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One overpowering trait distinguishes exceptional people from the masses who live and die without making their mark in the world . . . without accomplishing significant achievements. That trait is the drive to learn, to grow, to identify new and more effective ways of engaging in their personal and business endeavors. Those who are determined to escape the bounds of gravity will find that God has created a profound blueprint for success. This book will help you to identify it . . . and use it to greatly enrich your life.




Jesus said to him, “Thomas, because you have seen Me, you have believed. Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.”

   John 20:29 (NKJV)




INTRODUCTION

Genesis

   Modern man is inclined to disbelieve. To be skeptical. To need evidence of what he is asked to trust and have faith in.

   At the same time, billions of modern men and women abandon this disbelief and this skepticism when it comes to one thing: embracing God.

   Why this paradox? How can it be? In an increasingly scientific and empirical world—where people are drawn more to information technology than poetry, where the science of genetics is viewed as more powerful in shaping human behavior than parental influence—what accounts for the unprecedented worship of a spirit we cannot see, touch, examine, or observe in a scientific setting? Of a god?

   Interestingly, at time of great conflict and dissension across the globe and among varying cultures, the one universal constant that drives human thought and actions is belief and faith in God. This can be explained in only one way: God, or specifically the religions that celebrate and explain Him, is a salesman. The world’s master salesman.

   I say this with awe and utmost respect. With the knowledge that it is vital for us to have faith in a Force without the ability to shake His hand or scientifically prove His existence. He will not tolerate this kind of investigation. We believe because we believe. And God prompts this belief through a profound set of principles that, if we understand them and why they prompt our faith in Him, will help us to achieve greater success and depth in our personal lives. Our careers. And our businesses.  God is a salesman . . . we can learn from The Master. And this is a good and powerful fact of life.

   God Is a Salesman is about success. How to achieve it as a salesperson, a business person, a parent, or a spouse by understanding God, religion, spirituality, and faith from a new perspective. By viewing the power of God through a prism and seeing how it can apply to, and vastly improve, those aspects of your life that you may not now associate with God.

Perpetual Discovery

God Is a Salesman is more than a set of rules or observations. It is based on, and reflects, a way of life. I did not gather the key principles from textbooks or interviews. I discovered them through personal epiphanies. Through the deep thought, spirituality, and philosophy that form the basic tenets of my life. In my restless and constant pursuit of God and how faith in Him can add richness to my life and my loved ones, I engage in perpetual discovery. Not by simply marching into a house of worship, dutifully reading what others have written, and then going back to business as usual. Instead, I have been, and remain, determined to discover for myself. And thus the insights and spiritual framework built into God Is a Salesman are the product of one man’s communion with God. Through deep thought, hikes through the wilderness, and constant introspection, I have been committed to gain a special kind of knowledge and determined to know how and why this can be applied to everyday life. To family. To business. To salesmanship.

   If we understand how and why we have faith in God, we can use this power to create and lead more successful lives. Yes, as salespeople if that is your professional endeavor, but also in every other role you may play: doctor, lawyer, mother, father, senior executive, and junior manager. Those who take pride in being salespeople, and others who shudder at the very idea, have more in common than they realize. In many aspects of all of our lives, we are salespeople. So the question we must ask is: How well (or how poorly) can we perform in this critical role? And how can we raise the bar?

   The Master has much to teach us. All we have to do is open our eyes and minds to His lessons. Come with me. You will find them to be extraordinary.

A Greater Truth

You have never seen Him. You do not know if He is a Him. He has never said a word to you. Never shown His face. Never revealed if He is Caucasian, Black, Asian, or Latin.

   You don’t know how old He is. Or if age applies to Him at all. You don’t know if He was born or just appeared. Or if He is a being or a spirit or both.

   You know of Him only from the Bible and other holy texts. You have no tangible evidence that He exists. And yet you, and billions like you, believe in Him. To one degree or another, admitted, or hidden away in the recesses of our minds, we worship and pray to Him.

   He is God.

   Without a scintilla of the proof we demand of everything else, we embrace Him as fact. No 60 MINUTES investigations. No FBI interrogations. Yes, a glimmer of doubt slips in the back door of our minds now and then, but we are loath to give in to it and it passes just as quickly as it arrives.

   Why? Because God is a salesman. More than that. He actually is the greatest salesman of all time. And this is a blessing.

   Why do I say God is a salesman and that this is a blessing? Because billions of men, women, and children worship a god. We gather in churches, temples, synagogues, and mosques, and we are comforted by our God’s presence. It adds a rich dimension to our lives. His aura is the wellspring of our faith, courage, and belief in more than the bric-a-brac of daily existence. And this belief brings a deeper meaning to life than what we are capable of identifying with the naked eye.

   Think of it this way. Life throws curve balls at you. You can’t stop them from coming and you can’t just duck. You have to deal with them and how well you do is the acid test of a life just lived or a life lived with faith. The difference is monumental. The former is just going through the motions, filling space from cradle to grave. The latter is a rich and exhilarating experience.

   Consider a curve ball I experienced out of the blue. My wife of thirty-one years, Carol Ann Stevens, and I had just returned from a magical vacation in the Caribbean. It was January, 2006, and we had traded a week of winter chill for the warm caress of balmy trade winds, blue skies, and azure water. On vacation, I was feeling like the exceptionally healthy physical specimen I appeared to be: slim, athletic, a daily jogger, and devoted hiker. On the surface, I was a poster boy for middle-aged fitness.  And then in one of those chain-reaction nightmares, I was whisked from the beach alongside San Juan’s Ritz-Carlton Hotel, flown to New York, and rushed by ambulance to Manhattan’s New York-Presbyterian Hospital for quadruple by-pass surgery by world-famed cardiothoracic surgeon Craig Smith (who had applied his skill to former President Bill Clinton a year before).

   “How can this be happening?” I wondered.

   The doctors explained that I was a classic victim of anemic cardiovascular genes, the son of a man who had died of heart disease at age forty. Specifically, I was plagued by a time bomb called silent ischemia. From all outward appearances, I looked like a fit specimen, but I was actually a jog away from a massive heart attack. In an instant, I had to face the truth that I needed massive heart surgery, and it hit me with a vengeance. I would face an eight-hour procedure carrying a risk of stroke, long-term disability, and death. In one fell swoop, the life I adored—round-the-clock working, running, dining out, watching movies—appeared to be vanishing before my eyes. 

   For an hour, I was crestfallen, morose, feeling terribly sorry for myself. Concerned about my family and my business. I worried that even if the surgery was successful, I would age overnight and be a shadow of my former self. Alone in my ninth-floor hospital room overlooking the Hudson River, awaiting my wife who was being paged from the visitor’s room, I played a tragic movie in my mind. The story line had a black beginning and an even bleaker end: Mark Stevens’ life, as I knew it, was over.

   When I heard my wife’s familiar footsteps approaching my room, I cried. When my sons arrived an hour later, I cried again. I worried that I might soon be deprived of seeing their beautiful faces, of their friendship, of the grasp of their hands. And then just as I was about to wail about how terrible this all was, the sadness suddenly lifted and floated away just as a fog lifts under the brilliance of an August sun. Instantly, and somehow magically, I found myself in a cocoon of calm, courage, and peace all at the same time; I didn’t think of why the change occurred. I just knew it did, and that it was a great relief.

   My surgery was scheduled for the following week, which meant I had to remain in the hospital, in a virtual holding pattern, letting the clock tick until the Plavix administered to me as an emergency precaution left my body and my platelets reconstituted themselves. But the wait never wore on me for a moment. The hospital stay was actually a joy. Friends and family visiting, meeting new people, experiencing the warmth of the really special nurses, the Florence Nightingales, who demonstrated true humanity and genuine care. Even as I was rolled down to the operating room on D-Day (without an ounce of sedation), I was serene.

   When the nurse asked me for my favorite psalm, I answered the twenty-third and she cited it from memory. I loved the words—always did (“the Lord is my shepherd . . .”)—but I did not need them for comfort. I was already at peace.

   What accounted for this extraordinary calm? Was it really magical? I don’t think so. I now believe it was my faith. I recognized instinctively that my fate was out of my hands and in God’s. And I also understood at that very time of crisis that my surgery, whether it took me out the hospital’s back door in a casket or through the front door to my family, would all be part of the wonderful voyage God has blessed me with.

   A few days before the surgery, I gathered Carol and my sons, Harly and Justin, around me, and shared with them what was in my heart and why I was at peace.

   “I know you want me to be optimistic and to see this surgery as routine as a blood test, but my wife, my sons, I am having open heart surgery. I will be in the operating room for more than eight hours. And the surgeons will be operating on my cardiovascular system, not my legs or my back, and in this theatre, anything can happen. Although this is a wonderful hospital and Dr. Smith is world-class, I will be going through heavy-duty surgery and my life will be at risk.”

   Before Carol and the boys could squeeze in reassuring words, I continued: “The risk is not the most important thing. Most important is that I have already had an amazing life. The gift God has given me is extraordinary and joyous. So if I die, I know you will miss me and be sad. But please let it comfort you that my life will not be cut short. It has already been the equivalent of an infinite journey, and although I would love to have more time with you and the trees and the skies, I am content and at peace whatever the outcome because I have had a complete life.”

   As I lay in the hospital bed, my family gathered around me, I was driven by faith, not fear. There were no visions of angels. No trumpets heralding pearly gates. Nothing specific and yet everything highly specific. In place of the initial tearjerker film, a happy movie filled my mind, the kind made possible only by a richly rewarding and highly-successful life. And by a profound sense of faith.

   In the context of this book, a salesman is not a huckster. Not a Willy Loman. Not a Xerox rep with a quota to fill. Not a salesman as many of us use the term in everyday life. 

   When I say God is a salesman, I mean an influencer, an educator, and a force that enables us to bridge the gap between what we see and what may well be the greater truth. And this extraordinary capability can be critical to all of us in our various roles. Clearly, we are not gods. Not by a long shot. But if we delve into the dynamics that underlie our faith in God, in religion, we can acquire even more powerful skills as human beings.

   Let’s step back for a moment. The word salesmanship has come to signify a quality that is crude, manipulative, crass, and bogus. But this is a distorted way of viewing a critically important skill. Assume you are a parent. From the earliest days of their lives, you want to steer your children toward appropriate ways of behavior by teaching them honor, responsibility, respect, drive, determination, and commitment. They do not emerge from the womb with a natural inclination to play well with others. You have to sell them on that. They may have a winning spirit embedded in their DNA, but when they see their friends playing Frisbee on a warm spring day, they will want to abandon their homework and rush off to join the game. You have to sell them on the advantage of staying glued to their books until the assignment is done. And done right.

   Your guidance of the child’s behavior springs from a reservoir of experience you have gained over the years. You have witnessed the success that has come to others—perhaps yourself included—who have made the sacrifice to achieve their goals and, conversely, the fate of others who have failed to do so.

   A similar scenario unfolds with many salespeople, often young ones, who lack the benefit of perspective. They view each prospect as a potential transaction (“let me sell them something now”) instead of seeing the far more valuable and rewarding achievement of building a relationship over time. As a mentor and guide, my role is to teach them the wisdom of slowing down—not speeding up—of having the discipline to grow something genuine and enduring.

   There are times when perspective advises that you take the opposite course. Assume you believe the time has come for your employer to reward your excellent performance with a raise. Yes, exemplary performance on the job should automatically be greeted with a more generous paycheck and an elevated title, but life rarely comes wrapped in such presents-under-the-tree-Christmas-morning packages. Those who sit in silent expectation . . . and wait, wait, wait . . . seldom receive their due rewards. To get what you deserve, you have to sell yourself.

   Success in life and the ability to sell are inexorably bound. Whether you are moving Chevies off a showroom floor, inspiring others to achieve a goal, or spreading your philosophy on how best to engage in real estate investing, you have to sell. You have to educate. You have to influence.

   Which brings us back to God. Specifically, how we can learn from The Master.

   Respect for God should not hinder us from understanding the way religion leads, inspires, motivates, and educates us to have faith in God, and based on this to improve ourselves. Not as gods. But as mortals searching for the most productive, successful, and enjoyable careers and lives. Who else should we turn to as role models: motivational speakers? College professors? Hollywood celebrities? Sales trainers? Ridiculous. We are far wiser to look to God. To the source of The Greater Truth.

   
   The best salespeople never look like they are selling anything. And technically, they are not. They are educating, instilling faith and confidence. They are quietly and invisibly demonstrating why you should believe in them and, in turn, buy from them.  A lesson we can learn from religion.

   Think of it this way: God never sells vacuum cleaners, shoes, or productivity software. And neither should you. Even if you are a vacuum cleaner, shoe, or productivity software salesperson, you need to learn from The Master. And The Master sells one thing: ideas.  So there you are slinging product samples over your back, selling (or on any given day, trying to sell) products—but the world wants ideas.  How do you sell vacuum cleaners as ideas? How about on the basis of providing for a clean and attractive home? Of course, this is not the only way to sell vacuum cleaners, but the principle is inviolate: No one wants to buy noisy machines with belts and fans and suction devices. Do you ever wake up dreaming of that? Of course not. But we do want to have clean and comfortable homes, and that’s what the best vacuum cleaner salespeople will sell. 

   What are you selling? Paradoxically, what you don’t sell is likely more powerful and important than what you sell.

   Recently, I was strolling along a charming piazza in Venice when I spotted a watch store. I had no need for a new watch. A fine Cartier graced my wrist and three more watches were in my dresser at home. But the alure of the shop—quaint, stylish, old-world Italian —drew me in and within moments I was transported to nineteenth-century Italy and the genesis of an elegant jewelry business that would evolve into the world-renowned Bulgari brand.

   A master raconteur, who happened to be the shop’s owner, led my voyage through the time passages. With extraordinary grace, he wove the story of the Bulgaris and their meticulous attention to design. Before I knew it, a smashing jewel of a watch was strapped to my wrist as the story of the family’s artistic vision continued with compelling and beguiling detail. Soon after, I was strolling the piazza again, the beaming owner of a $5,000 timepiece I did not need, but now adored.

   I tell this story because it reveals an important business lesson. We all have to serve as salespeople in one form or another. And when you do, remember the story of my Italian time traveler: The best salespeople are invisible. They never look like they are selling anything.

   You can write off this storyteller as a gifted merchant, which he may be (although it’s unlikely, given his shoebox of a shop; Sam Walton—the king of thinking big—would have thought so), but I believe he is driven more by a passion for ideas rather than for sales. Interestingly, armed with that passion, the sale is a near certainty. 

   Let’s think about what Jesus did with His life: He sowed ideas. He didn’t look like He was selling because He wasn’t. While the multitudes around Him were accepting life as it was, Jesus was advocating for a better way, a kinder way, a more meaningful way.  Was Jesus a salesman? Today, 2007 years after His crucifixion, there are two billion Christians roaming the planet and the faithful are growing. If Jesus and the religion He fostered did not sell faith majestically and invisibly, those two billion human souls would be adrift from what for many is the most important anchor in their lives.

   Consider the power of it all: God, or the religions that explain and celebrate Him, prompt us to believe that He:

   
   •  Exists.

   •  Created the world.

   •  Is all goodness.

   •  Is all knowing.

   •  Loves us.


   Without a shard of proof or a scintilla of traditional CSI-type evidence that all of this is true, we embrace Him, adore Him, and worship Him. What force is responsible for this phenomenon?  What characteristics can we derive from our faith in God that can teach all of us how to educate, influence, and sell more effectively? How does The Master do it? What can we learn from Him? From the ways religions build and maintain their power base? Their congregations?

   Examine the key principles behind this power and this phenomenon. Not for the sake of religious discovery alone, but also to identify the techniques God and religion utilize so that we, in turn, can employ these dynamics in our lives. Let’s explore them one at a time.
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