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We consider this book a gift from God. Writing it would have been impossible without all the help and inspiration the Universe sent our way. We, in turn, wish to dedicate it to the good work of the world.
It is a beautiful day. The sun is warm. The sky is clear. The band is playing a glorious tune. And you are invited to sing along. 
I’m Rich Beyond 
My Wildest Dreams 
I am. I am. I am.
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PREFACE

The Big Secret
Yes, there is a big secret to getting everything you want in life. It’s simple. You’ve undoubtedly heard it before. And you probably take it for granted. It isn’t the whole story, but it is essential to creating a rich, happy and healthy life. It is a Universal Law. Which means it is invested with a power and might that can take you anywhere you want to go.
Ask and you shall receive.

Humankind has known this law for thousands of years. Yet strangely enough, only a small percentage of the population has ever learned how to use it in their personal and professional lives. How often have you wanted more from life but not known how to get it? Well, now you can have everything you want. We’ll show you how.
You can live the life you dream.

In this book we show you exactly how to ask so that you may receive everything. We show you how to get the things you want in your life, and how to eliminate the things you do not want. This book will show you how you, too, can get Rich Beyond Your Wildest Dreams.

INTRODUCTION 

How Rich Is Rich?
At this writing, I drive a big, beautiful, black Mercedes Benz S Class. It had only 55,000 miles when I bought it. It was in perfect condition, including the golden leather upholstery. I paid $12,000 less than book value. My wife drives a very sharp Volvo station wagon in excellent condition, white with gold leather upholstery. I bought it for nothing down and $5,000 below book value. My three children each drive great cars, all of which we have purchased in the past two years. (Two new VW Jettas, and a brand-new VW Golf.)
I live in a two story, five bedroom, three bath executive home with a swimming pool and hot tub. We are less than five minutes from one of the finest beaches in the world. We have all new furniture, new carpets, new pots and pans (the mirror finish kind that drives the cleaning lady nuts), new china, new flatware and plenty of new clothes to fit our new, slimmer, trimmer bodies.
We are healthier and happier than we have ever been. I have money in the bank. I weigh twenty pounds less than I did three months ago. If I want something, I get it. I have a gold card with a major credit limit. We travel frequently. We eat out all the time. Every weekend we go shopping for some new thing that will enrich our lives.
My spiritual life is at an all-time high. I give more every month to spiritual works than I used to give in a couple of years. I feel good about myself and my fellow humans. I have stopped yelling at other drivers (well, most of the time). And I am even learning to love my enemies. Best of all, according to my wife, I seldom snore anymore.
Diane and I have been married forever. We have gone through a great deal together, as have our children. Yes, we consider ourselves rich. But then so do those who used to think of us as their poor friends.
It is hard even for me to believe that less than six years ago I declared bankruptcy for the second time. My family was evicted from our home. The four drivers in our family shared two junkie cars, neither of which could be trusted to make it to the post office and back on a regular basis. But now, I am rich.
How rich is rich? There are many people who make far more money than I do (right now). Think about Bill Gates, Steven Spielberg, Shaqille O’Neal or the guy who owns the dealership where I bought my car. They, undoubtedly, have more money and more things than I do. I am happy for them. They are doing great. I hope they get richer. I certainly intend to get richer.
Rich is not having more money. Rich is knowing the secret to getting everything you want in life.

I am rich because I’ve learned the secret. The secret that was right under my nose my whole life. A secret as old as Abraham and as powerful and full of possibility as a newborn child. A secret that came to me on the wings of power and might, sent from the heavens above. A secret that made me Rich Beyond My Wildest Dreams.

NOTICE!

Official Religious Disclaimer
Oh, first I must interject my basic religious disclaimer. I believe there is only one God and that all religions come from God. That God is the beginning and the end and all that lieth between. I believe God is the unknowable essence from which all things come. The Sustainer, the Healer, the Incomparable. I believe He sent many messengers, each a new chapter in one continuous revelation of God.
I accept all religions as true. I believe Jesus Christ is the Son of God. I believe Moses is the Friend of God. I believe Mohammed is the Apostle of God. I believe that Baha’u’llah is the Glory of God. I believe in Abraham, Krishna, Buddha, Zoroaster, and the Bab. I believe that all the men and women on this earth, regardless of race, nationality or creed are one big family, one people, one universal consciousness.
So if you do not believe as I do, great! You have the right to believe whatever you want. It will not change the secrets I have for you. It will not harm, hurt or diminish the power or the effectiveness of the exercises I give you. This book is not about religion. Your relationship with your creator is your business. You can call this Omniscient, All Pervasive, Omnipresent reality whatever you want. Call it a Force, Nature, the Universe, the Great Spirit, Creation, God-She. We’re only talking semantics.
But know this of a certainty—we are not alone in this life. There is a Force out there far greater than anything we can ever comprehend. It is this Universal Force that gives us everything. It is this Creative Force that has made humankind Rich Beyond Its Wildest Dreams. And it is this Force to which we turn for our own prosperity.
If I say God and you say Yahweh, or if I say Angels and you say Spirits or Guides, who cares? Maybe we’ll have coffee together in Saint Moritz and talk about it sometime. Watch the sun rise over the Alps on a clear, crisp July morning. Smell the French pastry, taste the sweet cheeses, share the good times. Until then, let’s get rich together. Forget our differences and make the most of what we have.

CHAPTER ONE

Hawks on the Beach
This is a remarkably short book considering the gift it holds. Yes, I will tell you the secret. You will have the opportunity to be Rich Beyond Your Wildest Dreams. But first I must set the scene. To do less would be like you giving your lover a precious stone without the setting. A loose diamond is a valuable investment, but a diamond ring is a gift you’ll cherish for life.
Come with me, then, to one of Southern California’s least known and most intimate beaches. It is a good walk from the car down the path cut deep into the steep cliffs that protect the narrow stretch of sand and tide pools.
It was here, only a mile from Seal Island, that my story begins. Or, at least, so I originally thought. My wife, fifteen-year-old daughter and I were spending the day with my daughter’s best friend and her parents. We’d known each other for a few years, but this was kind of a first date. You know—hang at the beach, enjoy the day and find out what we have in common.
Shortly after spreading our blankets and pouring on the sunscreen, I got into a conversation with Lisa, the best friend’s stepmother. Lisa was into alternative thinking, most of which seemed a little far out to me, but then she said, “Did you know that the Indians in this area believed that hawks were messengers of the Great Spirit and that if a hawk landed near you it meant that God had a message for you?”
I had just finished writing a video script for a major oil company’s annual dealer meeting using that very concept as a central theme. I was ready to expound on my own knowledge of Native American lore when something happened that silenced us all.
Out of nowhere, a hawk soared down from the heavens, circled twice above our heads and landed right next to me.
No one said anything for the longest time. It was more than strange, and the coincidence was unsettling to say the least. This hawk was within maybe ten feet of me. Way out of character. Hawks are very careful to keep a good distance from possible danger. I grew up on a farm, and I have never seen a hawk land on the ground—let alone within a few feet of a human. Yet I could almost reach out and touch this one.
Finally, Lisa announced what everyone was thinking. “Well, Tom, it looks like God has a message for you.”
I shook my head and negated the whole weird scene with some inane joke. The hawk stayed a while longer before taking off and disappearing back into the heavens. I was quick to make sure everyone knew I didn’t really believe in superstition.
Then Bob said, “One man’s superstition is another man’s insight.” We all laughed and Lisa added, “Good thing it was only one hawk. The Indians also believed that if the hawk brought his mate to meet you, that meant the message from God was very important.”
These words had no sooner left my friend’s mouth when our friendly hawk reappeared from above, circled and landed again next to me, this time with his mate.
OK, to this day, I still do not know what to make of all this. I do not believe in superstition, yet two incredible coincidences are equally hard to swallow. Maybe it was pure coincidence. Maybe it was God’s way of getting my attention. I do not know. But whatever the source of this remarkable play of nature, it did get my attention. And it did set the scene for a meeting that night that would change the direction of my life. This strange and seemingly insignificant visit from two hawks did, in fact, began a journey so dramatic and so impacting that it eventually led us to a life which we could never have imagined, a life Rich Beyond Our Wildest Dreams.

CHAPTER TWO

Accepting Your Own Good
Strange as it may seem, one of the most difficult steps in getting Rich Beyond Your Wildest Dreams is accepting your own good. Actually allowing yourself to receive the good you are due.
Most people do not expect to receive good. You have been conditioned by your perception of the events that make up your life to believe that the other shoe is going to fall at any minute. That you are not worthy of getting what you really want. That you are destined to struggle and suffer in this life. You may pray for help. You may work your fingers to the bone. You may ask for prosperity and desire the good of this world, but in the end you are not really ready to receive the gifts God sends. You have shut yourself off from the generosity of Creation.
Your good is waiting for you now. Please open the door and let it in.

God meant for us to be rich. In every Holy Book there are verses that attest to our wealth. Baha’u’llah said it beautifully, “I created thee rich, why dost thou bring thyself down to poverty.”
Accepting your own good is essential to realizing the high estate the Universe has set for you. If you refuse the good you are offered, you are refusing God and you are denying yourself that which you desire most. Not a good idea if you want to get rich.
There is the old, old, old (I think I heard it in high school 200 years ago) story about the man caught in the flood. Surrounded by water and sitting on his front porch, the man is approached by a rescue worker in a boat. The would-be rescuer tells the man to get in the boat because the river is still rising. The man, devoutly religious, says, “No thank you, my Lord will protect me.” And the boat leaves without him.
Two hours later, the man has moved to the second story of his house, since the first story is now under water. This time a Sheriff’s deputy steers his boat up next to the window and tells the man to get in his boat because the river is still rising. Again the man refuses, saying, “No thank you, my Lord will protect me.” And the deputy is forced to leave without him.
An hour later, the man has moved to the roof of his house when a helicopter flies over and drops a ladder for the man. Once again the man refuses, yelling up to the pilot, “No thank you, my Lord will protect me.” And the chopper leaves him to die.
The man does die and goes to heaven. There, he is granted a brief conversation with God. Immediately the man says, “Dear Lord, I have been a faithful servant all my life. I have always turned to You and You alone.”
God nods his agreement, saying, “Yes, this is true.”
“Why then,” the man continues, “did you leave me to die in that terrible flood?”
God shakes his head and says, “I didn’t mean for you to die. In fact, I sent two boats and a helicopter. What more did you want?”
Accepting our own good is the first step to prosperity. Unless you accept the good you are given, nothing can come to you. If someone offers to buy you lunch or give you free tickets to a ball game you want to see, you must accept this gift. To refuse hurts both you and the giver. You are denied your gift. The giver is denied the bounty of giving.
What’s more, if you refuse to accept someone’s gift, you are refusing God. Now, this leads to the first law of prosperity, but we are getting ahead of ourselves. We need to go back to that sandy beach in sunny Southern California. There’s someone I want you to meet. The person who showed me the doors to my prosperity. The person who taught me how to become Rich Beyond My Wildest Dreams.

CHAPTER THREE

Enter Marilyn
After putting the hawks out of mind we—Diane, Heather, Bob, Lisa, Brooke and I—spent a great day playing in the cool surf and working up a healthy appetite. We had so much fun together, notwithstanding the visit from our fine feathered friends, that we all decided to go to Bob and Lisa’s and grill hamburgers.
Naturally, we were tired and a bit sunburned. (Who ever remembers to use a second coat of sunscreen?) While we were cooking, Bob decided we needed to meet their neighbor, “somebody we would just love.” I said, “No. I’m tired and hot and cranky and I do not want to make small talk with a sweet little old lady from Illinois who probably thinks Harry Truman is still vice president.” I did not meet new people all that well back then.
Bob smiled and said, “Marilyn’s very connected. You’ll like her,” and he called her anyway. I couldn’t imagine what or who this woman was connected to—Hollywood, the local AARP, a very long extention cord? Fortunately, she said she was not feeling well and could not come over. I was relieved and totally disarmed when, ten minutes later, the back door opened and in walked this strong, vibrant woman in her sixties full of good cheer and shocking blonde hair. The instant our eyes met the hairs on the back of my neck stood straight up. The electricity in the room was so thick I could feel it crackling on my skin.
Marilyn immediately walked over behind me, grabbed my shoulders and said, “I tried not coming, then I got a message that I needed to meet you, because I think I have information for you.”
I was not ready for any of this. The hawks, the message, the high-voltage connection, none of it. But this is California, land of fruits and nuts, so I did the politically correct thing. I smiled a lot and agreed with everybody, biding my time until I could run away.
Seriously, my first meeting with Marilyn was so strangely powerful that I decided to make it my business to avoid this wonderful woman for as long as humanly possible. After years of struggling from one thing to another, I had finally developed a small commercial writing business which I called an ad agency. I wrote and created brochures, videos and sundry marketing materials for, basically, one client. This paid the bills more or less. Considerably less than more, actually. My bankruptcy was recently discharged, and I did not need this kind of complication in my life.
Marilyn told me she was a prosperity teacher and that she had helped many people get the things they wanted in life. She even told me she felt strongly that she had a special message for me (something I’ve never heard her say to anyone else since). When I asked what the message was, she told me she’d be glad to meet with me, but I had to call for an appointment. She didn’t have her calendar with her. She gave me her card.
There it was. Marilyn had my message. The hawks had prepared me to receive it. They’d been quite clear. First one, then two hawks landing practically within arm’s reach. Clearly, the Universe had an important message for me. And then, like the hawks, out of nowhere comes this blonde lightning bolt telling me she’s the bearer of an important message. Just for me. Who could refuse such a dramatic call to action?
Maybe I was overly cautious. I don’t know. Maybe I needed more time to think. Maybe I couldn’t handle the truth. Who really knows these things for sure?
I do know she told me I had to call for an appointment, which, to my business ears, meant she was serious about her work. I know all too well that free advice is worth exactly what you pay for it. I expect to be paid for my services. And in return I expect to pay when I receive a service. (Marilyn told me later that this was the Law of Compensation.) Since I decided there was a cost involved, I dismissed the whole thing by saying to myself, I can’t afford it right now. An expensive and painful decision as it turned out.
Still, I was attracted to Marilyn’s spirit. She was honest and straightforward, and behind those blue eyes I sensed a real wisdom and an exceptional talent. She had a strength that transcended anyone I’d ever met. Part of me wanted to get to know her, but I was still smarting from the bankruptcy. I wanted to keep my life simple and uncomplicated. If I knew anything about this woman, I knew she was unconventional and good at it. I went home that night without my message. I told myself it was because I did not want to spend any money. But I think the truth is I was afraid. I felt Marilyn’s personal power, and I was afraid.
I was prepared by our friendly hawks to receive a message, a very important message. The whole day seemed orchestrated to this finale. Yet I turned down this gift. And I paid the price of refusing a gift from God.
Know this! I refused the gift God offered me and headed off in the wrong direction. Soon, my business took what seemed like a left turn into a brick wall. Oh, if I’d only known then what I know now.
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