BY
STAN LERNER
SMASHWORDS EDITION
*****
PUBLISHED BY:
Lerner Wordsmith Press on Smashwords
Copyright 2008 Stanley R. Lerner. All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form without permission.
This is a work of non-fiction. All references to actual persons, places, or products are only intended to provide the reader an information based framework and should not be considered to either endorse or disparage any person, place, or product in any way.
Smashwords Edition License Notes
This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.
IMPACT
Summary
Impact, the book, is pure dynamite—a must read for anybody who dreams of doing more with his or her life.
Impact is structured to give the reader the tools to develop an individual philosophy of success. Then, like a knockout punch, it delivers the practical applications. Impact combines the author’s insight into the historical and Biblical origins of materialism and numerous personal stories to achieve these goals.
This is not a biography or just a motivational book. It is truly a textbook written by a master player. It is a no holds barred discussion that ranges from how to navigate involvement in charities to your benefit to how to sleep your way to the top.
Many players have written books about their deals—but few have ever truly written about how they make their deals. Impact shines a light on the secret formulas behind success. These are the formulas usually guarded by members of a very small club. Impact makes membership to this club wide open. The club is about to change forever.
INTRODUCTION
Getting To The Next Level
Recently, a not too well known public company asked me to critique an investors' relations meeting (a meeting designed to get stock brokers to push the stock of a public company) to be held at the Peninsula Hotel in Beverly Hills. I agreed to do so for the price of a Diet Coke (no joke).
“Mike, I have to preface this meeting by saying I have a lot of respect for you and Glen (his right hand man). So don’t take what I say personally,” I offered.
“I’m a big boy, Stan. I don’t need you to preface what you say. Just say it.”
***NOTE*** Always preface what you say; there is no such thing as a big boy.
Then, I continued, “I thought your meeting sucked to the point of embarrassment. It was probably counter productive to boosting the price of your stock.”
Mike nodded his head. He appeared to be slightly stunned by the news. “Just give me the specifics.”
I obliged. “The person at your registration desk reminded me of a used car salesman. He grilled me. Then, he asked me to sign in on a yellow legal pad with a cheap plastic pen.”
“He wasn’t our guy. He works for the P.R. firm that invited the brokers.”
“Mike, the guy should be working at Kmart. It doesn’t matter whom he works for, just make sure he’s not at your registration table. The two most important impressions are the first and the last. My first impression was bad. The guy at the desk with a notepad instead of a registration book screamed out to me that your company has no class. Having no class is bad. But having no class at The Peninsula is really bad.”
“Glen, what the hell happened to our registration book?” Mike asked.
“I don’t know,” Glen answered, sounding like he sincerely didn’t know.
“What did you think of lunch?” Mike asked—hoping I would find something nice to say.
“Everyone seemed to like the food. But why would you serve it during your presentation? People were too busy eating to listen. Always, serve food before the presentation or after, never during.”
“There were time constraints. These guys were on a tight schedule.”
“Then you should have definitely served the food after the presentation.”
“What else?” Mike grumbled.
“Your company’s first major revenue source is supposed to be from revolutionary speaker technology. Over and over, you referred to your award winning home theatre system, right?”
“Yes.”
“How many speakers does the system utilize?”
“Five,” Mike answered—seeming to sense where I was going with this.
“For the presentation, you had two.”
“It sounds good with two.”
“How does it sound with five?”
“Better.”
“Always put your best foot forward. Good keeps a stock from losing money. Great makes it go up. Blow them away—get them psyched. You know what I mean.”
“What else?” I was sensing both resignation and interest in his voice by now.
“You’re a high tech company right? One hundred million in technology acquisitions but you use a slide projector for your presentation and a hard-wired microphone. You’ve got to be kidding! I want DVD or freaken DLP walls. I want inter-active touch screens and a cordless microphone embedded in your lapel pin…now that’s a presentation.”
Glen, now looking very uncomfortable, said, “Go easy. I still want to have a job after this meeting.”
“Glen, I love you. But why were you standing at the side of the room, reminding Mike to bring up points that he might have forgotten to cover? Why don’t you just get the grouchy old men from "The Muppet Show" to heckle him?”
“He’s right, Glen. You shouldn’t do that anymore.”
“You had enough?” I asked.
“I can take it.”
“It’s going to cost you another Diet Coke.”
“Don’t worry about it.”
“If you want to get to the next level, you both need handlers. You’re the Chairman of the Board, a technology genius. You should be properly introduced before you speak. Your schedule should be kept by a pro. Hell, I can’t even get a secretary on the phone when I call your office.”
“He’s right, we need to think about the next level,” Mike said to Glen as much as to himself.
“You also need to get a new watch. Casio doesn’t cut it for the Chairman of the Board. Plus, you should never speak at a meeting until someone like me has reviewed your speech.”
“Why?”
“I would never let you refer to the technology you’ve acquired as 'amorphous, waiting to be harvested from.’”
“Why not?”
“Amorphous is a shapeless blob with no real potential for direction. Would you prefer to invest in that, or would you rather invest in a massive reservoir of technology with an unlimited potential for harvest?”
“Reservoir is much better.”
I continued and told him, “You need to lose weight. Get a private trainer.”
“What the fuck does my weight have to do with anything?”
“The company right now is all about you. I’m not investing money in a company whose president looks like a walking heart attack.”
“No one talks to me like that.”
“Too bad. If you want another “yes” man, cut me a paycheck. Anyway, you guys need to hire someone to schlep everything for you. You can’t be carrying all the crap from your presentation out to your car after you finish. It looks ridiculous. Besides, the people who approach you at the end of a presentation are the people you’ve reached. Take the time to close them or set up private appointments.”
“We break down presentations ourselves to show we’re not wasting our investors' money on frivolous stuff.”
“That makes sense. Have lunch at the Peninsula and then look frugal by not having an eight-dollar an hour employee? That’s not frugal. It’s idiotic. Trust me, hire someone.”
“You know if we hired you, it would cause a lot of people to feel threatened?”
“Not if they’re great at what they do. Anyway, this one’s on me. Two Diet Cokes instead of my usual ten grand.”
“You need to come down to our lab and see everything.”
“Make me an offer. I’d love to see all of your toys.”
“Glen will set it up.”
****NOTE: I always say that if it looks wrong and sounds wrong, it probably is wrong. They never made me an offer and I will never give another free critique. By the way, their stock is still in the tank. What a surprise. With a little money and a lot of “know-how”, I could have delivered these guys the keys to the city.
Impact will hopefully be fun to read. But upon conclusion, I think you will realize that success in Los Angeles, or anywhere else for that matter, does not come from luck. Rather, it comes—more often than not—from what you are about to read. So, read on and enjoy.
CHAPTER 1
It’s Better To Be Lucky Than Good
My dad always told me this. But trust me, it’s good to be both. I remember as a kid watching Armand Hammer being interviewed on "The Tonight Show”. He told the famous story of what one friend said to him regarding his legendary string of successful business endeavors in many different fields. His friend said, “Armand, when it comes to business, you’re the luckiest man I’ve ever met.”
Armand Hammer responded, “When you work twenty hours a day, seven days a week, it’s funny how lucky you get.” You’re probably asking yourself, “So, what is this all about?” The truth is simple: there is no such thing as luck.
What people see as luck is really a formula: preparation meets opportunity. Let me give you an example. Recently, a very attractive young girl came from the Midwest to Hollywood to become an actress. Imagine that. As fate would have it, she met a friend of mine on the Warner Brothers lot. He was coming down to Palm Springs to hang out with the guys and me, so he invited her down. I know what you’re thinking, but you’re wrong. She never made it. However, we did wind up talking on the phone and a month later, we finally got together.
No doubt she had looks and a good personality. I was impressed. She told me she had been getting a lot of work but still wanted to find a new agent. She asked me if I knew anyone. Even though I knew better, her crop top and tight jeans had worn me down, so I answered honestly. “Yeah, I know some good people.” For a minute or so, I took a skinny dip in her big blue eyes. Then, I volunteered, “I’ll set you up for a read with my buddy Sid. He’s a good agent. He’s hooked.”
“What do you mean by hooked?” she asked.
I explained, “Hooked, you know, like hooked up.” She had a blonde, Midwestern stare going. I continued, “It means he’s tied in to people who can make things happen.”
Leaning back very comfortably, she asked, “Can you make things happen?”
Don’t worry, like an idiot, I took the high road. I don’t know what came over me but I just left it at, “Meet with Sid. Let’s see what he says.” Then, feeling rational for a minute, I asked, “I hope you know what you’re doing? If I set you up with this guy, you better be good or it’s going to make me look like an idiot.” She assured me she was a great actress.
Four days later, I called Sid to see how my first pure and genuine referral had done. Sid’s a good guy so he went easy on me. “Stan, she’s definitely got looks.” (Translation: I hope you’re getting laid and not wasting my time for nothing.) “But she can’t read and her resume is bullshit. All the work she’s done is as an extra. She’s better off not even mentioning it. As for her current agency, they have ten thousand wannabes. She’d be better off not mentioning them either. You need to make her understand she should play the new kid in town game.”
I truly felt like apologizing for my lack of judgment. But I just thanked him for his time. Sid consoled me by adding, “Look, tell her to get a private coach for six months and I’ll read her again.”
Not feeling like I had wasted enough time, I called her and repeated Sid’s advice. She dismissed it by saying, “A lot of extras wind up getting serious work.” I asked her to name one. She couldn’t.
So, what went wrong besides my hormones? This girl had opportunity galore—but she wasn’t prepared. My guess is that her looks are going to get her several other opportunities but I doubt anything will really become of her. She doesn’t want to deal with being prepared. It’s hard work. Ultimately, when she leaves town with her dreams of stardom shattered, she’ll blame it on bad luck. However, you and I will know better.
So, there you have it. Opportunity but no preparation makes for bad luck. Although it happens less often, there is also potential for the converse.
Many years ago, I was asked by one of my employees to meet “the most talented singer in town.” She explained he (the singer) was a sweetheart of a guy and deserved a break. You got it; three nights later I’m at Ciro’s Pompadour picking up the tab for open mike night (amateur night).
It was like a scene out of "Flashdance" or that Billy Joel song "Piano Man”. This kid was great. It’s the only time I’ve been at a restaurant for open mike where people besides the singer’s parents stopped eating dinner to listen to the song. I picked up the check, gladly, thinking I had struck platinum (one million records).
I met several times with this extraordinary talent. He told me his story of rejection and disappointment. He blamed his failures on professional jealousy. He begged me to get him the right songs and the right producers. I said, “Yes.” He agreed that my company would own half of everything he did. This kid should have been a star. I delivered the songs and the producers he wanted. I had him set to open live for one of the biggest comedians in Las Vegas (comedians like musical openers). He had finished the first track for the album I was financing when I handed him his contract. It represented exactly what we had discussed. Two days later, he came to my office to see me.
He sat down and explained, “My lawyer says this is a bad deal. No one gives up fifty percent.”
I call this the "loser syndrome" and I have no patience for it. I said, “Look, that contract is what you agreed to. No one in this town will work with you because they think you’re an arrogant prick. If you sign that contract, you’ll be rich and famous. If you don’t, you’ll remain a nobody with a great voice.”
He pleaded to let his lawyer talk to my lawyer. I threw his contract in the trash and asked him to leave. That was fifteen years ago and he’s still a nobody today. He had plenty of talent. He was well prepared. But not able to recognize opportunity, he just became another case of bad luck.
I know, I know, what about no opportunity? Believe me, if you fall into the opportunity challenged category, you wouldn’t / couldn’t be reading this book. Opportunity is everywhere for everybody and you don’t need motivational infomercials to find it. Okay, here’s a happy story. Pay close attention because it contains many of the Impact elements we’re going to discuss in this book. It is preparation meets opportunity at it’s best.
In 1983, I decided I needed a more serious environment than UCLA’s John Wooden Center in which to work out. The best place in Los Angeles for a serious workout was Gold’s Gym in Venice. Remember, in 1983 Gold’s wasn’t the happy neighborhood gym it is today. Its membership consisted of bodybuilders who worked as bouncers or male prostitutes, actors (Sylvester Stallone, Lou Ferrigno, Arnold Schwarzenegger, Michael Landon, etc.), criminals (who shall remain nameless), athletes (Magic Johnson, Lyle Alzedo, Michael Thompson, etc.), and professional wrestlers (Hulk Hogan, etc.). Kids from good families couldn’t tell their parents that they were working out at Gold’s Gym Venice. So there I was, ignoring my family and my school work, working out with the big boys. Eventually I started working out with three other guys who, in gym lingo, could be called my workout partners (an almost sacred relationship).
One of my workout buddies had been a co-star of a popular sitcom when I was in junior high. In case you’re wondering, I generally don’t drop names; it’s not a classy thing to do. I realize that many people who are wealthier and more famous than myself don’t hold to this standard when they write books. But my mom always told me, “Money doesn’t buy class.” She was right. As the years went on, our workout schedules changed but our friendship did not. Every now and then, one of us would pick up the phone just to say hello. We stayed friends through good times and bad times—probably even more so in the bad times. That’s what makes a friendship. It’s easy to be someone’s friend when he or she is up. A real friend is there when someone is down. Anyway, the years went by…
It was summer of this year when one of the highest box office grossing producers in the world asked me to find and package a project for him with big merchandising potential. Two nights later, I’m at the Foundation Room (the private club on top of the House of Blues) and whom do I see? That’s right, my old buddy from Gold’s Gym. He’s leaning on the bar talking to a girl when I sneak up and put my arm around him.
“I hope this is my old buddy, Such and Such—or you probably think I’m gay.”
Such and Such turns around (thank God it was him!) and says, “Lerner! Everybody, it’s Stan Lerner!” For a minute, I felt like the famous one.
He continued, “How are you man? I was just talking about you.” He introduced me around to his friends. Then, I did the same.
Like old friends will do, he asked, “So, what are you working on?”
I gave him a list of things—which ended with, “You know I just got asked to put a package together with big merchandising potential in it. If you hear of anything out there, give me a call.”
He looked like he had been struck by lightening. “You know, I write all the time.”
“You got something?”
“Well, when you said merchandising, something clicked. Two years ago, I did a treatment with a friend of mine that might be what you’re looking for.”
I told him to bring it to my house in the morning. It was exactly what I was looking for. We had a deal by lunch.
It took fifteen years of friendship to get to that lucky moment. Each of our respective circumstances, I’m sure, could be books unto themselves. But clearly, my friend was hit out of the blue with an opportunity and without a flaw, his preparation allowed him to grab it. Two years, his treatment, which was written for TV, came close, but no deal. One night, he’s out for drinks, says hi to an old friend—and then his project is a motion picture deal with a seventy million dollar budget. It’s a true story. It’s a nice story. It’s a good luck story. And most of all, it’s a why you should be prepared story.
So far, so good. Hopefully, by this point, you understand luck a little differently. Now, it’s time to look at opportunity and preparation—the components of luck. No story, just one simple fact: both are God given. It’s a tragedy that most people think because God is giving, they automatically deserve to be receiving. I remember in Sunday school our teacher telling the story of God summoning Moses from outside of the camp to the middle of the camp so he could speak to him.
I asked the obvious question, “Why was only Moses able to hear this summons?”
She answered, “He was on a higher spiritual level than the rest.”
I always thought of this like the dog whistle episode of "The Little Rascals”. Pete could simply hear sounds that we couldn’t because his ears were better than ours. The point I am trying to make is—if God is giving, are you tuned in? Are you open to it? Are you taking?
Once a girl I knew retorted to this statement, “If God is giving, why should I have to do anything?”
I told her to hold her arms out and clench her fists. I took the change from my pocket and dropped it in her hands. It bounced off and fell to the floor with the exception of one coin. Then, I told her to cup her hands together, palms facing up. This time, I dropped the change—but none of it fell to the floor. Instead, it remained in her hands.
My response: “It’s about interaction. God is giving—but it’s up to you how much you get. If your hands are closed, you get one coin. If they are open, you get them all. My personal advice—walk around with a wheel-barrel."
She laughed. But she got what I was saying and that’s what counts.
Opportunity’s central component is circumstance. The proverbial right time and right place. This component is so important I’ve dedicated an entire chapter to it. For now, understand one thing: circumstance is never permanent. It is a fluid condition that you can always influence. It does not matter where you were born or to whom you were born. It does not matter if you are rich or you are poor. Finally, it does not even matter whether you are intelligent or not. What does matter, for now, is that you understand that you can change course.
Preparation’s central component is ability. What does this mean? The root of the word ability is able. Are you able? Are you ready to handle or take advantage of opportunity? Don’t be fooled and think ability and talent are synonymous. They’re not. Many talented people lose out on opportunities because they are not prepared. They are not able to perform. Talent has limits. Ability does not. There is no exclusive on ability. You can never be too well prepared.
Remember the story about the Midwestern girl and my friend the agent? Not too long after that incident, I had a similar experience (life keeps giving you the same test until you pass). This time, having learned my lesson, the outcome was very different.
It’s Saturday night and I’m sitting at my booth at a little nightspot in Beverly Hills. The place is really hopping because an event production company that I’m a partner in is promoting the place. Club owners get girls and this night was no exception. My booth was crowded with several very attractive young ladies—most were aspiring actresses, singers or models. In the course of the conversation, the young lady sitting next to me mentioned that she was an actress and was looking for an agent (I checked my watch wondering if it was Groundhog Day).
I thought of Sid but gave her my number instead, saying, “I know some good people; call me when I’m sober.”
She asked, “You’re just going to help me? What do you want?”
“Who said I want anything? You asked if I know of an agent, so I said call me. I’ll give you a couple of numbers.”
With an almost disbelieving look, she said, “It's just…people always seem to want something if they help you.”
I put the issue to rest with, “You don’t have to sleep with me for a couple of phone numbers. If I want that, I’ll ask you out on a date first.”
She took my number and called me the next day. After exchanging the usual pleasantries, she asked me if I would still be willing to hook her up with an agent. At last, my chance for redemption.
“Sure. But can I ask you a couple of serious questions?”
She was a little hesitant, “Yeah, sure.”
I told her the story of the last girl I sent to Sid and inquired, “So, can you read and do you have anything decent on your resume?”
Her answer was honest. “I don’t know. I’ve never tried reading for a part and I don’t have a resume or anything to put on one.”
I asked the obvious, “You said you were an actress?”
“I want to be an actress. I really think I would be good.”
I explained to her that wanting to be something and being something are two different things. “Just because someone wants to be a heart surgeon doesn’t convince me that they should operate on me. I want someone who has the three T’s: talent, training, and a track record. Of course, I prefer that he or she wants to be a heart surgeon. But if my life depends on it, I don’t care if he wants to be a cross dressing garbage collector, just as long as the three T’s are there.” I told her that she also needs to join a workshop and if she can afford it (she can), a private coach.
I continued, “Do some local theatre and talent showcases. These are fun and good experiences. Most of all, you’ll be with people in the mix.”
In the end, I gave her two numbers. The first was a friend of mine who is a talented actor (he’s actually been in some Academy Award winning movies). He’s definitely the type of guy who likes to help people out and I figured he could always use some extra money. The second person I told her to contact was a friend of mine who produces music and does some vocal coaching. This girl took my advice seriously. She called both of my friends and decided to focus on her acting skills. I know she works at it everyday and the person I introduced her to continues to be her mentor. Where she will wind up, I don’t know. But I can tell you that tonight one of my close business associates and myself are going to watch her in her first talent showcase. I wish her luck.
The purpose of this story is to illuminate that just as one can influence circumstance, one can also influence or create ability. If this girl’s hard work results in her being able to act and read for a part, I’ll get her an agent. Why? Because I’ll know she’s prepared should opportunity present itself to her.
I recognize that being a player does not have to equate to being an actor, agent, writer, director, or producer. I’ve chosen the entertainment industry for many examples because it generally provides larger than life circumstances. To talk about a business that requires luck, how can you find a business that would be more synonymous in people’s minds? The truth is, all businesses require luck and all business people need to understand the concept of luck.
The important next step is to translate our understanding of luck to individual or self-application. Just to get you in the habit of doing this, I’ll try this step myself. To do this, we will use the example of my friend the sitcom actor and myself. For our purposes, I am now a real estate developer and he is now an architect. All of the circumstances are the same. We still met at Gold’s Gym. We still maintained a friendship for fifteen years. And yes, we both still hung out at the Foundation Room. The difference is simply our conversation.
This time, instead of mentioning that I’m looking for a motion picture project with major merchandising potential, I say, “I’ve just inherited a major piece of property on Beverly and
La Cienega. I’m looking for concepts.”
He replies, “You know, several years ago I did a concept design for a shopping center that would really fit that property.”
You know how the rest of the story goes. We meet the next day. I love his design and a couple of years later, you are shopping at the Beverly Center.
So, there it is—the beginning of becoming a player (A player is someone who is in the game and can make things happen). Make your own luck by understanding what luck is and that it can be influenced, if not changed entirely. When someone says, “It’s better to be lucky than good,” we know that they really mean, “It’s better to have opportunity that you're prepared for, than talent.”
CHAPTER 2
Right Place, Right Time
This is the stuff that people love. I actually struggled with whether or not to talk about this so early in the book—but I’m going to have faith that you won’t just read this chapter and hit the town. Remember what I said in the introduction about first impressions? You only have one chance to make one. Just because you know where to go doesn’t mean you should try right away. Wait until you finish the book so that when you wind up at the right place at the right time—you will make the right impression. With that disclaimer, let me explain why “Right Place, Right Time” should be the second chapter.
Our discussion of luck in Chapter One was, for the most part, philosophical. I’m a firm believer that real success can only be possible if there is a strong philosophical or spiritual foundation to build from. However, I don’t believe in living in a cave for forty years in deep contemplation to achieve this. Once you establish a philosophy or spiritual level (what I referred to as foundation), try it out. In our case, we’ve built a foundation on the premise that we can influence luck (remember Armand Hammer agrees with us!). So, to test out our foundation, we must build. Building is done through practical application, which, in our case, is right place, right time.
I can’t count how many times I’ve heard people say, “You’re successful because you’re white and born in America. If you were born black and starving in Ethiopia, how successful would you be?”
Now, I’ve never really cared for this statement—or the people who have said it to me. However, the answer is obvious and somewhat arrogant, “The cream always rises to the top.”
You don’t have to transport someone to a land of famine and change the color of their skin to give them a difficult circumstance. There are people going hungry right here in America. The majority of Americans who live under poverty level are white. Everybody comes into the world with nothing and—black, or white, rich or poor—everybody has the ability to change his or her circumstance.
So, given the example of being born into a land of famine anywhere in the world, including America, what do you do? I hope your answer is to leave. It’s truly that simple; if there is no food where you’re at, you go to where there is. Back to Sunday school for a minute. Abraham was clearly the kind of guy I would say rose to the top (not to mention walking through fire). When Abraham left his land of birth, he settled in Canaan. There was a terrible famine in the land. What did he do? Did he complain about bad circumstance? Did he say, “First, I’m born to an idol-maker? Then God made me move to a land with no food?” No, he moved his family to Egypt where there was food and they stayed there until the famine was over. By the way, that was on foot with no assistance from the Red Cross or any other modern convenience.
Do you see why I don’t like the whole black-Ethiopia question? It's not because I disagree that environment influences opportunity. In fact, I agree completely. Environment is very important. I dislike the question because it is cynical. It presupposes that there are places and people who cannot change environments, thus change their circumstance. This is a false and dangerous thought. Stay away from people who think like this. You shouldn’t limit yourself in this regard, nor should you let others put this type of limit on you.
All right, let’s assume most of us have escaped severe circumstances. There’s a roof over our head and food on the table, but we still want more. We’re not willing to settle for being average. Where do we go to find excellence? It only makes sense that if you can go from a land without food to a land with food, you should also be able to go from a land of average to a land of excellence. So, get out your map; it’s time for practical application of this theory.
Let’s start with a term I love—“In the mix.” My associates and I use this expression all the time. It means many things. But most importantly, it means you are aware of being at the right place at the right time. I realize that I keep repeating this phrase. But the key word here is aware. You must know when you’ve arrived. So many times, I’ve seen people poised for success—and then they wander off just before success arrives. They always think there’s something better somewhere else when there’s not. Unfortunately, people are resigned that this is human nature, which it is not. It’s a lack of awareness. If you know who you are and you know what you want to be, you must also be careful to be aware of where you're at and where you must go.
A few months ago, I was at The Whiskey Bar in West Hollywood. Plenty of Hollywood/industry types hang out there. It’s a nice looking crowd, definitely trendy. (This crowd is good if you want your finger on the pulse of what’s going on—but movers and shakers generally don’t hang in this crowd.) So, I’m there just observing, trying to mind my own business, when a guy walks up with his friend and introduces himself to me. He’s a writer who just moved to town. It turns out he was fortunate enough to sell something and just wanted some tips on furthering some of his other projects.
While I’m talking to the writer, a good-looking young girl plops down on the couch across from me. She’s an actress just wondering what we were talking about. (Maybe a part for her?) Then, along comes a nice looking guy, who sits down on the seat to my left. I could have told you that the writer was a writer just by looking at him. I could tell the girl was an actress by the way she sat down (shoes kicked off, feet pulled up under her at a trendy bar). I knew the moment I saw this other guy that he didn’t fit. A fish out of water—even in a watering hole.
Needless to say, I was curious. I quizzed him, politely. He turned out to be a DEA agent. Not satisfied with his chosen career, he had decided to start hanging out in Hollywood in his spare time. His goal was to have some fun, get a feel for what’s going on and maybe make some connections. This guy sitting down at our table is the classic example of getting yourself into the mix.
The mix is both tangible and intangible. You have to be where what you want to do is happening. If you want to watch football, go to a football game, not a bowling alley. If you want to eat, go to a restaurant, not a dry cleaner. (This should be common sense, right?) And if you want to be in entertainment, come to LA (or New York).
That’s the tangible. The intangible is your attitude. There’s nothing worse than being in the mix physically but not mentally. Before you go mixing, make sure you're in the mood. Your attitude says more about you in the long term than anything else. Make sure it’s good and it comes through loud and clear.
Many years ago, I became friends with a gentleman who was an investor in a publishing company in which I had also invested. When I had problems with the publisher, this other investor contacted me and asked me to join him for lunch. He explained that he was interested in working things out between the publisher and myself—in hopes of protecting his own investment too. I agreed to meet with him and gave him instructions to my home.
At the time, I was twenty-one-years-old and living in a luxury high rise on Wilshire Boulevard (this is often called the Wilshire Corridor or the Platinum Mile). I realized that my life style was different from most (especially most twenty-one-year-olds)—but I was shocked by the impression that it made on my co-investor. Even though he was much older and far wealthier than I was, he could not get over my impressive surroundings. I never forgot his reaction—or the fact that he split our lunch check down to the penny. My lawyer wound up working things out with the publisher but the co-investor and I remained friends. However, after our first lunch I always picked up the check rather than watch a man worth fifty million dollars embarrass himself trying to decide if he had literally been shorted a few cents.
One afternoon, we were having lunch in a restaurant in Beverly Hills that neither of us had ever been to. Despite the address, it was nothing fancy and I had gone big time casual in torn jeans and a sweatshirt. At the end of the meal, the waitress handed me the check.
My friend commented, “Why do they always give you the check? I’m obviously older. I used to think it was because you dressed nicer than I do. But today, you’re in old jeans and a sweatshirt!”
The answer, of course, is attitude. When the two of us walked into the room, his cheapness showed through. Even a young waitress could see through him, despite all of the external appearances/signs of success. I chose to tell you this story for two reasons. First, I want to make clear to you that it’s important to be in the mix with the right attitude. Second, you cannot hide a bad attitude with clothes, cars, plastic surgery, or anything else. If your attitude is bad, stay out of the mix.
With the right attitude, people are attracted to you the moment you walk into a room. So, when you choose the right place, make sure you’ve chosen the right attitude. If you want high impact, walk in smiling, introduce yourself to people, shake hands, and buy some drinks. Let people know you’re a sport. Let them know you’re a player.
If you have low impact in mind, make sure you’re looking good. Be friendly, but serious. Let people come to you. Ask them a lot of questions about themselves. Listen intently; don’t look around the room. Important people make others feel important.
So, when it comes to attitude, take it to them or invite them to come to you. Don’t walk in the middle of road. If you want to be a player, walk on the left or the right. In the middle, you’ll get run over by the traffic of mediocrity.
It’s time to talk about the right place. In general, we know that football stadiums are good if you’re looking to watch a game—but there’s much more to it than that. Say that your lawyer and you like to go the games, but you feel guilty taking time off work. What do you do? Take some business cards with you to the game. People socialize during games. Be friendly and solicit some business. Don’t be afraid to hand out those cards. Now, here’s the key question. Where do you sit? If your specialty is business or transactional law, sit on the fifty-yard line. If your specialty is personal injury or criminal law, sit close to the end zone. If you’re the senior partner of a major firm, get a box.
I always tell people to look for quality. Remember, quality is relative to what you’re trying to accomplish. End zone seats at a game are low quality to someone who just wants to see what’s going on. They’re even worse for someone who wants to see what’s going on and to potentially meet wealthy business clients. However, for the lawyer specializing in DUI’s or personal injury, they are of the highest quality.
I’m sure most people would have expected this chapter to plunge right into LA hot spots. Instead, as explained earlier, I have tried to lay down a philosophical foundation prior to pure, practical application. The concept of being a player in LA, particularly in Hollywood, has universal appeal. But remember, the philosophy that makes a player has no geographical exclusive. You can be a player in whatever you choose to do and wherever you choose to be.
What you’ve read so far has probably led you to the conclusion that I myself am an LA player, especially in the entertainment industry. Well, you are both right and wrong.
Twenty years ago, I was a fast-rising star on the LA scene. My business interests in music, fine art, and publishing had led me to the very doorstep of both the motion picture and television industries. I knew a lot of the right people and I certainly had the financial resources. So what happened? I blew it. However, that’s not the point of this book. I went on to become a player in several other businesses until I wound up back in entertainment—almost nine years later.
One of the questions that I’m asked most often is, “How did you do it?” After being out of the scene for so long, how did I get back into the mix in such a big way so fast? My answer is short, the “Four Seasons.” That’s right, I’m talking about the hotel.
The day after I sold my clothing company, I set my sights on reentering the entertainment industry. Until that day, I had rarely gone to the Four Seasons. As a player in the clothing industry, I preferred the almost European refinement of the Regent Beverly Wilshire Hotel or The Peninsula. However, there was no mistaking the fact that while Hollywood players visit The Regent, The Peninsula, and the remodeled Beverly Hills Hotel, the real schmoozing and deal making get done at the less formal Four Seasons.
So, I got up that morning and began my new routine. I worked out, laid out by the pool, and made some phone calls. I took a lunch meeting with some business associates (just to get the word out that I was looking for entertainment deals). After lunch, I headed up to the Coffee Bean on Sunset (at the time a popular spot for young writers and actors) to hang out and start writing down some ideas. At four o’clock, I drove over to the Four Seasons. I picked this time so that I would beat the five o’clock rush and get the best table. I tipped the valet and told him to leave my car in front. (If you have a nice car, never let it be parked in the garage—always keep it in front.) Once seated inside, I pulled out some impressive reading materials. Within fifteen minutes, a group sat down on the couches facing me. I could not help but overhear their discussion. The group included: a producer, an associate producer, a casting director and a writer—all trying to put their final say into a low budget movie they were working on.
I read and sipped my iced tea while they quizzed the casting director as to who was right and whom he could get for what part. As this went on, I kid you not, the casting director turned to me and said, "You must have overheard some of our conversation. What do you think?”
I told him I hadn’t been listening intentionally. But since he asked, I gave him a list of young actresses I knew or knew of that would be right for the part they were having the most difficult time casting.
There I was, at the right place, at the right time. I also had the right attitude and look and within fifteen minutes, four perfect strangers were taking notes from me on who should be in their movie. By the end of our conversation, we had shared our background, talked about other projects, and exchanged numbers.
As long as we’re discussing my schedule—which incidentally ties time and place together—let’s finish the rest of that day. At seven o’clock, I left the Four Seasons for a dinner meeting. At nine o'clock, I met some friends at the House Of Blues. We had drinks up in the Foundation Room and then took in the show downstairs. After the show, we went back upstairs and hung out till closing time.
I repeated this routine Monday through Friday almost without fail. I adjusted my dinner and evening plans depending on the night. But from four to seven, you could always find me sitting in my seat at my table at the Four Seasons. In fact, if you drove by and knew my car, you would know if I was there just by noticing if my car was out front or not.
I basically turned the Four Seasons into my office. I made new contacts there while reintroducing myself to old ones. As the number of people who knew me grew (including the owners of the hotel), so did the number of people who wanted to know me. In a minute, I’ll tell you about the single most important event that took place at the Four Seasons. But first, I would be remiss if I didn’t backtrack and explain the Coffee Bean connection.
As I mentioned previously, the Coffee Bean was part of my regular afternoon schedule. There, I met two young producers who simultaneously did several important things that put me into the center of the mix. During our first conversation, I told them of my earlier involvement in and around the entertainment industry. It turned out that the three of us knew a colorful character in the business. I had lost contact with this individual for years, but they hadn’t. The following day, we met over coffee again and they gave me my old friend’s number. I immediately called him on his cell phone. He was so happy to hear from me that he invited me to a party he was having that night at The Peninsula.
The second way they brought me into the mix was their explanation to me of independent film finance. In the course of their explanation, they described the most common and difficult hurdle in the process—the time when a producer is asked to “pay or play”. In lawyers' terms, this is the time when you must put up the money to secure talent before they will sign a contract. The problem, of course, is that financing can usually take place only after these contracts are signed.
The third way they helped put me into the mix was by introducing me to the vice president of a major lending institution. This particular bank is well known for lending to independent producers. This meeting led to the introduction to a major distributor.
So, let’s sum it up. From one chance meeting at the Coffee Bean, I reestablished ties to an old friend who was a mover and shaker. I also learned the ins and outs of independent film financing—which led, perhaps, to the most important aspect of being in the mix: my relationship with the bank and distributor. These relationships, under the right circumstances, put me in the position of being able to produce motion pictures.
After the visit with my old friend at The Peninsula, an associate of his asked me to meet him at the Four Seasons the following evening. (Needless to say, I would have been there anyway.) During the course of our conversation, several people who knew one or the other of us stopped by to say hello. We ended the evening agreeing there was more to talk about. I did sense that both my old acquaintance and his associate had slipped to the fringes of the mix. (This is dangerously close to an area known as LA bullshit.) As the valet brought my car (all of twenty feet), one of the guys who knew the person I was meeting with started to talk to me (we had been introduced briefly inside.). I told him I was serious about getting back into “the industry” –I just hadn’t decided how. He gave me his card and asked me to meet him for lunch at his office on the Warner Brothers lot.
We wound up meeting several times—but it was our first meeting that did the trick. He said to me, “This town is filled with a bunch of whores. Get your financing together and they’ll line up to see you.” He shoveled some food in his mouth and continued, “I can tell by looking at you that it’s your time. I see you often when I’m out on the town. You’re surrounded like you’re already a studio boss. But you gotta stay away from bullshitters like the guy you were with at the Four Seasons.”
I raised my eyebrows.
“Yeah, trust me—he’s full of shit. See, I’m on the lot because I don’t bullshit. I’m a poor fucking slob. But I have some good projects—and they are real projects. Look, you’ve gotta trust me. I know this fucking town. It needs a guy like you in the business.” Then, as he reached for his wallet, he realized it was not in his sweat pants. “Oh, fuck. I left my wallet at the office.”
I reached for the check. “Don’t worry about it, I got it.”
He was relieved. “Man, I’m sorry. It’s just—they took away our signing privileges and I forgot my wallet. I’ll pay you back at the office.”
I said, “Don’t worry about it. I think you just helped me make up my mind.”
He interrupted me, “I’m telling you—finance will take you to the top. Oh, shit, I’ve got to get back. Thanks for lunch. Why don’t you come up tomorrow? I’m meeting with some guys from New York who are extremely loaded. I think you’ll like them.”
We hopped into the golf cart furnished by the studio and he drove me back to my car.
I realize this story is getting pretty involved—but I can’t stress enough the importance of the right place. What I’m describing to you is an entire career that was established with lightening speed, in great part due to this factor. I could have hung out anywhere. Instead, I chose the places that I was most likely to meet people that could impact and benefit my new career path.
To finish my story—and hopefully drive home this point once and for all. You should know I took the advice from the producer at Warner Brothers. I wrote a business plan to raise money for pay or play offers. Writing the plan gave me an education in film finance that years of film school would not have. It also allowed me to continue to meet some of the most powerful people in the industry.
Did the business plan itself work? I never got the chance to find out. The guys I met from New York the next day at Warner Bros. turned out to represent one of the top ten grossing producers in the world. We hit it off like long lost relatives. I had finished the business plan and I showed it to them.
They were so impressed, they told me, “Forget about doing packaging for other people.”
“Why?” I asked.
“You’ll make a lot more money putting a deal together for us.”
When you develop and package deals for one of the top producers in the world, you find yourself very much in the center of the mix. But, before you could find me in the center, you could find me at the Four Seasons and the Coffee Bean on Sunset.
Just so you don’t think there are only two places worth hanging out in LA, let me go over a few others. There are a lot of trendy places I’m going to skip because they’ll be out by the time you read this book. But the classics are worth mentioning.
Now, I’ve mentioned some key hotels—The Beverly Hills Hotel, Regent Beverly Wilshire, The Peninsula, and the Four Seasons. I would be remiss if I left out the Bel-Air (for quiet meetings), Chateau Marmont (in particular Bar Marmont) and the Mondrian (and its low key hot spot, Skybar). I have some other favorites like Shutters, The Viceroy, The Standard (Downtown or on Sunset), and the L’Ermitage. All of the hotels I’ve mentioned have varying degrees of hanging out and networking potential. Like I said earlier, survey the scene and see if it fits your needs. In terms of meeting environments, I rate them all fairly equal. You certainly won’t blow a deal by looking bad at any of these great establishments. In addition, if a meeting environment is all you are looking for, I recommend adding the Downtown Biltmore or Checkers to your list.
So, we’ve talked about hotels. And while it’s true they serve food, it’s time to talk about restaurants. If you are a player in LA, you eat at Spago's. I had to get that out of the way. The location in Beverly Hills is a place to see and be seen. It is a fairly schmoozy atmosphere. I’ve seen people actually sit down with others at their table to network and socialize.
You can’t talk about Spago without talking about its pseudo celebrity owner: Wolfgang Puck. The very fact that he is so well known makes Spago even more of an attraction. You should also note other restaurants owned by this chef, like Chaya (on Main Street in Venice) and Cut (also in Beverly Hills)—both of which also attract the serious player crowd.
Another great LA restaurant for the player in all of us is Matsuhisa. Well known as maybe the best fish restaurant in the country, its chef Nobu has also achieved a celebrity status. (I believe his restaurant Nobu in New York City is mentioned prominently in Donald Trump’s book, The Art of The Comeback.) Players frequent Matsuhisa—and so should you if you plan on being one. But just for the record, I think Sushi Gen in Downtown is the best sushi around if we’re just talking about great food.
Since my goal is not to review every player's eatery in town, let me just say that the three restaurants I’ve told you about are contemporary classics. They are potentially great for networking and they say a lot for you if you’re having a meeting there.
Just to round out your list, here’s a few other places: The Ivy on Robertson, Valentino's (Wolfgang himself told me that this was his favorite restaurant in LA), Dan Tana’s in West Hollywood, Lawry's The Prime Rib on La Cienega, Crustacean (especially on Wednesdays) in Beverly Hills. If you have a kosher player on your hands, go to Prime Grill on Rodeo, Pat's on Pico, or Steven Spielberg's mom’s place, The Milky Way. If you’re Downtown you will never go wrong at The Palm, Roy’s, Water Grill, or Petina.
Having covered coffee, late afternoon (tea or happy hour), hotels and dinner, it’s now time to talk nightlife. Once again, clubs come and go too fast to start naming. But a little later, I’ll tell you how to be in the know. Let me say this about clubs: If you’re a player, you should stop into wherever may be hot on the best night at least once a month. It gives you a look at what’s going on and it lets people see that you’re in touch. A couple of places worth mentioning specifically by name:
The House Of Blues: Most people have heard of it. If you want to join the ranks of player, you need to be there at least once a month. When I’m working it, I’m there twice a week. Don’t forget the most important part—join their private club upstairs or you’re just another show-goer.
The Grand Havana Room in Beverly Hills: This is strictly members only. Make yourself one of them. This is a great place to go after dinner. Like The Foundation Room, at The House of Blues, the Grand Havana attracts the A-list from Hollywood—but serious heavyweights from all types of businesses do more than smoke there.
If you’re going to the movies, which you should probably do once a week, frequent the Westwood or Century City theatres. Newer complexes such as The Grove and The ArcLight (both of which boast stadium seating and lots of dining places near the theaters) are also very trendy and good spots to be seen. If you really want to make a statement, rent the Charles Aidikoff screening room on South Rodeo.
Even though you’re not in New York, you must go to legitimate theatre. At least once a month, you should stop into the Music Center, Disney Hall, or The Pantages. Don’t be afraid to mix some small venues like The Geffen Playhouse or The Odyssey. Every now and then, toss in a talent showcase. Oh, let’s talk about The Hollywood Bowl. I say get tickets for the whole season. And to really do it right, get a box. At the very least, check it out every now and then.
We have lots of museums in Los Angeles. Make sure you join them and make sure you’re there for openings and special events. The Getty (Maybe the greatest museum in the world.), L.A.C.M.A., and M.O.C.A. (I don’t mean coffee) are the bare essentials.
Charity events should also be on your schedule. No less than three a month. For this, I can’t name a place—but I can tell you these events are great because they help you while they help others. City of Hope, Starlight Foundation, Concern, LA Partnership For The Homeless, and Divine Design are all great places to start in Los Angeles.
You don’t need to play sports but you should watch them a little. The Lakers, Clippers, Kings, and Dodgers are the three biggest, professional teams. I prescribe at least one game per season per team. If you go to more, it certainly won’t hurt—especially if you have good seats. (A box at Staples Center is particularly nice.)
Now, let’s get you a few places to go at night. How do you know what’s hot when you're looking to be in on the trend? Don’t laugh about this next suggestion, I’m serious: read LA Magazine. Believe it or not, their list of places to be is usually right on. If you want live advice, remember those hotels you’re hanging out at? Ask the concierge, if they’re used to seeing you. They won’t care if you’re not a guest. They usually have pretty solid/current tips and advice.
We’ve covered a lot in this chapter—and yet I feel like I’ve only scratched the surface. The truth is, right time, right place could be a book unto itself. So, just to ease my guilt a little bit, let’s talk about health clubs—another essential element of the scene in Los Angeles.
I mentioned earlier the good friends, good contacts, and good workouts that came from Gold’s Gym. So, I have to tell you to put Gold’s Gym Venice on your list. Serious gyms aside, you must join Sports Club LA. Besides its good looks, it is schmooze heaven. As a counterpart to Sports Club, if you’re not into Hollywood, the LA Athletic Club still carries weight with the Downtown power players. In West Hollywood, Equinox is a very popular place to work out—and be seen.
Even though I got to them late in the chapter, you must take your choice of gym and health clubs seriously. They truly are one of the best places to meet people. Most players feel relaxed in their environment; I’ve gotten to know some of the biggest players in town while taking a steam. In fact, many mornings I worked out at Gold's and then went to one of the schmoozier places for a steam, shower, and breakfast.
Finally, there are country clubs, yacht clubs, beach clubs, and tennis clubs. You should join one if not all of the above. While there are many to choose from in Los Angeles, I’ll give you the short list. If you are not Jewish, join the LA Country Club. If you are Jewish, then join the Hillcrest. If you’re in the entertainment industry join Bel Air. When it comes to beach clubs, if you are not Jewish, join The Jonathan Club. If you are Jewish, join The Santa Monica Beach Club. Last but not least, whether your Jewish or not, you’re okay to join The Beverly Hills Racquet Club.
As I said before, all of this is just a drop in the ocean of places to be. But I can guarantee you this: There is not a player in this town that would not agree that this list will definitely begin to put you into the mix. If your game is not in LA, remember two things. First, the philosophy here applies to almost everywhere you go. You might need to make your own list of places, but the categories should be the same. Second, on a national scale, Los Angeles is extremely important. If you aspire to be a player on a national level, LA may not apply to you now, but I can promise you, one day it probably will. I’ll see you in the mix.
CHAPTER 3
It’s Better To Look Good Than Be Good-looking.
People who have argued this point with me usually think of this issue along the lines of the classic Winston Churchill story. One night at a fancy party, Churchill had been drinking heavily. A society lady took offense to his state of inebriation and said, “Mr. Prime Minister, you are drunk.”
He replied, “And you are ugly. The difference is, in the morning I will wake up sober— but you will still be ugly.”
So, to those who believe that beauty is skin deep, which in the literal sense it may be, my title for this chapter is objectionable.
Needless to say, I have linked good looks or beauty to other levels that go beyond God given appearances. Our approach to becoming a player is pro-active. If you are good looking (God given), you still must go out of your way to look good. Of course, it’s ideal to be good looking and also look good. But, which is more important? Which says the most about who you are? The one over which you have control.
God may have made one person short and one person tall. Someone else may have a full head of hair and the other is bald. Yet I have never met the person that God made dirty, un-groomed, poorly dressed or slovenly. I have never assumed anything about a person's character based on their height (I hope you haven’t) or their hairline. However, I have assumed many things after observing the appearance factors that fall under one’s own self-control.
So, my position is a simple one. It is better to look good than to be good-looking because looking good is a way of communicating who you are and what you are about. Being good-looking is certainly a blessing from God, but so is beauty in general. It says nothing about who the person is.
For example, I think roses are beautiful. If this were a romance novel, I would certainly write a spicy love scene that takes place on a bed covered with rose petals. We all know that the same scene would not be very romantic if it took place in the garden on top of a thorny rose bush. A rose that still has its thorns screams out my point (no pun intended)—“I’m beautiful on the surface. Look at my petals—give me a smell. Wait a minute, don’t reach any deeper or you’re going to get hurt because just below my petals, there are thorns.” When most of us give roses, we have the thorns removed. We know that their beauty can be improved and we become proactive to see that it is.
If you will indulge me for a minute, I just had a thought that I had no plan to write about, but I would like to share with you. I remember an interview I once watched on "60 Minutes" with jazz legend Miles Davis. In that interview, they described the brilliant and beautiful accomplishments of the musical great—but they described his personality as “thorny" and "prickly." It seems many people with God given extraordinary talents, looks or otherwise, have thorny, prickly personalities.
In the past, I had always taken this description of someone’s personality to be factual and nothing more. Now, given the example or the entire context of the rose, I would say that this description is conditional. A prickly personality is not necessarily a type of personality unto itself. Rather, it’s any personality that is in need of and has the ability to be improved. Pardon my digression, but the thought certainly clarifies the example just a little bit more.
So, hopefully we’ve established the importance of looking good. Let’s now talk about why it’s important. Sure, it’s important because it communicates who you are. But, how does it do that and what does it say?
Looking good communicates who you are in several ways. The first and most dominant way is instinctively. By this I mean other people’s instincts, both innate and developed. (That’s right, I’m saying that we’re born with some instincts and others are learned, based on individual human need or desire.) How many times have you heard someone say, “I have a good feeling about him” (certainly this is not literal, like squeezing fruit at the market) or "my gut tell me he or she is telling the truth"? People state these instinctual perceptions based in large part what their senses say about you.
One of the most obvious examples is cleanliness. People are naturally attracted to someone who looks clean and well kept. This is an innate and developed instinct, which makes it a particularly strong attraction.
Innately, human beings prefer cleanliness. If you give a child a choice between sleeping in a clean bed and a dumpster filled with garbage, the child will choose the bed. On the other hand, we grow up hearing that cleanliness is next to Godliness. We learn about the ill effects of germs and bacteria on our own health. If anyone of us was wheeled into an operating room and the surgeon was dressed in dirty jeans and a T-shirt—with no mask on and no gloves—we would flip out. Hell, I won’t get a manicure unless I know that they sterilize their nail files and other instruments.
The point is simple. We sense clean with our eyes, our noses, and our sense of touch. We certainly can sense it through taste and even, to some degree, with our ears. It is a base instinct as well as a learned one. If you want to be a player, you must look clean and well kept in every possible way.
There is a saying: “To seduce a woman, you must overwhelm her senses." I actually had a conversation with a very attractive girl who told me she had slept with a guy on the first date because he seemed so clean. She said, “He was clean, his car was clean, and his house was so clean too. I just got turned on.” She didn’t have a chance to get to know him well enough to determine whether she liked him or not—but her senses were simply overwhelmed by this one positive factor.
Another instinct that is both basic and learned is the attraction to what’s positive and comfortable. This tends to be more about attitude than outward appearances. But still, few of us would be happy to be strapped into a dental chair and then see our dentist enter the room dressed in a leather and spike S&M dominator outfit. He may still say, “This won’t hurt a bit”—but would you believe him?
I spoke about attitude earlier, as it relates to the right place and right time. If you think about the attitude that I described in the context we are now speaking, you should realize it was one that relayed both a positive and comfortable look and feeling.
For the sake of your look, however, it is not good enough to just tell you how to work a room. You cannot truly create a look of a positive, comfortable person as we’ve said earlier if you are not one. If you recall, we talked about the young waitress who sensed (instinctively) that my friend was cheap. So to look like a positive comfortable person, you must take some time to develop the proper attitude. To help, I’ll tell you a couple of stories.
The first is not my story at all. I saw it many years ago on the television classic,“The Twilight Zone”. (Why don’t they make shows like that anymore?) A wealthy, older man was dying. So, he invited his unloving, scheming, unworthy heirs to spend his last dying days as guests at his home. The conditions of their being eligible to inherit from his estate were that they must stay with him and they must wear grotesque looking masks during their stay.
If you remember this episode, you know that the masks were devilishly magical. At the time of the old man’s death, the heirs removed their masks only to find out that their faces had been transformed to the shape of the grotesque masks they had worn.
In reality there is no need for a magical mask. If you think positive, comfortable thoughts, people will not only perceive them as a rich source of energy, they will see it in your look—the look on your face and in your posture.
To take this one step further, I would also like to suggest that through a positive attitude, you can influence your looks for the better. I’ve always been amazed at pictures of babies in a nursery. Personally, I cannot tell one from the other. I had never thought that anything more than genes influenced how we grow up to look until one very sad but enlightening day.
It is necessary, prior to the actual burial at funeral, that a member of the family or close friend must identify the body—which is to be buried. I had never thought much of this, nor had I understood stories of bodies being mixed up at the morgue as anything other than incompetence.
On the day of the funeral of one of my uncles, I was asked to be the one that gave a positive identification. As I stared at my uncle, trying to be sure, the funeral director became nervous. He asked, “Is everything all right?”
I nodded my head that it was. But my uncle looked so different—even I was momentarily in doubt.
In case you’re wondering, it had not been that long since the last time I had seen my uncle. In fact, I was at his bedside the week before he died. The reason it was hard for me to recognize him was simply that he had died. Prior to his death, he had a particularly friendly and outgoing personality. So much so that you could tell he was friendly just by looking at him. After his death and the loss of his personality, he just didn’t look as unique as he had during his life—which made it harder to recognize/identify him.
This of course made me think back to the nursery filled with those generic looking babies. I realized that while genes may guide their looks, it would be their personalities that would actually determine how they looked. What they visualize themselves to be will, to a large extent, become their reality. For a child, this happens more as a matter of circumstance. But for you, as an adult, it can happen as a matter of choice.
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