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Introduction


For 5 years, I studied the daily habits of 233 millionaires in order to uncover their millionaire secrets. I also studied the daily habits of 128 individuals, struggling in poverty, in order to find out where they went wrong.

While there are many books on success or wealth creation, they all seem to focus exclusively on what the wealthy did to become rich. While knowing what to do is important to success and building wealth, it will only get you halfway down the field. In order to get down the entire field and score, you must also know what not to do. Which is why I included those struggling with poverty in my Study.

During the 5 years of my Study, I felt like a fly on the wall inside the homes of the rich and the poor. The 144 questions I asked every individual, rich or poor, helped me to understand exactly what the rich and poor did from the moment they woke up in the morning to the moment they went to bed at night.

The data I gathered is simply profound and groundbreaking.

Below is a small sampling of the many data points I will share with you in the pages that follow.


How Millionaire Behaviors Differ from Non-Millionaires

Millionaires have certain ritual behaviors that put them on the path toward success. What are some of those behaviors?


	Millionaires Take Care of Their Bodies: 76 percent engaged in 20–30 minutes of cardio, four or more days a week. That’s running, jogging, brisk walking, biking, swimming, etc. It doesn’t cost any money to run, jog, or walk, so this is a habit anyone can forge.

	Millionaires Are Readers: 85 percent of millionaires read two or more books every month and 88 percent read 30 minutes or more each day. What did they read? 51 percent read about history, 55 percent read self-help, 58 percent read biographies of successful people, and 79 percent read educational material.

	Millionaires Build Power Relationships with Influencers: 86 percent networked with people who could help them realize their dreams and their goals. These were individuals who held positions of power and influence.

	Millionaires Are Decision-Makers: 91 percent of the millionaires, other than the Saver-Investor Millionaires, were decision-makers at their place of business.

	Millionaires Have Good Etiquette: 75 percent sent thank-you cards, holiday cards, and other cards for special occasions. They said “please,” “thank you,” and “may I.” They looked others in the eye while listening. They acknowledged birthdays, anniversaries, and important events in the lives of those they cared about. They did not criticize others, condemn others, or complain to or about others.

	Millionaires Set and Pursue Big Goals: 55 percent pursued one singular goal for more than 1 year.

	Millionaires Say “No” Often: They made a habit out of saying no to people and things that interfered with their pursuit of dreams and goals.






How Millionaires Talk

Constant communication is a prerequisite to building strong relationships. Millionaires are great communicators and because of that they are able to build strong, long-lasting relationships. What are some of the communication strategies I uncovered in my research?


	Millionaires Do Not Gossip: 94 percent avoided gossip. Most gossip is negative and can do irreparable harm to your relationships. Since millionaires are fanatics when it comes to building strong relationships, gossip is something they avoid like the plague.

	Millionaires Make Happy Birthday Calls: 80 percent made happy birthday calls to the people who were important to them. Happy birthday calls serve to keep your important relationships on life support but 25 percent of those you call will reciprocate and call you on your birthday, taking your relationship off life support.

	Millionaires Make Hello Calls: 80 percent regularly called those they wanted to build a strong relationship with. One of the tools they used was the Hello Call—regular calls to say hello and gather information on your relationships.

	Millionaires Make Life Event Calls: Life Event Calls, such as calling someone to congratulate them on the birth of a child, an award, or a promotion, creates strong emotional bonds that allow you to grow strong relationships. Making a Life Event Call is like putting your relationships on steroids.

	Millionaires Vet Their Thoughts: 94 percent did not say what was on their mind. They restrained themselves. This allowed them to gather their thoughts about how to effectively communicate something that was important.






How Millionaires Think

Any mental thought, often repeated, becomes a habit. Habitual thoughts make you who you are. Millionaires are rich because of the way they habitually think. Their habitual thinking comes first and their habitual behavior follows. If you habitually think a certain way, you will habitually act a certain way. To become rich, you have to learn how to think like a millionaire. What are some of the thinking habits of millionaires?


	Millionaires Believe in Themselves: 79 percent believed they could rise from poverty or the middle class to wealth. 90 percent did not believe in fate. They believed they were the architects of their lives.

	Millionaires Believe Hard Work Trumps Intelligence: 90 percent believed hard work was more important than a high IQ.

	Millionaires Believe Persistence Creates Good Luck: 92 percent believed they created their own good luck by relentlessly pursuing their dreams and goals.

	Millionaires Are Optimists: 54 percent believed their optimism was an important factor in their success.

	Millionaires Control Their Emotions: 81 percent made a habit of controlling their negative emotions such as anger, envy, resentment, and hate. This made it easier for others to do business with them.

	Millionaires Believe Honesty Is the Best Policy: 85 percent told the truth all the time. They never lied. Being perceived as honest helps build trust, a foundation for success and strong relationships.



Some other things you will learn in the pages that follow …




How to Achieve 100 Percent of Your Goals

In this book, I will introduce you to the concept of Dream-Setting. There are three steps in the Dream-Setting Process. We will cover each of those steps in detail. Once you understand the Dream-Setting Process, you will be able to achieve 100 percent of your goals, which will enable you to create the life of your dreams.



How to Find Your Main Purpose in Life

Finding your main purpose in life not only guarantees you will succeed, it creates fulfillment and happiness. I will teach you the process for finding your main purpose in life. Even better, you will be able to share this process with your children, so that they may also find their main purpose in life.



How to Raise Your Children to Be Successful, Rich, and Happy

I will share with you certain habits to teach your children that will set them up for success, wealth, and happiness.



How to Find the Right People to Help You Realize Your Dreams and Goals

You will learn exactly how to find apostles for your cause—individuals who will help you pull your cart. This dramatically increases your chances for success.



How to Shortcut Habit Change

I will share with you the latest science on habit change. These shortcuts will reduce the time it takes to form a new good habit and eliminate an old bad habit. I will explain how Habit Stacking works. I will also share with you the Baby Step Strategy to habit change. I will teach you how to forge new morning habits, afternoon habits, and nighttime habits.



What Are the Four Paths to Wealth?

In my Study, I learned that there were four different paths to wealth all self-made millionaires pursued. This discovery alone is revolutionary.



How to Create Good Luck

You will learn the four types of luck. I will also explain, in detail, how to create Opportunity Luck—the luck all millionaires create. I will also teach you how to avoid Detrimental Luck—the luck all poor people create.



How to Get Rich Working for Someone Else

Forty-nine percent of self-made millionaires who made their millions were employees. I will show you how to become rich working for someone else.



How to Create Multiple Streams of Income

One of the common attributes of millionaires is that they had a minimum of three streams of income. I will explain the importance of multiple streams of income and how to go about creating new income streams.

My goal in writing this book is to help ordinary individuals become rich, successful, healthy, and happy. I’ve received tens of thousands of letters, emails, cards, and social media posts from my readers over the years thanking me for helping them rise from poverty or the middle class, transforming not only their lives but the lives of their children. You see, the lessons you will learn in these pages will also benefit your children and their children. Future generations will have you to thank for learning the success habits that I share in this book.

Now, I don’t want to mislead you. Success isn’t easy. It’s hard work. And it takes time and persistence. It took the average self-made millionaire, depending on the Path to Wealth they pursued, between 12 and 32 years to accumulate their enormous wealth. But one of the most important things that I’ve learned from my Rich Habits research is that success is a process.

This book will teach you that process.







The Insurance Salesman


“I just can’t take it anymore,” Phoenix Upman murmured into his half-empty pint glass. He ran his short, plump fingers through what little hair was left on his head as his cigarette burned out in the ashtray beside him.

“Bad day?” the bartender asked nonchalantly as he leaned over the bar, perusing the sports section. He didn’t seem particularly interested, but pretended to be for his customer’s sake.

Phoenix managed a sort of angry snort that gave way to forced, hollow laughter. “More like a bad life.” He drained the rest of his beer and slid the empty mug forward for a refill. “Last night I had to tell my son that we could not afford to send him to college. We just don’t have the money. We can’t even swing tuition at Brookline.”

Brookline, the local community college, gave discounted rates to county residents—practically giving away an education. The bartender sensed immediately how pathetic Phoenix’s financial situation must be if he couldn’t even afford Brookline. The bartender had managed to get himself through 2 years there with what little savings he had, supplemented by the tips from this place.

“Not even Brookline, huh?”

“Nope,” Phoenix said. He lit up another cigarette and took a long, slow drag, letting his eyelids close as he held in his breath.

“This one is on me.” The bartender set a fresh pint down in front of Phoenix and contemplated the troubled man. Although younger than the bartender, that was not obvious by looking at Phoenix. His receding hairline and expanding waistline made him look older, as did the deep crease between his eyes and the wrinkles snaked across his forehead. Nothing about him was particularly distinct. His shirtsleeves, rolled up to mid-forearm, had blotchy blue ink stains. “What do you do for a living?”

“I sell insurance,” he said, too quickly perhaps. “What I mean is, I try. What I make is barely enough to live on, let alone put away for something like college.” Phoenix rolled a peanut between his thumb and forefinger, his gaze fixed somewhere across the bar. He sat for a long while, quiet, slowly rolling the peanut, unblinking. “How’d I get to be such a failure?” he murmured to himself.

The bartender returned to the article he was reading. Phoenix set the peanut down on the bar and wrapped his hand back around the cold glass, lifting the mug to his lips once again, draining his latest pint. “You know, even if I died there’s not much. I don’t even have enough insurance to make that worthwhile.” He slid the glass forward, signaling another refill. “Some salesman I am,” he muttered under his breath. He pinched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes tight, scrunching up his face.

“You driving, man?” the bartender asked.

“I’m not far from here, just a few blocks. I’ll be fine.”

“I don’t know; you’ve been here a while.”

Phoenix glanced at the bartender, a pleading look in his eyes. He knew he had worn out his welcome, but how could he go home and face his son after last night? It was clear the bartender was going to cut him off. Sensing this, Phoenix laid out some cash and pushed back from the bar. Without saying a word, he shrugged into his coat and cap, pulling his cap down tight on his head before making his way down the length of the bar toward the exit.

Outside was dark and Phoenix could see his breath hanging in the air before him. There were no stars; they were lost somewhere behind opaque December clouds. He made his way over to his black subcompact and fumbled in his pockets for the keys. Inside the car was not much better; he could feel his fingers going numb from the cold. Phoenix lit one last cigarette and sat back, waiting for the engine to warm up.

He let his head roll back and sighed to himself, something about bad luck. His eyelids fell shut as he took a long drag off the cigarette. The smoke swirled up and around his head in wispy grey ribbons before pooling in a thin cloud near the ceiling of the car. Phoenix opened his eyes and watched the trail of smoke dance away from the butt. He shook his head slowly. He thought about what he might say to his son, if the boy would even talk to him. A sudden knock on the driver-side window startled Phoenix.

“Jesus,” he muttered, fumbling around on the floor for the still-burning cigarette that had fallen from his hand with the knock on the window. He found the cigarette and snubbed what was left in the overflowing ashtray before rolling down his window. “Can I help you?” he asked gruffly, staring up at the stranger who had interrupted his thoughts.

“I was just about to ask you the same thing.”

“Excuse me?” Phoenix looked up at the stranger standing just outside the car. “Do I know you?”

“My name is Champ Dailey,” the stranger said, sticking out a gloved hand. Phoenix reluctantly obliged, loosely gripping the soft, black leather, and quickly recoiled.

“And your name is?” the stranger asked.

“Phoenix Upman.”

“Hi, Mr. Upman. I couldn’t help but overhear you back in the bar. I’m truly sorry for your troubles.”

Phoenix wasn’t quite sure what to make of this. When the bartender was pretending not to ignore Phoenix, all he’d wanted was a little bit of sympathy, but now, coming from this stranger, well, it just made him feel more pathetic. Phoenix waved off the comment, shaking his head, and fixed his gaze straight ahead.

“I’d like you to come by my office on Monday,” Champ continued. “I can help you.” Champ pulled a business card from his pocket and held it out. Phoenix took the card and studied it suspiciously.

“Help me? You don’t even know me.”

“You’d be surprised,” Champ replied, a warm grin spreading across his face.

“What are you, like a loan shark or something? I’m not getting involved in that, I got enough problems as it is,” Phoenix said.

“No, Mr. Upman.” Champ loosed a slow-rolling laugh. “Just a man looking in a very old mirror.” With that he turned to walk across the parking lot, calling over his shoulder, “Monday, 12 o’clock.”

Phoenix’s eyes followed Champ in the rearview mirror, watching as he got into his car and pulled out of the lot. After Champ had gone, Phoenix found himself staring at his own reflection. “Old mirror?” he repeated to himself as he studied his own face. He glanced down at the business card still in his hands. “Nothing to lose at this point, I suppose.” He tucked the card in his wallet and set off for home.

Phoenix was restless as he showered and dressed for work on Monday morning. He could think only of the strange encounter and his upcoming meeting with this Champ Dailey fellow. Phoenix had lost hope long ago, but on his lunch hour that day, as he walked up Broad Street toward the address on the card, his curiosity compelled him forward. As the numbers climbed, the buildings became much nicer, taller, and more ornate. Finally, at the corner of Broad and First, he came to a stop in front of the grandest building on the street. He grew dizzy as he looked straight up, taking in the façade of the building. Phoenix double-checked the address on the card to make sure he had the right place: 700 Broad Street. He sighed, futilely trying to count the number of floors from the street.

“May I help you?” the doorman said, interrupting his tally.

“I have a meeting with Champ Dailey.”

“Yes, sir,” the doorman replied, swinging open the tall glass door and welcoming Phoenix inside. “Take the left bank of elevators, the ones marked 20 to 35. Mr. Dailey’s office is on the 21st floor. Exit the elevator to your right.”

Phoenix nodded, distracted by the lobby buzzing with energy. He found the right elevator and got in, his finger dancing over the button. He couldn’t help but wonder what he was getting himself into.

The doors opened to an expansive reception area. Phoenix was immediately overwhelmed. The room was larger than the entire sales department back at his office. He hesitated before exiting the elevators, checking the floor number again just to make sure he was in the right place.

As he walked out of the elevator, Champ Dailey greeted him. “Mr. Upman, I’m so glad you came. Did you have much trouble finding the building?”

“Um … uh, no,” Phoenix replied. “I hope, uh, this isn’t a bad time or anything. I can come back later if you’re busy. The place seems busy.”

“No, I was expecting you, Mr. Upman. Please, follow me,” Champ instructed, leading him past the reception area and through a short hallway. Phoenix was stunned when Champ swung the door open to reveal an opulent office. The wood floors and oak-lined walls warmed the cavernous room, and numerous paintings provided splashes of color. Phoenix took in the expansive room and conceded that this was the most impressive office he had ever been in.

Phoenix took a better look at Champ. He seemed taller than Phoenix remembered, and lean with a full head of silver-grey hair. His soft, blue eyes radiated a kind of welcoming warmth, which put Phoenix at ease, at least a little. The man had a kind of good-natured air about him, and he seemed casual and relaxed.

“I’m so glad you came,” Champ said. He directed Phoenix to an empty chair in front of his desk.

“I’m sorry about the other night. I guess … I, um, I was just, you know …”

“No need to apologize,” Champ broke in, nodding sympathetically. Champ sat, considering the man across from him for a moment. Phoenix shifted nervously in his chair as the silence settled between them. He couldn’t help being distracted by his surroundings, peering around at the paintings and luxurious décor.

“I’ve been where you are, you know.” Champ finally spoke, leaning in ever so slightly. “I’ve been in the pits of darkness and despair.”

Phoenix looked confused as his eyes settled back on the man seated across the desk. “Despair? From the looks of things, I’d say you are a continent from despair.”

Champ paused, smirking just a bit. “I am, now; but not too long ago things were a mess. No hope, no direction, everything in life seemed to pass me by. I almost lost my family over my circumstances. I guess you could say I’ve come a long way.” Champ closed his eyes and the smile faded from his face. “When I heard you the other night at the bar, it brought back a lot of painful memories.”

Phoenix shifted again in his chair. He felt as though he were intruding on a private moment. Champ didn’t seem to notice Phoenix. Phoenix cleared his throat, twice.

“Funny thing that I was in that bar that night. I’d never been to that bar before. After I left, I kept wondering why our paths had crossed. What put me in that particular bar on that particular night?” Champ seemed to drift again. “The only conclusion I could reach was that something intended I be there, meant me to be there, to meet you.”

Phoenix stared at Champ, considering his words carefully. “Like what? Like fate or something?”

“Fate, yes.”

“Why? What’s so important about me that fate would have us meet? Why me?”

A smile broke on Champ’s face and he sat up straight, his eyes wide as if he had a long-kept secret he was ready to share. “I believe it was intended that I pull you out of this hole you’re in. I am sure now that you are the very opportunity I was told about. Yes, I am certain that you represent my opportunity to return the favor that I received a lifetime ago when I was an altogether different man.”

“I don’t understand,” Phoenix replied.

“You see, some years ago I was told that I might be called upon to help another in need. I was told I would know him when I saw him because I would see the mirror image of my old self. I didn’t understand the meaning of this at the time, but then you came along and finally it all made sense. Listening to you the other night, I recognized immediately that you were the person I was meant to help.”

“How did you know all this? How did you know to look for me?”

“Because he told me to,” Champ said.

“Who?”

“My mentor, my advisor. In a lot of ways, the man who saved my life.”

“Who?” Phoenix asked again.

“J. C. Jobs.”

Champ went on to explain how J. C. Jobs was responsible for Champ’s turnaround, and many others just like him. “He enabled us to reach levels of success we had never dreamed possible.” Phoenix listened intently, absorbing every word.

“J. C. Jobs gave me 30 laws. He called them the ‘Rich Habits.’ I was told to live these 30 principles for 30 days and meet back with him. He
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