids my age, early 
morning before school, where 
messing with crayons and playing 
hopscotch or shooting baskets, I 
was navigating twenty-foot swells 
and choppy seas; and, was elbow 
deep in the stuff life is made of.

My dad would bark out orders 
once in awhile, Port, or Starboard, 
of Throttle Up, or Throttle Down, 
or Turnaround, etc. to 
keep me from swamping 
or floundering the boat in 
rough water or a follow-
ing-sea, but he never took 
the wheel or throttle away 
from me, but let me be 
the master of our fate. It 
was great fun.

I never really told any-
one of this, not even my 
friends at school, this was 
just between my dad 
and I.

I learned to be a preda-
tor, the master of my 
own fate, maybe, 
because of this. Possibly 
you, as well, have 
experiences from which 
you can draw a similar 
inference.

On the other hand, 
maybe, I often thought it 
was because I was an 
athlete in both high-
school and college and 
that I participated in a 
combative sport: wres-
tling.

In this sport, as you know, survival 
depends on your being able to dom-
inate an opponent determined to 
take you down (from a standing 
position to the mat), to control you 
from there for the purpose of turn-
ing you to your back and holding 
you down for two seconds to win 
by scoring what’s called a “pin.”

While an opponent would try to do 

this to me, I also would try to do it 

to him. That’s the competition and, 

I’ll have you know, it is a combative 

experience.

The thing about wrestling is that 

even though you belong to a team, 

it is not a team oriented sport. 

When on the mat, like an agent in a 

house, you are all alone. You must

make it on your own. This was, I 

think, a perfect analogue for what 

was to come: a career in real estate, 

and that it was because of this that 

I learned to be a predator, maybe.

This is all conjecture and may have 

no bearing at all, but let me con-

tinue.

In wrestling, there are ten or twelve 

weight classes depending on where 

or at what level you are competing, 

and ten or twelve varsity wrestlers 

that make up the team. In college, I 

wrestled at 145 lbs. and held that 

position on the team, though chal-

lenged by up-comers every now 

and then for the spot.

When a meet, a competition 

between teams is scheduled, each 

team member will wrestle 

the opposing team’s wres-

tler occupying the same 

weight class: this individ-

ual competition is a 

match.

One opposing team may 

have a champion facing 

you and one a more aver-

age competitor. This 

means that in one situa-

tion you may be the weak-

est link in your team’s 

effort to win the competi-

tion and in another, the 

strongest. This varies 

week-to-week and

competition-to-compe-

tition and is a constant 

source of anxiety.

Even if, as a general rule, 

you are the feared cham-

pion, it must be known 

that every champion, 

every now and then, is 

pinned by a stealthy 

upstart outsider that 

comes from nowhere. 

Nothing is sure.

Once, in college, a meet was 

scheduled between my team and 

another and on that team the 

wrestler occupying my weight class 

was an experienced, feared, 

consistent tournament winning 

champion. My coach actually said 

to me that if I could prevent myself 



from getting pinned that, maybe, 

we had a chance of pulling off 

(winning) the meet. That night, I 

was the weakest link on my team. 

Oh, this was going to be fun.

Though forty years ago, I remem-

ber the day and night well.

Having a number of hours between 
school and the early evening meet 
to kill, I decided to take a nap. 
When I awoke, I felt inspired by 
vision thoughts of some kind that 
came to me in the half-wake state 
from which I arose to grab a note 
pad and to write a poem. I called it 
“I Will Win” and proceeded to 
write a number of “I Will Win, 
Because...” statements that flowed 
unimpeded from my mind.

I was studying English literature at 
the time and thought of myself as 

[ ]somewhat of a poet. This passed.

I didn’t believe I would win that 
evening and I wasn’t willing it, this 
just seemed the thing to do because 
the thoughts flowed from mind to 
paper like a stream from mountain-

[ ]high to lake below. See?

As it turned out, when the match 
between this champion and I was 
over, I could hardly believe my 
hand was raised the victor because 
I could hardly remember the match 
at all, let alone, think, above my 
heaving chest and watered eyes. I 
had wrestled completely from my 
subconscious mind and, I think, 
the “I Will Win” formulae that I 
had toyed with was the cause. We 
won the meet by one point. 

My coach never said a thing; I was 
supposed to win.

I learned to be a predator, the 
master of my own fate, maybe, 
because of this. Possibly you, as 
well, have experiences from 
which you can draw a similar 
inference.

How one is predisposed or nur-

tured or destined by experience to 

develop or derive a predator per-

sonality that will benefit them in 

the workplace is ultimately un-

known and, I believe, cannot be 

planned or accounted for com-

pletely. But I do believe this, it can 

be evoked. Following are some 

conclusory thoughts on the matter.

Life feeds on life. This horrific fact 

is learned early in childhood and 

dealt with one way or another. We 

live in a predator environment, 

even within the most civil of com-

munities: watch the birds and the 

bees, the insects, even the plant life, 

one species supplanting another, 

watch the kids, your neighbors, 

even your family to see if this isn’t 

so.

More or most important, though, 

is a little known fact that there is a 

percentage of genetic similarity 

between all life, plant life, humans, 

and animals that is astounding. The 

gene makeup, for example, of a 

Chimpanzee is 98% similar to a 

Human; Cats 90%; Dogs 82%; 

Cows 80%; and the neural system 

of Mice up to 99%. Plant life is 

similar as well.

This makes me realize that “I” have 

within me the exact gene makeup 

to some degree as the Lion and 

Tiger, Panther or Cheetah, Eagle or 

Hawk, Python or Rattler, Wolf or 

Coyote and, even, the Scorpion 

and the Black Widow. These are the 

predators we most admire and fear, 

for we know if faced down by any 

one that they can take us out.

This knowledge is intelligence that 

empowers me. I too, inside, I 

know, am a Lion and Tiger, a 

Panther and Cheetah, an Eagle and 

Hawk, a Python and Rattler, a Wolf 

and Coyote and, even, a Scorpion 

and Black Widow; but I/we forgot 

or started ignoring this, possibly, 

thousands or millions of years ago.

But some spiritually deep persons 

and cultures have cultivated this 

inbreeding and learned how to 

shape-shift, how to evoke the 

essence of the predator gene pool 

within and project the qualities 

through their own personalities 

into the life experience of their 

present time. They don’t actually 

change shape or shape-shift, but 

instead undergo a psychological 

change to emulate the dynamics of 

the chosen, but dormant, inner 

quality of the predator of choice. 

We see this in the martial arts’ 

animal styles of fighting -- Panther, 

Lion, Eagle, Bear, etc. -- this is 

modern day shape-shifting.

So, essentially, if life feeds on life, 

we feed on ourselves and it is not 

objectionable to do this. It’s just 

the way it is. This is life changing 

information and the intelligent will 

not ignore it, but instead like the 

martial artist, he or she will shape-

shift at will and use this inbreeding 

to one’s competitive advantage in 

the market, our competitive preda-

tor environment, to eat well. 

This, of course, means to succeed.

Sidebar / Carl Jung, noted psycholo-

gist and author, called these inner 

selves Archetypes of the Collective 

Unconscious. To activate or evoke one, 

according to Jung, all one needs to do 

is to experience what he calls a “conti-

guity” with someone walking the walk 

and talking the talk (paraphrased a 

bit), and from this a modeling behav-

ior can or, even, will follow. Essentially 

this is the purpose of a Mentor/Protégé 

relationship. That’s enough for now.



Then when, in our business, you, if 

it is you we are talking about, when 

you go to a seller’s door to talk real 

estate will act the predator, who 

always acts appropriately because it 

acts from instinct, its innate will to 

win, its nature and not ego or 

mind, and because of this you will 

devour your prey: you will take out 

the competition (I think of all, 

buyers, sellers and competitive 

agents alike as the competition), 

and you will never act the beggar. 

The choice is yours.

A Posture of Success.
Stance Awareness.

Now that we stand before the wall 

(seller lies, stalls and objections), 

the proper development of an effec-

tive sales stance can be crucial to 

success for sales associates that cold 

call on hot leads whatever the prod-

uct or service.

In some advanced martial arts, 

again, Shaolin Kung Fu for exam-

ple, beginning students spend any-

where from six months to one year 

on solid stance work alone before 

being allowed to learn anything 

else.

The main purposes behind stance 

training are strengthening and con-

ditioning of the legs, training of the 

mind and spirit, rooting, internal 

energy training and the improve-

ment of posture-structure, all of 

which lead to a positive self-

expectancy in regards to outcome 

of an intended purpose or action.

The key, for example, to our success 

in the field when calling on XL 

Leads (expired listings) is positive 

self-expectancy rooted in our 

awareness of the conditions of the 

market (it’s always good), the sta-

tistical potential for gaining leads 

and listings among XLs (the 25/90 

rule), the efficacy and reach of our 

program, and our intention to suc-

ceed for both ourselves and clients 

alike.

Tempering, controlling and posit-

ing the mind to communicate these 

things to a prospective client 

requires a calm, focused intention, 

will power and a strong spirit. Your 

mental, moral and physical strength 

is tested at every door.

Agents that can’t cope drop out. 

They are easily pushed over and 

have neither stability nor balance 

even when they perform the sim-

plest tasks. They lack strength and 

speed in their presentation and do 

not generate power by using the 

whole body: a proper sales stance.

Agents that cope, grow profession-

ally, gain respect and admiration 

among family and peers, and 

achieve the financial rewards of suc-

cess. Coping is an act of determina-

tion that begins with your sales 

stance.

When standing, be like a moun-

tain, strong and unmovable or 

like an oak tree, deeply rooted; 

when moving be like the wind or 

the bee, swift and fast.

When you knock on a door, step 

back, if right handed point your 

left foot forward, place your right 

foot behind and point it to the 

right, bend your left knee ever so 

slightly leaning almost impercepti-

bly forward and root yourself to 

the ground as though facing a hard 

wind. Be determined to be un-

moved. This may sound aggressive, 

but you will learn to do it without 

the client even noticing, except sub-

liminally by their having a feeling 

that there is someone at their door 

worth paying attention to.

A namby-pamby, girlie, wiggly, 

giggly, swishy, swaying, square fac-

ing, pigeon-toed, slouchy, nice guy, 

nice girl sales stance won’t get you 

anywhere even if your attitude is 

upbeat and your pitch is pragmatic 

and to the point.

You must become a Warrior, stand 

like one, and be immovable in your 

intention.

Warrior Energy.
An Attitude that Is a Way

of Life.

A constructive, creative life is forged 

out of raw ore, so to speak, by cou-

rageous, disciplined use of aggres-

sive energy. Aggressive energy is an 

essential part of human life. You 

can use it for good or for ill, or 

deny it altogether in self-destructive 

abdication like a King that gives up 

his crown.

To make it big in real estate you’ve 

got to be a Hero or a Warrior, in 

either case whether masculine or 

feminine, a Conan the Barbarian or 

a Wonder Woman.

Life is a competition among both 

the elements and the living. There’s 

some truth to the ideas behind sur-

vival of the fittest. To thrive you’ve 

got to compete with vigor. If it’s 

only survival you want, well, you’ve 

got to compete to do that too.

The Warrior / Assertiveness is one 

of the Warrior’s characteristics, it is 

a stance toward life that rouses, 

energizes and motivates. It pushes 

us to take the offensive and to 

move out of a defensive or holding 

position about life’s tasks and prob-

lems.

The Japanese samurai warrior tra-
dition claimed that there is only 
one position in which to face the 
battle of life, frontally, and it pro-



claimed that there was only one 
direction, forward.

In the famous opening scene of the 

movie Patton, the general, in full 

battle gear is giving a motivational 

speech to his army. Patton warns 

his troops that he is not interested 

in their holding their position in 

battle. He says, “I don’t want to get 

any messages saying that we are 

holding our position. We are ad-

vancing constantly. We are not 

interested in holding onto anything 

except the enemy! We’re going to 

hold onto him by the nose, and 

we’re going to kick him in the 

(back side)! We’re going to kick the 

(heck) out of him all the time, and 

we’re going to go through him like 

(you know what) through a 

goose!”

The Warrior is always alert, always 

awake, never sleeping through life. 

He knows how to focus his mind 

and body; she’s mindful; he’s a 

hunter; she’s a huntress.

Don Juan, the Yaqui Indian 

Warrior in Carlos Castaneda’s The 

Teachings of Don Juan, says, a 

Warrior knows what he wants and 

knows how to get it. As a function 

of his clarity of mind he is a strate-

gist and a tactician. He can evaluate 

his circumstances accurately and 

then adapt himself to the situation 

on the ground on the run.

The Warrior traditions all affirm 

that in addition to training what 

enables a Warrior to reach clarity of 

thought is living with the aware-

ness of his or her own imminent 

death. In business that might trans-

late to the possibility of the death 

of an enterprise or bankruptcy; or 

the death of an hour or a day; or 

the death of a week or a month; or 

a year or a decade.

Rather than depressing him or her, 

this awareness leads to an outpour-

ing of life-force energy and activity 

resulting in an intense experience of 

life known by few where every act 

counts. Each deed is done as if life 

counted on it. There’s no time for 

anything but meaningful activity 

that leads to success: positive, 

expected, wanted, results. There’s 

no time for hesitation. 

This sense of imminence of death 

energizes the man or woman 

accessing the Warrior energy to 

take decisive action. He or she does-

n’t think too much, because think-

ing too much can lead to doubt, 

and doubt to hesitation, and hesita-

tion to inaction, and inaction, pos-

sibly, to losing the battle which is, 

of course, losing to the competi-

tion.

The pathways to activating the 

Warrior life-force energy are three-

fold: mirroring and mimicking; 

intention and will; and belief-

affirmation.

Forgiveness.
How to Succeed by Mastering

the Art of Forgiving.

Just when I have you fired up, I 

hope, to activate the predator, war-

rior instincts, to dominate the com-

petition and will yourself to win, I 

come at you with How to Succeed by 

Mastering the Art of Forgiving.

There are two sides to every coin.

Imagine that everyone you encoun-

ter when in the field is a toy and, 

though they all appear to be 

lifelike, that the Universal Creative 

Force, your God however you 

imagine this, has actually brought a 

set of robots out for you to play 

with; some are called buyers, some 

sellers, some brokers, and some 

agents.

Imagine that they all have been 

programmed to endlessly amuse 

and comfort you and, being 

perfectly tuned to your thoughts, 

that they know just how to respond 

to your every wish.

Nothing is required of you for this 

to happen because everything these 

robots will do will be automatic.

Your only part in the game is to 

remember that because the robots 

are tuned to the vibrations of your 

mind, that you will confuse them 

about their function if you allow 

your thoughts to be conflicted; you 

must always be clear about what 

you want for them to perform 

properly.

A conflicted mind sends out dual 

signals about this or that and will 

cause the robots to act in contra-

dictory ways.

If a robot you encounter begins 

to misbehave, and by that I mean 

that it does or says things differ-

ently than you want, and you want 

to reprogram its behavior to meet 

your needs, the inbuilt program of 

the robot – because it is wired to 

your thought – will respond to a 

mere desire of yours for it to 

change, quickly, but only if you 

first forgive it for its bad behavior; 

that’s the rule under which it 

operates.

Just say in your mind, “I forgive 

you for acting this way; here’s how I 

want you to act,” and think about 

your want, even in the form of an 

order or command if you like. 

Your thought, which is in essence 

a self-manifesting intention, will 

work its magic through the 

robot(s) for all to see.

The “forgiving” opens the neural 

(electrical) network of the misbe-



having robot’s operating system 

enabling the upload, so to speak, of 

the clear thought or wish. The 

download, to stick with the meta-

phor, is the life-experience you 

relish day-to-day.

If “forgiveness” does not precede 

the wish or command, no change 

will occur.

Upon doing this, the robot will 

immediately be restored to its pro-

grammed purpose of making you 

happy. 

Whatever you do, do not begin to 

think that you are the blame for the 

erratic behavior of a robot, even 

though, maybe, you had a con-

flicted thought or wish that led to 

this. Just don’t go there because 

self-blame has no positive intention 

that your toys can follow and will 

just mix them up to no end.

Accusation and/or blame is no 

intention at all and does nothing, 

ever, imaginary or real.

The solution to correcting the 

behavior of all your robot toys so 

that their actions correspond to 

your wishes is to just forgive your 

way to success: stop and forgive, 

stop and forgive.

Forget to blame and judge for even 

an instant, just an instant, and your 

mind becomes unified and pleased 

about all things. Your robot toys 

will receive an unequivocal signal 

of intent and proceed to fulfill your 

every wish.

The hard message is this: your 

robot toys will show you quite 

clearly what you seek; each robot 

will represent one of your 

thoughts; each robot will look the 

way you request, act in the manner 

you order, and speak only the 

words you want to hear.

If, in real life, you do not like what 

you see or hear, stop with the see-

ing and hearing and play this little 

game. Act as though all whom you 

encounter have been put there by 

God, your God however you imag-

ine this, to entertain you like robots 

and to fill your every want and 

desire. Instead of seeing and hear-

ing what you do not like (1) Stop 

(2) Forgive, and (3) Reprogram.

Disliking what you see and experi-

ence will not change your experi-

ence, it will not reprogram your 

robot toys (your real life encoun-

ters) to do what you want. 

There may be some lag time 

between thought and action, but 

the better you get at this, the 

shorter will be the time between 

thought and experience: what you 

think about expands.

This is how, in real life, you succeed 

by mastering the art of forgiveness.

The Miracle Manifest.

The word “miracle” is often used to 

characterize a beneficial event that 

is statistically unlikely to occur 

without divine intervention: divine, 

because, the event could not 

possibly occur without guided 

intervention beyond a capability or 

reach ascribable to human power 

or, even, the laws of nature. Some 

theological texts suggest that for a 

miracle to occur the events that led 

up to it had to be set up by God 

from the beginning of time.

The Safe / Though I was the 

executor of my father's estate, I had 

little to do when he passed except 

handle the paperwork of the sale of 

his house and the distribution of 

funds to four siblings because the 

household goods went to his wife 

whom he married late in life, 

except one thing: a six-foot tall, 

nine-hundred pound gun safe, 

chock full of rifles, pistols and 

ammo that he willed to me.

The house sold, was scheduled to 

close and the time came for me to 

pick up the safe. No problem, I 

thought. I rented a moving truck 

with a lift at the back and a heavy-

duty mover's dolly to do the job, 

figuring, of course, that I could do 

it myself. I saw no problem with 

emptying the safe, tilting it over at 

the top, sliding the dolly under the 

bottom edge, tying it to the dolly 

and maneuvering it, balanced on 

two wheels to the lift and, then, 

doing the same atop the risen lift 

into the truck.

The only problem with this perfect 

plan was that I, at 180 pounds, 

couldn't move the safe a quarter of 

an inch this way or that, let alone 

tilt it at the top to slide the dolly 

underneath; not a quarter of an 

inch however hard I tried.

Alone at the tangent-of-the-arc of 

the cul-de-sac where my father 

lived, in the never-never-land of 

houses in Murrieta Hot Springs, 

mid afternoon when no one was 

around, and having to do this now-

or-never I had no idea what to do.

Then, at that very moment of 

frustration, a tiny workman's truck 

turned the corner and drove up the 

street toward my dad's house. It 

was one of those older Toyota 

trucks you don't see any more, the 

little ones that workmen used to 

use with a rack on the back. This 

one, brown, beat-up and worn 

out – I could see this because its 

springs were shot – leaned hard to 

the driver's side and was on its last 

legs, so to speak, but it rolled on 

and pulled into the driveway of the 



house next door to the right, 

looking out from my father's 

garage. The workman had been 

called out to do a plumbing job or 

something of the like by my dad's 

neighbor.

When the man inside of the truck 

got out, the truck righted itself. It 

turned out that the truck's springs 

were not shot, but that instead it 

was being driven by the biggest 

man I had ever seen and his weight 

merely caused the truck to tilt over; 

when asked, he said he was six-

foot-seven and, I might add, just as 

big around. I meekly asked if he 

could take a moment to help me 

move something. After explaining 

my task and dilemma, he said no 

problem.

When he entered the garage, I 

eagerly went about giving 

directions: I'll do this, you do that, 

etc. He replied with, “Na, don't 

bother, don't need your help, I'll 

just move it myself.” With one 

hand he leaned into the top of the 

safe and pushed it over, slid the 

dolly underneath with the other 

hand and set it down; he strapped 

the safe to the dolly, stubbed a foot 

up against the axle linking the two 

wheels at the lower end to create a 

pivot point and pulled back on the 

upper handles to lean it over, again, 

but toward him. 

The straps on this heavy duty dolly 

were the heavy duty weaved type 

that could take enormous stress and 

carry enormous weight, and even 

though the safe was double-

strapped securely to the dolly, when 

he pulled back on the handles, the 

straps stretched about ten inches 

before the safe gave in to the will of 

the workman and allowed itself to 

be moved. From there, he deftly 

handled the safe and easily maneu-

vered it onto the lift though bal-

anced on only two wheels, got it 

onboard the truck, tied it down for 

me and went his way. 

Before arriving home, I hired three 

day-laborers off the street for just 

two hours each to help me unload 

the safe. It took the all-out strength 

of all four of us to get the safe off 

the truck and positioned into my 

garage just where I wanted it, 

where it sat, unmoved, for many 

years.

Imagine all the events both 

preceding and concurrent the move 

that had to happen for this 

synchronous event to become a 

miraculous adventure I could never 

forget: hundreds, thousands, 

millions to infinity and I, in my 

mind, was the receiver.

The Wash / Near the time of this 

writing, I attended a family 

gathering to remember an aunt that 

passed; at this gathering, I had the 

pleasure of visiting with cousins I 

was very fond of but hadn't seen 

for many years, particularly, Vera-

Lynn, Cindy and Bill.

Vera-Lynn was the nicest child, 

young girl and teenager and, still, 

was a sweet, charming adult. After 

the memorial, we gathered at my 

cousin Cindy's house for dinner 

before all going our own ways once 

again, probably for years before 

seeing one another again, if ever. 

Cindy's house, built by both her 

and her husband, was situated high 

on a hill and had a great valley view 

from the rear yard. The evening 

was warm and balmy; the setting 

couldn't have been more beautiful 

for an outdoor family gathering.

At one point during dinner, all 

sitting pool-side around a large 

table and mixed chairs for about 

fifteen of us, Vera-Lynn said she 

wanted to tell us all a story. She 

said about thirty-five years ago or, 

even, a little longer, when she had a 

baby in the house and a toddler, 

that her and her husband, Tim, hit 

on hard times, had no work, no 

money, and were struggling just to 

put food on the table. She said she 

remembers this as being the lowest 

point, mentally and emotionally, in 

her life. Though doing odd jobs to 

get by, their aim in life was to start 

and build a church, a Christian 

outreach ministry, and they were 

working very hard at it but with 

little success on all fronts.

Then, at this point, she said, she 

one day set about doing household 

chores including the daily wash and 

found that her washing machine 

had broken-down and quit 

working. This, she said as she 

broke into a cry, as simple as it 

sounds, was the straw that broke 

the camel's back; she could take no 

more and broke-down herself. She 

said she remembered calling her 

husband and hysterically imploring 

him for help and support of any 

kind; how, she said, could she keep 

house for a baby, toddler, husband 

and herself without a washing 

machine? Do something, she said 

she pleaded, I'm up to here with it, 

I can't take any more.

Tim, she said, stopped by a used 

appliance dealer on the way home 

from whatever it was he was doing 

and found that the dealer had a 

used washing machine he would let 

him have for one-hundred twenty-

five dollars. He told the man of his 

problem, how he needed the ma-

chine, asked for credit, a payment 

plan, etc. but all to no avail.



He came home that evening, she 

said, to an exasperated wife.

During the day, she said, the mail 

came as usual and because of the 

goings on that she just threw it 

aside instead of going through it 

when it arrived as was her usual 

habit. At bedtime, though, with 

nothing particular to do, and just 

for the heck of it, she picked it up 

and began to thumb through the 

envelopes. She said she was sur-

prised to see an envelope addressed 

to her that had come from a far-

away cousin, Albert, me.

She said she opened the envelope 

and a check for one-hundred 

twenty-five dollars fell out with a 

small note attached that just said, 

“Allison (my wife) and I thought 

you might be able to use this. Best 

wishes, Albert.” I obviously had 

mailed the check many days before. 

She said Tim took the one-hundred 

twenty-five dollars to the appliance 

dealer the next morning, came 

home with the washer, installed it, 

and that she was doing wash before 

lunch.

Up to this point, I had no idea this 

was a story that was going to 

include me. All eyes, but especially 

mine, grew wide with surprise. I, 

of course, was all wrinkly faced and 

wet with tears; how dare she do 

this to me.

Continuing, Vera-Lynn said that 

she and Tim were devout Chris-

tians, taught the Bible, were 

dedicated to raising their family in 

a Christian home and teaching faith 

to all that would listen; but, she 

confided, it wasn't until that 

moment that she ever believed in 

miracles. Then, she said, from that 

day on every now and then, in both 

church and home, they would tell 

the washing machine story to 

congregation and family alike to 

help inspire faith and that the 

expectation of miracles from that 

moment on had become a way of 

life for both her and Tim.

When Vera-Lynn and I first saw 

each other at the memorial, I gave 

her a hug and said that I miss her 

and think of her often; she said that 

she thinks of me often as well and 

that she and Tim often talk about 

me. I snapped back with, “Yea, 

right, what possible reason on earth 

would you ever have to think or 

talk about me?” I wasn't being self-

effacing, I believed this.

I have long known that I have been 

the benefactor of miracles: events 

not possibly ascribable to human 

power or, even, the laws of nature; 

but little have I known that I 

participate in their making as well. 

I just never thought of it that way. 

Vera-Lynn's and her husband's 

mission has been realized: she, that 

day, the day of her mother's 

memorial was the dispenser of faith 

and I, that day, was the receiver.

Imagine all the events both 

preceding and concurrent the 

break-down that had to happen for 

this synchronous event to become a 

miraculous adventure that both my 

cousins and I, now, could never 

forget: hundreds, thousands, 

millions to infinity and I, this time 

(for discussion purposes), was

the maker (the delivery boy).

The Miracle Manifest / The 

miracle manifest implies inevitabil-

ity: that a synchronous inevitability 

exists in all things. It only takes one 

or two personal experiences like 

those above to prove this out and I 

know you have had similar experi-

ences from which you can draw 

inference.

There is no end to how the 

intelligent can use this; in our 

program, as you have read else-

where, we strive to work with 

intelligence and, not, time and 

money.

Imagine, for example, standing 

before an unopened door to speak 

the first time with a home owner 

about selling and, that, instead of 

just being a self-interested agent 

seeking a listing, that you, instead, 

are a divine messenger of God 

(the Universal Creative Force, 

however you see it) whose job it is 

to make miracles however they will 

manifest, present or future, from 

your encounter with the owner on 

the other side of the door.

And, imagine, that the owner on 

the other side of the door is the 

same as you, a divine messenger of 

God (the Universal Creative Force, 

however they see it) whose job it 

is, also, to make miracles however 

they will manifest, present or 

future, from their encounter with 

whomever it is knocking on the 

front side of the door.

And, imagine, that together you 

will manifest a present-moment 

miracle like the divine safe-mover 

and safe, and the divine one-

hundred and twenty-five bucks and 

washing machine: like they, you 

and the owner become one in the 

moment and experience a synchro-

nous event, a miracle, with reach 

into the forevermore (sounds like a 

listing and a sale to me).

Essentially, this is what is meant 

by Expect the Best. What can be 

wrong with turning the mundane 

into the magical, even in real 

estate?



These inclusively are The Golden 

Key(s) of Success. There are more, 

but there’s got to be some limit 

to my ranting and raving.

We all, to some degree, are gov-

erned by what has been called 

Model Dependent Behavior. 

I have striven, here, to provide 

models you can simulate to stimu-

late success in both your business 

and personal life: expected, wanted 

results.

I hope you have enjoyed the 

discourse.

Best Wishes.

Al Lewis
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