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To our moms, Dorothy Lundin and Marilyn Dean, who both died while we were writing this book and without whom there would be no book at all


STEVE’S INTRODUCTION

When I first met Carr Hagerman I was immediately impressed and intrigued. He was a street performer and a self-taught student of business with little formal education, and he gave no quarter to matters of theory or reason. Our differences were enormous—I have a Ph.D. from a great academic institution and he was street smart—but what we shared was even larger. He saw in my work the expression of many of the values he had discovered as crucial to success in his work. I saw in him a new way to look at much of what I had come to take for granted.

Carr taught me, by example, how to speak, interact, engage, and just be in the world in a way that was consistent with my values, and I found his ideas provocative. He brought me on a journey to a new place in my work; a vibrant place with infinite possibilities, where things are simply accepted for what they are.

As we co-facilitated sessions and developed materials together, we also developed a bond that became stronger  with each meeting. As my book FISH! became more and more successful, the demand for presentations became so great that we could no longer afford the luxury of working together. It was actually good timing because we had started stepping on each other’s toes. So we went our separate ways, occasionally checking in from our respective hotels as we traveled the globe conducting FISH!-related programs.

And now, with delight, we once again merge our separate journeys as we bring to the written page our observations about the single biggest untapped force for good in any enterprise: We have come to call it natural energy. And our book focuses on how you can use this force in all your sales efforts in business and in life with dramatic results.

Organizations run best on natural energy and nowhere is this more true than in sales. When sales runs on natural energy, there are few toxic emissions, as natural energy burns clean with a mixture of spontaneous expression and commitment. It may sound impossible, but all that is often required to find a source of natural energy is a ten-degree turn of your head. Come along with us and you will see what we mean while meeting some rather unusual teachers.


PART ONE [image: Image Missing]

BURNED OUT AND NEEDING A BOOST


Jim

My name is Jim and I sell for a living. Actually my name is Bartholomew James, but I prefer Jim. When you get right down to it, I think we all sell for a living. In a sense we all sell ourselves if nothing else.

I’m not a complicated guy. I took a good upbringing, complete with having to do regular chores; the traits I developed as an athlete; and my competitive spirit, and found a place in sales. While I have a business degree, it was my minor in science that guided me in choosing the industry in which I work.

I sell pharmaceutical products, some of which find their way to oncology patients who are provided a measure of hope that was not possible just a few years ago. I find that satisfying, although I sometimes get caught up in the selling process itself and forget some of the great things we do for people. The pharmaceutical industry has been portrayed somewhat negatively in the news lately, and it can be easy to forget the important role we  play in sustaining a healthy society, but seeing the positive results on a daily basis helps.

And I think you sell, as well. I already said that, but it bears repeating. You might be selling a brand, a vision, an education, a direction, a service, the credibility of a set of numbers, learning to a student, or cereal to an infant, but I think we all sell for a living. Just my opinion, but that’s what I believe.

I have done well in sales. In other words, I make good money. I have had the discipline to make more calls, send more letters, sponsor more events, and give more presentations than most of my colleagues. I have put in long days and worked on weekends. I almost never take vacation time, and I am proud of that fact. That has been my life. The founder of Radisson Inc. once said, “I keep up with the competition during the week and use the weekend to move ahead.” I have tried to emulate that philosophy.

But recently I arrived at a place in my life where the discipline and willpower upon which I have built my success aren’t enough. Longer hours don’t seem to help at work. And in my life, what life I have, things are going in the wrong direction. I feel like I have reached a plateau at work and fallen behind in life. And to tell you the truth, I’m scared.

Today I’m starting a journey in search of a new source of energy. The problem is, I don’t really know where to start. Perhaps something will show up if I pay attention. If something doesn’t show up, I’m toast.




We typically use discipline and willpower when we start a diet, begin a self-improvement program, or want to sell more Stuff and make a lot of money. Discipline and willpower almost always deliver, for a while.

A few monks can maintain a life based solely on discipline, but for most humans the price of a life ruled by discipline and willpower is simply too great over the long haul. There is just not enough juice to keep you going. Witness the dismal failure of more than 95 percent of those who attempt to lose weight by disciplined dieting. Eventually, another source of energy must be found.

To all who want a life that is both full of accomplishments and deeply satisfying, that source of energy becomes visible with only a ten-degree turn of your head. But when we are committed to a strategy, a ten-degree turn of the head is a waste of time.




Jensen
Pharmacenticals

Perhaps I should start by giving you a little background. I came to Jensen Pharmaceuticals right out of college. That’s the way Jensen likes to hire new salespeople, green and flexible. I brought with me the discipline of a serious jock, a campus leader, and an “A” science student. I brought big goals and a competitive spirit. They told me I was a good match for Jensen Pharmaceuticals, and I was indeed.

My first year was frustrating because I had so much to learn, but challenging because I went right to work selling Jensen’s products. In the beginning my district sales manager (DSM) would accompany me on my calls. Mia was a great DSM, and she knew just how to be supportive of my small gains while helping me learn better ways to work with clients.

Through formal corporate training programs and home study I learned about our products, the sales process, and how to fill out the numerous required forms. After four years in college, more schooling was not my  first choice, but I knew I was lucky to be participating in one of the best training programs in the industry, so I sucked it up and learned everything I could that might help me be successful. And I loved being accountable for results from the very first day.

The second year was a blur of activity and I was assigned a mentor to help me continue my growth. My mentor was a seasoned rep who continued to work a territory. She was called a “master” by the company and seemed to really enjoy helping young sales representatives get established. She was my mom’s age and knew the pharmaceutical business backward and forward. I learned a great deal about how to position our product and ways to gain access to decision makers.

At the end of the second year all of us “mentees” were brought together for a graduation ceremony. I knew most of them well by then as we took classes together, and I knew they were going to be hard to beat because they were a sharp bunch and from the best schools. Yeah, I’m competitive. That’s why I chose sales.

My third year was a blast. I was finally getting used to the pressure of “stretch goals” for my territory, and I worked hard. My personal strategy for success was to play it by the numbers. More calls made, more presentations given, more events conducted and, as a result, more sales made. At the end of the year I was in the top 25 percent of the company and I was second among the members of my class. The woman who beat me lucked on to the Long Island territory but I wasn’t going to let that be an excuse. Yeah, I’m competitive.

In the fourth year I asked Mia to work with me on my goals for the year and we met from time to time to check my progress. This process kept me both pumped and focused. The goal I chose with her encouragement was to become a Golden Eagle, a member of the top 5 percent club. I also wanted to beat the Long Island district salesperson and be number one in my class of trainees. I accomplished all three goals that year.

By the time my seventh year with Jensen rolled around, I had been awarded three Golden Eagles from success in two different territories. They sat proudly on my desk. I had purchased a townhouse in San Ramon; a hot sports car sat in the garage; and, for almost a year, I had been dating an enchanting redhead named Rebecca. My friends looked at me with envy, and life was really good! Well, pretty good anyway. OK, it might not have been so good. Actually, it sort of sucked.

I was having increasing difficulty finding the energy to maintain my high goals. This malady is common enough to have a name. It’s called the “seventh-year slump.” Let me share one of my journal entries so you can understand what I mean.


The Grind
(A Journal Entry)

I now know why you hear people call their work a grind. We’re all like coffee beans, whole and complete, then we get tossed into the grinder so that we can release what’s inside of us. When all the beans are ground, what’s left of us? Today I am writing about my particular grind. I have poured my life’s energy into succeeding at work with little time for anything else. And I haven’t gotten around to roasting any new beans.

Our team met recently to discuss an important but difficult client. What made the meeting remarkable was the fact that it involved one of my clients. I knew there was a growing problem with this client, but no matter how much time I spent or how many calls I made or how hard I worked, I couldn’t make any progress. The client had an endless supply of issues and my usual song and dance was getting me nowhere. Now the whole team was involved. I tend to be a loner and I think some of the team members were enjoying my discomfort.

The team was trying to be creative and all I had to offer  was persistence, or to “try harder.” My boss actually stopped me at one point and suggested I listen to what was being said. It was not a great moment for me at work and I’m still not sure where to go with this client. It’s an important piece of business.

Outside of work I was spending a great deal of time wondering how I might have more of a full life or have more access to things inside of me that might give my life a deeper sense of purpose. My girlfriend, Rebecca, has her own career as a customer service consultant and she does well. She is a couple years older than me and a lot wiser when it comes to leading a balanced life. Rebecca knows that right now we could not have a real life together given my work habits.

Rebecca says she admires my willpower but doesn’t want to live, on a permanent basis, with someone who is so driven. I like Rebecca a lot and I’m feeling a huge amount of tension regarding my style of life. The fact that I flip back and forth between wanting more time with Rebecca and wanting more success at work is confusing to both of us.

A part of me has always loved children and would like a family someday. Rebecca and I seem to share many values and family is one of those. But we have decided to avoid subjects like that for a while, as we both recognize that I don’t know how to make enough room in my life for any more than what we have.

Each day when I get up for work it is harder and harder to find the energy to carry on and I’m frightened that I will fall behind the competition. I put on a good face at work but  I’m concerned about my future and worried I will lose Rebecca.

There you have it. I don’t know how to cut back. I like being a winner, a Golden Eagle. On the other hand, I miss spending time with friends and haven’t had a real vacation since I started at Jensen. Well, like I said. It is confusing.

Every year Jensen ends up paying me for my unused vacation time as we are only allowed to carry over two weeks into a new year. My boss, Barbara, recently suggested I take some of that time for an actual vacation. She even implied that I might actually need it.


Mom

As is often the case in life, something unexpected can shake up a person’s life and at the same time reveal a hidden path to the future. What I am about to relate is as clear as if it happened yesterday. It is here that this story really begins.

I was in the middle of our quarterly sales meeting when Jill, my assistant, slipped me a note. The little pink message said that my brother Perry was on the phone and holding, URGENT was written in Jill’s neat block letters. My brother’s name was underlined.

I admit my first impulse was irritation. We only had these meetings four times a year and, as a top salesperson, I enjoyed the attention and was expected to make a contribution to the team by giving them tips that would help them be more successful.

I thought about asking Jill to take a message. My brother Perry was prone to being dramatic. But Perry never called me at work. I excused myself quietly and received a slightly perturbed look from the SVP of  Sales, who was in the middle of her well-rehearsed presentation.

Jill was waiting just outside the conference room door. “Your brother seemed upset. I told him you were in a meeting and that you would call him back, but he said it was a family emergency.”

“Thanks, Jill.” I felt a stab of anxiety. The generally happy and energetic Jill looked concerned.

I walked back to my office and picked up the phone. “Perry, I’m right in the middle of an important sales meeting. What’s up?”

“Mom is in the hospital; you need to get over here. It isn’t good, Jim, not good at all.”

“In the hospital? She was fine this weekend. What’s wrong?” My brain began to fire random images of my mother’s condition. A lifetime of heavy smoking did a number on her lungs and she would occasionally have trouble breathing. But in the hospital?

“Her lungs have failed, Jim. They got her all hooked up to tubes and wires . . . she fell . . . and the ambulance . . . there . . .”

In the few seconds that it took Perry to describe Mother’s fall, a part of my mind drifted. Mom was in trouble? Impossible! Mom was a survivor, the rock in my world. She’ll be OK. It was just Sunday when she’d called me to ask if I had read an article in the Times about traveling overseas and the great deals on airfares to England. That was two nights ago and everything was so normal, so ordinary.

“When will you get here?” Perry asked.

“I’m leaving right now.”

“Have someone drive you, Jim. And get here as fast as is safe. The nurse is motioning for me so I’m going to hang up.”

Fifteen minutes later Jill dropped me off at the hospital. Perry was outside Mom’s door, his eyes swollen and red. He hugged me and took me inside. Mom was unconscious and breathing with the help of an oxygen mask. Each breath seemed labored.

As Perry and I sat at her bedside looking at the tentacles of modern medicine that were keeping her alive, I tried to find comfort, any comfort or hope that the situation would suddenly change and Mother would come around and regain her strength. When nurses came in to tend to her, I smiled and acted as if I’d done this a hundred times before. I tried to remain composed, confident, and casual, but it was bull; underneath my shiny exterior I was wracked with anxiety and a growing sadness the likes of which I’d never experienced. There was no strategy I could employ to get around what was happening. All I could do was to sit quietly and hold her frail hand.

Occasionally Perry and I would chat about something mundane: food, sports, politics.

At one point, I got up to look outside. It was a beautiful fall day and the sunlight made everything flush and full. The hospital window in our room was cracked open and the earthy smell of grass, trees, and flowers poured through the small gap and challenged the antiseptic sterility of the room. It was a confusing juxtaposition: on one side of the glass, the dark passing of my mother,  straining to breathe, skin brittle and bruised; outside the glass, the unrestrained exuberance of bird and bug, trees dancing with the October breeze, and the safe rhythmic certainty of daylight.
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