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What I Think of This Book


DALE CARNEGIE

I have known the author of this book, Frank Bettger, since 1917. He came up the hard way, got little formal education, never finished grade school. The history of his life is an outstanding American success story.

His father died when he was just a small boy, leaving his mother with five little children. When he was eleven years old, he had to get up at four-thirty in the morning to sell newspapers on street corners to help his widowed mother, who took in washing and sewing in order to help feed her family. Mr. Bettger told me that there were many times when he seldom had anything for his evening meal but cornmeal mush and skimmed milk.

At fourteen he had to leave school; took a job as a steamfitter’s helper. At eighteen, he became a professional baseball player, and for two years he played third base for the St. Louis Cardinals. Then one day in Chicago, Illinois, while playing against the Chicago Cubs, he injured his arm and was forced to give up baseball.

He drifted back to Philadelphia, his home town—and when I met him he was twenty-nine years of age, trying to sell life insurance, and was a total failure as a salesman. Yet during the next twelve years, he made enough money to purchase a seventy-thousand-dollar country estate, and could have retired at forty. I know. I saw it happen. I saw him rise from a total failure to one of the most successful and highest paid salesmen in America. In fact, I persuaded him to join me a few years ago and tell his story in a series of one-week schools I was giving under the auspices of the United States Junior Chamber of Commerce, on “Leadership Training, Human Relations, and Salesmanship.’

Frank Bettger has earned the right to talk and write on this subject, for he has made nearly forty-thousand sales calls—the equivalent of five calls every day for more than twenty-five years.

The first chapter, “How One Idea Multiplied My Income and Happiness,” is to me the most inspiring address I have ever heard on the power of enthusiasm. Enthusiasm took Frank Bettger out of the ranks of failure and helped transform him into one of the nation’s highest-paid salesmen.

I saw Frank Bettger make his first stumbling talk in public, and I have seen him delight and inspire large audiences all the way from Portland, Oregon, to Miami, Florida. After seeing the amazing effect he had on men, I urged him to write a book, relating his experiences, his techniques, and his philosophy of selling, just as he told them to thousands of people throughout the country from the lecture platform.

Here it is—the most helpful and inspiring book on salesmanship I have ever read—a book that will be helping salesmen, regardless of whether they are selling insurance, or shoes, or ships, or sealingwax, long after Frank Bettger has passed away.

I have read every page of this book. I can recommend it with enthusiasm. Talk about walking a mile to get a cigarette—when I started to sell, I would gladly have walked from Chicago to New York to get a copy of this book, if it had been available.




How I Happened to Write This Book


One day, quite by accident, I got on the same train in New York with Dale Carnegie. Dale was bound for Memphis, Tennessee, to deliver some lectures.

He said: “Frank, I have been giving a series of one-week schools, sponsored by the United States Junior Chamber of Commerce; why don’t you come along with me and give some talks on selling?”

I thought he was joking. I said: “Dale, you know I didn’t finish school. I couldn’t give lectures on selling.”

Dale said:“Just tell them how you raised yourself from failure to success in selling. Just tell them what you did.”

I thought it over, and I said, “Well, I guess I could do that.”

In a short time, Dale and I were delivering lectures all over the country. We talked to the same audience four hours a night for five consecutive nights. Dale would speak for half an hour; then I would talk for half an hour.

Later, Dale said: “Frank, why don’t you write a book? Many of the books on salesmanship are written by people who never did any selling at all. Why don’t you write a new kind of book on selling? A book that tells precisely what you did—a book that tells how you raised yourself from a failure to a success in selling. Tell the story of your own life. Put the word T in every sentence. Don’t lecture. Just tell the story of your life as a salesman.”

The more I thought about this, the more I thought it would sound egotistical.

“I don’t want to do that,” I said.

But Dale spent one whole afternoon with me, pleading with me to tell my own story, just as I had from the lecture platform.

Dale said: “In every city where we gave our lectures, those Junior Chamber of Commerce boys asked whether Frank Bettger was putting his lectures in the form of a book. You probably thought that young man in Salt Lake City was joking when he put down $40 in advance, for the first copy of it—but he wasn’t. He knew it would be worth many times $40 to him….”

So, in a short time, I was writing a book.

In these pages, I have tried to tell the story of my stupid blunders and mistakes, and precisely what I did that lifted me out of the ranks of failure and despair. When I broke into selling, I had two strikes on me. I didn’t know any more about selling than a jackrabbit. My eight years in baseball seemed to unfit me for anything even remotely like selling. If Lloyds of London had been betting on me, they would have bet a thousand to one that I would fail. And I didn’t have much more confidence in myself than Lloyds would have had.

I hope you will overlook and forgive me for using the personal pronoun “I.” If there is anything in this book that sounds as though I’m bragging about myself, I didn’t intend it that way. Whatever bragging I’ve done was meant for what these ideas did for me, and what they will do for anyone who will apply them.

I have attempted to write the kind of book that I tried to find when I first started to sell. Here it is. I hope you like it.


Part 1
These Ideas Lifted Me Out of the Ranks of Failure
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How One Idea Multiplied My Income and Happiness


Shortly after I started out as a professional baseball player, I got one of the biggest shocks of my life. That was back in 1907. I was playing for Johnstown, Pennsylvania, in the TriState League. I was young and ambitious—wanted to get to the top—and what happened? I was fired! My whole life might have been different if I hadn’t gone to the manager and asked him why he fired me. In fact, I wouldn’t have the rare privilege of writing this book if I hadn’t asked him that question.

The manager said he fired me because I was lazy! Well, that was the last thing I expected him to say.

“You drag yourself around the field like a veteran who has been playing ball for twenty years,” he told me. “Why do you act that way if you’re not lazy?” “Well, Bert,” I said, “I’m so nervous, so scared, that I want to hide my fear from the crowd, and especially from the other players on the team. Besides, I hope that by taking it easy, I’ll get rid of my nervousness.”

“Frank,” he said, “it will never work. That’s the thing that is holding you down. Whatever you do after you leave here, for heaven’s sake, wake yourself up, and put some life and enthusiasm into your work!”

I had been making $175 a month at Johnstown. After being fired there, I went down to Chester, Pennsylvania, in the Atlantic League, where they paid me only $25 a month. Well, I couldn’t feel very enthusiastic on that kind of money, but I began to act enthusiastic. After I was there three days, an old ballplayer, Danny Meehan, came to me and said: “Frank, what in the world are you doing down here in a rank bush league like this?”

“Well, Danny,” I replied, “if I knew how to get a better job, I’d go anywhere.”

A week later, Danny induced New Haven, Connecticut, to give me a trial. My first day in New Haven will always stand out in my memory as a great event in my life. No one knew me in that league, so I made a resolution that nobody would ever accuse me of being lazy. I made up my mind to establish the reputation of being the most enthusiastic ball player they’d ever seen in the New England League. I thought if I could establish such a reputation, then I’d have to live up to it.

From the minute I appeared on the field, I acted like a man electrified. I acted as though I were alive with a million batteries. I threw the ball around the diamond so fast and so hard that it almost knocked our infielders’ hands apart. Once, apparently trapped, I slid into third base with so much energy and force that the third baseman fumbled the ball and I was able to score an important run. Yes, it was all a show, an act I was putting on. The thermometer that day was nearly 100°. I wouldn’t have been surprised if I had dropped over with a sunstroke, the way I ran around the field.

Did it work? It worked like magic. Three things happened:


	My enthusiasm almost entirely overcame my fear. In fact, my nervousness began to work for me, and I played far better than I ever thought I was capable of playing. (If you are nervous, be thankful. Don’t hold it back. Turn it on. Let your nerves work for you.)

	My enthusiasm affected the other players on the team, and they too became enthusiastic.

	Instead of dropping with the heat, I felt better during the game and after it was over than I had ever felt before.



My biggest thrill came the following morning when I read in the New Haven newspaper: “This new player, Bettger, has a barrel of enthusiasm. He inspired our boys. They not only won the game, but looked better than at any time this season.”

The newspapers began calling me “Pep” Bettger—the life of the team. I mailed the newspaper clippings to Bert Conn, manager of Johnstown. Can you imagine the expression on his face as he read about “Pep” Bettger, the dub he’d “tied a can to” three weeks before—for being lazy?

Within ten days, enthusiasm took me from $25 a month to $185 a month—it increased my income by 700 percent. Let me repeat—nothing but the determination to act enthusiastic increased my income 700 percent in ten days! I got this stupendous increase in salary, but not because I could throw a ball better—or catch or hit better, not because I had any more ability as a ball player. I didn’t know any more about baseball than I did before.

Two years later—two years from the time I had been hoping to get $25 a month in that little Chester outfit, I was playing third base for the St. Louis Cardinals and had multiplied my income thirty times over. What did it? Enthusiasm alone did it; nothing but enthusiasm.

Two years after that, while playing a game in Chicago against the Chicago Cubs, I had a bad accident. Picking up a swinging bunt while on a full run, I attempted to throw in the opposite direction. Something snapped in my arm. That accident forced me to give up baseball. This seemed like a great tragedy to me at the time, but I now look back on it as one of the most fortunate events of my life.

I returned home, and for the next two years made my living riding around the streets of Philadelphia on a bicycle. I was a collector for an installment furniture concern; one dollar down and the balance in “uneasy” weekly payments. After two dismal years of collecting installments, I decided to try selling insurance with the Fidelity Mutual Life Insurance Company.

The next ten months were the longest and most disheartening months of my life.

A dismal failure at selling life insurance, I finally concluded that I was never cut out to be a salesman, and began answering want ads for a job as a shipping clerk. I realized, however, that no matter what work I tried to do, I had to overcome a strange fear complex that possessed me, so I joined one of Dale Carnegie’s courses in public speaking. One night, Mr. Carnegie stopped me in the middle of a talk.

“Mr. Bettger,” he said. “Just a moment… just a moment. Are you interested in what you are saying?”

“Yes … Of course I am,” I replied.

“Well, then,” said Mr. Carnegie, “why don’t you talk with a little enthusiasm? How do you expect your audience to be interested if you don’t put some life and animation into what you say?”

Dale Carnegie than gave our class a stirring talk on the power of enthusiasm. He got so excited during his talk, he threw a chair up against the wall and broke off one of its legs.

Before I went to bed that night, I sat for an hour, thinking. My thoughts went back to my baseball days at Johnstown and New Haven. For the first time, I realized that the very fault which had threatened to wreck my career in baseball was now threatening to wreck my career as a salesman.

The decision I made that night was the turning point of my life. That decision was to stay in the insurance business and put the same enthusiasm into selling that I had put into playing baseball when I joined the New Haven team.

I shall never forget the first call I made the next day. It was my first “crashing through” session. I made up my mind that I was going to show my prospect the most enthusiastic salesman he’d ever seen in his life. As I pounded my fist with excitement, I expected every minute to have the man stop me and ask if there was anything wrong with me, but he didn’t.

At one stage of the interview, I noticed he raised himself to a more erect position and opened his eyes wider, but he never stopped me, except to ask questions. Did he throw me out? No, he bought! This man, Al Emmons, a grain merchant in the Bourse Building, Philadelphia, soon became one of my good friends and best boosters. From that day on, I began to sell. The “Magic of Enthusiasm” began to work for me in business, just as it had in baseball.

I would not want to give anybody the impression that I think enthusiasm consists of fist-pounding … but if fist-pounding is what you need to arouse yourself inside, then I am overwhelmingly for it. I know this: When I force myself to act enthusiastic, I soon feel enthusiastic.

During my thirty-two years of selling, I have seen enthusiasm double and triple the income of dozens of salesmen, and I have seen the lack of it cause hundreds of salesmen to fail.

I firmly believe enthusiasm is, by far, the biggest single factor in successful selling. For example, I know a man who is an authority on insurance—he could even write a book on the subject—and yet, he can’t make a decent living selling it. Why? Largely because of his lack of enthusiasm.

I know another salesman who didn’t know one-tenth as much about insurance, yet he made a fortune selling it, and retired in twenty years. His name is Stanley Gettis. He now lives in Miami Beach, Florida. The reason for his outstanding success was not knowledge—it was enthusiasm.

Can you acquire enthusiasm—or must you be born with it? Certainly, you can acquire it! Stanley Gettis acquired it. He became a human dynamo. How? Just by forcing himself each day to act enthusiastic. As a part of his plan, Stanley Gettis repeated a poem almost every morning for twenty years. He found that repeating it helped him generate enthusiasm for the day. I found this poem so inspiring that I had it printed on a card and gave away hundreds of them. It was written by Herbert Kauffman and has a good title …

VICTORY

You are the man who used to boast
 That you…d achieve the uttermost,
 Some day.

You merely wished a show,
 To demonstrate how much you know
 And prove the distance you can go….

Another year we’ve just passed through.
 What new ideas came to you?
 How many big things did you do? 

Time … left twelve fresh months in your care
 How many of them did you share
 With opportunity and dare
 Again where you so often missed?

We do not find you on the list of Makers Good.
 Explain the fact!
 Ah no, ’twas not the chance you lacked!
 As usual—you failed to act!

Why don’t you memorize this poem, and repeat it daily. It may do for you what it did for Stanley Gettis.

Once I read a statement made by Walter P. Chrysler. I was so impressed by it, I carried it in my pocket for a week. I’ll bet I read it over forty times, until I knew it by heart. I wish every salesman would memorize it. Walter Chrysler, when asked to give the secret of success, listed the various qualities, such as ability, capacity, energy, but added that the real secret was enthusiasm. “Yes, more than enthusiasm,” said Chrysler, “I would say excitement. I like to see men get excited. When they get excited, they get customers excited, and we get business.”

Enthusiasm is by far the highest paid quality on earth, probably because it is one of the rarest; yet, it is one of the most contagious. If you are enthusiastic, your listener is very likely to become enthusiastic, even though you may present your ideas poorly. Without enthusiasm, your sales talk is about as dead as last year’s turkey.

Enthusiasm isn’t merely an outward expression. Once you begin to acquire it, enthusiasm works constantly within you. You may be sitting quietly in your home … an idea occurs to you … that idea begins to develop … finally, you become consumed with enthusiasm … nothing can stop you.

It will help you overcome fear, become more successful in business, make more money, and enjoy a healthier, richer, and happier life.

When can you begin? Right now. Just say to yourself, “This is one thing I can do.”

How can you begin? There is just one rule:

To become enthusiastic—act enthusiastic.

Put this rule into action for thirty days and be prepared to see astonishing results. It easily may revolutionize your entire life.

Stand up on your hind legs each morning, and repeat, with powerful gestures and all the enthusiasm you can generate, these words:

Force yourself to act enthusiastic, and you’ll become enthusiastic! 

I urge you to reread many times this chapter by Frank Bettger, and to make a high and holy resolve that you will double the amount of enthusiasm that you have been putting into your work and into your life. If you carry out that resolve, you will probably double your income and double your happiness.

—DALE CARNEGIE
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This Idea Put Me Back Into Selling After I Had Quit


Looking back across the years, I am astounded how trivialities have changed the entire course of my life.

As I have already said, after ten miserable, disheartening months trying to sell life insurance, I gave up all hope of ever being able to sell anything. I resigned, and I spent several days answering want ads. I wanted a job as a shipping clerk, because as a boy I had worked for the American Radiator Company, hammering nails into crates and stencilling them for shipment. With my limited education, I thought I could qualify for that kind of work. But try as I did, I couldn’t even get a job as a shipping clerk.

I was not only discouraged; I was in the depths of despair. I figured that I’d have to go back to riding my bicycle and collecting installments for George Kelly’s. My highest hope was to get my old job back at $18 a week.

I had left a fountain pen, a penknife, and a few other personal things at the insurance company office. So one morning I went back to get them. I expected to be there only a few minutes, but while I was cleaning out my desk, the president of the company, Mr. Walter LeMar Talbot, and all of the salesmen came into the “bull pen” to hold a meeting. I couldn’t leave without embarrassment, so I sat there and listened to several salesmen talk. The more they talked, the more discouraged I got. They were talking about things I knew I couldn’t possibly do. Then I heard the president, Mr. Talbot, utter one sentence that has had a profound and lasting effect on my life for the past thirty-one years. That sentence was this: 


Gentlemen, after all, this business of selling narrows down to one thing—just one thing … seeing the people! Show me any man of ordinary ability who will go out and earnestly tell his story to four or five people every day, and I will show you a man who just can’t help making good!



Well, that lifted me right out of my chair. I’d believe anything that Mr. Talbot said. Here was a man who had started working for the company when he was eleven years old; worked his way through every department; had actually been out on the street selling for several years. He knew what he was talking about. It was just as though the sun had suddenly burst out from the clouds. I made up my mind right then to take him at his word.

I said to myself, “Look here, Frank Bettger, you’ve got two good legs. You can go out and earnestly tell your story to four or five people every day; so you are going to make good—Mr. Talbot said so!”

My, but I was happy. What a great relief came over me—for I knew I was going to make good!

That was just ten weeks before the end of the year. I decided during that time to keep a record of the number of calls I made, just to be sure that I did see at least four people every day. By keeping these records, I discovered that I could make a great many more calls. But I also discovered that to average seeing four people every day, week after week, was a big job. It made me realize how few people I really had been seeing previously.

During those ten weeks, I sold $51,000 of life insurance—more than I had been able to sell during the entire previous ten months! It wasn’t much, but it proved to me that Mr. Talbot knew what he was talking about. I could sell!

Then I became aware that my time was worth something, and I determined in the future to waste as little of it as possible. I didn’t think it was necessary, however, to continue keeping records.

From then on, for some reason, my sales fell off. A few months later, I found myself back in as big a rut as I had been before. One Saturday afternoon, I took myself back to the office, locked myself in a little conference room, and sat down. For three hours, I sat there having it out with myself: “What’s the matter with me? Just what is wrong?”

There was only one conclusion. I finally narrowed it down to one thing. I had to admit it. I wasn’t seeing the people.

“How am I going to make myself see the people?” I thought. “I certainly have incentive enough. I need the money. I’m not lazy.”

Finally, I determined to go back to keeping records.

One year later, I proudly stood up before our agency and enthusiastically told my story. I had secretly kept complete records of my calls for twelve months. They were accurate, for the figures were put down every day. I had made 1,849 calls. Out of these calls, I had interviewed 828 people and closed 65 sales. My commission amounted to $4,251.82.

How much was each call worth? I figured it out. Each call I had made netted me $2.30. Think of it! One year previously, I had been so discouraged that I resigned. Now, every call I made, regardless of whether I saw the man or not, put $2.30 in my pocket.

I never could find words to express the courage and faith these records gave me.

Later on, I will show how keeping records helped me organize myself so that I was gradually able to increase the value of my calls from $2.30 to $19.00 each; how over a period of years, I cut down my average of closing only one out of twenty-nine to one out of twenty-five, then one out of twenty, one out of ten, and finally one out of three. Let me give just one example now:

The records showed that 70 percent of my sales were made on the first interview, 23 percent on the second, and 7 percent on the third and after. But listen to this: 50 percent of my time was spent going after the 7 percent. “So why bother with the 7 percent,” I thought. “Why not put all my time on first and second interviews?” That decision alone increased the value of each call from $2.80 to $4.27.

Without records, we have no way of knowing what we are doing wrong. I can get more inspiration out of studying my own records, than anything I can read in a magazine. Clay W. Hamlin, one of the world’s greatest salesmen, has often inspired me, as he has thousands of others. Clay told me he failed three times in selling, before he began keeping records.

“You can’t hit ’em if you don’t swing at ’em,” I found was just as true in selling as in baseball. When I played with the Cardinals, we had a right fielder named Steve Evans. Steve was a big, powerful fellow, built on the lines of Babe Ruth, and he could hit a ball almost as hard as the Babe. But Steve had a bad habit. The habit of waiting. He usually had two strikes called on him before he began swinging. I remember one important game in St. Louis—it was Steve’s turn to bat in the ninth inning with two out and the bases full. Any kind of a hit would have won the game. Steve picked out his favorite bat and started for the plate. Everybody yelled: “Come on, Steve, hit that first ball!”

Taking his position at the plate, you could see Steve intended to slam that first one … the ball shot straight across the heart of the plate … but Evans never moved the bat off his shoulder.

“St-rike one,” roared the umpire.

“Come on, Steve! Swing at that next ball!” pleaded the players and the crowd.

Steve dug his spikes deep in the ground for a fresh toehold. Again the pitcher delivered one right through the middle!

Again, Steve failed to swing. “St-rike t-w-o!” bellowed the ump.

“Evans!” screamed Roger Bresnahan, our manager, from the third-base coaching line. “What the hell yuh waitin’ for?”

“The first and fifteenth, watta yuh think!” Steve yelled back in disgust. (The 1st and 15th were paydays.)

Every time I see salesmen sitting around the office during selling hours, playing solitaire with prospect cards, I again see Steve Evans up there with his bat on his shoulder, letting the good ones go by—and I hear Bresnahan yell: “Evans, what the hell yuh waitin’ for?”

Selling is the easiest job in the world if you work it hard—but the hardest job in the world if you try to work it easy.

You know, a good doctor doesn’t treat the effects. He treats the cause. So let’s get right down to the bottom of this proposition of selling:


You can’t collect your commission until you make the sale; You can’t make the sale ’til you write the order; You can’t write the order ’til you have an interview; And you can’t have an interview ’til you make the call!



There is the whole thing in a nutshell. There is the whole foundation of this business of selling—Calls!



3
One Thing I Did That Helped Me Destroy the Biggest Enemy I Ever Had to Face


My earnings were so small during that first year, I took a part time job coaching the Swarthmore College baseball team.

One day, I received an invitation from the Y.M.C.A. of Chester, Pa., to come down there and speak on “The Three C’s: Clean Living; Clean Character; and Clean Sport.” As I read that letter, I realized how utterly impossible it would be for me to accept their invitation. In fact, it suddenly dawned on me that I didn’t have the courage to talk convincingly to even one man, let alone one hundred.

It was then I began to realize that before I could ever hope to make good in anything, I would have to overcome this timidity and fear of talking to strangers.

The next day, I went around to the Y.M.C.A., 1421 Arch Street, Philadelphia, and told the educational director why I thought I was a failure. I asked if they had any course that would help me. He smiled, and said: “We have exactly what you need. Come on back with me.”

I followed him down a long hallway. We entered a room where a group of men were seated. One man had just finished speaking, and another man was up on his feet criticizing the speaker. We sat down in the back of the room. The educational director whispered to me: “This is a public speaking course.”

I had never heard of a “public speaking course.”

Just then, another man got up and began to make a speech. He was terrible. In fact, he was so terrible, he encouraged me. I said to myself, “Scared and dumb as I am, I couldn’t be much worse than that.”

Pretty soon the man who had been criticizing the previous speaker came back. I was introduced to him. His name was Dale Carnegie.

I said, “I want to join.” He said, “Our course is about halfway through. Perhaps you would rather wait. We’ll be starting another class in January.”

“No,” I said, “I want to join right now.”

“All right.” Mr. Carnegie smiled, and said, as he took my arm: “You’re the next speaker.”

Of course, I was trembling—in fact, I was terrified— but somehow I managed to tell them why I was there. It was pretty terrible, but terrible as my talk was, it was a tremendous victory for me. Prior to that, I couldn’t even stand in front of a crowd and say, “How do you do.”

This happened thirty years ago to the month in which I am writing these lines, but that night will always stand out in my memory as the beginning of what proved to be one of the most important phases in my life.

I enrolled for this training then and there, and attended the weekly meetings regularly.

Two months later I went down to Chester and made that speech. I had already learned that it was comparatively easy to talk about my own experiences, so I told the audience at Chester about my experiences in baseball, about my rooming with Miller Huggins, and about how I broke into the big leagues with Christy Mathewson pitching. I was astounded at the fact that I could keep going for almost half an hour, and I was even more astounded when twenty or thirty men came up afterward, shook my hand, and told me how much they had enjoyed it.
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