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			Chapter One

			My Story

			I want to take you on a journey. A journey from poor to free. This journey starts on the vibrant streets of Seoul, South Korea. The bustling capital is a captivating blend of ancient traditions and modern innovation. This city, located in the middle of the Korean Peninsula, has over 10 million residents and is a diverse and lively place. The sounds of honking motorbikes, hurried people, and car horns produce a symphony of chaos in Seoul. This is where I was born and lived my first seven years.

			Growing up in Seoul provided me with a powerful Korean work ethic very early on. It filled my life with toil, persistence, and a blend of experiences that have formed who I am today. The educational system in Seoul was challenging. I learned about both the Korean and English language. At age six, I was doing equations like multiplication and division. After school, you would find me playing soccer and piano. From morning until 8 p.m., something always kept me occupied. Finally, at seven or eight in the evening, I could head home for dinner. This schedule embedded within me an intense habit of working long hours from a very young age.

			When I was four years old, we moved into a different apartment. Looking back, it was a terrible and rough neighborhood. The apartment was old and run down, and the neighborhood had telltale signs of a slum. The playground was old, worn out, and dirty. As a kid, I didn’t understand this. However, even though I was young, I could sense the disparities between my life and those of my peers. I saw that our living situations were not equal; my uncle was a successful doctor in Korea and his living situation was significantly better than ours. My grandparents’ neighborhood in Seoul was much nicer as well.

			My father retired from the US Army when I was seven, and I was yanked from the life I’d known in Korea. After Dad’s retirement, we moved to the United States. We settled in Clayton, California, near our family. My dad’s family—grandparents, aunt, and uncle—were all living just ten minutes away. I’d gone from the chaotic energy of a busy city to small-town America, which was quite the shock to my system. I was used to living in a city where everyone looked like me. Now, I was living in a small suburb where nobody looked like me. I was different, and the kids in my area didn’t like that.

			Navigating from elementary school through high school was full of challenges. There was a decent language barrier when I arrived in California and started school. Despite having learned some English in Korea, we only spoke Korean in our household. It wasn’t that the other kids were smarter than me, I just didn’t have the same communication skills they did. I had trouble making friends and connecting with people. I dealt with racism and bullying a lot. Sixth grade is when the bullying hit its peak, and I got in trouble a few times a week for fighting other kids or acting out in class. But things started to change in high school.

			When I started playing sports in high school, I felt like I was a part of a group and had some structure. It was also where the work ethic I had picked up in Korea really paid off for the first time. I was short (still am), slow, and had no muscle when I got into high school. Some of my friends in middle school challenged me to try out for the football team, so I did. I was terrible in the first year. But I learned the game, got some experience under my belt, and finally made some good friends.

			To become tougher and more athletic, I started wrestling. This helped me build toughness and grow some muscle. Then, I ran track to get faster. I improved my athletic ability and became a starter for the team when I returned the next year. Everyone was confused about how I had improved over the off-season, but I knew it was because I had worked my ass off. The rest of high school was a great time for me. In my sophomore year, I started playing rugby, and that was my first true passion. It was all I could think about. I studied the game every day, watched YouTube videos of the best players in the world, practiced every day, encouraged my friends to play, and became extremely good at it. The summer after I graduated, I played for a team in Moraga, and I scored thirteen tries in one of our tournaments (similar to a touchdown if you know football but not rugby). I helped lead us to a championship that weekend. I felt on top of the world when I played the game. I wanted to play college rugby at San Diego State, but I suffered eight different concussions in high school. The physician at SDSU said if I got another concussion, I could potentially die or become a vegetable for life. That news killed me inside because all I cared about was sports, and it had become my lifeline—the one thing I cared about and where I held my personal identity.

			This left me feeling lost when it came time to deal with the whole new world I was entering in San Diego. It was the first time I had been away from my close family, and none of my close friends from high school came down to San Diego, so I felt very anxious and alone when I first arrived at the dorms.

			My parents thought it’d be a good idea for me to go down the pre-med route, kinesiology or biology. They wanted me to take the courses needed to apply to medical school. The advice my mom gave me was largely due to my aunt. She and her husband were dentists and anesthesiologists who made a lot of money. I remember every holiday when I was a kid, my little brother and I would be excited to see them because each time we saw our aunt and grandparents they would give us a present in a little white envelope. Each envelope would have somewhere in between one hundred to five hundred dollars in it. The little naive kid I was never realized how embarrassing it was for my parents. They would give my parents money as well because they knew money was a problem for us. Fast forward to today, I definitely realize why that was a huge blow to my mom’s ego.

			Meanwhile, my dad was a security guard and worked a lot of overtime to make extra money for us to get by. My mom took odd jobs to get us out of financial instability while I was growing up. She was even an entrepreneur herself! When I was ten years old, she started her own smoothie store in Castro Valley. I remember vividly how much she struggled during that time. She dealt with some crazy customers that complained to her, had to fire employees, had to deal with my younger brother and I when we were young and annoying to deal with, and so much more. Unfortunately, that business failed after a couple of years. After the business closed down, my mom’s struggles only got worse…

			The first year after her business failed, she worked at the mall at a retail store, and she hated it. Then, she quit and jumped over to a different company working in retail again, and she hated it. Then, she started working at a local gym in Walnut Creek as a janitor, and she hated it. Then, she started working as a janitor at the building my dad works at, and she hated it. This is why I don’t understand why she ended up sticking to this career full time…because eventually she started her own cleaning business where she still—to this day—cleans houses for clients. She is the highest tier you can get on TaskRabbit. I have gifted my mom a significant amount of money and bought her a cash flowing rental property in Oceanside, but she still works her tail off…

			I remember one night very vividly when I was in high school where she came home from an extremely hard and long day of cleaning. She was exhausted and thought everyone was asleep because it was past 10 p.m. I heard her crying heavily, talking to herself saying how miserable she was and how she didn’t want to be alive anymore. That night happened several times after that. My mom absolutely hates what she does, and her parents even shamed her for it. But, she won’t stop no matter how much I tell her to because she says she has nothing else to do. It gives her a sense of purpose. She always tells me how she would be more depressed if she stopped working. I have the ability to retire her, but she says it will kill her. Being a caring son, all I can think about is her breathing a bunch of bad chemicals every day and having back problems from bending over so much. That shit is manual labor! It fucking sucks! It kills me that my mom found purpose in that. She also doesn’t have any friends, and neither does my dad. It’s only getting worse now as I write this because my parents are in the middle of getting a divorce. I may look like I have it all together on social media and no problems, but that is the furthest thing from the truth. One of the biggest problems I deal with today is that my parents primarily speak Korean. My mom’s English isn’t the best. I live five hundred miles away where I only speak English on a daily basis. So the communication between my parents and I is fading more and more as the years go by. I need to spend more time on Duolingo.

			Watching my parents struggle created a lot of trauma for me around the subject of money. I watched my parents have difficulty making ends meet, as they were unable to predict if the next paycheck would be enough. Being young and naïve, I was oblivious to our financial situation and what it meant. I just knew I never wanted to be in that same predicament. Almost every big fight that my parents had when I was young was about money.

			I had no idea what I wanted to do when I went to San Diego State for my first semester of college. Using the success of my aunt and uncle as a guide, I took my parents’ suggestions and declared a major in the pre-med field.

			I was devoted to my major and made sure I put in the effort, so I could make my family proud. For the first two and a half years, I was in the library all the time…. After joining a fraternity in my second semester, I managed to have a social life, made lots of friends, and had the full San Diego State college experience. But when it came to lectures, studying, and doing projects, I was absolutely miserable. I didn’t want to do it, and I didn’t understand why I felt this way. I felt like a robot just running through a system set up by society. I felt like there was no way out, and that this was the only way to graduate and make money in the future.

			I started becoming increasingly curious about other potential paths at the start of my junior year. I started asking every wealthy friend I knew what their parents did for work. I saw the emerging trend that many of their parents built their wealth by starting their own business, being in real estate investing, or working in finance. And it got me thinking a lot. During summer breaks I had worked for Nordstrom as a sales associate in Walnut Creek, CA. That was where I got my first taste of commission-based sales. If we didn’t sell shoes, we made minimum wage, and I did not want to make minimum wage. These experiences got me thinking, “Should I change my path?” But, me being my conscientious self, I was too scared to change my major. I was too scared to go through with anything. Then came the worst semester of my life—all because of organic chemistry.

			Before this class started, I was actually excited about pre-med because I was so close to being done with all of the classes that I hated! Everyone told me that after organic chemistry, that I would be fine! Then, the lectures, weekly quizzes, and tests started. I became more depressed than I’d ever been in my life. I was just drawing octagons and shapes all day and trying to combine carbon and nitrogen for seemingly no reason. I knew we’d never use it in real life, and I felt like it was the stupidest thing to waste my time on. Why do I need to be doing this if I eventually want to heal people? When I see a patient at my practice, am I going to show them stupid diagrams of molecules that they don’t care about? Hell no! Who does that? Nobody!

			This was the moment when I finally realized that school is a complete and utter scam, and I needed to get the fuck out of here as soon as possible.

			Surprisingly, I made it to finals week. When I was studying my ass off, my friends and I got tickets to go to the Louis The Child concert in the San Diego area to take a break. I decided to try something that I had never tried before: psilocybin. I had heard this plant could act as a powerful medicine and had profound effects for opening up your mind to new possibilities. And boy were they right! This night completely changed my life forever.

			I am telling you right now, if I didn’t have this experience during my last week of my first semester junior year, I wouldn’t be sitting here writing this book today. This book is me, Jason Lee, trying to help a college kid in their early twenties. I know how miserable societal pressure and family pressure can be. For some of you, breaking free might seem impossible, but if the most average kid like me can do it, so can you. Keep reading.

			Anyways, I was a menace at the concert. I built up the confidence somehow to hit on my crush at the time (she rejected me, didn’t care whatsoever). In the Uber on the way home, I was singing the entire way while my friends were laughing at my intoxicated self. I’d never sung in my life in front of anyone. Then I went into our house, and suddenly, I started yelling the craziest epiphanies that I realized in the car.

			I started giving speeches that night to my friends about how our parents are holding us back and how we have so much more potential than we think. “School is a waste of time!” “Call my friend, we are about to start a business!” “I am about to get rich from bitcoin, let’s go!” Those are 1 percent of the crazy things I said that night. I gave speeches to my friends yelling: “We can’t let others control our lives! We can do whatever the fuck we want!” I was going on rants about this all night, and most people thought I was crazy, but at least the stranger in the Uber who rode with us was vibing with what I was saying.

			After that night, my life has not been the same. In fact, after that fateful turning point, my life took a complete 180. After I took my finals, I changed my major. I joined various societies and clubs on campus, including the Financial Planning Association and the Real Estate Society (RES).

			People ask me all the time, “How did you get into real estate?” I always keep my answer to myself, since it is not PG or considered professional in the real world. The craziest part of it all is that I don’t even know why I decided to join the Real Estate Society. My subconscious mind just knew there were treasures to be found in the real estate career, and boy was my gut right!

			On top of that, at the first event I decided to sign up for after joining the society, I met the mentor who changed my life! Thank you Brian and Kevin for taking a chance on me. You have taught me a lot of what I know, and without you I would not be here today.

			At the networking event, they matched twenty professionals with twenty students. We had short two-minute conversations with each of the professionals like it was a game of speed dating. I had totally bombed my first six conversations with the professionals, and I felt more insecure every time we changed tables. Luckily, on my seventh conversation I had the conversation that would change my life forever. I met my old mentor Brian.

			We hit it off at the RES networking event, and he invited me to his office for a follow-up interview. I feel like he was the only one there that day who was there with one mission: to hire some motivated young guns like myself.

			The next week I went into his office feeling scared and nervous as hell. I thought he was going to grill me with tough questions that I had no idea how to answer. I didn’t even know what an escrow or a purchase agreement was at that time. I knew absolutely nothing about real estate during that stage in my life.

			When the interview started in Brian’s conference room, I was actually pleasantly surprised. He didn’t ask one thing about my resume or work experience! The entire time he pitched his company and why I should join. He liked that I was an athlete. He told me that athletes do great in real estate because they have the competitive spirit built into them. From that interview, I got hired as an intern. He just saw something in me and wanted to hire me.

			I thought, “Oh, I wonder what my base pay and my hourly wage will be as an intern.” That was when Brian dropped a bomb—there was no hourly wage, there was no base salary. He said, “You’re just going to be learning, and you’re going to be hitting the phones in order to find a lead. And whenever you find a lead, and you close a lead, that’s when you get paid. You only get paid for what you kill. If you don’t make sales, you don’t get paid.”

			That’s why he didn’t ask me many questions about my resume! It would cost him nothing to hire me. I looked him in the eye and squeaked out a very nervous, “Great.” Everything in my head was telling me, “Don’t do this. It’s a stupid idea.” I had less than $500 in my Chase Bank account that day. It made absolutely no sense to take this job instead of something that would put money in that account in one or two weeks.

			But something in my gut told me, “If all these guys are extremely successful, making multiple six figures to over a million dollars a year, why can’t I do it too? I’m going to get there. These guys all have successful businesses. This is what my future’s going to look like.” And for some reason, I shook his hand and took that job. Since that day, my life has never been the same.

			I’m not here to tell you it was an easy road because it was absolute hell for the first six months. This is where that young, poor boy from Korea at the start of the journey helped form who I am. That fiery, motivated spirit inside me who had trained himself to put in hours of labor came to my rescue once more. I was still studying at school, but without a job, I lacked the funds I needed. I had to get a job. I took a tutoring job where I tutored statistics once or twice a week. They paid me $600 a month to host eight sessions a week.

			To make ends meet, I also started running social media ad campaigns for a local coffee shop and a musician named Will Clark. They each paid me $500 a month. I was living off $1,600 a month and attending school full-time while interning at this company for two or three days a week. I was working seven days a week, trying to get through school.

			Finally, summer came along, and this is where I saw some forward progress. I got my real estate license over the summer. I was working two days a week at the real estate office and doing the social media thing. I also worked serving poolside at the Sheraton by the San Diego Airport three or four times a week to help me get through. Between all of these, I made three or four grand a month while also learning real estate daily.

			After I got my real estate license, going into my senior year of college fall of 2018, I worked Monday, Wednesday, and Friday all day, twelve hours a day. I was working thirty-six to forty hours a week in those three days. On Tuesdays and Thursdays, I stacked my classes all day long to where I had six classes, an hour and a half, back to back to back to back. I had changed my major late in my college career, so I had to take more classes than the norm to graduate on time. It was awful, but not nearly as bad as organic chemistry.

			My roommate and one of my best friends, Blake Laurin, can attest I was never at home. It was an exhausting year. But I had worked this hard and knew I had to do it because I wanted to beat the system. I wanted to give back to my parents so badly and do something big, so I put in extra effort during senior year while most people were just skating by trying to get as much partying in before they graduate and go into the real world. My entire senior year, I felt like I was in the real world already with how much I was working, that when I graduated it was very anti-climactic. For three months, I worked relentlessly, making 150 cold calls a day, being rejected dozens of times daily, and speaking with folks that did not want to talk to me at all. I kept getting the phone slammed in the face, and people yelled to “take them off my list.” Finally, in November, I made a breakthrough: I got my first listing.

			I finally secured a meeting with a motivated seller and got the listing signed for a fourplex in east San Diego. I was thrilled and elated. I’d just gotten my first listing after six months of struggling without a salary or hourly wage. It got so hard and the thought of giving up almost crossed my mind. But now that I had this new listing, I could sense the momentum finally going in a positive direction for the first time in my life! I was on top of the world! Then a week later, all my momentum crashed. My client’s father unexpectedly passed away. He was unprepared and didn’t have a family trust set up for his family, which meant the property (my first listing!) was going to probate.

			Probate is a curse word in real estate. Once a property is passed on to probate, it is up to the government—be it the state, county, or municipality—to administer the estate. This process can take an extensive amount of time to complete, with some cases taking years to finalize. When my broker explained all this, I walked out to my car and started crying my ass off—truly bawling my eyes out on the drive home. I didn’t talk to anyone that whole night, and I told myself that I would quit the next day. I told myself real estate was not for me. I thought, “I’m just going to get a job. My parents were right. My friends were right. I took too big of a risk. I’m stupid for doing all this stuff. I’m a complete and utter failure.”

			And at this moment in my life I realized that failure and success live right next to each other. This story is the biggest inflection point of my life. As soon as I woke up that next day, I knew that I shouldn’t quit. I knew I should keep going. After the initial shock passed, I realized how
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