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Rollye James has never ceased to grab my attention by the nose hairs, and tweek. “What Am I Doing Here?”
is a radio action packed motivational trip of a twisted mind. In a good way. We need more angry white women.

GARY BURBANK - Radio Legend

Anyone who's anyone in the industry knows Rollye James. Her encyclopedic knowledge of radio is legendary,
combine that with her real-life experiences from coast-to-coast and you have one of the most intelligent, eclectic
and soulful humans on the planet. Her sage advice has been something she has given to me, selflessly, and has been a
major component in my life. It will be to you too— after you read this book.

KEVIN GERSHAN - Entertainment Tonight/CBS Television Distribution

Rollye James is that unique voice among my radio brethren who actually puts perspective to the stories we all say we'll
write someday. This is one compelling hook. More than a where-are-they-now, this is a how-the-hell-did-they-get-there
starring names you had forgotten. Until now. I dare you to change this station.

RON FLATTER - ESPN Radio/Fox News Radio/Sport 927 Australia

The first time I heard anyone on a mainstream commercial station discussing the shadow government and the
globalists who really call the shots in our country, it was Rollye James, many years ago. I'd take her advice on
radio-- or anything else.

ALEX JONES - INFOWARS.COM

Read this book to discover just how radio has shaped American culture and why truth telling radio--the kind
of radio you hear from Rollye James--threatens America's ruling elites and their lapdog media.

ROGER HEDGECOCK - Nationally Syndicated Radio Host

Rollye James has been on the radio since the 1960s playing
records, reading news, creating commercials and, for the
past three decades, hosting talk shows across America
where, according to Philadelphia’s City Paper, she’s
the personality “Most Likely To Make Rush Limbaugh
Sound Rational.”
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To all the magic makers— Todd Storz, Gordon McLendon,
and so many others, but especially all the unsung heroes of
early Top 40: every disc jockey who ever got a listener
through the night, or made a fan laugh during the day.
Your names may not be top of mind anymore, but the
memories you created will remain in our hearts forever.

To Sean Compton— an unwavering friend, whose passion
and dedication prove that all the magic isn’t gone.

To my husband Jon Cornell— without his prodding, I would
not have written any of this. He thinks I still have more to
say, so you may not have read the last of me.
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Chapter 1
The Illusion of Security

Several years ago, I was sitting at a large dinner with
a group of people including the CEO of a major company
and his adoring wife. She regaled the details of moving into
her husband's palatial home before they were married four
years earlier, and punctuated her sentiments with a
reflection on how odd it was to know you had just moved
into the last house in which you'd ever live. Frankly, only
good taste precluded my asking if she had a terminal
illness. Instead, I flatly commented, 'You don't know that.’
It was a blanket statement, which would have been
accurate under any circumstance, though more so in this
case. She was blissfully unaware her beloved was sleeping
with half of the women at the table.

As I broke it to her that the only security any of us
have is our knowledge of, and belief in, our own internal
ability to thrive under whatever conditions we might face;
she recoiled at the thought her life was in any way not
completely settled. Td hate to think like you!' she exclaimed.
Her security was wrapped around external trappings, and it
was easy to imagine the emotional fallout, which would
follow when her illusions were shattered. And shattered
they were, in a few scant years, as all in attendance
anticipated they would be.

But not one of us expected the fate of her husband.
Clearly in command of his life and the gathering that night,
he knew he'd continue to head the company he built. His
self-image and position were synonymous. If ever someone
was his job, this was the guy. Everyone who knew him felt
no one would be taking over his position, at least not
without his blessing, and not anytime soon. He was that
good. He had it going on. Going? You know where this is
going. In about five years, he was unceremoniously ousted.
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This is not a tale of sardonic irony wherein two
divergent fates dovetail into similar losses, though that's
also true. This is a glimpse of a pattern affecting human
nature more often than not, regardless of the details
specific to any one individual: Most of us base our feelings
of security on something outside ourselves. And right now,
after the first decade of the 21st Century has come to a close
with nothing certain financially, except the uncertainty of it
all— hanging on to outside security is becoming a huge
problem, particularly for those who have taken comfort in
material resources.

Not that there’s any reason to knock money. The
more the better, sounds good— but how many friends do
you have, and maybe you're among them, who believe
they'd be secure if they had a few million bucks in reserve?
No matter how materially oriented you may or may not be,
the ability to forever call your own shots because you have
your own assets, is a liberating thought.

That said, we’re all aware money doesn't buy
everything. We know it can't control the intangibles, such
as whether we’re loved or healthy. But wouldn't it be better
to know that should you wind up alone or sick, with
sufficient funds, you could regroup and recover in a 5-star
hotel, as opposed to a ward in county general hospital?
Money's advantages are undeniable, but security isn't one
of them.

If you think there’s a way around that point,
consider two familiar words: Bernie Madoff. Sifting
through the catastrophic fallout in the wake of perhaps the
greatest investment con ever, the truly heartbreaking
accounts are of the widows, well past retirement, who lived
comfortable lives knowing they had a cushion against
unexpected expenses, and funds for the occasional luxury.
Many weren't uncommonly rich, but they were secure in
the belief that nothing could render them destitute. Madoff
was highly regarded by the wealthiest people in the world.
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His close friends and relatives entrusted their money to
him, without reservation.

And you know the rest of that story, too. It’s hard to
imagine the pain of rebuilding your life at 75 years old with
not a dime to your name, after you haven't thought about
working in 40 years. Some of his victims will never recover.
A few will thrive. What makes the difference? It may not
be what you’d expect.

It’s a fine philosophical yarn, to view crushing
overnight change as a great opportunity to rebuild a better
life. It’s an uplifting premise when it’s someone else’s issue.
But for the vast majority of us, it would hardly be a comfort
to ponder all the possibilities if our own lives were in that
much turmoil.

Nor would it be a salve to know that ultimately there
is nothing you can count on outside yourself. When it’s
personal, the very notion is so horribly unsettling we’ll
depend on various external facets of our lives to be reliable
constants. Our jobs, marriages, families, wealth, or
whatever we hold dear; often will define us, and almost
always will anchor us. But, when a grounding influence
suddenly disappears from our lives, we’re thrown into a
crisis.

And for those facing the overnight evaporation of
what has been their entire security base, it's a crisis of epic
proportion, filled with despair and confusion. Fortunately,
few individuals will endure such transformational losses.

Instead of a well-defined instant shock, for most of
us, life becomes a slower long-term decline— a less
recognizable, but equally debilitating, circumstance. Until
we get to the point where we're clueless as to what to do
next, we’ll manage to keep it together to varying degrees.
Our crisis will emerge more slowly, reaching full
proportions when we hit that psychological wall and finally
can't take it anymore (whatever "it" represents to each of
us).
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As Andra Willis plaintively sung, “I'll dream of
heaven and live in hell, ’til I can’t take it anymore.” (One of
the all time great country recordings, it never was a hit.
Andra was formerly a singer on, of all things, The Lawrence
Welk Show. From the song’s first release as a soul tune
done by Ben E. King, to a mellow rendition by Charlie Rich
at the height of his popularity, nobody came close to
capturing the despair of being trapped in ambivalence like
Andra and the production team behind her on this 1973
Capitol Records release.)

Fortunately, most of us will not be in Andra’s
melodramatic state whenever we realize we can’t take it
anymore. But, regardless of how and when we reach that
point, it will also not be the ideal time to hear about the
wonderful opportunity before us. It will be a wound licking,
mentally meandering, well deserved pity party, with wistful
memories of our youth, prominently on the guest list.

Few in the room on career day knew precisely what
they wanted to do with their lives after high school. In
Chapter 4, we’ll get to the emotional trajectory of those who
did, which can be no less troubling. But for the rest of us,
the future was a somewhat amorphous concept, long on
expectations, short on details.

With varying degrees of consideration over the years,
our belief in ‘how life would be’ served as a stabilizer,
particularly during hard times. But, in the end, it was a
deceptive and ineffective stabilizer, as evidenced by many of
us who can readily absorb the difference between what we
expected and what we got.

If you’re currently feeling that your life is devolving
bit by bit, you’ll remain somewhere between ‘getting by’ and
‘mired in misery,’ filled with regret over what didn't happen,
or perhaps what did, and if you’re lucky— though you won'’t
feel lucky when it happens— reality will eventually set in,
usually in an unwelcome manner, at an inconvenient time,
and you’ll know you've got to make a change.
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That's when things generally get worse. Later, you
may be thankful for the opportunity put in front of you, but
not while you’re totally focused on what brought you to the
dance— perhaps you've been fired, divorced, betrayed, or
any number of insulting atrocities, life might have thrown
in your path.

I should interject, nothing said here negates the
possibility that the outward things on which you steadfastly
rely will give you a richly fulfilling life with your first
spouse, lucrative career, wonderful friends, and family.
‘Happily ever after with nary a contrary thought,” does
happen— but not to people who are reading books like this.

Unless you're a listener to my radio show who wants
to know if I can conjugate a few verbs, or youre wading
through what may appear as psycho-babble to get to the
media stories used to punctuate the points; you're probably
interested in what I have to say because you're searching
for the missing link: Why isn't your life working? What can
you do about it? How can you get to where you want to
go? When will you find out where that is? It's similar to
career day in high school— with a few wrinkles, literally
and figuratively.

Chances are good, you've already read a few books
touted as having "the answer.” And chances are better,
none of them did. Self-help tomes are comparable to
Chinese food— you’re very full after consumption, and
absolutely empty a short time later. Ideas that read as if
they’re the revelation of a deep secret, and answers that
look great on paper, essentially leave you unchanged. I
think I know why, and what you can do. Many people have
asked me to tell you.

More than any other request I've heard, is 'You gotta
write a book!" The implication is I've somehow got dirt on
everyone, not to mention my own treasure trove of
escapades, and I've got to commit all the details to paper.
My standard retort has been, “More people have to die first,”
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referring to the shower of lawsuits, rightly following from
the living, if I dared to consider it, assuming I had stories
worth telling.

Recently, the requests have been more numerous,
and thankfully, more rational. While some just want to
read the intriguing tales emanating from decades in radio
that I can tell; others suggest I share the things I've learned
about life, which have made a difference to them. So here it
is: the world’s first radio-history based, motivational book.
I've lived the former. As for the latter— who better to
uncover human nature, than a talk show host?

For the most part, adjusted adults don't sit at home
and call radio stations. This is revealed with a certain
amount of trepidation as I’d hate to discourage anyone from
picking up the phone, and also with a caveat— for most
listeners, radio is a time-shared activity. You're tuning in
while you're doing something else. And if that something
else is driving down the highway as thousands of truckers,
the unsung heroes of American commerce, are doing
nightly; what better way to pass the time than chatting with
a friend? I'm honored many of you have considered me to
be one.

Often the voice at the other end of the phone has a
problem. Ex wives, family court, unruly kids, CPS, lousy
bosses, adverse coworkers, unfair traffic stops,
unwarranted raids, unseen foreclosures, bad landlords,
ruined vacations— if you can think of it, I've heard it.

I'm flattered when callers think I'll have a suggestion.
Generally I will. That's what years of talking to myself on
the radio has provided: opinions about everything. It has
also given me useful detachment, allowing me to avoid the
emotional muck surrounding a dilemma, thus making
solutions much easier to see. Those are not the issues
we'll discuss here. They are the simple ones— specific
problems, which can readily be addressed without much
trauma, even by the biggest drama queens.
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Radio doesn’t lend itself to discussing life’s real
hurdles in any great detail. Even shows dedicated to advice,
don’t have that kind of time. When nothing short of
reformatting your mental hard drive will work, you won’t
find the instructions in a two-minute phone call. With any
luck, you might be helped by the subsequent pages, or at
least have a good time reading the anecdotes.

But I'm not a doctor of any sort, or a certified expert
in anything. I have no specialized training whatsoever, or
much of any training that matters, beyond what comes
from being a student of life. So, if you're facing something,
which has you considering drastic action, including but not
limited to suicide; stop reading and get professional help
from someone very experienced and qualified. Don't take
advice from a talk show host.

If you don't think you'll make it through the night,
week or month; nothing I'll say here will be sufficient to
help you. This is a disclaimer. It's also the truth, and I'm
asking you to take it on faith, because if you're now in the
depths of despair, I know you won't believe that anyone can
help. I hope you’ll trust me on this, and are willing to make
an appointment, and will hang in there until you go to it.
Nothing here is meant to supplant professional advice of
any type, under any condition, but assuming you're not
about to do something rash, I've got a few things to share.

Here's another disclaimer: no one can give you a
secret, which simply by knowing it, and following a few
associated particulars, will magically transform your life. I
know that flies in the face of much of the self help genre,
and all of the New Thought school, but alas, here’s the real
secret: understanding a concept intellectually will not give
you the tools necessary to adapt it to your life.

The reason the diet industry is a multi-billion dollar
business is because most people fail to lose weight or keep
it off. A large number of them are so desperate to find a
solution that they'll try any outlandish plan. Yet every
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serious dieter knows the secret formula for magic
transformation: eat 3,500 calories less than your body
burns, and you will lose a pound. You can do that by
consuming less, exercising more, or a combination of both.
It's doubtful anyone would contest that basic physiological
fact. Overweight people know it, and they believe it. And
they’re still overweight.

The secret formula of life is lesser known, though
equally effective: properly direct your thoughts, and you
will achieve your dreams. There are thousands of ways to
say, 'what you believe, you will achieve' and 'attitude is
everything'. Nearly every motivational author, speaker, and
guru, has come up with their own twist on that notion, in a
collectively huge body of work, spanning the last hundred
and a half years. But, even if you are convinced of the
absolute truth of it, translating the premise into a satisfying
life is about as easy as knowing how to lose weight and
actually doing it. Needless to say, there's more to it than
that. But it's a great place to start.
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Chapter 2
The Power of Belief

Never was a time more ready for the growth of what
came to be known as the “New Thought” movement, than
the turn of the last century. During an era when the
marvels of electricity and telephony emerged, nothing
seemed impossible. Amidst a host of newfangled
inventions, it seemed to make sense— that there is an
unseen force permeating all physical life.

The idea was hardly new in scope, being the
underpinning of metaphysical and spiritual beliefs dating
back to antiquity. But around a hundred years ago, it was
somewhat novel in its personalized approach: that this
force could easily be accessed by humans, and those who
chose to live according to its “laws,” could gain all manner
of prosperity. This was the ultimate self-help plan, and
adding to the mystique, the laws were restricted to the very
few enlightened souls worthy of such knowledge.

Religions sprung up, philosophical societies formed,
practitioners abounded. From bringing back the dead, to
accessing universal intelligence and turning it into a
supernatural servant of sorts, every out-there concept was
fair game. Need it be mentioned, the time was also right for
those who wished to pull off a mega-con? That’s not to
demean the many very sincere individuals, nor to negate
their wisdom. There’s a wealth of literature from this period
and some of it is of great value.

But much more interesting than the movement’s
leaders were the results had by their followers. Some
devotees demonstrated effects that were nothing short of
miraculous, which assuredly provided comforting
confirmation to their trustworthy counselors. Undoubtedly,
it was stunned confusion for the certified con artists, when
their disciples had equally amazing outcomes. But the
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pertinent thing is the cons’ victims occasionally did have
astounding results. The key is not found in the intentions
of the teacher. Success revolves around the belief of the
student. What one believes, one conceives.

No one proved that better than Dr. John R. Brinkley.
Whether he was the ultimate scammer or a gifted healer,
his execution is a case study. The good doctor was not a
metaphysician— such finer nuances were beyond him. He
fancied himself a physician, no “meta” involved, but even
that was a stretch. Whether he had a medical license at all
is up for debate. But what he did have was tremendous
timing and an unparalleled sense of marketing.

In 1918, he opened a clinic in Kansas, just as the
infamous flu pandemic broke out. Previously, Brinkley was
considered to be a charlatan by many, but his success at
nursing the flu-stricken back to health, changed all that.
Never mind that merely 2.5% of the folks who contracted
the killer flu succumbed to it, when Dr. Brinkley’s patients
recovered, he was suddenly viewed with the utmost of
respect for his ability to heal. As people who believed in his
medicinal powers sought him out, Brinkley’s notoriety grew.
If you’re looking for an example of a self-fulfilled prophecy,
you've found it here. People got exactly what they
expected— score one for the metaphysicians, none for the
good doc. But no one believed more in Brinkley, than
Brinkley himself. That’s when he went off the deep end.

He’d always been interested in gonads, and held the
dubious belief that a man’s virility could be restored by
replacing his testicles with those of a goat. As odd as it
sounds, it wasn’t a singular idea. The use of goats was
somewhat novel compared to the more widespread hope
from monkey glands, though the concept— that virility
could be returned with an infusion of testes from God only
knows what, was seen as plausible, at least by the
desperate.

Belief is one thing. Acting on it is quite another. The
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good doctor acted— performing operations on a growing
number of people. There’s some debate as to how willing
the first patients were, but astonishingly the technique, if
you could call it that, caught on. For most, the glands
would be harmlessly absorbed as foreign matter by the
body, and that was the end of it, physically. The less
fortunate would die from various predictable complications.

Medically speaking, there was no way this procedure
affected the libido, or much of anything else. Nothing that
Dr. Brinkley did could have physically changed the virility
of any of his patients. So, what explains the large amount
of folks who swore they were improved by the technique?
The power of belief.

You might be thinking that these patients were
anything but intelligent or discerning, and you’d be
underestimating the good Doctor’s skill— at least at public
relations. He somehow was able to convince all manner of
people they would benefit, to the point that they thoroughly
believed they did. Many otherwise rational souls confirmed
the procedure gave them a ‘glut in their strut,” so to speak,
including the chancellor of the Chicago Law School who
after the surgery, proclaimed himself feeling ‘decades
younger and getting more so by the day!’

It was a result that by all medical accounts was
impossible, but real enough to the chancellor for him to
bestow an honorary doctor of science degree on Brinkley
who wasted no time in publicizing his success. Satisfied
customers were increasingly easy to find. (And so were
failures but Dr. B. didn’t mention those, and the dead
weren’t talking.)

As word of his miraculous talent spread, Dr. Brinkley
came to the attention Harry Chandler, owner of the Los
Angeles Times. As the story goes, Harry asked Brinkley to
perform the ‘goat gland’ operation on his managing editor,
and promised, if it worked, the paper would sing his
praises; but if it went bad, he’d publicize that too. Brinkley
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wasted no time in agreeing.

I can’t find any details about the attitude of the
hapless editor, leading me to speculate that newspaper jobs
must have been hard to come by in the 1920s. But maybe
the guy was like many, entirely willing. Regardless,
Brinkley operated, and the results were proclaimed a
success. By “success,” it’s probable that anything
medically verifiable came down to the poor newsman not
dying, no matter how much better he may have believed he
felt. After Chandler made good on his promise to hype the
doctor’s success, the Hollywood elite were lining up outside
his door.

Brinkley returned home and immediately involved
himself with another unseen miracle: radio waves. Hed
been doing well promoting himself in print, but after seeing
radio in action in Los Angeles, he realized that taking his
message to the air would be a quantum leap. He signed on
KFKB. It was arguably, the first radio station licensed in
Kansas, and indisputably, the first radio license lost in
America.

The FCC vetoed Brinkley in a landmark decision,
proclaiming it is not censorship to look back on past
programming to determine if it was in the public interest.
In effect, had the Commissioners ruled before the good Doc
took to the air, they would have been censoring him by
prohibiting what he wanted to say. By ruling after he
spoke, they did not violate his right to free speech.

That standard is used to this day, and continues to
have broadcasters swimming in murky waters, but it was
clear in 1930 when the FCC decided Dr. Brinkley was not
operating in anyone’s interest but his own. The offending
content was little more than the first infomercial. It was
the “Medical Question Box” program, where Brinkley
diagnosed letter writers and always concluded that one of
his own concoctions, available by mail, would heal them.
The only thing healed was his bank account. Remarkably,
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that knowledge didn’t stop people from seeking his advice—
nor did it stop many of them from being healed in spite of
it. Beliefis a strong thing.

Brinkley knew the benefit of a few thousand watts.
The concept of a few hundred thousand was irresistible.
What'’s the loss of a license in a small Midwest town, when
one has his sights set on broadcasting to an entire
continent? Brinkley went south, literally, and convinced
the Mexican government to give him the right to run a
border-town radio station.

It didn’t take much convincing. Mexico was furious
over the number of US signals intruding into its airspace,
and those in charge figured a little retaliation would go a
long way— a very long way. XER, licensed to Ciudad
Acuna, was heard in Brinkley’s home state of Kansas, and
well beyond. And Brinkley didn’t even have to go to Mexico.
He did the show from his clinic in nearby Del Rio, Texas.

Thus, Dr. John R. Brinkley paved the way for
Wolfman Jack, and the sale of everything imaginable,
though the good doc stuck to selling his own wares. His
Del Rio clinic was, to put it mildly, a showplace— built
entirely upon his adoring patients who thoroughly believed
the marketing slogan, “a man is only as old as his glands,”
and felt certain they were living proof of it.

If youre wondering what happened to those not
possessing a fervent faith in Brinkley, it was what you’d
expect. Critics felt none of the magic— physically or
otherwise. As the 1930s came to a close, Brinkley attracted
no shortage of debunkers, most notably the AMA, which
was increasingly loud in slamming his methods— loud
enough to break the spell of belief.

And so, the lawsuits kept on coming, and Brinkley
started going, downward. Before it was over, everyone from
the IRS to the US Postal Service sued him. And then he
amassed another broadcast law distinction: bad enough
behavior to have regulation named in his dishonor. The
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Brinkley Act prohibits a studio in the United States from
sending its signal to a transmitter in a foreign country for
the purpose of being heard in America. That, however,
didn’t stop many who followed in the Doctor’s footsteps,
including an assortment of preachers specializing in belief.

There’s perhaps another take on Dr. Brinkley. It’s
possible he was not the charlatan he was later made out to
be. Radio vets, Ray Smithers and Jerry Lee Trowbridge,
have been working on a documentary about Brinkley. Their
research shows him to be a cutting edge clinician who was
much more an early target of established medicine and the
government that promoted it, than the architect of his own
demise. Either way, the old Del Rio joke stands: ‘What’s the
fastest thing on four legs? A goat passing the Brinkley clinic.’

Whether it was Brinkley’s abilities or the certitude of
his patients, countless studies prove the medicinal role of
faith. Though physicians will hardly shout the results from
the rooftops, it is irrefutable: in blind trials, placebos
occasionally work as well, and sometimes better, than the
drug being tested. And in those circumstances, the reason
is clear— the patient’s belief is the overriding factor. Many
doctors will choke on admitting it, but it’s no less true.
Strong belief can be a major, if not sole, determinant.

You've probably heard about people being given a
terminal diagnosis and dying on schedule, or are aware of
individuals who became gravely ill upon being told they had
a fatal illness, and instantly cured after hearing it was a
mistaken opinion. Some of the most revealing stories are
also the hardest to believe. Medical literature is illustrative
of such things, often entertainingly so, when describing the
results of an encounter with a different line of doctors—
witch doctors.

One account comes from Maxwell Maltz, whose 1960
best selling book, “Psycho Cybernetics,” is worth the read.
Maltz was a plastic surgeon in New York who discovered
that satisfaction with the outcome of cosmetic surgery was
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less tied to the results themselves than the self-image of the
patient.

In his research, Maltz documented the role belief
played in the surgical process, particularly among patients
who had serious defaults corrected. While some were able
to start new, confident lives, others claimed nothing had
changed; yet to onlookers a physical metamorphosis was
evident. Maltz learned he was operating on two faces— the
physical and the psychological, and if both weren’t
transformed, no amount of new or renewed physical
beauty, would make a difference.

But nothing prepared him for what happened to Mr.
Russell, a wealthy West Indian man who sought him out to
have his lower lip reduced. Maltz mentioned it in “Psycho
Cybernetics,” and detailed it in his 1955 book, “Adventures
in Staying Young.” After meeting Russell, and his girlfriend
who impressed him as a gold digger, Maltz agreed to
perform the operation under one condition: Russell would
tell the gal, he spent his entire fortune on the procedure.

Upon learning the news, the woman informed
Russell she never loved him, was leaving, and, for his
stupidity in squandering his money, was putting a voodoo
curse on him. Russell was highly educated and refined; but
nonetheless, he was from the West Indies where talk of
spell casting creates widespread fear. At first he discounted
the threat, but then he felt a lump on the inside of his lip.
When a local island doctor confirmed it was the dreaded
“African Bug,” the direct result of a curse, which would eat
away at him until he was gone, it was all Russell needed to
hear.

Suddenly, every physical nuance was a sign of his
doom. When Russell returned to Maltz a few weeks later, it
appeared as if he was dying, or at least had greatly aged.
After inspecting the “bug,” Maltz realized it was a bit of scar
tissue. Explaining the facts to Russell, and removing the
lumpy skin, Maltz watched his patient’s transformation.
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Once Russell saw the truth for himself, he began to reclaim
his vitality. In total, it took about a month for Russell to go
from robust to withered and back, with the only change
(other than a miniscule piece of dermis), being his belief.

A similar account, from a wonderful book on elusive
illnesses, “Symptoms of Unknown Origin,” by Clifton K.
Meador, MD, easily tops Maltz’ experience:

In 1938, Dr. Drayton Doherty was treating a
hospitalized patient, a black man on the brink of death
known as “Vance Vanders.” No matter how many tests
were run, nothing came back positive. It appeared what
Vance insisted, that he was a goner, was true. Doherty was
clueless as to what was medically happening, but
happening it was. As the end appeared imminent, Vanders’
wife confided in Doherty. She revealed with absolute
conviction, her husband’s impending death was the result
of an unfortunate medical encounter— of the witch doctor
kind. Nothing could save him, she said, adding, should it
become known she revealed the curse, she and her children
would perish.

Doherty wasn’t sure what to do, but he knew if he
didn’t do something, Vance was going to die— and soon.
He came back the next day with an idea and a prop.
Enlisting the help of a nurse who was in on the ruse, he
requested that all of Vanders’ next of kin be by his bedside.
When they were assembled, Doherty strode into the room
and informed everyone he had learned of the curse, and
had confronted the voodoo priest responsible. He told an
elaborate tale of choking the facts out of the sorcerer to
learn how the spell was cast, and what to do about it. The
witch doctor, Doherty explained, had infused lizard eggs
into Vanders’ stomach. Of all that had hatched, only one
was left, and it was eating Vance alive. But the cure was at
hand, in the knick of time!

Signaling the nurse, Doherty ceremoniously took a
syringe full of the guaranteed antidote, which, in reality,
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was only guaranteed to make Vanders vomit. As Vance
retched on cue into his bedside basin, Doherty reached into
his pocket for a small plastic reptile. Slipping it past the
notice of anyone present, he slyly put it in the barf bowl.
Minutes later, with great fanfare, the doc joyously
proclaimed that Vanders had expelled the deadly curse!
Upon seeing the lizard, Vance reeled backwards and passed
out. When he awoke, he was ravenous. Within a week, he
was discharged. Nothing had changed, except his belief.

Dr. Meador became so interested in the concept that
he did some investigating. Among his findings was the
work of Walter Cannon, a renowned Harvard physiologist
who first coined the term “fight or flight,” in 1915.
Interested in the body-mind connection, Cannon
subsequently studied the phenomenon of hex deaths and
concluded, such incidents can and did occur, but they were
dependent on three invariable factors:

1. The victim, and everyone he knows, must fully
believe in the witch doctor’s ability to induce death.

2. Without exception, all known previous victims of the
witch doctor, must have died.

3. Everyone the victim knows, must begin to act as if
he was already dead.

Clearly, the sole factor here is belief— not your
garden-variety belief, like we all profess to have about one
thing or another. This is, a down to the last fiber of your
DNA, belief— committed belief that doesn’t remotely allow
for any other conceivable outcome than what is believed.
This is what our New Thought practitioners are discussing
when they say “belief.” It’s mega-potent stuff. And it works
every time, for death or life. There’s only one problem: how
do you induce that kind of belief in anyone, let alone
yourself? Even the witch doctor’s victims had to be
surrounded by a solid support system for their views.
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You've no doubt heard quotes along the lines of,
‘Faith isn’t believing the Lord may help you— it’s knowing he
will.”  What a blessing for those with that kind of
knowledge. @ But most of us aren’t that sure— about
anything, probably, but certainly not about our own future
or destiny. And more bewilderingly, most of us aren’t
remotely sure, how to become that sure. Telling us, “just
believe,” is as effective as Wolfman Jack’s “Guaranteed Fly
Killer.”

Jack grew up in Brooklyn as Robert Smith, after Dr.
Brinkley had left the earth, not to mention the airwaves.
But that didn’t stop young Bob from discovering the power
of the Mexican border blasters. Listening late at night,
under the covers, to XERF, the outgrowth of XER, which
had become the most powerful commercial station in the
world, he was fascinated. In 1964, life allowed him to be
fascinated up close.

Bob wangled his way into a job there. Because of the
Brinkley Act, he couldn’t work in Del Rio. His show had to
originate in Ciudad Acuna, a place that turned out to be the
Wild West with a Spanish accent. To match the machismo
he encountered, and not to dwell on the associated bullets,
he developed the “Wolfman” persona, with howling heard
round the world.

Jack never heard Dr. Brinkley on the air, but he
quickly hit upon the same formula: selling virility. Among
pieces of the original cross (suspiciously resembling
toothpicks), last supper table cloths (table size oil cloth
pictures of the last supper, not the historical cloth itself,
which should have been obvious by the sheer number sold),
the 12 volume set of the Holy Bible (no one wrote another
11, it was an illustrated adaptation of the King James
Version)— and chickens: ‘100 baby chickens, 50%
guaranteed to be alive at time of delivery. Breed or sex
cannot be guaranteed.” As a kid I'd wonder who wanted to
have sex with a chicken.
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While Wolfman was talking about the sex of the
chicken, not the likelihood of having it with the bird, the
concept may not have been far from his mind given
“Florex,” a pill available solely from him that would, ‘put a
glide in your stride,” as it were. RIP, Dr. Brinkley. (A
tribute to the power of belief is that after authorities pulled
the product off the air for being nothing but a sugar pill,
XERF got continual reorders from very satisfied customers.)

I passed on Florex, and the chickens, but the record
packages from “Stan The Man in Shreveport Louisi-ann,”
and Ernie’s Record Mart in Nashville, were irresistible. For
some reason, so was the “Guaranteed Fly Killer.” I got
what they promised. If I followed their directions, it would
not fail. What arrived in the mail, was two small blocks of
wood— “Block A” and “Block B,” and a brief instruction
sheet: ‘Place fly on Block A. Press Block B on Block A.
Guaranteed.” What could be simpler?

What could have been a lot simpler, was a hint about
how to get the fly to remain on “Block A”— just as it would
be a tremendous help if all those inspirational tomes
mentioned how to find the level of belief needed to make
their self-help recipes cook. Finding a personal goal in
which you passionately want to believe, and then
discovering what it takes to foster the amount of belief
necessary to achieve it, is the ever elusive all encompassing
missing link. And on that score, all the metaphysical life
changing books, seminars, and schemes, bear an alarming
similarity to Wolfman’s fly killer.

I still haven’t figured out how to get the fly to stay on
“Block A,” but I've never really tried. I've worked a lot
harder on the illusive belief issue, hard enough that I think
I can help you get to where you’re going, regardless of how
much you believe anything right now. It will be very helpful
if you truly want things to be better, and more so, if you’re
committed to doing what it takes to make them so.

By committed, I am not suggesting you spend your
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money on guaranteed enlightenment, anything that
Wolfman Jack and his ilk sold, or a $10,000 retreat in a
sweat lodge guaranteed to change your life, such as the
notorious event which made good on that promise when
two people in the heated tent died on the spot. Talk about
your e-ticket to first hand spirituality!

Instant illumination is readily available to the
gullible through countless lures, but I continue to ponder
how anyone could try the “Psychic Pill,” to say nothing of
endorsing it on the radio, though one well-known late night
host did, seemingly oblivious to the product’s main effect—
total damage to what was left of his credibility.

It’s easy to find personalities to endorse anything.
For some, theyre so fearful of losing their jobs; they’ll
swallow any pill and the story that goes along with it. For a
very few, notably, Wolfman Jack, it truly fits their image.
The Wolfman took his role as an on-air pitchman to a
bizarre art form, seldom seen off the midway. Hopefully the
bulk of his audience viewed it as an act, rather than an
endorsement (the renewals on those \virility aids
notwithstanding).

But there’s a fine, or maybe not so fine, line between
a great act and a two-bit huckster. Effective performers
don’t try to come close to it, much less cross it. For most
that do, it’s about money, and it can be huge, at least in the
short term. I could have retired a few times over if I didn’t
let that pesky integrity issue creep into the formula. Part of
it is personal— I couldn’t look in the mirror if I were to
recommend something I doubted. And part of it is tactical—
one of the reasons I'm able to move a lot of product for the
sponsors I accept is listeners know I won’t mislead them.

Not that I haven’t been asked. As the 90s came to a
close, so did my brief run on a nationally heard late night
radio show. There was no final straw— it was a damn
hayloft. But one of the more humorous events was an
altercation over endorsing Human Growth Hormone pills.
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As a hard rule, I won’t endorse any ingestibles, including
the ones which work for me, because everyone’s biology is
different, and I hope listeners will seek personalized advice
from doctors who know what they’re doing, as opposed to
taking the word of a disc jockey who talks too much.

But that aside, HGH, while praised for its
outstanding results, can have a tremendous medical
downside. As I explained to the gentleman asking me to
read the copy, ‘This is powerful stuff, not to be hawked
across the board to everyone without regard to outcome.’
I'll forever marvel at his response: ‘Oh, don’t worry, it’s only
herbal— it won’t do anything.’ How that logic was
supposed to be persuasive, is the real mystery.

Long before I was seasoned enough to reject that
reasoning, or old enough to vote, I'd read whatever was put
in front of me. Radio people are often asked if they
remember the first words they ever uttered on the air. I do:
“Sue, I don’t know what to do. Timmy’s wet the bed again.”
I played the part of “mom” in a commercial for the “Sta-Dry
Enuretic Service.” It supposedly stopped kids from wetting
the bed. For all I knew, it was a cork. Or maybe a service
that changed the sheets, but it didn’t matter to me because
I could hear myself on the radio. Of course, this was on an
FM station, at a time when no one except good music
aficionados listening on their McIntosh tube tuners, had an
FM radio.

It wasn’t too much later that I discovered the need to
pre-read all advertising copy. It happened after an event
that could only be termed undeniably sincere. Apparently
I didn’t want to lead anyone astray, or perhaps I was just
too surprised at the words on the page. The commercial
was for what, to me, appeared to be glorified tract homes.
As I read aloud about the genuine lathe and plaster, I got
to, “starting at only $495,000.” This was many decades ago
when the priciest areas of Southern California boasted
upscale houses in the $60,000 range. You can imagine my
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passion and intensity when I said, “only $495,000.” It
came out as a question and an exclamation simultaneously.

If ever inflection could have transmitted the phrase,
“Are you kidding me?!” this was it, in perfect intonation.
Quickly recovering, I went on to talk about fine woodwork
and so on. Turns out I was wrong to question the value.
On a whim, I priced a property in the neighborhood a few
years ago: $6 million. Even with the downward real estate
spiral, nothing nearby is going for less than seven figures,
and none of them start with “1.” In retrospect, I hope some
listeners believed what I was saying, though I obviously
didn’t.

While escalating prices saved whoever bought those
homes, don’t expect to find any parallels in what comes
from drinking the “Karma Cola” (as Gita Mehta aptly titled
her book detailing Westerners seeking immediate
enlightenment in all manner of improbable Indian venues).
When it comes to genuine insight, you can’t bottle it, and
there are no quick fixes. There is an answer, but it’s not
esoteric. And even if you’re without belief in anything right
now, it will work.

But it won’t be easy, so if you’re not sure about doing
the ‘heavy lifting,” then feel free to keep reading for
enjoyment. With any luck though, before youre through,
you’ll be motivated to make some changes. Change— the
C-word, is coming up next.
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Chapter 3
The Paradox of Change

Human beings will not change until the pain of
remaining the same is greater than their fear of the
unknown. It’s a gross generality, but it’s also almost
universally the case: only when we reach the point where
we feel there is nothing left to lose, will we consider making
a substantive change.

One of the best real-world examples is found in the
history of modern radio. By the time the ’50s rolled
around, it was a foregone conclusion: radio was dead.
Television— radio with pictures— eclipsed it. When you
realize what was on the air back then, it was an accurate
assessment. Radio was block programmed, featuring soap
operas to sitcoms, variety shows to dramas, and music.
With TV, everything you heard, you also could see.

But as with any technological change, it wasn’t an
overnight transformation. Listeners did not instantly
morph into viewers. Television sets were in comparatively
short supply. While it was evident a migration was
occurring, network radio remained quite profitable in the
’50s— and that led directly to its downfall.

Executives knew listeners were leaving, but there
was still enough audience for the programs they carried to
attract significant revenue. Many owners were worried
about the future, though none of them blessed with a
network affiliation was willing to upset the current income
stream to bet on future prospects. Not that any of them
knew they had such prospects. They were all mired in
‘that’s how weve always done it’ land, and while they may
have been facing a questionable future, they had a
comfortable present built on a glamorous past.

Independent stations were not in that position. Their
post-television value had plummeted. Not helping the
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situation, many were at unenviable dial positions with little
power or daytime-only authority. By the coming of the ‘50s,
it was possible to buy a station for well under $100,000,
which is exactly what young Todd Storz did, financed by his
father, the descendent of an Omaha beer brewer. A popular
story about the reason Storz came up with the concept for
Top 40 radio is often told. It’s positioned as if the idea for
the format came as a bolt out of the blue. Not so. Like a lot
of successes, inspiration was born from desperation, made
possible by the total lack of a downside in trying something
new.

The Omaha World Herald newspaper had unloaded
day-timer KOWH on Storz, and was glad to be rid of it.
Initially Todd didn’t know any more than the paper did, as
to what to do with his purchase. That’s the set up for the
now-legendary tale:

Todd and one of his employees, Bill Stewart, retired
to a bar in Omaha to discuss what to do with Storz’ second
acquisition, an AM station in New Orleans. Different from
most patrons who have a few beers and leave, the duo was
there all night.

Musically, at the time, pop standards were waning,
as the stage was being set for rock and roll. Rhythm &
Blues and Country & Western were melding, and the
resulting sound from rockabilly to vocal group harmony,
was infectious. No wonder patrons would play their
favorites on the jukebox. Also no wonder, everyone picked
the same few chartbusters.

Jukebox operators gave bartenders marked quarters
to pump into the machine when customers weren’t around,
but there was no problem that night. The place was busy.
Most people would stay long enough to down a couple
brewskis and leave. But for those spending the entire
evening— including Todd, Bill, and the waitress; they were
subjected to the same handful of records over and over and
over.

32



What happened at closing time is said to have
changed the fate of radio: the waitress walked over to the
jukebox, took a quarter out of her pocket— not a marked
quarter, but a coin from her hard earned tips that night,
put it into the box and punched up the same songs she’d
heard all night. That supposedly gave Storz the idea for
Top 40. It’s a wonderful memoir, but not entirely true.

The account overall is real, but the realization wasn’t
a complete surprise. Todd’s first glimmer of radio’s future
came courtesy of the Korean War, which broke out shortly
after he acquired KOWH. Making the rounds of potential
advertisers, he’d stop at various locations throughout
Omaha and would overhear folks talking. Many had
relatives fighting overseas. They were anxious to hear the
latest from the front, so the conversation generally
surrounded what would be on the evening news.

It hit Todd that there might be value in having hourly
war updates. After airing them for a short period of time, it
was plain that while news from Korea was important, there
wasn’t much of it. So Storz instructed his newsmen to pad
with items of local interest. When the war ended, Todd
removed the hourly updates, and listeners complained
loudly. They no longer associated the reports with the war.
They thought of them as hourly newscasts, and they didn’t
want to lose them.

With that, Todd learned first-hand, repetition might
be desirable. Few radio historians know that story.
Virtually all know about the waitress and the jukebox. It’s
highly possible that without the news experience, the music
event might not have registered.

At a time when prevailing radio logic favored variety,
Todd had strong reason to believe that repetition might be a
major part of his future radio success. He’d gained further
insight by purchasing a study done by the University of
Nebraska, which confirmed some of his thinking and gave
him cause to experiment further.

33



But what enabled Storz to prove his thesis was the
willingness to try something new, which comes from having
nothing to lose. When he picked up WTIX in New Orleans
for $25,000, it was a low-power outlet at 1450 with
practically no billing. Had it been thriving, would he have
dumped a revenue-generating format, for an unproven
gamble? At the very least, it would have taken more
thought. And as numerous disappointments attest, if he
attempted to preserve anything old while evolving into a
new approach, it would have been fatal. “Evolve,” in radio,
is usually a six letter word for failure.

But with no risk to take, and a plan to succeed, Storz
quickly made enough money to donate 1450 AM to the city,
taking WTIX to his newly purchased spot on the dial at 690,
which amply covered the market.

(Oh, if you’re curious: many people have asked, why
“Top 40?” Why not some other number? Some contend
that Storz took the first column of a national music chart—
but the reality is more basic. A competitor, WDSU, aired a
popular program: “Top 20 at 1260.” Relying on his
experience with repetition, Storz decided to try it around
the clock. Since 40 was twice the amount of 20, and it
alliterated well with his 1450 dial position, “Top 40 at 1450”
was born.)

Ironically, over the years, 40 was rarely, if ever, the
number of current songs played on any Top 40 station, but
the handle forever stuck. The format was so successful
that no one was willing to change its name, much less the
elements in it. People will not change until there is nothing
left to lose.

Wherever you stand on Barack Obama, you might
argue that his victorious presidential campaign centered on
change, that the overwhelming demand for change by the
public put him into office. And you’d be wrong. None who
actively supported Obama’s platform of change, embraced it
as a mandate to reexamine their own views.
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Supporters wanted others to change to conform to
their perspective. Change was for the government or the
opposing party, not for them. The Obama campaign was
not unique in that way. Unwavering passion and conviction
are the backbone of persuasive politics. But as Obama’s
public push was “change,” his campaign unintentionally
provides the stellar demonstration of how resistant we are
to it.

Most of us are so entrenched in our own world-view,
not necessarily politically but decidedly personally, that a
change is not only difficult to make— in many instances,
it’s inconceivable.

To get it right, we’ve got to know who we are, where
we are, why we’re there, and where we want to go. And
we’re not talking geography. Those are tough questions,
and until we get to the point of ‘nothing left to lose,” will
most of us be willing to ask them, not to mention
contemplate an answer.

Some refer to it as “hitting bottom.” When there’s no
way up through any path you know, you have to look for
another route. It’s no longer a matter of ‘willing to change,’
it’s now about having to change, in order to survive. AA
members often refer to “low bottoms” or “high bottoms.”
How bad does it have to get before you realize that nothing
you’re doing is making it better? Will you awaken before
you lose your job or family, or will you be living under a
bridge by the time you accept the need to change?

For many of us, when we find ourselves dissatisfied
with life, we’ll put an emotional bandage on it. Perhaps
we’ll quit a job, start a new career, leave a mate, or move
across the country. But those are outward manifestations.
And there is no shortage of people who appear to make
countless changes, but always seem to wind up with the
same outcome. To quote “Ride on Cowboy,” by Alvin Lee:
“Nothing is different, just rearranged.”

Radio is a notorious home for these folks. They were
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so plentiful in the early days of Top 40, employment ads for
disc jockeys often included the line, “no floaters or drifters
need apply.” That’s not to say such flamboyant souls
weren’t entertaining. Many had exotically quirky personas
and outfits to match, from turbans to tuxedos. Their
names occasionally exuded all manner of potency. “The
Mojo Man” comes to mind, though countless versions of the
after-dark phantom populated late night airwaves.

Anyone in the business for more than 10 minutes
back in the day, has at least a handful of great stories
about these characters, and the amazing part of all of them
is not the antics themselves, but the repetition and timing.
As if on cue, a job ending event would occur, similar to the
last several terminations, at almost the same point in
tenure— if tenure can be used, when measuring weeks or
months. “I didn’t know she was 14,” “I wasn’t drunk on the
air,” “I did not say that to a client,” “I never did anything like
that at the last personal appearance”... If you can imagine it,
it happened, and to some of these hapless creatures, it
happened again and again.

As bad as jocks might have been, kiddie show hosts
were aggregately worse. And when a performer was both, it
was generally a recipe for disaster. One of my favorite radio
denizens fell into that category more than once, and in
every case the outcome was hilarious, unless you had the
misfortune of being directly involved.

After a number of stops, my buddy wound up in
Valdosta, where in addition to being production director for
a radio station, he hosted the televised “Creature Feature,”
on the weekend. Some viewers thought he was the
creature, appearing as your basic overweight Dracula in
tennis shoes. If that wasn’t enough to drive him to drink,
the Halloween remote schedule drove him— drinks in hand,
right over the edge, literally. Everything might have been
OK, except for the part about having to arrive in a hearse,
inside a coffin.
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To his surprise, it went quite well at the first six strip
malls. Hearse pulled in, pallbearers jumped out, coffin lid
rose, and up popped Count Dracula with prizes for the
more delighted than frightened kiddies. But by the seventh
location, the heat coupled with the movement of the hearse
collided with his alcoholic intake. You can picture what
happened next. Up went the lid, out came the Count,
looking realistically white as he spewed projectile vomit
upon the unsuspecting children and their startled mothers.
Even in keeping with the Halloween theme, there was no
explaining this. Dracula had to go.

Each job was going to be different. Inevitably, each
was the same. While Dracula and his ilk were amassing
more area codes than a small phone company, it never
occurred to them that they were the contributing factor in
their own demise. Automatically, they’d pick themselves up,
dust themselves off, and start anew— with the only real
change being their zip code. And so it would go, until
they’d run out of addresses.

When no next job was on the horizon, the lucky ones
were forced to re-examine their approach to life, and in the
best-case scenarios, saw how they created their own
misfortune. Only then, could they embrace real change.
The good news for Drac is he did just that. Today he does
post production for movies you’ve probably seen, and he’s
been doing it steadily and soberly for decades in Hollywood
where all manner of temptation doesn’t faze him.

In other circumstances, it might be a subconscious
death wish that comes into play. One of my favorite
odysseys in that camp involves a night jock I worked with
in Florida who loved to answer the phones, hoping some
very young lady would have a personal request. I'd be
pleased to tell you this is an uncommon event at any
station. That’s far from true, but this guy took it to an art
form until his self-inflicted demise. Usually he’d make it
out of town before the child’s parent or station management
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caught up with him. But in this one instance, the only
word that comes to mind is suicide. Here’s what happened:

After arranging a date with a junior high student, he
picked her up at the school playground. It sound like a
cliché, but trust me, it gets better— or worse, depending on
your perspective. You’d expect when the precocious child
suggested taking pictures of the act, he would’ve thought
twice, especially when she happened to have a Polaroid
Instamatic in her purse. But this underage girl was not an
undercover plant. She sincerely wanted to preserve her
memories on film— which turned out to be as bad for our
aging paramour as if she had been setting him up. At the
very least, you’d anticipate he’d leave with all the prints.
Not him.

He gave the kid half of the pictures, dropped her off
near her home and headed for work. It took quite a while
for her mother to find the photos in her underwear drawer,
though it took her father about a minute before he called
the police. Busted again.

You’d think that even without prior experience in
this arena, he would never have told the arresting officers,
“but she wanted it.” When his lawyer came to bail him out
and suggested no one who’d ever seen one prime-time
detective show on television could have been dumb enough
to say that, the jock replied, “but I can’t watch those shows,
I work nights.”  Not anymore. Separate from previous
escapades, this work-related drama came complete with a
trial and conviction. In lieu of jail time, he was forbidden
from ever working with minors again.

The positive end to the story is because he was
forced to start over, he reinvented himself with a stable
marriage and impressive career. That sentence sounds a
lot easier than it was, but if he hadn’t accomplished it, a
sentence is precisely what he would have faced. Avoiding
jail is a good motivator.

It’s plausible that deep down, our request-line Romeo
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was trying to get caught. You’d think he had to be, because
he was far from stupid. Without his arrest, he could have
conceivably gone through another dozen radio markets with
similarly unrewarding upshots, before hitting the infamous
wall with nowhere to turn. Instead, the worse thing that
happened to him turned out to be the best thing that
happened to him. He was forced to change at a point in life
where he was young enough to rebound and prosper.

For most of us, subconscious or otherwise, our
dawning will not come courtesy of criminal charges.
Perplexingly though, some of us will be acutely aware of
what we’re doing from the start and be seemingly powerless
to stop it. A classic illustration was Roby Yonge.

Roby, the youngest guy ever hired at New York’s
WABC, was nothing, if not the subject of countless radio
stories. It was no secret he had a partnership with alcohol,
but what few realized is he was acutely aware of his
pattern. Long ago, he confessed to me that he knew what
he was doing every time. It was a conscious/unconscious
reaction to boredom. He’d take it, whatever it was, for so
long, until without realizing it at the moment, he’d commit
the fatal act.

The one heard round the world on WABC’s 50,000
watts resulted in Yonge being the youngest guy ever to be
fired from the station. Although it might not be the most
memorable WABC exit (Bob Dayton’s salute to the bombing
of Hiroshima arguably tops it), it was be the only time a
jock was yanked off the air mid-shift there. Hired to work
middays, within a year he found himself doing overnights.
Roby was sorely disappointed. The alcohol emboldened him
that night but as he'd attest for years, his firm belief in
what he was about to utter lingered when he was fully
sober. He felt it was a conspiracy that needed to be
uncovered, hence he announced to a stunned multi-state
area: “The Beatle Paul may be dead.”

Roby was as good as dead and it took several hours
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to revive the phone exchange serving the surrounding area.
The program director removed Yonge from the building
before the next newscast aired. While it is indisputable
Roby believed what he said and felt strongly he need to say
it, it is equally certain his mounting dissatisfaction with the
way things were going at WABC was the long-coming
catalyst, not his newfound knowledge of a mounting
musical conspiracy.

Events at other stations pale by comparison, such as
his comment after a drunk driving incident that had him
slamming into the wall of a local movie theatre, in the
station’s unmistakably marked car: ‘I always wanted to
break into show business.” But what stands out is Roby’s
pattern.

Regardless of how many constructive ways exist to
handle a situation, most of us default to the familiar— our
comfort zone. We exhibit consistent behavior, and for the
majority of people, that’s an OK place to be. Our
predictable response is appropriate and healthy, more or
less. When falling into the ‘less’ category, we’re generally
able to reflect on our behavior and learn from our mistakes.

But for those not able to do that, those repeatedly
auto-piloting themselves into the same fine mess again and
again, their lack of reflection is a detriment to themselves
and others around them. Examining their own behavior is
beyond them in both pain and ability, ergo they have highly
developed defense mechanisms. Often they’re charismatic,
creative types, some to the point of being sociopaths. But as
likely, they’re downtrodden scapegoats with well-developed
justification techniques. It’s easy to avoid introspection
when it’s someone else’s fault.

There’s a strong downside to it, but for those caught
up in victimhood, it’s an automatic response: something
outside of their control is to blame, and they had no choice
in their behavior. Much as frustrated computer users
resort to a hard reset, victims tend to implode, ignorant of
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their own involvement in their drama. Theyre blinking at
the outcome of their actions, resembling DOS users of
decades ago who stared at the 640K prompt, after hitting
“control-alt-delete.” Granted, sometimes it’s better to chuck
it all and start over, but it’s hardly of use when starting
over equals doing it again. And, again.

Unlike most pattern repeaters, Roby knew exactly
what he was doing. And he was powerless to stop it.
Successful outcomes require two things— awareness of our
role in a given dynamic, and our willingness to change it.
Both are beyond most of us until we’re left with no choice
other than confronting our actions. By recognizing his
pattern, Roby was well on the way to where he needed to
be. But it was of no value to him because he believed he
could not change. Ironically, there’s a good amount of
wisdom in that. “The Serenity Prayer,” circulated by
Alcoholics Anonymous sums it up:

God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot
change, courage to change the things I can, and wisdom to
know the difference.

It’s widely credited to theologian Dr. Rheinhold
Niebuhr who used it to end a sermon around 1934. In
testimony of its relevance, though not its authorship, are
the many versions, in many languages, over many
centuries. The concept goes back at least to Christian
martyr, Boethius, in 6th Century Rome

But willing or not, there are some things you cannot
change about your nature. For Roby, the key might have
been to understand why he self-sabotaged. He knew how
he did it, but it might have taken a team of psychiatrists to
fully uncover “why.” If he truly understood the dynamics
of his inner demons, he may have been able to learn how to
harness them. It’s moot as Roby died shy of his 55tk
birthday without resolving the deep pain within. The
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tragedy is that kindred to the bulk of the talented-troubled,
he made throngs of us smile while he cried alone.

Most of us are not quite that anguished, though that
too is largely moot. What’s central, is attitude: if you’re
willing to change the things you can (which is no small
commitment in itself), for every facet of your nature working
against you that you cannot change (and there will be
some, regardless of how determined you are); there is a
workaround that can make those facets manageable, if not
a way to transform some of them into assets. But first,
you’ve got to get a handle on what really matters.
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Chapter 4
The Irony of Goals

It’s often been noted that life is what happens while
youre making other plans. Though it’s a wonderfully
sardonic assessment, it overrates the human condition.
For most of us, if we drove our cars the way we planned our
lives, we couldn’t get out of the garage.

That would be fine if going with the flow got you
where you wanted to be, but seldom does it. At the risk of
pointing out the obvious, if you don’t know where you want
to go, the chances are good you won’t get there— and
almost guaranteed, the trip will be less rewarding than it
could be. There’s a great argument for being in the
moment, that life is a journey not a destination.
Undoubtedly, we would all be much happier if we could
enjoy the ride. We'll talk about that in Chapter 9. Details
aside, it’s infinitely more difficult to remain in any moment,
if you aren’t ready to deal with what comes after it.

On the surface, it would seem that having a goal
would be your biggest asset. Assuredly, having a specific
destination, and a map to get there, will give you
unparalleled focus. But, the majority of people blessed
with yearning for a particular goal aren’t prepared for what
happens when they attain it. That’s one thing about
goals— you’ll reach them or you won’t. And to cut to the
alarming truth: not reaching your goals can be the more
rewarding scenario. For those who can enjoy the journey,
living a life with a specific quest provides a framework of
hope and direction, which allows us to blossom and thrive,
regardless of the ultimate outcome.

Most of us equate the failure to reach a cherished
goal, with a plethora of despondent emotions evoking deep
sympathy from our friends and associates. We don’t apply
compassion to those who fulfill their dreams. They got
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exactly what they wanted, what could be better? Therein
lies the irony, because once a long term goal is achieved,
and once the thrill of victory fades, it’s virtually guaranteed
that an emptiness will fill all the places where the dream
used to be— and the bigger the dream, the deeper the
emptiness. It’s easy to muse that we’ll gladly handle that
problem, but for those actually doing so, it’s anything but
easy.

Radio provides poignant examples. Most disc
jockeys knew by junior high they wanted to be on the air.
They were the smug kids in the back of the room on career
day. Filled with ambition and drive, their after-school
activity was hanging around the radio station, doing
anything for anyone, just to get inside the studio. Those
who would succeed generally had very specific goals. What
they couldn’t realize is they’d reach those goals early in life,
if they reached them at all. And when they did, they’'d be in
for a cruel awakening.

Robert W. Morgan found out first-hand. In college,
in the mid-1950s, in Wooster, Ohio, he had one goal: to be
the #1 morning man in Los Angeles. He made it by the time
he was 32. At first it was an amazing high to have
everything he ever wanted, but slowly the rush was
replaced with a creeping dullness, increasingly assuaged by
alcohol. ‘Is this all there is, and if it is, why am I increasingly
unhappy about it?’ he ruminated. A year later the problem
hit him. He no longer had a goal. “There was nothing to
fight for anymore.”

Countless jocks have been in the same place. It’s
equally true for employees in any profession. If you’re able
to reach your lifetime goals by the time you’re around 30,
what’s next? Regarding radio, the answer to that question
will define not only your career, but also the quality of your
life.

In Robert’s case, pinpointing a new goal wasn’t
difficult. Being on the air was his passion, and there were
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significant mileposts he still wished to achieve. Each one
would be a step along the bigger journey that was a lifetime,
lucrative radio career. Planning it out, Robert felt his next
logical move would be transitioning from teen jock to adult
personality. KHJ, the first choice for kids, was viewed with
distain in many quarters, as were all rock and roll stations.
Advertisers who might hire a radio talent to do voice-over
work were hardly recruiting rock jocks.

But MOR (Middle of the Road) stations, such as
KMPC in Los Angeles, were widely respected. For their
announcers, it was the quickest route to gaining a major
media presence. From television to movies, networks to
print, KMPC opened doors. Robert W. Morgan wanted to
walk through them.

That’s when he discovered that being #1 was not
enough. The guy in charge of KMPC told him point blank,
he needed MOR experience before he’d be considered.
Another executive may have not required it, but by being
unbending, KMPC management gave Robert a goal. He left
for Chicago where he did mornings on WIND to gain MOR
experience. A year later, he returned to Los Angeles,
though not yet to KMPC.

Morgan found himself back on KHJ, but this time
rather than the emptiness he previously felt, he was
reinvigorated with dreams of doing mornings across town.
The circuitous road to that post was filled with incessant
complaints, belying his happiness over having a goal to
which he was dedicated. He joined KMPC as a part-time
talent in 1976. In 1979, he was given morning drive.
Robert celebrated his victory with the wisdom that instead
of it being a destination, it was a midpoint on a bigger
journey, which included bigger salary goals, national
exposure, and multi-media plans.

The good feelings, however, did not extend to Morgan
becoming filled with joy about life. He had an unhappiness
down to his core, but opposed to being torn apart by his
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misery, Robert was able to use it as the impetus for working
harder and gaining more recognition. While he was crying
alone, he had the unique ability to make the rest of us
laugh together.

Ronnie Grant is a poignant example of goal betrayal.
Ronnie’s dream was to be on the air in New York City.
First, he had a few other desires to fulfill. Saying that
Ronnie took planning to new heights is an understatement.
He wanted to work at Miami’s WQAM in the 1960s, but the
problem was twofold. WQAM rarely had openings, and
Grant knew he was not sufficiently experienced to fill one, if
it did arise.

Doing a little research, he learned that the owner of
WQAM, Robert H. Storz, was a patriot. He was the father of
the company’s founder, Todd Storz who died unexpectedly
in April 1964. With six radio stations across the country,
Robert ran a tight ship. Among his rules (or ultimatums
depending on where you stood), was that any employee
drafted into the military would find a job waiting for them
upon their return to civilian life.

Grant realized his draft number would soon be up,
and while he might not be ready for WQAM, he could be
hired at another Storz Station: KOMA in Oklahoma City.
He got the job, and waited. Uncle Sam did the rest. After
Ronnie’s armed services stint was over, Storz made sure
WQAM had a place for him.

It was even easier for Grant to find himself in New
York a few years later when a new station entered the
market. WWDJ was licensed to New Jersey, but it
blanketed Manhattan with Top 40 music, and that was
enough for Ronnie. He made it! Similar to Robert, he felt
good for a while. And then he felt rudderless. With no firm
direction in mind, after the WWDJ job ended, as almost all
on-air gigs inevitably do, Grant came back to Miami, first to
Y-100 and then, to WMYQ.

Though both FM stations were very successful,
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Ronnie felt none of it. Eventually he quit and returned to
his hometown, working in the logging business. He spent
several years alone and depressed until it dawned on him
that he spent his 20s building up his career, and in his
30s, after leaving New York with no goals in mind, he
subconsciously tore it all down so he’d have something to
rebuild again. That introspection explained Grant’s current
position, but it did not extend to how he could regroup and
move forward.

It’s uncertain Ronnie ever found the answer. On the
surface, it appeared he had a new goal— station ownership,
which he achieved in the 1980s, in Greenwood, Mississippi.
The challenges of owning a small market station can be
many, as can be the rewards. Sadly that was not enough.
He took his life in 1985. For Grant, the high he felt in
targeting and reaching a lofty goal, was replaced with an
unrelenting emptiness he was never able to fill.

On paper, Roby Yonge lived every radio guy’s dream.
Who wouldn’t want to be the youngest full-time guy on
WABC? The problem is it wasn’t Roby’s goal. Roby fancied
himself a surfer, which, while more than a small stretch,
was his persona in Miami where he worked prior to New
York. His goal was Los Angeles. He wanted to be on KHJ.
But he didn’t know anyone there, and he did have a conduit
to New York. Too good a conduit as it turned out.

Whether Roby knew at the time he was an alcoholic,
is not the point. He behaved like one, continually taking the
path of least resistance without much thought, often with
none at all. While he was on the air in Miami, the daughter
of one of WABC’s biggest sponsors fancied him. She
convinced her dad to pave the way for Yonge in New York,
and the old man went all out.

The superhighway to WABC did not include the
program director hearing Roby on the air. Yonge sent a
tape. Except the tape wasn’t a random recording of his
radio show. It was a studio production, edited together to

47



be flawless, much more flawless than he could ever have
hoped to be. The gal’s dad didn’t care as long as his little
girl was happy.

Before Yonge could get to New York, dad’s “little girl”
was miserable. Roby married someone else and took his
new bride to his new home. Superfluous to note, Mr. Big
Sponsor was not around to bail him out when trouble came
(and you know it did). If this was anyone else, you’d have
reason to believe self-sabotage was his goal. But goals were
at best amorphous for Yonge, even when sober.

He never found anything to passionately pursue.
While the life that happened to Roby might have been the
goal of numerous talents, it left him cold. After he reached
New York, his downward spiral was evident. By the 1980s,
he was enabled by a steady voice-over career. That his
commercials for Levitz Furniture paid all his bills was both
a blessing and a curse. It allowed him to live a comfortable
lifestyle, but didn’t force him to deal with the core issue in
his life: lack of direction. And he knew it.

In 1984, we talked at length. Roby joked that he had
so much to outlive. He laughed about becoming an
anonymous newsman. “Gib Swen. Big News spelt
backwards,” but noted that ‘they’re hiring younger and
younger kids now.’ Looking forward, Yonge thought maybe
he, ‘could start a radio retirement home for old announcers—
it doesn’t have to be on the air. Just put up a tower and hire
groupies to hang out by the building. Have secretaries write
hoards of fan mail with everyone’s name misspelled properly.
Of course there’d be jingles...’

He admitted he was, ‘confused and overwhelmed. I'm
sitting here surrounded by hundreds of airchecks, ghosts of
my past. Last year I put up a Christmas tree and set out all
my cards. My housekeeper was impressed by all the big
names. I didn’t tell her the cards were 15 years old.” Roby
wondered if perhaps it was time to contemplate all his
accomplishments, but sheepishly added, ‘that’s all bull, isn’t
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it?’ He never broached what it would take to define a path
worth pursuing. Yonge died a decade later in a shabby
motel room, alone and unemployed. But that’s not the
saddest irony of his colorful life.

When Roby was a well-known Miami talent in 1965,
he referred to himself as “The Big Kahuna.” He got the
name from the old Gidget movie from 1959 where “The Big
Kahuna” was the leader of the surfers. It was somewhat of
a joke due to his lack of surfing expertise, and a total joke
due to the lack of tide in South Florida, but it caught on.

Subsequently, Bill Drake, the architect of KHJ in Los
Angeles, was vacationing in Miami, listening to Roby use
the Kahuna handle. KHJ was the ‘holy grail’ to Roby, but
sadly, it was not Yonge that caught Drake’s ear. Bill
thought “The Big Kahuna” depiction sounded cool and was
quick to share it with KHJ program director Ron Jacobs.
As a Hawalii native, Jacobs was very familiar with it.

“The Big Kahuna” has Hawaiian origins predating
white man’s arrival, much less his fascination with surfing.
But it didn’t click until Drake heard Roby use it on the air.
Instantly, “The Big Kahuna” became a promotion and
publicity fixture on KHJ. Painfully ironic, Roby was never
considered for the one thing he wanted, though his alter
ego name was snapped up instantly, and remains alive to
this day, now on KRTH in L.A.

Joey Reynolds was also living someone else’s dream,
but he realized it when he could do something about it. Not
that it would be easy. Embracing sobriety in middle age,
Joey not only discovered he was achieving another guy’s
goal; he found out that his friends, choices, and proclivities,
were likewise, not his.

For Joey, getting straight led to a complete change in
his outlook. Earlier he had been a Top 40 legend, most
notably in his hometown of Buffalo, where he was heard up
and down the eastern seaboard, doing nights on WKBW.
Countless personalities have credited Reynolds as their
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inspiration, but for Joey it was a torturous existence,
calmed only through inebriation. The end of the job came
with him nailing his shoes to the general manager’s door.
The accompanying note said “Fill these.” (They couldn’t—
at least not for a decade until they got Jack Armstrong.)

Reynolds drifted through many major market gigs
with similar, if not quite as spectacular, endings; until he
decided that he was no longer interested in being on the air.
The business was changing, AM was dying, and Joey was in
mourning. Angry and hurt, he divorced radio and opened a
production company. As you might expect, it failed.
Reynolds returned to broadcasting, but this time to
management, a chore for which he was uniquely ill suited.
The crisis that followed led to his sobriety, but brought him
no closer to finding himself.

Married and starting a family, Joey felt he should opt
for the security of the corporate world. He took a job with
20th Century Fox. It was not a good fit. Nor was his role as
president of Wayne Newton’s company.

To digress, Newton’s story is the perfect example of
failing to reach a goal, but nonetheless netting tremendous
success. Wayne desperately wanted hit records, but never
topped the charts. On stage, however, his star shined. No
one has matched his track record as a Las Vegas headliner.
Regardless of the affect this dichotomy had on Wayne’s
persona, while witnessing it, Joey saw the need to
formulate appropriate goals and the resolve to stick to
them.

Coming away from the Newton experience with a
renewed focus on being a performer, Reynolds ended up
doing overnights in Denver, simulcast on KOA radio and
television. It didn’t last, but his desire to be behind the
mic, did. He returned to Philadelphia and then New York.
His career was marked with almost as much time off the air
as on it, but his willingness to do whatever it took to remain
a radio personality, eventually paid off in a position he held
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for over 14 years, hosting a nationally syndicated overnight
show on the WOR Network.

It’s starting to sound as if you better define your own
lifelong goal structure or else— with “else” too horrible to
contemplate. But that’s not always so.

You may be among the lucky ones, like Gary Stevens
who seemingly had a charmed life. @ Gary’s career began
alongside Joey Reynolds’. Both, about the same age, hailed
from Buffalo, and found themselves in Miami, where Frank
Ward, a former Buffalo radio programmer, was working.
Ward, who programmed WAME, and then a new upstart in
town, WFUN, hired both men.

When Joey returned to Buffalo, Gary moved on to
WIL in St. Louis, an influential radio station that spawned
numerous talents including Dan Ingram. For Gary, New
York was the goal. He got there after moving from WIL to
“Lucky Keener 13,” WKNR in Detroit. What Keener lacked
in signal, it made up for in sound. Gary joined several
accomplished broadcasters, and it wasn’t long before he
began a campaign to get Ruth Meyer, the program director
at New York’s WMCA, to hire him. In 1965, she did.

At 25 years old, Gary was doing nights in
Manhattan. In contrast to the previously mentioned talents,
he enjoyed himself immensely. At the height of the British
Invasion, Gary married an English stewardess. In 1968, as
AM radio was changing, instead of a pity party, he moved to
Switzerland. Two years later, it was announced he was
returning, as the new general manager for KRIZ in Phoenix.

If you’re wondering how that could have possibly
happened, you are in very good company. For someone
who had been a nighttime rock and roll disc jockey, with
absolutely no programming, sales, or management
experience, to be named as a general manager of anything
was unparalleled. It seemed as if the writer of the 1970
article, announcing Doubleday’s purchase of KRIZ, left a
few career moves out, when he said: “Former WMCA air
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personality Gary Stevens will be general manager.” But not
only did Gary get the job, he got it over one lunch with
Doubleday’s then-president, Dave Scribner. (To this day,
some of us wonder what the pair could have been eating.)

Gary’s career continued in the same auspicious
manner. He moved to co-owned KDWB in Minneapolis
before assuming Scribner’s role as president of the
company. From there, at the perfect moment in the 1980s,
he segued to a position with a major investment bank,
before going out on his own as a station broker, negotiating
many of radio’s highest priced deals.

It’s not that Stevens didn’t have goals, as much as he
had the ability to change them as needed. He had an
uncommon combination of focus and flexibility. Or perhaps
the reality is that his real goal was as unapparent as it was
unwavering. I'm amused to recall a discussion we had in
1985, about his move from Doubleday to media financing.
Among Gary’s biggest concerns was whether he’d still have
his name and picture in the trades all the time, if he took
the gig. The answer was yes. He’d also have a much bigger
bank account, though that never seemed to be his primary
motivation. Maybe it wasn’t so much that Gary identified
his goals, as it was that Gary understood himself.

While it’s a given that finding a goal, which captures
you down to your basic essence, one you are compelled to
passionately pursue under any condition, will result in a
purpose driven life, rich with experience and expectation;
there’s another way to thrive and prosper. Gary Stevens
unwittingly discovered it. You don’t have to know exactly
what you want in order to find happiness and satisfaction,
but you do have to know precisely who you are.
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Chapter 5
The Science of Wisdom - Part One
Dedication

Decades ago, while writing for Billboard Magazine, 1
ran into every manner of radio person. Some impressed me
with their intellect and creativity, others with their
persistence and competence, and a few for being utterly
clueless. There were times I had to wonder whether their
daddy owned the station employing them. That was
practically the situation with the man in charge of the CBS-
FM group. His father was a high-ranking company
executive. 1 once publicly declared that with this guy’s
programming skill, he couldn’t get cops to listen to the
police band during a riot. Tact was not my strong suit—
still isn’t.

My most memorable conversation with this fellow,
came at a radio convention around 1983. The topic was the
lackluster performance of his Los Angeles CHR station,
KKHR, compared to KIIS-FM, which was on its way to
owning the market. (CHR, Contemporary Hit Radio, was
the name used when the Top 40 format came back to
prominence in the '80s. Regardless of moniker, the idea
behind the approach is to play the biggest mainstream hits,
whatever they might be. It’s not as easy as it sounds.)

So there I was, berating this hapless soul for how
poorly his station was doing. One of my points was that the
music did not reflect the market. Yes, it’s tough to know
what to play in Los Angeles, since L.A. is 90 suburbs in
search of a city, one very different from the next. But you
can figure it out, especially if you know where to do the
research, which CBS clearly didn’t, when it came to CHR.

They were much closer, in their previous stance as a
mellow AOR station, in large part because they were
comfortable with the tastes and lifestyle of their target
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audience. But with their new format, it was as if no one at
CBS noticed they would need to appeal to a group of people
alien to them, let alone recognized that they couldn’t
fathom how to do it. There was much more to be said, and
I was ready to say it, but this media giant chose to deflect
my comments with a sharp interjection that floored me:
“How were we to know that KIIS would go CHR?”

I was incredulous, but managed to blurt, “Gee, I
don’t know, I guess you could have turned on a radio. KIIS
changed formats a year before you did.” 1 remain mystified
about what conditions could have possibly existed that
would have caused the guy to overlook a hugely successful
competitor when setting up his station. But wouldn'’t it be
nice if life’s wisdom was that simple— that everything we
need to know was right in front of us, if only we’d look?

For most of us, it isn’t that simple. “If only,” is
usually a past tense concept, an after the fact dawning. It’s
often a painful regret over what we didn’t know when we
needed to know it. In the best cases, experience will bring
us hard-earned wisdom. Commonly, looking back on those
“learning opportunities,” we’ll have misgivings. If only we’d
handled ourselves differently. If only we had that vital piece
of the puzzle, we would have made other choices. If only.

But you can know what to do, if you know where to
look. If you’ve got a well-defined goal you’re pursuing, you
will weigh anything you might want to do against your
ultimate desire, and you’ll likely make an appropriate
choice. But if you don’t? Even if you’re bereft of ambition,
not to mention inspiration, you can access a similar
framework from which good decisions may spring— if
you’re willing to develop it.

What I'm about to ask you to do will create a
decision-making tool, and many of you won’t do it. You’ll
probably read through the next paragraphs, intellectually
understanding the premise, but not embracing the exercise.
If you’re among the few that will take the time and effort to
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follow through, I can reasonably guarantee the results will
help you in ways you won'’t expect. You may doubt it, but
you won'’t know until you try.

I want you to make four lists. You’re never going to
show them to anyone. How accurately you formulate them
will determine how well they’ll work, so take your time. Live
with them for a while; revise them before you’re finished.
Look at them when you’re in various moods.

Do not consider anything external to you. Don’t
think about a particular situation or person. For instance,
if you want a job at Eli Lilly in Indianapolis, think of why
you want a job there— you want to work at a major
pharmaceutical company, or have a job as a research
scientist, live in a large population center, the Midwest, or
whatever the Lilly job represents to you.

Also, do not consider what anyone else in your life
wants or needs, even the people depending on you directly.
This is a thoroughly selfish task, and again, no one else will
see the results. Be brutally honest. There’s no right or
wrong. This is not a character test. It’s a neutral and
non-judgmental mirror that will tell you who you are.

The first list is very short: Things I must have in my
life. There might be one or two items on it. They are your
non-negotiables: things essential to your happiness—
without them, you will not thrive. It’s possible nothing
comes to mind, but most of us will have a couple of basics,
central to our satisfaction with life. Something may be
trivial to others, but if it’s to the bone essential to you, it
goes on the list.

The second list is very long: Things I would like to
have in my life. Theyre not absolute musts, but you would
enjoy having them. Don’t worry about prioritizing anything;
just list whatever comes to you that you think would make
your life nicer. It can include where you’d prefer to be, who
you’d rather be with, but again, do your best to stay away
from specifics. Instead of saying, I'd like to marry Joan,’
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think of the qualities Joan embodies, which you want in a
mate, and put those on your list. Perfectly fine for this list
to contain hundreds of items, though for the majority of us,
it will be measured in dozens, if that.

The third list is also very long: Things I do not want
to have in my life. Not the total deal breakers, just things
you’d rather not have to handle.

The fourth list, as the first, is very short: Things [
cannot have in my life— these are the deal breakers, the
things you will never accept. Similar to the first list, it’s
possible nothing will be included, but for many people,
there is an item or two.

By the way, there’s a school of thought that says
eliminate the negatives and list everything positively. In
other words, if you want to say, ‘I do not want to live in an
area with snowy winters,’ instead, state it as, 1 want to live
in a warm climate.” But it’s hard enough to think about
what’s important, as it is. There’s a solid reason for the
anti-negative stance, and a time and place for it too. For
now, it’s counterproductive. For most of us, it’s easier to
talk about what we don’t like, so go for it.

After you've completed all four lists, you can put
them to use. Any specific choice can be compared with
what’s important to you. You may not draw an instant
conclusion, but you’ll have immediate insight into whether
whatever you’re considering is worth a closer look.

I'll give you a personal example. In 1992, after being
out of work for a year, I got a job offer from Rockford,
Nlinois. My first reaction was, no possible way. Rockford is
around market #150. I'd never worked in a town that
small, even when I was starting out in radio. It was almost
insulting to consider. But after a while, the length of my
dry spell and the lack of options, led me to believe that I
had no choice but to investigate it. At first, I was somewhat
hostile to the idea. Then I got out my lists.

Nothing violated my ‘must haves’ or ‘cannot haves.’
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One of my ‘cannots’ was a job that started in the morning.
A ‘must’ was a certain salary level— an amount I never
would have believed a small market could pay. The job
undeniably was a good fit for the must/cannot lists. Still, it
was a bit disappointing I couldn’t discount it. On an
emotional level, | wanted no part of Rockford.

As I looked at the next two lists, what I wanted and
didn’t want, it hit me that a lot of what I wanted, and
almost none of what I didn’t, matched. Things I hadn’t
realized— such as ‘prefer small town living within an hour’s
drive of a major metropolitan area,” were direct hits.
Ultimately, I decided to go. Would I have done so without
the lists? Maybe out of sheer economic necessity, but I
would have gone with a losing attitude, resentful of my fate,
instead of looking forward to the experience.

Even with all my forethought, I couldn’t have
imagined what I would encounter. It wasn’t on any list, but
it should have been. I've mentioned this on my radio show
a few times because it was so personally profound: going to
Rockford enabled me to grow as a broadcaster. Looking
back on it, I suspect it was ignorance, not arrogance, which
had me missing that point. I couldn’t see how any specific
situation would have a disproportionate effect, one way or
the other, on my performance. My innocence worked in my
favor. Had I known what I was walking into, I would have
walked the other way.

The dilemma for small market talk radio is a dearth
of callers. Having come from two 50,000 facilities, KOA in
Denver and KFI in Los Angeles, I was used to the opposite.
On KFI, giving out the phone number was sufficient to have
every line in use. Callers make the job easy. They can cover
a multitude of sins including the total lack of preparation.
As long as the host is fairly glib, the callers will generally
give them all the ammo they need to do a credible job. But
when you get on the air expecting audience participation
and the phone doesn’t ring, you’ve got a problem.
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The prevailing talk show format at the time was
pretty simple: lay out an impassioned point of view about
one current topic of interest and invite debate on it from
listeners. But when they didn’t call? There’s only so much
you can say about any one thing, less you want to say, and
less still that the audience wants to hear.

I was a quick study. The one thing the few folks who
would phone the station wanted to discuss was the school
board. After fleshing out that topic in a myriad of
unimaginable ways, I began to threaten non-callers with
obscure R&B oldies. I played a few, such as “Should I Cry”
by The Concords, followed by assurances that I had many
more just like it, and I’'d spin them all, if they didn’t pick up
the phone. They didn’t. I didn’t make good on my bluff,
since I knew that they could change the station.

In reality, with WROK, you need not change the dial
to hear another station. If you listen closely in Rockford,
you’ll hear Chicago’s WGN on the same frequency. It has to
do with harmonics. WGN broadcasts on 720. That means
it’s going to have a remnant signal on 1440, because it’s a
multiple of 720. 1440 is WROK’s assigned position. WGN
has 50,000 watts. WROK has 10 percent of that in the day,
and a mere 270 watts at night. Even in the WROK parking
lot after dark, you can hear WGN behind it.

Though few listeners would notice that phenomenon,
all of the big Chicago talk stations clearly covered Rockford
on their own frequencies. Suffice it to say, there was plenty
else to hear, if I chased away what audience I had.

I had two choices (other than quitting or finding
music, more suited to the taste of my listeners and playing
a lot of it). I could continue to frustrate myself, expecting
calls that weren’t coming, or find a way to do a talk show
without them. In under a month, I chose the latter in an
attempt to protect my sanity. I arrived five days a week,
ready to do a topical talk show for four hours, without
taking one call.
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I went where no host had previously gone on an
issue-based show. In a conversational style, I included a
huge amount and variety of timely topics from sources
ranging from the Wall Street Journal to the Weekly World
News. I talked to one listener, hoping more than one was
hearing me, focusing on one-on-one intimacy. In short, I
was sharing the world with a friend, and not tremendously
concerned with the results.

My first hint that it was working, came on “D-Day’—
“Dorito Day,” where [ was charged with appearing in public,
giving away bags of chips to anyone who might show up. I
figured I'd be eating Doritos for months, based on caller
volume, but when I got to the advertised location, I was
mobbed. It was the middle of a weekday, so it wasn’t
surprising this was mostly a crowd of housewives, but the
enormity of the crowd was so different from any expectation
I could have rationally had that I found myself stammering,
in what could best be described as a pleading voice, as I
asked, “Why don’t you call?” The response is imprinted on
my mind: “We don’t want to interrupt you, dear.” To this
day, I invite listeners to interrupt the show. Now you know
why.

Fortunately, the gathering wasn’t a fluke. The ratings
reflected its size, and more. [ was making decent money
before the numbers came out. After they did, I got a raise.
But the real surprise came when [ left a year later.

I returned to Southern California, replacing Bill
Ballance in San Diego. KFMB was a well-respected station
with a good signal, enjoying high ratings in a major market.
This should have been comparable to KOA and KFI, but it
turned out to be another WROK. [ worked nights. The
station carried the Padres, who at the time were dead last
in their division, the National League West. If there was a
position lower than last, they would have held it. But not
only did KFMB air the baseball games; like most stations
that carry play-by-play, they also ran a long post game
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program, rehashing the action for the sole purpose of
amassing additional ad dollars. By the time my show
started, it was about 45 minutes past a losing game, by a
losing team, which interested no one. If you don’t think
my training in caller-free radio paid off, you aren’t paying
attention.

I shined in an arena where it would have been on
everybody’s radar had I failed. And I can thank a year in
Rockford for that. While the lists guided me to go to
Rockford, the lessons I learned were a gift. Nothing I
pondered could have led me to expect results that weren’t
in my consciousness. And therein lies the weakness
inherent in any list most of us will make initially: it will be
largely reflective of our reactions to the experiences we’ve
already had, rather than predictive of what we might desire,
among the countless possibilities still unknown to us.

Radio pioneer, Todd Storz, instinctively understood
the role previous experience plays in our choices. One late
evening, during a discussion with a handful of notable
colleagues, Todd pondered moving the hourly news.
Because competitors ran their newscasts at the top of the
hour, Storz aired his, five minutes earlier. The logic was
that the bulk of the Top 40 audience tuned the news out,
therefore the listeners he’d automatically lose when the
news started on his stations, would be regained five
minutes later when the competitor’s news began and he
was back to playing music.

After debating whether his premise was correct, talk
got around to the best time to air news. All was civilized,
until an associate suggested polling the audience to
determine their preferences. Storz quickly dismissed the
idea, retorting, “People don’t know what they like. They like
what they know!”

Whether Todd was speaking about the industry he
well understood, or reflecting philosophically on the human
condition, is lost to history. But intentional or not, Storz
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hit upon a basic tenet of psychology: with rare exceptions,
we cannot envision what we do not know exists. That’s
inescapable, but what’s hidden, is how it binds us.

The economic fallout since the announcement that
America was on the precipice of disaster in 2008, provides
too many examples of our inability to factor what we’ve
never experienced. Millions who have worked their entire
adult lives in lucrative positions, increasingly are finding
themselves unemployed, with nothing in sight. It’s not
unreasonable to feel defeated after months or years of
answering help wanted ads. But more than defeated, some
of us feel lost. We simply can’t imagine what else we can
do. Society understands that crisis.

For those of us still on the job, there may also be a
hitch. Decreasing levels of satisfaction have become the
norm. The disquietude may spring from seeing no
advancement on the horizon, the toll of taking on the
workload of several laid-off colleagues, the feeling of futility
in every task we undertake, the joylessness behind even the
biggest accomplishment, or worse yet, the thankless nature
of bureaucracies and the anonymity of life in a cubicle.
Sometimes society understands that too.

But what about the guy who has job offers and
doesn’t want them? Society doesn’t grasp that, at least not
favorably. That was Dr. G’s predicament. After 20 years in
higher education, this PhD had no shortage of offers. While
he was grateful for the opportunities, none of them held his
interest.

His malaise was well founded. Early in his career, he
lost tenure for questioning a major university’s decision to
withhold the identity of an alleged murderer until after the
football season— since the star suspect was also the star
player. Dr. G. wondered what the school was teaching.
(The newspaper wondered if the university was after a
higher caliber of student— perhaps those with rounds of
45s or 38s.)
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Naturally there were accolades and advancements,
but as the decades passed, the high points were obscured
by the injustices. Recently, as Dr. G. weighed each
opening, the negatives so trumped the positives; he
confided he was tired of waking up every day. That
dramatic statement showed a stark level of burnout, and a
total inability on his part to envision anything, which would
bring him pleasure.

We talked about his situation at length, and it was
increasingly apparent, it wasn’t that Dr. G had no prospects
for happiness— it was that he couldn’t find them. The
challenge for me was to get him to look beyond the known.
It was a given his familiar arena would not be the source of
his future happiness. In addition to the highly politicized
and unfulfilling experience the college campus had become,
his field of economics was in a real world mess, offensive to
his libertarian sensibilities and academic foundation.

I started one conversation by asking him about the
times in his life, when he was truly happy. I wanted to
know less about career moves and more about his
avocations and interests. Hours into our talk he sheepishly
admitted that he loved investigating UFOs. He immediately
discounted his interest, saying, ‘I’'d like to travel to other
planets but that’s not going to happen.’

I'm all for telling people that there are no limitations
to their desires other than their own lack of faith, but in
this case, I agreed. He was staying here— Outer Mongolia
maybe, outer space, improbable. Probing deeper (no UFO
pun intended), he came alive as he described the theoretical
discussions he’d had with other bright folks about every
facet of space lore, from government cover-ups to time-
bending schemes unknown to us.

As he continued to speak, it became clear that what
he enjoyed was steeped more in the process of sharing
intellectual pursuits with aware humans, than it was in the
possibilities of contact with aliens. I could readily see
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numerous uses for his PhD that Dr. G. hadn’t considered.
Research was a given. He’d be the perfect candidate to
work in a think tank where he could develop alternative
economic paradigms with like minds. And with his love of
education and public speaking, he’d also be a terrific
corporate consultant.

Until we talked, Dr. G. couldn’t see any of the
possibilities. As I write this, he’s negotiating an offer from
an employer he previously had not considered contacting,
and for the first time in a long time, it excites him. He’s
also on the lecture circuit where audiences fuel his interest
with questions about topics he loves to debate. If the
current opportunity doesn’t pan out, he’s nevertheless in a
much better state than he was months ago when he
couldn’t find a reason to get out of bed.

If you’re in a position where, for whatever reason,
you’re at a loss as to what to do, the chances are solid that
it’s not a lack of opportunities, rather your inability to see
them. That sounds awfully Pollyanna-esque when you’re a
year out of work with mounting bills and no prospects.
This will too— but it’s no less true: even in the worst times,
somebody will prosper. You probably know that. But what
you may not accept is that it can be you. Whether your
concern is economic or not, if youre in a place where
nothing you see is exciting or compelling, then there are
two more lists I'll ask you to make.

Similar to the other four, don’t compile these with
specifics in mind. The fifth list should be fairly easy to
make. Write down everything you can remember that ever
brought you joy. No matter if it wouldn’t bring you
happiness now, if it ever did, include it. From being in the
boy scouts or winning the science fair, to going to the prom
or buying a muscle car, the small things are as important,
if not more so, than the big stuff. Daydream, and think of
all the things that have made you feel great, if only
momentarily. Put them on the “Joy List.”
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Then, look it over. If there is anything on this new
list that remains enticing but isn’t on your ‘fike to have’ list,
add it. Broadening your lists will make them more useful.
The exercise might also show you the limitations of your
thoughts. There’s a huge amount of information you’re not
factoring.

The sixth list may be harder to compile, but
hopefully it will also be more fun. It’s your “Dream List.”
For this compilation, nothing is impossible, even if you
“know” it is. Include the things you’ve never done but
might want do— down to the most outlandish scenarios. It
doesn’t matter if youre capable of doing something, or if
you'll ever have the chance to do it. All that counts is
whether it’s exhilarating when it comes to mind. If it is,
write it down, regardless of whether you’d be embarrassed
to share it with anyone else. Don’t worry about your self-
image. Genuine success has nothing to do with what you
think will make you look better to others, but that hasn’t
stopped hoards of us from proceeding as if it might.
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Chapter 6
The Science of Wisdom - Part Two
Revelation

Around 1989, while I was hosting an evening talk
show on KOA in Denver, the program director du jour
wanted me to have a self-help night. Among the memorable
authors was a woman who wrote a book about how to
marry the rich. I was more interested in how her wealthy
husband felt when he read her suggestions. Surprisingly,
the Mr. was a sly guy. His take on his wife’s tactics was,
‘How do you think I got her?” He was on to her game, and
used his wealth to snag what he wanted, regardless of her
motives. Whatever. It was my job to make this wench
interesting.

Ms. Pseudo-riche glommed on to me as soon as she
ascertained I was single. She gleefully assured me I could
marry well. She informed me, I'd have to do what the
wealthy did. I'd have to go to concerts. I told her that there
was an upcoming Chicago Soul Review with half of the
original Vee-Jay artists performing, which would be worth
the trip. ‘I meant Classical concerts,” she sniffed. I
convulsed. She suggested sport venues. I chose bowling.
‘No,’ she shuddered, ‘ideally, Steeplechase races.’

Eventually she gave up, and we took calls from folks
willing to wear the right clothes, live in the right zip codes,
and go to the right venues. I didn’t need to consult any list
to know that nothing she was peddling was of interest to
me. But how many of us are lost in an image, which isn’t
truly ours, because it’s what we think we should do, to get
what we might want? How many of us have been influenced
by another’s urgings, or the advice of several others, who
seem to know better than we do, what we need?

Not surprisingly, since almost all of us make it to
adulthood with our self-image less than it should be, there
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is no shortage of imposing books devoted to the psychology
behind our lacking sense of worth. In general, our opinion
of ourselves is the impetus for how we try to appear to
others. From sociopaths in the extreme, to those with a
hint of false pride, it’s fairly common for us to portray
ourselves as better than we secretly think we are, and that’s
not always bad. Compensating for self-image issues may
be the force behind the bulk of high achievers in every
industry. It’s no doubt responsible for radio’s greatest
talents.

Years ago, Robert W. Morgan confided to me that he
knew he was having a good day when he felt his self-image
was up to his knees. Suddenly I understood why he was
driven to awaken at 2:30 in the morning, spending more
hours prepping for his show than he was on the air doing
it, why his entire focus throughout the day was on what
he’d say the next morning. His self-assessment was
directly tied to how well he performed. This went way
beyond competence and dedication. It was an obsessive
need to excel so he could feel better about himself. (His
listeners got the better end of the deal.)

Robert was in good company. One of the most
common themes in the background of successful disc
jockeys is that their self-image is bolstered by what they do,
not who they are. The high from a great performance fills
their emptiness. Overcoming insecurity has turned
performers into stars, and the best radio managers know
how to capitalize on it.

The consequences of self-image issues not only
impact an individual directly, but they can be downright
perplexing to the rest of us when what we see, is anything
but what we get. Over 100 years ago, this dichotomy led to
a real dilemma for market surveyors. The origin of modern
research dates back to the problems posed by the difference
between what people said, and what they did. Todd Storz
rightly contended that people prefer whatever is familiar,
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but it’s equally valid that if what people like, is inconsistent
with their self-image, they won’t tell you the truth.

The product being studied in the early 1900s was
soap. Researchers were repeatedly told by consumers that
they purchased certain brands— specifically those, which
were perceived as exclusive, expensive or used by the upper
classes. But store inventory told a different tale. The cheap
stuff flew off the shelves. So pollsters developed another
tactic. Instead of asking about the behavior of their
subjects, they observed it.

In this case, it was little more than glorified
dumpster diving. Workers sifted through residential refuse
to see what wrappers were thrown out. This tale vindicates
every radio rat ever sent out by his boss in the middle of the
night to sort through a competitor’s trash, looking for secret
details of an upcoming contest. Little did any of them
know, they were conducting “market research”. While few
of us would publicly admit to digging through garbage,
many of us would gladly claim to be a market researcher,
and the reason is self-evident: the latter doesn’t offend our
self-image.

From that psychological basic alone, it’s amazing to
note that wuntil recently, radio ratings were wholly
dependent on self-reporting.

By the 1960s, radio was primarily served by two
rating companies, CE Hooper, which did a telephone study,
and Pulse, which canvassed neighborhoods. Both had
limitations. Hooper boasted its ability to be a coincidental,
meaning they called homes and asked if you were listening
to the radio right then, and if so, to what station.
Unsurprisingly, Top 40 outlets sometimes had 80% of the
audience at night. Teens controlled the family phone in the
evening. Since these reports predated demographics, if you
could talk, you were included.

Pulse showed up at your door with a clipboard listing
every station in town, and asked if you’d heard any of them
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in the past week. It was an aided recall, and it didn’t
always intersect with reality. In 1962, during the Cuban
Missile Crisis, a few AM facilities with signals that reached
Havana, enjoyed their highest ratings, in a handful of U.S.
Cities. It was highly questionable since they were
broadcasting entirely in Spanish throughout the standoff.
More routinely, daytime-only stations could be counted
upon to score reports of nighttime listening.

Radio broadcasters were so intent on creating a
reliable real-time survey based on a representative
sampling of the local population that, in 1966, in a
complete lapse of consciousness and a total fit of insanity,
they approved the “diary method.” The “American Research
Bureau” (ARB) was the culprit in charge. The approach
was relatively new to the medium, but the company had
been using it to rate television since its formation in 1949.

In the early ’70s, ARB became the dominant radio
ratings service by recognizing that if they convinced
advertisers to rely on their approach, broadcasters would
have no choice but to fund it. Time buyers were impressed
with the claims they’d know the age and gender of the
audience, as well as exactly when they were listening.
Nothing was exact about this method. It was a great sell,
based on an impossible premise.

The dirty secret, perhaps not even understood by
ARB insiders, was by psychological definition, radio diary
data is unreliable. Its collection violates human nature on
two fronts. When you ask someone to write down their
behavior and sign their name to it, they will not report
anything inconsistent with their self-image, or the image
they wish to portray. Early television was uncomplicated,
but radio had many more choices, and definite social
nuances. If early researchers couldn’t count on responses
about soap purchases, how plausible was it, over 50 years
later, that human nature would have changed to the point
people would reveal something as personal as their radio
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listening habits, if they didn’t think their responses would
cast them in the most positive light? What self-respecting
teenage boy would ever report hearing ‘Love Songs after
Dark’ or soft mellow anything?

Further, television is home based. Radio is mobile.
Few people are inclined to carry a pamphlet with them and
fill it out on the spot. Diaries were usually completed at the
end of the day, or more bothersome, at the end of the week.
Since the entries reflected what participants wanted others
to know, it’s no shock Hispanic stations had all day
listeners. It was not uncommon for ethnic respondents, in
particular, to support their culture by claiming to listen to
nothing else, and to listen to it for 20 continuous hours.

It’s been said that Hispanics were the reason for
ARB’s name change. The constant problem of getting
anyone, especially minorities, to agree to do the survey at
all, gives credence to that assertion. Around 1970, the
company became “Arbitron.” A rumored explanation was
that it was due to Hispanic respondents’ fear of interacting
with the “American Research Bureau,” thinking it was the
government. (“Arbitron” was chosen, in part, because it
was already a company trademark, the name for the
instantaneous electronic measuring system for television
viewing, which was unveiled at the close of 1957.)

Due to the self-image factor, what the diary method
measured best was perception. It was also reasonably good
at recognizing the top winners and bottom losers. But for
the stations in the middle, it was anyone’s guess how
accurate those ‘make it or break it’ results really were.

Any doubts that respondents were not filling out the
diaries while listening, should have been laid to rest with
the infamous “diary review,” whereby subscribing stations
could send a representative to Arbitron’s facilities to view
the returned pamphlets. Apart from numerous telltale
signs that participants entered the data after the fact was
the comments section. Ignored by tabulators, these notes
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provided vital listener feedback to programmers. They
would have provided vital feedback to the tabulators too, if
they bothered to read them.

My favorite stories about that came from Bob Moody
in the 1980s. Bob, a veteran programmer, was then
running WPOC, Baltimore’s hottest country station. Moody
went to review the diaries and saw a couple discrepancies.

Information missed by the tabulators included one
notation by a participant who claimed to have listened to a
news/talk station for 12 hours every day. In the comment
section, he wrote, ‘Teaching my parrot to talk, leaving the
radio on for the bird.’ Bob laughed at the idea of the
“parrot demo.” But the next diary went further in
demographic creativity— it brought back the dead. After
reviewing a full week of listening entered by a respondent,
Moody flipped to the comment section where he discovered
this revelation: T am filling this out for my grandmother who
died before the survey. I put down what she probably would
have wanted to hear.’

Today, diaries are being replaced with Arbitron’s
“People Meter,” a receiver worn by the participant, which
passively gathers data— the original hope of broadcasters
over 40 years ago. But hardly have all the accuracy
problems been put to rest. Current debate surrounds
whether a reasonable representative sample of the
population is used, and if the devices always capture what’s
heard. (Early snafus include an entire zip code in San
Francisco where no one ever listened to any radio station.)
But the new methodology is a quantum leap in potential
accuracy, fully transcending the destabilizing self-image
issues inherent in self-reporting.

With your lists, don’t include what anyone— dead or
otherwise, wants to hear. If no one else would ever know
the outcome, what is it that you’d secretly like to try? Too
often, we conform to the norm. We’ll take the easy way out
rather than risk following our heart.
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Historical and psychological studies confirm that it is
less difficult to go through life with a strong set of rules,
than it is to live in total freedom. The concept makes most
of us recoil, but for some of us, it’s true. In its extreme,
people who have absolutely no options will report that there
is a different kind of freedom in knowing the parameters of
their existence. No thought is necessary about what to do
or where to do it, when there’s no way to do it at all. In
such tight constraints, attention can be turned to internal
pursuits. Hopefully you’ll never be in a position to prove it.

But to a small degree, all of us see the dynamic at
play in our lives. Where we work may dictate where we’ll
live. How much we can afford can determine what we buy.
What others believe might sway our actions. In almost all
circumstances, though the reasons behind them will vary,
our decisions will be made within familiar parameters. Try
to think beyond them for your “Dream List.” Create
scenarios separate from anything you already have. Imagine
that you won the Life-Lotto. Make a list for your wish-
granting genie. It will come in handy if something important
leaves your life. And if that something is major, and its exit
is unexpected, this list will help ground you from the shock
of change.

Shock would be soft-peddling the emotion Venus
Andrecht felt when she found herself divorced with a young
daughter. Down to nothing would have been an upgrade.
Venus was starting over with less than that, after an
astoundingly bad court action left her ex-husband
unthinkably victorious. The judge ordered Venus to comply
with a non-compete agreement, prohibiting her from
making money in the only way she knew how— in the field
she and her ex pursued during their marriage. Her earlier
attempts at 9 to 5 jobs failed miserably, albeit sometimes
humorously. Now she had to reinvent herself.

With nothing else to do, Venus sat on her porch near
the San Diego beaches and let her imagination run wild.
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She thought of everything she ever loved, and imagined
doing something similar. After making and using her
“Dream List,” Venus decided to train for a career as a
massage therapist. It fit both her self-image and what she
enjoyed doing. It allowed her to call her own shots and
provided a sense of accomplishment. But it didn’t pay all
the bills.

When some clients suggested she give them psychic
readings, Venus blanched. They were convincing in their
argument, she was tremendously intuitive with her body
work, seeming to know just what ailed them, but that didn’t
begin to address her aversion to being a full blown kook.
Venus comes from a family of them— her mother was
known for an assemblage of odd otherworld techniques,
which always seemed to work.

Whether her reservation sprung from her distrust in
her own abilities, or how others might view her, Venus
resisted. Working with her dream list eventually enabled
her to place her hopes above her concerns. She gave
psychic readings a try. The results were astonishing. They
led to a number of personal revelations and a technique
unique to her. Being a kook was rewarding and fun. She
embraced it wholeheartedly. Today Venus is well known in
the spiritual community. She’s the author of several books,
CDs, and videos— and a top choice for private readings.
Her destiny was right under her nose, but she never would
have begun to sniff it out, if she hadn’t made the list.

As hard as it is when your parameters evaporate and
nothing is on the horizon to replace them, it’s more difficult
when your life hasn’t totally fallen apart but you’re plainly
not happy. In those situations, if you make a change,
you’ve got something to lose. Most of us won’t take a
plunge until we've got nothing on the line, or we’re fully
convinced that where we’re going is worth giving up where
we are. But if you've created lists that reflect who you are,
not merely what you've done— lists that reflect your
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essence, not what’s comfortably familiar, then you’ve got
what you need to make the right choice.

Even if your lists are ideal, there is no guarantee you
won’t come away with regret after reaching a decision.
However, the odds are in your favor you’ll be better off with
the choices you make, than making no choice at all. I saw
it first-hand, going to school in Miami Beach. Back then
South Beach was a dumping ground for old folks, whose
children up north felt would be better off in Florida. Hell,
they presumably felt their parents would be better off
anywhere but near them as evidenced by the scarcity of
their visits.

The hotels that adorn those beaches today bear little
resemblance to the dilapidated conditions offered to the
abandoned elderly 50 years ago. The buildings, then, were
remnants of a formerly glorious era, like their inhabitants.
These seniors had lived through a wealth of experiences,
but as I'd walk by their oceanfront perches, what struck
me, in addition to the pervasive loneliness they oozed, was
how often I saw the unmistakable look of regret in their
eyes. [ was too young to drive and they were too old. None
of us had any place to go, so occasionally we’d talk.

While regret was a concept nebulous to my youth, it
was easy to notice the commonality in their stories beyond
the predictable, “How could they do this to me?” referring to
their absent children. In almost all scenarios, these souls
were not saddened by what they did in the past. They were
grieving for what they hadn’t done— the chances they didn’t
take. They were slowly dying from a bad case of “whatifs.”
What if they had followed their dreams?

“No choice,” though, is very different from “no
change.” For drifters, accustomed to continual moves, it
would be a huge departure if they chose to remain in place
to tackle a problem, as opposed to running again. For most
of us, we are more inclined to stay too long, than to leave
prematurely, but deciding not to make a change can be a
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very positive choice, if you've taken the effort to consider a
proposed move, and have concluded it’s not right for you.
In fact, there are many scenarios where the greatest help
your lists will provide is to point out how good you
currently have it.

When we’re mired in disappointment, the negatives
are inescapable. Yet there can be times that we’re so
focused on what’s wrong, we fail to see what’s right.
Particularly when we’re fatigued to the point of burnout, it’s
easy to see plentiful reasons to go, and none to stay.
Throngs of us have exited in the heat of the moment. But
even when calmness prevails, plenty of wrong thought has
gone into walking away from the right thing.

That’s where Charlie Murdock found himself when
he unexpectedly wound up with a radio station he
previously sold. Murdock was always the man with the
plan. He was not necessarily the brightest in the room, but
it was a given, he was the most driven. He had distinct
goals, and the discipline to reach them.

Early in his career, Charlie was a disc jockey and
programmer with an eye on management, but he recognized
that virtually all radio station general managers came from
the ranks of sales. Rather that quit his air-shift to become
an account executive, Charlie parlayed his position. Since
his station reported the local high school sports scores at
night, he figured he could capitalize on the coaches’
gratitude. Assessing the opportunities, it occurred to him
that every school handed out player awards, and it was
probable that no one on the faculty was beholden to the guy
selling the trophies. Murdock became that guy.

We’ll avoid a discussion of ethics, since it’s doubtful
any such notion occurred to Charlie. He formed a company,
made semi-cold calls, created a budget, tracked inventory,
and by 1964, he felt he had enough management
experience to run anything. Along the way he learned
something vital about himself. He loved selling, more than
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being on the air. His greatest high came from closing the
deal. He was ready for radio management.

Charlie did so well in his new role as general
manager of WSAI in Cincinnati, that within a couple of
years, he moved across town to head the legendary WLW.
In 1976, he reached his ultimate goal when he put together
an investor group and bought the station. Unlike many
people who have attained what they were after, Charlie did
not tire of his role. He remained energized and was utterly
surprised when, three years later, a flamboyant local
businessman made good on his nickname, “Cadillac Joe,”
by offering to buy WLW for much more than it could
possibly have been worth. It was the offer no one could
refuse, and Joe Scallon further sweetened the deal with the
promise Murdock would remain in charge. It sounded too
good to be true. Ultimately, it was.

Joe micromanaged Charlie to the point that, after
about two years, Murdock resigned to start his own
business— developing programming for the emerging cable
television industry. It was tough for him, but much
tougher for Scallon, who finally went bust. In 1983, Charlie
was able to buy the station for millions less than he had
sold it. This story should have had a happy ending with
Charlie assuming his old role, basking in his comfort-zone,
enjoying his money, and effortlessly taking WLW to new
heights. But that’s not what happened.

Charlie’s experience working as a manager under
Joe, overwhelmed him. His reaction to going back to what
was known fulfillment, appeared to be a knee-jerk “No!” In
reality, he deliberated quite awhile before walking the other
way. Murdock was the same pragmatic guy, but time had
so amplified what was bad about working with Joe that it
completely obscured how good it could be to be back in the
job without him. By any rational standard, Charlie was
right to leave initially. But by his own standards, he was
wrong not to seize the opportunity to return to what he
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loved. Had he been able to emotionally detach, his decision
would have been different. That’s why you’re making the
lists. They’ll focus you when you need it most.

There will be no pity parties for Charlie Murdock.
Although cable penetration was low when he pursued the
industry, with his insane sales ability, he managed to sign
up clients ranging from JC Penney to Dole Pineapple. By
the time WLW came back into his life, he had placed his
third program on a national network. Charlie continued his
financial participation in the station, cashing out when the
management team he installed decided to buy additional
properties. Prior to the housing market collapse, Murdock,
at over 75 years old, was netting several hundred thousand
dollars a year, producing weekend television shows for
homebuilders in various markets. But even so, when
thoughts turned to the past and the satisfying career to
which he didn’t return, on many occasions he has said,
“if only.”

Your lists will tell you who you are, and will help you
determine what you want, but there’s another point
necessary to any good decision, one that’s vital to your
happiness: Understanding there is always a cost.
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Chapter 7
The Mall of Life — Part 1
Paying Retail

Think of earth as one big shopping mall. This
analogy may be more appealing to the gals than the guys,
but even if youre shopping adverse, stay with me because
you’re living in the Mall of Life. Everything is in stock and
you can buy anything you want, if you're willing to pay the
price. Shoplifting is impossible, nothing is ever on sale,
and the currency you’ll use for your purchases is rarely
financial. You’ll need to know a lot about who you are, to
determine what you’re willing to pay. As that probably
sounds somewhat abstract, here’s a tangible example:

You're in college. You've got a big test tomorrow.
You want to go out on a hot date tonight. The price of the
date is the likelihood you’ll do poorly on the exam. Is it
worth it? If you’re a certified nerd with a 4.0 average, and
this is the first girl ever to take an interest in you, and she
happens to be the prettiest girl in the class; tubing the test
is not much of a price to pay. On the other hand, if you’re
a hearty-partying jock with a 1.9 average, screwing up the
exam is certainly not worth the cost of a good time.

Almost never will decisions be so clear-cut. Whether
to move across the country, take a job in another field, get
married, have children, or adopt a pet, all pose challenges.
Indisputably, some more than others— you can’t leave your
spouse or kids at the pound, at least not in many
municipalities. But from the toughest decisions to those
made on a whim, the thought process behind your choice
boils down to some version of, ‘Do I want to pay the price?’
or to put it directly: ‘Is this the right thing for me to do?’
Your lists will go far to answer that question. On the
surface, they’ll help you to determine what you want, but
less apparent though perhaps more important, they’ll reveal
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what you’re willing to pay.

There’s an old adage: price is what you pay, value is
what you get. It’s pretty obvious when it refers to products,
but it’s just as true in the Mall of Life. The price of
becoming a Fortune 500 CEO is, usually, devoting yourself
almost exclusively to your career. The currency for that
choice will be the loss of personal time, which may result in
the end of a relationship or marriage, the inability to be
there for family milestones or crises, a lack of relaxation
opportunities, or whatever might be personally rewarding
but would cut into your career focus.

Whether that’s too much to pay will be determined in
two ways. One is on the price itself: how important is it to
you to be immersed in family life? If you want to coach
little league, take the kids fishing, and have time to hands-
on help them reach maturity, then missing that may be too
costly. But if you’re content to let your spouse handle the
daily routine, are fine with spending little time with the
kids, or perhaps not having a family or marriage at all, then
the price is not a big factor.

The other determinant is value: how important to
you it is to be CEO? If you can’t imagine yourself doing
anything else, you awaken with vigor wanting to lead a
large company, your satisfaction in life comes from your
job; then there’s a lot of value for you in the CEO purchase.
But if being in charge is more of a whim, something you
think will provide prestige or allow you to avoid working
under a supervisor, for instance, then the value is low.

Looking at price and value, if you’re driven to be CEO
(good value) and you’re willing to minimize personal time
(fair price), your decision is made. But what if you’re driven
to be CEO, and you also want the family experience?
That’s precisely what happened to many of the gals caught
up in the early days of “Women’s Lib.”

Sold a bill of goods that they could “have it all”
(however loosely defined), most of these ladies were sorely
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disappointed with the results. They found it hard to accept
that it was impossible to be on the fast track to CEO, and a
hands-on mom, simultaneously. Their emotions, which ran
the gamut from self-loathing to blaming society,
overshadowed their foiled Mall of Life shoplifting attempt.
You can’t simultaneously achieve mutually exclusive
dreams.

We tend to think that conflicts are disagreements
with others. But those skirmishes pale in comparison to
the internal clashes, which result from competing desires.
Using the CEO illustration, if the price of being the head
honcho is minimal family time, and the price of being
immersed in motherhood is copious family time, there’s no
need to spell out the result of trying to buy them both.

To a less dramatic degree, most of us do want it all.
Before you weigh your lists against any situation you
encounter, look for conflicts on them. If something
competes directly with anything else, you’ve got a
problem— a big one, if it’s a clash between your ‘Must Have’
or ‘Cannot Have’ lists. It’s surprising how often it occurs,
and how seldom we realize it. The lack of recognition can
lead to an unwise purchase, victimhood— and it’s very
expensive.

The value in being a victim is found in the ability to
blame outside forces— people, circumstances, the weather,
you name it. We no longer have to take personal
responsibility for our own actions. That’s fine, until we
arrive at the cost. The price of being a victim is failure.
We’ll have to resign ourselves to remaining impoverished—
in money, love, or whatever we consider valuable, because
by definition, you can’t be a victim if you succeed. Is that a
good value? No doubt, the price of individual responsibility
can seem tedious or downright exhausting— but the way I
see it, the value of reaching your dreams makes the price
affordable. Merely buying the ability to go for those dreams
seems to be a good deal to me. But I can’t answer that for
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you. If you’re willing to pay for victimhood, it’s available at
the Mall of Life.

Few of us knowingly set up conflicting conditions in
our lives, though that doesn’t make them any less
prevalent. Among broadcasters, frequently the issue is
location. Anyone in radio can probably recall former co-
workers who refused to move to major markets but
passionately wanted to be nationally known. In theory, it
can happen. In reality, it doesn’t. It might be less
problematic for such folks if they are happy with what they
have while idly dreaming of what they want— but
commonly, their bitterness eclipses any re