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Reader’s	Reviews	
 
“I hardly even know where to begin to comment on Portal to Genius. I am so filled with emotion right now… I feel such 
an overwhelming sense of gratitude." Kristen Wilson, Parkland, Florida 

 
“This book is amazing... I will be reading it over and over again!” Mary Alice, Westminster, Colorado 

 
“Revolutionary... I found myself clapping, laughing and crying from chapter to chapter... The information is amazing and 
has absolutely created a shift in my life.” Dotti Durtschi, Salt Lake City, Utah 

 
“We are enjoying your wonderful book... I think it could change the world!” Cat Spalding, West Fairlee, Vermont 

 
“Astonishing!  I absolutely LOVE it!  I really can’t say enough good things about what I have read... I am making my own 
notes all over it and it has given me much to think, ponder and pray about already. It is truly an inspired work, thank you 
for sharing it with me. Powerful... Easy to read... Brilliant! Page [undisclosed page number] changed my life.”  Kelli King, 
Mesa, Arizona 
 
“I haven’t read a book quite like this before... and I am seeing my life from a new point of view. ...I have a teenage son 
and really want him to live a wonderful life using these principles. I feel strongly that the only way I would be able to 
communicate this information to him is to experience it myself and let him see the way.” Julie Prosser, Western Australia 
 
“Motivating and inspiring.  ...Whether you’re a business man/woman, a homemaker, or a middle class person living from 
paycheck to paycheck, this book will teach you how to bring passion and purpose to your life.  ...I could hardly put it 
down!” Leasel Highsmith, Queen Creek, Arizona 
 
“Portal to Genius has helped me better understand why I have usually walked a different path in life and why I had so 
much trouble when I tried to take the road ‘most traveled’… Many times when talking to people words have come out of 
my mouth that I can’t explain where they came from. Now I know!!” Heidi Adams, Mortlach, Saskatchewan, Canada 
 
“It was a huge breakthrough for me to see how these struggling characters went about finding their own rabbits. I have 
shared their same fears, dreams, concerns and roadblocks. I have been so focused on overcoming my fear, but after 
reading this book, I seriously can’t believe how hard I was making it. This will be my guidebook for my future! I will 
gladly buy several copies and give them to my friends and family.” Krista Nebeker, Ammon, Idaho 
 
“Love the book. I have started to see my own Jackrabbits. It’s amazing just how many there are when you start looking... 
Leslie hooks you with great characters with whom anyone can identify. The conversations between Richard and Felicity 
are almost verbatim between my wife and myself.  IT’S SCARY!!” Glen Fitch, Washington Terrace, Utah 
 
“Engaging and thought provoking...” Dawnalee Shields, Utah – Arizona – Oregon – Washington 
 
“I cried, because I know how it has felt to have great things happen in my life after all I could do. What I was not aware of, 
however, was that this could happen as often as I want. I, too, believe in miracles.” Leah Hansen, Saratoga Springs, Utah 
 
“What a delightful read! ...Wondrous, inspiring ...Get it!  Read it!” Kristie Luane Chiles, Macon, Georgia 
 
“I loved your book. It is amazing. No matter where someone is on his or her path to thinking and being abundant, the book 
covers it.” Tim Cardon, Idaho Falls, Idaho 
 
“WOW!  What more can I say?  This book has really hit home. Again, WOW!  So many questions are answered.  A 
tearjerker; you have really brought out some great emotions.  There is so much that I relate to. Excellent story and very fun 
to read! As I was reading I kept looking for critical analysis of what could be improved; I read and read and kept thinking, 
‘She nailed it; she’s really nailed it’.  Portal to Genius has provided me with greater vision, clarity, and purpose. It 
prompted discussion between my husband and me. …You have taken what could have been dry and boring and turned it 
into a page-turner. Once I started reading I couldn’t put the book down. It sent shockwaves through my life and my vision 
for the future. It created a fire within my soul to continue on the path even when everyone looking in only sees a ‘crazy 
dog’. Great Job with all of your long hours and hard work! Really fantastic!!! You are an inspiration!” Linda Knudsen, St. 
George, Utah 
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“Portal to Genius can be described in one word:  Masterpiece. I have to admit that when I heard Leslie was working on a 
sequel to The Jackrabbit Factor, my reaction was that sequels are pretty much always disappointing and I didn’t really 
expect to like it. The funny thing is I live my life by intuition, by gut instinct if you will. So in spite of intellectually 
feeling disdain about the idea of reading a sequel (any sequel), I was compelled to read Portal to Genius. ...Leslie once 
again combines clarity and wisdom into a book that you won’t be able to put down once you pick it up.... My life is full of 
challenges that seem at times to be insurmountable. Portal to Genius gave me HOPE that I am going to be okay. It shares 
knowledge and wisdom in an easy-to-understand way. It was FANTASTIC.” Valerie Dansereau, Greenville, South 
Carolina 
 
"This is well-written, engaging, and powerfully motivating!  I am excited to start applying these principles in my own life. 
 You have helped me see how I have been undermining my own success by allowing negative 'little voices' to interrupt the 
natural flow of resources." Roger Kennard, Midvale, Utah 
 
“Well my head is spinning with words and ideas ... thank you for this opportunity. It has been enlightening. You have 
presented me with life altering lessons to be learned through Portal to Genius. Thank you, both. Thank God.” Sheila 
Nagle, York, Pennsylvania 
 
“THANK YOU!!!!  Thank you for sharing your gifts and knowledge to help others.  That’s what it’s all about. What an 
amazing gift! Amazing!!  Jewels of truth and wisdom taught in a clear and enjoyable journey.  It brought together so many 
truths I have believed all my life.  I was so excited to learn the lessons and even more eager to apply them that I felt as if I 
was devouring the book; I couldn’t get through it quickly enough. What an invaluable resource! Truly life changing; thank 
you!” Julie Brown, Cedar City, Utah 
 
“WOW! After reading Portal to Genius, I have greater clarity on how to apply the laws of the Universe into MY life. I 
have hope again. I have courage to shut out the fear that has been holding me back since, since I can remember. I have 
read so many books on this subject. THIS one really hit home. I kept saying, ‘Hey, that’s my life!’ over and over again. I 
know what to do now. I have concrete examples in this book to help me. I could go on and on. I am a renewed person! 
My life is different from this time forward. I finally get it. I am living on purpose, with purpose. Thank you for writing this 
book! Thanks a million!” Leah Adair, Stansbury Park, Utah 
 
“I finished reading your book tonight. It went from being very profound, to mind opening and mind-bending! I read the 
book in parts because I’d start thinking about a thought provoking idea I’d just read, and I’d go off for the rest of the day 
doing a lot of soul searching, thinking about just one paragraph. That happened a few times. I have changed somewhere on 
the inside. I have my own personal dragons to overcome like everyone else, but thanks to this book I just got my passion 
back. I see now where my rabbits have been all along. I know what I need to be doing and the future is looking a whole lot 
brighter! Kim Snyder, Elk Grove, California 
 
“I want to begin by saying how richly and deeply Portal to Genius has impacted me. Thank you for this experience. It 
came in the perfect moment. There are no greater stories than those of loss and redemption and this book abounds with 
them for each masterfully crafted character. It’s amazingly easy to identify and empathize with each one on a visceral 
level. What I appreciate most is the absolute humanity that permeates the book.   
 
“As you so eloquently point out, change comes when you begin to ask the right questions. Not only is it humbling, it can 
be downright scary. We seem to do this only when our back is up against the wall and there is absolutely nowhere to go. 
If, at that point, we ask in the right way, our portal is unlocked and the genius pours into us. Or perhaps, more accurately, 
we finally discover what’s been there all along and was simply waiting to be recognized.  
 
“This is a good work! I encourage any and everyone to read it, not just for the amazingly heartfelt story it is, but for the 
wonderful lessons it contains. You’ve managed to weave a tapestry of ideas and tools for every ‘Goodman’s’ life. It’s a 
parable of the highest order… This book has already changed me. I must admit I’m going to have to re-read because of the 
huge emotional impact. Yes… tears and all. Shhh… Don’t tell anyone… I have a reputation to protect!!” Jim Allmon, 
Roswell, New Mexico 
 
“I loved every page and have experienced several of the same things that occur in the story. It’s amazing and I love 
sharing what I’ve learned … especially the young people I work with. They eat it up!” Tom Stanley, West Jordan, Utah 
 
“If ever I am stranded on a deserted island with just one bag, I hope it contains the book Portal to Genius.” Monique 
DiCarlo, Springfield, Virginia 
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Preface	
 
While this book is the long awaited sequel to the international bestseller, The Jackrabbit Factor, in truth, 
it is much more than a sequel. 

It also supplies a prequel element, taking the reader back nearly a decade prior to the opening 
scene of The Jackrabbit Factor: Why You Can (which we’ll call JF), as well as filling in the twelve-year 
gap between JF and its epilogue.  Besides offering a more detailed foundation to JF, Portal to Genius 
answers the questions: Who was the unknown gentleman, and what was his amazing idea?  What 
transpired during those next twelve years, and how did Richard become the success implied in the 
conclusion?  

While JF will continue to facilitate a powerful internal transformation for its readers across the 
globe, Portal to Genius is designed to help its readers more easily move into implementation and 
execution mode, effecting real-life victories.  It’s written to help the reader discover how to overcome 
each challenge faced on the real-life path to financial freedom and excellence in all areas of his or her life.  

The principles contained in both books are universal, and the lessons addressed are applicable to 
all challenges. (The original story continues to be available independently as a primer - a short and easy 
read for those who are particularly busy, for those who are skeptics, or for those who recognize its power 
and want to bring its life-changing introductory message into the hearts of those who look to them for 
leadership.) 

To learn from the documented mistakes and victories of others is to achieve greater success in a 
shorter period of time.  Although this story is fictional, every encounter is based on true happenings, 
experienced by us (the authors), and tens (if not hundreds) of thousands of people, or more.  Life has a 
way of bringing all people through experiences common to humanity at large, and we do well to learn 
from one another new ideas for conquering such challenges. 

As you’ll see through these pages, Richard becomes a giant in his own right, and it’s your 
opportunity to stand on his shoulders to reach great heights of your own—even greater than perhaps you 
ever thought possible.  
  
Enjoy the journey! 
 

Leslie Householder  
Garrett B. Gunderson 
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Portal	to	Genius		
	

 

1	-	Premonitions	
	
Ten Years Earlier than the end scene of The Jackrabbit Factor story and  
30 miles northwest of Great Bend, Kansas 
 
Morgan’s heart pounded in his head as he frantically placed his suffering boy in the back seat of his car 
and threw the .22 caliber rifle in the trunk.  As he raced to the main highway, he knew he might still be 
forty minutes away from anyone who could help, and his mind flooded with echoes of his last 
conversation with Rita: 
 

"Hunting Jackrabbits?  Honey, he's only six!  Can't you wait until I get back from Mother's so I 
can keep him out of the line of fire?  I know how focused you can get and I know how spontaneous he 
can be.  I just can't help thinking he might race ahead of you, and you might not notice."  

"Rita, don't worry, I'll be careful.  Nothing will happen to him." 
"Morgan Stillwater, you promise me he'll be safe.  It was too hard to get pregnant, and carry him 

full term in the first place to have anything happen to him now.”  There had been a long pause until she 
softly asked, “Are you going to let him shoot?" 

"Been thinking about it.  I was six when Dad let me try the rifle." 
"Please don't do it, at least—will you just—wait until I get back?  Mother was taken off life 

support this morning, and if she remains stable, and if Dad’s feeling like he can handle everything without 
me, I think I may be able to catch a flight to get me home by dinnertime Thursday.  What if you save it 
for next weekend? Maybe we could all go hunting together." 

"Honey, let me have this time with him.  Ever since the day you told me you were finally 
pregnant, I've been dreaming of doing this sort of father-and-son thing with him.  No offense, but I just 
don't think it would be the same with ‘Mom’ coming along to make sure we’re okay." 

Rita's voice turned grave. "Promise me, Morgan.  Promise me you'll have your eyes on Isaac the 
whole time.  I don't care if you don't come home with a single rabbit.  All I care is that this family stays 
intact.  Got that?" 

"Everything’s gonna be okay, Rita.  It's just a rabbit hunt." 
~~~~~~ 

 
Morgan glanced in the rear view mirror. Isaac was breathing faintly and his lips were darker than the last 
time he checked.  Cursing the day he had to drop out before getting into medical school because of his 
failing health and mounting bills, Morgan hit the steering wheel hard with both hands.  “I could have 
helped him!  I might have known what to do!”   

He picked up his cell phone, hoping that somehow it might have magically charged itself, even 
though it had died more than an hour previously.  No luck, and no charger.  

Suddenly the anguish overcame him and he began to sob uncontrollably. A weak, but restless 
movement from the back seat and the pallor of his son caused Morgan’s foot to press harder on the 
accelerator. 
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“Oh, Rita,” Morgan moaned through clenched teeth as his speed reached 95 miles an hour.  The 
grasslands whooshed by in a blur under glowing clouds against an electric blue sky.  “I was careful, I was 
so careful!” 

Finally, the barren landscape gave way to an occasional silo and farmhouse.  Do I stop and call 
for an ambulance, or do I just look for a hospital on my own?  He didn’t know how serious Isaac’s 
condition was, or how much time he had to work with.  He decided to press on. 

After another five long minutes as he entered a small country town, Morgan heaved a sigh of 
relief to see a blue sign on the side of the road with the large capital “H” and an arrow, indicating there 
was, in fact, a hospital nearby. 

Pulling in under the portico labeled “Emergency”, Morgan screeched to a halt and labored to 
carry his son through the automatic glass doors.  The receptionist stood, responding to Morgan’s alarmed 
expression and she signaled a nurse from triage to come quickly. 

Miraculously, there were no other patients waiting to be seen in this sleepy little town hospital he 
had stumbled upon.  The nurse quickly provided a bed, called for a doctor, and began asking questions. 

“Is this your son?” 
“Yes, he is.”  Morgan was in a daze. 
The nurse checked Isaac’s vitals while asking, “What happened?” 
“Uh—,” his voice cracked with a spontaneous whimper, but he quickly continued between 

anxious breaths, “we were hunting jackrabbits, and I spotted one, and I shot, and then I don’t know why, 
but Isaac collapsed, because he wasn’t even in my way, and I can’t find a wound anywhere.  I don’t know 
what happened.” 

“Has he been ill?” 
“Uh, I don’t know, I mean, he’s been extra tired lately, but I just figured he’s been in a growth 

spurt, and today I thought it was because I woke him up so early.” 
Just then the doctor arrived and Morgan watched intently as the two professionals quietly 

searched for an explanation.  At length the doctor spoke.  Addressing the nurse he instructed, “Darla, 
arrange transport.  Mister, uh—” 

“Stillwater.  Morgan Stillwater.” 
“Mister Stillwater, we’re a small facility; and we don’t specialize in pediatric cardiology. I’d like 

to have him transported to Wichita right away.” 
“Cardiology?” Morgan fell back in his chair.  Shaking his head he explained, “Doctor, I had a 

valve replaced five years ago.  You think he might have the same condition?” 
“These things can be hereditary.  We’ll only know for sure after he’s seen in Wichita.” 
Speaking to himself Morgan scoffed sadly, “So a bullet didn’t hit him.”  Blindsided, he rubbed 

his face.  Weakly, numbly he asked, “Could you contact Dr. Ray Golward at the Cypress Heart facility?  
He’s an old friend from high school who is also my cardiologist now. I’d trust his recommendations.” 

“Certainly.”  The doctor nodded and left the room.   
With one horrific tumult put to rest, Morgan realized the real one had only just begun. “Oh, Rita.  

How am I going to tell you?” 
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2	-	Nachos	at	Halftime	
 
Cypress Heart facility, Wichita 
 
The air was stale and heavy in the waiting room when the doctor found Morgan- lingering with eager 
anticipation for a positive report of Isaac’s condition.  Morgan’s face fell with the delivery of the news 
and his eyes turned glassy and red with raw emotion.   

“Dr.—” Morgan stammered.   
The doctor knew Morgan had never grown accustomed to calling him by such a formal title.  

Because they had been close friends long before he received his license, it didn’t bother him when 
Morgan continued more informally using his first name instead.  “Ray, I don’t know what to do.” 

“Morgan, he needs the procedure. Remember, your valve replacement was particularly hard 
because of the additional stresses:  college, a new baby.  But you made it through, even with all that; and I 
believe he will too.” 

Morgan shook his head despairingly.  “Sure I made it through, but I had to drop out of school.  
There’s got to be an alternative.”  

Dr. Golward pursed his lips together then asked, “When did you say Rita would be back from her 
mother’s?” 

“Tomorrow.” 
Knowing Morgan’s wife would help him recognize what was medically necessary, he suggested, 

“Why don’t you talk to her about it then and give me a call.” 
“I already have.  She can’t understand why I’m holding back.  I know. I know; there’s really no 

question.  We’ve just got to do it.”  After a halting pause, he nodded, “It’s okay.” Morgan sat quietly with 
the doctor for a moment, gathering his thoughts.  His brows furrowed slightly before asking directly, “But 
what if it doesn’t work?” 

“Morgan, you’ve experienced this as a patient.  I don’t need to explain the risks; you know them 
as well as anyone.  But you’ve also seen it work, and Isaac really has no other choice.” 

“I know; you’re right.” 
“Just let me do my best, and pray for God’s hand in his full recovery.” 
Morgan nodded, and took a deep breath.  “You know, if I'd been able to stay in medical school, 

you realize I might be the one performing this surgery?” 
“No, Morgan. Everything happens for a reason.  It’s not your job to do this for your son.  And 

somehow, all that's transpired will ultimately reveal a grander purpose for your life, and greater meaning 
to your challenges.” 

Morgan lamented, “I never aspired to work for a medical devices company; I always thought I'd 
be in the trenches saving lives like you.” 

“Well, we all play our part.  I couldn’t do what I do without the tools you provide.  And look at 
you now, succeeding magnificently right where you are.  Your interest in medicine making you uniquely 
equipped to bring passion and purpose to an industry often driven by profit alone." Dr. Golward smiled. 
"No wonder you’ve done so well.  In your wildest dreams, did you ever think you’d so quickly end up as 
the company president?”    

Morgan was too numb to respond. 
After a reflective moment, Dr. Golward put his hands on Morgan’s shoulders and reiterated, 

“Now.  Let’s help your son.  That’s my passion and purpose; I want to see him grow up to play football 
for our old high school.  Deal?” 

“Alright," Morgan nodded, "I’ll trust you.” 
“No, don’t trust me.  Trust God, Morgan.  I’m just an instrument; and like I said, all I can promise 

is to do my very best.  You know, my own heart is in this one.  I want him well.” 
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~~~~~~ 

 
Eight months later 

 
“I’m so sorry, Morgan.”  Dr. Golward looked at his hands, wringing them as he prepared to deliver the 
devastating news.  Then, bravely making eye contact he stated, "It’s infective endocarditis." 

Morgan closed his eyes and Rita put her arms around him, hiding her face in his shoulder.  
Questioningly, Morgan looked up, shaking his head to Dr. Golward: “Why Isaac? How can thousands of 
people come through without a hitch, and Isaac's little body goes toxic? Can you explain that to me?"  
Morgan was angry and Dr. Golward just listened. "This was supposed to work, Ray!" 

  It's not that Morgan didn't understand the medical terminology or anticipate the potential 
setbacks of his son's condition.  He had spent hours at the hospital library learning everything he could 
about the aspects of cardiology that had impacted his family twice now, but Isaac’s situation wasn't a 
story in a medical textbook. This wasn't just "O" positive on a chart.  This was real blood, and not just 
any, but his own, coursing through the veins of his very sick, but cherished offspring.   

In reality, this was his own flesh, under conditions beyond his control.  Powerlessness, 
helplessness—emotions not easily adjusted to by any grown man, but especially Morgan, who 
erroneously felt that if somehow he had been able to finish school, he would have had more power or 
knowledge to avert this tragedy in the first place.   

Finally the doctor responded.  “The valve is compromised; the leaflets have seeded bacteria. We 
hope to get the infection under control with antibiotics, Morgan, but I'm afraid the valve is only 
temporary. The leaflets are damaged.” 

Morgan’s anger melted away as he mustered some weak but hopeful determination. “So now 
what?” 

“He’ll need another surgery. How soon? Not sure.  We’ll wait as long as we can, managing his 
condition with medication to delay the second procedure.” 

“So what’s to keep this from happening again?” 
The doctor silently pressed his lips together and then replied, “There are no guarantees. There are 

inherent disadvantages to both the mechanical prosthetic valves and the ones made from animal tissue. 
We do the best we can with what we have to work with.” 

Unsatisfied with the doctor’s response, Morgan replied resolutely, “I believe in miracles, doctor. I 
still envision Isaac leading a normal life...” 

The doctor cautiously assured, "I believe in miracles, too, Morgan."  After a sympathetic pause, 
Dr. Golward smiled faintly, "I'm looking forward to the football game we'll watch him play in about ten 
years.  Mark your calendar; we'll eat nachos at halftime."   

~~~~~~ 
 

The doctor would never express such confidence to just any of his patients’ families, but he knew Morgan 
needed his buoyancy more than he needed a report of the apparent truth.  Their enduring friendship 
transcended the typical professional protocol, and he knew the friendship would endure, even if his words 
proved to be a lie. 
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3	-	A	Bold	Request	
 
Two months later 
 
“Ray, look at this.”  Morgan held up a pale yellow gadget, about the size of a quarter. 

“What is that?” 
“This,” Morgan paused for emphasis, “is a valve.  I haven’t slept since we brought Isaac home." 

Morgan continued more quickly and energetically, "My mind's been racing, knowing there has to be a 
better solution, and after researching everything I could find on his condition, expecting there had to be an 
alternative, one night I woke with a start—and could see with perfect clarity exactly what he needed. In 
full color, three dimensions, I saw the very thing that would solve the problem, and I’ve spent the last 
four weeks ‘round the clock developing it.  This is it.” 

The doctor took the device and examined it from all sides.  His mouth hung open slightly, as he 
considered the challenges that artificial valves had always been known to have, and with every turn of the 
object and every twist and bend of the fingers that held it, the realization washed over him that this 
inspired design avoided both the coagulation problems of the more durable mechanical devices, as well as 
the durability problems of their bioprosthetic counterparts. 

The features were so advanced it seemed like science fiction. Dr Golward turned the valve over in 
his hands many times as he continued to examine the prosthetic device.  He muttered thoughtfully, “This 
porous element might actually promote a strong matrix bond between the heart tissue and valve, 
maximizing implant stability...”   

Morgan interrupted his thoughts.  “The valves are made of a synthetic polymer that possesses the 
physical qualities of natural valves: elasticity for preventing deformation and adhesions, efficient opening 
and closing of valves, and compatibility with the natural healing process. So, no deformity, flow, clot or 
infection problems, essentially eliminating the need for multiple surgeries, heart failure, blood 
thinners…” 

“Unbelievable, Morgan." Dr. Golward examined it pensively one more time, then began to 
question, "But—” 

Reading his thoughts, Morgan interrupted.  “Ray, get this.” Morgan brought out a notepad with 
his midnight scribbles on it. Enthusiastically he pulled his chair closer to Dr. Golward and spun the pad 
around on the desk to face them both.  “Look at this—with thousands of medical devices and a lab full of 
building blocks for everything my company makes, when I saw the vision for this, every solitary thing 
that needed to go into it was apparent as well.” Morgan chuckled, “I jotted it all down, wondering if it 
would still make sense in the morning.” 

Dr. Golward pored over the notepad and eventually whispered, “This is a dream.” Looking up at 
Morgan, eyes wide, he continued, “Can this be for real?” 

Morgan rattled on, “Thrombosis: not a problem. We take the DXio45 melding component, 
combine it with ROJ-62, overlay it onto the methyl methacrylate fiberflex and you have an ideal 
replication of the endothelium of the connecting heart chambers.” 

Dr. Golward remained in a daze, and Morgan kept going. “With the new technology for fusion in 
cranioplasty, it seems the same process could bond this compound to the outer surface of the prosthesis, 
and voila! You’ve got built-in endocardium—the body won’t even know the valve is there.”  After a 
moment he burst out a chuckle and excitedly pointed to one part of his diagram, "Do you see how this 
combination could even lay the foundation for potential self-repair?" 

Dr. Golward sat back and closed his eyes, looking for a hole in Morgan’s theory.  Finding none, 
he began with a sigh, “If this is truly what it seems to be, it's revolutionary.  The world will know about 
this, Morgan!  It needs testing and mass development!"  Leaning in he continued, "You've got to submit 
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this to the medical journals—it'll save thousands of lives every year!  You always said you'd be saving 
lives in the trenches!” 

Shaking his head, yet smiling, Morgan threw his head back and countered, “Oh sure, who would 
listen to me?  I’m no medical doctor; I’m just a parent who is obsessed with seeing my son, the only child 
I have, grow up. No, Ray, the world isn't ready for this.  It's for Isaac, and we don't have time to wait for 
the medical community to accept it." 

Dr. Golward cautiously tempered his excitement.  With his thoughts racing faster than he could 
speak, he blurted, "What are you saying?  Wait—no. This can't be for real. It's—you—what about..." 
With his thoughts in a blur, he eventually reverted to a question that was at least possible to formulate. 
"Morgan, how in the world did you think of it?" 

Morgan replied, “I couldn’t have designed it on my own if I tried, Ray.  I'm not that smart. It's 
bigger than me, and so I’ve got to go with it, follow where it’s leading.” 

Thoughtfully Dr. Golward tried to process this incomprehensible event.  He was witnessing the 
birth of a groundbreaking innovation, and had trouble digesting the significance of the moment.  Slowly 
muttering out loud, he finally concluded, “You’re right, you’re not smart enough to come up with this on 
your own; somehow this passion of yours has become your portal to genius!” 

"That's about all I've got, Ray.  I feel the passion in my veins.  It keeps me awake at night. There's 
nothing more I want than to know Isaac will give me grandchildren to carry on the family name. I want 
people—family—a hundred years from now to know and care that I lived.”  By now, Morgan’s eyes were 
misty.  One tear eventually fell, and looking embarrassed, he quickly wiped his face dry.  "I need my son 
live a full life, without the constant threat of another operation, and I believe this will do it."  Morgan took 
a deep breath, and mustered the courage to say, "That's why I need you to perform the surgery." 

Dr. Golward's face fell.  "You want me to do what?" 
"I need you to give him this device.  Put it in there.  I can't do it myself, or you know I would." 
"It's too experimental—too infantile!  Where's the lab testing?  Years of experimentation?  This is 

your son, for crying out loud, not a laboratory rat!  Have you gone mad?" 
“You said it yourself, doc: this is genius; I didn't come up with it on my own.  I've been given a 

solution to save my son.  Who am I to reject it?" 
"How will you pay for this?  The hospital, equipment, medications, the physicians?  No insurance 

company would ever touch this." 
"I’ve already cashed in my entire portfolio.  Much of the equipment can come from my own 

company, and—since on paper it can be considered product development and testing—I can utilize 
company funds, to an extent. I'm prepared to cover the facility, medications, and most of what your team 
would require, but I'm hoping you'll do your part—as a favor.” Morgan searched the doctor’s face, which 
showed no sign of cooperation. “Let me try to simplify the idea. This proposition is not really that 
difficult, Ray.  The procedure is the same routine, only with a different device—same contact points, 
same procedure.  Only this time, no complications.” 

“Do you have any idea how much red tape there is to go through?  This sort of thing takes 
paperwork, releases, and legalities. I'm not sure Isaac has that kind of time, Morgan.” 

"You can push it through, can't you?  I'm on my knees, Ray. I don’t know what else to do. He 
won't always be a candidate.  I'm afraid we'll lose Isaac if we don’t do this." 

“You could lose Isaac if we do, Morgan.” 
"Just tell me this.  Is it possible?  Can you use a device that has only been tested in the research 

and development lab at the plant?  Can you get a team to do it?" 
"It's complicated. I can get the facility and a team, but this is a Class III device, so without 

approval from the Food and Drug Administration, we need an investigational device exemption—an 
IDE—and even with that we can't do anything for at least 30 days, probably more." 

"But if you recommend it, and I consent—I'll sign anything you need me to sign—then what does 
it matter to the FDA?" 

Even though Dr. Golward could see the feasibility and genius of the invention, there was a part of 
him that had a hard time not seeing the gadget as home made, and the thought of being responsible for its 
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performance to any degree terrified him.  There was comfort to be had if they would just slow down long 
enough to allow the federal agency to either lend support or shut it down entirely according to their 
judgment.  Apparently, Morgan didn’t care what the FDA thought, and Dr. Golward desperately wished 
that he did. 

The doctor was certain that questioning the suitability of the gadget further would fall on deaf 
ears, so he tried another argument: "Well, here's the thing, Morgan.  What if it works?  What if you've 
created something that would help others?  Naturally I'd want this for your son, but you can't expect me to 
approach this with the same indifference as if I were helping you fix your car. For another thing, if you're 
asking me to do a favor like this, ethically, I'd need to take this on with the ultimate intention of letting it 
help humanity on the whole, not just Isaac.  That requires an IDE to treat him as part of an approved 
clinical study." 

"So under those terms, how long before he'd get the surgery?" 
"Honestly, I'm not sure he ever would.  Before approving the study, they have to review all the 

documentation from prior studies—laboratory, animal, other human tests—a proposal for how we'll run 
the study, consent documents. We have none of that. If by some miracle they approve the request anyway, 
then there's a good chance they'll impose some serious restrictions." 

"There's got to be another way, Ray.”  Morgan paused awkwardly and then continued, “You 
know what? Let’s not talk about this now. You’d probably like some time to digest it. Come to our house 
tonight.  You've always relied on Rita to keep my head on straight. The three of us can talk about it at 
home." 

Dr. Golward was somewhat surprised by the suggestion because he knew Rita was too level 
headed for this, and he thought it odd for Morgan to suddenly shift from dogged assertion to being openly 
willing to bring her into the conversation.  It actually sounded like a safe and perfect way to bring this 
madness to a peaceful conclusion. "Great. I'll get back to work and then," shaking Morgan's hand he 
promised, "I'll swing by on my way home from the clinic." 
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4	-	Street	Ball	With	Isaac	
 
Just before 6:00 that night, the doorbell rang and Rita opened it with Dr. Golward turning his head 
slightly, searching her eyes for evidence of camaraderie in this dilemma.  He wondered how much 
Morgan had already shared with her.  Did she know what had been proposed? If so, how did she feel 
about it?  The more he could discern in her eyes about the matter before the official conversation began, 
the more comfortable he'd feel about proceeding. But her eyes only sparkled with warmth and gratitude 
for his visit.  “Please come in!  What brings you by tonight?” 

She doesn't know!  Dr. Golward couldn't believe it.  "Well, Morgan asked me to come by. He said 
he'd like to talk with you and me about Isaac." 

"Oh, of course he did. Let's have a seat in here. Morgan! Ray is here!" 
Morgan took off his jacket and clutched it nervously while the three of them sat in the family 

room, Rita and Morgan comfortably on the couch together, with Dr. Golward sitting not quite as 
comfortably by himself on the matching love seat. He noticed her unreserved affection for Morgan, 
clasping his right hand in both of hers as she leaned in, as if eager to discover the purpose of this visit. 

Either she doesn't know, or she's actually behind this. Dr. Golward desperately tried to interpret 
every glance and gesture to assess how alone (if alone) he really was in his position of resistance. 

Just then Isaac strolled in with a dusty football, wearing a pair of jeans that were a size too big for 
him, pant legs puckered at his ankles and stacked atop his dingy white tennis shoes because he wasn't 
quite tall enough for them to hang straight. His voice had a sort of dusty quality to it, as well. Standing 
behind the doctor's love seat, he looked beyond the guest and begged, "Dad, can we work on my throw?" 

"Hey tiger, you look great! I'd love to, but we're visiting with Dr. Golward." 
Isaac apparently hadn't recognized the doctor from behind without his white coat, and probably 

hadn’t expected to see him anywhere but at the clinic or hospital room. With the personality of a 
miniature comedian, he did a cartoonish double take and then looked to his parents for a response to his 
funny reaction.  He seemed to love amusing them with his exaggerations, and appeared to get a lot of 
mileage out of their chuckles. 

Dr. Golward stood up and greeted the boy like a gentleman. "It's wonderful to see you, Isaac. 
How are you feeling today?" 

"Great!" He smiled, "But getting better!" The grown-ups laughed again, and Isaac beamed. "Dad 
says you're going to fix my heart," he held up the football, "so that's why I need to practice. I'm gonna 
play for Wichita Collegiate School!" 

Suddenly the blood drained from Dr. Golward's face and he forced a smile. The doctor's glance at 
Morgan had the intensity and force of a thousand eyes and Morgan acted like he didn’t notice, smiling 
superficially at his son as if to disguise his embarrassment. "Isaac, I'll be out in a bit. Why not see if Kip 
next door can play until dinner?" 

 Isaac took a deep and dramatic breath and let out a sigh as loud and forceful as a freshly 
punctured automobile tire. Seeming to have performed the melodrama to his satisfaction, he ran outside to 
play some football. 

Choosing not to go directly to confrontation, Dr. Golward broke the awkward silence that 
followed, easing the tension in the room with, "He's looking amazingly well. I would not expect this kind 
of energy in his condition, Morgan." 

"He hasn't been this way. Since we brought him home from the hospital he has hardly gotten out 
of bed until we finally gave him something to live for." 

"And your inspiration of choice was to make a false promise?" 
"I learned the tactic from you. You told me that you could see him playing football for our school 

in ten years. You had no more right to make such a promise than I do." 
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"Yeah, but I never made a promise that relied on someone else to do something against their will, 
Morgan!" 

Morgan sighed, and shook his head. "Ray, I'm sorry. I never meant to have you do anything 
against your will. Isaac seemed to be slowing down and getting more tired by the day, until I started to 
paint the picture you had given me about him playing football in high school. The way his eyes lit up—
well, that's the most life I've seen in him all year. When he started asking how it was going to happen, I 
told him about the valve. He just assumed you'd be the one to do the surgery, since you're the only 
surgeon he's ever known, and I didn't say anything to make him believe otherwise. His symptoms even 
began to diminish and I didn't have it in me to temper his hope. That's the reason I came to you this 
morning, because I had to find out in a hurry if I could count on you—before Isaac and I had any more 
talks about it." 

Dr. Golward simply sat there, gazing at the coffee table in front of him, expressionless. Rita, still 
holding Morgan's hand broke the silence, "Ray, we can't ask you to do something that doesn't feel right to 
you. I struggled with this myself—but I can't imagine life without Isaac, and maybe I'm crazy, but I see 
Morgan's vision. I share it. All we ask is that you figure it out in a hurry, one way or the other.  Just please 
don't throw the idea away without giving it serious consideration.” 

He looked at Rita and remembered back to when she had been on his side to talk Morgan into 
consenting to the first surgery. Now here she was, rallying with Morgan for an experimental one. He 
thought it ironic for the surgeon to be the one this time with cold feet. “I need to think.” Dr. Golward 
stood up and assured them that he'd be back soon, but that he just wanted to take a walk up the lane and 
get some fresh air. They stood, quietly followed him to the front door and closed it softly behind him. 

Dr. Golward had a knot in the pit of his stomach. His heart burned with joy at the prospect of 
participating in something so revolutionary and life saving. An experience like this is one that many 
surgeons might only dream about, and it was as good as his, if he wanted it. Why, then, was the joy in his 
heart so quickly replaced by nausea? 

 Suddenly, his thoughts were interrupted by Isaac's dusty voice from the neighbor's yard, “Hey 
watch out!” 

Turning, Dr. Golward recoiled at the flash of something seen from the corner of his eye. 
Dropping his coat, his arms went up and instinctively caught the ball and he immediately tucked it under 
his arm. Regaining his bearings he looked from the ball to Isaac and hollered, “Nice throw, tiger!” 

 “Throw it back!” 
The doctor smiled, looking back at the ball again and turned it with a couple inch-high tosses 

until it was positioned just as he wanted it for the throw. It sailed through the air and Isaac ran into its 
path, catching it perfectly at his side. At that same moment, his little buddy Kip rammed him from the 
side, knocking them both to the ground. 

Dr. Golward winced, thinking of Isaac's medical condition, but smiled again reservedly when he 
saw the boy immediately roll away and struggle to his feet.  Good thing he’s not on blood thinners right 
now, he thought.  

Just then the neighbor’s door opened and an angry father scolded, “Kip, get in here! I told you not 
to get dirty before dinner!” 

 The smile on Dr. Golward’s face vanished and in the place where Kip’s father stood, was an 
image—a memory—of his own father calling him in from one of his many boyhood scrimmages. “Ray, 
get in here! I told you not to get dirty before dinner. Besides, football will knock the sense out of your 
brains. Looks like it already has. Get your mind on something worthwhile, boy!” 

Huffing laboriously, Isaac trotted over to where the doctor stood in a daze. “Wanna throw some 
more?” 

Not yet completely present, Dr. Golward looked down at Isaac. The ache from his childhood 
lingered: to play ball without limits—to throw caution to the wind and do what he loved, but to then be 
cut short from full expression of that passion. Sure, while maintaining tremendous grades, he had played 
well in high school, but when it came time to move into the world of adults, his father said he had put up 
with it long enough and insisted he drop football and go to medical school. Without question, his love for 



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

19	

saving lives ultimately transcended the joy of carrying a football through the maze of defensive 
linebackers across the goal line, but there had always been an emptiness left in the place where there 
might have been mastery and excellence achieved in his forgotten world of team sports. 

“Wanna throw some more?” Isaac huffed again, leaning over and bracing himself on his knees. 
Tempted to decline the invitation in order to take his walk and clear his thoughts around the 

surgery, it was a sudden feeling of rebellion against the path he had long since consented to that caused 
him to choose playing ball over practicing medicine in that moment. The decision about the surgery felt 
heavy; it was just easier to engage in this diversion.   

It must have been their cheers and laughter that eventually brought Morgan and Rita outside to 
see what was going on. Dr. Golward looked up, and grinning, threw the ball abruptly to Morgan. Morgan 
hesitated to respond beyond the catch until Rita nudged him and yelled to Isaac and Ray, “Go long!”  

The two of them ran and finally turned to run backwards, continuing farther than the doctor had 
originally planned, encouraged by Morgan’s gestures to “keep going”. They didn’t stop until they were 
near the back of the empty lot across the street. After wobbling its way through the sky the ball landed 
short, and both the doctor and Isaac laughed as they attempted (but failed) to predict the path of the ball as 
it bounced to a halt.  

Ray finally picked it up then handed it to Isaac yelling, “Take it to the end zone!” Isaac tucked it 
under his arm and pretended to serpentine in order to dodge an imaginary defense, knocking every 
obstacle out of the way. It put a smile on their faces to watch his dramatic rendition of the most amazing 
sprint across the football field anyone had ever seen. Finally, laughter erupted when he did a weakly 
delivered, but adorable, version of a professional ball player’s victory dance.                       

“Okay, honey, take it easy now.  Let’s go wash up for dinner!” Rita turned to Morgan and, 
referring to the doctor, whispered, “I think Ray’s heart may be softening.  This would probably be a good 
time for me to leave you two alone to talk. Invite him to eat with us when you’re done.” 

Without a word, Morgan walked toward Ray and met him at the sidewalk. A knowing smile 
passed between them.  Morgan had a hopeful kind of twinkle in his eyes, while the doctor’s eyes said 
something quite different. 

They were quiet for a time, and Morgan became restless. Finally he blurted, “What? What are 
you thinking? Don’t leave me hanging like this!” 

Dr. Golward put his hands to his face and rubbed his eyes. Shaking his head he said, “He’s a 
remarkable little boy—and, I can’t believe I’m even considering it.” Under his breath he continued, 
almost to himself, “Insurance would throw this out like bio-hazardous waste, and I should, too.” 

“But you know in your heart that it’s right, don’t you? Think of Isaac, and the alternatives.” 
“You’re bold, Morgan. You know that?” 
“I’m driven by a cause, Ray. I realize that you may not entirely see what I see, but God has 

spoken peace to my heart and I have no choice but to follow through.” 
“How do you know this isn’t some evil deception, Morgan? Do you have any comprehension of 

what’s at stake here? The ramifications if it fails? We need the FDA behind your device, and we need 
time to put that in place. Maybe your revelation was inspired by your love for Isaac, but really intended 
for the world? Is it really fair to him that you don’t just come to peace with what is, and help him cope by 
example?” 

“Stop.” Morgan intercepted the doctor’s train of thought, which was headed directly for images of 
failure. It was as if he could read the doctor’s mind and see the headlines there about the father who 
caused the death of his son by using a device not yet approved by the FDA. Raising his voice to drown 
the haunting mind chatter of doubt and fear, he finally yelled, “Just STOP right there! Stop it! Can’t you 
see? Close your eyes, man.” His voice became quiet again, “Can you see him playing football in ten 
years, or not?” 

Dr. Golward took a deep breath. “I do, I see it. I know. You’ve been given a gift—an answer. I 
feel it as well.” 

“Then we’ve got to do this, right away.” 
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“Okay, I’ll do it. But I won’t hurry the process. I need the agency’s support. I see a bigger picture 
here, and one day you’ll thank me that we did it right.” 

Just then Rita called from inside the house, “Morgan! Come quick! Help me!” The men looked at 
each other with alarm and ran to the house, leaving the ball on the grass by the sidewalk. After passing 
through the doorway, they raced to the hall by the kitchen where Rita was on the floor next to her son. 
She cried, “Morgan! Ray! Help—It’s Isaac!” 
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5	-	The	Loophole	
 
Morgan and Rita sat in the old waiting room again, watching for Dr. Golward to return from surgery. At 
last, the doors opened and they stood, with eagerness to receive news of Isaac’s condition. Dr. Golward 
held a manila folder in one hand and kept the other hand in his coat pocket. “He’s resting. All went well, 
and the device is performing. He’s not yet conscious, but all of his vital signs are good. Morgan, I’m very 
optimistic.” After delivering the status report, a broad grin spread across his face and his eyes beamed. 
“I’m very optimistic.” 

Rita jumped into the air with her hands flying to her own heart, like she wasn’t entirely sure what 
to do with the feelings of relief that overwhelmed her. Even though it would be some time before any of 
them would know how his body would respond to the device, the first and biggest hurdle was behind 
them, and that alone was plenty to celebrate. 

Morgan threw his arms around the doctor, and together they reveled in the victory. “Thank you. 
Thank you,” Morgan whispered then pulled away and looked at Dr. Golward intently. “I’m sorry about 
the FDA thing.” 

Dr. Golward shook his head. “I did some research and found a loophole. It’s a good thing Isaac 
collapsed when he did, actually. I know that sounds crazy, but that was our loophole.”  

The doctor opened the file he had been holding and pulled out a document from the U.S. Food 
and Drug Administration Information Sheets on Medical Devices. Pointing to the text, he read out loud, 
“The Food and Drug Administration recognizes that emergencies arise where an unapproved device may 
offer the only possible life-saving alternative, but an IDE for the device does not exist... using its 
enforcement discretion, FDA has not objected if a physician chooses to use an unapproved device in such 
an emergency, provided that the physician later justifies to FDA that an emergency actually existed.” 

“You mean you can still include Isaac’s surgery in the clinical study, even before getting the 
IDE?” 

“That’s right. I just didn’t feel right about rushing the surgery when there was no real urgent 
medical reason to do so. His collapse was the best thing that could have happened for him, for you, for 
me, and humanity at large. I’m not sure you realize this, but under those conditions, your insurance will 
probably even pick up the bill on everything except the device.” 

“So you’re getting paid for what you just did?” 
The doctor just smiled, and Morgan cried out, “Oh!” and he fell to the couch behind him, and put 

his hands on his head.  
The doctor was also overcome with gratitude. “Sometimes ‘bad’ things happen for an even 

greater good. At least this time, the good was quickly, and clearly, apparent.  Looks like we’ve just made 
history, Morgan.” 

Rita sat down again next to Morgan and their tears fell freely. “When can we see him?” 
“How about right now? You can be there when he wakes up.” 
Dr. Golward led them to the recovery room and Isaac was beginning to stir already. His eyes 

opened and the doctor welcomed him back. “Hey there, champ. You just won a pretty tough game. 
Congratulations. Your folks are here, and I’m going to let you have some time alone with them, is that a 
deal?” 

Isaac closed his eyes again and nodded his head slightly. 
Patting Morgan on the back, and then giving Rita a quick squeeze on her shoulder, Dr. Golward 

left the room, feeling strangely, and suddenly uneasy. 
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6	-	Heart	and	Soul	
 
Upon arriving at his office, the doctor drew the shades and locked the door. Now that he was alone, he 
had trouble containing his emotions. There was a mixture of joy, relief, and amazement. However, his 
grin failed to hold back a brief convulsion of air that escaped, contrasting the composure and 
professionalism he had maintained during the operation. But now it was done, and he could finally give 
release to all that had been held in since Isaac had collapsed.  

This pinnacle moment in his career would never be forgotten, and he reflected on all the events 
that led up to this day. Years of medical school and practice flooded his mind. He remembered 
overcoming resentment that his dad had pressured him into medicine in the first place. He was even 
grateful for his dad’s encouragement, now that he had been privileged to perform this landmark surgery. 
He thought back to being in high school and meeting Morgan. He remembered the agony Morgan had 
suffered through his own surgery, dropping out of school and eventually going to work in an industry that 
only supported his real passion for saving lives.  

He thought it ironic that the degree of Morgan’s passion for saving lives exceeded his own, yet 
Morgan was not the one who had ended up as a surgeon. Even still, Morgan saved a life with his 
invention. An invention that could save thousands of other lives, if Morgan would just open his mind to 
the possibility, Dr. Golward pondered. 

The doctor could not help but see the potential for saving lives with Morgan’s device. Although, 
in spite of the flood of joy that came from performing every successful surgery, there lingered emptiness 
inside of him that he could not understand. He wished that he could feel as much passion for saving 
people’s lives as Morgan had demonstrated saving Isaac’s. He thought, Of course I want to save lives with 
this device, but how do I get my passion to burn as brightly as Morgan’s? Instinctively he knew there was 
something missing. 

What is my passion? What would really inspire me the way Morgan was inspired? What is MY 
portal to genius? The doctor chuckled when he took notice of the images filling his mind. Why do I keep 
going back to thoughts of football? 

He remembered back to his late father’s words in grade school after enjoying a little scrimmage: 
“Football will knock the sense out of your brains. Looks like it already has. Get your mind on something 
worthwhile, boy!” In spite of his unsupportive father, nothing had brought him more energy—nothing 
inspired him to excel more than the dream of catching a football and running it through obstacles and into 
an end zone. He could still feel the thrill, the soul expansion, of all the times he did just that for Wichita 
Collegiate. No surgery had ever brought him the same feeling of exhilaration, not even this one. And that 
bothered him. Are my priorities messed up? Shouldn’t saving a life feel better than getting a touchdown? 

These questions haunted him, sapping his brain of energy as he tried to understand it, until he fell 
asleep with his head tipped back, right there in his office chair.  

However, the images in his mind didn’t go to rest in the same way. It wasn’t long before he found 
himself on the ball field, racing to his right where he would be open to receive a pass from the 
quarterback. The members of the opposing team were, each one, four times bigger than life, and he found 
it nearly impossible to get clear of their towering presence.  

Darting through an opening to the left, he found himself available just long enough to get eye 
contact with his teammate and receive the pass. Was that Morgan? He wondered, but there was no time 
for a double take. Dodging the defense as he ran, he danced between the diving bodies and fallen limbs of 
the scrambling opponents in the same way Isaac had serpentined across the street just a couple of 
evenings before.  

In the next moment, he realized that even though he was running, and even though the other team 
persisted in blocking and chasing him, somehow the ball had vanished. If the ball is gone, where did it go, 
and what am I running for? The goal line was in sight and he instinctively kept running, finally noticing 
that the ball tucked tightly under his arm had been replaced with a case of Morgan’s heart valves. 
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The passion flared. He saw giants all around him, and sensed others that he could not see, bent on 
preventing him from accomplishing his purpose. In spite of his opponent’s obvious intent to pummel him 
to the ground, there welled up inside of Ray an indescribable flow of determination to get those valves to 
the end zone. 

With superhuman speed, he pulled away from the tangle of giants and crossed the line. 
Immediately the masses jumped to their feet and roared with cheers, as he spun around doing his own 
victory dance. Looking to the stands, he saw the seats filled with doctors in white coats with stethoscopes 
hanging around their necks and glistening in the sun. He saw children and adults cheering in hospital 
gowns. He saw journalists, and grandparents, and people from all walks of life; and he saw their eyes. No 
matter how far away they sat, he saw their eyes conveying the deep gratitude, relief, or pure joy that his 
contribution, his race to the end zone, had brought to their lives. 

He found himself in awe, stunned by the impact that such a relatively small feat could have on so 
many. Not on the masses, but on so many individuals. Individuals, into whose eyes he had seen: people 
with histories of their own, with relationships that were real—as real as the relationships he enjoyed with 
his own family and friends. It overwhelmed him, and the strangeness and beauty of the moment finally 
gave way to a consciousness that said, “This didn’t really happen—people don’t play football with cases 
of heart valves.” 

His eyes fluttered open and he realized he had dozed off. But he awoke with new clarity of 
purpose, and passion. It dawned on him that all of his experiences had prepared him for this moment in 
time; his initial purpose in medicine had been fulfilled.  

It finally made sense why his enthusiasm for medicine waned, and why football had always held 
such an interesting place in his heart. He saw a unique blend coming into view of how to take his 
interests, experience, and passions into a purpose that utilized them all! Morgan’s passion and expertise 
were sufficient to create the valve, and it was time for it to be passed off to Ray—to let him take it to the 
world! He was going to be Morgan’s halfback! 

Dad, I CAN have it all! Football DID play a purpose, and I DO have my mind on something 
worthwhile! Ray could imagine his father being very proud of everything he had done as a surgeon to 
date, and believed it would have pleased his father to know that his son had ultimately engaged in a 
purpose that was even bigger than the both of them could have ever imagined.  

From this point forward, everything he did would be for the express purpose of getting the device 
approved and on the market. The only patients he would see were those who could be included in the 
clinical study, because the rest of his time would be spent working for Morgan.  

Who better to sell the idea to sponsors, investors, and to families facing surgery, than the very 
doctor who performed the first one? His mind raced with all the things he could do to carry it along the 
path to global exposure, and it amazed him—the prospect that he could actually love his work as much as 
he loved football! 
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7	-	Out	of	Funds	
 
Present Day – 10 Years Later 
Wednesday, 1:54 pm 
 
Morgan heard the phone ringing at Linda’s desk down the hall, and tried to concentrate on his paperwork 
in spite of it.  Pretty soon the intercom sabotaged his effort altogether. 

“Mr. Stillwater, the phone is for you.” 
“Didn’t I ask you to hold all calls?” 
“Yes, sir, but I think you need to take this one.” 
Morgan Stillwater closed his eyes and exhaled through clenched teeth. Then, breathing in through 

his nose, he gained composure and finally picked up the receiver. “Hello, this is Morgan.” 
“Mr. Stillwater, Ed Phillips. I know we’ve talked, and I realize you’ve already explained your 

situation, but I need to warn you that the board is ready to pull the plug on the Simmons deal if you don’t 
show proof of matching funds by the end of the day next Wednesday. Do you understand?” 

“Edward,” Morgan replied weakly, “why are they pulling the plug so soon? They know I’m good 
for it. They stand to lose as much as I do. I just need two more months.” 

“Morgan, you said that last time. They’re getting nervous, and they’re tired of these empty 
promises. Wednesday, Morgan. Make it happen.” 

Morgan pulled the receiver away from his head, balanced it briefly in a loose palm-up grip, and 
then softly hung up the phone. 

Standing up and grabbing a short stack of papers, Morgan stepped out of his office and handed 
them to his secretary on his way to the elevator. “Linda, I’m going home for the day. Please finish up the 
rest of this before you leave.” 
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8	-	Tired	of	the	Fight	
 
2:35 pm 
 
Hearing the garage door open a few hours earlier than expected, Rita greeted Morgan at the door. “Is 
everything okay?” 

Morgan didn’t reply immediately. He quietly stepped inside and put his briefcase on the floor 
next to the wall. Rita tilted her head in an attempt to fix her eyes on his, but he was dodging her gaze. 
Finally he stood upright and looked at her squarely. “They’re pulling out of the Simmons deal if I don’t 
show them the money by next Wednesday.” 

“What? Why? That’s only seven days.” Rita sat, resting herself on the edge of the marble-topped 
table near the front door. 

“They’ve just lost confidence.” 
Gathering her thoughts, Rita replied, “Well, what now?” After a pause with no reply, she 

continued, “You’re not giving up that easily, are you? You need what, $3.8 million?” 
“No, it’s $4.5 now because I didn’t have it before the first deadline. We have a hefty penalty, plus 

interest owed to the phase 1 investors.”  
“It’s not impossible, Morgan. You can’t give up until you’ve exhausted ALL possibilities.” 
“But haven’t I?  You tell me, who haven’t I contacted to round it up? Everyone’s dry. I’m out of 

resources.” 
“Now, wait a minute. You know there’s always a way. This is how you’ve always gotten through. 

Isaac’s experimental surgery ten years ago seemed impossible, too. But the way emerged. You didn’t get 
to the top of the company and build it to 3000 employees by caving under pressure, either. Do what 
you’ve always said: See the victory on the screen of your mind, and tell me now, how would it feel?” Rita 
could see her husband subtly shaking his head. She continued, “Morgan, I’m serious. You’ve got to do 
this, or you’ll stay just as blind to the solution as you are now.” 

Morgan sighed, “Sometimes it’s just easier to give up, though. Tired of fighting it.” 
She continued, “Remember, this Simmons deal goes through and you’ve got the alliance with 

MedCorp. With that, your heart valves get the status they need to be considered by the insurance 
companies, and ultimately your valve makes its way into the hospitals worldwide. Just think of it, you’re 
adding a lifetime of family memories to the lives of — who knows how many people.” 

Morgan started to speak softly, reflectively, “We’re so close. Ray’s lined up more outlets than we 
know what to do with, but none of them will make the move until at least one insurance company takes it 
on. We need MedCorp on our side.” 

“You’ve got MedCorp, Morgan. They already said they want this! What you want, wants you! 
This is a minor setback, that’s all.” 

“Yeah, but MedCorp needs Simmons’ backing first, and Simmons isn’t in until they see my own 
skin in the game. They don’t just want a great product, they need to know that I have plenty to lose, too, if 
we were to drop the ball somehow.” 

“Sure. Like I said, what you want, wants you. It’s not like Simmons is trying to keep you out—
they hope you’ll come through. They’re not the enemy. The only thing keeping this from happening—
something that everyone wants to happen—is your blindness to one simple idea. Think of it, Morgan; it’s 
only an idea away. Do you realize that? It’s just an idea that you need.” 

A grin spread across Morgan’s face, and he seemed to relax a little. He’d had at least one good 
idea before, the valve that sparked into his mind from seemingly nowhere. “You know, for some reason, 
it seems like it should be easier to come up with a resourceful idea than to come up with $4.5 million 
dollars.” 
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“That’s right, honey; ideas don’t cost a thing, but they can be worth millions.” Morgan’s tension 
seemed to dissipate, and Rita extended her hand to lead him to the family room. “Sit with me, here.” Rita 
sat, turned toward Morgan, who leaned forward with his face contemplatively in his hands. She 
continued, “You need an idea. Morgan, this whole thing started with just an idea. Remember?” 

“No, it really started with our hardships.” Morgan was thoughtful, “My heart failure, Isaac’s, the 
valve, the surgery, Ray’s career change. I’m still amazed at the transformation that came over Ray after 
performing Isaac’s surgery. I don’t quite understand what would possess a man to moonlight as a 
salesman, and then completely leave a successful medical practice to sell the gadget. What in the world 
drives his passion to do such crazy things?”  

Rita just listened.  She could tell it would be therapeutic for Morgan to just talk through his 
thoughts.   

Morgan continued, “It’s been too long since I was driven by a passion, and honestly, Rita, I’m 
envious! I’m always happiest when I’m engaged in a purpose that keeps me awake at night, but under all 
these current pressures, I’ve forgotten what it’s like to feel that way.” 

Rita interjected, “As crazy as Ray seems right now, I’m grateful, because Ray’s contribution to 
the company has been tremendous. I love how he brought football terminology into the boardroom to plan 
and discuss plays that helped you achieve your goals. It’s incredible—how he even got the key leadership 
to speak the lingo!” 

“I know.  It amazed me how the challenges and strategies were so easily tackled when addressed 
on the blackboard before making the plays in real life. And, as a result of his passion and energy over the 
last ten years, there’s just one yard left to go, to take these valves into the end zone.  If we can do that, it 
will take the entire business into the stratosphere. The only play left is solving this financial crunch.” 

“Does Ray know?”  
“No, I haven’t had the courage to tell him about the company’s situation, because I’ve been afraid 

to admit that this ten-year game may come to an end without a victory.” 
 Rita could sense his defeat and refused to let it stand. “You’re right, it did start with a tragedy, 

and that tragedy had purpose. So does this one. This tragedy—this threat of financial failure—brings the 
same ingredients for a genius idea, and I’m not going to let you give up now.” She took his chin and 
turned his head to face hers. “Morgan Stillwater, you listen to me. If it weren’t for that valve, Isaac would 
not be here right now, with a long life to look forward to. I know that sometimes you go to work just 
because you have to, but there’s a bigger purpose at play here, and you’d better get yourself out of the 
way of it.” 

Morgan listened, and quietly responded, “I’m hoping you can say something to rekindle the spark 
that I’ve felt before. I’ve thought of Isaac and I’ve imagined what life would be like if he hadn’t survived 
beyond his seventh year.” A wave of sobriety seemed to wash over Morgan as he closed his eyes in 
contemplation. 

Rita asked, “Now, how many other people are at risk right now—parents, children, walking time 
bombs—and you have a key to their long life and happiness. The old valves on the market now aren’t 
right for everyone. These people need you to do this, Morgan; and they need you in time.” Rita had a 
visual glimpse at what was at stake, and placed a hand over her mouth to control a stint of emotion. When 
she could continue, she admonished him: “Find the solution, honey. Find, the solution. It’s out there, and 
you know this isn’t about the money. It’s about lives, and joy, and fulfillment, and kids putting their heads 
on their pillows at night with smiles on their faces.” 

They sat quietly, gazing through the glass slider at the edge of the room as a breeze rustled the 
leaves of the hanging geraniums on the patio. 

Finally Rita deduced the conclusion for him: “I think you need to call Ray, Morgan.” 
Sitting up and turning to meet her gaze, Morgan queried, “Why? He doesn’t have $4.5 million 

dollars.” 
“No, that’s not why you need to call him, Morgan. Call him, take him to dinner, and remember 

why you do what you do. Get your head back in the game, and think about why you’ve fought this battle 
all these years.” 
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“With this deadline, Rita, it’s not like I have time to just enjoy a social engagement, shooting the 
breeze with someone who can’t help with the money.” 

“Morgan, it’s because of this deadline that you don’t have any time to squander in any other way. 
Get back into the right mindset where solutions can come. Forcing them to come in any other mindset 
will bring you nothing.” 

 He quietly considered her words, probably because no other solution presented itself. Rita 
reached for the phone resting on the coffee table and handed it to him. “Call Ray.” 
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9	-	Need	for	Diversion	
 
Thursday, 6:45 am 
 
At the prodding of his wife, Morgan arrived at work early that day to use the company gym and look over 
his most impressive test studies while he walked the treadmill. There were accounts of recipients who had 
initially not responded well to the standard valve design, but ultimately found tremendous success with 
his innovative model, the InnoValve. Here in a file were about twenty men and women with newfound 
life thanks to the inspiration received by Morgan, and Ray’s passion to take it outside of the Morgan 
Stillwater family, and into the end zone. 

He pondered the potential ripple effect of tenaciously bringing it to not just these tens, but also 
hundreds, and ultimately thousands or more. What stories would come out of the collective years of those 
extended lives? What dreams would be realized? How would the world be better for those recipients 
having lived completely? Morgan glanced at the only other person using the gym: a man in his twenties 
jogging, sweating, and apparently engrossed in whatever was being piped through a white wire into his 
little ear buds. He wondered what kinds of problems this young man faced, and felt pangs of jealousy that 
the young man probably didn’t need to come up with $4.5 million dollars in less than six days. 

Morgan had nothing wired to his ear. Instead he opted for quiet so he would notice the spark of 
inspiration if it came. In spite of the tremendous pressure to find a solution by Wednesday, he allowed his 
mind to fantasize every possible good outcome, hoping it would inspire him to tune in to the solution, like 
turning the dial on a radio to find a desired broadcast. What if one of my future recipients even lived to 
find the cure for cancer? What would it feel like to hear that story? So long as his imagination was at his 
disposal, why not claim it his privilege to create the most fantastic possibilities? 

After a few moments, his cell phone broke the silence. He pushed the button and put it to his ear. 
It was Ray.  

“Hi Morgan, I got your message last night, but it was too late to call you back. It sounded urgent; 
everything okay?” 

Morgan took a deep breath. He dreaded this moment, breaking the news to his greatest advocate 
that they had a serious problem. “Ray,” Morgan glanced at the young man jogging three treadmills away, 
who was focused straight ahead and listening to his player. He appeared to be watching the traffic zoom 
by through the full-length windows facing the north side of the facility. Turning his head away and 
lowering his voice, Morgan confided, “I don’t know how to tell you this. I need to talk to you. Are you 
free tonight?” 

“What’s going on?” 
Stealing another glance at the young man, he said quietly, “The Company’s in trouble.”  
 “What? I’m sorry; I couldn’t hear you.” 
A little louder he repeated, “The Company—is—in—trouble. Did you hear me?” 
“Yes, I heard you; what are you talking about?” 
“Listen, I can’t talk here. Are you free tonight?” 
“Actually, I’m flying out to have that meeting with Solaris Enterprises tonight. I’ll be back by 

four tomorrow. What about tomorrow evening?  
“Rita and I are going to the game. What if you join us? We could talk then. Rita’s convinced we 

can get through this, but I need you to help me get the creative juices flowing again. Besides, I’m burned 
out and think a football game with you would be a really nice diversion.” 

“It always is. Sure, Morgan, whatever you need.” 
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10	-	Rumors	
 
7:40 am 
 
Across town near the railroad tracks was a young father named Richard Goodman, getting ready to leave 
for his job at Morgan’s company. 

“Bye, kiddo. See you after work.” Richard lifted Matthew into the air and kissed his nose.  
“You going to be home in time for Mom’s barbeque?” his wife Felicity asked, taking Matthew 

and putting him back at the table for his toast and scrambled eggs. 
“I hope so. Everyone’s stressed about the inspection. If it happens today, then I’ll be home. If not, 

then they’ll expect us to stay and work toward perfection.” 
“Well let’s hope it happens today, then.” 
“Felicity, would you rather me fail inspection and lose another job, or have me at your mom’s 

barbeque?” 
“Hmmm. Let’s see. How about you pass today’s inspection and then come to the barbeque?” 
Annoyed by her flippant reply, Richard turned to grab his lunch sack and rolled his eyes out of 

view. “Then I’d better not waste any more time here, had I?” 
Felicity pulled the dishtowel off of her shoulder and threw it to the sink, annoyed by his sarcastic 

retort. 
Upon arriving at the plant, Richard found a spot in his favorite corner of the lot where he always 

entered through the side doors. It was the shorter path to his department; the corporation had been kind 
enough to provide another route so he wouldn’t have to pass through the back entrance (derisively 
referred to as the “cattle gates”, first by a few disgruntled employees, and then by even the happy ones 
with a good sense of humor). 

 After entering the code on the electronic number pad, there was a rapid beeping sound, but the 
door refused to open. After striking the metal frame abruptly with his fist, Richard peered through the 
glass and thought, It’ll be a hot day in Greenland when that fool janitor remembers to unlatch the manual 
bolt for two days in a row! 

Retracing his steps out of the portico, he followed the outer wall of the plant until he reached the 
cattle gates. 

Shuffling his feet at the pace of the crowd, Richard made his way to the bottleneck where he 
waved his badge across the sensor, and passed through the security entrance. After finally getting to the 
main hallway, he began his trek to the far end of the building where he’d already be, if the first door 
hadn’t been bolted shut. Bart caught up with him and said, “Did you hear?” 

“Hear what.” Richard’s grumpiness hadn’t quite dissipated yet. 
“The company is in trouble.” 
Richard turned his head. “What? What do you mean—how do you know?” 
“I saw the president—Morgan Stillwater—in the workout room this morning. He said so, to some 

other guy on his cell phone. He thought I couldn’t hear him, but I could. I was only wearing my 
earphones for privacy. I do that to avoid conversation; I’ve got problems of my own to think through.” 

“So you think they’re going to have layoffs? They’ve never had layoffs!” 
“I don’t know. Anyway, I’m using the treadmill a lot lately. Lisa thinks I’m getting pudgy.” 
“She and I both.” 
Bart chuckled, “Oh, ho, ho, you’ve got yours coming,” as he shoved Richard and then 

disappeared down another hallway. 
Behind him, Richard overheard some others walking to their posts, murmuring about layoffs. 

They had apparently picked up on his brief and private conversation with Bart. 
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11	-	Sack	Lunch	
 
The next morning, Richard woke up extra early to the dryer buzzing in the other room and Felicity was 
already gone. There was laundry on the bed next to him where she had apparently dumped the clean 
clothes in order to start another load in the dryer before leaving the house, to go where? He had no idea. 
With no sign of his family, a puzzled Richard left for work. 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

Morgan enjoyed interacting with employees at the plant. He’d even enjoyed his lunch hour at the cafeteria 
like the others on occasion. But on this day, even with employees all around him, he felt rather alone. He 
carried the full weight of the fact that these workers depended on him to push the business along, and 
none of them had any awareness of how precarious their situation was.  

Business had been going extremely well with all of the other devices, but the clinical study had 
been financially draining them about four years longer than expected. He realized too late that what had 
promised to be a relatively short term play (taking the valves to market) had turned into a long term 
investment, and they had run out of money to carry it into the end zone. Now the entire company was on 
the line, with heavy debts to pay and no windfall from the InnoValve, which had consumed most of their 
energy and resources for the past ten years. 

Sitting, standing, contemplating, poring over the files, pacing the halls, roaming the building, 
Morgan was restless and couldn’t wait until the game and his meeting with Ray that night. So much of the 
pressure had already been released by just getting a piece of it off his chest over the phone in the workout 
room. But he knew it was only the beginning.  

He prayed that Ray would be plugged in enough to his passion that he could help Morgan see the 
solution that presently eluded him. There was no productivity to be had that day. He was useless at his 
desk, so he wandered the facility until he finally ended up at the cafeteria. Taking a seat and pretending to 
do something important with the papers in his hands, he tried to blend in and hoped nobody would talk to 
him. A few people, surprised to see him sitting alone at the cafeteria greeted him anyway.  

“Hi, Mr. Stillwater.” 
“Nice to see you, Mr. Stillwater!” 
“How are you doing, Mr. Stillwater?” 
“Having a sack lunch today, Mr. Stillwater?” 
 With each interruption, he just forced a smile and acknowledged their kind gestures. As difficult 

as it was to feign happiness, he still felt better sitting there among the people than if he were holed up in 
his office where he had received the heavy news of the deadline only two days before. 

Richard and a few of his peers, Vernon and Shelby, must have been ignorant to the fact that the 
president sat just a table away, because they were engrossed in their own gossip. Having been left alone 
again, Morgan’s mind was empty and susceptible to noticing the topic of their conversation, about six feet 
behind him. 

“Well, if they get rid of you, can I have your desk? Mine’s a piece of garbage.” 
“Would they really let anyone go?” 
“Companies do it all the time. Greediness at the top does it every time.” Richard piped. 
“Really?” The newest employee at the table lamented, “I thought if I ever got a job at a big 

company like this, I’d be set.” 
“They don’t care if you’re set or not.” Vernon remarked. 
“They won’t let you go; you’ve got a degree.” 
“Yeah, but I’ve never used it; try getting a job around here with a degree in Political Science.” 
“I’ve given them eight years—they’d better not let me go, or I’ll sue.” 
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“You can sue for that?” Richard asked, “How much could you get?” 
Standing and gathering his papers, Morgan slipped out of the cafeteria, purposely passing their 

table and making mental note of the name badges worn by those who sat there. The lull in his mind turned 
to agitation from the cafeteria gossip, and he went from feeling numbness to being in a bad mood. 
Ingrates, he thought as the cafeteria door closed behind him. 

Returning to his office, he instructed his secretary, “Miss Perkins, contact Human Resources and 
have them pull up the files of Shelby Ross, Richard Goodman, and Vernon Porter. Add these comments: 
‘liability, loose tongue, bad attitude’ to the supervisor’s notes for each file.” 

“Yes, sir.  Contacting HR.” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

That afternoon, Richard returned home and there was still no sign of Felicity.  He grabbed the newspaper, 
hoping it would calm his nerves about his missing wife, halfway wondering if he’d see something in the 
paper about her.   

As he sat at the kitchen table, a note caught his eye on the refrigerator that had escaped him 
before.  He stood and pulled it off.  “Be back later. Matthew is with me.  Felicity.” 

With a sense of relief, Richard put the paper down and went outside to work on the car.  For the 
next thirty minutes he tinkered, hoping to be engaged in something impressive so she might catch him 
doing something worthy of praise upon her unknown return. He wondered how the barbeque went the 
night before, and missed Matthew, having not seen his little guy for nearly twenty-four hours now.  

Finally, after another fifteen minutes with no sign of his family, Richard went inside to get some 
dinner. Grabbing a frozen burrito, he threw it in the microwave and washed his face and hands while it 
cooked. Drying his face on the dishtowel Felicity had thrown to the counter the morning before, he waited 
for the ding, retrieved his burrito with a paper towel, and turned on the TV.  

 Not long after, the screen door rattled, and in ran Matthew. “Daddy! Daddy, daddy, daddy!” 
Throwing his arms around Richard’s neck, Matthew exclaimed, “I missed you so much!” 

“I missed you too, little guy! Where’ve you been?” 
“We saw a parade! And a carnival!” 
“A parade?” Richard glanced at Felicity. “What parade?” 
“It’s the 150-year anniversary celebration this weekend of the founding of our town. You had to 

work. I didn’t think you’d be interested.” 
“Oh. Well, I’m glad you had fun. Next time maybe we could go together as a family on a 

Saturday instead.” Richard feigned happiness for the sake of Matthew but hoped Felicity had picked up 
on the dig. 

“I grabbed the mail on the way in.” Felicity thumbed crossly through the envelopes in her hands. 
The coldness returning through Felicity’s voice confirmed to Richard that there was a conflict coming on. 
He looked at her, and the message passed between them that they needed to talk. 

Felicity walked to the bedroom and Richard changed the channel to keep Matthew’s attention for 
a little while. Richard followed her in and shut the door. She stood by the bed with a stack of envelopes in 
her hand. Bills, no doubt. 

“What time did you get home last night?” Felicity asked dryly. 
“About 11:30.” Hoping to lighten the inevitable conflict to a mild scuffle, he attempted some 

civility: “Sorry I missed the barbeque, how’d it go?” 
“Mom wondered why you weren’t there again. She thinks you’re avoiding her.” 
Richard threw up his hands in disbelief. “Avoiding her? Did you tell her I had to stay at work? 

That we were trying to be ready for inspection? Which, by the way didn’t happen yet.” 
“Oh? Well that figures.” 
“Yeah, and it’s a good thing it didn’t. Although, it might not matter after all.” 
“What do you mean?” 
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Richard’s earlier resolve to bring his best self to this discussion went out the window. She’s in 
pain? I’ll give her some pain. “Well, looks like whether we pass or not, there’ll probably be layoffs. 
Company is supposedly in trouble.” 

Felicity’s face turned red. “Are you kidding me?”  
Richard instantly regretted saying anything, especially since it was just a rumor. Nevertheless, it 

was too late; the damage had been done. 
There was silence for what seemed to be an eternity until Felicity finally spoke up. By her next 

words, he deduced that his last comment, true or not, must have been the final blow.  
He braced himself, and out it came:  
“Richard, why can’t you be more like your brother?” Felicity muttered as she flung the handful of 

envelopes across the bed. 
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12	-	Super	Food	
 
That evening Morgan arrived early at the game, and, wringing his hands, waited at the entrance until Ray 
showed up. Upon his arrival, Morgan reached out his hand and greeted his friend warmly. Then pointing 
to the stairs, he stated, “Rita’s already got a spot at the 50 yard line. Shall we?”  

Together they climbed the bleachers and opened their portable stadium chairs, perching 
themselves comfortably next to Rita.  

Ray broke the ice. “So what’s going on with the company?” 
Morgan replied dryly, “The board wants to pull out of the Simmons deal.” 
Rita overheard Morgan’s summary and piped in, “No, they don’t want to pull out, but they will if 

we don’t show the matching investment funds by Wednesday.” 
Ray’s eyes got wide as he shifted his focus from Rita back to Morgan. 
“I don’t know, Ray. I keep thinking God wouldn’t bring me this far to fail now. He wouldn’t 

inspire the new valve if he didn’t want it to get out there, right?” 
“Of course he wouldn’t bring you this far to fail now, Morgan!” 
“We’ve got to come up with $4.5 million dollars by Wednesday or the whole thing comes down, 

for good. That’s it.” 
Ray leaned back and sighed. “We can’t stop now. I have more than 250 accounts lined up, just 

waiting for the green light. Why are they putting the squeeze on now?” 
“I’m not sure, maybe they have some other outstanding accounts receivable and are in a pinch of 

their own.” 
“Morgan, if this can do for even one more person what it has done for Isaac and the twenty other 

recipients, then it’s worth fighting for.”  
“Talk to me about what it’s done for these people. Help me remember why I’m fighting this 

battle, because in the last few days it’s gotten pretty foggy.” 
About that time, the whistle blew and the band prepared to enter the field for the pre-game show. 

Ray didn’t reply right away, but after a pause, suggested, “What if we get ourselves something to eat—I 
think better with fuel in the tank.” 

“No, I’m good, you go ahead. Rita, you want anything?” 
“I brought my drink; I’m good.” 
“I’ll be right back.” Ray spoke intently, “Morgan, we’re going to get through this. Hang tight for 

a minute.” 
“No problem.” 
When Ray returned, he carried an armload of goodies for all three of them. He apparently figured 

it would help lighten their mood to enjoy the game with some food. “My treat, to celebrate Isaac’s 
journey to the playoffs!” 

Morgan and Rita smiled and graciously accepted some of Ray’s generous offerings.  Rita agreed, 
“This is worth celebrating. It’s been a tough year for Wichita Collegiate.” 

Still loaded with some boxes of stadium food, Ray begged for help so he could return to his seat 
without spilling everything on the way down. “Hey Morgan, take a few more things. I got plenty for all of 
us and I don’t want it all dumped on the ground! Consider it dinner.” 

Thanking Ray for the dinner, Morgan took a few more boxes from Ray’s arms so he could safely 
get comfortable while the cheerleaders continued to pose and clap to the music coming from the field. 

As Ray adjusted, making sure the food was well distributed, Morgan looked at the contents of the 
box in his lap, and seeing nachos had a flashback to a day many, many years ago: 

“I’m looking forward to the football game we’ll watch him play in about ten years. Mark your 
calendar; we’ll eat nachos at halftime.” 
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A chill ran down his spine and he looked at Ray to discern whether the déjà vu had hit him as 
well. So far, there had been no apparent remembrance.  

This moment is a dream fulfilled, he thought. It was a ten year-old goal come true, even though its 
realization had come about—almost unnoticed—as part of the regular routine of life. 

“Ray,” 
“Yeah?” 
“We’re eating nachos at halftime.” 
Ray turned, and his eyes met Morgan’s stare. As a flood of awareness and emotion crept over 

him, Ray replied, “You’re right. We’re eating nachos at halftime, and Isaac’s playing guard!” Rita 
couldn’t help but notice the two men, whose behavior had gone from amazed grins to profound laughter. 

“What’s going on?” 
As Morgan’s demeanor sobered, he carefully explained, “Rita, one of the reasons I thought of the 

device was because Ray painted a powerful image for me ten years ago of Isaac playing football for 
WCS, and of us eating nachos at halftime.” 

“Really.” She stated incredulously with downward inflection. Her eyes widened and she chuckled 
a bit, too. “That’s so cool.” 

Ray nudged Morgan so he could reclaim his attention after Rita’s comment. Morgan turned and 
Ray brought him back to the present. “Now, you’ve got to come up with $4.5 million? So the $250,000 
deal I negotiated with Solaris last night doesn’t quite cut the mustard.” 

“Not quite, Ray.” 
“Look at these nachos. Look at how far we’ve come. Look at Isaac, playing for WCS. Morgan, 

your thoughts become things. I don’t care if we come up with the money or not; that’s not the point here. 
It doesn’t even matter if the company folds, because that’s not the point here, either.” 

“Then, what’s the point?” Morgan exclaimed. 
“The point, is the reason we do what we do! That’s the portal to genius: a reason! The point has 

always been nachos at halftime! Don’t you see? You have a son who nearly died playing football with 
Kip—it had to happen—because of, nachos at halftime! Remember how his collapse made the surgery 
possible without ruining you financially? You have a revolutionary device that is only a hair-breadth 
away from saving thousands of lives and extending the length of thousands more, because of, nachos at 
halftime! It wasn’t enough that you wanted to see him well, you had to be clear on what ‘seeing him well’ 
really looked like, long term! So, if everything we did was, in a way, to enjoy nachos at halftime today, 
and if all of the inspiration, breakthroughs, resources, solutions, and miracles came because of this,” 
holding up the nachos like they were king, and looking for the right word he continued, “this ‘super food’, 
then what do we intend to experience ten years from NOW? The solutions have always come when there 
was a reason that held power for us! We’ve got to get crystal clear about the reason for the $4.5 million 
dollars! And when we do, everything we need will begin to line up!” 

Morgan was thoughtful. He admitted to himself that the reason he went to work each day was not 
because he had been driven by a cause that held power for him. No, the business actually thrived 
primarily because of the passion Ray had brought to it.  

He thought, No wonder I haven’t been able to derive a solution. I would not have been the one 
entitled to it, until I got myself onto a higher frequency of thought, discussing possibilities with someone 
like Ray who does not think from a place of scarcity, who recognizes a purpose bigger than the problem, 
and who has no fear of short-term potential failure. Why did it take me so long to realize how badly I 
needed his outside perspective? Without telling Ray about the problem—someone who is committed to 
the cause no matter what, how could he have ever helped?  

Morgan realized that discussing possibilities and getting onto that higher frequency of thought 
literally changed the way he felt. It re-instilled an excitement, anticipation, and a feeling of advancement. 
He felt playful again, inquisitive, curious, full of intention, like being engaged in a game of challenge, 
with a newfound hope that there may yet be a victory to enjoy after all.  
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Instantly he was grateful that Rita had encouraged him to swallow some pride and be authentic 
with Ray. This was facilitating much more progress than just “looking good and being well composed” 
had ever produced. 

“What do we intend to experience ten years from now?” Ray finally interrupted his thoughts, 
“How about filet mignon at intermission this time—at an off-Broadway dinner theater?” The three of 
them laughed out loud and began to brainstorm with enthusiasm the anticipated details of the future lives 
together. 

“No, how about Hasenpfeffer in Odenthal?” Morgan countered. 
“Hassen-what?” Ray raised his eyebrows. 
Rita leaned over Morgan’s lap, “Oh yeah! Hasenpfeffer. It’s a traditional German rabbit stew, and 

you won’t find it any better than at a little place in Odenthal, on the outskirts of Dusseldorf. I was there as 
a foreign exchange student, and Morgan has heard me talk about it for as long as he’s known me.” Rita 
suddenly got lost in a memory, “I wonder if that little restaurant’s still there...”  

Ray liked the thought of taking such an interesting trip. “Hasenpfeffer it is. Odenthal—ten years! 
How about we visit some of our European valve recipients and have them show us around? Let us see 
what they’ve been able to enjoy and accomplish, thanks to the device. How about that?”  

“I can’t think of a more wonderful way to enjoy Europe, through the eyes of someone who is just 
grateful to be alive.” 

With that, the group sat back in thoughtful silence and returned their focus to Isaac and the rest of 
the sweaty team members clustered on the field. 
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13	-	Evidence	of	Funds	
 
“Richard!” Felicity followed Matthew and continued to call for her husband. 

“Dad-dy! Daddy, daddy, daddy!” Matthew sang, “I’m gonna find you!” Matthew climbed up on a 
large boulder and turned his head. “There he is, Mommy! I did it! I found him!” 

Felicity ran to catch up with Matthew and sure enough, she saw Richard resting under the tree 
and against the rock. 

“Is he asleep, Mom? Is that why he couldn’t hear us?” 
“Yes, Matthew.” Felicity was confident. They approached him and Felicity gently shook his 

shoulder. “Richard, honey, it’s time to wake up…” 
Richard mumbled in his sleep, “Oh, thanks, but I already found a paper…” 
“Richard, it’s Felicity…” Her eyes were moist. 
Richard looked at Felicity and then at Matthew and tears filled his eyes. “Oh honey, it’s so good 

to see you.” 
Felicity held his face and spoke softly, “Richard, I’m so sorry about what happened and how I 

acted. I’m grateful for you, Richard, and if nothing were to ever change, I’ll be happy enough to just be 
with you.” 

“Oh, Felicity, everything is going to be okay. I know for a fact everything is going to be just fine. 
Do you realize we have all we need to live abundantly and share a lot? We’re gonna be wealthy!” 

Felicity pulled back perplexed. “How on earth is that going to happen?” 
“I have no idea, but I know where to start. Felicity, what we want, wants us!” 
“You know, Rich, it’s going to take a miracle.” 
“Yeah? Well, Felicity, I happen to believe in miracles.” 
 

~~~~~~ 
  

Only a moment later about thirty miles away, Ray swallowed another bite and announced to his friend, 
“Wait a minute—I just had an amazing idea...” 

Morgan turned, curiously awaiting the explanation of this “amazing idea”. Ray simply cocked his 
head and fixed his gaze on Morgan with lowered eyebrows and a look of puzzled amusement. 

Morgan returned the strange look and questioned, “What’s that goofy look for?” 
Ray’s peculiar amusement remained and a warm smile spread across his face. Finally he said, 

“It’s so simple. It’s been right under your nose this whole time.” 
“What? What’s been under my nose? What is it?”  
Ray shook his head, with a glint in his eye, as he seemed to be processing the realization that had 

apparently hit him so abruptly. “You don’t have to come up with the money by Wednesday!” 
“Um, yes, I do.” 
“No, all this really requires is the board see evidence of the funds. Don’t you see? You could 

show it to them in less than ten minutes.” 
“What are you talking about? I can’t show it to them if I don’t have it.” 
“But you DO. You already have all you need right now.” 
Morgan glanced at Rita to see if he was the only one not comprehending this revelation. She 

looked back at Morgan and shrugged her shoulders. 
Turning to Ray again he raised his eyebrows to say, “I’m waiting...” 
“Morgan, how effective is your work force?” 
Morgan didn’t answer. His gears were turning but he wasn’t quite sure where this was going. 
Ray pointed at the WCS team playing on the field. “See those guys? Their coach has an intention 

to win this playoff, right?” 
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“Sure.” 
“And for the last hour, he’s observed the opponent and the problems they create for his team, 

right?” 
“Okay...” 
“So after identifying the problems the other team causes, does he go to the NFL rosters and look 

for some hall of famers to come fight his battle?” 
“No, of course not.” 
“What does he do?” 
“He draws from his existing team and arranges them in the most strategic way he can.” 
“Right. He looks to what he already has, focuses on the objective, and determines the best 

combinations he can create from the line up and plays, to match or exceed the effectiveness of the 
opponent’s composition on the field.” 

“I think you’ve lost me.” 
“Morgan, you’ve got a problem, just like the coach. You’ve been hoping for some huge 

windfall—outside of your present resources, which is like waiting for a hall of famer to come join a game 
he has nothing to do with. In truth, you already have all you need, because you already have a team to 
draw from. There are plenty of hidden resources, right under your nose.” 

Morgan thought about Ray’s words, trying to interpret the meaning of his metaphor. Uncertain 
whether he was on the right track, he timidly wondered out loud, “Layoffs?”  

“Morgan, we’ve done so well for so many years you haven’t stopped to really assess the impact 
of those relatively few individuals who are a drain on the company. Finding ourselves in a pinch like this 
is exactly what is needed to force us—YOU—to look at your team and reevaluate your strategy.” 

Morgan felt sick. 
Ray continued, “The opponent is ready to take the title and your valves will disappear into 

oblivion unless you’re willing to consider another game plan.” Ray paused, showing sensitivity to 
Morgan’s concerns, giving his friend space to think it through. 

Introspectively, Morgan realized why this hadn’t occurred to him in the first place. He had come 
up from the ranks to become president and during those years he had worked closely with so many 
individuals in the plant. He was part of them; they were part of him. He considered many of them to be 
part of his own family.  

However, just as he had observed in the cafeteria, he knew there were those who were 
unappreciative of their jobs, were emotionally divested, and were unintentionally bringing the company 
down, thus, hindering his ability to carry the valves into the end zone and save lives.  

He hadn’t wanted to see it before, but now the need had arisen and strangely enough, so had an 
unexpected solution: Restructuring. 
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14	-	Never	So	Handsome	
 
After his ‘dream’ in the woods, Felicity had never heard Richard talk so optimistically about their future, 
and wondered if she herself was dreaming. “Richard, what in the world has happened to you?” 

His hesitation led her to believe he was grasping for adequate words to convey the journey he had 
just traveled. As Richard spoke of the impact of each bizarre encounter with those on the path, and 
explained how he had learned to find and catch rabbits, and even get them to follow him, Felicity’s 
interest faded into mere skepticism.  “Rabbits? What on earth are you talking about?” 

“Felicity, just trust me. I’ll explain as we go. I need to write a book; I’ll call it The Jackrabbit 
Factor.” 

Laughing, she did a double take to see if he was serious. “Oh, so now you’re going to be an 
author?” Seeing he was not kidding, she tempered her levity and turned her head slightly, fixing her eyes 
on his. “You really mean that, don’t you?” 

“You have no idea what just happened to me; I’m not the same person I was when I left.” 
“That’s becoming apparent.” Felicity liked where this was going but had no idea what it meant. If 

what she sensed was true, she was convinced they had just turned a significant corner and were on a new 
path to something wonderful. I hope this change isn’t temporary. Look at that fire in his eyes; he’s never 
looked so handsome! 

As they walked back to the house, Richard’s words, and especially his demeanor, instilled a 
desire in Felicity to explore life’s possibilities without limits, and dream of how their future could be.  

“Everything is going to work out like never before, I just know it,” he promised with confidence. 
His final remarks as they paused together at the screen door put a smile on her face and a hopeful glint in 
her eye.  
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15	-	Honor	the	Spark	
 
The emergency Executive Committee meeting was called first thing Monday morning, and Morgan 
mustered the courage to speak matter-of-factly, having decided ahead of time he would not be flustered 
by the myriad of responses from those who were learning about the trouble for the first time. Everyone 
received the news with varying degrees of heaviness as displayed through the concerned looks on their 
faces; after all, their own livelihoods were at stake. Some handled it cool-headedly while others reacted 
with bitter accusations that others were to blame.  

Naturally the committee members had already been aware of (and were eager supporters of) the 
heart valve project, but the sudden deadline and firm ultimatum was the unexpected blow nobody seemed 
quite ready to hear. 

Through the heated debate, it was concluded that in order for the company to survive, they had no 
other choice but to let a certain percentage of the employees go. For those who remained, there would be 
pay cuts, even for the committee members. 

After the group dissipated, Morgan was left alone with Ray. Ray stood by the window and 
Morgan tilted back in his chair and took a deep, cleansing breath. Finally he spoke: “I hope I’m doing the 
right thing; I think we’re actually going to pull through. I just wish there was some way to do this without 
putting people in a tough spot.” 

Ray smiled, “Remember: Hasenpfeffer in Odenthal.” 
“Yeah, but hasenpfeffer anywhere is not reason enough to hack these employee’s salaries.” 
“I know, Morgan. This isn’t about hasenpfeffer; it just represents the ultimate reason for doing 

what we have to do. We’re not cutting salaries for hasenpfeffer; we’re restructuring in order to carry the 
valves into the end zone.” He continued, “You know what drives me? The eyes. All those eyes in the 
stadium from my dream the day of Isaac’s surgery. Those were real people, Morgan. Somewhere they’re 
out there, needing this valve. When it all comes down to it, it’s more important we offer life, than that we 
pay more than necessary for someone to keep a job they aren’t doing anyway. If cutting back here allows 
someone else to live long enough to raise their kid, then don’t you think it’s the right thing?” 

“I suppose.” 
“And those who suffer will ultimately be okay. They’ll adjust or find something else; or they’ll 

reinvent themselves and find something more aligned with what they are really capable of doing and 
becoming. I believe in the human spirit. There is a divine spark inside of each person that can be fanned 
to a flame if it doesn’t remain hidden under complacency or dependency on external forces. It’s there, and 
sometimes it takes a shakeup before it can ever be discovered. Remember? You thought your life was 
over when you had to take a new path away from medical school. If you hadn’t been forced to do that, 
you wouldn’t have been led to work with devices and understand them well enough to come up with 
something to save Isaac. What seems ‘bad’ always has something good to be found in it, and the people 
who suffer will have the choice to find the good or not. It’s within their realm of control to choose how 
they will respond. I choose to believe in these people.” 

“I suppose.” Morgan replied quietly. 
“You don’t need to agonize about this. It will all work out just as it should.” 

~~~~~~ 
 

That night Morgan couldn’t sleep. It was all he could do to keep his mind on the purpose for the cutbacks. 
He thought about Isaac, and tried to imagine the future recipients, and the families who would be affected 
if he failed to do the hard thing.  

But then he thought about the families who would be affected by the cutbacks. These were 
families he knew, faces he could see. People he had laughed with at the company picnics and Christmas 
parties.  
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How can I possibly muster more loyalty for the families I’ve never met, than for the families I 
have associated with all these years? 

Ray’s voice was in his head. He could hear the words in his mind as clearly as if Ray was 
delivering them himself: 

“What’s your passion, Morgan? Are you in this business to provide jobs? Is that your purpose? 
Or are the jobs there to support a bigger purpose? The bigger purpose, Morgan, is to save lives, and to 
honor the spark of genius delivered through you ten years ago. Don’t let that spark die, Morgan. Honor 
it. Don’t forget the exhilaration we felt after Isaac’s surgery—the compelling desire to offer the same 
relief and joy for others who experience what you’ve been through.” 

Morgan got lost in the memory of those early days. He relived the moment when Ray had 
returned from surgery with the news of their victory. He replayed the family excursions they had enjoyed 
with Isaac over the past decade. And he envisioned the stadium Ray had described from his dream, full of 
all the people who will be impacted by their victory now. Adrift in his thoughts, Morgan Stillwater finally 
fell peacefully asleep. 

On Tuesday morning, with just one day to go before the Simmons people were expected to come 
knocking, Morgan awoke with a contradictory blend of agony and hopefulness. “At least,” he thought, 
“the process has begun.” He imagined his team in the huddle the day before, and today engaging in the 
strategic play. He knew what he needed to do, and he had weakly come to terms with it.  

In his heart, he said a prayer for those in his company who would hurt the most from this 
shakeup. Please help them adjust, or find a better, more profitable job, so they can ultimately be grateful 
somehow that we had to initiate these changes... 
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16	-	Dragon	Slayer	
 
Richard, on the other hand, awoke that morning full of enthusiasm and excitement for life. “Felicity, this 
is a perfect day. Let’s kneel and give thanks for all God has done for us.” 

“Perfect? It’s hardly begun.” 
“Yes, it’s going to be a perfect day; I can feel it.” 
Felicity agreed, so they knelt and Richard expressed heartfelt thanks for their home and family; 

for his job and the love they had for each other. The impact from his experience in the woods had not 
worn off, and for the time being, Felicity also felt lighter than ever.  

After standing again, he talked with enthusiasm about the beautiful home they would live in, in 
the suburbs of Wichita closer to work.  He particularly favored Andover where the schools had a 
reputation for being among the best. Felicity allowed herself to be carried away in the moment and 
together, they enjoyed the manicured landscaping in their minds, and the playground they’d create in the 
back yard for Matthew and other children they may have.  

His passion was contagious. Felicity fixed him an extra special breakfast and prepared his lunch 
to send him on his way to “slay the dragons”.  

She had no idea how their dream would happen, but Richard made it clear the first thing they 
must do is become resolved about the desired outcome, and feel it as though it was already with them. He 
convinced her that doing so would have some kind of mysterious influence on people and situations in the 
world around them, until ultimately everything would come together on their behalf and all they wanted 
would be part of their reality. 

The whole idea of it fascinated Felicity as Richard described how it worked and why. Put into 
words from his perspective made it easy for her to comprehend, and inspired her to participate in the 
process. If hope is a poor man’s bread, she had never before enjoyed such a feast. She felt as though she 
was floating six inches off the ground. Life was good; they were successful, because Richard’s words 
helped her feel successful! 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
As Richard approached the plant that morning, he looked at it with new eyes. A wave of gratitude washed 
over him that at least he had work. He thought of all the people out there in the world who didn’t have 
jobs, and while it wasn’t his favorite thing to be doing, at least he had one. Though not quite sufficient, it 
supported his family while he could begin his search for a way to create a better life. 

Making his way to the side entrance, he approached the door and entered the security code. A 
series of beeps sounded, but the door refused to open. Initially, the feeling of upset toward the janitor 
began to build, but he caught himself, and instead, chose to be grateful that he’d get just a little more 
exercise that day.  

Maybe this delay will be the reason I get to talk to someone who has an answer; maybe I’ll meet 
someone who has an idea that’ll lead me to the ultimate solutions we’re seeking.  

He was certain he was now, finally, a student who was ready for the teacher to appear, and he 
eagerly watched for the right one to show up. Somewhere in his world was someone who would mentor 
him, and help him to achieve his goals. The way it works had been so clearly illustrated in his dream; 
when individuals are seeking advancement and come to the end of all they know and understand, a 
teacher appears to help them get to the next level. He looked forward to it. 

So now that he had made a firm commitment to achieve the goals outlined over the weekend with 
Felicity, and now that he was at the end of all he knew to do, he had no doubts the right person would 
show up to help lead him to the next level of success. He just didn’t know where that person would come 
from, how long it would take to recognize him or her, and how that person would show up in real life. 
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At the cattle gates he was cheerful and personable to everyone. He was committed to maintaining 
a positive, expectant attitude and keeping the images in mind of outcomes he intended to pursue and 
achieve. He thought that would be the best way to remain receptive to the unseen influence, which would 
direct him unconsciously to do or say the right things. That would be important, he believed, so he would 
be ready to receive all the resources he needed as they came. 

Arriving at his workstation, he organized some papers that had been left spread across his desk, 
and took a few minutes to spruce things up. He noticed his sack lunch on the corner and it made him 
smile, remembering that even though he envisioned catching a “rabbit”, (the symbol for a goal worthy of 
his focus and energy), the “sandwich in the bag”, (symbolizing his meager paycheck) was sufficient to 
keep him going another day, and he was grateful.  

His work environment had become a little more important to him, and he thought it would be a 
tremendous idea to add some inspiring images to the dividers and wall next to his desk. They were images 
that would help him remember what he was working toward—pictures that inspired him to think 
positively about where he and Felicity were headed. 

Within the hour, his supervisor arrived at his workstation, and he didn’t look too cheerful. 
“Richard, I need to give you this.” He handed Richard a paper and then continued, “I’m sorry.” 

Richard looked it over and his heart sunk. Across the top was the company letterhead and it was 
addressed to Richard A. Goodman—a little too formal for an invitation to a company picnic. He 
commenced reading: 

“Due to an unforeseen financial deficit within the company, and a broad review of individual 
performance according to documented supervisor feedback over the previous year, it is our regret to 
inform you it has become necessary to cut your monthly salary by 25% effective immediately. Details and 
additional restructuring measures will be discussed at a company meeting today at 11:00 am in the 
cafeteria. Attendance is mandatory by all day-shift workers.” It was signed, Morgan Stillwater, President. 

Richard felt his face drain of blood and he looked to his supervisor for an explanation. Confused, 
he said, “Jeff, what supervisor feedback?” 

“Honestly, Richard, I don’t know. I’ve never submitted anything derogatory, but when I 
challenged them on it, they say there’s something in there from Morgan Stillwater himself. I’m really 
sorry.” 

“What? I’ve never even talked to the man!” 
Jeff just maintained a sympathetic disposition and shrugged—keeping his shoulders lifted a little 

longer than customary as if to not to treat the blow dismissively. Finally he reached out and gave Richard 
a squeeze on the shoulder, and then returned to his post. 

Richard sat bewildered. Remembering his conversation with Felicity on Saturday, his mind was 
in a spin. “I thought everything was supposed to go BETTER when we dream, imagine, and design our 
life, not worse!  What the heck am I going to tell Felicity?”  

He began to picture the conversation, and the argument it would probably turn into, based on 
years of patterns which had become well established in their marriage. He pictured her saying, “I knew it 
was too good to be true,” and imagined her chalking this setback up to additional evidence that he was 
still the deadbeat she had long since determined he was.  

He felt sick and closed his eyes, sliding down and resting his head on the back of the chair. To 
lull his mind in the agony, he twisted the chair slightly side to side, trying to gather his thoughts. “What 
am I going to do?” 

As soon as he opened his eyes, however, he found himself facing one of the images he had posted 
on his wall to remind him of their dreams: the house in Andover, the playground for Matthew, and gazing 
upon it literally stopped the doomed thought-train in its tracks. 

While the picture replaced the image of Felicity’s disdain in his mind, it didn’t shift his mindset 
immediately, but at least it got his attention. Had he really been determined to make it happen? He 
wondered. He wasn’t sure he had the mental stamina to think something contrary to appearances, long 
enough for their dreams to be realized. 
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He imagined Randy Mollup from his journey on Friday, and could hear a reminder in his head, 
“Visualize the outcome, and the right people will do the right things to help it happen...” 

He found himself talking back to the memory of Randy’s voice. “But I did, and this isn’t the 
outcome I visualized!” 

“... Express gratitude and get excited because it means something better is on its way, or it isn’t 
what you would have wanted after all, or it isn’t yet the right time. It’s all good, and thinking so will help 
attract as much good to yourself and your family as you are capable of enjoying.” 

Richard took a deep breath, pursed his lips together and exhaled forcefully. He next imagined 
Andy Zauff, also from his Friday journey telling him, “When you go as far as you can go, and reach what 
appears to be a roadblock, that is where you must expect to find the way around it.” 

Determined to keep the momentum towards realizing his goals, Richard made a decision. This 
doesn’t matter. This cutback has nothing to do with my ability to win. I still choose to believe. And with 
that, Richard took a few moments to remember the images he and Felicity had painted over the weekend.  

He imagined pulling up to their house in Andover, and parking the car in front of the walkway. 
Brick was stacked decoratively around the mailbox at the edge of their property. Opening the back door 
of their new, rugged vehicle, he lifted Matthew out and set him down on the sidewalk at his feet. Felicity 
climbed out of the front seat, radiant. Reaching for her hand, and holding Matthew’s, the three of them 
walked up the steps and then Richard pushed open the heavy, tall wooden door which flaunted a beveled, 
decorative glass inlay.  

As the door opened, he could see beyond the breezeway through the back slider window to the 
grassy knolls in the back yard with the massive fort, swing and slide contraption Matthew couldn’t wait to 
conquer, climb and claim his own. 

“Hey, meeting time.” Jeff’s voice interrupted the daydream, and though he felt disappointed to be 
yanked from such a wonderful place and brought back into a more dreary experience, Richard 
nevertheless had renewed commitment to somehow turn lemons into lemonade. He stood resolutely, 
pushed his chair under his desk, and followed his supervisor to the cafeteria. 

This was the first time he had ever seen the company attempt to address the entire day shift at the 
same time. There was a shortage of chairs, so the lunch tables had been pushed to the back and employees 
were invited to sit on them. Some remained standing around the edges of the room and everyone 
murmured with sounds of apprehension for what was coming. 

Morgan Stillwater took the podium that had been carried in previously from the smaller, adjacent 
meeting room. He tested the microphone and after a piercing whine, he tapped it twice and said, “Is this 
working? Okay, great.” After a moment, while he appeared to be gathering strength, he continued, “I’d 
like to thank you for joining us today. I’m sure you’re wondering what this is all about; some of you have 
probably heard some things that may or may not be true. I’m here to set the record straight, explain the 
situation, and help you understand what it all means to you.” 

The people in the cafeteria were quiet. Morgan had their attention, and the fading color in his face 
indicated a wave of adrenaline had just surged through his body.  

His words demonstrated humility. His authenticity seemed to captivate and calm the anxious 
minds of those who listened. Even though the news was unpleasant, his delivery appeared to be entirely 
void of ego or excuse. It became obvious to Richard at least that the man who stood before him was not 
greedy. He was a real man with a tremendous responsibility, and was like a captain willing to go down 
with the ship if that’s what it came to. 

Morgan painted a vivid picture of the company mission (using football jargon, as usual) so those 
who had only ever come for the paycheck could begin to feel important in light of the broader cause. He 
reviewed the history of the company, and described the events surrounding the development of the valve. 
Richard deduced that until this moment, many, if not most of the employees, had no previous interest in 
what significant events had been taking place in the offices of their plant. 

The room was quiet. There was a long, emotional pause, and Morgan turned his face to the wall 
at his right. Isaac stood there, red-faced and brimming with emotion, leaning coolly out of the way. 
Morgan raised his eyebrows slightly, as if to ask, “You okay?” 
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Isaac tipped his head down and blinked slowly as if to say, “Yeah.” Then he quietly pushed off 
the wall and made his way to the front. 

Morgan stretched his arm toward Isaac as he approached the front. “This is my son, Isaac. I want 
you to meet the young man who was my inspiration for the valve in the first place.” 

There was a rush of whispers, as some of the employees seemed astounded that a teenager was 
about to address them at a company-restructuring meeting. Suddenly Richard, at least, felt like he had 
been drawn into the Stillwater family living room, and out of the sterile and job-threatening atmosphere 
of the factory. 

Isaac wasn’t eloquent in the least, but he did speak from his heart. His words effectively brought 
a deeper meaning to the work that was performed there, day in and day out.  

Richard scanned the faces of his coworkers in the room.  Many appeared thoughtful, as if a 
strange new wave of purpose had just washed over them, and Richard predicted that suddenly their 
menial tasks seemed more significant and important, and of greater value than they had previously 
realized.  

Richard also realized a bigger picture, and he had a growing feeling this company had something 
important to do, and if it could get through this, it would flourish. Without question, the long-term 
prospects would be tremendous for the entire organization, if they could just hold it together through this 
final playoff.  

Morgan returned to the microphone and regretfully explained the pay cuts were a temporary fix, 
but in order to keep the cause alive, the company would also have to let up to 20% of their workforce go. 
He extended an opportunity that if anyone was willing to leave voluntarily, a modest severance package 
was available.  “If you feel this is a viable option for you, please speak with Human Resources as soon as 
possible.” 

Richard listened and was tempted to look around the crowded room and roughly calculate his 
odds of being let go. His mind returned to Jeff’s words that the president himself had made some kind of 
negative remark in his file. What did I ever do to him? He looked to the guy sitting at his right. If they had 
to choose from the two of us, I wonder which one they’d keep?  

Taking notice of his thoughts, he sat straight, and stretched his back. He forced himself to tune 
out and reject the details that put him into a feeling of scarcity. There’s more than enough for everyone. I 
choose to believe, he repeated to himself. There is no competition.  

He had trouble comprehending how these mantras could possibly be true, but he relied on them to 
be, and reiterated in his mind the affirmation: when I have a choice, I choose to believe. 

Mr. Stillwater continued, but Richard had already tuned him out. His gears were turning as he 
searched resolutely for an idea that would allow him to come out on top, in spite of all the existing 
evidence of impending doom.  

He thought, There are about 600 people in the room, and 20% of them will probably be out of 
work by the end of the week. I have already been identified as a slacker, and even if I stay, my salary is 
now 25% less than what we could barely live on before, and I still have to break the news to Felicity.  Her 
belief in me is already so fragile...  

With these facts stacked against him, it was all he could do to keep from suffocating from 
anxiety.  

Breathe, Richard. Breathe. The extra oxygen to his brain had a relaxing effect and prepared the 
way for him to be more capable of looking for the upside of what he had to work with.   

What he did have going for him was a dream, and the determination to find the way to 
accomplish it.    

But that’s about it.  
With just that much, and with a question solidly anchored in the forefront of his mind, waiting for 

and expecting an answer, Richard wondered: What do I have to offer that would make them want to keep 
me, and even allow me to serve in a more important capacity? 

Such a bold question would have never even crossed his mind except his recent choice of 
counter-intuitive thoughts had all the right ingredients for producing an ingenious idea. Remaining 
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tenaciously hopeful in spite of the odds, he was prepared for it when it came. It flashed into his mind and 
actually took him by surprise.  

The number seventeen flashed in his mind, and he wondered what it meant (if it meant anything), 
and where it had come from. His gears continued to turn until he finally identified a connection between 
that very figure and a file folder that also popped into his head labeled Financials. Piecing it all together, 
the potential solution gradually began to come into focus.  

Then he saw a flash of light illuminating a few extra details in full color—but just as suddenly, it 
vanished again. After pondering the idea for a moment—long enough to become completely conscious of 
it, but short enough to avert any potential misgivings—Richard jumped to his feet and threw up his hand. 

Morgan’s face showed alarm and the interruption halted his message, mid-sentence. Richard’s 
energy was so commanding Morgan couldn’t ignore it. “Uh, yes?” 

Richard spoke loudly enough for everyone to hear. “I have a retirement account with about 
seventeen-thousand dollars in it. If I give it to the company, can I stay on and have partial ownership?”  

Immediately the blood rushed to his face and he wondered where in the world those words had 
come from. He coached himself, rejected the fear and chose to believe he really had nothing to lose. Be 
strong, Richard, stand firm! You have nothing to lose by asking! 

Morgan was speechless. He turned to his Chief Financial Officer sitting at his side, whose eyes 
widened, but who didn’t offer any on-the-spot counsel. 

Another man stood, “I have nine-thousand, I’d like a piece of the company, too.” 
Morgan left the podium and leaned over to confer with the CFO again and a few other officers 

who sat in a short line next to him. 
“I have twelve!” Another man announced.  
Employees continued to interject one-by-one until they began to stand in clusters, individuals 

bravely declaring their offer. When the commotion settled, there were more than two hundred employees 
standing. 

Not everyone was enthusiastic about the idea. Those standing only represented a minority, but it 
was enough to shift the direction of the meeting off its predicted course. 

Richard could hear the critics.  One lady muttered under her breath, “Pshh. Like I’m really going 
to give up my retirement to these executives.”  

One man leaned to his friend and said, “How do you even know if you have a 401K?”  
Another said, “Is it legal to use the money before you retire? How does that work?”  
Someone else said, “How do you know how much money you’ve got?”  
In a room with so many people, every possible reaction seemed to be represented.  
Finally Morgan returned to the podium and asked those who stood to stay in the room, while 

those who remained seated were invited to return to their workstations.  
After about ten minutes of clamor, everyone remaining had found a seat. During the shuffle, 

Morgan had instructed the department heads to pass out blank half-sheets of paper.  
Once everyone had a sheet, he returned to the microphone and said with feeling, “Thank you, for 

sharing our vision for this company, for the good it can and WILL do for families across the world. 
You’re part of a movement. We appreciate the gesture, and are pleased to explore the possibilities it may 
offer. Please put your name at the top of your paper, with your employee ID. Beneath your name, state the 
amount of money you are potentially willing to contribute in exchange for preferred stock in this 
company. Then pass it to a supervisor, so we may review the numbers and determine whether or not this 
is a feasible option. Submitting this information does not commit you, or the company, to such an 
agreement at this time. Thank you.” 

There was a new kind of energy that seemed to lift all who remained in the room. A few were 
tearful, probably a little shaken by the upset, but also experiencing a tremendous sensation of fulfillment 
for being a potential part of the solution.  

As the crowd dispersed, a number of fellow employees slapped Richard on the back, and he 
realized he had never experienced anything like this before.  It felt amazing to have been a catalyst for 
change that would positively impact others.  
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The smiles that passed between the employees who had been willing to contribute conveyed a 
message of gratitude, thanking each other for making such an interesting solution possible at all.  

Richard’s mind immediately projected forward to a hopeful vision of Felicity being awestruck 
that he had finally faced and conquered his first big dragon. However, the image was unusually difficult 
to hold with any degree of clarity.  Something wasn’t right.  In spite of the premonition that all was not 
well on the home front, he assured himself Felicity would be nothing but fascinated by his part in this 
courageous battle that had just been won.  
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17	-	Big	News	
 
That evening, Richard came through the door of his home, with a strange look of pride and humility in his 
eyes. Felicity sensed something good, and greeted him with a smile. “So what’s up, handsome?” 

“Oh, you would not believe what an amazing day I’ve had!” 
Felicity didn’t know what to expect, but his enthusiasm was contagious. “Try me!” she blurted. 
Richard took her elbow and pulled her from the entryway. Both of them plopped down on the low 

profile avocado green couch, and Matthew ran in and started climbing on his back. Looking over his 
shoulder, he ruffled Matthew’s hair and said, “Hey, sport!” 

Felicity’s patience was wearing thin. “Richard! Get on with it! What’s the big news?” 
As he quietly retraced the events of the day in his mind, something seemed to dawn on him.  

“Actually, the day didn’t start out all that great.” The look on his face went from excited to perplexed as 
he thoughtfully continued, “I got to my workstation and Jeff brought me a letter that said my paycheck 
was getting cut 25%, and...” 

With a jerk of her head to one side, Felicity’s face turned red and her eyes flamed. “What? What 
did you just say?” 

Richard smiled and shook his head, “No, wait—it’s all good—just let me finish.” 
Felicity was no longer enthusiastic, but rather on-guard, and in fact prepared to scrutinize 

everything else he had to say from this point forward. She sat back and folded her arms until Matthew 
climbed onto her lap requiring her to move them out of the way. 

“So, I was all stressed and confused, wondering why the principles weren’t working. I never 
expected things to get worse when goals were set, but then I stopped and remembered I had to think 
contrary to appearances, and I decided we could still achieve our goals, and the setback was something I 
could turn around, somehow. But I didn’t have any clue how to do it. All I could do was consciously 
choose to hold the images of life the way we want it on the screen of my mind and trust somehow it was 
changing me, so I could respond the right way.” 

“Mm, hmmm,” Felicity tempered her reaction and waited for more details. 
“And then we ended up in a company-wide meeting where the management said they were in 

trouble just like I thought, and the work force was going to be cut by up to 20%. But then, as I forced 
myself to expect a solution, and refused to get all worked up like most everyone else in the room, I had a 
thought and it made me jump up and offer our retirement for a piece of the company!” Richard beamed 
and appeared to be eagerly awaiting her admiration, like a puppy dog that had just proudly eliminated in 
his master’s slippers. 

Felicity was stunned. She wasn’t sure she heard right, because she couldn’t fathom how any of 
this information could possibly be anything but disastrous. Finally she spoke: “Wait a minute. You did 
what? You gave them our retirement?”  

Hesitant, Richard replied, “No, not yet, but—I’m sorry—I’ve left out the details that would have 
explained the reason why this is such a good idea.” The rest of his comments were spoken more to himself 
than to his wife, as though there was something deep and unexpected rising to the surface of his 
consciousness. “You know nothing of the company vision, and how moved I felt to support their cause. 
You know nothing about the images I’ve put up around my workstation, or how they inspired my 
actions...”  

Felicity’s eyebrows were raised, as she leaned in and waited for a better explanation, already 
having decided one couldn’t possibly exist.  All she could see was that things had started out really bad, 
and then had progressively become worse. They hadn’t just lost 25% of their income; they also lost their 
whole retirement in one fell swoop. This man had inconceivably given it up voluntarily, and to top it off, 
he was actually proud of himself for doing it. She concluded he must be insane. 
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Before Richard had a chance to find the words that might put her mind at ease, she blurted, “Tell 
me this. How do you see this playing out? You’re giving up all you’ve worked and saved for; by putting it 
into someone else’s company to help someone else get their dream. Where does that leave us? Richard, 
this is madness!”  

Little Matthew sat quietly on her lap, touching her cheek as if he hoped his tender caresses could 
help her feel better and calm down. She knew that was what he was trying to do; after all, she had many 
times utilized the technique with him herself. 

“Felicity, they explained what their company mission is. And I get it. I am proud to be a part of 
their cause and feel like I should do whatever I can to help them succeed. I imagine helping them succeed 
and I believe the success will spill over into our lives, too.” 

“Great. So where are we going to get what we need to pay our bills while you’re gallivanting 
around in their business?” 

Richard’s head was already shaking before the words finally began to flow. “Felicity, I’m sorry, 
but I’m done listening to you gripe. I have finally spotted a rabbit, and if you think all this barking and 
jumping is insane, so be it. You obviously don’t see the rabbit. But it’s there, and I’m not going to let this 
one get away. I’ve got to do what I need to do to provide for this family.”  

Shocked by the sudden edge in his voice, Felicity didn’t know quite how to respond.  He had 
never stood up to her like this before, and she didn’t know whether she liked, or hated the spark she saw 
in him now.  

Richard finally broke the awkward silence.  “You know what, Felicity? I love you. I’m sorry this 
doesn’t make any sense; that’s my fault for not explaining it better. But there’s no question in my mind 
I’m doing the right thing. Everything is going to be okay—I’m not sure how, but I can feel it.” 

His decisiveness reminded her of the day she found him in the woods. He had been so confident, 
so assuring. As crazy as it all seemed, his certainty in this moment also had a strengthening effect on her. 
She wanted to believe; but she was afraid of yet another letdown. Closing her eyes she took a deep breath 
and exhaled slowly. “I think you’re insane, Richard. I can only hope you’re doing the right thing.” 

“You know what’s so disappointing here? I thought you’d be proud of me for dodging a lay-off 
today. I guess that was just too much to hope for.” 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
Before falling asleep that night, Felicity pulled out her journal. She hadn’t really touched it since their 
engagement, but now she felt she had nowhere else to turn. Talking to her family in the past had only 
tainted his reputation with his in-laws (damage not easily undone), and talking to her friends had never 
accomplished anything except helping her feel angrier than before.  

Felicity wanted to feel good about him. She wanted to be the unconditionally loving, constantly 
supportive wife, but didn’t know what else to do with the angst that consumed her. She hoped expressing 
herself in writing would help clear the heavy, dark clouds away from her heart: 

 
I just don’t know what to do. I think he’s flipped his lid, and I’m worried. Maybe I’ll just 
have to take things into my own hands, but how? What am I supposed to do, get a job or 
something? What about Matthew? How bad does it have to get before he wakes up to this 
insanity? How can he be so irresponsible? It’s intolerable! Maybe I need to just go find a 
way to bring in some extra money, or I seriously fear we may never get out of this mess. 

 
Exhausted, she closed the book.  Gently she laid her cheek on her pillow, pulled the comforter 

next to her face and gazed out the side window.  Freely giving release to a buildup of tears, she silently 
pleaded, Please dear God; take me out of this nightmare. 
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18	-	Temporary	Reprieve	
 
First thing Wednesday morning, the leadership reconvened in the boardroom to receive the report from 
the accountants who had stayed late crunching numbers the night before. The CFO gathered the final 
count and reviewed the report quietly while the other committee members held their breath. When he was 
finished, he pressed his lips together and shook his head. Everyone in the room leaned forward, eager to 
hear the final outcome. Rather than opening his mouth to hastily state the result, it seemed to be his nature 
and his job to attempt to create meaning around the numbers and offer context to the results: 

“We have 253 papers here, representing 8.4% of the company. The average balance in each 
retirement plan is a little more than $19,000. With the penalties they will pay from those funds, we would 
receive nearly $17,000 per person, yielding $4,265,000. That’s only $235,000 shy of the $4.5 million 
needed.” 

Ray piped in, “And I just landed the Solaris deal on syringes—$250,000.” 
The room erupted with cheers and clapping, and Morgan called in his secretary, smiling at her as 

she arrived. “Linda, please make an appointment for me to speak with Edward Phillips on the phone.”  He 
turned to his CFO and said, “I need you to check with our attorney—make sure we do this properly.” 

“Sure thing.”  
Before his secretary was out of sight, he called to her again. “And Linda?”  Linda grabbed the 

doorframe and spun around, raising her eyebrows and leaning her ear toward Morgan. “Find out who that 
was,” he continued, “the first man to stand and offer his retirement at the meeting.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
Ray beamed in the glory of victory, until a moment later when his face showed sudden sobriety. 

“Morgan—I think it’s important we still take a good look at the current workforce. I feel like this 
resolution is just a temporary gift—one that should not be taken for granted. We have a serious 
responsibility to preserve the good health of the entity. It’s been given an extension, but we could blow it 
if we don’t learn the lessons this near-failure has taught us.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“I mean, remember how this crisis forced us to step back and evaluate the effectiveness and 

efficiency of the workforce? I think that awakening really needed to happen. Until the crisis, we had 
become careless and unaware of the efficiency of our staff. Remember, we’re not in business for the sole 
purpose of providing jobs—the jobs are a byproduct of our real purpose. Just because we’ve ‘found’ 
enough money to keep going in the short term, that doesn’t mean it’s the wisest thing to keep the current 
staff.” 

One man across the table piped in, “I agree. I think a small reduction in force may still be 
necessary. They’re expecting one anyway.  Besides, the better we do, the stronger foundation we lay, and 
the more people we’ll be able to employ in the long run—and for longer term.” 

“But what about the company morale?” another committee member wondered. “It could do more 
damage overall, letting people go, than it might cost to just keep the less productive workers.” 

“Yeah, you’ve got to think about the tradition of this company—we don’t lay people off.  We 
never have.” 

Someone else piped in, “Hey, there are no sacred cows here. We have to do what’s responsible, 
even if it ruffles some feathers.” 

A young woman interjected, “And company morale can suffer anyway, if you keep an employee 
around who isn’t doing what they’ve been hired to do.”  

Again, Morgan was sickened by the thought of letting workers go, and a little disappointed that 
the relief and joy of this victory was so quickly replaced by a reminder of heavier matters. But he had 
come too close to losing the game. In his mind he vowed to do the right thing—no matter how hard it 
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would be—to fulfill the purpose for which he and Ray had worked all these years. He thought about 
hasenpfeffer in Odenthal, and visiting with survivors who lived because he did the hard thing today. 

Finally he spoke: “We’re not out of the woods until the valves are on the market saving lives, and 
the company is profitable and solid. You’re right, Ray, it’s our stewardship and responsibility to be wiser 
than we’ve been in the past. Certainly we don’t need to reduce our workforce by 20% as we originally 
thought. In fact, I don’t want it to be a pre-determined percentage at all. We’re not looking for a certain 
amount of revenue to reclaim anymore, anyway. We just need our efficiency and productivity to be at its 
maximum.” After a thoughtful pause, he resolutely tapped one finger on the table four or five times for 
emphasis then continued: “So here’s what I want to do: let’s have the managers take a good look at their 
teams and find potential holes in productivity. Bring ‘em in for a pow-wow. Give these folks a chance to 
improve their game before we issue a single pink slip.” 

Morgan was relieved and somewhat surprised when everyone nodded in agreement that it was the 
most sensible thing to do.  

He continued, “And, if anyone does need to be let go, let’s reallocate those salaries and give a 
raise to those who remain—so we build or at least preserve some company morale through this.  We must 
remember our people are the real assets in this company. We couldn’t do what we do without them.”   

Turning to a woman from Human Resources at the far end of the large conference table, he posed 
a final request.  “Betty, make sure that as we review employee performance, we’re careful to be legal in 
how we deal with those who may be falling short. Ladies and gentlemen, I think enough has been said for 
one meeting.” 

Betty nodded and made a note in her planner.  
Just then, the CFO appeared in the doorway and announced, “Spoke with the attorney, we’re all 

compliant.” 
“Excellent.  Thank you,” Morgan replied. 
As the meeting adjourned, Morgan expelled a cleansing breath. Ray stood, squeezed his shoulder 

and leaning in, whispered, “Only one more play to go, and it’s a touchdown, man.” 
“Play?” 
“Yeah, Morgan, we’re nearly to the end zone.” Ray winked, slapped him on the back, and left the 

boardroom.  
Emotional exhaustion threatened to overcome Morgan, but he still had one more critical thing to 

do. Pushing the intercom on the phone, he checked with Linda, “Do I have an appointment to speak to Ed 
Phillips?” 

“Yes, sir; he’s ready as soon as you’re ready.” 
“I’m ready now; just give me a chance to return to my office.” 
Within minutes, Ed was on the line, and Morgan was pleased to give him the update that the 

funds had been found, pending proper paperwork so the deal could be structured legally. There were a 
number of pieces that needed to be finalized, of course, but Mr. Phillips seemed convinced that, based on 
the variety and number of combinations Morgan described that could pull it together, the board would be 
satisfied enough to proceed. Ed seemed additionally impressed that Morgan had been the one to call, 
instead of waiting for Ed to initiate their deadline-day conversation. “This shows pro-activity—I’m sure 
the board will be grateful to get a phone call from me today. I’ll let them know right away.” 

“Thank you, Ed.” 
“Have a great day, Morgan.” 
While on her way to the copy room, Linda heard Morgan hang up the phone and leaned into his 

office, “Mr. Stillwater, about that gentleman from the meeting...” 
“Oh, yes. Did you figure out who he was?” 
“It’s Richard Goodman, from Shipping and Receiving.” 
“I’d like to meet with him. Will you please send him up to my office? Let’s see if we can catch 

him before he clocks out for the day.  I’m dying to ask him a question.” 
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19	-	As	Good	as	Done	
 
Still reeling from the effects of his disconnect with Felicity the evening before, Richard was instantly 
nervous at word that he was expected in the office of the president, on such short notice. No company-
wide announcement had yet been made regarding the outcome of the board’s deliberation, and last he 
heard there were negative remarks from the president himself in his file. 

Forcing himself to set aside his worries and to think only on the images posted around his 
workstation, he relied on the hope that keeping them on the screen of his mind (and pretending they were 
part of his reality) would somehow put him in the right energy to think on his feet and make the most out 
of whatever was about to happen. Arriving at the secretary’s desk, he quietly announced, “I’m Richard 
Goodman. Mr. Stillwater asked for me?” 

Linda pushed the button on her phone and stated, “Mr. Stillwater, Richard Goodman is here.” 
Morgan’s reply came through the speakerphone, “Send him in.” 
She pointed the way and Richard walked pensively down the hallway behind her desk and into 

the double doors at the right, which were already propped open for him. Morgan stood and extended his 
hand. “Richard...” 

Shaking his hand Richard replied, “Mr. Stillwater.” 
“Please sit down.” 
Richard stepped around one of the two heavy short-back leather chairs that faced the large glass-

topped mahogany desk and Morgan leaned back in his matching, and most impressive of the three chairs. 
The president said nothing for what felt like an eternity. Richard, seeing the blank-faced president 

and still fearing the worst, tried to keep his composure, but naturally his face exuded concern.  
Suddenly becoming aware of the furrow in his brow, Richard immediately wiped clean the visual 

data of the president’s face from his mind, like closing his eyes without shutting his lids, and put himself 
in the den of his new home in Andover. For just that moment, he sat in his own office full of exquisite 
furniture, and imagined Mr. Stillwater visiting him for a meeting as his equal.  

As a result, the concern on his face melted away and was replaced with a joyful glow. The 
transformation was probably noticeable because Morgan suddenly reflected his smile. 

“Richard, do you have any idea why you’re here?” 
With the fear set aside, he spoke freely and honestly. “Well, sir, you’ve either brought me here to 

lay me off, or to let me take stock in the company. I suppose it could go either way.” 
“Lay you off?” 
“Actually, sir, I believe you want me on board, for the contribution I believe I can make to the 

cause. I only mentioned the possibility of the layoff because I think there’s a derogatory remark in my 
file. However,” he paused, “there must have been some mistake, and I hope it can be resolved.” Richard 
fearlessly held his gaze with the president. 

“Ah. Yes.”  Morgan paused, and then continued, almost unconsciously, just to fill the silence, 
“I’m sure it was a mistake.” 

Richard was a little surprised to be spoken to with such respect, but then again, he wasn’t. He had 
felt different all day, simply from exerting his strength to keep his thoughts solution-oriented, and this 
conversation actually was feeling rather “normal”. He was proud of himself for speaking confidently yet 
without arrogance. It astounded him, when he thought about it, that he could interact so naturally with 
someone like Mr. Stillwater and for once in his life not feel inferior. Somehow, and almost inconceivably, 
he actually felt like a peer. “Thank you, sir. But truthfully, the remark, whatever it was, was probably 
right at the time.” 

“Oh?” 
“Well, I’m not the same person I was even just a week ago. I’ve come to realize I have the ability 

to do more than I’ve been doing, and I am looking for opportunities to achieve and contribute more.” 
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“Richard, you did something incredible yesterday. The effect it had on your coworkers was 
inspiring. Have you ever held a leadership position?” 

“Leadership?” Richard searched his memory for anything he had done that could be considered 
leadership-like. “Team captain for dodge ball at recess in sixth grade. That’s about it.” His smile turned to 
a smirk as he delivered his answer in good humor. Consciously he knew this solitary example wasn’t 
much to be impressed about, but deep down he knew it didn’t matter. With a dream and a purpose 
burning brightly in the deepest recesses of his heart, he had more going for him than anyone with even ten 
pages of credentials, but who lacked a dream. 

“Well, it sounds like perhaps you were just never given the chance. There’s something about you 
that has me really intrigued, but I can’t quite put my finger on it. I feel like you need to be doing 
something different here, and I hoped having a conversation with you would help me know what that 
might be. Remind me; where are you now?” 

“Shipping and Receiving.” 
“Do you enjoy it?” 
Richard’s pause was apparently answer enough, because Morgan immediately continued. 
“What are your interests, talents, ambitions? I mean, if you were to create your own position at 

the company, what would it be?” 
Richard leaned back. He hadn’t expected a question like that. He knew pretty clearly what he 

wanted his lifestyle to look like, but he hadn’t quite identified what service he wanted to perform in order 
to achieve it. Interests? I want people to know what I learned in my dream. Unsure of how Mr. Stillwater 
would respond to something so abstract, he chose his words carefully. “I’d like to inspire others to get 
better results.” 

“That’s interesting. How would you do that?” 
“Honestly, I’m not sure. I’ve decided to write a book, but I’m not sure that’s anything that will be 

useful to your company any time soon.” 
“A book? About what?” 
Now that was a tough question. How in the world do I sum up what my book’s going to explain? 

“Well, I suppose it’s going to be about getting clear on the reason you do what you do, and how much of 
an effect it has on the outcome. It’s about being on purpose, instead of just jumping and barking at air.” 

“Jumping and barking?” 
Richard chuckled. “I’m sorry—it’s from the dream. Pursuing a goal without first literally seeing 

the outcome in your mind’s eye is like a dog jumping and barking at air, thinking the activity alone 
somehow will produce the jackrabbit it hopes for. In reality, the activity without the clear objective in 
sight tends to repel the object of its pursuit. I call it the jackrabbit factor.” 

“Hmm. That’s pretty deep. Have you started on it yet?” 
“No, not yet.” 
“You know, I’m intrigued by the analogy—it makes me think about some recent conversations 

I’ve been in about the company’s purpose, and how genius ideas have only ever seemed to show up when 
we’ve had a passion for and firm commitment to a purpose. In fact, you know what? I’ve got someone I’d 
like you to meet. Ray Golward, VP of Sales, is my long-time friend who actually performed the surgery 
on my son Isaac about ten years ago.” 

“Sales? He was a Surgeon?” Richard couldn’t fathom why a surgeon would ever end up in sales. 
“Did he lose his practice or something?” 

“No, he just found his passion.” Leaning forward with his hands clasped together on the desk in 
front of him Morgan continued, “I think what you have to share about being clear and on purpose is 
critical. I think you’ll also discover that combining your purpose with doing something you love holds 
even greater power.” Leaning back in his chair he spoke directly. “I’d like to help you discover your 
passion and see if it can be utilized here in our company. The kind of initiative you showed in that 
meeting is rare, and I know good blood when I see it. Will you meet me at lunchtime; say 12:30 here 
tomorrow? I’ll have Ray join us; he may have some good ideas. He’s been known to have quite a few in 
the past.” 
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“Wow. I’m not sure what to say. I guess—Thank you, Mr. Stillwater. I’ll come back tomorrow at 
l2:30.” 

“Please, Richard. Call me Morgan.” 
Richard stood and shook his hand. Hesitatingly he responded, “Mr.—Morgan. Thank you. See 

you tomorrow.” 
“Wait,” Morgan pulled a green book from his shelf.  “Take this and read it.  It’ll help you get into 

the right mindset for this transition.” 
Richard took the book, raising one eyebrow at the picture of the cow on the front, and he couldn’t 

help but wonder what cows have to do with any of this.  
Morgan smiled, “It’ll help.  Trust me.” 
Gliding past the receptionist, Richard waited for the doors to close behind him before he allowed 

his elation to bubble up and spill out through his expression. He romped past some workers, running and 
side stepping those in the way, and floated to his corner of the building. 

Upon arrival at his workstation, he fell into his chair and spun it around to face the images on his 
wall. Surely what has just happened here will finally bring the peace of mind that Felicity needs so 
desperately. As if to quote himself from his own dream, he grinned like he had finally caught his first 
rabbit, and whispered to himself: “Felicity, I’m coming home.” 
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20	-	Conscious	Compassion	
 
That night, as he pulled into the driveway, Richard found it difficult to stop thinking about what had 
transpired on their couch the night before. He really hoped Felicity had had a chance to cool off. Before 
cutting the engine, he pictured himself putting his head on his pillow that night with a feeling of gratitude, 
knowing he had communicated his vision well and that somehow, in time perhaps, their relationship 
would ultimately thrive. 

Walking from his car through the evening darkness and taking a deep breath, he turned the knob 
and pushed the front door open. The yellow bulb above the kitchen table filled the room, spreading a 
golden glow in all directions. Felicity was somewhere in the back of the house and apparently didn’t hear 
him enter. 

“Felicity—I’m home!” Richard called.  
The door to the bedroom opened and Felicity came out, obviously forcing her friendly smile. 

“Welcome home. Matthew is having a late nap. He’ll probably be up all night, but he was just so tired he 
couldn’t stay awake beyond 4:30.” Leaning a hip on the kitchen counter with her arms folded she asked 
politely, “How’d things go today?” 

Believing it would be best to ignore the fact that her warmth was obviously artificial he simply 
replied, “Progress. Good progress. I feel like my mind is expanding at an incredible rate. I was reading a 
book during my afternoon break that the president let me borrow and one part validated that we’re on the 
right track. It said if you need more ‘financial capital’, you have to stop clamoring for the money and 
focus fearlessly on doing the things that bring the money.” 

“Like what? And what do you mean by ‘capital’?” 
“You know, ‘capital’ as in ‘resources’.” 
“Oh, got it.” 
“So anyway, it said financial capital is always a by-product of mental capital and relationship 

capital. In other words, rather than spending all my time worrying about the money, I should spend my 
time and energy focused on the other side of the equation.” 

“How are you supposed to do that?” 
“Well the good news is that it’s what I’ve already begun to do without even knowing it. And as 

crazy as it seems, to be doing some of the things I feel like I need to do, there’s something inside of me 
that leaves me feeling like they are exactly the right steps to take.” Richard stopped and then realized he 
was sort of rambling. Apologetically, he returned to her question. “So, your question was about how I am 
supposed to do that. According to this book, I do it by building mental capital—studying the principles I 
learned in the dream, or by learning a new skill or trade. Education. Investing time and maybe even 
money in myself is how I build mental capital. I suppose if I were like a stock on the stock market, my 
value—my ability to command a better income—increases when I build on my knowledge.” 

“Okay...” 
“And then the other part of the formula is ‘relationship capital’. That’s where I put focus toward 

building relationships, and seeing where I can make a meaningful contribution to help someone else. See 
what people need, and look for ways to fill those needs. When you’re completely out of ideas on how to 
get more money, staying focused on building mental or relationship capital supposedly keeps you in 
forward motion and leads you to opportunities that, if taken, will ultimately affect the financial side of the 
equation. In fact, the author said if you focus too much on the financial side of the equation, quite often it 
creates a withdrawal on your relationships, and can even result in a neglect of mental capital, and then it’s 
no wonder the money becomes so elusive.”  

Felicity looked thoughtful, and her countenance began to brighten. He could tell she was 
beginning to adopt his enthusiasm because she finally said, “You know, that reminds me of a story I 
heard once of a guy during the Great Depression who was looking for work but couldn’t find anyone to 
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hire him. But he couldn’t stand to be idle, so he went to the railroad line—I think it was part of 
Roosevelt’s Works Progress Administration thing—and he just started helping. He figured, he can either 
sit around doing nothing for no pay, or he can be useful and help out for no pay. At least by helping, he 
felt better about himself as a person. Well, as it turned out, the foreman noticed and questioned him about 
why he was there, and made sure he knew he wasn’t on the payroll. The guy responded that it didn’t 
matter; he just wanted to be useful. And then it turned out the foreman liked him so much, he ended up 
getting the job after all.” 

“Exactly! That’s what I’m talking about. That’s what I’ve been learning. And in fact, that’s sort 
of what I’ve been trying to do—by offering the retirement fund. Something like your story happened at 
the plant for me today, too.” 

Felicity did a double take. “What do you mean, ‘something like that’ happened for you?” 
“You remember how I offered our retirement funds, right?” 
Her fragile countenance suddenly fell again. “How could I forget?” 
Again, giving no energy to her jab, he continued, “Turns out that because I did that, more than 

one hundred employees stepped up and offered the same thing. We all hope the company will get through 
this pinch, because they’re onto something huge. I could see it, as they explained where they’ve come 
from, and why they do what they do, and I saw I could help. Well, this afternoon, the president himself 
called me in and I thought he was maybe going to let me go, but instead he offered to keep me on and let 
me create a position of my own design!” 

Felicity’s eyes widened. “Are you serious? I’ve never heard of such a thing! What did you say? 
How much are they going to pay you?” 

“Actually we just talked a lot about a bunch of things. I thanked him for his offer, and now I’m 
supposed to go back for lunch tomorrow and meet his VP of Sales for a brainstorm session or something.” 

“So what’s it going to pay?” 
“Felicity, I don’t know. But this is exactly what I’m talking about. For once in my life I’m not 

focused on the money and what I can get, but instead I’m focused on what I can give; and I’m telling you, 
it’s already begun to open doors! It was amazing to be in that office with the president of the company, 
and literally be treated as an equal. It felt like I belonged. I felt like a valued contributor. I can tell I’m 
going to learn a lot from him, and probably from this VP guy, too.” Richard stopped long enough to 
review the events of the last two days in his head and then continued, “I went to work the other morning, 
fully expecting to find a mentor. I thought someone would just show up. I had no idea it would be the 
president! And it only happened after I got a cut in pay, and after my job was threatened entirely, and 
after I decided to think contrary to appearances.” 

Nodding, Felicity eyes began to glisten with amazement, and Richard gratefully recognized she 
was quietly allowing him to continue expressing the flood of thoughts that poured into his mind. 

“You know, something else I heard once really stuck with me. It was an Einstein quote that said 
something like, ‘The significant problems we face in life cannot be solved at the same level of thinking 
we were at when we created them.’ It dawned on me that for years we’ve tried to fix our situation without 
first gaining more knowledge. No wonder we kept getting the same kinds of results. Now, I’m having the 
chance to associate with people who think on a completely different plane, and as I learn to think like 
them, I know I’ll be more capable of finding solutions to our financial problems, long term.” 

Gradually, Felicity’s wonderment was replaced with another question. Richard sensed she really 
didn’t want to dampen his zeal by the way she posed it so cautiously: “Richard, Honey, this all sounds so 
wonderful, but we still have bills to pay. Didn’t they say anything about your salary?” 

Richard pursed his lips together and regretfully replied, “No. It didn’t come up.” 
“Is your salary still cut by 25%?” 
“I’m not sure.” 
“So, really, you’re telling me you’re getting an unknown position doing unknown things; nothing 

was said about salary increase, and you’re really excited about it. You know, Richard, I’m happy for you. 
But for me, I’m having a hard time with it. I didn’t experience the same transformation you experienced 
in the woods, and just hearing about your dream has not quite been enough to shore me up against the 
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disappointing realities when they show up. It just seems to me it’s the normal thing to do: that salary 
would have been the first thing discussed, or at least the most important thing brought up before leading 
the president to believe you would actually go along with it.” 

Richard was saddened, but couldn’t blame her for feeling this way. If he had been in her position, 
he probably would have had similar trouble understanding his enthusiasm. He had spotted a rabbit and 
was actively in pursuit. Felicity, however, didn’t see the rabbit.  That was clear. 

Then he remembered the hope of ending the day with putting his head on his pillow, believing 
their relationship was going to get through this and ultimately flourish. With that choice of thought, it 
wasn’t hard to feel an increased measure of compassion and patience for her and her fearful mindset. 

Making his way to the couch and with a gesture inviting her to sit by his side, he maintained his 
composure. “Honey, I think I understand. I don’t blame you for how you feel. I wish I could just show 
you what I saw in the dream. I know it would help you feel differently.” 

Felicity remained standing. “Yeah, well, I wasn’t there, so how can I be expected to see the good 
in it without a stitch of monetary evidence?”  

Tenderly, he pleaded: “Felicity, I need you to have faith in me. But you know what, whether or 
not you do, I’ll still succeed. I’d just rather you enjoy the journey with me, and not be so worried!”  

Felicity was quiet. Finally she responded delicately, “I really don’t want to be a negative wife, but 
how can I help it when—when you’re being so—impossible?” 

Richard rejected the temptation to strike back.  Taking a slow, controlled breath he replied, “I 
might not have the entire picture, but I know what I need to do in the moment, Felicity. There’s something 
inside of me that drives me to follow where this is leading, and I’ve never been more at peace with our 
future.” 

“But it’s never looked scarier.” 
Richard grinned mischievously. “I know; isn’t that ironic? Felicity, I don’t expect you to feel the 

way I do—although, of course, it would be nice if you did.  But I’m convinced there’s a direct correlation 
between the way we choose to think and the results that are going to show up for us. Didn’t you say you 
and Matthew found me in the woods only after choosing to believe everything was okay, even though you 
had zero evidence that it was true?” 

Felicity softened. “I know; you’re right; I just have a hard time believing I would be expected—
that anyone should be expected—to consistently and habitually do something so difficult in order to have 
a respectable life!  How can anyone think something so entirely contrary to the overwhelming evidence at 
hand?  Why does it have to be so hard?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe the more we practice, the easier it gets. I can only hope.” 
~~~~~~ 

 
Later that night, Felicity pulled out her journal and wrote:  

 
I’m still wrestling with my old habitual fears that Richard is all talk and no results. I’ve 
concluded with certainty that regardless, I’d better start doing something to help with the 
finances, just in case his plans don’t materialize. I really want to believe in him, but I 
need to do something so my own peace of mind is not so dependent on what he does or 
doesn’t do. I can’t control his results, so I’ve just got to do what I can do. I hate feeling 
helpless and judgmental. It’s not fair to him.  

 
Closing the book and setting it on her nightstand, she rolled over and waited for Richard to return 

from locking the doors and turning off the lights. As he climbed into bed, she hesitated, unsure of how to 
broach the subject. “Richard, I need to talk to you.” 

“Okay.” 
“I think it’s amazing what you’re doing—I don’t understand it, but I can tell you’re on purpose, 

and I like seeing you that way. It’s just that I worry about the money. What if I just get a part-time job or 
something, to help out until your stuff pans out?” She wouldn’t have suggested such a thing unless she 
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was sure his self-perception of being a poor provider was gone, but apparently it was not. His edgy 
response took her by surprise.   

“What? Felicity, to hear you say that feels like a dagger in my gut.  What about Matthew?  We 
decided long ago that you would care for him, not some babysitter!”  

Felicity never intended for her question to cause him pain. Although the idea originally stemmed 
from her desperate need to have some financial stability, in the moment she was suddenly inspired to spin 
it in a way that preserved his self-respect. “Richard, your work is going to pay off big, I’m sure of it. We 
just don’t know how long it will take, so think of this as just a temporary season of imbalance. Maybe I 
could find a job that lets me bring Matthew with me, the way Shannon gets to bring Brittany to the 
daycare where she works. Then, when things get a little more stable, I’ll quit. We can do anything for a 
short period of time, if we know it’s temporary, right?”  

Richard sighed and shook his head. “I don’t like the idea, Felicity.” 
“Honey, sometimes I go stir crazy around here and wish I had somewhere to go, just to break up 

the monotony. I miss having adult conversations,” Felicity lied. Actually, it was true she had felt that way 
on occasion, but by and large she loved being at home and it made her sick to think about going to work 
and figuring out what to do with Matthew. She agonized over the time she’d miss with him, but the pain 
of allowing life to stay the same had finally come to the point of exceeding the pain of change—so she 
was now ready, and even longing, for that temporary change.  

To Felicity, the thought was surprisingly tolerable, but only because she planned for it to only last 
a short time, and only because she knew it would help them get on top of their bills and retire some of 
their debts. “I need something to change. So, I plan to start looking for something tomorrow. Would you 
support me in this?” 

Richard didn’t respond, at least not out loud. She thought he had said something, but if he had, 
she was entirely unable to decipher it.  Halfway annoyed at his departure from consciousness, and 
halfway relieved that the conflict was melting away with his fading presence, Felicity shifted on the 
creaky bed, causing him to rouse briefly, and squeeze her arm affectionately while slurring the words: 
“Can we talk about it later?”  

Before she could reply, he was sound asleep. 
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21	-	Chamber	of	Genius	
 
In the morning Felicity slept in, and as Richard arrived at the plant he was uncertain of how their 
conversation had concluded the night before.  He could only hope it had ended on a good note.  

At 12:20 pm Richard’s stomach had already been grumbling for nearly an hour. He was used to 
taking his lunch break at 11:00 am, and was trying to stay busy to keep from noticing the complaints 
originating in his stomach. Checking the clock, he closed the folders on his desk and stacked them neatly 
to the side. Jeff sauntered by and noticed Richard getting ready to leave. 

“What’s up? Going somewhere?” Jeff wasn’t an obnoxiously demanding supervisor, but he 
clearly prided himself for staying in the know of all that took place under his watch. 

“Yeah, actually. Mr. Stillwater is expecting me upstairs in a few minutes.” 
“Mr. Stillwater? What for?” 
“He’s asked me to come meet with him and Mr. Golward. Not exactly sure why, but we’ll see.” 

Richard downplayed the event, shrugging his shoulders, to avoid the need to explain any further the grand 
opportunity he knew was developing behind the scenes. He was pretty certain this would result in a 
vacancy in Jeff’s department, but he also felt certain that it wasn’t his place, and it wasn’t the right time, 
to disclose that information. 

Remembering there had been something derogatory in Richard’s file from the president himself, 
Jeff prepared for a vacancy in the department anyway. Suspecting the meeting would be about his 
discharge, and not wanting to reveal his knowledge of the probable blow, Jeff downplayed the event with 
a cool frown and a nod, and casually strolled away from Richard’s cubicle. 

By the time Richard reached the president’s office, Ray and Morgan were already there, loading 
their paper plates with cold sub sandwiches from a six-foot board brought in by Linda only a few minutes 
prior and stationed in the corner on a small table.  

“Richard! Welcome. Get yourself a plate.” 
Richard smiled and thanked the president. As he loaded his plate, Morgan introduced the two. 

“Richard, I’d like you to meet Ray Golward. Ray, Richard Goodman.” 
Awkwardly shifting a few items out of his right hand and balancing them on the plate in his left, 

Richard extended his hand to Ray and they exchanged a hearty shake. 
“Pleasure to meet you, Richard.” 
“You too.” 
“Come sit down,” Morgan invited the men to his desk where they both unloaded their food. After 

everyone was settled, he didn’t waste any time getting down to business. “Richard, Ray is the engine 
behind this company. His vision has carried it through a number of crises, and I wanted you to share what 
you explained to me about the—the jackrabbit effect. As VP of sales, I think he may find the analogy 
helpful with the rest of the sales force.” 

“Oh, of course: The Jackrabbit Factor,” Richard’s correction was subtle. Then, feeling relaxed 
and appreciated in their presence, Richard rehearsed the idea as he had the day before, this time also 
including an explanation of the circumstances around the revelation, and Ray was noticeably intrigued.  

“You know, Richard, I believe I’ve operated by the principles you’ve described for years but I’ve 
never heard anyone really put them into words. Although maybe it’s been instinctive for me, I’ve not 
been aware of the fact that others can really struggle to think that way. I can see that having a conscious 
understanding of these concepts would be a tremendously valuable advantage for my sales force. There 
are men in the sales department who struggle to operate with expectation of success, and as a result, their 
paychecks are less than what I know is possible for them.” 

Richard was amazed that his little experience appeared to be valued so genuinely by this 
incredible person who sat before him. 

Ray continued, “Richard, would you be open to teaching a class for my sales force? Take what 
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you learned in your dream—which, was an amazing dream, by the way, totally inspired—and create a 
course from it?” 

“I—I’m not sure...” 
“Well, Richard, I’m in agreement with the president: there is a spark in you that deserves to be 

fanned into a flame, and I know this company will surely benefit when it happens. One thing I know for 
sure is that genius ideas show up when you’re working on something you’re passionate about. You’re 
clearly passionate about this. If you let yourself believe in the possibilities here, not only will you have 
tremendous satisfaction in your work, but also you’ll get inspired ideas along the way. It’s just how it 
works; when you’re living your purpose, there seem to be unseen forces working for you, more so by far 
than when you’re not living your purpose.” Ray smiled, “I get the sense that your purpose is not shipping 
and receiving, but teaching.” 

Morgan piped in, “And, you’d be getting paid to do what you love.” 
Richard was amused that they seemed to be selling him on the idea—an idea on which he was 

already sold. However, the comment about getting paid reminded him of Felicity’s words the night 
before, and temporarily shifting the focus of the conversation, he ventured to get more information on the 
pay—for her benefit.  

“Well, sir, actually, things have been a little tense at home because I haven’t been able to tell my 
wife what all these changes will mean to the family. I haven’t known what to tell her. Believe me, I see a 
tremendous opportunity here, and I am really excited about it, but, I haven’t wanted to jinx anything by 
bringing up the question of salary, to be honest.” Richard was suddenly embarrassed that he had so freely 
disclosed his thoughts. 

“What do you make now, Richard?”  Morgan asked. 
Richard replied matter-of-factly, “$28,000/year.” Then said, “Actually that—was last week. I 

think this week it’s down 25%.” 
Morgan shook his head and replied, “Hmmm. Richard, how much do you want in order to 

continue with the company in this new responsibility as, say, a trainer?” 
Richard was feeling even more uncomfortable now. He hadn’t expected this question and wasn’t 

prepared to reply judiciously. How much do I need; or how much do I want? How do I possibly put a lid 
on how much I want? It’d be nice to get enough to pay off all our credit cards in a single month, but 
certainly that isn’t reasonable. What do I say so I don’t sound greedy, but so I also don’t cut myself short 
of what it could possibly be? What if I ask too little, and Felicity gets mad? What if I ask too much, and 
they think I’m off my rocker? 

The long pause eventually became uncomfortable for all three of the men, so Morgan 
compassionately broke the silence. “Well, Richard, that’s not something that has to be decided right 
away...”  

Richard panicked. But—no! Here’s my chance to tell Felicity that I actually got a raise today! 
Somehow Morgan must have picked up on Richard’s concern for Felicity because he promptly 

continued with, “...So just let your wife know that for now, you’ve been given a 25% raise.” Looking 
embarrassed as if the proposal might have been insulting, he added, “With potential for more. And, when 
you’ve had some time to think about your desired base pay, get back with me and we’ll talk about it. I 
think there may even be a way to put you on a sliding scale, based on the results we see in the sales 
force.” 

Richard was grateful for the raise, although he was certain it couldn’t have represented the 
maximum it might have been had he felt justified and prepared to ask confidently for more. He 
determined to take some time before the end of the day to get in the right frame of mind to pick the right 
figure and request it fearlessly. 

The sliding scale idea was actually new and unfamiliar to him. He wasn’t sure he liked the idea at 
all. In a way, it seemed too vague to mean anything and he was pretty certain Felicity would have 
suspicions that it was nothing more than the president’s way of getting more work out of Richard without 
imparting additional compensation. Very quickly he determined that for now it would probably be best to 
just keep that piece of information entirely out of his conversations with Felicity at home. 
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Not wanting to be ungrateful, but secretly doubtful that the best possible outcome had been 
realized, Richard politely agreed. “Yes, thank you Mr. Stillwater. That would be appreciated. I’m sure I’ll 
be ready to speak with you about it again soon.” 

“So now,” Ray jumped in, “let’s talk about where to go from here. I recognize it will take you 
some time to gather your thoughts and prepare the class. Morgan, do you have a quiet spot where he 
could work? Someplace with the right environment for creation: no interruptions, an inspiring view.  I’d 
like to see something put together—an initial introduction, perhaps—by the beginning of next week.” 

Richard’s mind was in a spin. Life in shipping and receiving had never moved this quickly. Next 
week? His heart started to pound and his face began to feel pale. Breathe, Richard, you can do this. This is 
the opportunity you’ve been waiting for! Richard knew these changes were good for him and his family, 
but physically he was feeling rather ill. 

Morgan nodded. “Oh, sure. We’ve got a room down the way not far from here. It’s got a great 
view and the fountain is just across the hall—you can hear the water from there.” 

Ray must have noticed the glaze that had appeared over Richard’s eyes because he stopped to 
ask, “You okay?”  

When Richard smiled and nodded to silently convey, “Yeah, of course,” Ray assured him: 
“You’re going to do great. I’ve got a really good feeling about this. Just prepare a simple two-hour 
presentation by next Tuesday, and we’ll give these sales guys a recharge.”  

“Sounds good.” Feeling rather nauseated, Richard forced a smile. 
With that, the men stood and Richard realized he hadn’t yet had a single bite to eat. The other 

men’s plates were empty except for crumbs and he wondered at what point during this conversation they 
had managed to ingest their lunch.  

Apparently the others hadn’t noticed the status of his plate, either, or they probably wouldn’t have 
rushed him along by standing up and ushering him toward the door. But he felt satisfied that all was just 
as it should be; he was anxious to get out of there anyway, so he could privately recover from feeling like 
he was in way over his head. Discreetly he slipped half of the sandwich into his jacket pocket and said, 
“Where should I go?” 

“I’ll show you the room. We’ll get word to your supervisor of the change so he can delegate your 
duties to someone else. You can get your things after you see where your new chamber of genius is,” 
Morgan slapped Richard’s arm smiling warmly, and began to lead him down the hall toward his new 
office.  

Weakly, Richard smiled politely at Ray who excused himself to return to his own office.  Turning 
to follow Morgan out of the room, Richard’s hearing began to fade and the indistinguishable office 
chatter started to echo as if coming through a tunnel, while darkness slowly began to close in on his view 
of the blurring hallway.  Feeling sudden peril, he abandoned all pride and feebly attempted to appeal to 
the man he was following for rescue. Reaching for the president’s arm he slurred something that he 
himself found inaudible and collapsed to the floor.  

At least in the blackness, all was peaceful and his sensation of nausea was finally gone. 



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

61	

	

22	-	Relationship	Capital	
 
That night, Richard came home again to an empty house.  “Felicity? You home?” 

Upon hearing no answer, he retrieved a tube sock from the bedroom and filled it with ice cubes.  
Putting it to his head he fell onto the couch and kicked up his feet.  As weary as he felt, and as much as 
his head throbbed, he couldn’t prevent the smile from spreading across his face as he thought about the 
good news he was eager to share with his wife.  I wonder where she is?  

After another twenty minutes or so, Felicity opened the door and put her purse on the counter. 
She looked in Richard’s direction and her eyes widened.  “What happened to you?” 

“Where’s Matthew?” 
“Mom’s bringing him home in a little bit. I just got back from the book club. Now, Richard—

what happened?” 
Still smiling, Richard lied, “I was mugged at the gas station after work.” 
“What? Are you okay?” Felicity ran to his side and pulled the sock from his head to inspect the 

wound.  “What happened?” 
“Oh, a couple of guys jumped out of their car and threatened to beat me up if I didn’t give them 

my wallet.” Richard didn’t really know why he was feeling this irresistible urge to take her for a fictional 
ride, but maybe it was the victory of the day that put him in a playful mood.  It became his self-imposed 
challenge to see how far he could take this with a straight face. “So, of course I told them they couldn’t 
have it.” 

“Honey! You should have just given it to them! What happened?” 
“Well, they were surprised I stood up to them, and looked like they didn’t know what to do with 

that, so while they looked at each other like I must be crazy, I took off running.” 
“You RAN?  But there were two of them! What made you think you could get away?  Where did 

you go?” 
“I don’t know what it was, I just felt like I had to get out of there and I headed toward the street.  I 

figured if I could get across the road I could lose them somewhere in that apartment complex.” 
“Are you talking about the gas station on Lakeview Drive?” 
“Yeah, that one.” 
“And you ran across the street?  That’s a busy road!” 
“I know; I nearly got hit by a big white church bus.  It had to swerve to miss me, and ended up 

hitting the curb and blowing a tire.” 
“Richard!” 
“I know—but see, the guys were still on my tail so I couldn’t stop to help.  I disappeared behind 

one of the dumpsters and just sat there, waiting.  I didn’t know where they were at this point.  But 
eventually, they ran past and that’s when I thought I saw one of them holding a gun in his hand.” 

Felicity’s hands flew up to her mouth and the terror in her eyes was too much. Richard knew he 
had taken it one step too far, so he quickly added, “But when I looked closer, I realized it wasn’t a gun.  I 
don’t know what it was, maybe a flashlight or something.” 

Felicity relaxed, and Richard looked for a suitable conclusion that would somehow put a smile on 
her face.  He hoped he could find a way to end the story that would leave her feeling playful, too.  He 
wanted her in a good mood because there was fantastic news to be shared about work, and he was 
determined this time to present it in a way that she couldn’t possibly spin it negatively as she had done so 
many times before. 

“Well, then what?” She urged him to continue. 
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“Well, they just kept going, so when they were out of sight, I made my way back to the gas 
station.  But before I got to the car, a package of frozen baloney came flailing through the sky from the 
direction of the church bus and it nailed me in the side of the head.”  Richard remained expressionless and 
waited for her reaction. 

Felicity’s eyes remained locked on his, and her mouth seemed ready to say something but nothing 
came out.   

Richard waited, straight-faced. 
Scoffing, she closed her eyes and then looked at him again with narrowed eyes. 
He just smiled. 
“Baloney?” 
“Yes, sweetie, a bunch of baloney.” 
Shaking her head, Felicity’s eyes closed again and her jaw cocked to one side.  Standing up with 

daggers in her eyes she vented her reply, “You’re such a jerk.”  
Richard knew that depending on his response in this moment, this conversation would either turn 

into one of the most fun and memorable moments of their marriage, or one of the worst evenings in the 
history of the Goodman family.  Carefully choosing his stance and beaming with good humor, he replied, 
“Guilty as charged.” 

Scoffing again, Felicity backed up and exclaimed, “I can’t believe you just did that! You are such 
a jerk!”   

Richard just grinned, and noticed that as much as she wanted to be angry, she couldn’t help but 
smile back instead. Finally he spoke, “Felicity, I’m sorry—I couldn’t help it.   I was just in such a good 
mood about some things that happened today, I guess my playful side got the best of me.” 

“Well, how did you get the bump on your head then?” 
“I blacked out and hit my head on the wall after the president gave me a scary challenge, a raise, 

and a new executive-style office.” 
“You what?  He what?  What scary challenge? What raise?”   
Felicity seemed to have already forgotten Richard’s prank, and with hidden relief for the 

miraculously smooth transition he responded, “Yeah, they asked me to do a presentation for their sales 
team next week—and they’re giving me a 25% raise.” 

“Wow.”  Felicity sat on the edge of the end table and looked thoughtful.  Before long, she 
grabbed a pencil from the table and started scribbling figures.  “Okay, does that mean 25% above your 
original salary of $28,000 bringing you to... $35,000, or 25% above your salary after the 25% cut, which 
would be something more like... $26,250?  Huh,” Felicity sneered, “if that’s the case, then that isn’t a 
raise at all, and not even back to what it was before!” 

Richard’s head fell forward and shook from side to side.  Bringing it back upright he whined, 
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Felicity.”  

“No, I’m serious! How do you know if this is really a raise?  What if they’re just yanking you 
around? How much are you really going to be making? It’s probably only the $26,250, huh.” 

No longer interested in trying to keep the conversation positive (since it never seemed to do any 
good anyway), he faced her squarely, audaciously leaned forward, and frankly declared: “I—don’t—
know. Deal with it!”  With that, Richard stormed out of the front door and let it slam behind him.  

Watching the door hit the frame and jumping with the sudden crash of some silverware falling 
into the sink, Felicity began to cry. Running to the bedroom, she pulled out her journal and wrote: 

 
Why did I do that? He brings home a ‘raise’ and I can’t even offer my congratulations. 
Why can’t I get it right? He needs support, my unconditional love; I’m behaving like a 
horrible wife but I don’t know how to ‘just be okay’ with these pathetic announcements of 
good news, which are never really good news at all! AAAARRRRGGGHHH! Am I going 
crazy? I must be crazy. I don’t even know whether I am angrier with him, or just mad at 
myself. 

~~~~~~ 
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Richard drove toward Andover, trying to pretend his wife was proud of his accomplishments.  Before 
long, he was rolling up to the home they hoped to live in one day. It was amazing how difficult it was to 
pretend everything was okay when all the evidence pointed to a relationship in serious trouble. 

He breathed a heavy sigh. Something isn’t right about trying to imagine this. I can’t pretend she’s 
okay—she’s NOT okay. She’s really struggling, but I just don’t know how to help her.  

He pondered the situation for a long time in front of the stranger’s house. Refusing to let go of the 
hope that he and Felicity could be happy together, he rejected the intruding thoughts that pointed to 
irreversible relationship failure.  Fortunately his desire to be happy was stronger than the temptation to 
entertain defeat. His determination to win swelled up in his chest and mixed with the residual anger he 
felt toward Felicity, resulting in a magnified rage of passion toward conquering this dragon that 
threatened to destroy everything he cared about.  The problem was he found it difficult to identify exactly 
what this intangible dragon was. 

Thoughts from a past conversation returned.  Mental capital... Relationship capital. I’m building 
really great relationship capital with my boss and the team, but what for, if I have a miserable 
relationship with my own wife? Is it worth it—to be so focused on my work? Is it right that all I have for 
Felicity is a seemingly eternal promise that things are going to get better, when no matter how good 
things get, she keeps finding something wrong with them anyway? What else am I supposed to do? 

Relationship capital, Richard repeated in his mind. Then he admitted it to himself: I’m in debt. 
I’m in debt with my most important relationship. I keep thinking my success at work is what will solve my 
relationship with Felicity—but if I’m in debt with her, and if financial capital is a byproduct of mental 
and relationship capital, then I’m really in trouble. 

Richard’s thoughts bounced from optimism to discouragement like a birdie in a badminton 
tournament. 

But it isn’t like I haven’t been trying! I’ve been bending over backward to make sure Felicity’s 
complaints are satisfied, but no matter what I do, it’s never good enough! 

Back and forth, Richard argued with himself until well past eleven. There was a strong temptation 
to end the evening angry, feeling completely justified for how he had spoken to her; but a purer part of 
him wanted to be able to just cherish her the way she was, even if she didn’t cherish him back. No, more 
accurately it was that purer part of him that wanted to want to cherish her the way she was.  Deep down, 
he knew that’s exactly what she needed from him, but did he really have it in him to serve it up without 
condition? 

When Richard slipped in the door just before midnight, he stopped at the kitchen counter to write 
a personal message in a card he picked up on the way home.  His time away and feeble efforts to think 
right had helped it be just a little easier to see Felicity with a small measure of unconditional love, 
compassion and patience.  Ironically, though, buying the card wasn’t the result of compassionate feelings; 
it was simply a choice that helped him develop the compassion he was hoping to feel. 

 
Dear Felicity,  
 
I’m sorry about tonight. I know you deserve better than this. You’re a great mother, and a 
wonderful wife. Thank you for being patient with me. I know I’m not perfect; I’m still a 
work in progress. Please forgive me for not being more of what you need. I believe in our 
future—and am just sorry it hasn’t already arrived. Please just don’t give up on me yet.  
 
I love you,  
 
Richard 
 
Felicity was already fast asleep, so Richard tucked it under her journal on the nightstand and 

quietly climbed into bed, counting on the hope that even the smallest, most pathetic gestures would 
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eventually add up to make a difference in their relationship.  Something inside told him that patience and 
compassion was what she needed, but he wasn’t sure he was even doing it right.   

At the very least, even without a positive response from Felicity, and even without evidence that 
his gesture would do any good at all, he fell asleep feeling just a little bit better about himself. 
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23	-	Choosing	a	Salary	
 
Early in the morning, being careful to not stir Felicity, Richard gathered his things and headed back to 
work. He felt she needed time to discover the card and think things through on her own, so leaving the 
issue behind for now, his next task was to figure out how much of a salary he should ask of the president.  

Chuckling aloud as he drove, he shrugged and sarcastically muttered out loud, “No big deal. It’s 
just my marriage that hangs in the balance, depending on how I do this today.”  

Feeling the constant burden of the task heavy on his mind, he arrived at his office and collapsed 
into his chair, burying his head in his hands. 

After regaining his emotional composure he sat erect with his mind still full of anxiety.  Pulling 
out a notepad from the top drawer of the desk, he roughly calculated their household expenses, added an 
extra $300/month for miscellaneous unknowns, and came up with nearly $32,000.  

But then he glanced at one of those images on his wall: the one of the gorgeous brick home in the 
suburbs. He paused to take it in, to fool his subconscious into believing it was his reality. Suddenly 
$32,000 didn’t seem all that big. No longer did it feel like a skyscraper to be looked up to, but something 
like an appliance box to be looked down upon. 

He figured the house alone could easily cost an additional $23,000/year just in mortgage 
payments. Holy cow, that’s insane! Recalculating his expenses, the new figure needed would be more 
than double to $65,000. 

$65,000! What would that feel like to see that much in a year? Richard tried it on for size. It 
wasn’t easy, but the more he worked on coming up with an experiential answer to the question, “How 
would it really feel?” the more believable it felt. He was actually getting good at the imagination thing, 
because he ultimately managed to conclude: Humph. $65,000 is really not that big of a deal.  

He had begun to suspect that in effective goal setting, feeling the victory ahead of time wasn’t 
really the hardest part. He began to realize that the hard part was holding on to the ideas long enough for 
them to materialize without kicking them out as preposterous.  

But then he thought that perhaps even harder than that was taking whatever action steps were 
required, no matter how scary or absurd, so the success could materialize.  With his recent experiences at 
work, he was becoming well acquainted with feelings of discomfort that would always accompany the 
process of breaking out of a comfort zone and moving into better conditions. 

However, in this case, thinking on the $65,000 was not really a conscious effort to obtain it; it 
was just a playful exercise of his imagination. He only regarded it as a fantasy. In fact, he had no reason 
to doubt the image because he had no expectation for it to come true this soon in his career, anyway.  That 
would be for another season to come. 

For now, $32,000 was feeling like just the right amount to ask for—to push him out of his 
comfort zone. It was certainly a step up from the $26,250 he assumed he had since his recent 25% pay 
cut. With that in mind, he’d be thrilled, actually, with thirty-two grand. 

Approaching Linda’s desk, Richard rubbed his hands together and took a deep breath. Linda 
looked up and he asked for Mr. Stillwater, assuring her that he was—sort of —expected. 

“I was supposed to come back when I was ready to answer one of his questions.” 
She pushed the intercom announcing Richard’s arrival, and Mr. Stillwater said, “Send him in.” 
Richard entered his office and noticed Ray was there, too. “Hey, you feeling better after your 

fall?” 
Smiling sheepishly, he greeted them both with a nod and a “Yes, thank you”, and shook their 

hands. Assuming it was okay to bring up his salary with Ray there, since he had been there when it was 
discussed before, he sat and began, “I’ve thought about the salary thing...” 

Morgan smiled, “Oh? And what have you come up with?” 
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Ray stepped from the wall where he had been leaning and moved to where he could more easily 
see Richard’s face. In a moment of unexpected anxiety, Richard’s face turned pale and his brow suddenly 
furrowed with concern. “Um, can you excuse me for just a minute?” Putting his finger up and standing 
from his chair he said, “I’ll be right back.”   

Before the men could ask if he needed help, and without waiting for anyone’s permission, 
Richard disappeared down the hall to the restroom where he barely arrived in time to hurl his partially 
digested breakfast into the first stall. 

As the men uneasily waited for his return, Morgan broke the awkward silence.  “You think we 
need to go check on him?” 

Ray replied, “No, I think he’s fine. Let’s preserve his dignity and give him a little more time. I 
have to be honest—I’m really enjoying watching Richard peel away his cocoon. That boy is wired for 
success, and it’s only a matter of time before he’ll be doing amazing things. You know it, don’t you?  I 
get the sense he is a rare and valuable asset to our cause.” 

Just then Richard returned with an embarrassed grin, and parked himself back in the chair he had 
left only a few minutes before.   

“You okay?” Morgan showed concern. 
“Yeah, yeah.  Fine.” Richard took a deep breath through his nose, so it wouldn’t be so obvious he 

still needed the extra oxygen. Holding resolutely to images of his family life with more freedom, he 
responded. “I’m ready to talk salary...” 

“Okay,” Morgan’s inflection invited Richard to simply continue. 
Nervously, Richard continued. “I’ve decided to ask for thirty-two...” 
There was a long pause, and Morgan and Ray glanced at each other saying nothing. 
Richard had trouble reading their blank stares. He had obviously said something off base, but 

didn’t know what. He thought that asking $32,000 would be a reasonable jump from the $26,000 he 
thought he had now, but something about their response left him convinced that his proposition must have 
been out of line.  

Morgan raised his eyebrows and looked at the table with a brief chuckle, but still said nothing. 
Ray simply grinned and nodded politely as if he hoped someone else would be the first to speak. 

Have I asked too much? Do they think I’ve asked too little? Richard was perplexed. Then it hit 
him. Maybe my pay cut never took effect! Maybe Felicity was wrong, and my salary was already $35,000!  
Oh, no! If that’s the case, then asking $32,000 makes me look like an idiot! 

At a complete loss for how to recover gracefully from his blunder, suddenly the same audacity 
that swelled up inside of him during the meeting in the cafeteria returned. Knowing his current salary 
worked out to be under $20 as an hourly rate, he felt that if he asked for $32 an hour, whatever it worked 
out to be annually, at least it wouldn’t be a pay cut.  

So finally, he relieved everyone in the room by speaking up.  The men listened intently as he 
completed his unfinished request of “thirty-two...” with the grammatical modifier, “...an hour.”   

The men relaxed. Morgan smiled politely and did some quick calculations on a device he pulled 
out of his pocket. “Thirty-two dollars an hour?  That works out to be, about sixty-five thousand annually.”  
Ray and Morgan passed an embarrassed glance at one another. 

Again, the blood rushed to Richard’s face when he realized how audacious his request really was, 
yet he responded courageously with, “Yes, that’s right.”  

What have I just done? Sixty-five thousand? Breathe, Richard, Breathe! He coached himself. 
Morgan replied, “Well, that’s a little steep for our company right now, especially until the valves 

hit the market; but would you be willing to take forty? I realize it’s not even close to what you’ve 
requested, but we could include in the agreement that if our sales force generates more revenue after 
taking your training, you could get a percentage—like a commission. Depending on their results, your 
salary plus commissions could reach as high as seventy thousand or more.” 

Richard was still spinning from what had just occurred, a little embarrassed for asking so boldly. 
But with Mr. Stillwater’s reaction came tremendous peace and gratitude, because he had asked largely, 
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and the achieved results were much better than he originally expected. Better to shoot for the stars, he 
thought, and hit the moon, than to shoot for the moon and miss it completely! 

“Now, how about you go finish up your preparations for the presentation on Tuesday.” Morgan 
smiled.  “We’re all looking forward to it.” 

Richard’s elation fell in an instant like a ball of lead; there couldn’t have been a quicker way to 
destroy his glorious moment of victory than to remind him of the looming responsibility to now prove he 
was, indeed, worth the higher compensation. 
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24	-	The	Company	Vacuum	
 
While the fifteen members of the sales team had been struggling to meet their goals, Richard’s exposition 
at the training on Tuesday of how they could make a minor adjustment to their approach (coupled with a 
new and enlightened mindset), convinced them as a whole that next quarter’s sales could literally shoot 
through the roof, and in fact, probably would. 

To Richard’s gratitude and amazement, the team unanimously agreed that the training was a 
tremendous success. The elation he felt when it was over was polar opposite to how sick and nervous he 
had felt for the twenty minutes prior to Ray’s glowing introduction.  

Before leaving the room, Ray patted him on the back. “Richard, you did a tremendous job. I 
realize it’ll be some time before we know what these seeds will yield, but I honestly haven’t seen this 
kind of enthusiasm in the sales force in years. Their energy is just better, and that can only be good.” 

“Thank you, sir; I enjoyed myself so entirely—I can hardly believe it—it almost seems wrong that 
I get paid to do something I love this much. I wouldn’t even call it work.” 

“I know—that’s how I felt when I switched from medicine to valve sales. And remember, if these 
guys really produce like I think they will, you’ve got a better paycheck coming than you know.” 

Richard chuckled, “Funny, I completely forgot about that.” 
“Let’s not go too long before holding another training. I could tell that having just two hours was 

restrictive; how long would you need to prepare for a full, two-day workshop?” 
“Oh, I don’t know; maybe by the end of the month I could have something put together.” 
“Plan on it. We’ll get it on the calendar and invite a few more department heads to join us. I think 

it will filter down and make an impact on the morale of the entire company. This is powerful stuff.” 
“Thanks, I agree.”  
Richard spent the next two weeks holed up in his office, organizing his thoughts to come up with 

a logical structure for the two-day workshop. Most of his time was spent just sitting there, thinking.  
Something taunted him: Who are you to think you can make a difference here? You’re overpaid. 

They’re paying you and you’re just sitting around. This can’t last forever; one day they’ll find out you’re 
a fraud and you’ll be out on the street. What will Felicity think of you then? 

Fortunately the wall images placed strategically around his office provided a constant reminder of 
why he was doing what he was doing. They helped him remember the value of the knowledge he had 
gained in the woods. Additional pictures had been brought in of his family too, so his environment would 
naturally help him focus on the things that kept him inspired and on the things that really mattered. 

When the doubtful thoughts returned, he focused on one of the images—and answered the 
question, “What will it feel like, when...” 

As before, only a feeling could ever be the answer, so his task of staying focused always 
translated into feeling passionate about where he expected his life was going. That was his toughest work; 
and it was one of the hardest things he had ever done. Knowing his thoughts and feelings were what 
would determine his results, his primary objective became to live continually with an active imagination 
for good. 

He constantly coached himself through each day. The hardest work happens in the mind. 
Thinking is the toughest work a man can ever do. These were the thoughts that kept him feeling worthy of 
his paycheck. Fortunately, the ideas and words he’d been using to coach himself were easily utilized as 
workshop content every time he committed those guiding words to paper. 

Near the end of the month, Ray peeked around the doorframe. “Hey, man, you ready for 
tomorrow? Our sales guys are really looking forward to it. They loved your first one.” 
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Richard sighed. “I don’t know—I hope so. There’s just so much to convey, I’m afraid I might 
leave something important out, and then only remember it after it’s already over.” 

“Don’t worry about that; you’ll say just what needs to be said for those who will be there. Relax. 
Do your best and just trust it’s good enough. If you forget to say something, then it probably just didn’t 
need to be said.” 

Smiling, Richard nodded. The philosophy was believable, based on all he’d learned so far. 
Whether or not it was really true, he chose to believe it, because he knew it would help him stay in the 
right mental space to be effective with the workshop participants. 

~~~~~~ 
 

When the second workshop was finally behind him, Richard realized that all of the agony and turmoil 
during his preparations had been for naught.  Although he wasn’t entirely pleased with his performance 
and wished he had felt a little more comfortable in front of the group, the participants didn’t seem to 
notice and soaked in every bit of information he had to offer with enthusiasm. The information was so 
unique and empowering they scarcely even noticed the messenger. 

Months later, the real measure of their success became obvious when the sales for that quarter 
turned out to be double what they had been in any other quarter since the company began. Mr. Stillwater 
was particularly amazed, and Richard and Felicity enjoyed a nice performance bonus of a little more than 
$8,000, just in time for Christmas.  

Stopping Richard in the hallway one day, Mr. Stillwater said, “How would you feel about letting 
all of the employees attend your training?” 

“What for? They’re not in sales.  How would that help the company?” 
“Company morale. Based on the principles I’ve been learning by sitting in those trainings, I’ve 

concluded that if everyone in the company could feel empowered to think and do better, the entire 
company will do better. I’m not really sure how it all works, but I believe that the happier the workforce, 
the more profitable we’ll become. I think it has something to do with my stewardship and responsibility. 
If I can inspire the employees, and help them get what they want, it will come back to me multiplied, 
don’t you think?” 

Though he had never seen the principles applied quite this way before, it seemed to make sense. 
So, Richard consented to train the main body of employees. But after the training, instead of doubling or 
tripling their sales for the next quarter, the company instead experienced a mass exodus of employees, and 
was struggling to keep up with the work left behind for the employees who remained. They couldn’t get 
good help hired fast enough to keep up with the inexplicable loss of manpower. 

“What happened?” Morgan spoke to Ray and the rest of his key leadership. “I thought this 
training would create more happiness, and that it would translate into more revenue for the company!” 

One of the supervisors spoke up, “Sir, I think I know what happened. Richard did such a good job 
of helping them feel like they could have whatever kind of life they really wanted, they set some goals 
and as a result, some are finding greater fulfillment in their present position, while others discovered new 
opportunities that were better suited to them, so they left.” 

“I can confirm that, Sir. Quite a few who left my department were really excited to leave. They 
found something that paid more, or was more in alignment with what they loved to do.  As for those who 
remained, they seem more focused and in what they’re already doing, and overall production is up.” 

“So what are we supposed to do? One thing’s for sure; Richard won’t be taking the entire staff 
through his training again. We can’t hire good people fast enough to replace the ones who bail! It’s 
hurting our bottom line, because we can’t keep up on orders and we’re starting to lose some of our larger 
accounts. The salesmen who are still with us are increasing sales like mad, but now we can’t fill the 
orders fast enough.” Morgan was baffled. He wasn’t sure whether he should thank Richard, or fire him. 

The head of Human Resources said, “I’ll get in touch with the local temp agencies and get the 
positions filled as soon as possible.” Cautiously she continued, “Sir, if I may offer my opinion?” 

“Go ahead.” 
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“I think you can look at what’s happened here as a good thing; we’ve weeded out a few of the 
people who were not happy. Remember, the training was meant to help the employees be more happy and 
fulfilled; and although we expected them to be happy and productive here, the truth is you accomplished 
exactly what you intended for those in your stewardship. They’re happier. And we didn’t even have to 
fire anyone to clear out at least some of the underperformers. Honestly, I think many of them were 
underperforming because they were simply uninspired. Now that they’re inspired, they’ve found places 
better suited to them.”  

She continued, “As for us, you’ve simply created a vacuum, and since according to Richard, 
‘nature abhors a vacuum’, you can expect nature won’t allow us to be without what we need for very 
long. The right people will come, and the company will be all the better for it in the long run. Frankly, I 
think Richard deserves to be thanked. In a way, he’s made my job a whole lot easier, because most of the 
employees on probation ended up leaving of their own free will!” 

Morgan sighed. “You’re probably right. Okay, then,” he slapped the table, “let’s get busy finding 
the right people. Supervisors: make a list and set the intention to fill your positions with people who have 
the qualities on that list. If you’ve forgotten how to set an intention, go talk to Richard. I don’t want HR 
wasting time interviewing anyone without your intentions solidly and effectively in place first.  Now, let’s 
go fill the company vacuum.” 
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25	-	Felicity’s	Unrest	
 
Thrilled about Richard’s raise, Felicity enjoyed seeing the bills get paid quickly and completely every 
month.  But old thought-habits returned and prevented her from getting too comfortable with the good 
fortune. Rather than worrying about where the money would come from to buy groceries, now she 
worried about how much it was going to take to get into a decent home and eventually retire. So, sadly 
her concerns remained, and the restlessness she felt to do something to help them reach their goals faster 
simply wouldn’t leave her alone. 

What if something happens to Richard? What if he loses his job? How will we send Matthew to 
college?  

As she actively explored various moneymaking ideas, the sense that she needed to contribute 
financially kept giving way to her fears of returning to the work world.  Her anguish over leaving 
Matthew in the care of someone else caused her to wrestle with the questions: Should I go to work? What 
about Matthew?  

She felt trapped: between the habitual fear that enveloped her when new bills showed up, and the 
anxiety that paralyzed her each time she casually looked for work outside of the home. She hadn’t worked 
a regular job for more than five years, and struggled to believe she had any skills worthy of compensation. 

Richard’s fulfillment in his new career helped him feel peace of mind about Felicity wanting to 
do something more. “I just want you to feel alive and keep your thoughts in a creative, happy place, too,” 
he told her one Saturday afternoon. “Whatever you need to do, just follow your heart. Matthew needs you 
to be excited about life.”  

She was amazed when he stopped responding as if his self-worth depended on having her staying 
home 100% of the time. He instead had begun to encourage her as if he just wanted her happy and 
fulfilled; and, without either of them knowing how that would be accomplished, his feelings about it at 
least were no longer in the way.  She freely began looking for and chasing a few rabbits of her own. 

Reflecting back on the card she found on her nightstand many months before, she remembered 
his note.  Her heart was again touched, and she sat on the bed contemplating the remarkable 
transformation that had been taking place in her husband that year. A piece of her was envious of his 
happiness and fulfillment. She was confused as to why she could still be so worried about their future, 
even when he was providing so well.  I should probably just get a job, if for no other reason than so I 
don’t have so much time to worry about so many things! 

Over the next few months, Felicity explored at least twenty different kinds of jobs. However, 
before anyone could offer to hire her, she repeatedly decided that none of them seemed quite right.  

Am I just too darned picky? What’s wrong with me?  
Actually, she wasn’t even sure what she was looking for; but she was undoubtedly restless and 

feeling a curious urgency to do something. If she had any inkling about what she was looking for, she was 
certain it would have been a whole lot easier to find.  

Then one day as she and Matthew walked down Main Street enjoying an ice cream cone together, 
a dance studio caught her eye that she hadn’t really noticed before. The sign in the window said “Help 
Wanted” so she decided to go see what they needed. 

Matthew tagged along but didn’t mind the diversion. Approaching the receptionist’s desk, 
Felicity said, “I’m here about the sign in the window. Are you hiring?” 

Smiling, the girl replied, “I’m not sure. But here’s an application.” The girl behind the desk didn’t 
seem to know much of anything important, so Felicity deduced she was there because she was probably 
just really good at answering the phone cheerfully and taking messages for the boss.  

Felicity took the form and thanked the girl. She looked around and was flooded with memories of 
the lessons she took in her younger days, and of the exhilaration she had always felt from being in the 
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lights when the curtains opened. 
 

That night she wrote in her journal: 
 

Something strange happened today; I stopped at a dance studio, and something about it 
made me feel like I was home. I picked up an application and I am going to turn it in 
tomorrow. I have no idea where this is going, but I’m kind of excited to find out. The 
strangest part of it is I’m not even concerned about what it might pay... I just want to be 
useful, and I feel like I’m supposed to do something there.  
 
WOW, I think I’m starting to sound like Richard. 
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26	-	Internal	Conflict	
 
Over the next two years, Felicity worked at the studio, utilizing skills she had developed up through her 
first and only year of college. Her love of dance was rekindled and she was given ample opportunity to 
work with the children and even create some of the choreography.  

At first, Matthew was allowed to play with toys in the corner for an hour until Grandma got off 
work and could take him home with her. After that, he was in school and only needed supervision for a 
few hours by a neighbor friend until she got home.  

During the third year, she became pregnant with twin daughters, and it forced her to take an 
extended leave of absence. Part of her was grateful for a good excuse to step away from the studio, as she 
continued the internal wrestle about whether she was doing the right thing by working at all. The conflict 
kept her up at night, but she just couldn’t give it up.  There was more to be accomplished, and she felt 
responsible to see it through. 

When she was helping the kids at the studio, she felt alive. When she thought of Matthew being at 
Grandma’s or the neighbor’s house, she felt sick. Why do I love being at the studio so much? It worried 
her; she felt guilty for enjoying work, and could see how easily mothers can get sucked into careers at the 
expense of their family’s needs. At the studio she felt appreciated, valued, and enjoyed gratification 
knowing she was adding value to the lives of the youth who learned from her. She compared it to how she 
felt before taking the job: bored, haggard, and starving for adult interaction. 

If motherhood is supposed to bring some of the greatest joys, what am I missing?  Why can’t I 
feel this good just being Mom, caring for Matthew and doing the dishes and laundry? 

These questions haunted her. Richard was supportive of whatever conclusions she came to, 
because frankly, he just wanted a happy wife.  In good humor, he often quoted aloud one of his favorite 
mottos: “Happy wife, happy life.” 

The time away during her pregnancy was a good opportunity to make sense out of her feelings. 
While she was on bed rest, she watched some TV to pass the time. One day as she was flipping the 
channels, she came to an old black and white show and it caught her attention. The wife in the show was 
picture-perfect, wearing a dress and high heels as she dusted the living room. When it was time for 
dinner, the tablecloth was spread beneath elegant china with complimentary silverware. The family 
arrived, sat down and praised her for the wonderful dinner spread of mashed potatoes, roast beef and fresh 
vegetables from her very own garden. 

Felicity remained glued to the episode and watched the son, who was Matthew’s age, practicing 
his piano lessons, and the father being sent off in the morning with a kiss and his briefcase. Of course, by 
the time hubby left for work, the wife was already gussied up with well-set hair and a light-colored dress, 
apron, and high heels.  

Matthew isn’t in piano lessons, and I’m a lousy cook. Why is our family so dysfunctional that we 
can’t be like these people on TV? But then, why would I want to wear high heels to clean my house? Who 
in their right mind would ever put on high heels to do manual labor? 

Felicity couldn’t take it anymore. She flipped the channel again and came to a documentary about 
early America. In some ways she felt like she was finally seeing reality. The women were always busy 
doing something to keep a functioning household. They worked the fields and even built dwellings with 
their husbands. There was no lap of luxury, and they appreciated simple things. It seemed so romantic: a 
different kind of romantic than sending the husband off to work with a kiss in heels at 7:00 am. 

What am I supposed to do?  How am I supposed to think?  Do I hold onto the hope that I might 
become the domestic goddess I want to be?  Or do I throw it away to pursue something else?  If I just 
knew what God really wanted me to do, I’d do it!  Why does life have to be so complicated? 

Felicity did a lot of soul searching and scripture study for guidance that she could trust to help her 
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come to a comfortable conclusion. After a heartfelt supplication in prayer, asking for help finding and 
feeling right about the path that was right for her, she noticed a gratitude journal that her grandmother had 
given her sitting on the shelf.  Placing the journal on the bed, she let it fall open and it landed on a page 
with a message derived from Proverbs 31. It instantly drew her in.  

 
She read: 

 
Who can find a virtuous woman?  
For her price is far above rubies. 
She works willingly with her hands. 
She brings her food from afar. 
 
She rises while it is yet night,  
And gives meat to her household. 
She considers a field, and buys it. 
With the fruit of her hands she plants a vineyard. 
 
Her merchandise is good, 
Her candle goes not out by night. 
She stretches out her hand to the poor, 
Yea, she reaches forth her hands to the needy. 
 
She makes fine linen, and sells it,  
And delivers girdles unto the merchant. 
Strength and honor are her clothing,  
And she shall rejoice in time to come. 
 
She opens her mouth with wisdom,  
And in her tongue is the law of kindness. 
She looks well to the ways of her household,  
And eats not the bread of idleness. 
 
Her children arise up, and call her blessed,  
Her husband also, and he praises her. 
Many daughters have done virtuously,  
But thou excel them all. 
 
Give her of the fruit of her hands, 
And let her own works praise her in the gates. 

 
 
When she finished, she shut the journal and fell back onto her stack of pillows, stupefied.  

Surprised at the heightened awareness that accompanied her new thoughts, she reflected with 
awe, Women have ALWAYS worked. Since when did it become our culture—or at least my perception of 
it—to think I’m only a good mother if I’m wearing high heels and dusting the piano all day? Although her 
internal sarcasm was an exaggeration of the real issue (and she knew it), her choice of word-thoughts did 
indeed reflect how impossible her self-expectations had been.  

Not completely prepared to draw a solid and final conclusion, her deep-seated expectation 
remained: that her days should be spent cleaning, cooking, and playing with or teaching her son. But as 
much as she tried to deny it, something inside persistently compelled her to do something more, to make a 
meaningful contribution to humanity at large as well. 
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She spoke out loud in an attempt to bring herself back to her senses, reminding herself of the 
tenets she valued with all her heart: “Felicity, raising your children is your contribution to humanity at 
large. The hand that rocks the cradle rules the world.” 

Nothing could make her feel otherwise. Not even scripture. She knew there was always the 
possibility of interpreting scripture incorrectly anyway. She felt that anything that threatened to change 
her mind about her role must be regarded as deception meant to undermine her family.  

So, if there truly was more for her to learn, she’d do her best to be open-minded, but only if it fit 
well within the parameters of certain standards she already, unquestioningly, believed to be true. 

Okay, then, what about this ‘virtuous woman’? She seems awfully busy and involved in a ton of 
things, including a lot of activity in the community—for profit. Maybe this is why my soul expands and 
feels joy when I do those sorts of things, too, and why I feel like I’m withering when I don’t. I would 
expect that doing the right thing should bring the sense, or a feeling, that I am, in fact, doing the right 
thing... 

As she pondered the problem, her mind opened up to answers she hadn’t ever considered before. 
It was as if someone was speaking to her mind, because the words came clearly and quicker than she 
could have invented them herself: Society changed when technology brought time-saving tools like the 
dishwasher, the washing machine, the automobile; these inventions were inspired and given to humanity 
to free up time for more meaningful pursuits. What are YOU doing with the time you’ve been given? Are 
you feeding the hungry? Clothing the naked? Lifting the hearts of the weary? Helping children discover 
the worth of their souls? 

The final words struck her heart like a mallet on a six-foot gong, and the vibrations reverberated 
through her soul. 

Felicity’s eyes brimmed with tears. Reviewing her experiences of the past several years, she 
recalled that she truly did find great joy making a contribution to others, as with her own family. She 
could feel God’s love flowing through her when she would notice the little dancer whose feelings had just 
been hurt, and when she’d pull her aside to remind her of how special she really was. In fact, she felt the 
same joy when she’d glance at Matthew in the corner of the studio, and see he was watching her every 
move, beaming with pride that ‘Mom’ was so engaged with, and admired by the other kids. 

Something deep down assured her that by her example Matthew was learning principles of 
service, production, and contribution. Maybe I really am being a good mom after all. 

She concluded her interest in dance was perhaps not necessarily a career, but it was 
unquestionably a meaningful contribution.  

Hers was a family working together for a common purpose; and as long as she conscientiously 
strived to fill her inborn role as nurturer, she believed that following her own passion would indeed keep 
her on a good and worthy path. Why else would God plant this passion for dance in my heart? I feel his 
love, acceptance, and assurance when I pursue it; it HAS to be part of his plan for me. How could it NOT 
be? 

During her leave of absence, while maintaining bed rest, Felicity worked on concept & 
choreography, and developed programs with the primary purpose to draw the best out of the kids and 
introduce them to their great self worth. They would learn to be confident and poised, and to have a 
strong and graceful presence.  

Her little girls’ arrival infused an even greater drive and passion to create programs that would 
liberate their little spirits, too. She wanted her girls to discover the beauty that was inside of them, and to 
rely on their spirits and personalities to help them realize how special and worthwhile they were. The 
dance programs she developed for these great little souls took on a powerful essence because of the 
genius ideas that inspired them. 

By the time she returned to the studio, Richard was doing well enough that they afforded a 
mother’s helper to care for the twins on site. She was grateful the owner was accommodating; although 
she worried it might not last. The babies cried most of the time, and eventually she had to change the plan 
to have the caregiver keep them at home. 

Plans change. 
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In fact, returning to the studio after nearly a year and a half was not what she thought it would be. 
During all those months away, she had come to the conclusion it was where she belonged, but upon her 
return, the glory of serving children was replaced with disgust and frustration. In her absence, a new 
director had been hired and the programs had taken on a completely different feel. The music to which 
they danced delivered a heavier beat and brought out exaggerated sassiness, which, according to the 
parents of the preschoolers enrolled, was nothing but adorable. Compared to how classy the operation had 
been before, the costumes were tasteless. The movements were suggestive, and Felicity was devastated. 

After trying to reason with the owner to make recommendations and express her opinion, the 
owner replied, “We’ve never made so much money since we changed our approach. Parents aren’t into 
the classics anymore. They want what’s popular.” 

Felicity’s heart fell. She couldn’t fathom sending her girls to the studio now. And she couldn’t 
imagine carrying out the owner’s expectations under the new program, either. Her passion for teaching 
inner beauty and self-worth would not survive in that environment, and she finally had to respond with 
sadness, “I can’t do this. I’m sorry—If anything changes and you want me back for what I know I can do 
for these children, give me a call.” 

The owner watched her walk out the door and muttered, “Humph; whatever,” shaking his head 
and then getting back to work. 
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27	-	A	Scary	Opportunity	
 
Richard continued to be hot on the rabbit trail: developing his programs, completing his book, and 
occasionally contracting his services to other local companies in the evenings. The money that came in 
was spent to pay the bills and improve their lifestyle to an extent, bringing it close to the pictures he had 
placed on his wall at the office. Except for the house in Andover. Over the years, investing in his mental 
capital always seemed to take priority over spending the money to afford the house.  

 This became a source of frustration for both him and Felicity, because he had built a career 
around helping people get what they want, but after all these years, they still didn’t have all they wanted. 
Every time it came to the moment of decision between investing in the home and investing in his career, 
they repeatedly concluded it was more important to nourish the goose that laid the golden eggs than it was 
to eat the goose for dinner. 

“At what point do we get to start enjoying the fruits of our labors, Richard?” 
“When we’ve made enough, I suppose.” 
“What’s enough? When is it ever going to be enough?”  
“Honestly, I’m not sure. It’s got to feel like the right time, and something inside just keeps telling 

me to be patient.” 
Felicity sighed. Over the years she had learned to trust that instinct of his, and in fact, deep down, 

her own instinct was telling her the same thing. 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

Then one autumn day Richard received an interesting phone call: 
 
“Richard? It’s Charlie Reynolds from Leadership Academy, Inc.” 
“Yes, what can I do for you?” 
“I’ve been hearing about what you’ve done for Stillwater Technologies, and I want you to come 

work for us.” 
Richard’s mouth dropped and nothing came out. He had wanted to do something with Leadership 

Academy ever since attending one of their trainings (one of those investments that took priority over the 
move to Andover). Eventually he gathered his wits about him and replied, “Uh, I don’t know what to say; 
what did you have in mind?” 

“Well, I’d like to incorporate your materials into our programs, help you get your name out there 
a little better. I think you know you can only go so far as a trainer in a medical devices plant.” 

Richard knew he was right; it was something that had been on his mind now for several months. 
“What are we talking about, salary-wise?” 

“Oh, there would be no salary. You’d be paid a percentage of the seminar fees we collect for the 
classes you teach. It would probably be approximately $15,000 a month for three months. Our company 
has a good market hold, and we do pretty well at filling the rooms every time.” 

“Three months? Full time?” 
“Right. All of our trainers come in as contractors. We’re putting these upcoming events together 

and will probably only need you for the three months, but maybe more, depending on the corporate 
agenda at that point.” 

“So no insurance, no retirement plans...” 
“Oh no, you just go get those on your own.” 
“For three months, that is.” 
“Right.” 
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“What about after the three months? If I leave my job for a short-term contract, what am I 
supposed to do when it’s over?” 

“Richard, I think you need to look at this as an opportunity to take your career to the next level. 
You’ve been moonlighting long enough outside of Stillwater Technologies, haven’t you? Don’t you think 
it’s time to spread your wings a little, and go out on your own? You’ve established an incredible 
reputation as a speaker, and this opportunity will give you exposure to participants and leaders of other 
corporations who will be flying in from all over the world. Imagine where it could go from there.  If all 
goes well, we may even have you hold your workshops at our annual conferences in Canada and 
Southeast Asia.” 

Richard’s mind was racing, and he needed to think it through from all angles. In one sense, it was 
perfect. In another sense, it was utterly insane. “Can I give you a call next week?” 

“I’ll look forward to it.” 
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28	-	Heart	Peace,	Gut	Sick	
 
“It feels right, Richard. I don’t understand it; but it feels kind of exciting. Is that weird?” Felicity stood, 
bouncing little Sadie gently to help the babe stay asleep against her shoulder. 

“I feel the same way. I think it’s what I’m supposed to do, but it’s only guaranteed for three 
months. I don’t know how you’re feeling so peaceful about it; you don’t go to the studio anymore, and 
this would mean paying our own insurance and setting aside our own retirement.” 

“I know; that’s why this is so bizarre. Strangely, I feel peace. I think you need to just do it.” 
Richard sighed. “Yeah, I feel the peace in my heart, but I feel sick in my gut. What am I supposed 

to do with that?” His question had the inflection of a sentence, not a question. 
“Richard, if it feels right in your heart—if you feel the joy you expect to feel from the freedom it 

could mean when you consider it in your heart, then you can also expect to feel anxiety on a physical 
level when you go to take action on it. Remember? You’ve always taught that the anxiety is often just a 
physiological response when your subconscious mind is dealing with two contradictory ideas, which have 
both been accepted as truth. It’s kind of like accepting ‘I am broke’ and ‘I am wealthy’ as truth, 
simultaneously. It doesn’t know how to handle that, so it simply shows up in the body as anxiety. 
Actually, the physiological response is just evidence that you’re this close to claiming the new reality.” 

Richard chuckled, “You sound like me.” 
“So let’s just look at the anxiety as a good thing; it often means we’re only one more step away 

from our next big breakthrough.” 
Smiling, Richard wondered at the transformation that had been taking place in Felicity over the 

recent years. “Honey, do you know how much I love you?” 
Felicity just smiled. Neither of them was completely comfortable with the decision, but their 

peace of mind and the anticipated possibilities simply overshadowed the scary details. At least they had 
managed to set aside almost six months of income in savings. Taking the leap was a little more palatable 
with a small backup reserve in place. 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
Richard arrived at work the next day with mixed feelings. He worried about how Ray and Morgan would 
take the news, and what they would do without him. Would they bring in another trainer? Maybe he could 
come back as a contractor when the three months was up. Above all, he didn’t want to cause any hard 
feelings, or burn any bridges. 

Surprisingly, Ray beamed at the news. “Oh, man, this is great! What a tremendous opportunity; 
you’d be crazy not to take it!” 

Richard was perplexed. “You want me to go?” 
“Heck, of course not; but I always knew this day would come. You’ve outgrown us, brother, and 

it’s time to spread your wings and fly!” Ray was uncommonly supportive, because his had been a similar 
transition nearly fifteen years prior, back when he left his own career as a doctor. “You’re lucky that the 
leap you’re about to take is doing the same kind of work; at least you don’t have to switch careers entirely 
like I did. Either way, when your soul is compelled to a purpose, you’ve got to go for it!” 

“You don’t think I’m crazy to give up a secure job with benefits?” 
“You know, Richard, we’re programmed to believe we’re not good enough to provide for 

ourselves, and that security is only available by doing well what we’re told to do in a job. The truth is, 
security is best found in following your purpose and believing you will be supported in it and be shown 
the way. That can happen in a job for which you’re perfectly suited—like I feel about mine; but if it’s not 
a perfect fit, then maybe there’s something better for you to be doing. Have courage. If you’re doing what 
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your passion drives you to do, then the fear can rightly be dismissed.” 
“Why? Why can the fear ‘rightly’ be dismissed?” 
“It’s because you’ll know you’re finally and unreservedly magnifying your gifts and making the 

contribution that you’re divinely and uniquely endowed to perform.” 
Richard was quiet. Life was about to become a daring bold adventure—even more so than it 

already had been since his dream in the woods. He was nervous about it, but excited at the same time. 
“What if I fail, Ray? What if I leap into the unknown and end up crashing and burning?” 

“Let me share something with you that helped me take the leap fifteen years ago.” Ray reached 
for a book on the shelf behind his desk and opened to a page near the front.  

 
He read aloud:  

 
There was once a little acorn that wanted to become all that its blueprint promised it 
could be. It was meant to become a grand and mighty oak, but in that moment, it was 
only a simple nut dangling by a stem. 
 
It hung on the parent tree and reached high, wanting to see the grand views and sweep 
the vast sky with broad branches. It wanted to experience the fluttering of leaves and the 
swaying of limbs, but alas, it could barely feel the breeze slowed by the shelter of its 
protecting parent. 
 
Finally the parent heard its cry and said, “Yes, little seed, I have great plans for you. You 
will scrape the sky and sway in the wind, and the view will be glorious. You’ll provide a 
home for many creatures, giving shelter and food. Your friends will be many, your 
influence will be vast, and you’ll be great and happy.” 
 
The little acorn’s heart swelled with excitement as it stretched its rigid shell upward to 
receive its promised reward, but instead of enjoying the exhilaration of greatness, it was 
shaken from the tree and took a long, hard fall, landing with nothing more than a slight 
thud. 
 
In fact, there was no apparent compassion or understanding, since its terrible fall seemed 
to go unnoticed. Its very world seemed to have crashed down, and yet time marched on 
for the world around it. 
 
The tiny acorn soon found itself trampled upon, with dirt kicked rudely upon it. 
Eventually, it was completely buried, in the dark, and alone. 
. 
“Have you forgotten me?” He cried, but there was no answer, no explanation, no 
reprieve. Instead of rescue, the rain began to pour and at once the buried seed believed it 
just might drown as well. 
 
It tried to throw its weight one way and then the other to force its way out of the ground, 
or to find its way back to the tree. But nothing changed. It was as though it was trapped 
and could not escape its doom. 
 
Weary of the fight, it surrendered to its fate. Holding still with a sigh, the elements 
around it took notice of its calmed demeanor and began to respond to its mere presence 
there. In fact, without any more futile struggle, it noticed there was a subtle change, 
taking place within itself. 
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It discovered that as it remained calm, it actually ALREADY had all it needed, right there 
in its immediate environment. It hadn’t perished from being cut off from its parent, as it 
feared it might. Though the fall was frightening and terrible, there it remained, as alive 
and as well as before. 
 
No, it had not perished. Rather, it had sprouted new parts of itself from within that it 
didn’t even know it could sprout, and the little seed began to experience the joy that 
always accompanies growth and soul-expansion. Though it hadn’t achieved its ultimate 
goal, it felt good enough just to grow. 
 
After its temporary period of loneliness and fear, soon the changed seedling broke 
through the crust of earth and could finally see the goal again—though it never appeared 
to be so far away as it was then. 
 
However, in truth, it had never been closer. 
 
Be patient, little seed; you were created for the greatness that is in store for you. Allow 
yourself time to develop roots, and keep reaching for the Sun. Have faith, and success is 
inevitable. All you need to accomplish the goal will be yours in the right time.  
 
Remember: Peace, be still. 

 
 

Closing the book he continued, “Richard, you may get to the point of feeling buried and forgotten, but 
stay calm and don’t give up. You were put here to do amazing things; don’t shrink from your calling. Do 
what brings you that deep and profound inner joy. That’s God’s way of letting you know you’re on the 
right track. Follow that divine inner guidance system toward your life’s purpose. Trust it—and the money 
you need will come as you need it; sometimes not as quick as you think it should, but always in the right 
time.” 
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29	-	Victor	
 
5 years later 
 
“Honey, Victor’s on the phone and he doesn’t sound so good,” Felicity whispered with her hand over the 
receiver. 

Questioningly he looked at Felicity and reached for the phone. Whispering back, he asked, “My 
brother? I haven’t talked to him since he left for Europe.” 

Felicity looked worried and leaned against the counter to listen to Richard’s half of the 
conversation. 

“Hey, Victor, what’s going on? ... Yeah, I have a minute ... You what? Where are you, I’m having 
a hard time hearing you ... Sure ... No, that wouldn’t be a problem.” Richard covered the receiver and 
whispered to Felicity, “Okay if Victor comes and stays for a few days? Something’s wrong...”  

Felicity nodded, uncertain and worried about the unknown news.  
Richard continued speaking with Victor, trying to be cautious and sensitive because he had never 

known his big brother to be in anguish over anything before. He couldn’t imagine what horrible thing 
might have happened to cause Victor—invincible big brother Victor—so much grief.  

Carefully he asked, “Victor, what happened? ... Uh, huh...” Richard suddenly looked sick and 
moaned, “Oh, no.” After a deep breath he continued, “I am so sorry ... yes, come to our house. When will 
you be here? ... Okay, we’ll make a room ready.” 

After he hung up, Felicity had to know, but seemed almost afraid to ask. “Richard, what’s 
wrong?” 

Richard looked at the floor and his face was pale. Finally he looked up and explained, “There was 
an accident—Victor was driving too fast and his snowmobile clipped the corner of a stump. His machine 
flipped into the air, and it collided with Michelle’s, with Christopher on the back.” Richard was shaking. 
He could scarcely get the words out as the tears welled up in his eyes, “His wife—and little Christopher—
they’re dead.” He convulsed, “It took them both...” 

Felicity threw her hands to her face and quivering, the tears flowed. “Oh no!” Her legs buckled 
and slowly she sat on the floor burying her face behind her knees. Richard sat with his arm around her, 
until they managed to regain their composure. Even when the tears flowed no more, the heaviness crushed 
their hearts and they eventually went quietly to bed for a fitful night of sleep. 

~~~~~~ 
 

Victor’s flight arrived late the next day. With the help of the American Embassy, the bodies had been 
transported on the same flight and were met by a special attendant to be taken to the morgue to await 
burial.  

Victor stayed with Richard and Felicity the rest of the year, because he couldn’t deal with being 
home without his family. The arrangement to be in the company of his brother’s family was only 
supposed to last one week, but he continued grieving and could scarcely pull himself out of bed, and 
Richard especially couldn’t imagine sending him on his way any sooner than he was ready.  

Felicity was concerned, too. Behind closed doors, she gingerly asked Richard the questions that 
wouldn’t leave her alone. “Honey, how long will Victor need to stay? Doesn’t he need to be going to 
work or something? Doesn’t he still have a mortgage to pay and everything?” 

“His business has done well enough that he doesn’t have to show up for it all the time. The 
business partners have been keeping things going during this unscheduled sabbatical.  But it won’t last 
forever; he let me know the other day that some of his partners are starting to lose confidence and have 
redirected certain deals away from his interests, not to mention that some of the clients’ needs have not 
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been cared for by his team quite as well as when his charisma and leadership was holding everything 
together. Victor’s always been the magic in his business affairs. Now, with the magic gone, things in his 
financial world are slowly beginning to fall apart.” 

“I’m trying to be patient, Richard; but it’s getting hard having the children’s beds in the living 
room so Victor can have a place to mourn in peace. I’m telling you, that home in Andover is starting to 
seem less like a dream home and more like a basic necessity.”  

“I know. I just don’t know what to do about it.” 
“But maybe it’s something worth figuring out?” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

That night Felicity’s thoughts were recorded in her journal: 
 
I really do love Victor; I’m glad we’ve been able to help, and I feel guilty for thinking this 
is getting old. I feel bad he’s in so much pain; but is he ever going to pull out of it? It’s 
putting the wedge back in my relationship with Richard. I resent this tiny home. I need 
more space! Even if Victor wasn’t here, we’re already bursting at the seams with the 
twins and Matthew.  
 
Dear God, please get us out of this two bedroom house. Would it be too much to ask for 
the home in Andover now? It feels like we’re coming home every time we drive up to it; 
it’s the same feeling we had before Richard took the leap to Leadership Academy. It’s the 
same feeling you gave me when I stepped into the dance studio. Please give us a better 
home; if it’s not the one in Andover, fine. Just please guide us to the right one for our 
family—one that won’t strap us financially, and please hurry...  
 
 

She closed her journal and put her head on her pillow. She couldn’t get the home out of her mind. Who 
are you kidding, Felicity; the home is occupied. It’s not even for sale. 

As she lay there, she couldn’t tolerate the feeling of helplessness—she had to do something about 
this. If Richard’s work wouldn’t make it happen fast enough, she’d have to do something herself.  

Glancing to the side, she noticed that on the dresser sat the folder of her dance programs she had 
created when she carried the twins. They had been collecting dust ever since she walked away from the 
studio. Her passion for dance had never vanished; she just never quite knew what to do with it. 

Determination boiled up from deep reservoirs she didn’t know she had. Her life had once again 
become so utterly intolerable, she resolved then and there to create the change she needed. She sat up, 
grabbed the folder, and began to thumb through the programs, reminding herself of how inspired she felt 
when she created them. Grabbing her journal again, she wrote: 

 
I was given these programs for a purpose, and I am determined to put them to use!!  
 
What I need: 
A studio 
A new home 

 
 

Felicity paused to contemplate the list and wasn’t sure what else to put. There were a lot of things she 
needed but didn’t quite know how to write them so they would hold the kind of power that Richard said 
was possible. Feeling like she had to do it perfectly, but not knowing what ‘perfect’ looked like, she put 
down her pen, rolled off the bed and fell onto her knees. Taking a deep breath, and trying to imagine there 
was Someone really there listening, she prayed: 
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“Dear Father, I don’t know what I’m doing. I know there’s a right way to set a goal and some 
not-so-right-ways to do it, but I get stuck with fear that I’m going to do it wrong and that it won’t work.” 
She took a deep breath and sighed. “All I know is that I need a bigger house. I feel that you want me to do 
something with these dance programs. I want to help Victor.”  

Pausing again, she remembered being a child in church and learning that she needed to express 
gratitude, and not just complaints. So she changed her focus long enough to take into account that quiet 
reminder. “Thank you for all you’ve done for this family over the years; I know you’ve been there, 
helping us along the way. But I’ve been left wondering, whether or not you still care. Have you forgotten 
us? Have you abandoned Victor?” 

Felicity stopped talking for a minute because she still didn’t feel like she was saying the right 
things, somehow. She sighed again. 

“I do believe you’re still there. I do believe you care about us, and that you’re carrying Victor 
through this difficult time.”  

Subtle warmth washed over her, and she felt a confirmation that what she had just uttered was 
true. Then after a few quiet moments, the words “just ask” came unexpectedly into her mind, and she 
determined it was just her imagination.  

“Just ask.” Almost imperceptibly it came again. 
She opened her eyes and sat back on her heels. Could God be trying to tell her something? Am I 

important enough that God would speak—to me? 
The words didn’t return again at that point, but the memory of them lingered. She wondered: 

Would it really be okay to ask such a thing? Could it finally be time that we move into the home of our 
dreams? 

“Just ask.” This time, the barely noticeable, subtle thought took her breath away. 
Catching her breath, she sighed, and pictured herself walking to the front door of the home in 

Andover, holding the key, and pushing open the tall, heavy wood and beveled glass door. She saw herself 
walking to the kitchen and putting down a bag of groceries. She saw the girls run in and clamor for the 
contents. Matthew was in the back yard climbing all over the fortress with a neighbor friend. And Richard 
snuck up from behind, wrapped his arms around her waist and kissed her behind the ear. 

She began to cry and her heart felt as though it would burst. Lips quivering, she closed her eyes 
again and continued her prayer: 

“Oh, Father; I feel your love. I know you are mindful of this family and our needs. I have wanted 
that house for so long that I struggle to believe it can be ours; but I also feel your invitation to ask. Please 
help my unbelief. I’m doing the best I know how and need you to make up the difference, where I might 
not be doing this perfectly. As a loving Father, I believe you can. Now I’m asking—dear Father—will you 
please—give us—the house? I can be happy without it, but if it doesn’t matter to you, please grant my 
request.”  

Felicity then created an image in her mind of a loving and glorious Father figure, smiling upon 
her, pleased with her courage and belief. She was suddenly consumed with a love like nothing she had 
ever experienced before, and felt compelled to express one last thing in a whisper before closing her 
prayer:  

“Thank you for the house.” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

After a peaceful night’s sleep, Felicity awoke with awe at what had transpired the day before. She felt to 
keep it sacred and not talk about it with anyone else—at least not yet. She wondered if the witness she felt 
had actually happened, but it had left such an imprint on her heart that it had to have been real, and she 
knew she would never forget it. 

Not knowing exactly how her request would come about, she felt responsible now to 1) reject all 
doubtful thoughts that threatened to derail the process, and 2) do whatever she could think of to help it 
happen.  



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

85	

However, the only thing she could think to do was to get Matthew off to school, load up the 
twins, and go to the house. Victor remained asleep in his room with the door closed all day, so she knew 
he wouldn’t notice or care when she left. 

As she approached the house, the feeling of coming home returned, and it put a smile on her face. 
She had never been inside, so she could only imagine how nice it would be to spread out and enjoy the 
space it obviously had to offer. 

She set the brake and got out of the car. Walking up to the front door, her heart began to pound. 
She didn’t know why she was there or what she was going to say, but it was something she just had to do. 
Ringing the doorbell, she glanced back at the girls to make sure they were okay. Just then the door opened 
and a lovely lady greeted her with a questioning look. 

Felicity smiled, “Hi, my name is Felicity—I just wondered if your house might be for sale?” 
The lady looked surprised and chuckled a bit. “Actually, we were just talking about that last 

night. We decided to put it up for sale but it isn’t on the market yet.” 
“You know, I’ve wanted this house for years, and felt like today was the day I needed to inquire. 

I’m not prepared to make you an offer; I don’t even know what we could afford. But if there was some 
way we could work something out,” Felicity just shook her head and couldn’t find the words to finish her 
sentence. Her eyes began to fill with tears and she could no longer see clearly the lady who stood listening 
to her. 

“Well, dear, I don’t know what to say; my husband handles these kinds of matters, but I’m sure 
he’d be happy to visit with you about it.” 

“I’d like that. Can I come back with my husband to talk with him about it?” 
 “Certainly.”  
The ladies exchanged phone numbers and promised to speak again before the weekend. 
Felicity returned to her car full of emotion, not entirely sure what just happened, but knowing she 

had done what she was supposed to do. Now she just had to talk to Richard about it and find a way to buy 
the house. 
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30	-	Meet	the	Laws	
 
It pleased Richard to hear about Felicity’s ambition, because he knew that when she was engaged in a 
cause, she was always more happy than otherwise. But this ambition also created an instant sense of 
panic. “Now? Honey, how will we afford a house like that?” 

“I don’t know, but I know there’s a way, and furthermore, I feel like it’s where we’re supposed to 
be.” 

Richard shook his head. “Okay, but here’s what we have to work with: I am not an employee with 
a predictable monthly income, and my business hasn’t been running long enough to develop the kind of 
track record we’d need to get a loan.” 

“I don’t think any of that has to matter.” 
“Okay then, what do we do?” 
“Let’s just go talk to them. At least we’ll get to see the inside of the house. What could it hurt?” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

The meeting was cordial, and the Davenports seemed to be just as glad to meet the Goodmans, as the 
Goodmans were glad to be inside their house. It was as beautiful as Felicity expected, but not so 
ostentatious that their kids couldn’t be themselves there. 

Mr. Davenport explained they had not yet contracted with an agent, so if they were serious about 
the house, they might be able to make a deal and save some transaction fees. Richard frankly explained 
the situation with his work, and how even though they could narrowly afford the property, they had 
reservations about using their reserve for a down payment on a house, and they probably wouldn’t be able 
to get a regular bank loan because of his ‘unemployment’. 

“What is your line of work?” 
“I’m a trainer. I help companies achieve sales goals, and individuals achieve personal goals. And 

I’m an author.” 
“An author? What is your book?” 
“The Jackrabbit Factor: Why You Can.” 
Mr. Davenport got a big smile on his face and turned to his wife. She just shook her head, stood 

up and walked out of the room. Richard thought that was odd behavior until Mr. Davenport explained, 
“Yes, we know that book. That book is the reason we’re moving. Because of what we learned from it, I 
was finally able to retire and now we’re going on a service mission to Africa.” 

Mrs. Davenport returned with a dog-eared copy of the book and set it in front of Richard. “Would 
you mind signing it? My kids aren’t going to believe we actually met you,” her eyes sparkled, still 
shaking her head at the irony of finding Richard Goodman in her home. 

“Richard, what if we did this: let’s forget about the bank; your book changed our lives, and I 
know you’ll be good for it. I’d be willing to carry the loan under these terms...” Mr. Davenport scribbled 
some figures on the paper in front of them. “If you can just put $2000 down, and send us $1500/month 
until you can secure a regular mortgage for the balance; you can have the house. It’s not the going market 
rate; I’m sure you know we could ask closer to $2000/month. But I have been hoping to avoid the typical 
process of getting the home on the market, showing it at odd hours for weeks or months, etc. We’re ready 
to go, and don’t want anything else delaying our trip to Africa. All we really need out of the house for the 
next few years is $1500/month. Would that work for you?” 

Richard and Felicity were speechless. Looking at each other, with that unspoken assurance 
settling over their minds and heart that this home had been prepared for them, there was no reason to 
question it. Felicity nodded, and Richard held out his hand to Mr. Davenport. “You’ve got a deal.” 
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They shook hands and discussed meeting at the title company to handle the paperwork in the 
morning. Felicity gave Mrs. Davenport a heartfelt hug and they were on their way. 

As they ran down the walkway from the front door, Richard gave Felicity’s hand a squeeze. She 
was struggling to contain her emotion. The thought that this long-awaited dream might be actually 
materializing was surreal. 

  
~~~~~~ 

 
By the time they came home, Victor was watching a movie with Matthew and the twins were still 
napping. Victor could tell something was up by the way they bounded through the door. 

“Hi Vic; thanks for watching the kids. Everything go okay?” 
“Yeah, girls slept the whole time. Matt and I had some burritos.” 
“Vic? How would you like to go for a drive?” Richard felt a sudden urgency to get Victor out of 

the house. Maybe he’d finally be ready to talk about things, get some of his pain out in the open where it 
could be faced and dealt with.  

Even though the new house would comfortably accommodate his brother, and even though 
having him move out would mean they’d lose the convenience of that extra on-site guardian, Richard 
ached to see him happy again. While he couldn’t pretend to comprehend his pain, he searched continually 
for ways to help him discover the joy life still had to offer, somewhere, somehow. At forty-five, he could 
feasibly live another life just as long as the one he had lived so far. It broke Richard’s heart to see his big, 
heroic brother exist as though he were already dead. 

Victor literally hadn’t been out of the house more than five or six times that year. But Richard’s 
energy was magnetic and had an uncanny influence on Victor in that moment. Something inside of Victor 
hungered for the happiness Richard radiated. Surprising everyone in the room, he responded, “Alright.” 

Victor labored to get up from the low-profile couch that seemed to hold him in its cushy space 
like a suction cup. Richard extended his arm to help him win the tug-of-war, and after succeeding and 
turning towards the door, Richard’s eyes briefly met Felicity’s and widened to say, “Can you believe 
this?” Felicity just smiled and wished them a good time. 

Victor sat in the passenger seat and didn’t say anything. Richard put the car into gear and pulled 
out of the driveway, wondering how to break the ice... or whether he even should. 

Finally he said, “So, what were you watching?” 
“Oh, you know, that football movie you guys got last week.” 
“Matthew’s idea?” 
“No, mine. I thought it would be a big and rowdy sports show.” 
Richard was silent. He knew the movie delivered a more meaningful message than just the 

winning of a football game, and wondered about the effect it had apparently had on his brother. They sat 
in silence for another fifteen minutes, at least. Both seemed to be dealing with too many thoughts to know 
which ones, if any, should be expressed aloud. Richard continued to drive through the countryside and 
simply let the headlights lead the way. 

Surprisingly, Victor was the first to speak. “I was convinced God had abandoned me, that He was 
angry, or that maybe He just didn’t exist at all.”  There was a long pause.  Finally he spoke, “But I’ve 
slowly begun to see things differently.  That movie—I didn’t realize what I was in for. I do know He’s 
there, and that He loves me,” Victor shook his head. “But I don’t understand it, and I still don’t know how 
I’m going to carry on.  I always just thought everything would work out for me. It always has. Everything 
used to come so easy.  Now I go to talk to my clients, or partners, and even when I say and do all the 
things I used to say and do, all the good that almost happens falls flat.” 

Richard was astonished at Victor’s open sincerity. He had never heard Victor talk like this before 
and wasn’t sure what was more difficult to bear: the chronic silence of the last twelve months, or these 
verbal expressions of his deepest struggles. What complicated matters was that Richard felt he could offer 
some philosophical answers to bring him comfort but wasn’t sure they’d be welcome or appreciated. 

That is, until Victor shifted in his seat to face Richard more directly. Pleading, Victor begged to 
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know, “Richard, what am I supposed to do with what’s happened? Michelle and Christopher were my 
life. I was stupid. Drove too fast.” Victor paused, leaned again into his seat and his chin quivered. Slowly 
he reiterated, “I was—so—stupid.” 

Richard’s own throat tightened and he didn’t know what to say. He took a deep breath, and after 
holding it for a moment, let it escape with the emotion that swelled up from his heart. The message of 
sorrow and compassion was conveyed without a word.  

After another long mile of silence, Victor seemed to feel safe enough to continue. “You know, I 
used to think everything would go my way, and so it did. Now, I try to regenerate that confidence, and it’s 
just gone. I just don’t feel like I deserve happiness anymore. My wife, my son—are gone—because of me. 
I think of her family and can’t tolerate the thought of facing them again. The funeral—I don’t know; I’m 
just afraid I’ll run into one of them, and won’t know what to say. I can’t give them their daughter back. 
They’ve lost their grandson.” 

“They’ve tried to reach out to you, Vic. I wish you’d return their calls. They want to heal, too. 
They know it was an accident. You’re still a son to them—seeing you grieve so deeply only reminds them 
of their loss all the more.” 

Victor unexpectedly whimpered and quickly cut it short. 
“Vic, all those years you did so well, had the world at your feet, I struggled to believe in myself. I 

was envious of your success and wanted to be just like you. Heck, Felicity wanted me to be like you.” 
Victor burst into a chuckle with sudden comic relief. 
Richard continued, “I had to take some tough steps to overcome the relentless self-doubt that held 

me back from the happiness I wanted. It was not an easy climb, but I did it; and I know you can do it. It 
might not have been a sudden tragedy like yours that stripped me of my confidence; instead I wrestled 
with a lifetime of evidence that I was no good.” Speaking freely, with emphasis he made a daring point: 
“Honestly, I’m not sure which of the two would be harder to conquer.” 

Victor rubbed his face and rested his hands again on his lap. Without interruption from Victor, 
Richard felt the need to keep going. “I realize now that back then you applied the laws I’ve been studying 
without even knowing it. It was natural for you. Your success was your evidence and therefore always 
bred more success. I’m talking about the success in your business as well as in your family and personal 
life. You had it all. But you didn’t even realize why. Now that you’re dealing with the accident, you’re 
questioning for the first time ever whether or not you can come out on top. Before this, you always knew 
you would.” 

Victor spoke softly. “It started with Dad.  He taught me—and I didn’t recognize its significance.  
I took it for granted.” 

“Vic, I don’t know everything, but there are a few things I’m pretty sure about. First of all, it 
could be that our personal growth is more important in the long run than anything. The victories are 
sweetest that come at a great price. Secondly, I believe you’ll be with your family again. You know, I 
kind of look at our trip on this planet like going away to school. In the eternal scheme of things, when all 
is said and done, I think we’ll look back on it and feel like it was a pretty short semester. I think you’ll see 
your family again at the end of it. Thirdly, we haven’t been left without a way to understand and cope 
with the challenges life throws our way. In fact, I think there are more answers than we have room or 
capacity to receive them. Maybe our heartaches and challenges are nature’s way of carving out a place in 
our heart to make the necessary room. Sometimes it isn’t until we have a crisis that we start finally asking 
the right questions.” 

Victor’s eyes were red and tired. He wanted answers desperately but was afraid the answers 
would be insufficient to fill the void that sat where his heart belonged. With no hope for real relief, he 
lacked the strength and desire to do what it would take to find out. “I don’t know, Richard; I want to 
believe I can be happy again, but part of me feels like it’d be a betrayal. I don’t deserve to enjoy life—it’s 
my fault these two other precious, innocent people aren’t enjoying the lives they deserved to live.” 

“Would you let me share a few thoughts? I don’t know if it will do any good, but whenever I face 
heartache or difficulty, I reflect on some things I’ve learned in the last few years—some ideas—that 
always help me feel better. They don’t always take the pain away, but at least they help me cope with it. 
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Then I find the strength to put just one foot in front of the other, and in time, the pain is always replaced 
with joy. The more pain I feel, the more glorious the joy tends to be on the other side of it.” 

“But, how do you get to the other side? I’ve nearly forgotten what ‘another side’ might look like.” 
“You haven’t read my book yet, have you?” 
“No,” Victor was a little embarrassed, “sorry about that.  I’ve been meaning to get to it.” 
“Oh, no, Vic. This isn’t about me; and really, it’s okay with me if you never read it. I just 

wondered what you already knew, so I could know how much to say, and where to start.” 
“Well, no. I guess I’m sort of starting from ground zero,” Victor admitted. 
“Okay, then... “ As Richard struggled to know where to start, he finally relented, “Actually, I 

would recommend starting with the book.” Richard smirked, uncomfortable with the self-promotion of his 
comment, since he was still just Vic’s baby brother. Vic chuckled and waved his hand, acknowledging 
that we can all take turns learning from each other. Richard continued, “But until you get a chance to read 
it, I’ll tell you about the seven laws. I like to think of them as ‘heaven’s astonishing help with your money 
matters’; or, help with any kind of difficult matters—for that matter.” 

Richard’s play on words broke a secondary level of tension that had been lingering and they both 
chuckled. Something about their conversation had been growing increasingly light, replacing the heavy 
despondency with which they had begun. Finding humor in the little things, they became increasingly 
comfortable expressing their thoughts and feelings that had been suppressed for so long: Victor’s need for 
understanding, and Richard’s desire to remedy it. Actually, this occasion of liberating their pent-up 
thoughts seemed to be having a cathartic effect on the both of them. 

Richard proceeded, “The Universe operates in a lawful way, Vic. Just like with the seasons, and 
the way the planets move according to a perfect balance of natural laws; our very lives are governed by 
invisible, natural laws as well. When we live in alignment with them, things go better than when we 
don’t. As it is with gravity, we don’t have to see it or even believe it for it to have an effect on us. 
Understanding it, or at least becoming aware of it, allows us to consciously cooperate with it, and avoid 
unnecessary pain.” 

“Right,” Victor agreed so far. 
“So what I discovered is that there are other invisible, natural laws governing my life, and so 

much of my pain in those early years was unnecessary, and went away as soon as I started consciously 
cooperating with those laws.” 

Victor was silent, but visibly captivated as his brother peeled away the dark film shrouding his 
mind, one thin layer at a time. Life had finally and effectively created a space in his heart for the answers 
that would help him know how to live up to his name, but this time, consciously.  

Richard explained, “I believe God wants you to get answers to your questions, so you can 
ultimately re-create, in some way, another life of success, maybe even better than the one you once 
enjoyed.”  

Victor shook his head showing that he could not accept that. At least, not in the state of mind he 
was in at the time. “I can’t believe there could possibly exist a life any better than what I’ve had; 
especially because no matter how good it might be, it would always include the memory of what was lost. 
My life could never be so good that it compensates for the hell that follows me everywhere I go. Nothing 
could be that good.” 

Richard didn’t reply right away; the lighter mood had vanished again and Victor’s pain was 
beginning to resurface. Unnoticed, the car drifted to the edge of the road where the grooved pavement 
caused the tires to moan their warning. Gradually correcting his course so as not to alarm his brother, 
Richard determined to also proceed more cautiously in his conversation with Victor to keep from losing 
the ground that had been gained in the previous twenty minutes. 

Rather than calling attention to the last interaction, he proceeded with the information he thought 
would help: “The Law of Perpetual Transmutation. That’s the first one I should probably mention. 
Everything: every situation, every event, every object in this world is either coming into form, or moving 
out of form. Like vapor transmuting into a cloud and then to rain and ice. At any point along the way, the 
process can reverse. Not all clouds result in rain. Not all rain turns to ice.” 



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

90	

Victor was nodding, so Richard continued. “When we think of an idea, so long as we believe in 
it, circumstances are shifting; resources are lining up. The idea-cloud is beginning to gather. Something 
unseen orchestrates all of the elements necessary for our idea to become reality. As we believe, the 
processes remain in forward motion. When we begin to doubt, those processes reverse. By our belief, the 
things we want and need are drawn to us, but of course we have to take action to receive them. The real 
problem is that we generally are careless with our thoughts, and let them wander, and we change our 
minds too often. If we could focus with determination on any one particular outcome, and maintain it long 
enough, we’d succeed. We don’t know our thoughts are having any effect on the world around us, so it’s 
easy to wish for something and then give up before the idea has had a chance to fully mature.” 

In the darkness, between the sporadic street lamps along the country road, Richard did not see the 
road damage before they were already upon it. Their conversation had to wait until the noise beneath 
them finally subsided nearly a half-mile later. 

Victor reflected, “So all those years I did so well, I was cooperating with the law and didn’t even 
know it? I’d set a goal and get to work, and just know it would all work out, and it always eventually did. 
Even when something got in the way, I had nothing but expectation that I’d ultimately win. But now, I go 
to check in with my clients or catch up on issues with my partners, and—I’m practically useless.” 

“Hm.” Richard paused thoughtfully, and then offered his own evaluation: “Ever since the tragedy, 
a piece of you seems to stop the process before it can all come together. You might’ve set a goal, and had 
the expectation, but you’ve been reversing the process every time you saw yourself as undeserving of 
anything good. Vic, try to be a little kinder to yourself; accept the tragedy for the accident that it was. 
What other choice do you have? As hard as it is, it’s better to honor their memory with joy than to 
continue to disintegrate behind a closed door, Vic.” Richard was growing bold, and surprisingly, Victor 
was allowing it. 

Richard encouraged him, “Forgive yourself the way you would have forgiven Christopher if he 
had made a terrible, but unintentional mistake—and don’t allow those self-doubts to interfere. Let the 
Law of Perpetual Transmutation do what God designed it to do. He always said, ‘Ask and ye shall 
receive.’ But he also required that people ‘ask in faith, nothing wavering’. I believe he’s up there, ready to 
shower us with the good blessings we desire, but he requires we first pass the test of our faith. We have to 
believe long enough for the law to do its job.” 

“Actually, Rich, over the last year I’ve been thinking a lot about what might happen to me if all 
my money runs out and the business completely dries up.” 

Richard didn’t comment. He let Victor draw his own conclusion about what that could do to his 
ability to financially endure through this tragedy, in light of the Law of Perpetual Transmutation. Before 
long, Victor shook his head and groaned, spreading his hand across his forehead. 

“And then there’s Polarity. The Law of Polarity promises that in every adversity is the seed of 
equal or greater benefit, as Napoleon Hill put it nearly a century ago. I don’t think he called it ‘polarity’ 
per se, but it’s the same concept. So if something is just a little bit bad, then the potential benefit 
connected to it is only just a little bit good. If something is catastrophic, then simultaneously there is 
contained within it the seed of something equally phenomenal. When you really understand this law, 
you’ll find the people with the greatest challenges are really the ‘luckiest’ people in the world.” 

“If they find the benefit, that is.” 
“Right; IF they find the benefit. This law only assures the benefit exists; it doesn’t automatically 

guarantee the benefit will be realized. It’s our job to find it. It’s a conscious choice to go looking. The 
natural thing to do is to wallow in our misery. The uncommon thing to do is look for a way to turn the 
setback into an asset of some kind.” 

“That doesn’t sound easy.” 
“It’s not easy, Vic. But that’s why the rewards for co-operating with this law can be so 

extraordinary.”  Richard continued, “Law of Vibration. Everything in the world is in a state of vibration 
on a molecular level, including you, including cars, including restaurants, including anything you can 
think of. When your vibration is compatible with the frequency of the thing or circumstance you want, 
then you’ll resonate with it and come together. If not, you will repel it. You change your vibration by 
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changing how you feel.  You change how you feel by changing your thoughts. If you want to make the 
sale, you need to see yourself accomplishing it, and let yourself feel it as though it had already happened. 
That’s because it’s the way you feel that determines your vibration. So, if you have more energy on the 
disaster you’re hoping to avoid, than the dream of how you want things to be, then your vibration will 
repel the success and attract the disaster. The people involved will not feel right about doing the things 
you hope they’ll do—and they probably won’t even know exactly why. It’s a subconscious thing. One 
analogy that helped me understand this one is that of an acorn. If I hold an acorn in my hand, according to 
the Law of Perpetual Transmutation, is it in a state of growth, or decay?” 

“Decay, because it can’t grow without soil.” 
“Right. It isn’t in a compatible vibration with your hand. But in the ground, it naturally begins to 

resonate with the elements in its immediate surroundings, and bonds with the ones that support its pattern 
plan. It doesn’t have to scramble around, digging and clawing for what it needs, it just holds itself in a 
vibration and naturally connects to everything in its immediate environment that it needs, one element at a 
time. We’re the same way, Vic. Everything we need is already in our immediate environment: the people, 
the resources, whatever. But until we change our vibration to be compatible with the vibration of what we 
want, our life remains as it is.” 

He continued, “Here’s one: the Law of Relativity. All things that happen in our life are neither 
good nor bad until we compare them to something else. What happens just is. It is what it is. But then we 
decide to attach either a positive or negative meaning to what happened, and according to our choice, our 
vibration is affected. Based on our vibration, we either resonate with, or repel, the things we need. If we 
struggle to attach a positive meaning to an event, then we use the Law of Relativity to help us see it in a 
more positive light. I know we’re grasping at straws to come up with something to help us see the loss of 
your family in a positive light, but maybe we instead recognize you could have lost them many years 
earlier than you did. Or, maybe we can be grateful it happened during a time when you were all creating a 
wonderful memory, which is better than if you had lost them in the middle of something unpleasant. I 
don’t know, Vic, like I said, I’m grasping. But however we do it, this law guarantees we can put any 
difficulty into a positive light, and in fact, we’re expected to.” 

Richard perceived Victor didn’t have words, just an aching heart. He hoped these ideas were 
bringing comfort like salve, and since Victor looked like he wanted more, Richard kept going. 

“Law of Rhythm is pretty useful—I rely on this one a lot. Just know with this law that all things 
in this world are cyclical. The seasons come and go, the tide flows in and out, the sun rises and sets, and 
so also goes the rhythm of our lives. When things seem bad, this law guarantees an upturn, eventually. 
When we know this, and things are bad, we can begin to watch for evidence that things are improving 
somehow. Then you can see how the Law of Transmutation facilitates the upswing perhaps a little sooner. 
‘To everything there is a season’, as the Good Book says, not permanence.” 

“My loss is pretty permanent, Richard. Seems like the Law of Rhythm just doesn’t apply to me.” 
“No, it still applies. It just means you can know you won’t have to feel the pain you feel now, 

forever. One day, your wounds will have healed enough for you to have the capacity for joy again. 
Sometimes the season can seem to last forever, but it doesn’t. It won’t. In time, you’re going to be okay, 
so allow yourself to look forward to that day. It’s not a question of ‘if’ there will be potential for joy, but 
a question of ‘when’.” 

Victor’s thoughts turned inward and Richard allowed some time for the ideas to be absorbed. 
“You’re saying I can expect joy even if I don’t deserve it.” To Victor the thought was ludicrous. 
“You may be more deserving of it than you think. I think the desires of your heart are good, so 

there’s mercy that can bridge the gap between who you are and who you wish you were. I’ve seen 
amazing things happen when I move forward with nothing more than a hope that that’s true in my life. 
But you have to rely on that power that’s bigger than both of us, and just believe. There comes a point 
when you really have no other choice anyway.” 

“I’m at that point. If something doesn’t change, I feel like I’ll self-destruct.” Victor leaned his 
head back on the automobile headrest and rolled it side to side as if it might rock his agony to sleep. 

“Law of Cause and Effect. When you make the effort to take a step toward the life you want, the 



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

92	

life you want takes a step toward you. Step away, and it steps away as well. A friend of mine once called 
it a ‘cosmic dance’. Sometimes we think it’ll take Herculean effort to effect significant changes, so we 
don’t even start; when in reality, it only takes one small, simple step at a time. You don’t have to ‘go the 
proverbial distance’, you’ll only have to go halfway, meeting the success in the middle. Just remember 
that every effort you make is bringing the things you need a step closer to you, too.”   

Victor gazed into the distance - although he couldn't see very far - and pondered the significance 
of what he was learning. 

Richard paused then added, “This law also states that whatever you want more of is what you 
must give. If you want happiness, then you’ll more likely find it by helping someone else be happy. If you 
want money, you’ll more likely find it by developing a spirit of generosity with others.” Parenthetically, 
Richard included one more thought, “Investing in yourself can increase your ability to serve others more 
extensively.” 

“So essentially you’re saying, ‘if you’re not growing, you’re decaying’.” Victor admitted, “Yeah, 
I feel like I’ve been decaying.” 

Richard nodded understandingly and then went on. “Law of Gestation. All things in nature have 
to evolve over time from seed to fruition. The same is true with our ideas. If we want things to be 
different in our life, there is a finite period of time—a gestation period—for our idea to go from 
conception to maturity. This law guarantees the harvest will come so long as you nourish the seed and 
don’t yank it out of the ground. If it doesn’t come as fast as you want, that doesn’t mean it’s stopped 
developing, unless you decide it has. This law helps me be patient, and then the Law of Perpetual 
Transmutation helps me remember to hold onto the idea, even long beyond the expected due date.” 

Victor’s eyes closed, and while flaring his nostrils and clenching his teeth, he took a deep, 
cleansing breath. Exhaling, he opened his eyes again and pursing his lips, stared at the dashboard and 
shook his head. Richard could sense his gears turning, and suddenly when the gears shifted, Victor (with 
lips still pursed) began to nod instead, resolutely. 

His next declaration seemed to require every last ounce of energy he had, from out of the deepest 
corners of his soul. Victor didn’t realize he had this much will, until he opened his mouth and began to 
speak. “Richard,” he began, with a tone of disbelief that he could actually manage to utter these words: 
“I’ve got to go home. Somehow I have to find peace in my own home. You and Felicity have put up with 
me long enough.”  

“Vic, you don’t have to go; that’s part of why I brought you out here—I wanted to tell you we’re 
moving. And it’s a big house with plenty of room for you to stay.” 

Victor’s eyes widened and he leaned forward in shock, “You’re moving?” 
Richard nodded and tempered his excitement. 
Sitting back again, Victor muttered, “Wow...” 
“So you can stay with us, until you’re sure you’re ready to move back home.” 
“Well, it’s behind on payments. But I do want to go back. If what you’re telling me is true, then it 

may not be too late to save it. I had no idea I was being so un-cooperative with natural law.  I guess this 
time around, I can put the laws to work consciously, on purpose.  I’ll just have to put them to the test; it’s 
not like I have anything to lose by trying.” Victor smirked sadly. 

Richard reached over and squeezed his brother’s shoulder. After a tender pause he suggested, 
“Let’s go back. Felicity probably is getting worried.” Richard smiled, “And I wouldn’t want her troubling 
the police again about a missing husband.” 
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31	-	Tender	Mercy	
 
At the title company, the Goodmans and the Davenports completed the paperwork, and eventually the 
keys were passed off to the proud and grateful new owners of the home in Andover. It was on the drive to 
the new home that Felicity mused, “Do you realize, we never even took a tour of the place?” 

Richard nodded. “I realized that while we were sitting there; while you stepped away to take 
Matthew’s phone call, I made sure there was a provision in the contract for a home warranty, and the 
Davenports are covering it.” 

“Oh, that’s a relief. Thanks for being on top of that. We probably shouldn’t tell anyone we took a 
leap like that without more due diligence in the first place, they wouldn’t understand why we’d do 
something so irrational.” 

“Yeah, it wouldn’t do any good—they couldn’t possibly see this rabbit.” 
Felicity chuckled. “It always goes back to the rabbit, doesn’t it? So many things we do just 

wouldn’t make sense to others, but if they could see our rabbit, it would make all the sense in the world.” 
As they pulled up to the home, it felt just as inviting as it always had; but this time, their visions 

would be played out in the realm of physical reality. They pushed the heavy, beveled glass door open and 
wandered through the rooms with awe. As Richard turned a corner and opened a closet door, he 
discovered it wasn’t a closet door at all. It revealed a stairway down to a basement level. “Felicity! It has 
a basement!” 

“What?” Felicity declared with ecstasy. 
Richard bounded down the stairs ahead of his wife, and from the tunnel echoed, “NO WAY...” 
“What? What is it?” Felicity ran down after him. 
He didn’t answer, but just stood, speechless at the bottom of the stairs. When Felicity arrived, 

standing on the last step and gazing over Richard’s shoulder, she gasped. 
There, spread in front of the stunned couple was a vast and empty room with a hand-painted 

garden mural on the far wall, and on the side, a ‘ballet barre’ mounted under a wall-to-wall full-length 
mirror. Richard spoke reverently, “God’s just sent us a tender mercy.” 

Felicity fell back and sat on the stairs weeping like a child. 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

That night, Felicity knew there was no hope of capturing her emotions in mere mortal language, so all she 
attempted to explain was this: 

 
I know God lives. He knows I’m here. And you know what? He really does care. I always 
kind of thought (or hoped) he did, but until today, I had no idea how much. I’m sure I still 
don’t realize how much. My poor little brain has a hard time comprehending all this. Is 
he really this merciful? I’m just so grateful. 
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32	-	Priorities	
 
Two years later 
 
After doing fairly well on his own Victor relapsed and was grateful for the guest room at the Goodman 
home. Discouraged that his grief could have such a relentless grip, the spark of hope nevertheless 
flickered a little brighter, and he chose to view his setback as temporary.  

“I’m sorry, guys—thanks for having me. I don’t think it will take me so long to get back on track; 
I just needed a little time away from the house to re-orient my thoughts again.” His free time was spent 
reading and journaling. Saddened by his broken life, he still found a way to view it with frail optimism.  

 
He wrote: 

  
I’ve decided that success isn’t a measure of the life I have, but a measure of how I live the 
life I’ve been given. I choose to live. I think Michelle would expect me to. 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

On the other side of the house, toys were strewn across the family room floor as Sadie and Chloe tried to 
stay atop their bucking-bronco older brother Matthew.  “Shhh!  Guys—I’m on the phone!” Felicity 
whispered with intensity as she stood behind the kitchen counter with her hand over the receiver. 

She spoke into the phone. “Yes, the program materials and costumes are on their way.  You 
should receive them by Friday; if they don’t reach you by then, let me know.”  

Felicity listened, nodding as though the director on the other end could see her gesture of 
understanding.  The nodding switched to brief shaking, “No, you’re all set to go—the graduation form has 
been processed and approved, and we’ll expect to see you at the training... oh, you’re welcome.  Yes, 
you’ll get all the info then.  ...Certainly.  Yes, we’re thrilled to have you on board!  ... Thank you. Talk 
soon!  Bye, now!” 

Felicity hung up the phone and Richard appeared from his office down the hall to raid the fridge.  
“Who was that?” 

“Oh, that was Laura Johnson from New Jersey—our newest director.” 
“Great!” Richard set out a pile of supplies to create an overstuffed sub sandwich. 
Felicity continued, “She’s a stay-at-home mom with an underutilized passion for dance, and 

heard about my Talent Team program from Lisa Vargas in Florida—they used to be college roommates, 
can you believe that?” 

“Wow—thin threads!  So you’re in New Jersey now, huh?” 
“Yeah,” Felicity beamed. “I can’t believe how quickly it’s spreading. Yet, at the same time I’m 

not surprised in the least.  There’s been such a crying need for a resource like this to give parents an 
alternative.  They see how Talent Team has a unique way of empowering the youth, instilling personal 
excellence, building self-esteem, promoting wholesome family values, celebrating cultural diversity and 
uniting communities.  They love that it offers both auditioned and non-auditioned performing arts 
programs. They see that we’re different—that we’re not a dance studio or dance group. We’re not a 
competition team. We are not just a singing group. We train the competitive performer to compete, 
without excluding the non-competitive.  It really meets the child at their level and inspires them to attain 
the next.”  Felicity bubbled with enthusiasm, “I love what I do!!” 

Richard smiled and nodded in agreement with his mouth full of hoagie bread.   
She added, “Did you know that as of last week, we’ve got thirty-four directors now? And the 
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participant lists are already in the thousands.  I’m astounded that God could do something this big with 
such a simple idea.”   

After chasing his bite down with a swig of milk, Richard reminded her, “It was genius.  You 
tapped in to something genius.” 

Felicity mused, “I didn’t set out to do anything genius, I just started honoring the idea that 
wouldn’t leave me alone. One small step at a time.”  

“I’m convinced that genius ideas are just that: simple thoughts that someone stopped to notice 
and chose to honor.”  Richard was quiet for a moment then added, “What I love about Talent Team is that 
you haven’t just created something to put kids on a path toward better grades, teaching them compassion, 
creativity, public speaking, dedication, responsibility, and coordination, and everything else it offers; 
you’ve created an opportunity for other moms all over the country to earn some seriously good money 
doing what they love, on their own schedule.  It’s brilliant!” Richard concluded, moving in from behind 
and wrapping his arms around her.  Eventually it was the kiss behind her ear that made her turn around to 
embrace him back. 

Leaning her head on his chest and gazing out the back window she confessed, “Yeah, but 
something’s bugging me.” 

“What’s that?” 
“Maria called me yesterday.” 
“Your friend from high school?” 
“Yeah. I’m confused, because, she and I used to be so close, but now—oh, I don’t know.” Felicity 

eyes filled with tears and she forced composure so Richard wouldn’t notice. 
Richard stood quietly and kissed her head tenderly as he stared in the direction of the kids playing 

on the other side of the great room.  Patiently he just listened. 
Felicity continued, “I was confiding in her, about how overwhelmed I was feeling last week. It’s 

like everything had come down at once and I just needed to vent.  The accountant needed my reports, we 
couldn’t find Matthew’s homework folder, Chloe used permanent marker in the hallway, and I wasn’t 
keeping up on the orders. I was just at a breaking point, you know?  And I just needed to vent—I needed 
someone to lean on.  Maria has always been good for that sort of thing before, but this time, her response 
really shook me up.” 

“Oh? What did she say?” 
“She said, ‘If you’re having it so rough, maybe you should quit working.’” Felicity swallowed to 

hold back the emotion. “Then she said, ‘Maybe if you weren’t working so much all the time, Chloe 
wouldn’t need to act out like that—to get your attention.’ Oh, and then she even said, ‘I don’t mean to 
offend you, but sometimes I think that women who work have no business having kids.’” 

“Are you serious?  She said that?” Richard was incredulous. “Well, Felicity, that’s what she 
thinks.  But what I want to know is: what do you think?” 

“I don’t know, maybe she’s right.  She made it sound like I should have chosen between work 
and having the twins or something.” Looking at her kids playing on the carpet, the thought that someone 
could criticize her for bringing such jewels into her family cut like a knife.   

After a moment she admitted, “Sure, things get hard sometimes trying to be a good mom and 
build the Talent Team program at the same time, but deep down, I know I’m doing exactly what I’m 
supposed to be doing!  It’s like God carries me along, lets me struggle now and then, and shows me just 
one piece at a time what I’m supposed to do. I know I’m on the right path—no matter what anyone says.  
It just hurts when someone I care about so much can’t understand why I do what I do.” 

“Oh, so you mean she can’t see your rabbit?” Richard smiled.  “Since when has it ever mattered 
whether others could see the object of your pursuit and the reason for your madness?  Life’s too short to 
spend your time with friends like that.”  

Felicity sobbed and quickly wiped her face on his shirttail to reclaim control. “You’re right. With 
friends like that, who needs enemies?” She whispered weakly.  “She thinks that people who are so 
ambitious can’t be spiritual, like they’re just focused on money...” 

“Well, you and I know the truth; and the fact is, none of the money we receive is ours anyway.  
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You know that.  We’re just stewards.  Just temporary stewards.  Perhaps she’ll never understand that.  
Maybe she’ll always judge you—is that going to change what you do?” 

“Of course not.” 
Richard looked down as she buried her face again in his shirt, and hearing the sound of mucous 

escaping her nasal orifices he muttered, “Oh, thanks for that,” in disgust. 
“No problem, Sugar.”  Felicity looked up at him sweetly and smiled. 
After a moment of silence, Richard counseled, “Honey, don’t let it get to you.  Think of it like 

opposition trying to keep you from doing what you’re supposed to do.  You already know this: your work 
is improving the lives of thousands of kids now, and will even affect generations to come in a positive, 
empowering way. I’m convinced opposition will always accompany the most incredible, worthy 
accomplishments and come at us from the most unlikely, unexpected places. This thing with Maria could 
be evidence that you’re more on track than you know.” 

Felicity nodded; she knew he was right. 
He concluded, “Sometimes life sends us the greatest pain through those we love, and it becomes 

our opportunity to choose the right path anyway. It’s a gift—because we can become stronger for 
overcoming it. The reward on the other side of the challenge will be at least equal to, if not better than, the 
pain we had to endure to get there.” 

“Yeah, you’re right.” 
Both let the silence linger for a while, then Richard eventually followed up with, “You okay?” 
“I’m okay.” 
“Okay enough, for me to tell you something?” 
Felicity hesitated, and then cautiously responded, “What kind of something?” 
“Well, I wasn’t going to tell you this, but—I can’t keep it to myself any longer.  We have a little 

problem.”   
Felicity remained silent, bracing for whatever news was to come.  Richard hesitated so long that 

she finally broke the silence herself.  “So, you have some bad news that you were going to keep from me, 
and now you want to share it?” 

“Well, look what you did to my shirt.  I guess I feel obliged to share something back.”   
While Richard’s eyes feigned good humor, Felicity sensed she was about to hear something 

heavy. 
“Honey,” he continued, “it’s a paradox.  I spend all my time teaching other people the principles 

of success.  I coach them to have faith in the face of fear.  And we’ve seen the principles work for 
ourselves, too.  But even though I’m grateful we’ve been able to repeatedly, creatively find the resources 
we need to keep going, our net worth and visible resources are shrinking faster than the revenue is 
flowing in.  Honestly, Felicity—it’s hard not to worry about that. I get exhausted trying to constantly 
apply the principles, just to maintain this life we’ve built.”  

Felicity admitted, “I’ve sort of worried about running out of money, too; but I’ve been working 
really hard to push those thoughts away.  I keep thinking our big breakthrough will happen any day now, 
but if it doesn’t, well, it’s just got to turn around before we get to the end of our reserves. You know, 
we’re not nearly done yet. You’ve only scratched the surface of what I think you’ll do worldwide, and 
I’m not going to be able to rest until I have at least two directors in every state in the country.  What I’d 
really like is to find someone who’s been in this kind of a spot before who can help us move through it 
successfully. Surely we’re students who are finally ready for the right teacher to appear.” 

“I’d like to think so.” 
“The one thing I know for sure that helps me return to peace with each panic attack is that we’re 

doing all we know how with what we have—doing our best to follow the inspiration we get along the 
way; but I wonder sometimes if we’ve fallen into the trap of trying to solve our problems at the same 
level of thinking we’re already at. We need a business plan.  Don’t you think?” 

“Yes, and no.  I mean, we’re in an urgent situation here. We could either spend our time 
formulating an intricately detailed business plan, or we can let the big picture remain a little vague and 
focus all of our energy on things that bring the cash flow now. Put our energy into the short-term 
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objectives that we can see clearly.  Felicity, if we spend too much time trying to force the details of the 
ultimate goal, we may not be in business long enough to get there!  We’ve got to get profitable ASAP, so 
that our minds are freer to develop the details of the ultimate goal.” 

Felicity sighed.  “Makes sense, I guess. I hope you’re right.  I just want to make sure the short 
term goal is going to get us to the big one.” 

“We may get a little off course, but so long as we stay in forward motion, I believe there’ll be 
opportunity for course correction as needed.” 
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33	-	Victor’s	Guest	
 
“Hey Richard?” Victor knocked lightly on the frame of the home office door, and Richard looked up from 
his desk with a smile, welcoming his brother in to sit down. 

“Thanks, man.  Um—” he paused, “I have a confession to make.” Victor’s mouth was sheepishly 
scrunched to one side. 

Putting his pen down and leaning back in his chair, Richard offered Victor his full attention. 
“Confession?” 

“I eavesdropped.  I overheard you and Felicity talking about things—and I’ve been doing a lot of 
thinking.” 

Richard suddenly felt uneasy, unsure of which of their many conversations had been overheard.  
Letting all he could remember race through his mind, he concluded that the only conversation that might 
have caused a problem occurred earlier in the week when Felicity made a remark about Victor’s 
loneliness, and wondering if and when Victor was going to start dating again. 

Bracing himself for an awkward exchange, Richard replied, “I hope we didn’t offend you—” 
“Offend? ‘Offend’ doesn’t capture how I felt. It just made me worry a little. You guys were 

having some natural concerns, and I think anyone in your situation would worry about the same thing. 
But I have an idea and hope you’ll roll with me on it.” 

“Okay, shoot.” 
“I have someone I’d like you to meet. Do you think Felicity would mind preparing a special 

dinner, so I can make an introduction?” 
Richard was astonished that Victor would be this eager to bring a girl home with him, and 

whether or not Felicity would agree was irrelevant as far as Richard was concerned.  Thrilled at the news 
that Victor had found someone interesting, he determined he’d cook it himself if he had to!  “Of course—
how about Tuesday night?” 

“I’ll check on that, but yes, that would be fantastic.” After an awkward pause, Victor nervously 
added, “Great,” smiled warmly and left the office. 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
“Are you serious? That’s wonderful!” Felicity beamed with excitement. “I wasn’t sure if he’d ever get to 
this point—oh, this is such good news! What’s it been, three years since the accident?” 

Richard’s joy was hardly containable, too.  “Yeah, about three. Let’s make sure this dinner is 
extra special—I’ll help you.” 

“Really?  Cool!” Felicity stacked some papers carefully and moved them to the edge of the 
counter near the wall. “And how about we let the kids have dinner with Grandma that night? It could be a 
double-date!” 

“Yeah—let’s do that. I’ll call my mom—I’m sure she’d support this.” 
“What kind of a girl do you think she is?  Do you think he’s found someone like Michelle, or 

maybe she’s someone completely different?  I can hardly wait!” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

Tuesday night came fast, and Richard was impressed with the condition of the home—in spite of the fact 
it had only experienced a light tidying up instead of the deep clean Felicity had hoped for. There simply 
hadn’t been time to make it any better.   

After dropping the kids off at Grandma’s, the couple spent the afternoon busy in the kitchen, 
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pulling together all the elements of a magnificent three-course meal. 
Victor emerged from his room wearing a suit and Felicity looked at the clock on the wall. “Wow, 

Vic, you look great!  I guess I’d better get myself cleaned up—Richard, can you stir this until I get back?” 
“Sure.  Just leave me enough time to spruce up, too!”  Turning to Vic he smiled, “Are you 

nervous?” 
“Nervous? No, why should I be nervous?” 
Regretting his question, Richard recovered, “Oh, you’re right. No big deal, huh.” 
Victor looked at Richard perplexed, and Richard quickly changed the subject. “So, things at work 

going good?” 
“Actually, they are—ever since I began working with those laws you taught me in the car that 

night, my partners have been responding differently. Things have never been better, and I’ve been 
thinking, you’ve got to get out there more. People need to hear what you have to say, man.” 

“I know, I know.  One step at a time.  I’m not sure how to break into a bigger game, but expect 
that will come together when the time is right.” 

Victor just grinned knowingly and nodded his head. 
“What’s that look for?” 
“Oh, nothing.” 
Richard’s brows furrowed and he wanted a better explanation, but could tell Victor had no 

intentions of saying anything more. 
Felicity returned and said, “Your turn—and hurry. She could be here any minute!” 
Victor turned to Felicity and looked confused. Finally he shook his head and didn’t say anything. 
“What?” Richard noticed Victor’s odd reaction. 
“Hmm?  Oh, nothing.” 
Richard glanced at Felicity and her eyes widened as if to say, “I don’t know what he’s talking 

about either.” 
Just then the doorbell rang and Felicity jumped. 
“I’ll get it,” Victor announced. 
As he walked from the kitchen to the foyer, his shoes clicked on the polished tile and his figure 

reflected below his feet.  
Felicity whispered, “I can’t stand it!  Do you think he’s gone for ‘tall’ this time?” 
“I don’t know—but it’ll be interesting to see if he’s still attracted to the intellectual type.” 
The door opened, and there stood an overweight man in a business suit.  Richard and Felicity 

looked at each other, speechless.  In the distance they could hear Victor say, “Hey, thanks for coming.  
Right this way.” 

Confused, Richard pasted a smile on his face and welcomed the guest with a hand outstretched.  
Felicity remained frozen, stunned. 

The gentleman shook Richard’s hand and said, “So, you’re Richard, huh?” 
“Yes, and you are?” 
Victor piped in, “This is Lou. Ever since last week I’ve wanted to introduce you two.” 
Felicity pulled herself together and nervously said, “Let’s sit down! Dinner’s ready.  Right this 

way.” 
The men filed in behind her and sat around the elegantly decorated dining room table. It finally 

sunk in to Richard mind that this was not the double date he thought it was going to be.  
Victor broke the tension, “Lou is one of my business partners.  We played football together in 

high school. He’s brilliant at what he does, and when I overheard you were having some cash flow 
challenges in your business, I thought you should meet.” 

 “Oh!” Felicity released a relieved chuckle and glanced at Richard.  Smiling, bright eyed, she 
added, “Tremendous!”  

Richard’s glance back to Felicity communicated a feeling of apology and embarrassment as he 
wondered how this mix-up could have happened. 

Lou interjected.  “I’ve heard about what you do, Richard.  I’ve seen the change in Victor over the 
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last three years, and I’m intrigued.  Maybe I can help.” 
“Lou has been instrumental in creatively marketing and reorganizing our systems to turn them 

around.  He’s a financial advisor by trade, but does so much more than that.” 
Felicity looked at Richard and raised her eyebrows.  Turning her glance toward Lou she 

responded, “Great—we’re all ears.” 
Apprehensively Victor interrupted, “I hope you don’t mind I overheard your conversation in the 

kitchen that day—it’s just that you’ve helped me so much, when I realized what you’re dealing with, I 
thought about all my contacts and resources, and truly, I think with some of the people I know, we can 
steer you through this and help you get solid.  We have connections and partners all over the country who 
could benefit from what you do, Richard.” 

Lou pulled back. “Yes, but first things first.  We need to get your cash flow under control.” Lou 
proceeded cautiously, allowing the couple to exercise their choice in the matter. “That is, if you’re open to 
some discussion on that.”  

Richard’s journey in just the previous ten minutes left him stripped of his guard and he began to 
recognize this was probably the answer to their prayers. Pride aside, he accepted. “Yes, I think that could 
be helpful.  I have questions, and I haven’t known what to do—we’re dealing with some things we’ve 
never faced before.” 

“Well, first of all, what’s your passion?” 
“Helping people break through their financial difficulties.” 
“And you say you’re having financial difficulties of your own?” 
Richard was embarrassed, and felt the need to defend himself. “Just because the principles are 

true, it doesn’t mean I’m perfect at living them.  But I’m trying—and have committed to share what I 
learn as I figure it all out.” 

“Sounds like you’ve discovered a portal to genius.”  Lou smiled. 
“What do you mean?” 
“You’re so passionate about making a contribution; you’re even looking at your challenges in 

terms of how you’ll use them to serve others. That’s genius.  Don’t you think you’ll continue to tap into 
brilliant solutions as you need them with a mindset like that?” 

“Yeah, but it’s been tough. We’ve been throwing all our time, money, and energy into the things 
we’re passionate about. But, as often as we’ve invested, we’ve wondered: how long will we have to 
sacrifice before we can relax and enjoy the revenue our businesses produce? They’re doing pretty well, 
we have no complaints—but when the money comes in, it always goes to inventory, or marketing, or 
whatever—it seems endless.  There’s never enough left over to feel like we can start living.” 

“Don’t be too impatient, Richard. This is normal for start-ups.  There does come that day when 
things don’t have to be quite so intense.” 

Felicity piped in, “I get to where I think we’re almost there, and then something always pulls the 
rug out from under us.  We can see where we’re going, but I can’t help but wonder if it’s like the 
proverbial carrot dangling out in front of us, getting us to do things we wouldn’t otherwise do with no 
real hope of ever being able to sit down and enjoy the reward.” 

Richard was finding relief getting this all off his chest. “We’ve seen the principles work, again 
and again, and yeah, we’re still here. It’s not like we’re at the end of all we have yet, but it appears to be 
fast approaching.  We just reject the fear every time it comes up, but it’s getting harder to do.” 

Jumping in before anyone else had a chance to vent some more, Lou said, “I’m sure you’re doing 
all you can to reject thoughts of potential failure,” he paused, “but as honorable as that is, there is a piece 
of you—your subconscious mind as you know—that is designed to keep you safe. All this time you’re 
going unflinchingly toward your goal, it’s down there trying to make sure you don’t meet with disaster. 
It’s constantly asking you, ‘what are you going to do if the money runs out?’ or ‘what are people going to 
think if you fail?’” 

Richard found some comic relief that Lou could blatantly call attention to the thoughts he had 
been trying to ignore for so long. 

The businessman leaned forward and raised his voice, “For crying out loud, answer the question! 
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Give your subconscious mind an answer—without a whole lot of emotional energy on it—and put its 
worries to rest!” Sitting back in his seat, he concluded, “It’ll more likely leave you alone after that.”  

“What do you mean, ‘answer the question’?” Felicity wondered. 
“I mean, ask yourself, ‘so what if the money runs out? What then?’” 
Richard immediately felt a surge of adrenaline and he could feel the panic rise up from wherever 

it had been stuffed for a long, long time. 
“I mean really; what if the money was gone, what then?” Lou repeated. 
“Uh—” Richard tried to speak directly so as to satisfy this new mentor, “we’d lose the house and 

our neighbors might talk about our failures.” 
“Okay, so?” 
“Umm, so, then we’d have to find a cheaper place to live.” 
“And what if you lost your cars, too?” 
“Then, I guess we’d be taking the city bus everywhere.” 
“And, so?” 
The more they drilled down, the less terrifying the potential life-changes seemed to be. Richard 

felt that it became ridiculous, in fact, to bottle up so much fear over scenarios that, in the larger scheme of 
things, were really not that big of a deal.  

Lou concluded, “If everything fell apart, would you quit teaching?  Felicity, if you had to move, 
would you still build your dance programs?” 

“Well, of course—that’s what we do. Wouldn’t you agree, Richard?” 
“Yeah, even if we lost everything, we’d find a way to keep doing what we do—it’s become our 

passion.” 
“Right, even if you lost it all, you would rebuild. In fact, many successful people have had to do 

just that. Now that you’ve answered the nagging question, you can let the issue rest and get back to work 
finding and creating solutions. I think your subconscious mind will give you a little less grief now.” 

“So if our reserves run out before the cash flow is what it needs to be, then there’s the question of 
whether or not to get a loan or use credit cards to keep afloat. That’s my fear—I don’t want to go into debt 
again after working so hard to get out of it.” 

“Well, if it comes to that, you’ll have to decide whether to quit altogether, or draw upon all 
remaining sources and determinedly complete the projects that promise to make your situation solvent,” 
Lou stated matter-of-factly. 

“But we have no other resources.” 
“No credit?  Nobody you could call on?” 
In Richard’s mind, using other people’s money was out of the question, and that was obvious by 

the tension in his jaw. Felicity interjected, “I’m with Richard on this.  We refuse to go into debt—there 
has to be another way.  It took us far too long to get out of it the first time—we’re not going there ever 
again.” 

Lou gently explained, “Whether or not you should ultimately depends on whether you feel that 
the utilization of credit is to delay an inevitable bankruptcy, or whether it will allow you to plant the final 
seeds and supply the necessary sustenance that will bring the long-awaited harvest.”  

“But we decided long ago we would not go into debt again, aside from our mortgage, which we 
hope to eliminate as well.” 

“I agree; it’s critical to stay out of debt. I would never advise you to go into debt. But let me 
explain how ‘debt’ is defined in the financial world. To be in a ‘debt position’ means you owe more than 
the value of your assets. If your assets are greater than your liabilities, you are not in ‘debt’, but in an 
‘equity position’, even if you owe money to creditors. So in that sense, I always counsel my clients to stay 
out of debt. But if your decision to borrow capital brings you to an end that eventually allows you to 
repay everyone in full—instead of declaring bankruptcy—it may be something to consider. Your creditors 
would ultimately thank you for it, don’t you think?” 

“I suppose; but to me, being in debt fundamentally means you owe someone something.  It’s 
bondage; period. I feel that kind of obligation should be avoided at all costs.” 
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“So nobody should owe anyone anything, ever, if we lived in a perfect world; is that what you’re 
saying?” 

“Right. In a perfect world, there would be no debt.” 
“So nobody would owe you anything, either, right?” 
“In a perfect world; that’s right. I think it would be best that everyone be one hundred percent 

free from bondage of any kind. Not that it could ever realistically happen, but in a perfect world, yes.” 
“Did you know you’re regularly putting people in that kind of bondage now? You are a creditor, 

to which a lot of people are in bondage. If you are as fundamentally anti-debt as you claim to be, then you 
probably shouldn’t be a creditor either.” 

Richard was perplexed. “What are you talking about? I don’t know anyone who is in debt to me,” 
turning to his brother, he chided, “except maybe you Victor...” 

Victor smirked and muttered, “Yeah, yeah.” 
Richard turned again to Lou, “But I don’t expect anything from him, I don’t require anything.” 
“You just make me feel that way!” Victor teased back. 
Lou put the conversation back on track, “Do you have any money in the bank?” 
Richard chuckled, “Only a little bit.” 
“Well, do you realize you’ve put the bank, and the people who borrow from the bank, into your 

debt? If you don’t believe in the debt/creditor system at all, then you need to withdraw all of your money 
and release the bank of their obligation to you.” 

Richard reflected on Lou’s words.  He had never thought of the banking system in that light. He 
had never before judged what the bank does as anything less than honorable. 

As Richard and Felicity both quietly digested this advisor’s perspective, Lou added, “And for that 
matter, you should never go to a restaurant that lets you eat before you pay, because for that span of time, 
you’re in debt to them. You’d have to always pay in advance; but then wait a minute, if you paid in 
advance, you’d be putting them in debt to you.” 

The more their advisor painted such pictures, the more absurd their expectations for a perfect 
world seemed to be. 

The advisor reiterated, “Stay out of debt. Yes.  In other words: avoid owing more than you could 
repay if all was liquidated. But also, don’t be afraid to engage in the economic system, either. Stay 
focused on production, over and above consumption, and wealth can be created, not just for you, but also 
for those who are in business to profit from helping you have the capital you need for a time. Make sure if 
you engage in the system, do it with gratitude—not guilt. How you feel about borrowing the money has a 
real effect on your ability to stay on track with the strategies you have for paying it back.” 

Richard raised his eyebrows and glanced at Felicity who also seemed thoughtful about this 
instruction.  

Victor interjected, “There was a time when I worried about the same thing, and I came to the 
conclusion that it’s sort of like trying to get from New York to Los Angeles under a deadline, with the 
one rule to never go east, because that’s backwards and takes me away from my goal. But if I’m sitting in 
New York, and the Airport is thirty miles east of me,” he looked at Felicity and continued, “am I going to 
travel east to catch the plane, or am I going to doggedly go in no other direction except west, and have 
any hope of arriving on time?”  

His question was rhetorical and caused Richard to reflect on the dilemma from a different 
perspective than he had ever entertained in the past. 

Lou affirmed, “That’s right. But I’ll just say this because I don’t want you coming back blaming 
me if it doesn’t go the way you hope: don’t borrow money if it puts you into a mindset of fear. When 
you’re operating from a mindset of fear, you’ll make different kinds of decisions than when you’re at 
peace. A decision made from a place of fear is like driving a car under the influence of drugs: you’ll 
probably do something stupid. But if it puts you into a mindset of advancement, and allows you to finish 
your projects quicker, gives you the continued ability to make progress and solve problems with a clear 
and sound plan for paying it back, then do it without beating yourself up. Then, don’t look back and get to 
work making it pay as quickly as possible. Understand, Richard, this is a completely different issue from 
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using other people’s money for consumption. In, other words, don’t take out a second mortgage to buy a 
boat, unless that is, you know how to turn the boat into production that increases your cash flow. Utilizing 
other people’s money for production can in some cases be the wise thing to do, while using it for 
consumption is always foolish. You’ve got to determine your motive, mindset, plan for repayment, and 
tolerance for risk.” 

~~~~~~ 
 

In spite of their efforts to avoid it, in less than a year, Richard and Felicity’s fears were realized.  With 
their savings depleted, they faced the very scenario that had been discussed with Lou at dinner. 

Richard reflected on that night.  “Felicity, do you think we created this problem by talking about 
it with Lou?” 

“Oh, I don’t know.  I doubt it. I mean really, if you think back over the last twelve months, don’t 
you think we’ve done everything in our power to stay positive in spite of the setbacks?  What more could 
we have done?  We absolutely handled every challenge that came along in a levelheaded way. When we 
fell back into old thinking, it didn’t take long to recognize it and fix it.  For the most part, we didn’t get 
upset over the setbacks.” 

“You’re right,” Richard agreed. 
“We even managed to view that ridiculous law suit in a positive way—knowing that if we could 

get through it without destroying our vision for the future, the reward on the other side of it would be 
amazing,” Felicity stated with certainty. 

Richard scoffed, “Yeah, that one came completely out of left field; it amazes me how dishonest 
and ruthless people—opportunists—can be.” 

“I’m sure there will come a day when we look at that and understand what we needed to learn 
from it.” 

Richard shrugged, “Maybe it was just an opportunity to practice right thinking.  It’s not like you 
can really practice these principles without problems to practice with.”   

Felicity was thoughtful, and then said, “I’m glad you kept writing through it all—you’ve 
demonstrated the principles you teach in action, and one day, you’ll see the fruits of your efforts, too.” 

“I’m counting on it. I wonder sometimes; but I’m so far down this path that I have no other 
choice but to push through.” 

“Now, honey, you always have a choice,” Felicity reminded. 
“Yeah, I know—and this is my choice.  I can see no other path than the one we’re on—the one 

that’s laid out before us.  I’m going to keep going until I have no other choice than to take a different 
path. So long as there is something I can do, I’ll keep going.” 

“So we’re going to start using other people’s money?” 
“Do you see any other way?” Richard wondered. 
“It can’t be a long-term solution, Rich.  Do you really see how this can turn around before it runs 

out like our savings did?” 
“Honey, I can’t believe God would bring us this far to fail now.  I don’t know, maybe this is one 

of those final tests to see if we can continue in right-thinking.” 
“How can utilizing other people’s money be a test? That sounds totally backwards to me.” 
“No, it’s not that—I mean, we’ve sacrificed a lot over the years, and we’ve always said we’d do 

what it took, except for borrowing money.  I think no matter what our exception was, it may have been 
the final test we would have had to pass.  Would we be borrowing the money to simply delay an 
unavoidable bankruptcy?  Or would we be borrowing it to keep us in business while the law of gestation 
carries out its processes?  Since I can’t imagine that all we’ve been through was for nothing, maybe it’s 
our test to see if we can draw upon that last and final resource without allowing it to mess with our 
psyche.” 

Felicity didn’t respond right away.  Finally she expressed her thoughts aloud. “It kind of ticks me 
off to think we’d have to cross that line—but it wouldn’t surprise me.  No, I feel like we only need to float 
a little longer, and our businesses will begin to pay what we need them to pay.  This would not be to delay 
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an unavoidable bankruptcy; that’s not how I see this. Sure, I can let myself feel grateful to participate in 
blessing someone else’s life. You know, letting someone else profit from the interest we’ll have to pay.” 

“Okay, but let’s put our exit strategy in place, too.  If we don’t achieve a set benchmark in six 
months, then let’s use the remaining funds to move somewhere more affordable.  We don’t want to be 
completely destitute before we drop everything and transition into a more affordable lifestyle,” Richard 
proposed, being careful to talk about it without fear or emotional concern about the outcome. 

Not thrilled at the prospect of uprooting the children, Felicity bravely replied, “Sounds 
reasonable.” 

Talking about the situation with Felicity always helped Richard believe his own hopeful words. 
However, in quieter moments alone, Richard wasn’t always so at peace about their future. With less than 
one week before they’d reach the end of their savings, and knowing the anticipated cash flow would still 
be grossly inadequate, Richard reflected again on his discussion with Lou. 

Richard had never thought of ‘debt’ in contrast to ‘equity’ before, and part of him felt like it was 
just a dangerous rationalization. Regardless, in the position he found himself now, he could see no other 
choice but to either 1) abandon his long-determined purpose to bring his life-changing message to the 
world, and instead go find employment working for someone else, or 2) continue to build their businesses 
and keep their commitments on borrowed money. 

Lamenting that he even needed to make such a decision, he counseled again with Felicity and 
they agreed they must proceed, even at the risk of all they had accomplished so far.  

“Richard,” Felicity reasoned, “We’ve done just what we knew we were supposed to do.  In fact, 
although I honestly don’t believe we’ll have to, I’m willing to lose everything and start over if that’s what 
it takes.” Felicity stated with resolve. 

Amazed at the remarkable evolved version of his wife who stood before him now, Richard could 
scarcely believe how far they had come.  Gratitude and a sense of awe filled his heart that they both were 
determined to fearlessly pursue their objectives.  

He finally spoke, “Felicity, money or no money, home or no home, I know what I need to be 
doing.  Whenever I’m completely engaged in living my purpose and utilizing the talents I know I’m 
meant to utilize, I feel successful.  No amount of money in the world could ever duplicate that feeling.” 

Felicity chuckled and then embraced him warmly. “I know what you mean.” With a melancholy 
sigh she continued, “So, now what? Is it time to pull out the credit cards?” 

Richard didn’t respond right away.  After furrowing his brow and staring off into space he 
eventually responded curiously, “Wait a minute.  Maybe not.” 
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34	-	Déjà	Vu	
 
“Honey, I’ll be back in a bit—I have an idea.” Richard abruptly dismissed himself, leaving Felicity 
standing alone and looking perplexed. 

He ran to the home office and snatched up the phone, pressing the speed dial for Lou.  After a 
moment, he relaxed.  “Ah, Lou?  This is Richard, Victor’s brother—I hope you don’t mind me calling.” 

“Of course not.  What’s going on?” 
 “The reason I’m calling is because, well, it happened: we ran out of money, and we were just 

getting ready to pull out the credit cards when I had a thought.  Do you mind if I run it past you?  I’d like 
your input on it—I want to make sure I’m thinking right. 

“Go ahead; shoot.” 
“Oh, thank you.” Richard breathed, and then continued, “Okay, so I just remembered I have this 

retirement account where I used to work.  I have no idea how much it has in there right now, haven’t 
really had time to pay attention to it. It was preferred stock in the company.” 

“You mean you haven’t been taking the quarterly dividends?” 
“No, I haven’t, because I set it up to just reinvest them back into the company.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, because we wanted to avoid the 10% penalties.” 
“But couldn’t you have been using them to fund your business?”  
“Yeah, well, it used to be my 401K, so it was always considered ‘retirement’, and the rule has 

always been that we just don’t touch it.” 
“So what made you take it out of the 401K in the first place?” 
“I realized that I needed to invest in something I believed in, and at the time, it was clear my 

success depended on the company’s success, and I believed in them, so I bought into Stillwater 
Technologies.” 

“But you’re not with them anymore...” 
“Well, right, that’s why I thought it might be time to transition that money out of the company 

and into my own.” 
“I was hoping you’d say that!” 
“Really? Well, here’s my issue: I’m sure the account has at least seventeen grand in it, because 

that what I put in, and they’ve really taken off over the last few years with that InnoValve.” 
“So you don’t know how much you have in the account?  Do you know what you need, to bridge 

the gap until your business starts producing like you expect?” 
“Actually, no, I’m not sure how much we need.  It’s hard to say, but I figure this training system 

could be ready to release in four more months. I figure we need twenty to thirty grand, minimum, to carry 
us through until it can start producing.” 

“And how much do you have in hand right now?” 
“Oh, um, we’re down to just a few hundred dollars, actually.” 
“Well, you probably should have requested your retirement long before now, did you know it can 

take a month or two for them to get it to you?” 
“Are you serious? It takes that long?”  Richard groaned and rubbed the back of his neck.   
“You’d better call them right away.  Find out how much money you have, and at least get the 

process started.” 
“Okay, I’ll give them a call. If it looks like there’s enough in there, then maybe you could help 

me figure out how to hold everything together until it shows up in two months.” 
“I’d be happy to.” 
“Thanks, Lou.  Talk soon.” 
Immediately, after hanging up the phone, Richard picked it up again and called the Human 
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Resources department at Stillwater Technologies, hoping to talk to someone familiar, but uncertain 
whether anyone he knew still worked there. 

“This is Betty, can I help you?” 
Richard smiled, “Betty!  It’s Richard, Richard Goodman!” 
“Well, well, well!  If it isn’t the old company maharishi!” 
“Very cute, Betty.  Hey, can you look at my stock?  I’m thinking about cashing out.” 
“Oh, you don’t want to do that.” 
“Why not?” 
“Because you’ll get hit with some serious penalties.” 
Richard didn’t need another reminder of the downside of this decision.  He was on a mission to 

simply discover the balance.  Avoiding the dreary topic he replied, “Anyway, can you look it up real 
quick?”  

“Sure, just give me a moment.”  Betty placed Richard on hold and Richard sat on the edge of his 
desk crunching numbers while he waited. 

Finally she clicked back on.  “Sir, your account has $42,563.51.  Would you like me to get you 
the paperwork?” 

Richard jumped to his feet, ecstatic that the figure had grown so much, and answered, “Yes, 
please—the sooner the better.” 

“I’ll fax it over.  What’s your number there?” 
 

~~~~~~ 
 

After Richard’s abrupt departure, Felicity had made herself some hot chocolate and sat, reading a 
magazine in the kitchen.  Richard bounded in and announced, “I’ve got it!” Then, as if as an afterthought 
he added, “Sort of...” 

Felicity set the magazine down and smiling, asked, “Oh? What is it?” 
“I just cashed in on our retirement.” 
Felicity scrunched her eyebrows.  “I think I’m having déjà vu, but I’m going to try really hard not 

to freak out this time.  Honey, the rule has always been that we don’t touch that money!  It’s our 
retirement!  Haven’t we gone through this before?” 

“I know, we have; and I’ve learned something here.  When our money was in the 401K, we didn’t 
have any clue what it was being used for. For all we knew, it could have been used to support a product or 
service against our values.  The fees were automatically deducted, so we never paid attention to it.  I 
added it up once—and if we had been required to write a check for every transaction they drafted, we 
would have been up in arms!  I determined from that moment that the money would serve us best if it was 
invested in something that carried meaning for us, and something in which we had some control over the 
outcome.  But that was then; I no longer work for Stillwater Technologies, and so I believe it’s time we 
use it for our own company.” 

“Wow, I never thought of it like that before.  But, Richard, what about the penalty?  We’re going 
to get hit pretty hard—wouldn’t it be better to just let it grow until we can draw from it without the 
penalty?” 

“Felicity, how much interest would we have to pay if we accumulate more debt?” 
“Oh, depends on where we get it.  Somewhere between eight and twenty-two percent per year.” 
“So if we need thirty grand to hold things together until the business starts generating enough 

revenue, then we can either pay ten percent once on the retirement draw, and owe nobody anything, or we 
can pay between eight and twenty-two percent every year and be liable until the loans are paid back.  
What if it takes us five years?  The retirement account will have cost ten percent, around $3000 just once, 
but the loan will have cost between forty and a hundred and ten percent, anywhere between $10,000 and 
$33,000! If we take longer, the numbers only get more ridiculous; but in any case, the so-called penalty is 
a much better deal!” 

Felicity was amazed. To show her agreement she added, “And, our own money would be utilized 
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once again to invest in ourselves.” 
“Right.  But here’s the problem.  We’re already out of money, and the retirement funds won’t be 

in our hands for up to sixty more days.” 
“What?  Wow.”  Felicity raised her eyebrows and then continued, “Well, that sounds like a 

reasonable purpose for credit cards, then; what do you think?” 
“You mean, use them now and pay them off when the retirement money gets here?” 
“Yeah—I mean, now that we have an exit strategy in place?” 
Richard smiled.  “I like the way you think.  You’re amazing, you know that?” 
“Yeah, and don’t you forget it,” Felicity chided. 
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35	-	Bunny	Slippers	
 
Four months went by, and the cash flow still wasn’t in place. But the Goodmans refused to give up and 
used nearly every last penny of their retirement, as well as resorting to some borrowed funds.   

However, their time in the refiner’s fire over the recent years had, in a strange way, taught them 
to be calm in the face of adversity. So when the cash was nearly gone, and their debt load was larger than 
it had ever been in their lives, and even though the projects still required additional work, something 
dawned on Richard. Sharing his epiphany with Felicity, he said, “When you think longer term, like ten 
years out, today’s catastrophe is actually reduced to a mere irritant.” 

Felicity chuckled. “Yes, when put that way, it really is merely irritating that our money is pretty 
much gone, and we still have a house payment due in two weeks.” 

With their savings spent, and their credit extended to its maximum, the moment they had held 
fearfully in the back of their mind all those years was finally theirs to face. 

And inexplicably, they had never been more at peace.  
It was as though they were finally required to fight the monster under the bed, and to their 

surprise, they discovered it was only a pair of bunny slippers.  
“So, this is it, I suppose. We have a few hundred dollars left, and I’m not even worried. I can’t 

remember ever being this content. If we lose everything and have to start over,” Felicity shrugged, “we’ll 
start over. If we have to move into a trailer or live out of the car, we’ll still find a way to expand your 
training programs and I’ll continue to build Talent Team.”  

Richard wondered at the serenity enveloping them both, here at the end of their resources. “I 
know, it’s hard to believe I could have this much peace with external evidence appearing so disastrous.”  
Richard’s eyes suddenly sparkled. “Honey, I’d like to take you to dinner for our anniversary.”  

“What? We haven’t allowed ourselves to eat out all year! Of all times, how can you justify it 
now? With our deadlines, Richard, it’s not like we have time to just enjoy a social engagement, shooting 
the breeze together when it won’t help solve the money problem.” 

“Felicity, it’s because of our deadlines that we don’t have time to squander in any other way. 
We’ve got to get back into the right mindset where solutions can come. Forcing them to come in any 
other mindset will bring us nothing.  Besides, I want to celebrate—you. It’s been so long since we’ve just 
let ourselves have a good time; just for tonight, can we just forget about business, and enjoy each other at 
one of our favorite restaurants?” 

Felicity smiled, “Why not.” 
Dinner that night was wonderful, and after years of practice managing their fears, they had no 

trouble setting them aside for just another short hour and a half. 
Richard expressed his gratitude and amazement for the journey, and their relationship. He 

rejoiced in their happiness and the unbelievable peace of mind they felt, knowing the good they had yet to 
accomplish—and the mark they knew they’d leave on the world.  They brainstormed on what they could 
do right away to create value for someone else, and made plans to stay in service, to keep their minds off 
of what they lacked. 

When they were done, together they walked to the cashier and Richard playfully elbowed her in 
the side. “Felicity, we’re going to be wealthy.”  

Teasingly she replied, “Oh yeah? How on earth is that supposed to happen?” 
“I have no idea, but I know where to start,” Richard winked and then signed the receipt. 
Stepping squarely in front of him, reaching around his waist and clasping her hands behind her 

husband, she looked him in the eyes with admiration, and a smirk. “You know, Richard, more than ever, 
it’ll take a miracle.” 
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He responded with a grin and took her hand in his. Leading her to the car he stopped before 
opening her door. Tenderly brushing the hair from her eyes, he replied, “Yeah? Well, Felicity,” Bringing 
his lips close to her ear, his words quieted to a whisper: “I happen to believe in miracles.” 

He kissed her head and opened the door. Within moments the waiter rushed out of the restaurant 
waving a piece of paper. “Sir, the manager wanted me to catch you—for your anniversary,” he panted, 
“the meal’s on the house!” 

A glance passed between the couple exuding amazement and gratitude, and Felicity’s eyes 
became misty while she watched Richard thank the waiter and retrieve the voided receipt. She couldn’t 
remember a time when they had felt so entirely united in purpose, so guided, and so supported by unseen, 
heavenly help as they were feeling in that moment.  

As they drove home, Felicity reflected aloud; “I’m amazed and grateful for the meal, but you 
know what? Even more than that, to me it’s just assurance we’ll continue to have all we need if we just 
continue one step at a time toward fulfilling our purpose. After all, what greater security could anyone ask 
for?” 

That night, Felicity logged the events of the day in her journal, and concluded with a reminder to 
herself and to whomever would read it in the future:  

 
Go boldly toward your goal. Do what you can do today. Make progress. Fall forward. 
When you’re truly at the end of all you can do, that’s where you’ll find what you need to 
keep going. If you don’t have what you think you need in this moment, you don’t really 
need it. Do your best with what you have, and you’ll find that all you had in the moment 
was enough. 

~~~~~~ 
  

On a quiet morning a few days later, Richard opened his e-mail to find a message from Lou. It read:  
 
Richard, I know a businessman in Europe who is thinking about having you to train his 
employees. Have you ever been to Belgium?  I’ve told him all about you, and he’s read 
your book.  He says he wants to talk with you about a possible semi-long-term contract—
and after the way I pitched you, he’s expecting to pay you handsomely. (You can thank 
me later.)  But you’ll need to get yourself to his office in Brussels on Tuesday. I’ve tried 
to get more details out of him, but he wants to meet you in person first.  Feeling 
adventurous? 
 

Taken aback, Richard called to his sweetheart: “Felicity, come check this out!” 
“What?”  Felicity called from the other room. 
Richard hurried to her side. “I’m going to Brussels!” Pulling Felicity away from her computer, he 

scooped her into his arms and spun her around.  
“Honey!” she shrieked. 
Spinning across the room and setting her down on the sofa, he turned her face to his and kissed 

her so long that she finally had to gasp for air. Pulling away and giggling she said, “What’s this all 
about?” 

Richard shook his head enthusiastically. “This is just the kind of opportunity we’ve been praying 
for!”  He waited for his words to sink in, and when she didn’t respond, he continued more quietly, 
solemnly. “God just sent another tender mercy; let’s pray and thank Him. I think we should kneel this 
time.” 

Felicity’s smile showed a deeper level of genuine adoration for her man than ever before. She 
hugged him, took his hand and they knelt together while Richard offered a heart-felt expression of 
gratitude that they had been carried through a refiner’s fire, and showered with more blessings than they 
could number.  

Surely, there was no better way, to start another perfect day. 
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36	-	Hasenpfeffer	in	Odenthal	
 
As soon as Richard finished his prayer, he and Felicity stood and embraced each other quietly.  
Remaining in her husband’s arms with her head on his chest, Felicity cautiously revealed a concern.  
“Richard?” 

“Hmm?” 
“You’re going to Brussels?” 
Richard hesitated and pulled away to look her in the eyes. “I think I should, don’t you?” 
“What’s in Brussels?  You haven’t told me anything about this!” 
“What do you think this is about? Have you just been humoring me, or what?” 
“All I know is that when you’re on fire, it’s contagious.  But now, well, the emotion has subsided, 

so I’d like to know what’s really going on here.” 
Richard chuckled. “I’m sorry, Honey. Lou’s been talking to someone in his network who owns a 

company in Brussels.  He’s read my book, and because of Lou’s recommendation, the guy wants me to 
train his people. It could be a semi-long-term contract that’s supposed to pay pretty well.” 

“Okay, but what does that mean?  What about the family?” 
“I’m not sure, but what choice do I have?  Nothing else has come along, and we need the 

money!” 
“We always have a choice,” Felicity reminded him. 
“Yeah, I know; but I’d like to just talk to him and see where it goes.”  Richard’s eyes begged 

consent. 
Felicity looked worried. “Only after you and I get absolutely clear on what we will and will not 

give up to chase a dollar.” 
“That’s fine. Felicity, I’m only exploring this because it may be very the thing I need to advance 

the purpose that burns in my soul, getting this message out and transforming people’s lives.” 
“Right, but what about your family? What if it’s in complete alignment with the service you’re 

uniquely endowed to render, but it leaves your family behind?”  Felicity was becoming increasingly 
concerned, because Richard still hadn’t said the words that would put her mind at ease. 

“Then it wouldn’t be aligned with my purpose, now, would it?”  Richard paused, then sighed. 
“Felicity, I haven’t signed anything.  Nobody’s offered me a position yet.  It can’t hurt to meet with him 
and find out how long this contract would last, and how much he’s planning to pay.” 

“But to fly all the way to Europe, just to meet with him before you even have a contract?  What 
about airfare?  Hotel? We don’t have that kind of money right now.” 

“If we determine this is something I should do, we’ll find the money.  Remember: goal first, way 
second?” 

Felicity sat down and huffed, inflating her cheeks.  “So what would make this the ideal contract? 
If we make a list of characteristics with the intention to find an opportunity that matches it, and if after 
that, this Brussels thing still feels like a good idea to explore, then, I say go for it.  If it doesn’t feel like a 
fit, then making the list will probably set things in motion to bring about the ideal contract somewhere 
else.” 

“Oooh, I like how you think,” Richard smiled proudly. “Grab a notepad; let’s do this.” 
The couple brainstormed for the better part of an hour and ended up with the following 

characteristics: 
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My Ideal Contract 
Less than 30-minutes from home 
At least $15,000/mo net 
Trainees who benefit from my unique abilities 
Leadership who I enjoy working with/for  
Helps further my career 
An environment with an inspiring atmosphere 
Becomes, or leads me to, continual work  
All this, or something better. 
 
 

After the list was complete, Richard and Felicity looked at it quietly.   
Felicity was the first to speak. “Do you believe such a contract even exists?”  
“In a world of six-billion people? Of course it exists.” 
“In Brussels, though?” 
Richard sighed.  “I know it doesn’t fit the list, but I can’t let go of the thought that maybe I’m 

supposed to meet the guy anyway.” 
Felicity tossed the notepad to the table in disbelief and scoffed. “I actually feel the same way. 

Creating this list, for some reason, has only increased the intrigue I feel about the opportunity, whatever it 
is.  It just doesn’t make sense.” 

 “Then I guess I’d better follow this rabbit and see where it leads.  But I’ll need a plane ticket in a 
hurry; let’s find some money.” 

~~~~~~  
 

Richard landed in Brussels wide-eyed and nervous.  As he arrived at baggage claim, he was relieved to 
see a gentleman by the door holding a large card with his name printed in large black letters across the 
front.  The men greeted each other, and Richard was grateful that the gentleman knew English. 

“I will take you to your hotel, and after you have a good sleep, I’ll pick you up again at 8:30 to 
meet the company president, Dietmar Hoffmann at the office.  He looks forward to meeting you.” 

“Thank you—what was your name?” 
“I’m Hans.” 
“Thank you, Hans.” 
During the forty-five minute ride to the hotel, Richard enjoyed a lively conversation with the 

company driver, who was visibly thrilled to be at his service.  They talked at length about their 
backgrounds and experiences, and the conversation took an exciting turn when Hans learned that Richard 
at one time worked for a company that built medical devices.” 

“Is that so?” Hans asked with curiosity. 
“That’s right, Stillwater Technologies is best known for creating something called the InnoValve 

several years ago.  It was revolutionary.” 
Hans’ excitement mounted and he nearly forgot to keep his eyes on the road, “I know!  I was one 

of the first in my country to receive the InnoValve!” 
Leaning forward in his seat Richard exclaimed, “No kidding! Here in Belgium?” 
“No, I’m actually from Dusseldorf, Germany.” 
“Well, I’ll have to give the president a call—the man who invented it—Morgan.  He’ll be thrilled 

to know I met you.”  Richard fell back again in his seat and then asked, “You doing well?” 
“Never been better!” 

~~~~~~  
 

At the end of the next day, after an interesting meeting with Dietmar Hoffman, Richard returned to his 
hotel room and collapsed on the bed.  Expressionless, he looked thoughtfully toward the ceiling and took 
a deep, slow breath.  Thinking about the outcome of his visit with the president, he shook his head and 
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then sat up abruptly.  Before he could call home, he felt urgency to see if Morgan was available for a 
conversation first. 

He checked the clock and calculated the time change between Brussels and Kansas, and 
determined it was nearly lunchtime back home, so he had the best chance of reaching Morgan at the 
office. 

After a few rings he heard, “Stillwater Technologies, Linda speaking.  How may I help you?” 
“Linda—it’s Richard Goodman, how are you doing?” 
“Wow, Richard! It’s been a long time! I’m great, thank you.  And you?” 
“Good.” Richard was polite but distracted. “Hey—I’m looking for Morgan, is he available?” 
“Actually, he’s out of the country right now.  He and Ray are working on a deal in Amsterdam 

and won’t be home until Saturday.” 
“Amsterdam? Can I reach him while he’s there?” 
“You can try; I’ll give you his cell number.” 
Richard recorded the number, thanked Linda, and then dialed Morgan’s phone. 
The line connected quickly.  The voice on the other end spoke, “Morgan here.” 
“Morgan, it’s Richard Goodman, long time no talk to,” Richard spoke nostalgically, smiling. 
“Richard?  Is that you? For Pete’s sake, it’s great to hear your voice! What are you up to?” 
“Actually, I just spoke with Linda; she said you were in Europe.  I just had to call you and thank 

you for everything you and Ray did for me all those years ago.  It put me on an amazing path, and I just 
landed the most incredible contract—it’s a dream come true and I’m humbled by the tremendous 
difference you’ve made in my life.”  Richard choked up. 

“Well, that’s wonderful to hear, Rich.” 
“I also needed to tell you that I met someone today, someone else who is grateful you followed 

your passion twenty years ago.  His name is Hans.  He was my driver today, and he was the first German 
to receive the InnoValve.   You saved his life, man.  He’s got a beautiful young family, and the kids still 
have a father around because of you.” 

The line went silent, and Richard began to wonder if the connection had been lost.   
“You still there?” 
“Yes, Rich.  Thanks for letting me know.”  Morgan took a deep breath and continued, “So, where 

is this dream contract?” 
“Actually I’m in Brussels right now...” 

 Ray interrupted, “Brussels?  How long you going to be in Brussels?” 
 “I’m supposed to leave tomorrow.”  
 After a brief pause, Morgan said, “Just a second, Rich.”  The line went silent again and after a 
minute Morgan returned.  “Rich, can you take an extra day before going home? Ray and I have decided 
that we have some unfinished business to take care of in Odenthal, not far from Dusseldorf.  What would 
it take to have you meet us there, with Hans?” 

“Um, I don’t know—actually Hans is from Dusseldorf.  But, why?  What’s this all about?” 
Richard was perplexed. 

Morgan continued. “This is big Richard—it’s a long story, and even if you can’t pull it off, can 
you get us in touch with Hans?” 

“I enjoy long stories, so now you’ve got me curious.” 
“Just meet us tomorrow night and we’ll explain everything.” 
Richard scoffed, “What am I supposed to tell Felicity?” 
“Just tell her you’ve spotted a rabbit and need to delay your return by just one more day.” 
Richard was confused. “Or, is it more accurate that I’m helping you catch one of yours?” 
“Probably so. Whatever it takes, Rich!” 
 
After hanging up the phone, Richard called his wife.  “Hi Felicity, how’re you and the kids?” 
“Hi Sweetie!  We’re doing just fine.  How was the meeting?  What happened?” 
“I got the contract!” 



Portal	to	Genius																																																																																															Householder	/	Gunderson	

	
©	Leslie	Householder	2016,	all	rights	reserved.	Unauthorized	sharing,	distribution,	or	copying	
(in	whole	or	in	part)	without	written	permission	is	prohibited.		www.thoughtsalive.com	

113	

Felicity didn’t respond immediately. When she finally did, she spoke slowly. “And, what does 
that mean?  How long will you have to stay there?”  Her voice revealed disappointment. 

“Dietmar asked me to train his sales team and track results with them over the next six months.  
He offered me a company condo to stay in while I fulfilled the contract, but I told him it wouldn’t work 
with our family objectives.  After some brainstorming, he determined that the job could be handled 
remotely.  I’ll be training his people from our home office in Andover!” 

“What?”  Felicity was ecstatic.  
“I’ll tell you more when I get home—would it be okay if I stay an extra day?  Ray and Morgan 

are in Amsterdam and they want to meet me somewhere near Dusseldorf tomorrow night.  I checked the 
map and we’re both less than a three hour drive to something they want to show me, or tell me, I’m not 
sure.” 

Felicity was thrilled about his new position, and that he wouldn’t have to live in Europe for six 
months was compensation enough to allow him to stay the extra day. 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
To Richard’s relief, Hans was enthusiastic at the prospect of meeting the man whose inspired invention 
had saved his life with the InnoValve, and he looked forward to hearing the story behind its creation.  “I’ll 
show you my home town! We’ll visit my family!” In his words, it was ‘unquestionably worth the 
adventure’, so they left in time to put them in Odenthal by 7:00 pm. 

Upon arriving at Café-Restaurant Heuser in Odenthal, Richard was greeted outside the front door 
by Ray and Morgan who had arrived only a few minutes ahead of them.   

“Richard!  So great to see you again!”  Ray delivered an aggressive bear hug as Richard’s eyes 
communicated tolerance and amusement to a smiling Hans nearby.   

After releasing Richard, Ray extended his hand to Hans and said enthusiastically, “You must be 
Hans.” 

Hans ignored Ray’s extended arm and threw his arms exuberantly around him.  Ray’s eyes 
communicated a similar reaction of amusement to Richard. Then turning to Morgan Hans repeated the 
gesture. “It’s wonderful to meet you.” Hans beamed, “Thank you both—for life!”  

An embarrassed, humbled Morgan diverted the men’s attention. “Let’s go inside.  I’m famished!” 
The men were seated near a wall where they could visit quietly, and Hans’ again expressed 

gratitude that he finally was meeting the men whose efforts had changed his life forever.  Soon the 
waitress arrived and with a thick German accent asked in English, “Vat voot my guests haf tonight?”  

Morgan glanced at Ray, visibly moved by the significance of the moment.  Doing his best to 
maintain his composure, he replied expressively, “Hasenpfeffer.  For all of us.”  

Hearing this, Richard stopped browsing and closed his menu. He looked at Hans and shrugged, 
not knowing what hasenpfeffer was, but willing to try it anyway.  

While they waited for their meal, Richard shared all that had been transpiring in his life, including 
his most recent struggle regarding whether or not he should explore the Brussels opportunity, even when 
it didn’t appear quite right. 

Morgan stepped in and began to relate the whole story of their journey, describing his invention 
and the “portal to genius” that inspired it, the nachos at halftime as well as hasenpfeffer in Odenthal, and 
explained, “Richard, if you had not come Brussels, we wouldn’t have known about Hans. We always 
dreamed of the day we’d come to Germany and enjoy hasenpfeffer with a valve recipient.”   

Chiming in, Ray added, “It’s what kept us going through the hard times.” 
Abruptly Richard interjected, “That would explain my strange impulse to go to Brussels, even 

when the opportunity did not match my list.”  Richard thought the details through and then said aloud, 
“Wow. And the opportunity ended up matching my list anyway.”  

The men were quiet and the waitress brought their stew.  Hans smiled. “Hasenpfeffer.” Then he 
turned to Richard, “You know what this is, don’t you?” 

“Not so sure...” 
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“Well as the author of The Jackrabbit Factor, you should know; it’s peppered rabbit.” 
Richard turned abruptly toward Hans and asked, “Really?” Then dazed, he turned back to stare at 

the place setting in front of him.  He mumbled to himself, “Rabbit.” 
As the other men chattered on, Richard was transported through time and space and thought of 

Felicity.  “It always goes back to the rabbit,” he remembered her saying. His mind was flooded with 
memories of the last ten years since his dream in the woods, and he sat in awe, grateful for all they had 
been through.  So much had been learned.  So much richness had been gained.  He held the key now: a 
knowing that all of their experiences had been for their good, and that those moments of glory, relief, and 
joy are always waiting to be discovered on the other side of the pain, heartache, and frustration—
dependably. He didn’t need life to deliver only pleasure, but he did find pleasure knowing that there was 
joy and peace to be found, not just in spite of, but only first because of the anguish. 

The men noticed Richard’s attention had slipped away.  “Hey, Rich, where’d you go?” Morgan 
asked in good humor. 

Reflectively, Richard responded with contentment radiating through his eyes. “Oh, I was just 
thinking.”  

“Well, that’s a good thing to be doing,” Ray winked, elbowing Morgan and swallowing a bite of 
stew. “You keep that up,” Ray smiled, shaking his fork first at Hans and then pointing it squarely toward 
Richard, “and you just might discover another portal to genius.”  

Richard’s eyes beamed warmth, and a grin spread slowly across his face as he nodded his head 
resolutely and replied, “I look forward to it.” 
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For	the	Reader		
 
Now that you have seen how to face and solve challenges using the laws of success, are you ready to 
experience greater success for yourself? Would you like some assistance implementing what you’ve 
learned? Sometimes we all need a little extra support to put the ideas into action more effectively. That’s 
why I’m eager to help you take your understanding to the next level. Here’s what I recommend next: 
	
1)	Get	Portal	To	Genius	in	Paperback,	MP3,	or	Audio	CD	format	
 
Portal to Genius is available in paperback; and the audio book is available in mp3 format and in a 9-disc 
audio CD set. Make Portal to Genius a part of your permanent success library, and make a difference in 
the life of others, by gifting it to your friends, family, and associates. These products are available now at 
www.ThoughtsAlive.com.  
 
2)	Attend	Genius	Bootcamp 
 
Based on the book Portal to Genius, this life-changing 3-day workshop provides the environment, 
support, and training to help you get the genius ideas YOU need for solving life’s toughest challenges. 
Visit www.GeniusBootcamp.com to learn more. 	
	

“…Exhilarating… I discovered answers and solutions to all the problems I came to Bootcamp to 
solve. It was much more meaningful than I imagined. I would like to do this again…” Julie G. 

	
3)	Get	Advanced	Training	–	Home	Study 
 
A perfect follow-up to Genius Bootcamp, the 3-month MINDSET	 GENIUS™ Family Time & Money 
Freedom (FTMF) Home Study Course takes you on an in-depth study and implementation of the laws 
of success, goal achievement, and soul purpose. It’s powerful, transformational, and designed to help you 
create a life-long pattern of success in overcoming every current obstacle, and thriving in every future 
endeavor. Visit www.ProsperTheFamily.com to learn more. 
 

“The experience was, of course, amazing, humbling, inspiring, and I think at times 
unbelievable…Is anyone else feeling uncomfortable, aside from elation of course, with their new 
success? Last night I started to panic that we were actually getting what we wanted… I do get 
relief from the home study course where Leslie states this is normal… Don’t get me wrong. I feel 
so grateful and ready, just an unexpected nervousness as well.” Amanda J. 

 
4)	Share	Your	Story	
 
Over the years, I’ve received thousands of messages from people all over the world who describe the 
significant results they’ve experienced as they have applied the principles. I love reading these success 
stories, and I look forward to hearing yours, too! So, put the principles to the test, and then remember to 
share your story by contacting us at www.ThoughtsAlive.com.  
 
To your success! 
 
Leslie Householder 
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