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    To all the Black men and women who are making this nation and our world a better place by their compassion, love, courage, and persistence …

    May you always live with passion!

    —ANTHONY ROBBINS

    Dedicated to the greatest gift that lives within each and every one of our souls. This, the gift of love that comes with the very first beat of our hearts and exists in every breath we take, is the golden thread that binds us all together.

    —JOSEPH McCLENDON III

    Most of all from me to Mrs. Every Jo McClendon and Mr. Joseph McClendon, Jr.

    

    In memory of Alan Wade Stubbings.
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PART ONE
THE MODELING OF HUMAN EXCELLENCE








CHAPTER ONE
The Human Choice


There is absolute magic in this being called Black—splendor and purpose in every single cell. For within us are the genetics of the warrior, who steps boldly into the future, and the connection of family that binds us together with love. There is unlimited power and innate intelligence in the very soul that drives us.

—JOSEPH McCLENDON III

THE CONFLICT IS classic: The difference between what we feel in our souls and what we deal with in the real world is all too often like night and day. Inside each and every one of us is a seed of greatness, a deep yearning to grow and contribute, to make a difference. All of us want to believe we deserve the good life—that we can actually achieve it.

So what prevents us from having our dreams? What keeps us from achieving what we long for in the core of our being? There is no question that racial and cultural differences all too often show up as challenges that could impede our forward motion. But if any of us truly believes those differences determine our destiny, then our future is dim indeed. To allow ourselves to fall into the cultural hypnosis of thinking that the outside world ultimately controls our lives—instead of realizing that each day is replete with opportunities to become powerful beyond belief—is to surrender the magic given to us at conception and guaranteed with our very first breath of life.

Deep inside, we all know the real truth: It is in fact our differences—our points of uniqueness—that make every human being worthy of greatness, and adversity strengthens our very souls. Muscles only grow with demand. Anything that doesn’t kill us makes us stronger if we learn from it, and challenges are God’s way of preparing us for what we ask for.

When I look into the eyes and hearts of others who share my beautiful heritage, I feel alive and proud. When I see how much we’ve grown, contributed, and loved as a culture over the years, I have a sense of connection that is unshakable. I feel extremely privileged and humble to be able to share my thoughts with you, and I deeply thank you for the opportunity to walk this new path together on this enchanted journey we call life.

As I look at my life today, I can’t help but feel incredibly grateful. But it wasn’t always that way. Like most people, I experienced a time so full of self-doubt and confusion about who I was and what I was capable of that it all but paralyzed me. While I was raised in a family that taught equality and fairness, often the outside world showed me quite a different picture.

We’ve all had times in our lives when being different was a liability for the moment—and those moments can seem like an eternity. All too often these “defining” moments can powerfully shape our beliefs about people, opportunities, and the world as a whole, thereby shaping our lives for better or worse. Without warning, something happens. Things change, and we can be thrust into horrific situations. Life turns on a dime, and depending on how we interpret those turns, they can either limit us or accelerate us on our journey to fulfillment.

THE OPPORTUNITY TO TRANSFORM

My own life has been full of incidents where being Black was the catalyst for sometimes vicious treatment. Let me tell you about one such event … a long, long time ago.

On a cold, windy November night, out in the middle of nowhere, life as I knew it was about to change. Darkness hung in the air like a thick, black, velvet blanket. And even the thin slice of the moon that shone that evening seemed frozen in place by the emptiness of the desert sky.

It was about 11:30 on a Friday night, and I was riding my motorcycle from Los Angeles to San Jose to visit my father and sister. I was passing through the small town of Oildale near Bakersfield, on the way to Interstate 5. (In those days, to say that Oildale was a “redneck” town was like saying that the Grand Canyon was just a little hole in the ground, or that Adolf Hitler had just a few minor personality glitches he needed to work out!) I had a full tank of gas and only about three more hours to go before I reached my destination. I always traveled late at night to avoid traffic, and I loved the feeling of freedom that being the only one on the road gave me. It was sometimes scary but always exciting. I was blasting down the roadway on my Harley-Davidson at about sixty-five miles per hour, and under normal circumstances I would have been able to pass right by Oildale.

Unfortunately, on this particular evening I had neglected to tighten the rear chain on my bike. With a loud bang it came flying off the sprocket, leaving the bike powerless and out of control. I coasted to a stop, walked back to collect the pieces of chain, then pushed the bike to the nearest freeway off-ramp about a hundred yards away. I pulled into a closed gas station nearby to make the necessary repairs.

I had been there about half an hour when an old Chevy pickup truck appeared with three men in the cab. They pulled into the station and screeched to a stop between me and the pumps. At first I thought they had stopped to help me, but as they stumbled out of the truck I knew I was in trouble. It was obvious they had been drinking, and they seemed so excited over what they had found that they fell all over each other, laughing about who would get to deliver the opening line.

As I stood there, afraid for my life and trying to figure out what to do, I couldn’t help thinking that most of us have probably feared this type of situation more than once in our lives. All the stories of vicious mistreatment of Blacks flashed through my mind like some horrible civil rights newsreel from the 1960s on fast-forward. Now it seemed I was about to relive one of those events. For a split second I thought everything was going to be okay, because the large one (the one with the stained overalls and all the teeth missing) stepped to the front and grinned. But my hopes were instantly crushed when he drawled, “Well, niggra, looks lak you picked the wrong place to git broke down at.”

After that, everything seemed to happen in slow motion. They all charged me at once, kicking over my bike and trying to pull me out into the open where they could beat me down. “It’s time for you to die now, nigger!” one of them shouted as they encircled me. Instinctively I wedged myself between the gas pumps for protection, and I was able to defend myself for a short while, but not before taking some pretty intense hits. Wherever I turned there was another one of them taking a swing at me. In total fear, I realized I did have a weapon: The wrench I had been using to work on the bike was still in my hand. I lashed out with it in hopes of driving them away. It helped for a time, but there were too many of them. I remember being kicked and punched in the head and ribs, actually hearing the impact and knowing the blows were serious. The dull thud of someone’s foot in my side or fist in my teeth seemed to be coming out of nowhere, too fast for me to block or dodge. I remember being more angry than scared, feeling like I was going to pass out but fighting to stay conscious. I knew if I lost consciousness, they would rip me to pieces. I don’t really know what made them stop, but I do remember running after one of them, yelling at the top of my lungs, ultimately hurling the wrench at him.

Finally, they all piled into the truck and peeled out of there. The rage and hate I felt in those moments was overwhelming. My mind was screaming, You bastards! How dare you do this to me! How dare you! I looked down at my shirt and saw my own blood all over it. I felt my insides on fire, and the bitter taste of blood in my mouth brought a lump to my throat. My face felt like it was torn to shreds, my nose and mouth were bleeding, and I was having difficulty breathing. So scared that I couldn’t think what to do, I did know there was something seriously wrong. I figured if I didn’t get medical help quickly, I would die.

I made my way over to the pay phone at the far end of the station to call for help, but the receiver had been torn off. I couldn’t walk any further, and I was afraid the good ol’ boys would return to finish me off, so I spent the rest of the night in the back of the gas station praying they wouldn’t find me.

The seconds passed like hours as I sat there freezing in a pile of old tires at the back of the station. Finally, at about 6:30 A.M. when the attendant came to open the station, I crept out from behind the tire pile. The attendant took one look at me and phoned for help. The police arrived and took me to the hospital to deal with my injuries.

About an hour and a half later, I was driven to the sheriff’s station in the back of a squad car so I could fill out a police report. The people at the station were cold and unfeeling. With the way they were treating me, you would have thought I was being blamed for what had happened. One of them even asked what the hell I was doing in that part of town anyway, as if I had no business being there. Still shaken and aching from the beating, I was told, “Sit on the bench in front of the desk and wait until we can get to you.” As officers came and went, many of them shook their heads in disgust as they walked by. Some even snickered and smirked as if I’d gotten my just deserts. I wanted to cry, but I was so angry and scared that I just sat there and steamed in disbelief. While I felt I couldn’t possibly get out of there soon enough, I had to spend several hours at the station—while they ran a warrant check on me and impounded my bike!

By being in the wrong place at the wrong time, it was as if I had stumbled back into the dark ages of my not-too-distant ancestors. (To this day, I have serious doubts whether they really ever looked for the men who assaulted me.) I felt violated and, despite an upbringing that stressed fairness and racial harmony, I felt the seeds of prejudice germinating in my own gut. It sickened me to see what I was becoming. For the first time in my life, I found myself reacting to color and culture instead of character. From that point on, anyone who even slightly resembled a redneck was cause for immediate suspicion. Even though intellectually I knew better, another person’s race could instantly create rage inside me.

Despite the fact that most of my business and personal interactions included White people, I found myself trusting only the ones I knew, and befriending only those who really went the extra mile to prove their camaraderie. I was leading a double life, and the denial and contradiction were tearing me up inside. I hated who I was becoming with all my heart. I was guilty of the very process that caused those men to attack me viciously without cause, knowing nothing about who I was as a person. The scars on the outside would heal, but I didn’t know how to deal with what was eating me alive inside.

THE BATTLE WITHIN

For years after that event, I was living a lie. Outside, I was happy and ambitious by most people’s standards, but inside, I was completely steeped in the memory of what had happened. I was angry, bitter, extremely sarcastic—I’m sure you’d agree, rightfully so. But I was wrong to generalize my hatred, and somewhere deep inside I knew it.

The incident was over, but the effect lingered and governed my very being. Not only did I feel rage against White rednecks but perhaps worst of all, I actually began to buy into the idiot idea that the color of my skin made my soul less significant. It made me sad and angry to think how many Black men and women felt like me because they or someone they loved had endured abuse as bad or worse than my own. I didn’t want that event to shape the rest of my life. I didn’t want to live the rest of my days filled with self-doubt and vengeance. I didn’t want to be like those rednecks! Yet I couldn’t stop thinking not only about the injustice I had encountered, but the pain my entire race had experienced throughout history—the oppression, the slavery, the mistreatment, the stereotyping of an entire culture. The words “it’s not fair” constantly rang in my head like an embarrassing, subliminal reminder of a hideous legacy binding us to hopelessness. I felt like I was losing the battle within myself.

TIME HEALS ALL … OR DOES IT?

As time passed, I thought it was over. My hatred softened to bitterness. But at the same time, the ghost of that experience continued to haunt me. It became the filter for all my inner actions, not only with whites but with my own people as well. My low self-worth and my self-doubt translated into suspicion and judgment of anyone like me. If I were so insignificant that I could be mistreated so cruelly with no consequence, then anyone who looked like me must be just as worthless—right?

We are responsible for the world in which we find ourselves, if only because we are the only sentient force which can change it.

—JAMES BALDWIN

Those were the most counterproductive months of my life. But you know what? I didn’t feel that way at the time. I had no idea how I was allowing the events of my past to affect me. I’d always been driven, yet something began holding me back. The invisible force of fear and insecurity showed up in little ways I never would have connected to my past. Procrastination, hesitation, failure to follow through, low motivation, and flat-out fear became cancers in my life, draining me of ambition and accomplishment. Even when I was doing well, something always seemed to prevent me from living my dreams. I’m sure there has been a time in your life when you wondered, like I did, what was stopping you from reaching your full potential. I had no idea how my behaviors and feelings of self-worth were skewed by my perceptions of who “we” are and what “we” are capable of in this society. I’d seem to get so far, only to sabotage my own progress.

Always, there was a horrible little voice deep inside me constantly suggesting. They’re right! You don’t fit in; you’re not smart enough. You’re Black, and in this world being Black is a liability, not an asset. What’s more, you’re not only Black but you’re also dark, and that’s two strikes against you. No matter how hard you try you’ll never be good enough.

I’d known for a long time most of the world is conditioned to think of Black as less preferable than White, and Blacks have been suffering from lower self-esteem for centuries. I remembered seeing a study on TV where Black children were given an assortment of dolls and asked which ones were the prettiest and the best. All of the children picked White dolls. When they were asked which were bad and ugly, they all picked Black dolls. These were babies, beautiful Black babies, and they had already begun to prefer something other than themselves. They had learned that Black was wrong, bad, and ugly.

I had also seen a show when I was a kid about what life would be like in the future. There were huge, clean cities with monorails, moving sidewalks, and smiling, happy citizens all enjoying the modern conveniences of the day. Everyone had futuristic bubble-domed cars, and they all lived in modern homes with every gadget you could imagine to make their lives fun, effortless, and happy. But there were no Black people. Not one! I remembered turning off the TV in tears at the age of nine and vowing never to watch it again.

I certainly realize this was not necessarily everyone’s view of the world, and that the intention of the producers of the show was not to promote prejudice. But to a nine-year-old child, it was scary as hell. I remember thinking. White people didn’t plan on me being around in the future, and wherever we would be, we wouldn’t be eligible for the good life to which the White race was entitled. I remember thinking in those days, The only Black faces I see on television seem to be subservient, clownish, or in trouble. I asked my father why I never saw Blacks in the cowboy movies. “Where were we in those days. Dad?” My father had a wonderful sense of humor, and in an effort to soften the blow, he said, “They hadn’t invented us yet, son.” In reality, until the last two and a half decades, Blacks were effectively omitted from history and denied the same rights others took for granted.

The truth is that my race holds no monopoly on being discriminated against. Around the world, prejudice and discrimination have existed throughout human history on a variety of levels. Every day, persecution rears its ugly head, and unfortunately will probably continue to do so. People are discriminated against because they differ in their religious beliefs or cultural background. In some parts of the world being born female condemns you to a life of subservience and abuse. In some countries you would be hunted and imprisoned for holding different political beliefs. Different groups of people have been randomly selected not only for discrimination but sometimes elimination. Gender, religion, politics, sexual preference—the list of “reasons” for prejudice goes on and on.

The most important lesson we can learn from the sufferings of our ancestors is that their lives changed only when certain individuals rose above their circumstances and used discrimination and persecution as the ultimate challenge to be and become more. This is exactly what Nelson Mandela has done—and as a result, he has changed the face of the future for South Africa, if not the entire world. Throughout history, discrimination has either caused people to give up and fail or to become intensely hungry to create change, to produce a greater quality of life not only for themselves but their children as well. They rally against whatever challenges exist and become so focused on their strengths, assets, and power that their positive impact is ultimately felt by everyone.

But understanding that discrimination is a universal force we either allow to destroy us or strengthen us was not something I believed in those days. While I have a different perspective today (having had the privilege of traveling around the world and opening my eyes to its history), in my days of suffering I not only focused on my own pain but also the immeasurable pain my beautiful race had endured for hundreds of years. The consequences of social conditioning and personal experiences constantly had me at odds with myself, my family, and the people around me. My double life caused a constant division in my soul and a gnawing feeling of being torn apart from within. It wasn’t until 1985 that I realized the full extent of the damage. All those years of frustration, hurt, anger, and embarrassment, coupled with a lifetime of what it means to be Black in America, had taken their toll, and it all came to a head one night.

I had always seen myself as a strong man. I had worked so hard, I had given my all, but the rewards just weren’t there. Even though by most people’s standards I had achieved a lot, I felt empty inside. It seemed like nothing could please me. I became such an angry perfectionist that nothing or no one was good enough, least of all myself. I started alienating everyone around me. My girlfriend was miserable, my co-workers avoided me, and I did a sickening dance of denial for anyone who questioned my behavior. I felt like I was living a lie in a world where I just couldn’t win and couldn’t understand why. By day I’d hold it together, but every night my guts would start twisting with a million threads of chronic stress and depression. My head would start swirling with panic, and I would become overwhelmed by a numbing confusion. Worn out physically, emotionally, and financially, I lost it!

One night I reached a point where I had no idea where I was or what I was doing. I looked up and realized I was in the bathroom, clutching the sink with both hands. Sick to my stomach, I was trying to throw up but nothing would come. Overcome with emotion and fear, I saw my own eyes in the mirror welling with tears. “WHAT THE HELL IS THE MATTER WITH ME?” I screamed. It was as if all my fears, all my inadequacies, all my insecurities were screeching in my head like a thousand little demons hell-bent on driving me insane. I felt stinging anger and hatred toward myself and my inability to get a handle on the situation. I looked at all the things I was trying to do, and it all seemed so hopeless. Society teaches us we must work hard to get the things we want—well, I had done just that and then some, but it seemed the harder I worked the worse it got. Nothing made me happy. My girlfriend was miserable, and I knew it was just a matter of time before she would leave me, too. Everything I did suffered because I was spread so thin. I felt like a complete failure and less than a man.

What was missing? How could I have let this happen to me? What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I break through and finally succeed? Why did I always get so far, so close to success, and either do something stupid to sabotage myself, or watch helplessly as something horrible happened to rob me of my dream? Why … why … why? Each debilitating question my brain asked, each castrating image that flashed across the screen of my imagination dragged me closer to the ground. I spent the rest of the night on the bathroom floor, hoping I would die and afraid that I really would. I knew I had to go on but my very soul kept shouting, WHY? WHAT FOR?

The next morning I found myself at work, standing there like a shell of a man waiting for the next stiff breeze to blow me apart and scatter my paper-thin soul to the four winds. I felt totally defeated, and there was nothing I could do to change it.

Then I heard a voice that broke into my nightmare. It was a coworker who had been a good friend over the years. He took one look at me and knew that something was wrong. He said, “Hey, man, you look awful. What’s up?”

“Nothing,” I said, hoping he’d mind his own business and leave me alone.

But he didn’t. Instinctively he stayed and said, “Look, I don’t have to know what’s wrong, but I know something that can help you with whatever that ‘nothing’ really is. I know this sounds crazy, but I was just coming by to tell you about this seminar in L.A. tonight that you need to attend. I know you don’t know anything about it, but you just gotta trust me. The guy that’s speaking will blow your mind and help you change your life. Just get there.” He wrote down the directions for me and made me promise I’d really show up. At this point I’d have done anything to get him out of my face, so I halfheartedly agreed. But my gut was screaming. No way! After he left I stuffed the directions in my pocket and forgot about it. The last thing I wanted to do was to go where there were a lot of people.

The rest of the day scraped along at an agonizing pace. Everything I did seemed to go wrong and require more energy and effort than I had to give. I felt defeated and weak, and nothing I did could shake me out of the thick funk that encased my soul. When it was time to go home after work, I was afraid to go. What would I do when I got there—lose it again? Then I remembered the seminar my friend Bill had told me about. I thought. It can’t hurt. I’ll just go and stick my head in and see what it’s all about. I’ll just stay for a few minutes. I can’t remember what made me do it, but at 5:30 P.M. I found myself headed down the freeway toward a hotel near the Los Angeles airport.

PITY PARTY

I was standing at the back of a crowded seminar room, wondering what the hell I was doing there. Anger, fear, and confusion coursed through my nervous system like battery acid. And then, as if my pain were not enough, it hit me. I was the only Black person there! The only Black face in a room full of happy, dancing “positive” White people. Some looked professional and successful; others, if they weren’t already rednecks, looked like they could very easily grow into them. Looking at these people started to bring up all the resentment, frustration, and sarcastic bitterness inside of me. I felt sickeningly judgmental and painfully angry. The very emotions that were destroying my life were staring me right in the face, dancing all around me, daring me to leave. These people were so caught up in their own joy that all I could see was they didn’t give a damn about me. No one even seemed to notice me standing there—and if they did, I was sure they were all judging me and avoiding me like the plague.

Then, right when I was feeling the most alone, the most angry, the most alienated, just when I thought I was going to bolt for the door, someone touched me on the shoulder. I spun around ready to lash out at whoever it was, expecting to find some goofy, dancing, Pollyanna, White seminar junkie goading me to loosen up and have a good time. But instead, standing in front of me was a man with his hand outstretched in greeting. His voice cut through the music and my own emotional hell. “Are you okay?” he asked. He had singled me out of the crowd and approached me without fear or judgment. He was a White man, but he stood in front of me as just a man. He didn’t seem to care what anybody else would think; he had just made his way through the crowd and extended a welcoming hand. It sounds funny, but my anger, suspicion, and judgment became suspended in curiosity for the moment, and I opened up to this inquisitive stranger. By his suit and demeanor it was clear that he worked for the organization hosting the event, but there was something about the guy that made him different. He told me his name (which I forgot as soon as he said it) and asked me if I had a seat. He seemed to sincerely want to know the answer. Out of a sea of people, he had taken the time to help me.

He asked me again, “Are you okay?” I could tell he wasn’t going to leave without a response. I guess I was a little bit in shock at that moment.

“I’m fine, man—thanks,” I told him. His warm caring seemed to set me at ease. I remember thinking. Whoever this speaker is, he sure trains his staff well. This guy is good. I felt safe and taken care of. We talked for a few minutes, and then he asked me if I was afraid of the firewalk.

“Firewalk?” I asked. “What firewalk? Nobody told me about a firewalk. What the hell is that?”

He grinned from ear to ear and chuckled a little bit. “No one told you it’s part of the seminar?”

“Hell no,” I said. “What in God’s name are you talking about?”

“Well, that’s not what the seminar is all about,” he said. “It’s about how to overcome your fears and discover what’s most important in your life. It’s about centering yourself in your real purpose. It’s about remembering who you really are.” He looked at me and with a slight grin on his face he said half-jokingly, “And by the looks of it, you could use some of that right now.”

I remember thinking. How did he know that about me? But I felt such a connection with this person—as if we had known each other for years and he knew what I was feeling.

Then he said, “It’s obvious you’ve got some pain, but I just want you to know that you don’t have to keep it. I want you to know I’ll be a friend for you if you want to talk. And don’t worry about the firewalk. It’s just a simple exercise to demonstrate what you are capable of. You’ll be fine.”

A firewalk, I thought. Not only had my friend at work not told me what the seminar was all about, but it seems he had left out one little important detail. At the end of the program, all the participants were going to walk across a bed of burning hot coals. Barefoot!

I’m sure the look on my face said, “I’M OUTTA HERE!” but something made me stay.

“NOW I’m scared,” I told him. “Aren’t you?”

His face broke into another huge smile and he laughed out loud. “Nah! I do this all the time. You’ll be just fine. Besides, remember what I said: That’s not what the seminar is all about anyway. It’s about how to get the best out of yourself. It’s about how to turn the very fear that stops you into the courage that drives you. It’s about how to get leverage on yourself so you really follow through. It’s about how to collapse the negative experiences and emotional challenges from your past and use them instead as building blocks to create the future you deserve.

“At the end of the evening, if you choose to, you’ll have the opportunity to do the firewalk. You’ll see there is nothing to be afraid of. It has nothing to do with religion or ‘mind over matter’ or any of that stuff. It’ll just be a celebration of the changes that you’ve made.”

He explained that the firewalk is just a metaphor for turning our fears into power. There are lots of things you can do in your life that you didn’t think were possible. He said, “You need two things in life to succeed. You need the skills and the emotional states of mind—confidence, conviction, passion. And those things are already inside of you, but maybe they’re not being employed as much as your fear or worry. You’ll learn that the only two things that usually stop us are fear and not having the skills.

“At the end of this evening you will have the emotional states—the courage and confidence—and the skills you need to change your life for good. Tonight’s really about having some new choices and learning some tools to make it happen for you. We all can have extraordinary lives. Anyone can wake up every day with passion—but few people do.” He said this with such certainty, congruence, and warmth that it made me feel maybe I really could be free from the emotional hell that was costing me so much in my life.

There was something about this man that made me trust him and believe he really did care. For some strange reason, I felt a strong connection with this stranger whom I hadn’t even known ten minutes earlier. I didn’t want the conversation to end. I thought, To hell with the speaker! This guy has his stuff together. He really wants to help me—and I believe he can.

After a few minutes, the music got louder and people started taking their seats. My new friend said he had to go and take care of a few things. He shook my hand and told me to have a great time, then he turned to walk away. He took about four steps, turned around and said, “Hey! I’d like to follow up with you and see how you’re doing after the seminar. Do me a favor and let’s hook up later and exchange numbers.” I thought, Wow, what service! I felt I had really made a new friend and connected with a special soul. But after he walked away, I felt a little of the enthusiasm drain out of me. I still felt hopeful but I also thought, No way in hell am I going to walk on those coals.

The music stopped and everybody started clapping and cheering. A beautiful woman stepped onto the stage to address the crowd. She told us that just a few years ago she, too, was standing right where we were tonight, scared and doubtful and ready to leave. But she stayed, faced her fears, and transformed her life forever. After she finished her story she announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, my husband … Tony Robbins!”

It was the guy who had been talking to me! He wasn’t a staff member at all—he was the star of the show. I should have known this unique man who was standing onstage with an incredible presence and approachable demeanor, who had taken the time to connect with me personally even before the program started, was special indeed. And the friendship we had kindled in that moment was more than just polite concern. He wasn’t just being nice, he was genuinely reaching out to my soul. And as he looked at me from the front of the room, he knew I got it. Our meeting was predestined, and both of our lives were about to change.

From that point on, I was totally fascinated. I watched as I and the rest of the room transformed. From those with skepticism to those with high hopes, all of us gradually realized our real strength and power—not by positive thinking or persuasion from Tony, but instead by discovering how we function as human beings and engaging the driving force that is in each and every one of us. In minutes we turned decades of sour beliefs and destructive conditioning into confidence and internal pride. Tony’s understanding of how the human brain works and his entertaining ability to communicate it made it easy for us all to see the true God-given greatness in our souls. We laughed; some of us cried. We connected, danced, and learned more about ourselves in those few hours than most of us had learned in our entire lives.

Tony helped us think in terms of possibility, and then to turn that possibility into certainty and courage to take on whatever was laid in front of us. It all made such simple sense. I felt as if he were talking directly to me, as if I could relate to everything he was saying. He wasn’t some saint or some guru granting us these powers. Instead, he was just a man—a very special man—with a huge heart and an incredible ability to teach us how to do it for ourselves, how to access our own power and specialness not by affirmation, not by enthusiasm, but by having a solid plan and strategies for success. It wasn’t him telling everybody what his plan was for us; it was each of us discovering and creating our own plan for our future. He honored the uniqueness of each and every human being in the room. I think most of all that’s why it was so easy for me to relate to him. He wasn’t about changing people to fit his vision, but about helping them discover their own.

Tony was truly amazing. He was funny, he was sincere, and he was right on the money with his insights about our lives. Though I barely knew him at this point, I felt proud of and for him. He didn’t pump us up or hype us. Instead, he educated and inspired us to expect and demand more from ourselves. This remarkable young man, wise beyond his years, masterfully wove his wealth of information and knowledge into the fabric of our souls. And perhaps the best part was he didn’t expect, assume, or require that we agree or even accept his thoughts. Rather, he laid it out in front of us all to inspect it using our own beliefs.

All of this he backed up with a solid technology. I watched him take people who had been struggling with emotional challenges like fears and phobias for years and wipe them out in a matter of moments. He showed us how to change our hesitations and doubts instantly into total congruency and faith. In those moments I saw, heard, and felt the passion for living I had been struggling to find all those years. I felt an insatiable yearning to learn, a deep hunger for more of what would ultimately be my calling as well.

There were three very distinct things that happened to me that night. One, I made an incredible friend for life. Two, I saw the solution for my own challenges and the transformation of my own beliefs about myself and my world. And three, I thought of all the people with similar experiences—inhibitions and fears like mine—who could benefit from this knowledge. I thought, God, I want my brothers and sisters to know their power as well. I want everyone to know about this, to know about themselves.

By the end of the evening, I had experienced so many changes I couldn’t wait to get back to my life. Tony and I connected again and exchanged numbers. And of course I walked on the coals. The firewalk was just like he said: a metaphor for what is possible, a simple demonstration of our true capability. But most important, the seminar gave all of us the skills and tools to master our own lives.

In the days and weeks following the seminar I immediately, almost effortlessly, started using the tools I had learned—the same tools you will learn in this book—to dramatically change the quality of my life for the better. I had always wanted to play music for a living, but I’d been afraid of failing or losing the security of my job. After the seminar I quit my limiting job of fifteen years, pursued my dream of playing professionally, and in 1991 landed a recording contract with CBS Records. All of my judgment, fears of failure, and inadequacy dropped off like unwanted ballast, and opportunities and possibilities the likes of which I had previously not even dared to dream of appeared. I finally began to live a life rich with love, joy, pride, happiness, possibility, and healthy relationships with others.

And you know what? I wanted even more. All my life I’ve loved people and have wanted to give back and contribute. That’s one of the things Tony and I share a passion for. Physically, financially, emotionally, and spiritually, my life spiraled to new levels, and with it grew my desire to share my passion with my own race. I hungered for more knowledge about these incredible tools for changing lives. In the past, I had read all the “positive thinking” books, listened to all the tapes, and heard so many motivational speakers it was a joke, but nothing delivered like this technology. This wasn’t motivation or pump-up fanfare—it was solid tangible skill sets that produced measurable results. In college, my major was psychology. I thought I knew it all, but in reality, I didn’t have a clue. I had never experienced anything like this. I wanted so much more, and now I knew it was here for the taking. So I decided I was going to master this technology.

I began to immerse myself in the strategies Tony was teaching. Since then, I’ve sat in rooms full of CEOs of major companies, children, businessmen and women, psychiatrists and psychologists, people of every culture from all around the world, souls from forty-two different nations. I’ve discovered we all have at least two things in common:

First, we all have a willingness to make ourselves and the world we live in a better place. Some have that willingness because they’ve already succeeded and want to give back. Some have it because they’ve tried everything and nothing else worked. But we all have that hunger, that insatiable yearning to do and give more than we are currently giving. Tony created an environment in which all the discriminatory rules of society were suspended so people could see the power and essence of who we are as humans, then use what we discover for the betterment of all.

Second, we’ve all made the choice to be, do, and have what we want based upon our willingness to access those states of mind that produce the best results. Race, religion, gender, culture didn’t matter—the choice was ours alone. It’s not a Black thing or a White thing, it’s a human thing. It’s the human choice that matters the most—and we all have that choice at any moment in time. As long as we keep ourselves in a place of caring, loving, and giving … not focusing on ourselves as much as focusing on how to make a difference … in a place where we have compassion instead of judgment, curiosity instead of sarcasm, humor instead of hate, and centeredness instead of frustration … those choices are always at our disposal—and the tools are here to access those choices.

As my friendship with Tony continues to grow after ten years, I think what brings us together the most is our absolute caring and our passion for sharing what works with as many people as possible. To this day we feel like brothers on the path of making a difference. The words you are reading now come from both of our hearts, to share with you the same tools that have already helped millions create the lives they desire.

Over the past ten years, I have become certified in Tony’s technology, eventually becoming Head Trainer for Robbins Research International, Inc. In addition, I started my own peak performance company, Succeleration, offering workshops and seminars to assist groups and individuals get the very best out of themselves. I began teaching postgraduate extension courses at the University of California at Los Angeles. I became proficient in handling fears and phobias in a very short period of time—sometimes a few minutes, sometimes an hour or so.

Perhaps one of the greatest gifts I have received from this technology is that no matter what is put in front of me, I don’t have to accept it as being permanent or defeating. Yes, there will be color obstacles. Yes, people will judge me and try to oppress me and my race. But ultimately we can and will climb over those obstacles, or go around them, or even storm right through them to get to the other side. That first night at the seminar, one of the beliefs I adopted was: There’s always a way if you’re committed. Too many people have succeeded for us to deny that each of us already has everything it takes to succeed. It’s this sense of certainty that will take us further and faster and make us healthier and happier. If things don’t work out, we need never regress to the old beliefs that have held us down for far too long.

BREAK AWAY

By now, you may be asking, “What does all this have to do with me? How will this help me get from where I am now to where I want to go? And what does this have to do with Unlimited Power: A Black Choice?” Well, while I said earlier that Tony’s environment was multicultural, I still have a hunger to reach more of my own people. Tony and I have traveled around the world in the last few years, and we have noticed consistently that only a very small fraction of this valuable, life-changing information has found its way into the Black community. I felt most of our race was missing some essential tools that would change the quality of our lives for the better: how to transform our lives mentally, physically, and emotionally; how to become truly free; how to sever the ties of weakness binding us to the stories of the past but still preserve the pride and strength we need; how to reprogram the negative emotions we allow to affect us daily even though we realize they don’t serve us; how to create a plan for the future that not only improves our own lives but those of our children as well. This we can all use. I see so many of us struggling to find our way and missing the boat by doing the same things over and over again. Life is much simpler than we’ve been led to believe, and these tools are the keys to open some of the doors that previously seemed closed to us.

Too few of us are taking advantage of what is at our fingertips. As a group, we may very well be in our infancy in the areas of success conditioning and personal development. In researching and asking why more of us don’t seek this knowledge, I found a wide variety of reasons. Some people said they wanted to hear it from one of our own kind, or that they can’t relate to a White man, or that this is something Blacks just don’t do. But beliefs like those keep us from having, being, and doing what we want in our lives. We need to take full advantage of any resources, whether they be white, black, red, brown, yellow, whatever.

Regardless of those beliefs, we now have no excuses. This, my dear friend, is your opportunity to take advantage of what works and use it to benefit your future. These are the same tools and techniques that have and will continue to make the great greater, the strong stronger, the happy happier, and the successful more successful. These techniques do not discriminate. They play no favorites and show no regard for race, creed, or cultural background. They are natural law, and it is your birthright to use them to the fullest.

Many years ago, Anthony Robbins produced a masterwork for creating change. Since 1985, Unlimited Power has been a bestseller, translated into seventeen languages and published around the world. This book has brought to millions of people the strategies and systems that produce lasting change and success. It’s an owner’s manual for the human brain. These skills and tools are now laid in front of you for your inspection and use in shaping your own life.

Unlimited Power: A Black Choice came out of a discussion Tony and I had about the need for more choices and role models of success within the Black community. There is definitely a need for more information about technologies of positive change within communities other than those that have traditionally received them. Tony and I have worked together to create this book so you will have this message directed to you through the eyes of someone who perhaps has lived part of what you may have lived—someone who has experienced the reality of being Black in today’s world.

In writing this book, our wish is that you will find the technologies, strategies, skills, and philosophies taught within these pages to be as empowering for you as they have been for me. The power to magically transform our lives into our greatest dreams lies waiting within us all. It’s time to unleash it, so get ready! And by the way, if you’re willing to really commit and focus—not just read this book but act upon what you read—then this will be worth so much more than you ever imagined.

This book is the sum total of Tony’s and my collaboration, synergistically working together in order to convey this information in a form you and I can personally relate to and prosper from. It uses rich metaphors, examples, and stories that tap into our beautiful Black history, both recent and ancient. It provides more role models, more possibilities, more real-life accomplishments to illustrate these strategies at work.

We genuinely applaud you and your quest to move “we the people” to higher levels of greatness. It is because of you and others like you that we have come so far. We praise your continued success and encourage the open-mindedness of all who are willing to grow. We humbly offer ourselves, our services, and our beliefs as high-octane jet fuel to the human vehicle so that we may all go farther, faster, now! So let’s get to it. Let’s make it happen. And by the way, keep this in mind: There has never been a better time in history for us to be alive. We live in an age where anything is possible—if we are willing to go for it.

BLACK POWER TODAY

Utopia is what the imagination of man has to say about the possibilities of the human spirit.

—HOWARD THURMAN

Today the pace at which people are able to turn their dreams into realities is truly amazing. We live in an age when, regardless of our skin color or gender, we are capable of achieving some pretty incredible things in very short periods of time—success that would have been unimaginable in earlier times. Looking at the world today, I wonder who could have foretold the rising political stars of such Black leaders as Bobby Rush, Carol Moseley-Braun, Marian Wright Edelman, Thurgood Marshall, Maxine Waters, David Dinkins, or Nelson Mandela. Who could have imagined the immense popularity of entertainment figures like Quincy Jones, Bill Cosby, Oprah Winfrey, Denzel Washington, Whitney Houston, Spike Lee, or the artist formerly known as Prince? Who would have dreamed of the scientific prowess of Muriel Petioni or the astonishing adventures of astronaut Mae Jemison? Who could have expected the literary masterpieces of Toni Morrison, Alice Walker, Walter Mosley, or Cornel West? These are just a few of the many outstanding Black men and women who surround us today.

Look at Robert L. Johnson, president and founder of the Black Entertainment Network (BET). He took a medium that barely existed in the 1980s, cable TV, and created an empire. He too started with just a dream. He created a weekly two-hour show, and now his network broadcasts twenty-four hours a day—the first and only Black cable network, servicing more than 2,500 different markets and forty million homes. BET was the first Black-owned company to be traded on the New York Stock Exchange.

What does Robert L. Johnson share with all these other masters, aside from prodigious success? The answer, of course, is …



CHAPTER TWO
The Commodity of Kings


There is no such force as the force of a man determined to rise. The human soul cannot be permanently chained.

—W.E.B. DU BOIS

POWER IS A very emotional word, especially as it pertains to the African American culture. People’s responses to it are varied, and for some, power has a negative connotation. In the late 1960s, for example, the term Black power took on several meanings. For most African Americans, it was a statement of strength and pride, while for much of the rest of the world it elicited confusion and fear. Today, as always, some people lust after power while others feel threatened by it, as if it were something evil or suspect.

How much power do you want? How much power do you think is right for you to obtain or develop? What does power really mean to you?

Neither Tony nor I think of power in terms of controlling or imposing our will upon others. We’re certainly not suggesting that you should, either. That kind of power is almost always short-lived. But you must realize that power is a constant in this world. Either you shape your perceptions or someone else shapes them for you. In this world, you do what you plan for yourself … or you follow someone else’s plan for you. And as history has shown, those other plans don’t necessarily have your best interest in mind.

In our opinion, real power is the ability to create the results you desire while simultaneously adding value to the lives of others. Ultimate power is the ability to shape and control your own life. It’s the ability to define human needs and fulfill them—both your needs and the needs of people you care about. It’s the ability to direct your own thought processes, your own behavior, so you take hold of the steering mechanism of your life and determine your own destiny.

Throughout history, the power to control our lives has taken many different and contradictory forms. In the earliest times, power simply belonged to the one with the greatest physical size, strength, and agility. Those who were the strongest and the fastest had power to direct their own lives as well as the lives of those around them. As time went on and civilization grew, power was a matter of birthright or heritage, and a hierarchy of royalty developed. Surrounding himself with the symbols of his realm, the king ruled with unmistakable authority, and others could derive power only by their association with him. Then came the early days of the Industrial Age when capital was power. The “Golden” Rule applied: “He who has the gold makes the rules.” Even though as African Americans we were denied many opportunities during these times, we were still affected by the balance of power in the existing system. To this day most of us consider the control of capital the truest measure of power. All the historic factors continue to play a role: It’s still better to have capital than not to have it, and it’s better to have physical strength than not to have it. However, one of the largest sources of power today is derived from specialized knowledge.

By now, we all know we are living in the Information Age. We are primarily a communication-based culture. Industry still plays a huge role in society, but information is where true power lies. We live in a time when new ideas, movements, and concepts change the world almost daily, whether they are as profound as quantum physics or as simple as the best way to market hair-care products. If there’s anything that characterizes the modern world, it’s the massive, almost unimaginable flow of information—and therefore, of change. From books and movies to e-mail and the Internet, this new information comes at us in a blizzard of data to be seen and felt and heard. And the anonymity of the newest forms of communication makes race and other bases of prejudice virtually insignificant. You can conduct business with people who might never know the color of your skin, your gender, your age—or even your real name.

In today’s society, whoever has the best information and the means to communicate it has what kings used to have—unlimited power.

Money is what fueled the industrial society. But in the informational society, the fuel, the power, is knowledge. One has now come to see a new class structure divided by those who have information and those who must function out of ignorance. This new class has its power not from money, not from land, but from knowledge.

—JOHN KENNETH GALBRAITH

Perhaps the most exciting thing about power being information-based is that today the key to power is available to everyone. In the Middle Ages, if you weren’t the king or part of the royal family, it was difficult to obtain power. In the Industrial Age, if you didn’t start with a lot of capital, your odds for amassing it were slim. Today, however, any kid with a library card or access to the Internet might create a corporation that could change the world. Those with access to certain forms of specialized knowledge and information can transform not only themselves but also, in many ways, our entire society. What’s great about this is that, for the most part, all of us have easy access to specialized knowledge. Therefore, we all have access to potential power.

With that in mind, we’re left with an obvious question: Why do some people produce magnificent results and others barely eke out a living? Why do so many of us in this society seem to be behind the times, playing catch-up with our potential, while others set new standards of personal and professional success? In the United States the kind of specialized knowledge needed to transform the quality of our lives is available to everyone. It’s in every bookstore, every video store, every library. You can get it from speeches and seminars and courses. And we all seem to want to succeed. The best-seller list is full of prescriptions for personal excellence: Think Big, Live Your Dreams, Why Should White Guys Have All The Fun?, In Search of Excellence, Think and Grow Rich, Black Pearls, The One Minute Manager, Member of the Club … the list seems to go on forever. If all the information is so easily accessible, why don’t we all use it to generate the results we want? Why aren’t we all empowered, happy, wealthy, healthy, and successful?

The truth of the matter is that information alone is not enough. Think about it: If all we needed were some ideas and a positive mental attitude, each of us would be living in the lap of luxury. Action is the catalyst for every great success. Action is what produces results. Knowledge alone is only potential power, and until it comes into the hands of someone who knows how to take effective action, it will remain dormant. In fact, the literal definition of the word power is “the ability to act.”

Too many of us get caught in the mental trap of seeing successful people and thinking they got where they are because they have some special gift. The color of their skin, we think, predisposes them to success (and conversely, the color of our skin can guarantee our failure through no fault of our own). But if there is one thing the last twenty years have shown us, it is that anyone can do anything, regardless of race, creed, color, or gender. This is not to say that some people don’t have advantages or that others are never the object of prejudice. But in almost every profession or vocation, there is a representative of one or more minority groups. It could be argued that these “representative” few have been thrust into their roles by affirmative action, and even when people’s abilities are equal, opportunities are not. Unfortunately, some measure of inequality is a fact of life. Some people are judged because they are female, disabled, foreign-born, single, fair-haired, overweight, soft-spoken, young—or any other arbitrary characteristic, including the opposite of any of those just listed. All too often people use their differences as an excuse to justify giving up. “Because I’m a woman and women don’t get a fair shake in the business world, why bother trying?” Or, “I’m too old to even get started.” The good news is that, upon closer observation, we will usually find that the greatest gift extraordinarily successful people have is not some outward characteristic, but the ability to get themselves to take action. It’s a “gift” that any of us can develop within ourselves. After all, other people had the same knowledge BET cable TV magnate Robert L. Johnson did. Anyone else could have figured out that an all-Black cable network had tremendous social and economic potential. But Johnson alone had the vision, took the necessary action, and made it a reality.

Even though Johnson was told no Black man could make it, he wasn’t willing to accept that belief. He proved a fundamental law of the universe: Every truly great success means overcoming obstacles. You can choose to believe that any man or woman with total resolve will never be stopped by any obstacle, whether racism, physical disability, acts of God, or anything else. In fact, obstacles can actually serve you in becoming a bigger success and, ultimately, a greater person because of them.

COMMUNICATION IS POWER

Human beings shape their lives through two types of communication. First, we conduct what we call internal communication. These communications are made up of the things we say to ourselves and what we picture in our minds. It’s from these resources that many of our internal feelings are generated. Whenever we think a thought or even say something to ourselves, we are experiencing internal communication. Reading this book silently is conducting internal communication.

The second way we communicate is through external communication: the words we speak aloud; the way we use our faces; our voice tonality, facial expressions, and body postures; as well as any physical actions we take to express ourselves to the world. It’s important to realize that every communication we make, whether conscious or unconscious, internal or external, is an action, a cause set in motion. And all communications have some kind of effect, on ourselves and others as well. In turn, all behaviors and feelings find their original roots in some form of communication.

To master our lives, we must master the way we communicate to ourselves. If we want to change our lives, we must change our actions, and our actions are fathered by decisions. We must have some form of internal communication to get ourselves to take action. In addition, if we are going to influence the actions of others, we must become more conscious of the effect of all the elements of external communication. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., was able to influence himself first by mastering his internal communication, maintaining his passion against staggeringly unjust and vicious odds. But his emotions and dreams would have died in his heart had he not mastered external communication as well. To this very day, his words, voice, and face are etched into our memories as bold reminders that his dream still lives. Because he mastered both internal and external communication, he was able to influence a nation of hungry souls to make the lasting changes we all enjoy today. And his voice continues not only to expect more but give more as well.

Because communication is action, it is power. Those who have mastered its effective use can change their own experience of the world and the world’s experience of them. When you master your communication, you begin to master your life. Throughout history, people who have made the biggest impact on our thoughts and feelings and on the world as a whole are those individuals who have learned to use communication power.

Take a minute and think about that last statement. Isn’t it true that the people who have had the biggest effect on you are those who have mastered the skill of communication? Think of some of the people who have changed our world—Martin Luther King, Jr., John F. Kennedy, Mahatma Gandhi, Malcolm X, Thomas Jefferson, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, Albert Einstein, even entertainers like Bill Cosby, Oprah Winfrey, and Michael Jackson. In a much grimmer vein, think of Adolf Hitler. As horrible as he was, he affected the course of the world. These people were all master communicators. They were able to take their vision—whether it was to transport people into space, or to create a hate-filled Third Reich—and communicate it to others with such conviction and certainty they influenced the way the masses thought and acted. Through their communication power, they changed the world.

Isn’t this also what sets a Quincy Jones, a Tom Bradley, a Spike Lee, an Eddie Murphy, or a Colin Powell apart? Are they not masters of the tools of human communication, whether it’s to entertain or to influence? Just as these people are able to move the masses with communication, we can use the same tools to move ourselves.

The quality of your external communication will determine the quality of your success in the outer world. It will determine how you interact with others—personally, emotionally, socially, and financially. But what’s more important by far is that the level of success you experience internally—the happiness, joy, ecstasy, love, or anything else you desire—is the direct result of the way you communicate to yourself. Your internal communication, not the events surrounding your life, will determine whether you are happy, sad, joyful, grateful; whether you will feel the passion and love that you and every human being deserves in this life.

Whether or not you truly experience the emotions you desire is a direct result of the way you communicate to yourself. If a woman continually tells herself there is a glass ceiling that limits how far she can go in this world and therefore she can’t ever achieve her goals, then she will never find the courage and strength to make it happen—unlike Mrs. Shirley Chisholm, America’s first Black congresswoman. If we as African Americans continually tell ourselves that our color predisposes us to unfair treatment, then whether it’s true or not, we will lose the drive and spirit necessary to find the very solutions that will take us into the glorious future that beckons us. We will see only anger and frustration and resentment in the world, and in turn we will not act upon the multitudes of opportunities laid at our feet every day.

Please make sure you understand this simple fact of life: How we feel is not the result of what is happening in our lives—it is our interpretation of what is happening. History has shown us over and over again that the quality of successful people’s lives is determined not by what happens to them, but rather by what they do about what happens in their lives. It’s our interpretation of what is happening, our internal communication, that affects our lives the most. We must master it. We must focus on what we can do. And there is always something we can do; if not something in the outside world, then something within ourselves that will turn life’s challenges into opportunities. We can look at unfairness in life and say, “WE SHALL OVERCOME THIS AND WIN!”

Consider Bill Dower of the U.S. Marine Corps. He joined the Marine Corps in the 1940s with aspirations of rising through the ranks and proving his patriotism. But at that time, most Marine drill instructors made no secret of how they felt about Blacks in the military. To say that Black recruits received unfair treatment is a gross understatement. Dower and two other Black Marines plotted to take the life of a particular drill instructor who had made their lives unbearable by constantly humiliating them, mistreating them, and wearing them down. On the night they were supposed to commit the murder, one of Dower’s friends did something that changed all of their lives forever. He challenged them all to look at the situation in an entirely different way. He said, “If we kill this man it will ruin our lives forever, and they will have won. All they’ve been saying about us will have been true—that we can’t take it, we’re weak, we haven’t got what it takes to make it. This is the ultimate opportunity to prove them wrong.”

Instead of buying into the persecution, the recruits created a new meaning out of it. From that point on, whatever was thrown at them they not only took on and conquered, but they even asked for more. They excelled at everything; they attacked their tasks with the spirit of champions. They developed a saying, “Whip it on.” If they were told to do a hundred more push-ups than the other men—“Whip it on.” Run ten more miles—“Whip it on.” “Whatever you throw at us makes us stronger, so whip it on!” And stronger they all became. Decades later, Bill Dower not only became a drill sergeant himself, but was appointed Master Drill Sergeant and trainer of all drill sergeants in the U.S. Marine Corps. He is one of the proudest, strongest Americans we know. Bill Dower and his comrades communicated to themselves that what looked like an impossible situation was really an opportunity to be more than anyone thought they were capable of being.

Remember, you are the one who decides how to feel and act based upon the ways you choose to perceive your life. As simplistic and unnatural as it may sound, nothing has any meaning except the meaning we give it. Most of us have allowed the process of interpretation to become automatic. But it’s important to realize that if we don’t consciously take charge of our interpretations, outside forces will determine our worldview. On the other hand, it’s exciting to know we can reclaim that power instantly and change how we experience life on this planet.

This book is about learning how we function as human beings and using that information to take the massive, focused, congruent actions that lead to astounding results. It’s about producing what you want in your life right now! Think about it. Isn’t that what you’re really interested in anyway? Isn’t that why you picked up this book? Perhaps you want to change how you feel about yourself and your world. Perhaps you’d like to be a better communicator, develop a more loving relationship with someone, learn more rapidly, become healthier, or earn more money. All of these things and more you can create for yourself through the effective use of the information in this book.

Before you can produce new results, however, you must first recognize the results you’re already producing. These results may or may not be the ones you desire, but no matter what we do or don’t do, we are always producing results. Most of us think our “mental states of mind” are out of our control because they are a result of what’s occurring in the outside world. The truth is that we can and do control our states of mind.

If you’re depressed, for example, you created and produced the “show” you call depression. If you’re ecstatic, you created that, too. Remember, emotions do not just happen to you. We don’t “catch” depression. Just like every other result in our lives, we create that emotion through specific mental and physical actions. In order to be depressed, you have to view your life in specific ways. You have to say certain things to yourself in just the right, ugly tone of voice. You have to adopt a specific posture and breathe a certain way to produce the emotion you know as depression. It also helps tremendously if you collapse your shoulders and look down a lot. Talking in mournful-sounding tones and thinking of the worst possible situations also helps produce that emotion. If you throw your biochemistry into turmoil through poor diet or excessive alcohol or drug use, you assist your body in creating low blood sugar and thus virtually guarantee depression.

Here’s the point: It takes effort to produce depression. It’s deliberate, hard work, and it requires taking specific types of actions. Unfortunately, just like anything else we do often enough, some of us have gotten really good at producing this emotion. And this is just one example. The same holds true for any other emotion, good or bad. Some people have created this state so often, though, that it’s easy for them to produce. In fact, often they’ve linked this pattern of internal communication to all kinds of external events. Some people get so much secondary gain—attention from others, sympathy, love, and so on—that they adopt this style of communication as their natural state of living. Others have lived with it so long it actually feels comfortable. They become identified with the state.
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