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    Advance Praise for Schmooze


     


    “Only Cody Lowry can up your game with the wink of an eye. In Schmooze, this proven performer not only shares the secrets of his success, he shows you how, and why, to put your life on ‘schmooze-control.’”


    —Eric O’Keefe, Editor, The Land Report
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    “Having grown up with two immigrant parents who spoke Yiddish as their primary language, how could I be anything but extremely enthusiastic about this book? I was taught that if you want to succeed in life, you’d better learn how to schmooze…and to do it authentically. In Schmooze, Cody amplifies how ‘we’ are the key to our own happiness and shows us how to live a richer, more fulfilled, and less complicated life. I’m sure everyone will enjoy this entertaining read, and will be a much better person for having read it.”


    —Sandy Schwartz, President, Cox Automotive
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    “When I met Cody, I immediately felt his schmoozing charm. This authentic, genuine individual could put a smile on the most difficult of guests. Simply put, the world needs more schmoozing and Cody delivers.”


    —Raffaele Ruggeri, CEO, Bice Restaurant Group (15+ Worldwide Locations)
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    Foreword by Dr. Nido Qubein



    Cody Lowry never shrinks from a challenge.


    He’s portrayed a pirate at a local amusement park, worked as a stand-up comedian and impressionist, auditioned for Saturday Night Live, and run a marathon after he heard his friend say, “Cody, you can’t run a marathon. That’s 26.2 miles.”


    He used a cheesecake to seal a meeting with President Jimmy Carter in 1976, carried the torch for the 2002 Winter Olympics, and helped coax the Vatican to have Pope John Paul II sign a baseball for his friend, Sparky Anderson, the legendary baseball manager.


    I’ve known Cody for a long time, and he can tell these stories well. But I’ve often wondered how this genius marketer and respected advertising executive has had the chutzpah to pull it all off.


    Now I know. You’ll know too. The answer is in your hands—Schmooze: What They Should Teach at Harvard Business School.


    The title is appropriate. Cody definitely has earned a PhD in schmooze. As he says in his book, “When you’re 75 percent Irish, you’re pretty good at blah-blah-blah speak.”


    Cody is more than “pretty good.” He has a gift. He motivates with a smile, gives from the heart, and believes in the power of can-do optimism. He follows these three steps with everything he does: build a relationship, get people to trust you, and never let them down.


    It sounds simple. It’s not. Just look around us.


    We don’t talk to one another. We tend to look at our phones rather than look someone in the eye. Our technology has made us the most connected society in human history, and yet we’ve become more disconnected because of it.


    Technology, mind you, is not bad. But we depend on it so much today that we’re forgetting why we need face-to-face communication in the first place. We need to connect. It is crucial to who we are.


    That’s why Schmooze is so important. Cody shows us in a very entertaining, engaging way how schmooze has helped him—and how it can help all of us.


    He gives us a road map we all can follow. We’ll be less fearful, more caring, and more daring with our dreams, and we’ll see chance encounters as opportunities to learn, lead, and be who we want to be.


    We all want that.


    At High Point University, I teach a life-skills seminar every year to our first-year students, and I tell them to believe in “the art of the possible.” I want them to know that they can do whatever they dream as long as they work smart, work hard, and work their vision.


    But they also must understand the importance of saying “please” and “thank you.” They need to listen twice as much as they talk, and they need to know that service is the rent they’ll pay for occupying a space on our Earth.


    When I see the puzzled looks, I tell them that our value to humanity depends on how much of ourselves we give to make the world a better place.


    Cody has done just that.


    In Schmooze, Cody shows us through his many humorous stories how he has built his brand, remained a lifelong learner, and taken calculated risks that have paid off.


    Meanwhile, we see on more than a few pages how an old Japanese proverb has become his philosophy for life: Fall down seven times, get up eight.


    Cody does believe in the impact of what I call “relational capital.” I tell our students that “relational capital” is one of the most important lessons they’ll learn. It boils down to this: people don’t know you care until you show them how much you care.


    Cody does care. That theme is a common thread throughout the ten chapters in Schmooze. We see a grace in how Cody treats people—from a homeless stranger to a Super Bowl coach.


    It’s not about giving back. It’s just about giving. That’s it. Giving. Cody knows it is simply the right thing to do.


    So, read Schmooze. You’ll laugh, for sure. But you’ll definitely learn how a former paperboy from South Florida went from hawking newspapers outside Nick’s Bar to becoming a husband, father, grandfather, mentor, and successful businessman.


    “Look,” Cody writes, “I know everyone wasn’t born with a lamp shade on their head, but you can still make a conscious decision to start each day with a little laughter in your life. Remember, if you live to be a hundred, life is still short, so have fun!”


    True.


    Nido R. Qubein


    President


    High Point University


    High Point, NC

  


  
    Author’s Note



    The word schmooze comes from the Yiddish word shmuesn, which means to “chat idly” or “to chat in a friendly and persuasive manner, especially so as to gain favor in business, or connections.”


    For me, someone who has walked the walk, schmooze has taken on a much broader definition. It’s been a way of life. It’s about thinking outside the box. It’s about having fun and developing a sense of humor, and then using that humor to enrich the lives of others. It’s about being genuine when there’s nothing to gain. It’s about building relationships, having a winning smile, and making a great first impression. It’s about being persistent and overcoming adversity. It’s about selling yourself. It’s about thinking big and about being kind to all, regardless of class. In short, schmooze is about succeeding in life with a great “bedside manner.”


    In this book, I’ve tried to showcase how the aforementioned definitions of schmooze have been instrumental in a better life for me, and how you might easily adapt and apply them in your own life. Do I really believe they should teach schmooze at Harvard? Absolutely! And every other college too, for that matter.


    We all know people from various walks of life, including very successful, highly educated people who, for whatever reason, seem to be miserable. They live in the “me” moment. They go through life with their chin in their chest, and they live in a world where the glass is half empty. The good news is that it’s not too late for them, and even they can start charging in a better direction!


    So, sit back, put your mind-set on schmooze control…and enjoy the ride!
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    SCHMOOZING EARLY


  


  
    “Be kind whenever possible. It is always possible.”


    — Dalai Lama


    I wasn’t born with a golden spoon in my mouth, but as best as I can determine, my family was pretty well off. My mother and father both came from good stock. My mother’s father, Frank Cody, was a successful politician in Detroit. From 1919 to 1946, Dr. Cody was superintendent of schools in Detroit, and he was appointed the first president of Wayne State University in 1933. In addition to his educational achievements, my grandfather was always a welcome guest at the podium and quite a humorist in his own right. When there was a controversy over how long teachers’ skirts should be, he said, “I can’t tell how long they should be until I have a look at the teacher.” (Not the most politically correct answer by today’s standards.) One quote that I love best and, as it relates to this book, I believe really fits is, “Algebra is an important study, but not nearly as important as knowing how to meet and mingle with people.” Dr. Cody stayed active in education until he was seventy-two. In 1955, a high school in Detroit was dedicated to him, and it still stands today—Frank Cody High School.


    My life on easy street didn’t last very long. By the time I was five years old, my family (Mom, Dad, older sister Mimi, older brother Mac, and younger brother Mike) had moved to South Florida. And boy, did we move! In fact, we moved to so many places it’s hard to remember them all. Within a seven-year period, and about a seven-mile radius, we moved thirty-two times. We actually lived in two places twice, which probably makes sense, because there was only so much rental property available within that seven-mile radius. I can remember walking home from school with my little brother Mike one day, and guess what? We didn’t live there anymore. Think about that. You wake up in the morning, go off to school, and six hours later, there are locks on the door! Another time, we moved the day after Christmas. My mom was so upset (who wouldn’t be?). She kept asking my father, “What about the Christmas tree? What about the Christmas tree?” After about three requests, my father ran into the house, grabbed the tree—ornaments, lights, tinsel (remember tinsel?), everything—and threw it into the back of an open pick-up truck. My dad had a lot of talents, but paying the rent wasn’t one of them.


    From that point on, I could fill in the blanks with all the craziness that goes along with this incredibly inauspicious start: the alcoholism, the lights being turned off, the government food (Spam and peanut butter…yummy!), being the only Cub Scout in the pack without a uniform, a violent papa, and a whole lot more. But because this book is not meant to be a catharsis on a wonderful childhood, I’ll focus on schmoozing early.


    As bad as it was, I can remember my mother staying positive and instilling a sense of pride and better times to come in my siblings and me. We all entered the workforce at an early age. For me, it was at age eleven when I became a full-fledged paperboy for the Miami News. At the time, there were two newspapers in Miami, the Miami News and the Miami Herald. For sure, the Herald was the dominant paper, but at least the News had a following in my hometown of Fort Lauderdale.


    My beat was the Sunrise Center (today the Galleria), which at the time was one of the most upscale shopping centers in South Florida. One of the perks of the job was a brand-new canvas change bag that wrapped around my waist. (I was really proud of that new bag!) So, after school, I would head over to the shopping center to meet my boss, who would give me fifteen papers to sell over a three-hour period. On Saturdays, I would arrive at the shopping center around 10 a.m. and would have thirty papers to sell. I got a whopping two cents for every paper sold. Even at age eleven, I knew I would have to rely on tips to make any money at all. Obviously, back then, the word schmooze was not part of my vocabulary, but this I did know: if I wanted to sell all my papers, I had to hustle. And hustle I did. I walked the full length of the mall three or four times, hawking my papers to anyone and everyone I encountered.


    “Miami News, ma’am…Miami News, sir? This is the Blue Street Edition, ma’am, the day’s latest news!” Of course, most of the people I approached didn’t want the Miami News and could’ve cared even less that I had the Blue Street Edition. One of my fondest memories was selling papers to Lillie Rubin, one of fashion’s grand dames of the time. She had a high-end dress shop across the street on Sunrise Boulevard. I liked Mrs. Rubin, and I knew she really liked me. Every day, I would make a beeline to her store, and if she was there, she’d buy a paper. The nice thing about Lillie Rubin was that she always gave me a quarter for a five-cent newspaper.


    While I didn’t know it at the time, I was learning some pretty good life lessons, as well as getting some valuable sales experience. One takeaway I learned early on was that “no” didn’t necessarily mean “no.” One schmooze tactic that really worked like a charm was my response if someone said “no.” As they walked by me in a hurry to get to wherever they were going, the last thing most of these people wanted was the Miami News (even if it was the Blue Street Edition). “Paper, sir?…Paper, ma’am?” And as they rushed by, most ignoring me, I would scream out in a voice at least two octaves higher than my normal, “Would you buy a paper if I told you where you got your shoes…what state you were born in…and how many birthdays you’ve had?” This would make some of the busiest people in South Florida stop dead in their tracks. They would turn around, usually with a big smile on their face, and give me the go-ahead. “You got your shoes on your feet…you were born in the state of infancy…and you’ve only had one birthday—the day you were born!” Anyone who took the bait always bought a paper and, more times than not, had a pretty good laugh. There was, however, an exception to that pretty good laugh that I will never forget.


    On Saturdays, I usually sold my thirty papers, but it wasn’t easy. You see, I never wanted to go home with any papers left, so I would work until it was almost dark. One Saturday morning, my manager announced that because I could sell thirty papers, he wanted me to sell fifty papers that day. I remember thinking at the time that there was no way I could sell fifty papers. Well, after a little encouragement and a pat on the back from my manager, off I went, determined to do what no paperboy had ever done before: sell fifty papers in one Saturday at the Sunrise Center. That day, I pitched every breathing, walking person. I approached some people twice, forgetting that I’d already pitched them. Unfortunately, it started to get dark, and I still had twelve papers left. I was dead tired. I had two options if I wanted to go home without any papers. One option was to go to Nick’s Bar. This somewhat upscale bar was in a professional building adjacent to the shopping center. Nick was a great guy with his own PhD in schmooze. He would see me and scream out, “Hey, kid, give me a paper!” Then he would do something very special—he’d start hawking my papers to his patrons. Sometimes he wouldn’t even get the name of the paper right. “Who wants a Herald?” Nobody really cared, and I’d usually end up walking out with most of my papers sold.


    My other option was to go across the street to Wolfe’s, a Jewish delicatessen on the corner just two doors down from Lillie Rubin’s. Because it was closer, that’s where I decided to go. So, I ran across the busy Sunrise Boulevard, only to be terribly disappointed. There, in front of Wolfe’s, was a grown man selling the early edition of the Miami Herald. At the time, I’m sure the Sunday Herald was bigger than the New York Times. That Sunday paper had to be about three inches thick, loaded with news, sports, weather, and every imaginable advertising insert. This guy had three stacks of papers that reached the top of the overhang in front of the restaurant. Now think about it…here was this guy selling the early edition of the Sunday Herald, and here I was selling the Saturday morning Miami News, a paper one-twentieth the size of the Herald. At age eleven, I couldn’t have been very smart, because the rational thing to do would’ve been to head over to Nick’s Bar and take my chances there.


    Instead, I dug in my heels, and much to the chagrin of the man selling the Herald, started hawking the Miami News. I was positioned right in front of the door, no more than ten feet away from the Herald stand, and almost everyone walking out got an aggressive invite to buy the Miami News. “Miami News! Miami News! Blue Street Edition!” To anyone observing, it must have been somewhat laughable. The Herald was selling so fast, the guy didn’t have to say a word. And even with my enthusiastic pitch, I couldn’t get a second look. I had been standing out there for fifteen to twenty minutes, and because it was already dark, I decided to take my papers and head home. As I was collecting my papers, a guy came blowing out of the restaurant, obviously in a bit of a hurry. Instinctively, I screamed out, “Miami News, sir?” He didn’t turn around, so I started moving in his direction and with my last gasp of the day, I screamed out, “Sir, would you buy a paper if I told you where you got your shoes, what state you were born in, and how many birthdays you’ve had?”


    He turned around so abruptly, I thought he was going to hit me. He sure didn’t look happy, and I must’ve been a sorry sight. I was covered with newspaper ink—on my hands, on my face, all over my shirt. My change bag was no longer nice and tidy, hanging low, and turned to the side. I’m sure I needed a haircut too. Simply put, I looked a little like the Artful Dodger who needed a good bath. Well, this guy looked down at me and, unlike so many customers I’d had that day, was not smiling, but in a soft, compassionate voice that didn’t match his initial look, he said, “Son, how many papers do you have left?” I replied, “I have twelve, sir.” To which he responded, “That’s exactly how many papers I want, and then I want you to go home!” That was an act of kindness that this eleven-year-old really needed and appreciated at the time. To this day, when I think of that moment, it still brings a tear to my eye.


    Wouldn’t it be great if we were all big-time philanthropists and we had the resources to donate large sums of money to charities, colleges, foundations, and the like? Just think of the impact we could have on the lives of a multitude of needy and worthy people everywhere. Just think of how good that would make us feel. Well, guess what? You don’t need to give to the multitudes to feel good and make a difference in the lives of others. Every day, we cross paths with people a whole lot less fortunate than the general public as a whole. People who are down on their luck, people who, for whatever reason, don’t look or act like us.


    Several years ago, I was in Rome on a ten-day vacation with my wife and our parish priest, Father Caulfield. That day, my wife wasn’t feeling well, so Father and I were taking in some sights. As we were walking by the Pantheon, I saw something I almost couldn’t believe. There was a man panhandling in the street. Not so unusual, I know, but this man was different. He had no arms, no legs…just a torso on a thin piece of wood with what looked like roller-skate wheels. I stood there for several minutes in total disbelief. It wasn’t his physical condition that gave me pause, but rather the fact that, as he lay there begging, he was for the most part ignored by almost everyone. Here in this very busy corridor in Italy, with a flow of people like a carnival, lay a very lonely person.


    This man was totally ignored by most, and when someone did put something in his can, they did it without any human interaction (leaning down, dropping their donation, and then off they went). When Father and I approached him, I leaned down and, with a smile on my face, said, “Ciao!” (about the only Italian word I knew). The man lit up like a Christmas tree! I was schmoozing, and he was schmoozing back. We spent some time with this man and, while we didn’t speak the same language, we didn’t have to. We connected. When we were ready to leave, Father blessed him, I put some money in his can, we said our goodbyes (Ciao, once again), and turned and walked away. I hadn’t taken ten steps when I turned to get one last look at my new friend. He was zeroed in on me like a laser, and he had a great big goodbye smile on his face, so I returned the gesture with a big goodbye smile of my own.


    In the fast-paced daily grind that so many of us are exposed to, we encounter people that need a little human interaction. They need just a little kindness and to see that look in your eye that lets them know you really care.


    In his book Why Kindness Is Good for You, Dr. David R. Hamilton cites a study in which 122 random people were given a flower. Everyone responded positively, with women responding a little more positively than men. The study pointed out that in our modern, fast-paced society, people have learned to look out mostly for themselves, and not so much for others. Hamilton wrote that this has become such a routine that we have forgotten to be kind to strangers for the sheer pleasure of helping a fellow human being. I believe American-British author Henry James, considered by many to be among the greatest novelists in the English language, nailed it when he said, “Three things in human life are important: the first is to be kind; the second is to be kind; and the third, is to be kind.”


    The Takeaway


    Remember, it’s how you treat the less fortunate when nobody is looking that matters! Some might remember the 1985 AT&T advertising campaign, “Reach out and touch someone.” My advice—do it today. It might make their day, and it will for sure make yours.
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