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I dedicate this book to you, the reader. Your willingness to awaken your inner leader inspires me. Your commitment to work at your absolute best moves me. And your readiness to leave everyone you meet better than you found them encourages me to give even more of my life to helping people Lead Without a Title.


In a gentle way, you can shake the world.

—MAHATMA GANDHI



A Personal Note from Robin Sharma


The book you are now holding in your hands is the result of nearly fifteen years of my work as a leadership advisor to many of the Fortune 500, including Microsoft, GE, Nike, FedEx, and IBM, along with organizations such as Yale University, the American Red Cross, and the Young Presidents Organization. By applying the leadership system I teach you in this book, you will experience explosive results in your work and help your organization rise to a whole new level of innovation, performance, and customer loyalty. You will also see profound improvements in your personal life and the way you show up in the world.

Please note: the leadership method I’m about to share is delivered to you as a story. The hero, Blake Davis; his unforgettable mentor, Tommy Flinn; and the four extraordinary teachers who transform the way he works and lives are all fictional characters—products of my overly active imagination. But trust that the leadership system itself, as well as the principles, tools, and tactics that it’s built upon, are very real and have helped hundreds of thousands of people in many of the most successful organizations in the world win in business and lead the field.

Victims recite problems. Leaders present solutions. My sincere hope is that The Leader Who Had No Title offers you and the organization you work for a game-changing solution to quickly and elegantly reach your absolute best in these turbulent and highly uncertain times.

—Robin Sharma

P.S. To sustain and deepen your leadership transformation as you read The Leader Who Had No Title, visit robinsharma.com, where you will find a complete set of support resources, including podcasts, newsletters, blogs, online leadership assessments, and tools to build an exceptional team.



CHAPTER 1


Leadership and Success Are Your Birthright

Nobody succeeds beyond his or her wildest expectations unless he or she begins with some wild expectations.

—RALPH CHARELL

The sight of an achievement is the greatest gift a human being could offer others.

—AYN RAND

EACH OF US IS BORN INTO GENIUS. Sadly, most of us die amid mediocrity. I hope it doesn’t upset you that I reveal this closely held belief so early in our brief time together. But I need to be honest. I also should share that I’m just an ordinary guy who happened to get lucky enough to learn a series of extraordinary secrets that helped me become super-successful in business and deeply fulfilled in life. The good news is that I’m here to offer you everything that I discovered on a pretty stunning adventure. So you too can work at wow. And live full-out. Starting today.

The powerful lessons I’ll reveal will be given gently, carefully, and with sincere encouragement. Our ride together will be full of fun, inspiration, and entertainment. The principles and tools you’ll discover will automatically cause your career to fly, your happiness to soar, and your absolute best to fully express itself. But above all else, I promise you, I will be honest. I owe you that respect.

My name is Blake Davis, and though I was born in Milwaukee, I’ve lived here in New York City for nearly all of my life. And I still love this place. The restaurants. The pace. The people. And those hot dogs on the street—incredible. Yes, I do adore food—one of life’s best pleasures, if you ask me, along with good conversation, my favorite sports, and great books. Anyway, there’s really no place on Earth like the Big Apple. I have zero plans to leave. Ever.

Please allow me to quickly mention a little of my background before I tell you about the bizarre yet precious events that shifted me from where I once was to the place I’d always wanted to be. My mom was the kindest person I’ve ever met. My father was the most determined person I’ve ever known. Salt-of-the-earth-type people. Not perfect. But find me someone who is. The main thing is that they always did the best that they could do. And in my mind, the best you can do is all you can do. Once you’ve done that, go home and have a good night’s sleep. Worrying about things beyond your control is a pretty good formula for illness. And most of the things we so concern ourselves with about never actually happen. Kurt Vonnegut said it beautifully when he observed: “The real troubles in your life are apt to be things that never crossed your worried mind, the kind that blindside you at 4:00 p.m. some idle Tuesday.”

My parents shaped me in so many ways. They didn’t have a lot of things, yet in many ways they had everything: they had the courage of their convictions, they had superb values, and they had self-respect. I still miss them deeply and not a day goes by that I forget to appreciate them. In my quieter moments, I sometimes reflect on the fact that we generally take the people we love the most for granted. Until we lose them. Then we take long, silent walks and pray for a second chance to treat them the way they deserved to have been treated. Please don’t let that sort of regret infect your life. It happens too often, to too many among us. If you are blessed enough to still have your parents, honor them. And do it today.

Growing up, I was a good kid. “A heart on two legs” is how my grandfather used to describe me. I just didn’t have it in my constitution to hurt anyone or disrupt anything. I did fairly well in school, was pretty popular with the girls, and played some solid football on my high school’s varsity team. Everything changed when my parents were killed. The ground beneath my feet fell out from under me. I lost all confidence. I had no focus. My life became stuck.

In my early twenties, I drifted from one job to the next, sort of coasting on autopilot for a while. I numbed out and didn’t care about much about anything. I medicated myself with too much TV, too much food, and too much worry—all designed to avoid having to feel the pain that one feels at the recognition of one’s lost potential.

In that period of my life, work was merely a means to pay the bills rather than a platform to express my best. A job was nothing more than a rough way to get through the hours of my days rather than the gorgeous opportunity to grow into the all I was meant to be. Employment was just a vehicle to pass my time instead of an excellent chance to shine a light on other people and a way to use my days to build a better organization—and in so doing—a better world.

I finally decided to enlist in the army. It seemed like a good move to help me feel a sense of belonging and to find some order amid the messiness. I was shipped off to the war in Iraq. And though being in the military did bring structure to my life, it also brought with it experiences that continue to haunt me to this day. I witnessed friends I’d gone through basic training with killed in bloody battles. I saw soldiers who were not more than kids brutally maimed and tragically hurt. And I watched any of the mild enthusiasm that may have existed in my former self wither away as I sank deeply into the muddy, desperate awareness of what my life had become. Even though I’d escaped physical trauma at war, I still became a wounded warrior. And I carried the ghosts of battle with me wherever I went.

One day, it was suddenly time to come home. It happened so fast it was dizzying. I was put on a transport plane, flown home, and within a day or two after some routine medical checks, handed my papers. I was thanked for the service I’d rendered to my nation and wished good luck. On a sunny autumn afternoon, I walked out onto a city street and came to a frightening conclusion: I was completely on my own again.

My biggest struggle was trying to find my way back into a society that had forgotten me. Most nights, I couldn’t sleep—my mind punished with violent memories of the nightmarish scenes I’d experienced at war. In the mornings, I’d lay in bed for hours trying to get enough energy to get up and start my day. My body hurt. I’d feel scared for no reason and could hardly relate to anyone other than my fellow soldiers. The things I used to love doing seemed so trivial and boring to me. My life lacked any sense of purpose or meaning. Sometimes I wished I’d die.

Perhaps one of the best gifts my parents gave me was a love of learning, especially through books. Within the covers of a single book are ideas that, if acted upon, have the power to rescript every part of your life. Few things are as smart as investing in becoming a better thinker and developing a stronger mind. Relentless learning is one of the main traits of an open and powerful person. And an obsessive and ongoing self-education is one of the greatest survival tactics to get through turbulent times. The best people always seem to have the biggest libraries.

So I began to work at a bookshop down in SoHo. But due to my negative attitude and utterly complacent behavior, I wasn’t doing well at the store. I was frequently reprimanded by my manager, and I fully expected to be fired. I was generally unfocused, nothing of a team player, and less than average at my work. My love of books was all that saved me. While those who ran the store despised me for my poor work ethic, the store’s customers seemed to like me. And so I was kept on. But only by a thread.

Now here’s where the story gets really good. One day, a miracle of sorts showed up in my life. When I least expected something good to happen, good came hunting me down. And that changed the game completely. A most curious stranger visited me at the bookstore. And the lessons he taught me in our all too brief time together shattered the limitations I’d been clinging to—exposing me to a whole new way of working and a completely new way of being.

Now, at the age of twenty-nine—amid more success and joy that I could have ever dreamed of—I’ve come to understand that hard times do make better people. That in the middle of difficulty lives opportunity. And that each of us is built to win—in both work and life. It’s now time for me to share what happened to me with you.



CHAPTER 2


My Meeting with a Leadership Mentor

The days come and go like muffled and veiled figures sent from a distant friendly party but they say nothing. And if we do not use the gifts they bring, they carry them silently away.

—RALPH WALDO EMERSON

IT WAS ANOTHER FANTASTICALLY DULL Monday morning. Our team had just finished what was known as Monday Morning Scrum—the beginning-of-the-week meeting where Customer Service Heroes were recognized and cheesy team cheers were encouraged. The store was doing poorly in terms of sales, and some within the organization expected it would soon be closed as part of the restructuring taking place across the whole enterprise. Costs needed to be cut, operations needed to be improved, and profits needed to rise. Quickly.

The goal of the meeting was to reconnect everyone on the team to the mission and values of the company as well as to energize us for a productive week ahead. At the end of every year, each store chose their best employee, who would then go into the running for the annual Best Bookseller in America award that the company gave out—along with a generous cash gift and a weeklong vacation to Aruba. In reality, the whole affair demotivated and discouraged me, making me feel even more apathy about the way I was spending my workdays. And I had little difficulty telegraphing these feelings to any coworker who had the misfortune to cross my path.

Then something very mysterious happened. As I was quietly sipping a cup of coffee, doing my best to stay hidden away from doing any meaningful work behind one of the tall shelves of books in the Business section, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I quickly turned around and was stunned by the sight before me.

There stood a wildly eccentric-looking man. His clothes were a complete mess. Mismatched, old, and riddled with holes. He wore an aged plaid vest and his shirtsleeves were rolled up as if despite his tattered attire, his spirit was all business. In the vest pocket rested a yellow handkerchief—with little Mickey Mouse icons all over it. And around his neck dangled a silver necklace with simple initials engraved on it in modern lettering that read LWT.

I looked down at his feet. Surprisingly, he had on a new pair of shoes: penny loafers with bright coins inserted in the front of each sparkling shoe. He remained motionless and silent, sensing my discomfort with every long moment that passed between us, not at all needy to speak a word (a rare gift in this world of too much talking and not enough doing).

The stranger’s face was an ocean of wrinkles revealing the fact that this was a very old man. His teeth bore jagged chips and were noticeably stained. Stringy and unkempt hair topped his head and jutted out in a hundred contradictory directions. His hair reminded me of how the great Albert Einstein looked in that famous black-and-white photo where he’s playfully sticking out his tongue.

But more than anything else, what struck me about the bizarre-looking character standing before me on this otherwise mundane Monday morning were his striking eyes. While his disheveled appearance could have been taken to mean he was homeless or maybe even demented, his gaze was strong and his eyes were clear. I know this sounds strange, but from the look of his mesmerizing stare, I not only felt safe, but I also felt I was in the presence of a very powerful human being.

“Hi, Blake,” the magnificently mysterious gentleman finally uttered with a deep, confident voice that caused me to relax even more. “Really nice to meet you. I’ve heard a lot about you from everyone here at the store.”

This guy knew my name! Maybe I should have been worried. After all, New York City is home to some pretty strange people, and this man’s appearance was confusing to me. Who was he? How did he get into the bookstore? Should I call security? And how the heck did he know my name?

“Relax, my friend,” he said, extending his hand to shake mine. “My name is Tommy Flinn. I’ve just been transferred to this store from the location on the Upper East Side. I know I don’t look like I’d belong in a store from that area, but I was actually Employee of the Year last year. Better be nice to me. I just might be your boss someday.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. You work for this company?” I blurted out.

“I do. But have no worries. Being your manager is the least of my dreams. Titles don’t interest me at all. Doing my best work is all that matters to me. And I don’t need to have any formal authority to do that. I hope you don’t mind me telling you so, but I’ve been ranked the number-one employee of this book company for the past five years straight,” he said with a proud smile as he rubbed the Mickey Mouse handkerchief.

This odd individual had to be delusional. I shifted on my feet. Maybe I should run while I still had a chance. But that would make me look silly. My coworkers didn’t have much respect for me as it was. And I adored my morning java too much to leave it there unfinished. I also have to admit that this man was also incredibly interesting. I decided to stay.

I looked around for a hidden camera. Maybe I was being set up by my teammates for a laughable appearance on one of those TV shows that make fools of those unfortunate enough to be caught flatfooted in one of their well-designed pranks. But as I searched, I could detect no camera. So I decided to play along.

“Okay,” I spoke out, my voice shaking mildly even though as a soldier I’d experienced far more drama and endured much more extreme experiences. “Hi, Tommy. Nice to meet you. Why’d they transfer you to this store?” I asked, though I really wanted to add, “And not to an insane asylum?” “You know, they say we’re a sinking ship over here.”

“Oh, they didn’t force me to make the move, Blake—I requested it,” he said, still soundly confident and quite sane. “I wanted the transfer. I wasn’t growing at my old store. And I thought I could make more of a difference here. The more challenging the conditions, with the more marvelous the opportunities, Blake. So I wanted to come down here and work with you,” he added with another grin.

I had no idea where this conversation was going. Who was this person? And the pictures of Mickey Mouse on his handkerchief were starting to bug me—no disrespect to the little guy who I know has delighted millions.

“Does the name Oscar ring any bells, Blake?”

I was startled. I lost my breath for a moment. My heart started to beat faster. My legs began to tremble. My father’s name was Oscar.

“My dad was Oscar,” I answered softly, growing slightly emotional as I felt some of the sadness I’d buried within me on the loss of my parents. Tommy’s eyes softened. In that moment, I sensed that he was kind. He put his hand on my shoulder.

“Your father was a friend of mine back in Milwaukee. We grew up together but never saw each other after he moved to New York. We kept in touch by mail, writing each other long letters to share how our lives were unfolding. It was your dad who encouraged me to move to this city when I was having trouble finding a job. His strength of character reminded me of the courage I had within me but had forgotten. I’m so sorry about what happened to your parents, Blake. They were good people.

“Anyway,” he continued, now looking up, straight at me. “Oscar kept me up to date about you and everything you were doing. He always told me you had a ton of potential and felt you were meant for some spectacular things. He really believed in you, Blake. But he sensed that you needed someone to inspire and show you how to get to your best. And for whatever reason, he didn’t feel that person was him.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It was stunning to me that this stranger was a friend of my father. The scene felt surreal. I sat down on a stool and leaned my back up against one of the stacks of books.

“Don’t worry, Blake, getting lost along your path is a part of finding the path you’re meant to be on. Sometimes we need to get off track before we can develop the clarity to be on track. All that you’ve gone through, from your personal loss to your tour of duty in Iraq, has been preparation.”

“Preparation?” I wondered aloud, still feeling a fogginess in my head.

“Sure. If you hadn’t gone through everything you’ve gone through, there’s no way in the world you’d be ready to hear what I’ve come here to teach you. Life’s had to break you down so you could be rebuilt better. And, boy, just wait until you see the breakthroughs you’re about to experience. Before you know it, you’ll be the rock star of this whole book company,” Tommy said as his voice rose, full of passion.

“A rock star?” I questioned.

Tommy instantly shot one fist into the air and started shaking his hips, sort of similar to a Mick Jagger move. But this sight wasn’t pretty. “Yes, a rock star,” he replied as he laughed.

“Man, I have trouble just making it through the day. Look, I know you’re trying to help and it really blows my mind you somehow know my dad. But you really have no idea of what I’ve gone through. I still have flashbacks from the war when I least expect it. I can hardly sleep most nights, so a lot of the time I’m exhausted. And even though I’ve been Stateside for a while now, my girlfriend and I have nothing close to the relationship we had before my deployment. So my goal isn’t to be some kind of a ‘rock star’ at work. My goal is pretty much just to survive.”

Tommy folded his arms. He looked deep into my eyes.

“I hear you,” he said, growing very serious. “And I respect what you’re telling me, Blake. Please, just be open to what I’ve come to share with you. My life was a mess, too. But it’s been completely turned around. It feels like a miracle occurred. And I guarantee that the same thing will happen to you. I promised your dad I’d help you years ago. I’ve never felt the time was right to pay you a visit. Then by some quirky twist of fate, I saw your name on one of the applications that came in for an opening at this bookstore. One of the perks of winning the Number-One Bookseller in America award, along with the cash and the trip down to the Caribbean, is the opportunity to sit on the recruitment committee and to have regular breakfasts with the executive team to exchange ideas on how to build a better company. I realized that this was my chance to reach out to you—and share a transformational philosophy for leadership in business and success at life that was taught to me a number of years ago, when I too was a little lost along my professional and personal journey. Just imagine becoming so good at what you do here that people give you a standing ovation when you walk through the front door every morning, like they do for Coldplay, U2, or Green Day!” Tommy exclaimed, his enthusiasm rising.

I had to laugh at the idea. Maybe it would be cool to be the rock star of this organization. And I definitely wanted a chance to win that trip to Aruba, along with the money.

Tommy continued. “And just imagine not only getting to world-class in your career but reaching your absolute best in terms of your health and your relationships and your levels of happiness. I can show you exactly how to have all of this. And it’s a lot easier than you might think.”

“Does that necklace you are wearing with LWT on it have something to do with what you want to teach me?” I asked, filled with curiosity.

“Very good,” Tommy responded politely, with a clap of his hands. “This is going to be easier than I thought. Yes, LWT lies at the heart of the method you’re about to discover. It’s a profoundly simple yet simply profound way of working—and living. On the day it was taught to me by four very special teachers, something deep within me shifted. And a natural power within me awakened. I was never the same person again. I know how strange and unbelievable that sounds, Blake. But that’s exactly what happened. I just saw my career and my personal life through a whole new set of lenses. Actually, almost immediately after this process was revealed to me, I began to view the whole world through a remarkable new set of eyes. And amazing results began to show up.”

I was intrigued. Skeptical, yes, but equally fascinated. My instinct told me that he wasn’t lying, as outlandish as the entire scenario was. “It’s that powerful—this philosophy you discovered?”

“It is,” Tommy replied simply, as he rubbed the LWT letters on his necklace absentmindedly. “It really is . . .” he added, his voice trailing off. He then played with his hair a little and paused. The bookstore was starting to fill up, and my coffee was now cold. For a few moments, I grew distracted.

Then, I decided to play devil’s advocate. “Tommy, I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but if this LWT stuff is so special, then why are you still working at this bookstore? Couldn’t you be retired? And, forgive me for saying so, but they haven’t even made you the manager of this place when they transferred you here. You’re in the same position I’m in. Your teachings don’t seem to have helped you so much, man,” I said somewhat sarcastically.

I carefully watched Tommy’s reaction. I expected him to become defensive and perhaps angry, like most people would upon being challenged. But Tommy was pure grace. He remained silent and impeccably still. Then he drew in a long breath and grinned.

“Good question, Blake. You’re honest. And I like that. A little rough around the edges, but I can tell you speak up for what you stand for. And that’s a great quality indeed. Well, first of all, you’re right about the retirement part. I’m well past the age most people retire at. Actually, I just turned seventy-seven last week.”

“Happy birthday, Tommy,” I interjected somewhat apologetically, recalling the “heart on two feet” moniker that my grandfather had given me and feeling a little embarrassed at my rudeness. I couldn’t be too hard on Tommy. He was my elder, and my parents taught me to treat elders with the utmost respect.

“Thanks,” he replied. “I actually feel quite young. Age is just a state of mind anyway—a label the tribe uses to pigeonhole people and to place limits on all they can be. I choose not to govern my life according to labels. But, yes, I could have retired, and I am still working for this company. Been with them over fifty years.”

“Wow.”

“Here’s the thing: why would I leave a job I love so much? I’m having the time of my life! And doing work I cherish is one of the ways I stay so young at heart. I get to be creative here and stretch my thinking by solving problems. I have the chance to make new friends by being astonishingly good with our customers every single day. And I have the opportunity to inspire the teammates we work with here by the positive example I’ve chosen to set. And I feel so happy because doing great work is one of the single best tactics to grow full of deep joy. All of this gives my life a rich sense of purpose,” noted Tommy.

“Hey, I’m sorry if I was a little harsh,” I muttered, still resting on the stool and looking up at the man I began to realize would become my much-needed mentor.

“No worries at all. But please let me also address the point you made about me not being a manager here, because it gets right to the core of the LWT philosophy. I don’t want to be or need to become a manager. Just doesn’t interest me.”

“Exactly what does LWT stand for, Tommy?” I asked, becoming less and less guarded and more and more fascinated.

“Well, first of all, there’s no magic to it. It’s a very real and enormously practical way of doing business and living out a life. You know this world of ours is going through profound change. We’re in a time of extraordinary uncertainty. And exceptional turbulence. What used to work doesn’t work now.”

“I’d agree with that. Every day brings all sorts of new challenges and a serious level of confusion. This organization seems to be going through so much. My customers tell me that life’s become so complex for them. Everyone I meet seems to be stressed by all the change. So what’s the solution, Tommy?”

“Leadership,” was the one-word reply he delivered. He added: “There’s only one way a business will win in the new world we’re in, Blake. No other solution will work any longer.”

“And what’s that one way, just so I’m clear?”

“Growing and developing the leadership talent of every single person throughout the organization faster than their competition. The only way to avoid getting eaten alive is for companies to strengthen the capacities of employees at every level to lead in everything they do. I’m talking about from the janitor right up to the CEO showing leadership and taking responsibility for the success of the company. And by the way, this idea applies to any organization, not just those that conduct business. Not-for-profits need to build leaders at all levels. Industry associations need to build leaders at all levels. Governments and NGOs need to build leaders at all levels. Cities and communities need to build leaders at all levels. Even schools and universities need to embrace the idea that every single one of us has the power to show leadership in all that we do—if they’re serious about surviving and thriving in these times of head-spinning change.”

“I’ve never thought about leadership like this, Tommy. I’ve always thought that leaders were only the people who ran an organization, whether we’re talking about the military or some business,” I admitted.

“We all need to start demonstrating leadership, Blake, regardless of our titles. It’s no longer an excuse to say you don’t have a high rank so you don’t need to take ownership for the results of the organization. To succeed, everyone now must see themselves as part of the leadership team. You just don’t need formal authority to lead anymore—only a desire to be involved and the commitment to making a positive difference. Mother Teresa said it so well: ‘If everyone would sweep their own doorstep, the whole world will be clean.’ ”

“So for each of us to show leadership, we need to start by being truly excellent in our current role. Is that what you’re saying?”

“Absolutely.” Tommy then walked over to another stool in the aisle and stood on it. He started waving his hands like an orchestra conductor. He closed his eyes. And started humming. This guy was hilarious. Bizarre. But hilarious.

“What are you doing, Tommy?” I exclaimed, hardly believing the way that he was behaving. A few customers looked over with amused expressions. A little boy holding a Curious George book pointed. And giggled.

“What would happen to the sound of a symphony if even one of its players was out of tune and less than superb at his art?”

“I get it. The music would be off and the whole thing would be a mess,” I replied, stating the obvious but appreciating my new mentor’s visual demonstration.

Tommy stayed up on the stool. He then segued into pretending he was an actor, bellowing “To thine own self be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not be false to any man,” while modulating his voice like a great thespian and speaking in what I assumed was Shakespearean English.

“And what’s this all about, now?” I asked as I shook my head from side to side in mock disbelief, arms crossed.

“In the theater they say, ‘No role is a small role.’ Same applies in business, Blake. It’s similar to the symphony metaphor. The only way any organization—and any human being, for that matter—will win in these times of revolutionary change will be to start operating under a revolutionary new model of leadership. And this model is all about creating an environment and culture where everyone needs to show leadership. Everyone needs to drive innovation. Everyone needs to inspire their teammates. Everyone needs to embrace change. Everyone needs to take responsibility for results. Everyone needs to be positive. Everyone needs to become devoted to expressing their absolute best. And once they do, the organization not only will adapt beautifully to the changing conditions, it will actually lead within its field.”

“So are you saying that we don’t need to have titles here at this company anymore? Not sure the CEO would love this revolutionary new leadership philosophy you’re sharing, Tommy,” I said candidly as I took a sip of my cold coffee.

“No. I want to be incredibly clear on this point. I’m not at all saying that an organization shouldn’t have titles. They should, actually. We need the people on the executive team setting the vision, steering the boat, and holding ultimate responsibility for the results. Titles and structures maintain order and keep everything running smoothly. But I am saying that for any organization to thrive amid all the turbulence in the business world today, each one of us needs to assume personal responsibility by becoming the CEO of our own roles and leaders within our current positions. We all need to lead where we are planted and shine where we now find ourselves. Every job is an important job. And the awesome result of revealing leadership within the area of influence you’re now in is that the more you do it, the more your area of influence will expand. That’s a big idea right there, Blake. And regardless of whether you have a formal title or not, you have total control of how you show up in your current role. The highest of all human abilities is the ability each one of us has to choose how we respond to the environment we find ourselves within. And when each of us chooses peak performance and personal leadership, of course, the organization itself gets to world-class speedily.”

“And so what does LWT mean?” I pressed.

“First, it’s a transformational philosophy for work and life that anyone, of any age, from any place in any country in the world right now can apply to unleash their ‘inner leader’ and experience awesome results within minutes. We all have an ‘inner leader’ inside of us, longing to break free. We all have a natural power to lead that has nothing to do with a big title, or how old we are, or where we live. The twenty-eight-year-old customer service rep working for a multinational company in Los Angeles can access her inner leader using the method you’ll soon learn—and in so doing, step up into a completely new reality in terms of the results she sees and the rewards she receives. The thirty-four-year-old executive in San Francisco has an inner leader begging to see the light of day, as does the forty-year-old entrepreneur in Salt Lake City. The sixteen-year-old student in Boston could embrace his inner leader and, in so doing, unleash a torrent of brilliance within his schoolwork, his extracurricular activities, and the influence he has on his peers.”

“I get it at a deeper level now, Tommy. Anyone anywhere in the world, I guess, can step up to the plate and take responsibility to drive change, push excellence, and show leadership. A soldier living in Washington, DC, can decide to make a positive difference as can a teacher in Tokyo, a pilot in Peru, and anyone from any walk of life. Each one of us has this internal reservoir of leadership potential. We just need to become aware of it and then really own it. Man, if people in every organization—from companies to governments to communities to schools embraced this concept—the whole world would transform.”

“Uh, that’s sort of what I’ve been trying to tell you, my friend,” Tommy said in an encouraging tone. “And once you awaken your inner leader, you should exercise it every day. Because the more you use this power, the better you’ll come to know it. And the stronger it’ll get. And one more thing, Blake.”

“Tell me please.”

“I can’t tell you what LWT stands for,” Tommy said mischievously, increasing the mystery even more and rubbing the letters on his necklace yet again. “Only the four teachers who shared the philosophy with me are permitted to explain what LWT means. And they’ll only do so under the most special of conditions.”

“Please tell me, Tommy,” I begged.

“I can’t. At least not yet. Maybe I’ll get the permission I need to get and tell you in a few days. Oh, and to get back to your question about why I’m not the manager here, please know that I’ve been offered that opportunity many times over the past few years. If you want the whole story, I’ve actually been invited to become a vice president on more occasions than I can remember, Blake: company car, expense account, and a huge office. But that’s not what turns me on now. And that’s not what real leadership’s about. Leadership has nothing to do with what you get or where you sit. Leadership’s a lot more about how brilliantly you work and how masterfully you behave. Like I suggested, it’s all about doing great work—right where you now stand. And about lifting up every single one of the people you work with and get to serve. LWT is all about a profoundly fundamental yet long-forgotten secret: you don’t have to have a title to be a leader.”
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