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TESTIMONIALS




“Without Jimmy Walker, there would be no Muhammad Ali Parkinson Center. I can’t thank Jimmy enough for all he has done for the MAPC patients.”


— Lonnie Ali, wife of Muhammad Ali


“Jimmy Walker is a rare individual. People like him who wish to do good, help others, and generally make the world a better place, asking nothing for themselves, do not come along very often. Helping others less fortunate than ourselves is perhaps the highest calling any of us can hope to achieve. Jimmy is a role model for all.”


— Phil Anschutz, investor and Forbes 400 businessman


“Jimmy Walker is a true servant leader! He has few, if any, ego needs. His focus is always on helping others. What a special human being.”


— Ken Blanchard, coauthor of The One Minute Manager


“There are seven billion people in the world and Jimmy probably knows half of them.”


— Dale Brown, former LSU coach and member of College Basketball Hall of Fame


“Jimmy is one of my closest friends. He is important to so many different people. For example, Jimmy started a program for children from the inner city called Bicycles for Kids. That program has given away 10,000 bicycles to kids in needs. He brings in speakers to encourage the homeless in a program at St. Vincent de Paul called Never Give Up.”


— Jerry Colangelo, former owner of the Phoenix Suns and Arizona Diamondbacks and managing director of Team USA Basketball


“When I first met Jimmy, I had never sold one record. No one knew who I was. And this dude was so warm and loving and sweet with me. He had so much time for me. I have met so many people in my life, but very few have had the impact of Jimmy Walker.”


— Michael Bublé, Grammy award-winning singer and songwriter


“Jimmy is the gentlest arm-twister I’ve ever met. And I mean that with the utmost respect. It seems as though Jimmy is asking, but he is really a giver.”


— Kevin Costner, Academy Award-winning actor, director, and producer


“Jimmy is amazing. Right after I bought the Mavericks, I traveled with the team to Phoenix. I didn’t know Jimmy, but he approached me at our hotel, introduced himself, and made a simple offer to me. He said, ‘Mark, whatever you need, just let me know.’ It’s a statement I have heard more times than I can count. Coming from most people, it’s a throwaway statement. Coming from Jimmy Walker, it’s a commitment. And he has always been there for anything I need. Jimmy is a true gentleman with a heart of gold.”


— Mark Cuban, Forbes 400 businessman, owner of the Dallas Mavericks, and star of Shark Tank


“Jimmy Walker has mastered the art of relationship maintenance. His ability to make connections and stay involved with people he meets teaches everyone that paying attention to details will go a long way.”


— Mike D’Antoni, two-time NBA Coach of the Year


“Jimmy Walker has done a tremendous job putting together Celebrity Fight Night charity events year in and year out.”


— Larry Fitzgerald, NFL star for the Arizona Cardinals


“Jimmy is a unique individual. When the bank asks me to list my assets, I start with my friendship with Jimmy. I have so much respect for him as a person, father, and husband.”


— Lou Holtz, former University of Notre Dame head football coach


“There has not been a year since 2008 when I haven’t heard from Jimmy, always gracious, always solicitous, always thoughtful. He’s indeed the quintessential gentleman in a modern age when there are so few who can similarly qualify for the description.”


— Clive Davis, Hall of Fame music legend


“I could not imagine my life without Jimmy Walker in it. He has brought so much joy to me and my family and his dedication to Celebrity Fight Night will never be equaled by anyone else in my lifetime for any other cause… period! The mold was definitely broken after God made this man. He is one of a kind, a superhuman, a beautiful friend. He is a gentleman and a gentle man. I’m proud to call him a friend.”


— David Foster, sixteen-time Grammy award-winning musician


“Jimmy stays in touch with people better than anyone I know. He probably invented Twitter without taking credit for the idea.”


— David Falk, sports agent who represented Michael Jordan


“Jimmy makes me smile… every time… all the time. Why? Because he loves and lifts me… every time… all the time. People don’t care how much you know until they know how much you care. Nobody cares like Jimmy!”


— John Maxwell, bestselling author and professional speaker


“Jimmy Walker is an outstanding businessman and a go-getter in everything he sets out to accomplish.”


— Dan Gilbert, Forbes 400 businessman, founder of Quicken Loans, and owner of the Cleveland Cavaliers


“Jimmy Walker is one of a kind, a true giver, selfless, full of energy, always looking to uplift other people and make the world a better place. I am proud to know him and grateful for all the incredible good he has done in the world.”


— Wyc Grousbeck, owner of the Boston Celtics


“Jimmy is very easy to be around. He is like a beacon of energy. He’s grateful for life and always does his best to do the right thing. He’s a good family man. I’m absolutely amazed at the people he meets and the relationships he builds. In Phoenix, he gives you his car, he gives you his home, and he gives you his office.”


— Reggie Jackson, Major League Baseball Hall of Famer, known as “Mr. October”


“Every single year when I played for the Chicago Bulls, Jimmy always had a car waiting for me when I arrived in Phoenix to play the Suns, which was a generous act of kindness I always appreciated.”


— Michael Jordan, former NBA superstar


“I call Jimmy the Big Contact.”


— Shaquille O’Neal, four-time NBA champion and Hall of Fame center


“Jimmy is a giving guy who cares about people. We need more Jimmy Walkers out there giving back.”


— Dick Vitale, college basketball analyst


“Jimmy Walker is a good man. He is very passionate.”


— Carrie Underwood, country music superstar


“There are a few people in the world like Jimmy Walker who wants to help every person he’s ever met. But the secret is he expects nothing in return.”


— Harvey Mackay, bestselling author and professional speaker


“Jimmy is a great networker. He calls you if you have a good game or if you’re going through tough times. That’s a big part of his business success. He shows he cares and is thinking about you.”


— Steve Nash, head coach of the Brooklyn Nets and two-time MVP


“Jimmy Walker’s legacy is not only the thousands of individuals he has enabled and empowered. His true legacy is in the model of a purpose driven life, the secret of happiness. Relationships are the oxygen of success.”


— Marilyn Nelson, former CEO of Carlson


“Jimmy is the master of relationships. He understands that personal relationships are more important in business than spreadsheets analysis. He has a unique combination of personal drive, energy, and kindness that works for him and allows him to help many others.”


— Doug Parker, American Airlines CEO


“Jimmy has mastered the art of smothering you with kindness, an omnipresent friendly face. He is totally sincere. He’s simply the nicest guy in the world.”


— Walter Scott Jr., Forbes 400 businessman


“It seems almost anytime something significant happens, I get a note from Jimmy or a phone call. He is better than anybody I know at staying in touch. There’s not a single person I’ve ever met in Phoenix who doesn’t like Jimmy Walker.”


— Jerry Reinsdorf, Forbes 400 businessman and owner of the Chicago Bulls and Chicago White Sox


“Meeting Jimmy for the first time was like meeting the Energizer Bunny. God’s messenger on steroids. How can one man have so many projects on his plate and still have time for his own private life? The answer: passion.”


— Lionel Richie, Grammy award-winning singer, songwriter, producer, and actor


“Jimmy is a great friend. If I could hire him as one of my assistant coaches, I wouldn’t hesitate. Because coaching is about motivating people. He’s a coach of people. He has the ability to bring people together from all walks of life. He is a champion.”


— Doc Rivers, head coach of the Philadelphia 76ers


“Staying in contact with people like Jimmy makes you feel connected. It is like creating your own network of people. Jimmy is well connected.”


— Emmitt Smith, Hall of Fame NFL star with the Dallas Cowboys


“Jimmy is one of those inspirational human beings who makes everybody he comes in contact with happier about their own situation. Jimmy is one of those selfless saints. He is the ultimate team player.”


— Bill Walton, hall of fame NBA player and broadcaster


“Jimmy Walker has more true friends than anyone I have ever known. I know for a fact Jimmy would do anything I ask of him. Just as he knows I would do anything he asks of me. There are only a few people in my life who fall into this category. He is a ‘FRIEND.’ Jimmy is a very special man with a mission, designed above all else, to help others.”


— Kenny Rogers, the late country music superstar


“Few people I know understand the priority and value of relationships as well as my friend Jimmy Walker. I highly recommend this book.”


— Rick Warren, author of The Purpose Driven Life


“If anyone knows the value of creating and maintaining honest relationships, it’s Jimmy Walker. With Jimmy, it’s not just a two-way street. He is always willing to give more to you, or to a good cause, than he ever asks in return.”


— Bob Costas, Emmy award-winning sportscaster


“To see how Jimmy Walker can connect to people is one of the greatest things I’ve seen. You know at once he’s sincere. He has that feel about him. Some people you know you are leery about… you know, what’s your angle? But Jimmy is so pure. I’m blown away by him.”


— Reba McEntire, award-winning country music artist, songwriter, and actress
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This book is dedicated to the most important people in my life… my wife, Nancy, who is my best friend and has shaped my heart… my daughters, Laurie and Jennifer… my grandchildren, Jack, Max, Macy, Jonathan, Justin, Mabel, Kennedy… my late daughter, Cynthia Faye… and my late son, Scott, whom God used to change my priorities.












FOREWORD





OVER THE YEARS, I HAVE always made it a point not to be friends with people who sell life insurance.


I don’t want to be playing cards, say, and have that friend suddenly ask if my kids were protected if I suddenly died before I won the next hand.


Jimmy Walker was the exception. We met at a Clippers basketball game, the perfect place to discuss death, but he was very genuine, talking eagerly about point guards and estate planning, and after I checked him out with several big-name athletes that he worked with, I agreed to talk with him. He is a sweet man, kind and generous, talks a mile a minute, but he has a great heart that is as big as the Valley he lives in in Arizona.


Jimmy is that rare person who just wants to do good. His devotion to Muhammad Ali and to the Parkinson’s research center in Phoenix was inspiring to say the least. Over the years, he was the driving force for Fight Night, a fantastic evening that brought sports heroes and show business entertainers together to raise incredible sums of money for charity. I have been part of this event many times, and it never failed to be one of the great, fun, inspirational, and emotional evenings of the year. However, what was a one-nighter for me was just one of many events that Jimmy was a part of over the course of a year.


Jimmy Walker never asks for more than you can give him, but you always want to give him something more because you know that it’s going to a good cause. Someone tragically ill, a family dealing with a loved one’s illness, a homeless shelter, a hospital… those are among the ones that have been touched by his relentless pursuit of helping those in need.


This book may be about personal relationships, but Jimmy has a bigger relationship with the world. A world in need that he only wants to help. Selfless souls like Jimmy are hard to come by. I value our friendship, and to this day we have never played cards together.


Billy Crystal












INTRODUCTION





I AM NOT A CELEBRITY, although I have many famous friends. I am not a scholar, although I have learned a great deal during my journey. I’m a regular guy who has seen some of my dreams come true.


I have spent nearly six decades building relationships. I have learned that, in life, you need focus, passion, and mental toughness.


I’m writing this book because I want my experience with relationships to help other people, not because I want people to think more highly of me. I want people to learn from my good fortune and the mistakes I have made.


Throughout this book, I may refer to scriptures in the Bible and the importance of my faith. If this is not of value to you, please, rest assured I will not try to force my faith on you.


I’m also writing this book in memory of my son, Scott, who passed away from an accidental overdose at age forty-three. Just three days before his passing, Scott said, “Dad, I want to build a sober living home to help other people suffering from the same disease I have.”


I replied, “Scott, your dad will help you build this sober living home.”


All of the profits from this book will be donated to our nonprofit Christian-based sober living homes in Phoenix and Scottsdale. Our family is dedicated to helping others who are suffering from this terrible disease.












CHAPTER 1 HI, I’M JIMMY! Don’t Be Afraid to Ask






I GREW UP IN CARTHAGE, Illinois, a small midwestern town of about 3,000 people. We never locked our front door.


Nobody had security alarms. You trusted people. You could get ahold of anybody because everyone’s number was listed.


It didn’t take me long to start working the phones.


At age seven, my father drove 150 miles to Busch Stadium in Missouri. We went to see one of my heroes, Stan Musial, play for the St. Louis Cardinals. After the game, we even went to the restaurant that Musial owned, a steakhouse called Stan Musial and Biggie’s. I remember ordering a Yogi Berra hamburger.


Upon leaving, I picked up a book of matches for a souvenir. On the way home, I realized an address and phone number were on the inside cover of the matchbook. I knew exactly what I had to do.


I called the restaurant the very next day.


“This is Jimmy Walker in Carthage and Stan the Man wants to speak to me!” I said into the phone.


It worked. My unique approach effectively cleared the air. And it still works today.


I told Musial he was my favorite player. He asked how I was doing in baseball. I called him back several times and Musial always took time to visit with a seven-year-old boy he didn’t know, the one who kept calling him from Carthage, Illinois.


I told my family and friends about the conversations with Musial, but nobody believed me. They thought I was exaggerating. But I was only getting started.


When we’d travel as a family, we would occasionally go through Commerce, Oklahoma, which was the home of Yankees star Mickey Mantle. I would get his number from the telephone information service. And I would always try to call him collect.


Mrs. Mantle would always pick up and say, “Sorry, we don’t accept collect calls.” But I was undeterred. I wanted to speak with Mickey Mantle, and I’ve never had a fear about calling people.


Growing up in the 1950s, I did the usual things. The ice cream truck came around our neighborhood with music blaring, and I thought that was the greatest job in the world. I loved the attention the ice cream man received. He seemed very important to me. Everybody ran to him when he showed up, and I thought that was really cool. I wanted to drive an ice cream truck.


I had a pet burro, a small donkey given to me by a family friend, Paul Dennis. I named her Juanita after my sixth-grade teacher. The burro lived in our backyard and would follow me all the way to school. Every time, the teacher would politely ask me to take Juanita home.


Firecrackers were also a big deal in my hometown, and they were legal in nearby Missouri. I would get on my bicycle and ride through Keokuk, Iowa, and cross into Missouri, just to get those firecrackers. Back in those days, it was no big deal for an eight-year-old to ride his bike down an interstate highway, crossing through two states along the way.



[image: Image]

Me and Juanita





Carthage was a typical Midwestern city. It had a town square with a courthouse in the center. We had the Woodbine movie theater, where I often found my brother Jonnie holding hands with two different girls at the same time, one on each side of him. I sensed this was not normal. I held him hostage. I made him pay me a dime not to tell all parents involved. My business instincts were razor sharp at a very young age. After the movies, my friends and I would hang out in the square. The farmers would come out and sit on benches. We could gossip with the best of them.


Carthage also has an infamous jail where Mormon founders Joseph and Hyrum Smith were murdered by a town mob while awaiting trial in 1844. A lot of my Mormon friends have visited Carthage on a religious pilgrimage. In high school, I would bring up my hometown to Mormon girls and wonder why I couldn’t get a second date.


The townspeople were also very protective. If you saw somebody in the Carthage town square that you didn’t recognize, everyone would stare at him. Who is that person? That was common in small towns, where everyone knows everybody and it’s easy to spot a stranger.


But our parents trusted us. Maybe too much.


One time, my older brother Jonnie put a tin can on my head. He took a BB gun and started shooting holes through the tin can. Eventually, the mailman had to have a talk with my mom. He told her, “You better stop this or they could make young Jimmy blind.”


In 1953, my dad had the first air-conditioned car in Carthage. It was an Oldsmobile, with big pipes in the back. In the wintertime, we would get about eight of our friends and attach sleds to the bumper of the car. My dad would drive us down the icy roads in Carthage. We had a blast. If that happened today, police would put my dad in jail for something so dangerous.


Other times, we would get in the backs of pickup trucks and drive to the Mississippi River, where we would jump in and swim. Nobody does that today, even though the river was probably as polluted then as it is now. But nobody cared. Nobody died. We didn’t wear seat belts. It was just a different era.


My dad also had the first color television set in Carthage. And you know what it was? He had some colored cellophane that he taped on the corner. And we called it a color television. That’s how we lived.


You know what else I remember? Popcorn.


Popcorn was a very big deal in our house. Just like former President Ronald Reagan, my dad believed that all great things begin in the kitchen. Dad would have the real-deal popcorn kernels sent in from Iowa. He would not fool around with anything fancy or electronic. He bought the best sweet cream butter he could find. He referred to margarine as “phony butter.”


He would make that popcorn in a pan over a fire, rocking it hard on the burner. And every day at 5:00 p.m., seven days a week, he would make popcorn for our family and friends. Sometimes, there’d be as many as ten people gathered in our kitchen, eating from two large bowls.


Former Lakers great Magic Johnson once said he was always ready to play when he could smell the popcorn inside the Forum. Our popcorn was so good, you could smell it in another neighborhood. I can still taste it to this very day.


If there was anything unusual about my Midwestern childhood, it was my passion for sports and athletes. It consumed me.


We played basketball and baseball all the time. We never stopped. We played at night under the streetlights. We played when the weather was freezing. My mom would always wonder what happened to all the salt in her kitchen. Well, my brothers and I needed that salt to clear off frozen basketball courts.


By the time I was seven, I had two role models: Jackie Robinson of the Brooklyn Dodgers and Goose Tatum of the Harlem Globetrotters. They were both winners, and I wanted to be just like them. I wanted to hit a baseball like Jackie and handle a basketball like Goose. Nothing was going to stop me.


Academically, it wasn’t like I wanted to study hard and go to Harvard. It was all about sports. If I could rewind the clock, I would be studying a lot more and playing less basketball. But I had no interest.


I was also raised by parents who never said no.


My father, Claire, was an insurance salesman, a people person, a real character. Dad was also a giver. He was extremely generous. An outgoing personality. Dad would do anything for us. Dad would drive us anywhere.


Dad was also very impatient. One summer, we took a trip from Carthage to Phoenix, Arizona, then north to Wyoming. We went through the Grand Canyon and Yellowstone—the site of Old Faithful—at warp speed, as if they were drive-thru restaurants. Incredibly, we completed that trip in six days. Dad always seemed to be in a hurry.


We took our terrier, Fluffy, with us. Aside from a very poor personality and a bad attitude, Fluffy also had a gas problem. It was bad. He smelled the whole way to Arizona. He was cutting gas constantly. Meanwhile, my parents were smoking cigarettes in the front seat. That was not a pleasant experience, but, as kids, you learn to adjust.


We kept thinking Fluffy’s gas would come to an end at some point. We got through Tulsa, through Wichita, and into New Mexico, but Fluffy wouldn’t stop farting. Dad said, “To hell with Fluffy, we’re going to leave him here. I can’t take this smell anymore! Someone is going to take care of him here in New Mexico.”


Mom put her foot down and said, “He is not staying in New Mexico! He is going with us.” She was ready to divorce him over that. Fluffy climbed back in the car and off we went.


My brothers and I were only four years apart, so road trips generally included backseat fighting. Dad always countered with old-school strategy. He would take the back of his hand and start swinging blindly while he was driving. If you were in the area, you caught one across the face.


“But, Dad, I didn’t start it!” I would say.


“I don’t know who in the Sam Hell started it, but I know I got the right one,” Dad would respond.


On our trip to Arizona, I got into an argument with my brothers near the Grand Canyon, and when we got there, Dad took his hand and pushed my head down as punishment. So I never saw the Grand Canyon on that trip. And I grew up with loving parents. That’s just how we were raised at the time.


We went on to Wyoming to see Old Faithful at Yellowstone and we learned the geyser went off every sixty minutes. Except we got there thirty minutes early, and that was a problem. My dad said, “To hell with it. Let’s go.” We never did see it. My dad bought a postcard instead. He thought that was good enough. And that’s all we saw of Old Faithful.


I still haven’t seen Old Faithful erupt.


Dad was always on the go. On long road trips, whenever we had to use the bathroom, my brothers and I would have to pee in a Coke or Pepsi bottle and throw it out the window. My dad wouldn’t stop the car. There was always someplace we had to be. We always had to make time. That’s just how we rolled.


Dad was a general agent with a life insurance company. He had six agents working for him. One of them ran into a cash flow problem.


He asked my dad for a $3,000 loan.


“No problem,” my dad said, pulling out his checkbook.


Several days later, the agent nervously approached my dad.
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My mom made me wear that bowtie.
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Introducing myself to All-American Carl Cain at a basketball game in Iowa City.





“Mr. Walker, the bank called me,” he said. “The check you wrote for $3,000 actually bounced.”


Dad’s response?


“Well, Jim, that shows you how much I love you! I wrote you a check for money I didn’t even have,” he said.


My dad also would swear a lot, frequently using the Lord’s name in vain. Many years later, as a young adult, I told my dad that “dammit” was not God’s last name. I never heard him swear again.


But we were a very close family. And I learned from my father how important it was to be honest along with having a good attitude and being enthusiastic. I fed off the energy of my dad and two older brothers.


My mother, Pearl, always told us she didn’t want us talking about sports or life insurance at the dinner table. Nevertheless, when we sat down as a family, the conversation always wound up centering on those very two things: sports and life insurance. My mom just smiled, laughed, and listened.


My mom also had the best collection of handkerchiefs in Carthage. I saw to that.


At age six, I earned a $1 allowance that I would pick up every week at my dad’s office. And then I’d go next door to the Ben Franklin five-and-dime store and buy my mom a handkerchief that cost ten cents. I must’ve bought one hundred for her. And every time I gave her one, she acted like it was exactly what she needed.


My dad frequently drove us to Iowa City to watch the University of Iowa’s basketball team in the 1950s. I could barely stay in my seat. I was enchanted by live professional sporting events. I wanted more access. I wanted to be in the heart of the action.


My brother Gary once gave me a hat with a card in the front that read, “Press.” It was a joke, but I wore it to all the games. And I didn’t consider it a joke at all, not with the magic powers it seemed to provide.


Nowadays, an eight-year-old “journalist” wouldn’t stand a chance of gaining special access in modern arenas. But that makeshift “Press” hat allowed me to sit on the floor and take pictures of the players with my $6 Kodak Brownie Hawkeye camera. I acted like I knew what I was doing. I was not afraid to take the big chance. The ushers saw me and said, “Let the kid sit there.”


This is how I met the father of Bill Seaberg in 1955, whose son was a starting guard on Iowa’s basketball team. I asked Mr. Seaberg if I could go in the locker room and meet the team. He said, “Of course.”


I went inside the locker room with my camera and started taking pictures. I thought nothing of the fact that most of the players were half-naked and were quickly covering themselves up with towels. I honestly thought they wanted to see me.


Carthage College also had a basketball team in our hometown. At halftime, I would go out on the floor in my socks and start shooting baskets, putting on a display for everyone. Nobody else did that because they knew they weren’t supposed to be on the floor at halftime. But I’d just go out there at six and seven years old, dribble behind my back, and shoot hook shots, showing off a little bit but just having fun. And the crowd always encouraged me to do it. That was just kind of who I was at the time.


I couldn’t have cared less about school. I just wanted to play basketball and baseball. I just wanted to meet pro athletes. I would wear my “Press” hat at all the games and no one ever removed me. They just let me do my thing. Today I couldn’t go anywhere like that. But in those days, everybody trusted everybody.


Meanwhile, my improbable phone conversations with Musial only emboldened me to make more connections.


I began writing letters. Tons of them. I’d write ten to fifteen letters a day to professional baseball and basketball players requesting autographed pictures. I had a winning strategy: I told everyone they were my favorite player. I told some of them that my mother wanted to marry them. I had my mom marrying about ten different guys.


One of them even wrote back saying, “I hope you feel better.”


Bottom line: I said whatever it took to get an autographed picture. I completely rejected the idea of rejection.


I must have received 300–400 responses from players like Mickey Mantle, Yogi Berra, Goose Tatum, Stan Musial, Duke Snider, Bob Cousy, George Mikan, Elroy Hirsch, and Otto Graham. As a young kid, I could not wait to go to the mailbox. I would get two to three responses every day.


Satchel Paige was one of the best pitchers in Major League Baseball. His fastball was clocked at 98.6 miles per hour, which was unheard of in his generation. He answered my letter on August 13, 1953. Back then, postage stamps cost two cents. Can you believe Satchel wanted me to reimburse him next time I wanted a picture? For two cents!


I had my own crew in Carthage consisting of five friends whom I met in 1949 while in the first grade: Joe Dion, Terry Newell, Randy Reu, Jerry Aten, and Davey Larson. We’ve remained extremely close over the years, although Randy and Jerry have since passed. And they also began writing letters to professional athletes.


Racing to the mailbox became a competition between me and my friends. But I was way ahead of them. I was writing way more than they were, a trait I would carry throughout my adult life.
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Leroy Robert “Satchel” Paige, pitcher for the St. Louis Browns





In one of my many mistakes, I didn’t save the majority of the autographed pictures and letters I received. I still have about a dozen, but hundreds of them are missing, including personal notes from Mickey Mantle and Stan Musial. Somehow, they got lost over the years.


But the lessons remain.


Even as a kid, I always felt if you don’t ask, you don’t get. Disappointment is inevitable. I learned early the worst answer I can get by asking is no.


I possessed the idea that I was going to get inside the locker room, sit on the floor, and nothing was going to stop me. I talked my way in and faked the rest. Most of the ushers ignored me. I moved on implied consent and they rarely stopped me. If they started to object, I moved to another part of the gym and usually got what I wanted. That was my mentality as a young kid.


Today I have learned considerably more patience and perhaps better judgment than when I was younger. But as a kid, I recognized the barriers that come with fear.


If you label something as fear, it creates false alarms. Many times what you’re feeling is more of a concern than fear. And it’s much easier to break down a concern than it is to break down a fear. Because fear creates a block that hinders your creative thinking.


I’ve never shied away from meeting new people. I’m as fired up today as I was back then when it comes to making new connections, whether it’s calling Stan Musial or writing Mickey Mantle. I have always enjoyed the pursuit and the challenge.


Fear rarely crosses my mind. I still remember what Babe Ruth once said: “Never let the fear of striking out get in your way.” Believe me, I’ve struck out many times. The trick is being willing to fail.


Even as a youngster, I never felt failure was final. I never thought it was impossible to sit on the floor with adults and take pictures as an eight year old. I expected it. The opposite of fear is faith, and the opposite of faith is doubt. If we confront fear, we can achieve great things.


I have learned that nothing great is ever achieved without enthusiasm and the willingness to take a risk. And I have never stopped asking.


Don’t be afraid to ask.
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