
        
            
                
            
        


		
			PRAISE FOR A Paperboy’s Fable

			 

			“A Paperboy’s Fable is a great book for entrepreneurs of all ages. It is a fun read and packed with valuable insights.”
    — Derek Lidow, Global CEO, Professor at Princeton University 
and author of Startup Leadership


			
“What Deep Patel has to say, on the basis of his research, interviews and reflections, is a true inspiration for millennials—and well worth pondering.”
 — The Huffington Post


			
“Prescient and insightful well beyond his years, Deep Patel provides a delightful account of entrepreneurship and the ingredients for success. Budding entrepreneurs and experienced veterans alike will learn and be inspired from the story of Ty Chandler and the lessons embedded therein.”
— William Kerr, Professor at Harvard Business School and faculty chair of the Launching New Ventures program for executive education


			
“I was rooting for Ty Chandler as he made his way from opportunity to success. The bonus is a set of lessons for every entrepreneur.”
— Sanjay Parthasarathy, technology expert and former executive at Microsoft; CEO of Indix


			 

			“A Paperboy’s Fable epitomizes Warren Buffett’s 
investment philosophy.” 
— Seeking Alpha 


			“This straightforward yet insightful book will shoot directly from Mr. Patel’s heart and into yours. At once a solid 
business book and inspirational fairytale, it could be read by anyone interested in entrepreneurship, self-help and personal growth.”
— MeiMei Fox, New York Times bestselling author

			 

			 

			“Deep is wise beyond his years! A Paperboy’s Fable is a hidden gem full of rich entrepreneurial insight that only somebody like Deep could tell in an enjoyable and educational format. I highly recommend this book to anybody with the entrepreneurial ‘itch!’”

			— Jeff Boss, Forbes and Entrepreneur contributor, 
author of Navigating Chaos and former Navy SEAL
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			Ty Chandler needs a job. 

			It’s the beginning of his senior year in high school, and if he wants to save up for things like gas for his car, going to movies, and senior prom — to say nothing of college — he needs to start fast. All the regular jobs — bag boy, movie usher, and landscaper — are taken, but one day during his morning jog before school, Ty hears the local paperboy grumbling on his cell phone about quitting.

			He asks the paperboy how much he makes each week. 

			“Diddly,” says the paperboy (who is actually a grown man). “Nobody reads the paper anymore. It’s a dying market.”

			But Ty looks up and down his own street, then the three surrounding streets, and he smiles. “Then it’s ripe for opportunity,” he says confidently. “If you’re quitting, can I have the job?”

			Ty gets the job and takes over the old paperboy’s route, which consists of just nine houses spread over three measly streets. But, he has ambitions over the whole territory, which includes a total of seven streets and more than two hundred homes.

			Ty’s goal is to make enough money to live the lifestyle he chooses. He achieves his goal — and then some — in record time by applying the Eleven Principles of Success, revealed below.
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			INTRODUCTION

			Why a Paperboy?

			 

			“It was a bizarre, unforgettable experience,” my father said, recalling his experiences as a paperboy in Boston when he was my age — just sixteen years old. “The papers were heavy and mornings were chilly. I often rode on slippery, snow-streaked roads, and to top it off I made less than minimum wage.” To deliver his newspapers, he rode a rusty blue bike, held together by a few decaying bolts. 

				My grandfather, a native of India, had immigrated to Kenya to look for employment, and shortly afterward, met my grandmother. They married and within a year, my father was born. Following their return to India, and after years of excruciating work, my grandfather, my grandmother, my father, and my uncle moved to Boston. Inspired by my grandfather’s example of perseverance, my father took a job as a paperboy, where he learned many essentials of business that he still carries with him today. Soon they made enough money to purchase a small, rundown dry cleaner. My dad jokingly said he preferred working at the dry cleaner since his hands wouldn’t be inked black at the end of the day. In reality, however, a family-owned dry cleaner run by three people was just as wearying, especially while two of them were enrolled in college and attempting to learn a new language. 

				After meeting my mom, their final journey was to Macon, Georgia, my birthplace, where they purchased a hotel with the money they had earned from the dry-cleaning business. Working at the hotel and running a small real estate business on the side was strenuous. However, it taught them many important elements of success that they now use to make life easier for their respective families.

				I am a sixteen-year-old student with a keen interest in exploring the backbone of American business and economic growth. I was looking for a tale that weaved in universal business truths in entertaining, informative nuggets, and realized that my father’s story was precisely what I was looking for. So I wrote it down. 

				A Paperboy’s Fable tells the story of a teenager’s rise as a small-business owner. By becoming a paperboy, our hero chooses one of the least growth-centric professions around and makes a mint. He achieves his success by focusing on eleven critical areas of business, including recognizing opportunity, harnessing ingenuity, overcoming objections, customer service, creating raving fans, and crushing it with consistency.

				After I finished the tale, the responses from readers were amazing, and I realized that the story might resonate with people beyond my circle of friends and family. 

			In order to ground the book with real-life examples, I approached a handful of people — executives, entrepreneurs, business school professors, and business gurus — and asked if they’d be willing to talk about the sparks in their careers. The book concludes with interviews from these fifteen extraordinary people, offering insights into their careers, as well as advice to aspiring entrepreneurs. 	

		


		
			 

			“I was a paperboy for two and a half years in Cornwall-
on-Hudson, where I grew up. I delivered a morning paper from about the time I was eleven till I was thirteen. It was a tremendous learning experience. You had to be disciplined and you had to get up early. I had to be up by 5:30 a.m. and had to have all the newspapers on doorsteps by 6:30 a.m. I had a two-and-a-half-mile route, and this was fifty miles north of New York City, where the winters can be quite bracing. You have to interact with your customers and exercise salesmanship to get new customers. You need interpersonal relationships as you collect the subscription money. You have an occasional opportunity to deal with dogs who are off leash. I learned a lot from it.” 

			General David Petraeus, 
former director of the CIA

		


		
			The First Principle of Success:

			Recognizing Opportunity

			 

			Ty Chandler bolted past the sleepy streets of his subdivision, looping around the little park with its tiny gazebo and walking trails that linked together the seven streets of Hampton Squares. He’d run junior varsity and varsity track until last year, when he decided to focus on his studies and apply to the top five schools on his dream list of colleges.

			With his senior year about to start,  Ty had only a few months left to make a good impression on admission boards at Ivy League schools. No wonder he was up before the dawn, running wind sprints through the sleepy streets of Sunnydale, Georgia.

			Ty made his last mad dash around the park and then, crouching, he paused to catch his breath. After standing to stretch his arms, he admired the bucolic setting before him: tree-lined streets of darkened houses full of working folks like his parents and retirees like his next-door neighbors.

			It had been a good place to grow up — playing stickball in the street, learning how to ride his bike on the wide sidewalks, enjoying picnics in the park, and experiencing his first kiss in the gazebo. But now it was time to say goodbye to his childhood and focus on his immediate challenge: getting into an A-list school and starting the next chapter of his life, as a college freshman.

			The task was close at hand and, beyond polishing his academic résumé with a senior year’s worth of perfect attendance, maintaining his 4.0 GPA, and adding a roster of extracurricular activities to his schedule, Ty needed money for college. That meant a new job.

			He’d worked all summer at the movie theater downtown, tearing tickets and serving up popcorn and soda; once school was in session, though, his manager had let go of half the staff, including Ty. He’d been applying for part-time jobs all over town ever since, but Ty had gotten a late start. All the usual spots — busboy, waiter, grocery-store bagger, and cashier — were already taken.

			As Ty rounded Summer Street for the brief walk home, he heard a strange voice grumbling on a cell phone, and saw a man standing beneath a streetlight. In front of him was a stack of folded papers, and beside that a crumpled messenger bag that read “Sunnydale Sentinel.” 

			“I’m over it,” the man was saying into his phone. “After this week, they’re gonna have to find a new paperboy. Hey, I’ll call you later. Let me unload these last papers and then I’ll be done for the morning.”

			After the man hung up, Ty approached him. “Excuse me,” he said.

			The man jumped. He was in his mid-forties, about the same age as Ty’s dad, and was lean and wiry, with curly hair under a battered Sunnydale Sentinel cap. “Geez, kid, you startled me,” he said.

			“Sorry,” Ty said, stepping into the light cast by the streetlight. “I couldn’t help but overhear that you might be…quitting?”

			“Not might,” the man said. “This here is my official last week.” He looked up at Ty as if for the first time. With a grin he asked, “Why, you interested?”

			“Maybe,” Ty said. “What’s it pay?”

			“Diddly,” the man grunted, beginning to shove the newspapers into his delivery bag. “And getting worse every week.”

			“Define diddly,” Ty said.

			“Each house pays six dollars per week,” the man said. “I get to keep half of that.”

			Tyler frowned. The man had already filled his bag with what looked to be fewer than a dozen papers. “Is that all you’re delivering today?”

			“Yup,” the man said, standing and sliding the bag over his shoulder. “My territory’s all of the Hampton Squares subdivision, but less than a dozen houses still subscribe to the paper.”

			Ty did the math: the paperboy was going to make only thirty-six dollars that week. No wonder he was quitting! Ty made that in one shift at the movie theater and got to watch free movies to boot. 

			“But there are seven whole streets in this subdivision!” said Ty.

			The man chuckled. “Yup, over two hundred homes. But kid, it’s the newspaper.”

			“So?”

			The man laughed. “When’s the last time you read the newspaper?”

			Ty wrinkled his nose. That was like being asked when was the last time he used a payphone. “What…offline?”

			The man laughed. “My point exactly. Nobody reads the paper anymore, kid. It’s a dying market.”

			Ty shook his head, looking up and down his street, and then at the three streets on either side. Over two hundred homes, and each one a blank slate. If he could sell them all a subscription to the Sunnydale Sentinel, that would be $600 a week. 

			That was nearly three times what he’d made at the theater. Ty realized that the outgoing paperboy was thinking only of the bottom line — and therefore missing bigger opportunities and possibilities. 

			“Then it’s ripe for opportunity,” he said, thrusting out his chin. “If you’re really quitting, can I have the job?” 

			 “Sure, kid. Meet me here tomorrow morning, same time, and hand me your résumé. I’ll turn it in and we’ll see what happens. But between you and me, it’s yours to lose.”

			“What’s that mean?”

			“The Sentinel’s practically begging for paperboys,” he confided as he got into his battered station wagon at the curb. “They’ll probably hire you before I’m even done.”

			“Is that gonna be a problem?” Ty asked.

			“Be doing me a favor, kid,” the man said with a weary wave before driving off into the dark. 

			Ty stared after the departing lights, tingling with anticipation. What Ty hadn’t told the man was that, unlike him, he’d grown up in Hampton Squares. Sure, it was a series of sleepy streets, but that was in his favor. Half the folks in the subdivision were retirees. They could be spending their long days reading the newspaper in a leisurely manner, on their front porches or back decks, in their living rooms or breakfast nooks. 

			Inside the paper was everything they needed to make the most of their retirement: stories about distant destinations in the Leisure section, movie reviews in Arts & Entertainment, and dozens of volunteer opportunities listed each week in the Local section. 

			The other residents were working-class folks, like his mom. But even so, there were things the paper had that they needed as well: weekly deals on new cars, want ads if they were looking for a new job, and classified ads for replacement dishwashers or handymen if their sinks were leaking. 

			The old paperboy had assured Ty this was a dying business. That’s probably how he sold the papers as well. Ty could practically see the poor guy shuffling from door to door. His big pitch was probably: “You don’t really want a newspaper, do you?” All Ty had to do — if he got the job — was convince his customers that the paper represented an opportunity, and how much value they could get for six bucks a week. These days, that was less than a daily cup of coffee!

			Considering his desire to make as much money as he possibly could before heading off to college, and the lack of jobs for kids his age during the school year, it was pretty much his only option. 

			Ty had no choice but to become a paperboy — and the best darn paperboy Hampton Squares had ever seen. Now all he had to do was figure out what the heck a résumé was by the tomorrow morning…

		


		
			 

			“I went to India in 1996, and I saw it was ready to move into a software space. At MIT I wrote an op-ed piece about how India could be a software superpower, and that was in 1989. I realized this was an opportunity — Bill going there; he had never been there. And this was an opportunity to make a couple points: that there was a market for Microsoft software outside of Europe and the US and Japan, and Bill got to see that. But even more importantly, Microsoft has always been a platform company, and developers on platform have always been super important. Having Bill there, he got it, he got the energy and enthusiasm, and a direct result of that was heading up a software-development center. So both at the market and supply level, as part of the supply chain for software, I think the bells went off. It was the right timing. When 1997 happened, there was an incredible amount of interest, and every politician was talking about this in their speeches. Then the year 2000 bug was on the horizon, and people realized the only way to deal with it was to have a software company help them out. It was a good storm, if you will.” 

			Sanjay Parthasarathy, 
CEO of Indix 

		


		
			The Second Principle of Success:

			Investing in Success

			 

			Ty rode his bike home from the Sunnydale Sentinel headquarters, beaming with pride. It wasn’t so much from the freshly signed contract in his backpack, or even the fact that he could start his new route the next morning. It was from all the ideas buzzing around in his head!

			As he rode through downtown Sunnydale, he could feel the change in the air. One season was ending and another beginning — summer passing the baton to fall. The storefronts and display windows had changed their themes from the red, white, and blue of July to the golden colors of autumn.

			His first stop of the day, Sunnydale Savings and Loan, was bustling at this hour, and Ty had to remind himself that it was never summer vacation for local businesses, least of all for the town’s one and only bank.

			“Hi, Ty,” said Carol, the teller who had helped him set up his savings account at the beginning of that summer. “What can we do for you today?”

			“Hi, Carol,” he said. “I’d like to check on my savings account and withdraw some money.”

			Carol wagged a finger playfully. “You’re going in the wrong direction, Ty. You’re supposed to be depositing money, not withdrawing it, remember?”

			“But what if it’s for an investment?” he asked as he watched her enter his account information on her computer.

			“A little young to be playing the stock market, aren’t you?” Carol said as she printed out his balance for him.

			“It’s more…it’s more like an investment in myself,” Ty said slowly, as if only just now realizing it himself. He looked down at the paper she had handed him. He had $1,200 in savings, thanks to his summer job at the Sunnydale Cinema. He’d wanted to save up enough for a car for his senior year, but then he realized that, with all his activities along with having to keep up his grades, he wouldn’t have much free time to drive around anyway. That had allowed him to put a significant chunk of his weekly paycheck into his savings account.

			Still, he didn’t want to raid his account too heavily. He was hoping to get an academic scholarship to one of his top five schools, but even then he knew there would be living expenses like furnishing his dorm, entertainment, transportation, and the like. He didn’t want to have to ask his mom for stuff like that, so he was trying to save at least $5,000 for incidentals during his freshman year. Not a ton, but the most reasonable figure he could come up with given his new job prospects.

			“Can I withdraw one hundred dollars?” he asked, filling out a withdrawal slip and sliding it beneath the window.

			“You can withdraw anything you want,” Carol said. “Especially if it’s an investment in yourself.” She winked, processed the slip, and handed him five twenty-dollar bills.

			Ty held up his bills and winked back. “What if I told you I could turn each of these into a hundred dollars?” he teased.

			“I’d tell you to come and apply for a job here at the bank, because we need that kind of financial aptitude!”

			Ty took his crisp twenty-dollar bills and went straight to the bike shop around the corner. 

			“How can I help you, young man?” asked Giuseppe, the shop owner. 

			“I just got a job delivering papers around my neighborhood,” Ty explained.

			Giuseppe scratched the balding head beneath his “Gears by Giuseppe” baseball cap. “They still deliver papers?” he asked. “By hand?”

			“Well, by bike anyway,” Ty said. “That’s why I’m here. My bike’s in pretty good shape, but I know I’m going to be using it a lot this school year so could you just check it out — kick the tires, give it a tune-up, and make it really fly?”

			“Sure thing, kid,” the old man said. “You want Giuseppe’s ‘Back to School’ special.”

			“How much does that run?” Ty asked. 

			Giuseppe peered back at him, scratching his stubbly chin. “You start your job yet?”

			“Tomorrow morning,” Ty said. “So if there’s a coupon or anything…”

			Giuseppe grinned. “How’s seventy bucks, out the door, top to bottom rehab?”

			Ty frowned. He wasn’t a great negotiator, but at this point every twenty-dollar bill counted. He didn’t want to go over his budget on his first day in business! “Can we make it sixty?” he asked. 

			Giuseppe narrowed his eyes. “That’s a tall order, kid. I’m not so sure about that.”

			Ty thought for a minute, and then smiled. “I got a free newspaper subscription for my family for being a paperboy,” he said. “But my mom already reads it online. I have to pass by here on my way to school every morning, so…I could throw in a free paper every weekday if we can agree on sixty bucks.”

			“Deal!” Giuseppe said, shaking Ty’s hand. “I like the way you think, kid. But I like the way you pay better,” he added when Ty slid him three crisp twenty-dollar bills. “I close at five, so if you want to come back then, I’ll have your bike ready.”

			Ty nodded and walked back out onto the street. He looked down at his list and strolled down to the Discount Drug Store. Along with his contract, the paper had given him the names and addresses of his ten current customers. Ty thought it might be a nice touch to give each one a greeting card with a personal handwritten note inside. It would be his way of saying, “Thanks for being a loyal customer.”

			As he stood in front of the greeting-card aisle a college-age girl came over. “Hi, I’m Chelsea. How can I help you today?”

			Ty blushed; she was pretty. “Well, I’m starting a new job tomorrow,” he explained, “and I want to give my customers a greeting card, you know, to start off on the right foot. But these” — he held out a flowery card that would be just perfect for his neighbor, Mrs. Worsham — “are five bucks each!”

			Chelsea nodded. “Yes, they’ve gone up in the past few years. How many customers do you have?”

			“I have ten now,” he said, “but I hope to have more by next week, and many more the week after that. But by then I’ll be making a profit so I can afford more. Do you have anything just as nice but a little —” Ty stopped, embarrassed. 

			“Cheaper?” she asked. “Sure. We have a whole line of ninety-nine-cent cards over there, so you could get ten of those for the price of just two of the fancier cards.”

			Ty looked at a few, but they weren’t quite as nice. Chelsea saw the look on his face and smiled. “Or,” she said, picking up a box at the end of the aisle, “we have bulk greeting cards.”

			“What are those?” Ty asked. He’d never heard of bulk cards. Then again, aside from his mom’s birthday card every year, he wasn’t a big greeting-card shopper. 

			“They’ve got twelve greeting cards inside, with different pictures on the cover like flowers or an old Victorian house or puppies.”

			He looked at the box, warming to the idea. “What do they say inside?” he wondered.

			“What do you want it to say?” she said.

			“Greetings from your new paperboy!”

			“What’s that?” she asked, crumpling her nose.

			“You know, the guy who delivers your papers every morning.”

			“I know what it is,” she laughed. “I just…do they still have those?” When he frowned at her she said, “Sorry, bad joke. But no, I don’t think we have that. These ones are blank, though,” she said, handing him a different box. “And look, the cards show a variety of styles of old-fashioned cottages. On the inside you could write: ‘Where would you like me to throw your paper each morning?’”

			“I might do that,” he said, reaching for another box. “And for potential customers, I could say, ‘Imagine your own paper on your front stoop every morning.’”

			“I like that,” she said as she accompanied him to the cash register. Ty was happy because he’d saved himself a lot of money, which he could now invest in some other way to make his customers love him. Along the way to the cash register, he saw a sign for passport photos.

			“Do you do the passport photos here?” he asked.

			She paused halfway to the counter. “Yeah, why?”

			“How much are they?” he asked.

			“Two dollars a print.”

			“Could I get ten, like…today?”

			She smiled. “Sure. I can print them up in about five minutes. Is that soon enough?”

			“Perfect,” he said. He stood in front of a green screen as Chelsea pointed a camera at him.

			“Smile!” she said, and he did. After all, he was investing in himself. Why wouldn’t he smile?

		

OEBPS/Images/Image154680_fmt.png
o
Wi

-
Post Hill

PRESS






OEBPS/Images/paperboy_FINAL_fmt.jpeg
A
PAPERBOY'S
FABLE

THE ] PRINCIPLES OF SUCCESS

5

DEEP PATEL





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
FEATURING AN INTERVIEW WITH
GENERAL DAVID PETRAEUS

A
PAPERBOY'S
FABLE

THE ] PRINCIPLES OF SUCCESS|

=

*A delightful account of entrepreneurship
and the ingredients for success."
- Wittiam Kegr, PROFESSOR, HARVARD BUSINESS SCHOOL
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