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I'm at a sales seminar in Dallas when a woman hires me to kill her network marketing junkie of a husband.  Before meeting her, I'm surrounded by salesmen on all sides, which is not a pretty picture.  Still, I'm trying to get the most out of the seminar.  I look for ways to apply sales methods to my prospecting.

“Can you see the value in having your wife killed?”

“Can you get excited by getting rid of the one person who's been keeping you down?”

“Isn't it worth $5,000 to rub out your CEO so you can take over the company?”

Things like that.

Needless to say, it's easier to ask your way into selling a house than it is asking your way into a murder for hire.  Oh well.

I start for the door, but some guy in a suit grabs me.  “Excuse me,” he says.  “You seem like a sharp individual.”

“Me?” I say.

“Yes, you.  Tell me, have you ever thought about starting your own business?”

“I already own my own business,” I say.

“Could you use extra money on the side?”

“Doing what?”

“Well, my company is expanding and…”

“Hold up,” I say.  “Your company is expanding, but you want to know if I want to start my own business?  Which is it?”

“Both.  See, I'm a top rep in a network marketing business.”

“Which one?” I ask.  I've seen a lot of programs in my day.  I just can't get excited about trying to sell water filters for twice the price of an identical filter at Wal-Mart.  Know what I mean?

“I'm not supposed to give the name.”

“Then I'm not supposed to listen to you.”  And I leave him standing there alone.

As I walk through the door a woman nods to me.  “Did my husband try to recruit you?”

“That's your husband?” I ask.  And since I just walked out of a sales seminar and I'm willing to try damn near anything to drum up a new hit, I say, “Can you see the value in eliminating him from your life?”

“Yes,” she says.  “I can.  Stupid bastard spends hundreds of dollars on junk from his little group in order to try and qualify for a ten dollar bonus.  He wines and dines prospects at fancy restaurants to show the plan and I swear to God he doesn't bring in more than fifty dollars in a year.  Killing him would save me a lot of money since he does this full time.”

“How much does he spend on it in a year?” I ask.

“Twenty thousand dollars last year.  The moron sees pictures of successful representatives in front of their yachts or kicking back at their mansions or something and thinks he can get there.  He's on track to blow more than twenty grand this year.  I hate his stupid company.  You know, I can't even get my car into the garage since he has all his stupid products stored out there.”  She shakes her head.  “And he keeps buying more because he thinks it will duplicate through his downline.”

“Does he have a big downline?”

“He had three people, but two of them dropped out when their wives threatened to leave them.”

“You know, you could have him knocked off for five grand.”  I say this with a grin as if I'm kidding, but I might be serious.  I can play it either way from here depending on how she responds.

“If only that were true.”

“Give me your number,” I say.  “I'll call you and if you're serious, I know someone who can set it up for you.”

She studies me for a moment, trying to tell if this is a joke.  Then she pulls out a card and hands it to me.  I glance at the card and hesitate.  She works for the district attorney's office.  “Have him call me,” she says.

“I feel obligated to point out that a divorce could be cheaper.”

“True,” she says, “but not nearly as satifying.”

“I don't know,” I say.  “Looks like he'd run the risk of getting arrested.”

“Not if he could kill my loser husband he wouldn't.”

***

I have to admit that I'm nervous about making the call.  I've had some close encounters with the law in the past and I always try to stay away from anyone connected with law enforcement.  But I figure, hell, a district attorney is still a lying lawyer.  Maybe it'll be worth the risk.

So I give her a buzz.

She tells me that her husband is having a group of people over for a home business presentation and that I should stop by.

“I don't like doing my work with a crowd around.”

“Have you ever been to a home presentation for a multi-level marketing company?”

“No.”

“Mitch invited twenty people over and I'll bet you five hundred dollars that all twenty will be no shows.”

“You're kidding.”

“Have you ever heard the term N.F.L.?”

“National Football League,” I say.

“No Friends Left,” she says.  “People just don't want their friends to sell them a bunch of crap they can buy at the store cheaper and with more convenience.  They also hate to be asked to spend a couple hundred dollars to be set up as product distributors.”

“All right, I'll come over.”

“Good.  Let him show you the plan.  Have him go through his entire presentation.  Maybe you'll give me a discount when you see what I have to put up with.  In fact, maybe you should go to one of their rallies.  You could do the world a favor and wipe out a lot of them with one well-placed hand grenade.”

“I don't do volume discounts,” I say.

***

I knock on the door at seven thirty.  Mitch lets me in and he's all excited to see me.  His wife is right; I'm the only one who showed up.

“It's great to see you again,” he says.  “I'm sorry; I seem to have forgotten your name.”

“I never gave it.”

“I see.  Well, if you can sign in for me?”

“I'm the only one here.”

“Yes, but I'd still love it if you'd sign the register and let me get you a name tag.”

“No.”

“All right,” he says.  “No problem.  Just don't leave.  Let me show you in.”

He leads me into the living room.  He has a dry erase board set up on a metal easel.  There are twenty chairs spread throughout the room.

“Sit down.”

I sit.

“We should give the others a few more minutes,” he says glancing at his watch.

“What time were they supposed to be here?” I ask.

“They were supposed to be here half an hour ago, but--”

“Let's just get on with it.”

“I would, but see, I'm still waiting for my sponsor.  He's much better at showing the plan.”

“Really?  I thought you'd been in for awhile.”

“Three years.  I love it.”

“You must be doing great.  How much do you make, if you don't mind my asking.”

“You wouldn't believe me if I told you,” he says as if reading from a memorized script.

His wife comes in.  “Oh, you actually have a prospect this time.  I'm impressed.”

“Don't be a dream stealer, Edith.”

“Look who's talking,” she says, and winks at me.

“Just sit down.  Okay?”

“Oh, you want to make the place seem fuller, right?  Numbers add credibility.”

“Don't pick on me, Edith.  Network marketing is the wave of
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