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Dear Reader,

I know that life can often feel like you’re thrashing around in quicksand. The harder you struggle, the deeper you sink, until you can’t see how you’ll ever be free. This doesn’t have to be your experience. I’ve taught the principles of the Three Simple Steps to individuals and groups for many years, and it has been a joy for me to see the dramatic changes in people’s lives. For a long time, many of them have encouraged me to write it all down. So I’ve written Three Simple Steps to show you how to free yourself and become everything you are meant to be.

This book is the real deal. I came from a poor background with as many hang-ups as anyone else. I had no family or business connections to help me get ahead in the world. Honestly, I have no identifiable skill or talent. I have, however, diligently studied the attributes, talents, and insights of self-made men and women.

I observed three common behaviors in them all that helped them break free from the quicksand of their situations. What intrigued me was that even though they went against the common thinking of the time, their behaviors have since been shown to match up with our modern understanding of the laws of energy. Three Simple Steps provides a map to success in business and life based on proven laws of physics, and is supported by recent neuroscientific evidence.

I resisted writing this book until I felt as though I could stand up and talk about what it takes to achieve the American dream. When I was younger and not motivated by financial independence, I used these steps to achieve a life of travel and adventure, visiting more than fifty countries while earning a mid-six-figure salary. After I turned forty, I used the same system to achieve financial independence. I started a company with a few thousand dollars, and it sold a few years later for more than $100 million. Then I did it again in another business field entirely. I am currently building my third company in less than ten years. I’m not bragging or talking myself up; I want you to know the truth, and to trust what I’m going to tell you.

Quality of life means different things to different people. In Western civilization, it is impossible to achieve a higher quality of life without financial resources. Becoming financially successful is at the core of this book. For me, however, the path to financial independence went hand in glove with improvements in all aspects of a balanced life. Our lives are not meant to be a struggle but a joyful trip, and I hope this book can help you realize that.

The number three has significance throughout human history. It is the tripartite nature of the world as heaven, earth, and waters, or the three phases of the moon. It is human as body, soul, and spirit. Whether it’s the Holy Trinity or the Yin-Yang-Tao, any person can understand and apply a complex concept through an appreciation of three key elements.

Think of a television. It is a complicated piece of technology. You don’t have to become expert in the science of fluorescence or plasma technology to understand the three simple actions of the on/off switch, channel button, and volume control in order to have an enjoyable viewing experience. So it is with understanding the concept of success, and all you need do is make three simple changes in your life.

Similarly, this book has three parts, each dedicated to one step, which must be practiced in the order written. Success cannot be achieved by changing the order or by skipping a step. The first step is to escape the quicksand by reclaiming your individual mentality. The second step empowers you to create those moments of insight that separate the successful from the rest. The third step shows you how to turn your ideas into your new experiences.

I’m hoping this book will really speak to a few of you in particular. I was a road warrior for many years, spending more time in airports than my home. I know the feeling of racing around while trying to convince yourself that what you are doing actually counts for something. But I remember how I felt while I was living that life; there was a gnawing in my solar plexus reminding me that I was born to make more of my life . . . to make a difference. That feeling of wanting to control our own destinies, but not knowing how, is what I call “the quicksand feeling.” Psychology teaches that men value respect over love, and we want to look back on our lives with a measure of pride that we achieved something worthwhile.

In sharing my three simple steps, I have also met many women who sacrificed their aspirations to raise and nurture a family. As the family members find their own paths away from the home, these wives and mothers can suffer from a very real sense of grief. They often speak of a lack of confidence when returning to a work environment that has changed drastically in the intervening years, especially in terms of technology. Today, however, being fifty years old feels like thirty used to, and there is a whole new adventure awaiting anyone brave enough to try. You just need to know how to get it started.

This book is also a rallying cry. Every week, I meet people who are desperate to be in charge of their own futures, but they can’t come up with an idea to help them get started. Others have an idea but then spend thirty minutes telling me why now is the wrong time to start it.

There is never a wrong time to take control of your life. There have been thirty-two major recessions in the United States since 1850. In each one, household names like General Electric (US economy collapse and run on gold) and Microsoft (stagflation) started off as small businesses. In fact, sixteen of the thirty companies that make up the Dow Jones Industrial Average were started during a recession. These include Procter & Gamble, Disney, Alcoa, McDonald’s, and Johnson & Johnson. After every recession, there is an upsurge in the pioneering spirit that is unique to America. The 2001–2003 recession period saw the number of personal businesses grow from 16.9 to 18.6 million, and I started my first company right in the middle of it. History shows there is never a bad time to reinvent yourself. Don’t get left behind.

If you check Amazon.com, you’ll find more than nine thousand titles in the category of self-help success. Many of them offer a helping hand, but the choice is overwhelming: the thirteen paths to . . . the forty-eight laws of . . . When all you want is to improve your quality of life, how are you supposed to learn forty-eight laws about anything before the quicksand pulls you under?

Some self-help book authors have sizeable egos. You can often identify these by the coiffed head with scary white teeth that leers at you from the cover. The pages read like Sunday sermons full of queasy quotations taken out of context. Puking parables exhort you to staple a resignation letter to your boss’s head and buy a one-way ticket to Tibet. As valuable as their information might be, it can’t be digested without a bottle of antacids in hand. This book will show you how to get out of the quicksand . . . without inducing indigestion.

The most popular books in the self-help category were either written almost a century ago or based on ideas from that era, when our culture and society were very different. It was an even more male-dominated world, and the basic laws of physics that we all take for granted today had not been generally accepted. Most of the authors, both back then and more recently, did not achieve the success they were preaching about until after their books started to sell well. It is dubious information, to say the least.

This book is the real deal. I have all the money I need, and all profits I receive from this book will go directly to cancer treatment research and development. I am also donating a free copy to every library in the United States for reasons you’ll discover in the story. Three Simple Steps is a map to success in business and life. Though I am normally an intensely private man, at the behest of my publisher, I have illustrated the steps with authentic personal stories that show how an ordinary life is made extraordinary by doing nothing more than applying these principles. In return, I ask only that you share your own success stories from implementing the Three Simple Steps in your life at www.threesimplesteps.com.

Let’s get started.

Cheers,

Trevor Blake
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PART ONE

ESCAPING THE
QUICKSAND





STEP
1

Reclaiming Your Mentality


To see with one’s own eyes, to feel and judge without succumbing to the suggestive power of the fashion of the day, to be able to express what one has seen and felt in a trim sentence or even in a cunningly wrought word. Is that not glorious? Is it not a proper subject for congratulation?

ALBERT EINSTEIN, 1934



 

RARE IS THE PERSON who becomes rich working for someone else. Rarer still is the inventor whose ideas get through the scientific peer-review process or the revolutionary artist loved immediately by the critics. How many companies that are household names today were created by a consenting group of people sitting in a meeting room? Companies as diverse as Disney, Mattel, and Apple started in a home garage and were driven by the inspiration of just one or two people.

Being successful in anything requires a high degree of individualism. Individualism requires control of mentality. I’m not going to insist that you can change yourself with positive thinking; that can help you feel better about the life you have, but ultimately what you want is a better life. That’s what I’m going to help you with.

Reclaiming your mentality is about becoming the person you were born to be—an individual with the power to think for yourself and with an unlimited potential to achieve great things. Getting out of the quicksand of your life means you must recognize yourself as one among the flock, and win back your identity through control of mentality. It can be the difference between life and death.




1

A Matter of Life and Death

BY 1970, THE DOCTORS called Audrey a walking miracle. She called herself “one of God’s little works in progress.” Born in 1929, in Liverpool, England, a decade before World War II demolished half the city, she was always a pretty, petite girl, with black, wavy hair. Although Liverpool was a blue-collar working city, her family enjoyed a middle-class lifestyle, and Audrey was the apple of her father’s eye.

At the outbreak of the war, she refused to join the thousands of women and children who were evacuated to the countryside. Instead, her father dug an air-raid shelter at the end of their small garden. Because of its strategic importance to the war effort, Liverpool was the most heavily bombed city in England aside from London. Every night from September 1940 through the final German blitz in January 1942, the family huddled in their damp shelter as the world above them shuddered.

Audrey’s neighbors were some of the four thousand lives lost. However, her home survived two direct hits from incendiary bombs. The family escaped physical injury, but her mother’s nerves were shattered. While her father continued his risky engineering work at the port, Audrey took over running the household.

Although life remained tough in the late war years, the family returned to a normal routine. Each evening when the clock on the mantelpiece chimed six o’clock, Audrey made a mug of fresh tea and hurried to the garden gate to greet her father as he returned from work. One sunny evening as she waited for him to appear round the corner at the end of the street, a huge explosion rocked the sidewalk. She watched as a fireball rose into the sky above the port. The mug slipped from her hand and as it smashed on the floor she knew intuitively it was bad news.

A munitions ship in the harbor had exploded just as everyone was heading home. Audrey’s father survived the initial blast, but eventually died from his wounds.

Well-meaning friends and relatives wanted to put Audrey and her brother into care and her mother into a rest home. Audrey fought them all to keep her family together. With no income coming into the household, a younger brother to look after, and a mother who had withdrawn from the world, she left school at thirteen years of age and made money by scrubbing the steps of the wealthy. Her bubbly personality and the cheeky sense of humor she inherited from her father endeared her to her customers. Soon she was trusted to do their laundry and housework. At sixteen, she took a job in a factory.

After several years, with her mother recovering and the war behind them, Audrey was promoted to a supervisory role. She had enough income to start a savings account and plucked up the courage to go to a bank. In a time when a bank manager was as revered as a doctor in the community, this took nerve for a young woman.

Observing her discomfort, a young bank teller came to her aid, completed the paperwork, and helped her open an account. Chatting nervously, Audrey realized they had been at adjoining schools before the war. She agreed to meet him for afternoon tea the following weekend. Two years later, they married.

The bank teller, Harry, was a restless man. Having completed his conscripted service in the Royal Air Force, he found it difficult to adjust to a regular working schedule. He left the bank and tried his hand at several businesses. Friends and relatives criticized the couple. There was a postwar recession in the country. Work was hard to find, and in the views of others, Harry had turned his back on job security. People thought they had lost their senses and were not shy about saying so.

Although the criticism angered Harry, Audrey ignored it in the same way she had ignored those who told her a thirteenyear-old girl could not keep a family together. Literally barefoot and pregnant, she was at Harry’s side as they sold fruit and vegetables from a market stall. The business started well, but they expanded too quickly, renting a larger stall and purchasing a bigger van. When the operation failed, Harry, a reasonable handyman, turned to making coffee tables and ottomans for wholesale trade, and Audrey learned how to wield a drill.

By 1962, they had three hungry children to feed, and the debts were piling up. An eviction notice arrived. They rented a shop next to a railway crossing and lived in the three rooms above it. The shop was named after the three children, but it was in a poor part of town where the locals could not afford Harry’s furniture. More debts came due, and another eviction notice arrived.

They bundled their three children and all their belongings into an old truck and escaped the city. This only increased the volume of criticism the young couple received from everyone they knew, especially their parents. When the children questioned why everyone was angry with Dad, Audrey brushed it aside. “They just envy our freedom,” she told them. “Life is an adventure. Who knows what tomorrow will bring?”

The truck coughed and spluttered through the countryside until it choked to a stop in a small village, deep in the Welsh countryside. Locals pointed out a vacant but derelict farmhouse. Hardly daring to believe their luck in finding tenants, the owners accepted a meager monthly rent.

Built in 1601, it had the original boulder walls and black slate floors. The windows were cracked and the roof needed serious repair. A breeze howled through rotted window frames and coated everything with ancient plaster dust. Ever the optimist, Audrey told her family they had found a bargain. She set everyone to work turning it into a home, and somehow managed to feed the family from pots hung over a wood fire.

Leaving the confines of the inner city for the open space of the countryside was like entering the pages of The Chronicles of Narnia for the children. Harry found a regular job as a meat truck driver. Audrey made fast friends in the village. Life for the family was on the upswing, but the criticism in letters or over the phone never let up.

Having lived in Liverpool her whole life, Audrey thrived in the clean air and open countryside. A lover of animals, she had soon filled the farmhouse with stray lambs, rabbits, cats, and two old donkeys who wandered up the lane one day. With wild berries, herbs, and elderflowers in abundance, the larder was stocked with homemade jellies and chutneys. The children ate apples and plums off the trees and became adept at growing vegetables.

In the winter of 1969, while having a stand-up wash in icy water, Audrey found “a few lumps and bumps.” After a period of hospital visits, the family doctor warned Audrey she had advanced breast cancer and had less than six months to live.

In those days, the pronouncements of a doctor were like voodoo curses. If he said you were going to die, people accepted it. Mention of the nearest cancer hospital brought sharp intakes of breath. “She’ll go in upright and come out horizontal” was the general sentiment of the villagers. The word cancer was only muttered under the breath, and many of the isolated villagers feared it was contagious. When they saw Audrey walking down a lane, people changed direction, and the ignorant pointed. No one wanted to befriend a woman with a death sentence.

The main cause of these habitual reactions was unprecedented media coverage of cancer deaths in the 1960s. People who had worked in the shipyards had been exposed to asbestos for decades. In Liverpool, everyone knew someone who had died of lung cancer. Smoking was still fashionable, and now stars of stage and screen were making mournful headlines. Adding drama to the fear, stories of children fighting leukemia, previously absent from the news, started to feature prominently in the national press.

Audrey and Harry agreed to keep the news secret from the children. Unable to handle the burden, Harry told his oldest child, a daughter, and admonished her to keep it to herself. Within an hour, she told the older of her two brothers, and that night he whispered it to the youngest.

A dark cloud descended over the previously happy household, but Audrey refused to accept that she only had a few months to live. She considered it not as a threat to her own existence but to that of her three children. What stronger power exists than that of a mother protecting her young?

She told anyone who cared to listen that nothing was going to stop her from living long enough to see all three of her children grow up and safely leave her nest. She refused to match the gloomy expressions around her. She berated relatives for their lack of fighting spirit. She walked to the village shop every day until the locals stopped treating her like a leper. She even refused to let the reverend include her name in prayers at Sunday service. She refused to react in the way other people expected.

Seeing the frightened faces of her children, she called a family meeting. She told them, “No one tells me when to die. I decide that, and I alone. I am not leaving until I am good and ready. If any of you try using this as an excuse to skip homework or feel sorry for yourselves, you’ll have me to answer to.” Seeing such steely determination, no one dared argue.

One day, the middle child spied her through a half-closed door when she was alone in the kitchen. She grimaced in pain, dropped a dish she was washing, and rubbed her chest. Sighing, she looked out of the small window up to a gray sky. As if admonishing a naughty child, she wagged her finger at the clouds. “If you think I’m leaving now to come see you when they’re not even grown, you’ve got another think coming! I am not done here yet. When I am ready to leave, I will let you know. Until then I have work to do.”

Audrey confounded the medical experts when she made a rapid recovery from a mastectomy operation, followed by several courses of chemotherapy and radiotherapy. The hospital staff liked her because she always had a smile and a joke to offer. She was genuinely interested in them. She knew all about their love lives, their families, and their birthdays.

Despite having a worse prognosis than many of the people around her, she encouraged other patients to be positive. “What if we are going to die?” she would ask. “At least enjoy those candies your visitor brought in. No one on their deathbed was ever heard to mutter that they were glad they left that last chocolate in the box!”

When she lost her hair as a side effect of the chemotherapy, she had everyone in the hospital try on the wigs that were offered. When even the stiffest of the oncologists completed his ward round with blonde pigtails dangling down his back, the place was in an uproar. When Audrey’s natural hair returned, it was completely gray, and she cried for the first and only time.

She saw that some of the other patients did not get many visitors, and the hospital food was limited. At home, the kitchen was turned into a bakery, and the children were taught all the necessary skills. She taught them to cook, and supervised as they took turns making the Sunday roast dinner for the family. Subtly, while providing better food for the lonelier patients, Audrey had ensured her children could take care of themselves. Perhaps because they were enjoying the cookies she always handed out in the outpatient clinic, the doctors extended her life sentence to three years.

Just as things were improving, she suffered another form of cancer, and it was like receiving a second death sentence, even while the first was being served. More operations and treatments prodded at her spirit, and different doctors confirmed that she really did only have a few months left to live. She told them they had it wrong the first time, and this would be no different.

At the same time, Harry lost his job. Work was scarce, and after a few months of trying to find alternatives, he gave up looking altogether. With welfare support limited, Audrey found a part-time position, serving behind the counter of a busy delicatessen in the nearest town. The money was not great, but she was able to bring home leftover meats, pâté, bread, and cheese for the family. She developed a network of relationships with other shopkeepers, and enjoyed interacting with customers. She said it gave her something to take her mind off herself.

The country was in a deep recession, and the government had slowed production down by enforcing a three-day working week for manufacturing. Everyone endured rolling electric blackouts in the winter of 1974. For Audrey’s family, this was not an issue. Their utilities were often severed due to nonpayment, so they had learned to cook just as well on an open fire. With the food network Audrey had established in town for leftover cuts from the butcher’s shop, and expired food items from the bakers, the family ate better than most. Despite her illness and circumstances, she let nothing get in the way of caring for her children.

The cancer spread to the bones in her spine and femurs. When she could not get a ride into town, she walked the five miles to and from work every day. It was a tough walk for a fit person, but it was a test of endurance for a woman using a stick to disguise a limp.

Despite the pain, she enjoyed being with nature. Whenever school was out, one or more of her children would keep her company.

As her movement deteriorated, some customers could be rude when she took a long time to complete their order in the shop. She would throw out a joke like “I should take less gin with my cornflakes in the morning” and not let anyone’s bad manners make her focus on the disability.

She built up a loyal clientele at the shop, and business was never better for the owners, who were now regular visitors to the farmhouse. After school, her children would visit the shop, and help out with chores. In many ways, the shop became an extension of home . . . only warmer!

The doctors gave up predicting her demise. When they told her how ill she was supposed to feel, she would shush them with a wave of her hand. It became like a game. Whenever someone told her something bad or tried to show empathy, she developed the knack of deflecting it with a joke. Then she would reach for a better thought, as if being positive deleted the negativity of others.

In 1978, Audrey’s daughter joined the police force, fell in love with a colleague, and married within a year. Just nineteen, the newlyweds found jobs and a home just a short drive away from the family, so they could visit easily. The youngest child joined the Royal Air Force. After finishing basic training, he took a position that allowed him to be home every weekend.

The middle son joined the Royal Navy College. Audrey was intensely proud because working-class children rarely qualified for the officer training. One day, she asked God for an extra favor. She had agreed to stay alive long enough to see her children fly the nest safely, which technically they had all done. Now she decided she wanted to see her son graduate as an officer.

In 1980 and 1981, Audrey needed several more courses of chemotherapy and two operations to repair her deteriorating bones. The pain medicine turned her physical features into those of an elderly woman, but her spirit and sense of humor were untouched.

Despite the discomfort of a 300-mile trip in a vehicle that was falling to bits, Harry and Audrey traveled to their son’s graduation. The Queen Mother was the guest of honor. With her legs invaded by cancer, Audrey still managed a perfect curtsey. Audrey knew now she could leave in peace, but she had one more task to complete.

The newly minted naval officer took compassionate leave to return home with his parents. Audrey was failing and needed weekly trips to the hospital for pain medicine and chemotherapy. He took his turn taking her for the treatments.

At the hospital, they were met by Audrey’s favorite nurse. The son watched as they greeted each other with bear hugs and exchanged jokes. For the son, it was love at first sight.

Audrey died before their wedding ceremony. She insisted on dying at home in the derelict farmhouse she had come to love. A bed was moved downstairs to the lounge, and the family took turns living in the one room during her last days.

Sitting next to her on the bed, the naval officer held her hand as she drifted in and out of consciousness. He felt her grip tighten. She opened her eyes, and seemed alert for the first time in days. She smiled and looked over to the window. The age and pain washed away from her features, and she let out a small cry. It was not one of pain but more like that of a little girl in delight.

“Dad!” She shouted. Expecting to see his father entering the room, the son looked up. No one was there. Audrey gestured to the window. “Son, this is my father, your Granddad William. You have never met before, but he knows all about you. Say hello.” The son waved at the air. “He says I still owe him a fresh mug of tea.” They were her last words that she spoke to him.

The farmhouse was in a village of less than 100 residents, but more than 200 people attended Audrey’s funeral in May 1982. The twelfth-century church had never been as full. The family recognized the villagers and some of their friends, but more than half the congregation were strangers to them.

The attendees included some of Audrey’s childhood friends from Liverpool. As there had never been any mention of it in her letters, most were under the impression that her illness had been sudden. Several customers from the shop she worked at were there.

At the back of the church sat Mr. Garrad, a hard man who everyone in the village gave a wide berth. His wife had committed suicide many years before, and he raised his three boys on his own. An intensely private man, no one knew much about the family. Fighting to control his emotions, he confessed to Audrey’s family that for years she had secretly given him food and clothes for the boys, and had often sneaked down to his house to help with cooking or housework when he was forced to work late. Afterward, he placed fresh wildflowers on her grave every week.

A girl the same age as Audrey’s daughter was inconsolable. She explained how her mentally ill father had refused to allow “just a girl” to wear anything but rags to school. She was teased so mercilessly that she played truant. Audrey had secretly taken her daughter’s spare set of clothes once a week to the delicatessen where she worked. There she had arranged for the girl to change from the rags before and after school. Now a grown woman, she added, “I owe your mother everything!”

Audrey’s body is buried on the brow of a hill at the edge of the graveyard, from where there is an unobstructed view across the fields to the farmhouse.

[image: ]

Although Audrey was never rich monetarily, she achieved something far more important in her life. In my personal and business life, I have met few people who so perfectly understood the power of controlling their mentality. If this kind of control can put off death for fourteen years, imagine what else it can do.


2

Master of Mentality

WHAT IS MENTALITY?

AUDREY WAS MY MOTHER, and I am the middle child. Thirty years later, I am still happily married to Audrey’s favorite chemotherapy nurse. How my mother reacted to her situation inspired me even at a young age. When I was growing up, she was always telling me to pause before I spoke “to give your reaction time to sort itself out.” It was sound advice, and I still try to follow it to this day.

Because she was in control of what she allowed into her mind and then managed her thoughts quietly, she always chose her reaction to anything carefully. I remember being beside her hospital bed when some doctors whispered her prognosis amongst themselves but loud enough for us all to hear. I watched her eyes as she computed what they were saying, and then how she took her time to compose herself before speaking. The way she thought was not as important as the way she reacted to her thoughts. Her reaction changed the outcome for herself and all those with whom she interacted. She gave strength to everyone around the hospital bed and, in so doing, gained some herself.

My abiding memories of my teenage years are not of her chronic pain but of all the laughter in our home, her great cooking, and our stumbling walks in the country. That is because she refused to let things inside and outside her mind dictate how she was supposed to react. She wanted family life to be normal and to complete her duties as mother.

When it comes to battling disease, there is mixed evidence for the power of mind over matter. It is also unfair to give the impression, as some writers do, that because a person chooses not to fight their illness that it makes them weak or wrong. The connection between the body, mind, and spirit is too complex for anyone living currently to comprehend. People have a right to choose their reaction, whether it is to fight or accept. I have, however, worked with cancer patients for more than twenty years. I have seen many of what the doctors described as “walking miracles,” and the only difference I was able to detect between them and their fellow patients in almost identical situations was their control of mentality.

My mother used her situation to teach me many things, and she always had a philosophical phrase to throw at me. She told me to take nothing at face value, to seek my own truth, not someone else’s version of it. She told me over and over again to look the world in the eye and then I could be anything I wanted to be. Most of all, she taught me that my thoughts and reactions are my own responsibility, and that only I can decide how to feel about anything. “No one can make you feel sad or angry,” she would admonish. “That is a choice you make for yourself as a reaction to the situation you perceive. You can just as easily choose to ignore or laugh about it.”

Even now, I do not have her sense of mentality control, and I often let my emotions rule my head. Every now and then though, I remember her advice, pause a moment, and choose a different reaction. Just those small changes in behavior have completely changed the outcome of my life.

Over the years, I have read dozens of autobiographies of famous men and women who could be considered self-made. At first, I approached their life stories with cynicism. I expected to find a key advantage that they had and that I did not, such as a family connection or a financial helping hand. What I found, however, were mostly disadvantaged people who developed an unshakeable belief in their ability to control their lives. They didn’t conform to what the world expected of them. They stood out from the crowd, and when presented with the same challenges as others, chose a different and individual reaction. With their evidence and my mother’s coaching I began to change my life.

As a child, I suffered from sectarian bullying, and at one time felt the weight of the world on me. One of the first biographies to inspire me was that of a woman known as Madame C. J. Walker, who was born in 1867 to parents who had been slaves. She started life with almost every disadvantage you could imagine: born on a plantation, orphaned, married at fourteen, then a single mother when her husband abandoned her. She had every excuse needed to talk herself out of her potential for success, and I felt a similar predilection for a life of mediocrity.

For a black female entrepreneur today, the barriers to success are many; back then, they must have seemed insurmountable. In 1865 and 1866, state governments in the South enacted laws designed to regulate the lives of the former slaves. These measures, differing from state to state, were actually revisions of the earlier slave codes that had regulated that institution. Some common elements appeared in many of the codes:

[image: ] Race was defined by blood; the presence of any amount of black blood made one black.

[image: ] Employment was required of all freedmen/women; violators faced vagrancy charges.

[image: ] Freedmen could not assemble without the presence of a white person.

[image: ] Freedmen were assumed to be agricultural workers and their duties and hours were tightly regulated.

[image: ] Freedmen were not to be taught to read or write.

[image: ] Public facilities were segregated.

[image: ] Owning of guns, and in some states a knife or fork, was forbidden for freedmen.

[image: ] Violators of these laws were subject to being whipped or branded.

From this background, however, an uneducated, persecuted, female daughter of slaves became, according to The Guinness Book of World Records, the first female self-made millionaire in America.

I was struck by her unshakeable belief. Just like my mother, she refused to let the outside world determine how she was supposed to think and react to any circumstance. I realized that my perceived hardships were nothing when compared to Madame Walker’s.

As a child, I used to play cowboys and Indians, mimicking the atrocious Hollywood twist on history in mock gunfights around our farmhouse with an imitation Colt .45. Many years later, I read Samuel Colt’s story. His mother died when he was eleven, and his father’s business failed soon after, sending him into despair and the family into poverty. His situation was not so different from mine at a similar age, and I was struck by how he refused to use it as an excuse.

In every biography, I recognized how each person had to become a master of their mentality in order to get out of the quicksand of their life. Key to that control was their ability to think and react as an individual, and not as a group, society, or trend dictated.

Using the same self-control, I have changed my mentality from one of poverty to that of a multimillionaire, and my lifestyle with it. I changed thoughts of expecting to fail to ones of anticipating success. I overcame issues of self-esteem to attract my soul mate. When I was twenty-nine, I also chose to ignore doctors who told me to “get my affairs in order,” which was their politically correct way of telling me I was about to die. Two days after surgery, I checked myself out of the hospital, and drove 200 miles to start a new







Situation + Thought = Reaction




HOW MENTALITY IS FORMED



















RECLAIMING MENTALITY IS SIMPLE


#1. The Power of Three.














#2. Change a Little, Change a Lot.










THE SUBTLE SECRET TO RECLAIMING MENTALITY




Properties of Thoughts






1. Thoughts are high energy.





2. Energy cannot be destroyed, so no thought can ever be deleted.


3. Thoughts are neutral.



Properties of Words





















A Tip to Help





Change a Little, Change a Lot, Every Day











CONTROLLING SENSORY INPUT












Chronic Complainers





























Tips for Dealing with Complainers

1. Become self-aware.



2. Redirect the conversation.



























3. Be kind to yourself.


4. Smother a negative thought with a positive image.


5. Don’t try to convert anyone.


6. Distance yourself when possible.


7. Wear an invisible “mentality shield.”



8. Create a private retreat.



9. Transfer responsibility.


Media



















































Dealing with Media—Steps to Take

1. Selectively turn off the television and radio news.


2. Avoid advertisements that trigger negative images in your mind.





3. Seek independent reporting.









4. Reach for a better image.


5. Keep your eyes facing front at the checkout counter.


6. Notice the real love all around.
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