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The Sales Wiz: A Story of Transformation 
 

A few years back, my two best clients were under severe pressure from Wall Street to deliver better results. 

When that happens, external resources like me are the first thing cut. Instead of having the next five months 

booked solid, I had no work on my calendar - and none in sight. My days were filled with twiddling my 

thumbs, cleaning my office and catching up on anything. 

 

The only bright spot - a new Harry Potter book was coming out. As an avid fan, I could hardly wait to get 

my copy (like today). But my book didn't come. Long story; it took an extra week. With way too much 

time on my hands, I immersed myself in the earlier books and lived in their world of wizards and magical  

happenings. 

 

Then one morning I woke up with a brilliant idea. I would write a Harry Potter style book on sales 

transformation. Its focus? An experienced seller who was struggling to be successful in the rapidly 

changing business environment. (Looking back, it sounds suspiciously like my own story.) 

 

Up to that point in my life, I'd never written anything longer than a sales proposal. The closest I'd ever 

come to writing fiction was a bit of embellishment about my firm's capabilities. But I didn't let that stop 

me. I started writing and didn't look up for three months. It was at that point I decided I'd better figure out 

how to get a book published so began research in that area. After crafting a proposal and submitting it to 

several agents, I went back to writing. 

 

All told I spent six months on that endeavor virtually full time before I ran out of money.  The publishers 

weren't interested in a magical business novel written by a nobody. Even though my unfinished book never 

made it to the press, it was a transformational time for me. It got me writing and gave me confidence. 

Selling to Big Companies, my bestselling book, would never have been written without it. 

 

So to celebrate the release of the final Harry Potter book today, I'm releasing my companion book - The 

Sales Wiz: Powerful but Highly Unorthodox Lessons for Transforming Your Sales Results. I hope you 

enjoy the lessons in it. 
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INTRODUCTION 

 

 This is a story about the challenges facing the sales organization of Castleway, Inc. This 

company, like many others today, is dealing with numerous changes in their marketplace and 

their sales reps are struggling to adapt to the new world order. 

 Castleway designs, manufactures and sells creativity systems. These systems were first 

introduced nearly twenty years ago during a time when there were few competitors in the market. 

Castleway's systems were state-of-the-art for many years, enabling the company to take a 

compelling lead over the competition. Less than five years ago, they dominated the market with a 

whopping 78% market share. But over time, the company became complacent with its success 

and rested on its laurels. Today its market share has dwindled to only 37%, although they're still 

number one in their industry. 

 Castleway's initial creativity products were highly mechanical and came with their propriety 

SureFire! software imbedded in the system. In addition, they cost hundreds of thousands of 

dollars. Sales were great as the early adapters in their market flocked to buy these new creativity 

systems. After Castleway saturated the early adapters, its salespeople had to relearn how to sell 

the system to the pragmatic buyers who required significant cost justifications for these high 

priced units. It took awhile for the sales force to catch on, but they did and continued to grow in 

market dominance. 

 Castleway's second generation of products utilized new digital technology and an open 

architecture. The price of the systems dropped sharply. Software was sold separately and became 

a large revenue generator. When Castleway introduced monthly software updates as an additional 

service, its sales grew even faster.  

 But that was then, and this is now. Virtually every R&D department has a creativity system in 

place. And in today's market, competition abounds. These creativity systems, which once were 

easily differentiated from each other, are now viewed as a commodity. When new leading-edge 

products are introduced, the window of opportunity is miniscule as competitors quickly rush in to 

replicate the new technology.  
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 Distribution is also changing. Value-added resellers to R&D areas now include creativity 

systems as part of their offering. The internet has opened the door for new competitors to launch 

low priced, individual creativity packages which can easily be downloaded.   

 The Castleway sales organization is once again struggling. How can they compete in this 

changing world? What value do their products bring to the customer? How can they differentiate 

themselves? How can they grow their business with existing customers? 

 

 It's at this point that our story begins. You'll meet the salespeople in one of Castleway's 

regional offices and have a chance to follow Elizabeth Will, a veteran sales rep, who desperately 

needs to change her sales approach if she's going to once again be a top performer. 
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C H A P T E R  O N E 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What's Up With Charlie? 
Recognize the Selling Challenge 

 

 How am I ever going to get my numbers back up this year? thought Elizabeth Will in 

frustration. Where in the world is my business going to come from? For the entire 4-hour drive to 

the regional sales meeting, Elizabeth could think of nothing else. In fact, it was all that was on her 

mind these days. Her boss was starting to put pressure on, but the pressure she put on herself was 

far worse.  

 Six months into the year and Elizabeth was a long way from where she needed to be to meet 

her quota, much less exceed it. During her fourteen years with Castleway, she'd been a consistent 

performer. But this year was different. Actually, most of her team was struggling, which was a 

small comfort. She suspected this was the reason her boss, Jack Vintage, had called the meeting.  

 The only rep pulling in much business these days was Charlie Proffitt and he was 187% of 

quota! This amazed Elizabeth; she'd known him for years and he'd always been Mr. Average—

never a top performer. Elizabeth had no idea what he was doing, but hoped to find out during the 

meeting.  

 She definitely needed help if she was going to get things going again at Challenge 

Industries—one of her larger customers. Things were not right with them this year. Price seemed 

to be the only thing they thought of these days. And it wasn't just Challenge. Most of her 

customers were talking like that now that the market was becoming saturated with creativity 

systems. There was just too much competition out there. 

 On the positive side, Elizabeth really looked forward to seeing her colleagues again. Since 

they were so spread out geographically they rarely got together, but when they did everyone had a 
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great time. She enjoyed the continuous bantering that was so typical in sales organizations. Plus it 

was a great chance to compare notes and talk shop. She always picked up good ideas whenever 

they got together. 

 The brightly lit hotel sign loomed ahead of her. Elizabeth pulled off the exit into the parking 

lot and found the closest open spot. Gathering her belongings together, she headed into the 

building. In the lobby she immediately caught sight of Jack and Charlie standing by the elevators 

talking. 

  "Hi Jack. Hi Charlie," she greeted them. "Good to see you two again." 

  "Elizabeth," Charlie said as they both turned towards her, smiling in welcome. 

  "You made it," said Jack. "We were getting concerned because it's almost eleven." 

  "I got started late," Elizabeth replied. "Thanks for thinking about me though. You guys aren't 

going to bed already, are you?" 

  "I'm an early bird," joked Charlie. "If I stay out much later, I'll turn into a pumpkin." 

  "And I've got lots to do to get ready for tomorrow," answered Jack as he pushed the up 

button. "We're starting at eight—rolls and coffee at 7:30. We'll be in the downstairs conference 

room." 

  "Right, Jack, I'll be there bright and early," laughed Elizabeth. "By the way, is anyone else 

around?" 

  "There's still a crew in the bar," said Charlie affably. "Why don't you join them? I'm sure 

they'll be there for awhile." 

 Elizabeth smiled. "I better check in and get unpacked first. Then, I'll come down for a quick 

nightcap. See you both tomorrow morning!" 

* * * 

 Elizabeth walked into the dimly lit bar. Even before her eyes adjusted to the light, she heard 

her name being called from the far corner. Hands waved, motioning her to come over. As she 

walked to join them, Tom Wigglesworth jumped up and gave her a big hug. Tom had been 

around forever and was only a few years from retirement. He had that natural, born-to-be-a-

salesman charm and always made people around him feel important. He was the king of 

relationships and had "schmooze" down to an art form. 

  "What would you like to drink?" Tom asked as he released her from his bear hug. 

  "Tom, it's good to see you again," she said warmly. "I'd love a margarita on the rocks. Lots 

of salt."  
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  "Come sit here," Gabby Prattelson called to her. "We've been waiting for you!"  

 Elizabeth grabbed a chair and pulled it over to the group. She and Gabby had joined the 

company at the same time and were good friends. Gabby loved working for Castleway, loved her 

customers and loved, more than anything else, to talk. Sometimes she called Elizabeth with a 

quick question and an hour later they would still be on the line. Mostly Gabby talked and 

Elizabeth laughed.  

 Toby Murkely and Kate Austin, sitting at the same table, also welcomed Elizabeth as she sat 

down. They weren't her favorites, but it was still fun to see them. Elizabeth thought they were two 

of a kind—mid thirties, talented, and with a good understanding of the industry. They lived in the 

same city and often went on joint sales calls. For as much as they had going for them, Elizabeth 

was always surprised by their negativity. Nothing was ever right with them and it was never their 

fault. Prices were too high, products weren't good enough, customers were jerks. You name it, 

they complained about it. In private, she called them "Gloom" and "Doom." 

  "Long drive, Elizabeth?" Toby asked as she sat down. He looked over at Kate with a smirk 

on his face. 

 Taking her cue, Kate chimed in sarcastically before Elizabeth could answer, "Believe me, you 

were lucky to drive. Our plane was late—mechanical problems they said, but I don't believe that 

stuff anymore." 

  "Don't listen to her," Toby butted in. "She's just sore because she sat next to a big guy who 

fell asleep after dinner and snored." 

  "Stop it or you'll drive me crazy!" Elizabeth said as soon as she could get a word in 

edgewise. "So what's the scoop? Who's got news I haven't heard yet?" 

  "Jack's upset by how things are going," said Gabby, always prepared to fill a void. "He told 

us the big wigs are putting lots of pressure on to turn things around or else heads will roll." 

  "Poor Jack," said Elizabeth sympathetically. "I can tell he's struggling. Lately when I ask him 

for some help with my accounts, he hasn't had much to offer." 

  "Jack's been out of the field for too long," complained Toby. 

  "He'd rather do paperwork these days," added Kate. 

  "I don't think so," said Elizabeth sincerely "He wants to help, but doesn't know how. I took 

him on some calls recently. I wanted him to watch me and give me feedback about where I'm 

screwing up. But he just tells me, ‘Hang, in there. Things are bound to get better.'" 
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  "Jack mentioned he had some announcements for tomorrow," Tom said, returning to the 

table. Handing Elizabeth her drink, he added, "I sure hope they're good ones!" 

  "With the way things are going at Castleway, I doubt it," Toby remarked. "We're dropping 

further and further behind. Corporate doesn't have any idea how much things have changed in the 

field." 

  "I love our products," Gabby said. "But it's getting harder and harder to differentiate them 

these days." 

  "Castleway rested on its laurels too long. A few years ago we had the best systems in the 

market," Kate said. "Now competitors have better products and they're cheaper. No wonder we're 

having a hard time." 

 Elizabeth, anxious to change the topic, asked, "Where are Ken and Sebastian? I haven't seen 

them yet." 

  "Over there," Gabby pointed across the bar. "Sebastian had questions about an account he's 

having trouble with, so Ken pulled him over there to give him some advice." 

  "Poor Sebastian. He has no idea what he's in for," laughed Elizabeth, looking over to where 

the two reps where sitting. Sebastian, the newest rep on the team, listened intently as Ken talked. 

"Let me guess. He must have asked how to close an account. That's one thing that Ken loves to 

talk about." 

  "Right on," said Gabby. "Always Be Closing—that's Ken's motto." 

  "Well it sure isn't helping his sales," said Toby snidely. 

  "Sounds like the pot calling the kettle black," Gabby interjected, eager to change the topic. 

"Come on, let's talk about something near and dear to my heart. Did anyone hear there might be a 

shake-up soon in marketing?"  

 All eyes turned to Gabby. The rumor mill was one of their favorite things to talk about and 

everyone had some tidbit to contribute. Their lively, spirited discussion continued long after the 

bartender gave last call. Everyone knew they'd be tired the next morning, but it didn't matter. 

Catching up on what was happening, sharing war stories and just being together again was worth 

it. 

* * * 

 It was late afternoon on the third day of the regional sales meeting and Elizabeth was anxious 

to leave. She had come to the meeting with high expectations and hopes, but had long since 

realized she wasn't going to find what she was looking for. 
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 Everyone's bags were piled in the back of the conference room; they had to check out of their 

rooms by noon. Most of her colleagues were leaving as soon as the meeting was over to get to the 

airport. Ken and Gabby had left already to catch their 4:30 flight. 

 The speaker from marketing was wrapping up his presentation but Elizabeth had stopped 

paying attention long ago. She looked around the room at her teammates and it looked like they'd 

drifted off too. Her boss was in the back of the room reading the sports section of the newspaper. 

 Poor Jack, thought Elizabeth. He had tried to make this a good meeting, but it had backfired. 

Sunday morning started with a quick overview of their performance year-to-date. Jack warned 

them as he put on the overhead that it wasn't going to be a pretty sight.  

 Charlie led the group followed by Elizabeth at 84% of quota. Gabby, Tom, and Ken were in 

the low 70s—the second year in a row for the three of them. Kate and Toby were both about 

67%, a big drop from last year. At the bottom of the pack was Sebastian at 49% of quota, but he 

was still new to sales and had taken over a long neglected territory. It was a depressing sight and 

everyone knew it.  

 Hoping some good news would help, Jack announced that Charlie was the top-ranked 

salesperson in the nation. The reps gave him the perfunctory round of applause, but Elizabeth 

could tell his success really rankled her colleagues. It made their reasons for the low numbers 

sound like excuses. 

 Jack spent the rest of the morning updating them on what was happening at corporate: new 

programs, changes in personnel, and new career development processes. Elizabeth knew it had to 

be covered, but it wasn't what she needed from the meeting. She needed ideas, suggestions, 

brainstorming, and motivation. 

 After lunch, Elizabeth thought they were finally getting on the right track. They broke into 

small groups to identify the major challenges they were facing. Their next step was to discuss 

possible strategies and tactics to overcome these issues.  

 Unfortunately, once Jack opened Pandora's Box, he couldn't get the lid back on. The list 

became endless and the meeting deteriorated into an all-out bitch session. When he tried to solicit 

ways to address these obstacles, they rebelled and blatantly stated they were doing the best they 

could under the circumstances. Their quotas were wrong; that's where the big mistake was. To 

make matters worse, it looked like Jack agreed with them. 

 Jack segued from this discussion into the new expectations for the team. He outlined the plan 

for them—they needed a 30% increase in sales calls, a 20% increase in proposals and ten new 
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prospects each month. These measures, which he would track religiously, were to "help" them 

achieve their numbers this year.   

 At this point most of the tenured sales reps erupted in anger, screaming, "Micro-

management!" Jack explained it was for their benefit, but his rationale fell on deaf ears. They 

protested there weren't enough hours in the day to do all the things he asked and these pointless 

activities would keep them tied to their office doing paperwork. Jack was unswayable; this was a 

job requirement. 

 Elizabeth remained silent through much of the afternoon, but found herself caught up 

occasionally in the complaining. She agreed with most of what her colleagues said, but didn't like 

to be a whiner. She could tell how much pressure Jack was under; the new expectations must 

have been a mandate from the national sales manager. 

 On Monday the sales meeting went from bad to worse. In an effort to "support" them with 

their new expectations, Jack brought in a trainer on time and territory management.  Because of 

what happened the previous day, the poor trainer was destined to fail with the group—which he 

did within the first hour. Nevertheless, they sat painfully through the entire eight hour session. 

 Today's meeting hasn't been much better, thought Elizabeth. The SureFire! marketing 

manager, Ed Drone, had been speaking almost non-stop since eight in the morning. Although the 

new system wasn't due out for a few months, marketing decided to introduce it now so another 

sales meeting wouldn't have to be called. 

 Ed Drone, in Elizabeth's opinion, was a "talking head." He showed them PowerPoint slides 

covering every possible detail about the new SureFire!—technology, FABs, pricing, order 

configurations, how to use it, consumables, training, support, service contracts, and more. He 

barely deviated from the words on the endless slides. Elizabeth wished marketing had just sent 

her the presentation by email so she could read it over in her spare time.  

 But what bothered Elizabeth most was that her colleagues saw insurmountable problems with 

the new SureFire!. It was too slow. It didn't have an automatic toggler. Customers didn't need all 

the extra features. The brochures were lousy. You name it, the reps complained—especially about 

pricing. They didn't feel customers would pay a 12% premium for it. Kate and Toby were 

adamant on this point.  

 A feeling of dread spread through her. Elizabeth was counting on the new innovation system 

to regain her footing at Challenge Industries. If she was struggling with pricing issues now, how 
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could she possibly justify even more money. She was afraid the door would open even wider for 

Krumstock, her biggest competitor. 

 Elizabeth noticed that Charlie was the only one who didn't join in the grousing. He listened to 

every word Ed said and took copious notes. Occasionally, he piped in with a question, catching 

Ed off guard. Charlie wanted to know what problems the product eliminated for customers. Ed 

replied smugly, "The SureFire! is state-of-the-art. With its new innovation capabilities, it'll 

practically sell itself."  

 Charlie asked about the value of the new technology from the customer's perspective, 

explaining he could sell more systems faster with this information. Ed answered, "Just go out 

there and show it to your customers. They'll understand what it can do. Besides, it's your job to 

figure out how to sell it." 

 Elizabeth wanted to spend more time talking about the things Charlie brought up, but Ed 

quickly moved on. An idea struck her—she would grab Charlie before he left and ask him what 

he was doing. She knew Charlie was on to something that would help her.  Maybe he could give 

her some suggestions about what to do at Challenge Industries.  

 One thing was sure: he was selling and she wasn't. There had to be reasons for it. Somehow, 

despite all the things that were going on, he'd found a way to be successful. Elizabeth relaxed for 

the first time in three days. 

 Her attention returned to the meeting in time to hear Ed say, "That's about it then. Does 

anyone have any final questions?" Fortunately, no one did. Jack got up and thanked them all for 

their participation during the meeting and wished them all, "Good Selling!" 

 Everyone made a beeline for their luggage. Good-byes were quickly said as they left to catch 

their taxis to the airport. Tom, ever his charming self, gave Elizabeth a final hug and said, "Let's 

talk soon." Elizabeth nodded, looking forward to a chance to speak with him without everyone 

around. With a start, she remembered she wanted to catch Charlie. She looked around the room, 

but he was gone.  

  "Has Charlie left?" she asked Tom urgently. "I need to see him before he goes." 

  "I don't think his flight leaves till seven. Maybe he's still up in the lobby," he answered. 

"Grab your stuff. I'll walk up with you."  

 Elizabeth quickly piled her belongings on top of her rolling suitcase and followed Tom to the 

elevator. Sure enough, when they got off on the main floor, Charlie was still there. 
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  "You were pretty quiet at the meeting, Elizabeth," Charlie said after Tom had left them. "Not 

your usual loquacious self." 

 Elizabeth laughed good-naturedly. "Have you got a few minutes before you leave?" 

  "My taxi will be here in fifteen minutes," he replied. "Want to grab a quick soda?" 

  "I'd love to," she said, walking with her luggage over to some comfortable chairs in the 

lobby. 

  "I'll be right back." Charlie headed into the bar to pick up their drinks. 

 When he returned, Elizabeth was primed. "Charlie," she began, "What's up? What are you 

doing that the rest of us aren't? Why are you selling so much when no one else is making their 

numbers?" 

 A modest smile came to Charlie's face as he sipped his soda. After so many years as "Mr. 

Average", it was obviously disconcerting to be considered a role model by a more seasoned 

salesperson. 

  "Gee thanks, Elizabeth," Charlie said quietly, then paused. Taking a deep breath, he leaned 

back in his chair and crossed his arms in front of his chest. His brows furrowed as he looked 

intently at the floor. He appeared to be in deep concentration and for a moment Elizabeth 

wondered if she'd offended him in some way. After what seemed like an eternity he looked at her 

again, this time quizzically as if assessing her.  

 Finally his head gave an almost imperceptible nod as if he'd made a decision. Without saying 

a word, he stood up and pulled his wallet out of his back pocket. He reached inside and drew out 

a tattered business card. 

  "Check into this," said Charlie reverently as he sat back down and slowly handed the card to 

Elizabeth. "You'll find what you need here."  
 

 

 

 

Prof. Thadeus McWizard 

Specializing in transforming sales 

reps into top performers 

 

 www.saleswiz.com 
 

  Located around the corner from you in any city anywhere. 
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 Elizabeth looked at the strangely decorated, but well-used card with curiosity and then, 

chagrin. She glanced at Charlie to see if it was a joke, but his expression said otherwise. He 

looked like he had just given her a very special gift and hoped she would value it as much as he 

did. She quickly moved her eyes back to the card, trying to figure out what to do next. It certainly 

wasn't what she expected or had hoped for. 

  "Thanks, Charlie," said Elizabeth looking back up at him and hoping she sounded grateful 

when what she really felt was severe disappointment. "This professor really helped you?" 

  "I can't tell you how much," replied Charlie thoughtfully. "It's the best thing I ever did for 

myself." 

  "But there's no phone number on the card." 

  "Don't worry about it, Elizabeth. Sign onto his web site tonight. It's that simple." 

  "Mr. Proffitt," interrupted a voice. Elizabeth saw the bellboy walking towards Charlie. "Your 

taxi is here." 

  "Well kiddo, it's time for me to head out," said Charlie as he stood up. "We'll have to finish 

our soda some other time. Trust me—Professor McWizard is what you're looking for!" 

  "Thanks Charlie, I really do appreciate your help," said Elizabeth, shaking his hand goodbye. 

He smiled broadly at her and then was gone. 

 Standing alone in the lobby, Elizabeth was perplexed. On one hand, this card was the 

weirdest thing she'd seen in a long time. It certainly was the last thing she expected to get when 

she asked Charlie for help. On the other hand, she realized that Charlie, for whatever reason, had 

deemed her worthy of it. It didn't make any sense at all. 

* * *  

 When Elizabeth got on the freeway, she pulled the strange card out of her pocket to examine 

it as carefully as she could while driving 70 mph. It was odd—really, really odd. "Bah," Elizabeth 

snorted as she took another look at it. Professor McWizard. What a name! Was Charlie losing his 

mind?  

 She flipped it over to the backside, but it was blank. No phone number. No address either. No 

one had business cards without that kind of information on them. How would a potential 

customer contact this McWizard? You couldn't call him. You couldn't even drive by his office to 

check it out.  
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 How could his company be located right around the corner from you in "any city anywhere?" 

It sure looked like this professor fellow didn't want to be contacted. Just a web site, nothing more. 

Not even an email address. 

 And what about this transformation stuff? Did he really transform sales reps into top 

performers? She laughed as she imagined McWizard, in his magnificent robes, towering over a 

kneeling Charlie. Chanting an ancient spell, he slowly touched Charlie's head with his magic 

wand. Sparks flew. A heavenly symphony began playing. And lo, Charlie was transformed! She 

laughed again. 

 Still, Elizabeth couldn't help but wonder. There was the undeniable fact of Charlie's 

success—he who had been a mediocre performer for as long as she could remember. Could this 

Professor McWizard really be responsible for his change? 

 Contacting McWizard was out of the question, of course. It was too ludicrous .. too absurd. 

Charlie didn't go for that kind of stuff either. Yet he met with this McWizard fellow and his sales 

were off-the-charts. Should she? That's what it finally came down to. Should she contact 

Professor McWizard and ask for help?  

 Horns honked as Elizabeth's car swerved into the passing lane, jolting her back to the real 

world from her reverie. She looked at the clock and realized she was almost home. Nearly four 

hours had vanished and she had accomplished nothing.  

 With all the things to do in her territory, that was the last thing she needed to happen. More 

prospects, more proposals, more demonstrations, more sales. When would she be able to fit it all 

in? She was already running as fast as she could. It seemed to Elizabeth that the company wanted 

more than just her working hours, they wanted her heart and soul. 

 At least she knew one thing for sure now. Professor McWizard did possess magical 

capabilities—he could make time disappear! And that was one thing she didn't have enough of 

right now. Any thoughts of meeting him would have to wait until her sales picked up. Elizabeth 

sighed with relief; her decision had been made. 
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C H A P T E R  T W O 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Shoppe Around the Corner 
Commit to the Change Process 

 

 The alarm clock rang precisely at 6:30, jolting Elizabeth out of a deep sleep. She quickly 

pressed the snooze button. Usually at the first sound of the alarm, she jumped out of bed wide 

awake and ready to go. Today though, she was incredibly tired having tossed and turned the 

entire night. She dozed off again, only to be awakened by the same recurring dream she'd had all 

night long—a wizard kept talking to her.  

 Elizabeth slowly sat up in bed, shaking her head to get that preposterous image out of her 

mind. On autopilot, she got up, picked up the newspaper at the front door and then headed to the 

kitchen to get her morning coffee brewing. After getting her breakfast ready, she opened the 

paper to the crossword section and sat down to eat. Elizabeth was less than halfway through the 

daily puzzle when she stopped and put down the paper. That silly wizard kept appearing in her 

mind instead of the five-letter word for "pass off." She couldn't concentrate. 

 With a heavy sigh, she got up from the kitchen table and went into her office. For awhile 

Elizabeth just stared at her computer; she knew what she had to do, even though she felt 

ridiculous doing it. Finally, she booted it up and logged on to the internet.  The web site was 

lodged in her memory—www.saleswiz.com. With resignation, she typed it in. 

 The site loaded instantaneously. As the animated image of an older man appeared on it, 

Elizabeth let out a gasp. His round face was slightly bald on top and wisps of curly gray hair 

tumbled down behind his ears. The figure, who was sitting in a large wingback chair in what 

seemed to be a library, wore a deep blue robe covered with brilliant stars. Under normal 

circumstances, his warm rather quirky smile would have reminded Elizabeth of a kindly grandpa. 
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 But the character on her screen was not normal. He looked exactly like the wizard she had 

been dreaming about. Nothing like this had ever happened to her before. Elizabeth's coffee 

slipped from her hand onto the desk, almost tipping over. Her eyes were riveted on the screen, yet 

instinctively she drew back from the computer. 

 He seemed to be looking at her just as intensely as she was looking at him. Suddenly a 

balloon popped up in the corner with the words "Click me." Without thinking, Elizabeth moved 

the mouse over and followed the directions. 

 Unexpectedly the animated figure sprang alive. "Elizabeth, I've been waiting for you," said 

the welcoming voice. Then it went silent. 

 Elizabeth was stunned. She clicked on the balloon again and the same message was repeated. 

She did it again. And again. How do they do that, she wondered. 

 A new balloon popped up. She clicked on it right away, anxious to hear what would come 

next. The figure started talking again. "Elizabeth, I thought I'd hear from you last week. Time is 

flying by and there's so much to learn." 

  "Wow. I've never seen software like this," she whispered in awe. "Somehow it translates my 

user name into audio." She couldn't believe it—this Professor McWizard had actually 

programmed the web site just for her. 

 Another balloon popped up. Quickly she clicked on it. "How are things going at Challenge 

Industries? " asked the figure on the screen.  

 Elizabeth's mouth dropped open. "No way .. there's no way software could know about 

Challenge Industries." She replayed the message one more time to make sure she'd heard 

correctly. Suddenly a response box popped onto the screen. The question was written in it. It's 

blinking cursor invited her comments. 

  "Enough!" she said forcefully. "I've had enough. I've got tons of work to do and I don't need 

to play games with a silly computer." Just as she about to log off, a message appeared on the 

screen. 

 "I'm ready to help when you ask for assistance. My office is right around 

the corner off Heathmore Road. Just come back to this site and schedule 

an appointment when you're ready." 

 Elizabeth couldn't believe her eyes. Heathmore Road was just a block away. How could 

Professor McWizard's office be practically in her own back yard and she'd never noticed it 
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before? For that matter, how did Charlie work with this guy when he lived .. well quite a drive 

from here? And why hadn't Charlie stopped in when he was in the area? That wasn't like him. 

 The screen went black and her computer shut down. Elizabeth looked at the clock and 

realized she would be late for her appointment if she didn't get ready right away. With one last 

glance at the computer, she left her office. 

 * * * 

 Last Friday, after the week from hell, Elizabeth had e-mailed Charlie about the cryptic, 

personalized messages and asked why he'd never stopped in when he visited the professor.  His 

response was just as puzzling. "His office was over in my neck of the woods when I worked with 

him," he wrote. "The professor's ways are unique, but highly effective. Go for it!" He signed off 

with a smiling emoticon. 

 Over the weekend, feeling strangely compelled but equally reticent, she had scheduled an 

appointment with Professor McWizard. Now, as she left her house on Monday morning, 

Elizabeth still couldn't believe she was actually going to do it. But inside, she knew she had to 

meet this professor—if for no other reason than to satisfy her curiosity and to stop the incessant 

dreams. She was even finding it difficult to concentrate on her work these days. Her plan was to 

make the meeting brief and to politely explain to the professor that she did not need his help. He 

was just too bizarre for her tastes.  

 When she reached Heathmore Road, Elizabeth immediately saw the Antiquarian Book 

Shoppe down the street only a block away. Professor McWizard's directions had said to go in and 

ask for Abdul. He would direct her to the professor's offices at Number Three, Higgieblossom 

Lane. 

 Though she had driven down this road a thousand times, the small, non-descript building had 

never registered with her. Drawing closer, Elizabeth was able to read the window signs: "Fine 

Olde and Rare Books" and "Established 1151 AD." No wonder she'd never noticed it before; she 

had no interest in antiques. 

 Elizabeth paused briefly outside the door. Unable to see clearly through the stained glass 

panes, she stepped inside. Immediately the musty smell of old books overwhelmed her senses. 

The store was larger inside than it looked and floor-to-ceiling shelves were piled high with books 

of all sizes and shapes. The various sections were clearly labeled: astrology, incantations, 

wizardry, spells, medieval arts, and more. A spiral staircase in the center of the store held a bright 
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orange hand-printed sign that called out, "More Books Upstairs." Funny, thought Elizabeth, I 

could have sworn there was no second floor. 

 Elizabeth was surprised by the number of customers in the store at this early hour. She didn't 

remember seeing any cars in the parking lot or on the street outside. And what an odd collection 

of people! There were several very short, almost elfin-looking men and women. Other customers 

were dressed in nondescript, drab gowns; they looked like they had been in a "Robin Hood" 

movie. Still others wore elegant, silky bathrobes and tall pointed hats. Standing in her business 

attire, Elizabeth felt out-of-place—like she'd come to a Halloween party but no one told her to 

wear a costume. 

  "What am I doing here?" Elizabeth muttered to herself. "Normal people don't look like this at 

eight in the morning. I should get out of here now." 

  "Excuse me, I didn't quite catch what you said. Can I help you?." 

 Elizabeth turned abruptly. Standing behind her was a tall, exotic looking man dressed in a 

long white robe adorned with beautiful, boldly colored embroidery. He had dark skin, a long 

mustache that turned up on the ends, and a turban on his head. "I'm..I'm," she stammered her face 

turning bright red, hoping he hadn't overheard. "I'm looking for Abdul." 

  "At your service, madam," the man said in a courtly manner, with a quick bow. "Allow me to 

introduce myself. Abdul Farrouk." He extended his hand. She reached out to shake it, but instead 

he took it gently in his and bent to give it a light kiss. 

 Taken aback by his gesture, Elizabeth lost her train of thought. Fortunately, Abdul prompted 

her when he asked, "And you are?" 

  "Uh, uh, Elizabeth Will," she said, wanting to sound as refined as he did, but too non-plussed 

to pull it off. "Professor McWizard said you could direct me to his offices on .." She stopped to 

look at the directions in her hand, then continued, "Higgieblossom Lane. Number 3."  

  "Oh. You are here to meet the Professor?" said the man in his richly accented English as he 

arched his eyebrows and looked at her with an increased respect. 

  "Yes," answered Elizabeth quickly, now recovered from the effect his gallantry had on her. 

She could sense he wanted to talk, but that was the last thing on her mind right now. 

 Abdul, obviously impressed continued, "Professor McWizard is a very great man. He has 

helped my business very much. I am most indebted to him." 

  "Excuse me. I've got to be there in a few minutes, so can you tell me how to find his 

offices?" interrupted Elizabeth impatiently, hoping she didn't sound rude. 
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  "The professor knows more than anyone in the world about selling," Abdul went on 

admiringly as if he hadn't heard a word she said. "And you, young lady, are most privileged to be 

meeting him. Is he taking you under his tutelage?" 

  "We'll see," answered Elizabeth, not wanting to discuss the situation with him. 

 Abdul looked at her, bewildered. "Such a tremendous opportunity you have been given." 

  "Like I said," replied Elizabeth shrugging her shoulders non-comically, "We'll see."  

 Abdul was quiet for a moment, as if undecided about what to say next. Finally he spoke, "If 

you will please to follow me, I will show you how to reach the shoppe of the esteemed 

professor." He turned and motioned her to follow. After going through the potions and witchcraft 

sections, they arrived at a small doorway nearly hidden behind some shelves. 

  "Higgieblossom Lane," Abdul announced, pointing towards the door. "Professor McWizard's 

is the third shoppe on the left." 

  "Thank you," said Elizabeth, ready to step out the door. 

  "Elizabeth," Abdul began, then paused. She turned toward him, wondering what he wanted. 

For several long seconds, they looked at each other quizzically. At last, he broke the silence.  

  "There is an old proverb of my people that says ‘When the student is ready, the teacher 

appears,'" he offered, his face showing how serious he was. "Think about it, Elizabeth. And ask 

yourself if you are ready."  

 Abdul bowed his good-byes and left her alone at the door. 

* * * 

 Elizabeth's hand rested on the door but she remained motionless, reflecting on Abdul's final 

words. Perhaps she shouldn't dismiss this professor so perfunctorily. Obviously Abdul had the 

man on a pedestal and Charlie became the top salesperson under his guidance. Besides, she had 

been asking for help. 

 She glanced behind her into the busy store, her head whirling with the strange collection of 

people and the odd assortment of books. Fearful of what lie ahead but unwilling to turn back, 

Elizabeth stepped out onto Higgieblossom Lane.  

 She was immediately enchanted with the whole scene that appeared in front of her. It was like 

a historical recreation, a Renaissance Festival. Everyone was dressed in the costumes of the day. 

She imagined if she spoke to anyone they'd even talk like it was that time period. She couldn't 

believe Higgieblossom Lane was so close and she had never heard of it.  
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 Elizabeth felt the warmth of the sun on her jacket and looked up at the clear blue sky, 

surprised. When she left home ten minutes ago, it was overcast and threatening rain. So much for 

the weather forecasters, she thought. 

 Down the street she spied the professor's place. A small sign in front proclaimed, "Professor 

Thadeus McWizard" in old English lettering. "I can't forget what I'm here for," Elizabeth said 

quietly to herself, trying to dispel the effect that Higgieblossom Lane was having on her. She 

drew herself erect and began to walk to the professor's place.  

 Everyone smiled as she passed and some even waved from across the street. She was amazed 

at how friendly these people were to strangers, but then realized they were probably instructed to 

do this in customer service training. Once she even thought someone said, "Welcome, Elizabeth," 

but dismissed the idea as preposterous. 

 In less than a minute she was standing directly in front of the professor's shoppe, not quite 

ready to go in. A small, discrete, out-of-the-way place to go if you need help, she thought.  

 When Elizabeth momentarily gazed around, she noticed everyone on Higgieblossom Lane 

seemed to be staring at her. It appeared they were wondering if she'd actually go in. Slowly she 

walked to the door and with a big flourish, knocked three times. She assumed her most 

professional demeanor so anyone watching wouldn't know how much she was trembling inside. 

"It'll be over soon," she repeated to herself. 

 To Elizabeth it seemed to take forever for the door to open. A small face peered out at her; it 

looked identical to the animated figure from her computer. He smiled the most genial smile she 

had seen. Her fear dissipated as she literally felt the man's warmth. She returned his smile with 

one of her own. 

  "Elizabeth Will," the professor said. "I am most happy that you've chosen to be here today."  

 He opened the door to allow her to enter. She stepped inside and extended her hand, but after 

what happened in the book shoppe wasn't sure if he'd shake it or kiss it. He clasped it in both of 

his and announced, "Professor Thadeus McWizard. Welcome to Higgieblossom Lane." 

  "Thank you," answered Elizabeth staring at him. The professor appeared to be about sixty 

years old, but it was hard to tell for sure. His tall, peaked hat gave the impression of height, but he 

was really quite small. He was wearing the same blue robe with golden stars she had seen him in 

before. When he spoke, his bushy eyebrows went up and down almost with a life of their own. 

But it was the professor's eyes which held her attention most; a bright, liquid blue, they 
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practically glimmered; joy radiated from them. His smile reflected this same good cheer. 

Elizabeth felt her guard drop entirely. 

 She looked around his office. Candles were everywhere, giving the room a surrealistic 

feeling. The first thing she noticed was the wingback chair. A matching chair was just off to the 

side and a small table sat between the two. His computer was on a plain wooden desk directly 

behind his chair. Elizabeth thought how out of place it looked in here. A large rock fireplace 

covered one side wall of his office and a pile of wood was stacked nearby. A large black pot was 

suspended from the unlit fireplace. Quaint, very quaint, she thought. 

  "Oh, I'm sure it seems a bit quaint to you," he replied as if reading her mind. "But it does 

meet my needs. Do have a seat and I'll get us some tea."   

 While he was out of the room to fetch the teakettle, Elizabeth wandered over to the far side of 

his office, too curious to sit down. As she approached it, she realized the wall was lined with 

shoes of all kinds: men's shoes, women's shoes, antique shoes, dress shoes, athletic shoes, casual 

shoes, work shoes, boots, sandals. Some looked like they'd just come from the factory, others 

were well worn. Each was meticulously labeled with a person's name. Oh my goodness. This man 

has a foot fetish! thought Elizabeth. 

  "I see you've found my shoe collection. Marvelous, isn't it?" Professor McWizard beamed 

with pride as he entered the room carrying a tray with the tea and scones. "It's taken me years to 

assemble and I'm quite proud of it." 

  "Beautiful," said Elizabeth anxiously as she wiggled her toes inside her black pumps. "How 

did you get into collecting shoes?" 

  "Long story. We'll talk about it later, when it's time," the professor answered as he set down 

the tray. "And don't you fret that I'm going to want your shoe. I never take them from my 

students." 

 He's read my mind again, thought Elizabeth as she sat down uneasily. This is really weird. 

 Professor McWizard sat down in his chair and pulled it close to the table. He made himself 

busy pouring the tea. Elizabeth sat on the edge of her chair and fretted. "Sugar?" he asked, 

looking up at her. She nodded and he added some to her cup, stirred it and then handed it to her. 

"Have a little snack too," he added, offering her the plate of goodies. Elizabeth quietly took a 

scone and leaned back in her chair. They sat in silence for several minutes, contemplating each 

other and drinking their tea. 
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  "How can I help you, Elizabeth?" the professor finally asked as if this was the most logical 

question in the whole world. 

 Elizabeth choked over her tea, thinking that Abdul had been right about one thing—this man 

was a master. She expected to hear his spiel about why she should work with him and now he'd 

turned the tables on her. How could he help her indeed! He could help her by staying out of her 

dreams and letting her get a good night's sleep. Her back straightened and her chin went up. 

  "I see you have a lot of pride, Elizabeth," said the professor, interrupting her thoughts. 

"That's good. It means you stretch yourself to do things well. But isn't it true that you're 

struggling right now and want help?" He said this in such a kind manner she again dropped her 

guard. It felt like she was talking to her grandpa, who had long since passed away.  

  "I don't know why I'm here, " sputtered Elizabeth as her hands flew out to her sides in 

exasperation almost spilling her tea. "Partly I'm here because … because ... I'm so darn tired of 

working so hard. I'm working harder now than I've ever worked before and if you looked at my 

numbers you'd never know it."  

 After this outburst, Elizabeth went silent. She couldn't believe she said that. In fact, until it 

came out of her mouth, she had no idea just how stressed out she was. She felt like she was giving 

so much there was no more left to give. And the pressure at work kept mounting—more calls, 

more prospects, more proposals. More, more, more! Would it ever stop? She looked at the 

professor to see his reaction, but he was quietly sipping his tea. 

  "So how can I help you Elizabeth," he repeated, looking at her gently. 

 Hadn't he been listening? If he wanted more, she'd tell him. "I love sales," she said urgently, 

wanting him to understand just how important this was to her. "There's nothing I'd rather do, but 

I'm not cutting it anymore. Things have changed. Our customers have changed. It's so much more 

competitive out there. The pace is quicker too. I'm trying to sell things faster, but it's just not 

working!" 

  "Elizabeth," interjected Professor McWizard reaching over to pat her hand. "I know how 

frustrated you are. I know how hard you've been working. But please, answer me, how can I help 

you?" 

  "I want to be like Charlie," she blurted out. "I want to be at 187% of quota. I want you to 

make me into another Charlie!" 

  "Impossible!" 
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  "What do you mean impossible?" cried Elizabeth in frustration. "You changed Charlie. Why 

can't you make me just like him?" 

  "Because you're you and he's Charlie! You will never be successful if you try to be someone 

else; you have to be yourself," answered the professor. "Besides, I didn't change Charlie—he 

changed himself. I simply challenged what he was doing and helped him see where he could 

improve. Then Charlie went to work on it himself." 

  "That's what I meant," said Elizabeth heavily. 

  "But that's not what you said," replied Professor McWizard. "And word choices are 

important in selling. But I diverge, that's for another day." 

  "Professor McWizard," Elizabeth appealed to him, trying to convey exactly what she meant. 

"I want to be better at selling. Whether it's skills or tactics or strategies, I need help understanding 

what to do differently. Will you help me?" 

  "Maybe." 

  "Maybe? What kind of answer is that?" Elizabeth's frustration resurfaced. He'd practically 

forced her to beg for help and when she did, told her "maybe". 

  "I haven't decided to accept you as a student yet," answered the professor, pouring a second 

cup of tea. "We need to discuss some things first." 

  "What do you want from me?" said Elizabeth, upset with this whole line of discussion. 

  "How long do you think this will take?" McWizard answered her question with one of his 

own. 

  "I though you could probably fix what I was doing wrong in a couple meetings," replied 

Elizabeth, hoping this was what he'd been looking for. 

  "So you're looking for a magic formula? Hoping I'll sprinkle some pixie dust over you and 

make it all better? Is that it?" challenged Professor McWizard, his eyes narrowing as he spoke. 

 Without waiting for her reply, he continued, "Changing how sell is hard work, Elizabeth. 

Really hard work. You must learn to think about selling in a whole different manner. This takes 

time, lots of time—thinking, analyzing, planning. Then, when you try out your new ideas, things 

won't go the way you want because you're doing something new. You must do it over and over 

till you get it right. If you're willing to work hard, I can teach you. But you better be sure before 

you answer." 
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 Elizabeth looked at him, shocked. He'd been so kind and gentle at first; now he was being a 

tough guy, testing her. She knew she needed help. Now after meeting him, she wanted him as her 

teacher. If he could change Mr. Average into Mr. Top Seller, then he was good—darn good. 

  "I'll try." 

  "Not good enough Elizabeth," he said firmly, shaking his head back and forth. 

  "What do you mean—not good enough," she demanded. "I said I'd try!" 

  "I mean," said the professor calmly, his eyebrows raised, "That trying is not good enough. 

People say they will try to lose weight, but do they? No! Because trying is not the same as doing. 

Either you will lose weight or you won't. Either you will work hard at becoming at better seller or 

you won't. So—will you or won't you?" 

 This time Elizabeth got it, clearly. She knew exactly what Professor McWizard meant. Trying 

was not enough. One had to commit to the change and see it all the way through. 

  "I will," she said calmly. "I'll do whatever it takes to be the best salesperson I can possibly 

be. I will." 

  "Even if what I tell you to do seems ridiculous or obvious?" 

  "Yes. I will." 

  "Even if it flies in the face of conventional wisdom?" 

  "Yes. I will." 

  "Even if it goes against your manager's directions?" 

  "Yes. I will." 

  "All right, Elizabeth Will," said Professor McWizard, smiling at her. "I am proud to be your 

teacher. Let's plan on meeting next Monday morning at eight for our second lesson." 

  "Our second lesson?" asked Elizabeth. 

  "Yes. Today was our first," answered the professor. "What did you learn?" 

 Elizabeth looked at him, delighted because she knew the answer. "I learned that trying isn't 

enough. You must commit to see it through to the end because change is hard work. Right?" She 

smiled knowingly as she said this. 

  "Absolutely. I could tell you were a winner the first time I saw you. In fact, I was hoping 

Charlie would refer you." He stood up, their session was over. "Next Monday?" 

  "Sounds good to me," answered Elizabeth. "Oh, Professor McWizard, one last thing. When I 

was a little kid, my daddy always said, ‘Where there's a Will, there's a way.' It's something I've 

always believed." She winked at him as she walked towards the door.  
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 He opened it and she stepped outside into beautiful Higgieblossom Lane. People on the 

streets turned to look. Smiling broadly, both Elizabeth and Professor McWizard gave the thumbs-

up sign at the same time. The crowd cheered. 

 Elizabeth practically floated back down Higgieblossom Lane towards the Antiquarian Book 

Shoppe. When she got inside, she looked around till she found a quiet little nook with a reading 

chair. Plopping down in it, she opened her notebook and wrote: 
 

 

 Lesson #1: Say I Will 

 • Re-learning how to sell is hard work. 

 • Commit to the long haul. 

 • Trying isn't enough. 

 

 

 She could hardly wait till next week's lesson, wondering what Professor McWizard 

would have up his sleeve for her. Elizabeth had a feeling she hadn't seen anything yet. 
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C H A P T E R  T H R E E 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bats in the Belfry 
Eliminate Barriers to Success 

 

 Elizabeth was anxious to see Professor McWizard again. It had been only five days since her 

first meeting, but she clearly needed to talk with him again. Her appointment wasn't for an hour 

yet. At least she would have time to check her email, return a few calls, and work on that proposal 

she needed to get out by noon. 

 At 7:45, she promptly closed her laptop, grabbed her notebook, and left for the meeting. The 

Antiquarian Book Shoppe looked quiet as she approached. Several times during the past week 

she'd stopped in, wanting to do a little shopping on Higgieblossom.  

Elizabeth was surprised that no customers were in the store; it was a complete switch from her 

first visit.  

 The only person there was an ancient looking man sitting behind the front counter engrossed 

in a book. He wore a ragged brown cardigan over a dated plaid shirt. When Elizabeth came in, he 

didn't even bother to look up. She headed towards the rear of the store to find the back exit. After 

meandering through the stacks for awhile, she gave up.  

 Returning to the front, she interrupted the old man, "Excuse me. Where is the door to 

Higgieblossom Lane?? 

 He looked up her over his thick bifocals. "Higgieblossom Lane? Never heard of it," he said 

grumpily. "The only way out is the door you came in. And it takes you to Heathmoore." 

  "No," said Elizabeth firmly. "Last time I was here, Abdul—the manager—took me to the 

Higgieblossom exit. I think it's by the Potions section." 
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  "Lady," said the old man, rolling his eyes as if she was a nut case, "Like I said, the only way 

out is right behind you. And there's never been an Abdul here in all my years." With that, he 

returned to his book. 

 Elizabeth decided to come back another time, perhaps when Abdul was working. But the 

second time she dropped in, the same old guy was there so she left quickly. Hopefully today 

would be better.  

 As she walked into the book store, Abdul immediately came to greet her, "Ah, Miss Elizabeth 

Will, it is so very nice to see you in our store again. I trust you are here to see Professor 

McWizard?" He bowed graciously. 

 Elizabeth was relieved to see him. "I am," she answered looking around the shop and noticing 

how crowded it was again. "We had a good meeting last week." 

  "Has he accepted you as his student then?" asked Abdul. 

  "Yes, I passed his test," answered Elizabeth, with a touch of pride. 

  "Such an honor. Such an honor," said Abdul, looking at her with admiration. "Allow me to 

escort you to the door." He led her back through Potions and Witchcraft to the tiny door that 

exited onto Higgieblossom Lane and held it open for her. 

 Elizabeth started to ask a question the Antiquarian Book Shoppe, but Abdul didn't give her a 

chance. "Off with you now. One must never be late for the esteemed professor." She smiled as 

she left, glad he was back. She would ask Professor McWizard instead. She felt she needed to 

know lots more from him anyway. 

 Walking to Number 3, Higgieblossom Lane wasn't as intimidating this time. Elizabeth was 

still impressed with its authenticity and the friendliness of the actors. She knocked on the 

professor's door and heard him call to come in. As she pushed open the heavy door, she saw he 

was busy writing on a scroll with a beautiful quill pen. 

  "I'll be done in just a moment," he said, scribbling furiously as Elizabeth watched. With a 

final flourish of his pen, he set it down and turned to her. "Good morning," he said warmly as he 

stood to shake her hand. "I just finished planning our session." 

 Elizabeth laughed. "So what's on the calendar for today?" she asked him jokingly. "Don't I 

have any say?" 

 He pointed to the top of the scroll, moving aside to allow her to read it. Struggling to decipher 

his archaic script, she read: Allow Elizabeth to Ask Her Questions.  
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 Looking at him in mock exasperation, she said, "You knew. You knew I was full of 

questions. Isn't there anything I can keep secret?" For the first time, they laughed together. 

Elizabeth was getting used to Professor McWizard's ways, where the unexpected was entirely 

possible. 

  "All right, I do have a few. More like a hundred. We'd better get started if you want to cover 

other things," she teased as she sat down in the wingback chair next to his.  

  "I'm ready," he teased back. "Shoot." 

  "OK. Number one. Last week," began Elizabeth. "I tried to visit Higgieblossom Lane—

twice. The old man at the bookstore thought I was crazy when I asked about the back door. I 

couldn't find it either. The store was totally empty both times, but today it's packed. The old man 

told me no Abdul had ever worked there, but today he's back. What's going on?" 

  "Elizabeth, you're very astute and persistent. Plus you've just asked me about a hundred 

questions wrapped in one. Let me try to explain," said the professor.  

  "First, all the people on Higgieblossom Lane and the people in the book shoppe today exist 

in a parallel world to yours. It's hard to understand because your people think time only moves 

forward. Just one person in your recent history, Einstein, has understood the multi-dimensionality 

of time. We, you and I, live in parallel worlds where both our cultures co-exist concurrently in the 

same space and time continuum." 

 Elizabeth stared at him in disbelief. Everything he said contradicted everything she had 

learned. At a total loss of words, she let him continue. 

  "Things weren't always this way," he went on as if sharing an ancient legend. "Long ago we 

were part of the same world. Some of us possessed supernatural powers and secret wisdoms. 

Your people lacked these abilities, but we got along and respected each other. Then came a period 

you call the Dark Ages."  

 Professor McWizard paused, wondering how much to tell her. After a moment he continued, 

"Elizabeth, it's a long story and we have much to do this morning. Some day I'll tell you more. 

Right now I'm sure you're thinking what I said is impossible. But, it is true." 

 More than impossible, thought Elizabeth her head spinning. With her eyes closed and hands 

rubbing her temples, she struggled to make sense of it all. Incomprehensible Unimaginable. 

Unfathomable. Accepting his story meant throwing out her perception of reality. Not accepting it 

meant she was with a lunatic—and she didn't believe that either. She let out a deep, pained breath. 

  "How did I get here?" she asked faintly, painfully. 
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  "Wormholes," he answered softly. "They're small gateways into other realities. We 

constructed a network of them. Occasionally we visit your world, but we rarely invite your people 

here. The Antiquarian Book Shoppe is a wormhole, by the way." 

  "I guess that explains everything," said Elizabeth caustically. "And I couldn't get through on 

those other visits because .." 

  "The wormhole was shut," finished the professor for her. "Elizabeth, is this too much for one 

day? Do you want to continue next week?" 

 Elizabeth thought long and hard before she finally answered. "Professor McWizard. I don't 

know whether to believe you or not. I probably shouldn't, but right now I'm going to suspend 

judgment. You can help me improve sales and that is my most pressing need right now. I'd like to 

continue." 

  "Very well," said the professor, pleased his student was dealing with it so well. "How did 

things go last week?" 

 That, thought Elizabeth, is something I can handle. "Well," she answered gearing up to talk, 

"I was on Cloud Nine when I left here. I felt hopeful, like finally I could get out of my slump. 

When I got back to my office though, things went downhill right away." 

  "Downhill?" asked Professor McWizard. "What do you mean by that?" 

  "Some customers were having problems—systems down, slow service, billing issues, the 

usual. I dealt with it the best I could. On Thursday my boss emailed me, stressing his new 

"expectations" which I think are crazy. Then Friday marketing told us the new SureFire! launch 

was delayed because of problems they'd run into. I was counting on it to bring up my sales." 

  "Tough week," empathized the professor. 

  "It sure was. And I haven't told you about my sales calls. One hot prospect postponed their 

order till next year because of budget cutbacks. Another one is evaluating the Krumstock system 

now. Just what I needed," said Elizabeth, throwing her hands up in frustration. "My feeling of 

endless possibilities has virtually evaporated as reality set in." 

  "Elizabeth," Professor McWizard broke in. "You said reality set in. Who's reality are you 

talking about?" 

  "That's a stupid question," Elizabeth admonished him. "Reality is reality. Things are really 

tough out there and that's reality." 
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  "No question is a stupid question," said the professor. "And that question in particular was 

not stupid. I asked it to make you think and you took the easy way out. Tell me Elizabeth, is that 

Charlie's reality?" 

  "Charlie's different," replied Elizabeth in frustration. "He's doing well." 

  "Doesn't he have the same ‘expectations' as you? Don't his customers delay orders 

sometimes? Won't the late intro of the SureFire! affect his sales?" asked the professor, 

challenging her to think at higher levels. 

  "Well, yes," answered Elizabeth faintly, feeling trapped. "But he can't feel the same because 

he's doing well. It doesn't get him down like it the rest of us." 

  "So one day all Charlie's fears simply vanished. Is that what you're saying? Had he reached 

quota yet? 120% of quota? Or did he have to hit 150% before it disappeared? What do you think, 

Elizabeth?" prodded Professor McWizard. "Think." 

 Elizabeth was stuck; she didn't know what to say. "I don't know if it disappeared before he hit 

quota or after. It's the chicken-and-egg thing you're talking about, isn't it?" 

  "Right," said the professor. "Which came first?" He stood up and motioned for Elizabeth to 

do the same. "It's time we visited my museum."  

  "Your museum?" she asked looking around, wondering where it might be. He pointed to a 

door with a small sign that read Museum of Selling Oddities and Curiousities.   

  "I thought that went to your kitchen—that's where you came out with tea the other day," she 

said. "What's in your Museum of Selling Oddities and Curiousities?" 

  "The museum is a hobby of mine," answered Professor McWizard, looking proud of his 

pastime. "I collect sales-related moments in time to help my students. Real-life selling scenarios 

really speed the learning process." 

  "Do you videotape people?" asked Elizabeth curiously. 

  "Not exactly. It's a form of holographic re-creation, a more advanced technology. First we 

select a scenario. Then we actually get to be there as it plays out. We're invisible to the characters 

so we can talk about what's happening or replay it if we want." 

  "Awesome," said Elizabeth, impressed to that the professor used such ultramodern 

techniques. "I'd love to see it." 

 They walked through the door, Professor McWizard leading the way. The room was large 

and empty. It had no windows, but multiple candles were burning so it was quite bright inside. 

The professor went to a small cupboard and opened it. Elizabeth realized it must be the control 
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panel. He pressed a few buttons and entered some information. Shortly a melodic female voice 

asked, "If you please sir, when and where?" 

  "Last Sunday, 2 PM at the Crittenden Hotel—the basement conference room," said the 

professor. 

 Elizabeth blurted out, "That's where we had our regional meeting!" 

  "That's right," said Professor McWizard. "We need to check some things out." 

 The room suddenly went dark; the candles flickered and then went out. There was a whir in 

the air, but Elizabeth couldn't tell where it was coming from. In the blackness, she reached over to 

the professor and touched his arm, reassured. Slowly, slowly the room brightened. Elizabeth 

squinted to see better. It certainly looked like the conference room they'd been in for three days—

U-shaped table, flip charts, and projector. 

 Then, as if refreshing itself, the room went dark again and slowly began to brighten. 

Elizabeth saw her colleagues and boss gradually emerge, frozen in time. It was real, life-sized, 

but no one moved. It looked like when they were talking about the market challenges. Just then, 

Elizabeth noticed something else—she was sitting there too. It was something she hadn't 

anticipated. 

 Elizabeth turned to the professor, pointing at the group. "That's me over there," she 

whispered. "Why? What are you doing?" 

  "They can't hear you Elizabeth. You don't have to be so quiet," said Professor McWizard. 

"Like I said, we need to check some things out." He pushed one final button and the regional 

sales meeting swung into action. 

* * * 

 Jack Vintage, standing in front of the flip chart lined room, surveyed the team's work. 

Turning back to the group, he said, "I think you've listed most of the challenges we're facing. 

Now, let's talk about how we can tackle them." He paused, waiting for a response. When none 

came, he continued, "With all the talent on this team, I know we can come up with some good 

ideas." 

 Again, silence. Finally, Gabby jumped in to fill the void. "Jack, if marketing would do their 

job better, things would improve a lot. Our brochures our lousy. Every time I show them to 

customers, they ask ‘how much?' If the brochures stressed our value more, selling would be much 

easier." Heads nodded. 
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  "I agree," piped in Ken. "I'm still waiting for that site seller they promised. It would be nice 

to have a one-page pencil proposal form again. We could close much faster." 

 Charlie wiggled in his chair, obviously disagreeing with his peers. "Wait a minute guys. Jack 

has a point. There are some things we can do to get more business. Brochures and site sellers—

they don't make or break sales. It's how we use them that make a difference. For example." 

 Before he could finish, Kate cut in, "That's easy for you to say Charlie. For us peons who are 

struggling, it's a whole different game. I agree with Gabby—marketing is out of touch. All 

customers say these days is ‘cut your price.' We need lower cost products like Krumstock's—

cheaper ones so we can compete." 

  "Amen," blurted Toby. "We do the best we can. But our product line is weak and our cost 

structure too high. Those things are out of our control." 

 Tom, leaned forward, anxious to contribute, "Talk about things out of our control. The 

biggest issue today is our customers. They don't have any loyalty anymore. You take good care of 

them for years and then someone comes along with cut-rate prices and they dump you. 

Relationships don't mean anything anymore." 

  "Customers have changed," Charlie inserted. "We need a new approach to gain their loyalty. 

In one of my accounts .." 

  "Charlie, will you stop playing Pollyanna," broke in Toby before Charlie could finish. "We 

get tired of your Little Miss Sunshine routine" 

 Everyone laughed, but it was clear they agreed. 

* * * 

 Professor McWizard stopped the holographic transmission and looked at Elizabeth. "What do 

you think?" 

 She was still in shock. Seeing her team like this was just too overwhelming. It was so, so—

what was that word? she thought, Oh yes, so surrealistic. Pulling herself together, she finally 

answered the professor, "Everything seems so negative—it's much worse than I remembered." 

  "This is exactly what happened," said the professor bluntly. "You and Sebastian haven't said 

anything yet. Why not?" 

  "I guess," offered Elizabeth faintly, "I hoped somebody would have some good ideas. I was 

just holding back, waiting for them." 

  "Did you get any?" asked the professor. 
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  "Not one," replied a frustrated Elizabeth. "After hearing everyone complain, I felt worse. 

Like I had a heavier burden. I felt sorry for Sebastian, too. It's his first year and he doesn't need to 

hear all this stuff. No wonder he was quiet." 

  "I'm going to turn the lights down now," explained the professor, reaching over to the control 

panels. "Walk around your team and tell me what you see." With that, he turned a button slightly 

to the left. The room dimmed, but he wasn't satisfied so he turned it a bit more. "Go now. Look 

carefully." 

 She walked slowly to her motionless teammates, frozen in position. It was eerie. Elizabeth 

came up behind herself and touched her own shoulder. She flinched, but her holographic self 

didn't move. Continuing around the table, she scrutinized her colleagues, her boss and even 

herself. Professor McWizard remained quietly on the side of the room.  

 Back at her original position, she turned to the professor. "This will seem strange," she said, 

thinking it sounded funny since the whole situation was strange, "But it looks like light is 

emanating from everyone's chest. On Charlie it's really easy to see, but on others—like Toby and 

Kate—it's hardly visible." 

 Professor McWizard smiled, proud of his pupil. "Good job, Elizabeth. That was a tough one. 

Do you have any idea what that light is?" he asked. 

  "Not a clue," Elizabeth answered, completely mystified. 

  "What you're seeing is their potential" the professor explained. "If everyone's was as bright 

as Charlie's, they would be as wide open to possibilities, learning, and growing as he is. And they 

would be a lot more successful selling too." 

  "Why is Charlie's so bright, mine medium, and Toby's so dim?" asked Elizabeth curiously. 

  "Good question. It's something we need to check out," he said, moving over to the control 

panel again. "We need to turn on the infraspectrometer for a moment." He flicked it on quickly, 

looked at the group again, and announced loudly, "Just as I suspected. Grummels!" 

  "Grummels?" repeated Elizabeth peering in the same direction he was. "Professor 

McWizard. What in the world are grummels?" 

  "Nasty little beasts—from the bat family. I haven't seen them for centuries," Professor 

McWizard clarified, his professional delight in uncovering grummels evident. "They feed on 

people's sense of personal responsibility. They're highly destructive to the host, causing them to 

blame everything and everybody for what's happening in their lives." 
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 The professor pointed towards Toby and Kate. "Look closely. Around their heads," directed 

the professor. "They grummels are most visible there." 

 Elizabeth looked, but saw nothing. She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders, telling 

the professor it wasn't working. McWizard left her side and stood directly behind the two. Raising 

his hands, he placed one on each side of Toby's ears—about two inches from his head.  

  "The grummels are here, Elizabeth," he explained, moving his hands in an arc around Toby's 

head. "You can't pick out just one—they're too small, actually microscopic. If your eyes are really 

sharp, you might see a color distortion around their heads. It helps to squint." 

 Elizabeth stared intently at her friends, eyes scrunched nearly shut, "I see what you're talking 

about now. It's darker around their heads, like something is blocking the light." 

  "That's it!" cried the professor excitedly. "The ‘grummel halo'—only detectable with major 

infestations. These poor reps have so many grummels around their heads that it's visible." He 

swooped his left hand in the air around Toby's head, then motioned for Elizabeth to follow. They 

walked to the far side of the room where he pulled out a large magnifying glass. Holding it 

directly over his clenched fist, he said, "Look closely when I open my hand. I've got a couple in 

here. You'll be able to see them." 

 When he opened his hand, Elizabeth quickly peered through the magnifier. "Yuck!" she 

shrieked, backing away quickly. "They're terrible, menacing, almost rabid looking. Get them 

away from me!" 

 Professor McWizard looked at her sympathetically. "Elizabeth," he spoke gently, "You've got 

them too. Not as bad as Toby and Kate, but you are infested." 

 Elizabeth felt faint, sick inside. Having those disgusting creatures around her head was the 

most revolting things she could think of. Feeling light-headed, she turned to the professor and 

said desperately, "Let's get out of here." 

* * * 

 When they reached his front office, Elizabeth sank dejectedly into the closest chair, her whole 

body sagging. "How do I get rid of grummels?" she appealed to him. 

  "Actually, it's not that difficult," Professor McWizard responded. "Sit here for a few minutes 

while I check something out." He walked to a tall bookcase which lined the entire front wall and 

began searching. He pulled out one book and leafed through it quickly, only to return it to the 

shelf. He continued his examination, finding letting out a big "Aha!" as he pulled a large tome 

from the bottom shelf. 
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  "I've got it now!" he exclaimed excitedly, holding up a book for Elizabeth to see. He flipped 

through it till he found the spell for dealing with grummels. "Yes, here it is: De-Batting the 

Belfry." 

  "De-Batting the Belfry?" echoed Elizabeth confused. "What does a belfry have to do with 

grummels? 

  "It's a metaphor, Elizabeth. For your head," he explained.  

  "As if that's so obvious," replied Elizabeth begrudgingly. "Please, let's get started."  

  "Okay. Step One," the professor read, "Host must express a sincere desire to rid self of these 

noxious beasts." Turning to Elizabeth, he asked, "Is that what you want?" 

  "Of course," she replied vehemently. "Why do you even bother to ask?" 

  "Because spells only work if implemented properly," Professor McWizard explained calmly, 

helping her understand the magical ways. "Step Two: Host must declare a willingness to assume 

personal accountability for sales success and eliminate blameful ways. Elizabeth, are you willing 

to do this?" 

  "Willing?" she answered in disbelief. "I'll do anything to get rid of those grummels." 

  "You've missed the intent of step two, Elizabeth," Professor McWizard said sharply. "It's not 

about the grummels. It's about you. Are you ready to stop blaming others when sales don't go the 

way you want? Are you willing to be personally accountable for your sales success?" 

 Still sitting in the chair, Elizabeth closed her eyes and thought. How had she gotten into the 

habit of blaming others? She did used to, yet in the past year it had become a way of life—not 

only with her, but with her whole sales team. She didn't like acting this way. Opening her eyes, 

she looked at the professor and said softly, "I'm ready." 

  "Good," said Professor McWizard, knowing the thought process she'd just gone through. 

"Before we take step three, you must know what happens next. The spell I'm going to cast on you 

will cause the grummels to leave. They aren't killed though—they immediately look for another 

sales rep host." 

  "Is this spell like a vaccine?" interrupted Elizabeth. "Will it protect me in the future?" 

  "Oh no. A sales rep can catch grummels many times," explained the professor. "The minute 

you revert to your blameful ways, an opening is created that attracts unattached grummels. Once 

the first grummel penetrates, the second and third are right behind. That's why step two is so 

important. It's your only protection against future infestation." 
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  "Finally," continued Professor McWizard, "The grummels don't disappear right away. It 

takes five to seven days for all of them to leave. By next week, you will be back to your old self 

again. Any more questions?" 

  "Professor, I'm ready. Nervous, but ready," answered Elizabeth.  

  "Lay back and close your eyes," he instructed her. "I'll begin in a second." When she did, he 

picked his magic wand up from the desk and brushed it off carefully. He re-read Step Three 

several more times. Pulling his chair close to Elizabeth, he stepped up onto it and leaned over her. 

Placing his wand inches from her head, Professor McWizard began: 

 

 "Listen up grummels, you have been found,  

No longer may you this head surround. 

You ghastly, wretched, blameful critter, 

Your plague is now over, it's time to rid her. 

For months you've nourished on this poor host, 

But now she's back—of that we'll boast. 

Be banished now! Go slither away, 

  And find someone else on whom to prey!" 

 

 Professor McWizard placed his wand on Elizabeth's head and commanded loudly, 

"GRUMMELS—BE GONE!" 

 Elizabeth shuddered but kept her eyes closed, not wanting to interfere with the spell. 

She felt the professor touch her shoulder softly and then heard him say, "It's over. You 

can open your eyes now." When she did, she saw him towering majestically over her, 

arms outstretched holding his wand high in the air. He looked exactly like she'd imagined 

a true wizard would. 

  "Go home and rest now," he said gently, as he stepped down from the chair. "You 

need time to recuperate. I'll see you next Monday." 

 Elizabeth rose slowly from her chair, wondering how she'd feel. Incredibly tired, that 

was all. The professor was right; she needed sleep. Leaving, she turned to him and 

whispered, "Thank you."  
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 She walked down Higgieblossom Lane in a haze and entered the Antiquarian Book 

Shoppe. She found an open chair in a quiet little nook. Pulling out her notebook, she 

wrote: 

 

 

 Lesson #2: Take Responsibility 

 • I'm responsible for my own sales success. 

 • Avoid blaming others at all costs. 

 • Never, ever let grummels get an opening. 

 

 

 And then she went home and slept—for hours. 



The Sales Wiz  Page 39 

 
© Jill Konrath 2007 www.SellingtoBigCompanies.com 651-429-1922 

C H A P T E R  F O U R 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rumination Time 
Immerse Yourself in Your Customer's Business 

 

 Elizabeth felt better and better as the week went on. She hadn't felt so energetic and 

productive in months. Her sales calls went well and she was nearing closure on several small 

accounts. On Monday, she practically skipped over to the Antiquarian Book Shoppe, eager to see 

Professor McWizard as soon as she could. 

  "Morning, Abdul," she said gaily. "I can find my way to Higgieblossom Lane; no need to 

show me the way." 

  "You look quite sprightly today," he returned cheerfully. "The professor informed me of 

your grummel infestation. Malevolent little vermins. We have some fascinating books on the 

subject should you care to investigate further." 

  "Thanks, but no thanks, Abdul," replied Elizabeth quickly, a shudder running through her 

body. "I've seen enough grummels for a lifetime." 

  "Be off then," laughed Abdul. "The esteemed professor is anxious to see how you're doing." 

 Elizabeth knocked on the door when she reached the professor's. Without waiting for a reply, 

she bounced in. "Thank you so much," she said joyfully. "I feel great!" 

  "It's made a big difference already," said the smiling professor. "Good week?" 

  "It sure was. On Friday I was practically my old self again," she said excitedly. "Over the 

weekend, I did something I haven't done for ages." 

  "What's that?" asked the professor curiously.  

  "I ordered a book from amazon.com," she laughed. "On selling strategies in the 21st century. 

I haven't read a sales book for years and I can't wait till it comes." 
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 Professor McWizard looked at her, obviously pleased with the speedy results. "Excellent, 

Elizabeth. Your brain cells are connecting again." 

  "What are we doing today?" she asked. "I hope there are no nasty creatures involved." 

  "The only nasty things we have to deal with are your own bad habits," Professor McWizard 

explained. "Grummels are insidious. They eliminate, one-by-one, selling behaviors that lead to 

your earlier success. You lose your memory of them, too." 

  "How awful," said Elizabeth, squirming. "Have I forgotten what I used to do well?" 

  "It's too early to tell, ," answered the professor. "Say, does the word rumination mean 

anything to you?" 

 Elizabeth laughed. "When I grew up, some of my best friends lived on farms. Of course I 

know what it means. But what does ‘chewing cud' have to do with selling?" 

 Professor McWizard let out a huge, rolling belly laugh. "I forget your people have two 

meanings for that word," he chortled, eyes twinkling. "And that was not the one I meant." 

 Elizabeth giggled, unable to get ruminating cows out of her mind. "I didn't know it meant 

anything else." 

 The professor reached for a blank scroll and his quill pen. He dipped it into the inkpot and 

wrote: "Rumination—to inquire about, study, reflect, and contemplate on a subject."  

  "So I'm to be ruminating?" she asked. "What should I ruminate about?" 

  "A customer. One with potential for much more business," he answered. "Perhaps you're 

stuck in this account right now." 

  "Challenge Industries," said Elizabeth without a moment's hesitation. "I ruminate about them 

all the time." She was proud to use this new definition so soon after learning it. 

  "What do you ruminate about?" Professor McWizard asked. 

  "I ruminate about how to get more business from them, how to get them to buy our new 

SureFire! and how to convince them we're better than Krumstock." 

  "Anything else?" he asked.  

 Elizabeth paused, concentrating, "I ruminate about how to get placements in other locations 

and Mr. Galloway's price fixation." She looked at him, wanting reassurance. "How am I doing 

with my rumination?" 

  "A bit self-serving, don't you think?" he challenged. 

  "I'm sorry, Professor, she replied in confusion. "I'm not sure what you mean. I really, truly 

think about Challenge all the time.". 
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  "Elizabeth, how can you help them achieve their goals? How can you contribute to their 

strategic initiatives?" he asked. 

  "A couple SureFire!s would help," she replied confidently. 

  "You're positive?" the professor quizzed again. "How does the SureFire! help them reach 

their goals?" 

  "I guess," she said, floundering, "they would get better ideas with the SureFire!" 

 He continued with his inquisition, "How do these better ideas help Challenge?" 

 Elizabeth was stuck and she knew it. Charlie asked the same question at the regional meeting, 

but Ed quickly pushed it aside. "I'm not sure," she offered hesitantly. "Good ideas are worth 

something, aren't they?" 

  "Perhaps," he answered her. "Elizabeth, what are Challenge's primary goals? Where do they 

want to be in three year? What strategies are they implementing to get there? How about trends—

what are the big ones now? How do they affect Challenge? Can you capitalize on them? Which 

trends hurt Challenge's business?" 

  "What about R&D," Professor McWizard continued. "What is their charter? What are their 

primary business imperatives? How have Challenge's customers changed? What must Challenge 

do to meet their expectations?" 

 The more questions the professor asked, the more deflated Elizabeth felt. She slowly slumped 

down into the chair, eyes fixed on the floor. She felt miserable; she should be able to answer 

those questions easily. 

 Professor McWizard was right. Her ruminating was self-serving. She didn't think about 

making Challenge and especially their R&D area, more successful. Elizabeth looked at the 

professor sheepishly, "I have been ruminating about the wrong things. It's been all about me, me, 

me. Can we blame the grummels?"  

  "I'm glad you have a sense of humor, Elizabeth," he answered. "Grummels might be the 

cause, but regardless, we can't let opportunities slip through your fingers." 

  "I need every sale I can get!" she concurred. "What should I do?" 

 Professor McWizard reached across his desk and pulled a huge pile to the table between 

them. Taking items from the stack, he held them up one-by-one for Elizabeth to see and leafed 

through them. "Here are their annual reports for the past three years. This is a recent 10K report; 

the new one comes out next week. These are some speeches their CEO gave at recent industry 

conventions." 
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  "Slow down, slow down," Elizabeth interrupted, overwhelmed by the plethora of materials 

he was handing her. "How did you get those?" 

  "On their web site," he continued eagerly. "Have you checked it lately?" 

  "I never looked at it," Elizabeth answered, feeling like she'd dropped one more ball. 

  "I strongly suggest you do," advised Professor McWizard. "It has a wealth of information on 

it. And, when you're online, look up what industry analysts say about their stock and check for 

recent articles where they've been mentioned. Here are a few." 

He handed her a folder filled with clipped articles from newspapers and magazines.  

 Elizabeth looked through the folder, surprised to see the amount of press coverage Challenge 

received. "Professor," she said, "I'm amazed at what's available. But this is way too much for my 

little brain to absorb at one time." 

  "Your homework is cut out for you Elizabeth," he said as he moved the remaining materials 

back to his desk. "Read everything here and check out their web site by next week's lesson. Learn 

Challenge's perspective of their business and industry. Learn what others say about their 

company."  

 Elizabeth's eyes were big as she stared at the large pile. It would take days of dedicated time 

to read through everything and review their web site. There weren't enough hours in the day to 

get through it all. She still had to find new prospects and write proposals too. Jack's new 

expectations had come at such an inopportune time. 

  "Professor McWizard," she said, "There's no way I can read all this and do everything Jack 

expects these days." 

  "You're absolute right. You can't do everything," the professor quickly responded, as if 

anticipating this reaction. "And what is the driving force behind these expectations?" 

  "Management is trying to get our numbers back up," answered Elizabeth uneasily.  

  "Right, it's about driving sales and turning things around quickly," replied Professor 

McWizard. "Elizabeth, you must be absolutely clear on one thing—and only one thing—when 

you talk to Jack. You will get more business, faster and easier, from existing customers than from 

new prospects. Do you believe that?" 

  "I felt it was all turned upside down when Jack issued the dictates. New prospects don't have 

a relationship with us," answered Elizabeth, delighted the professor confirmed what she already 

suspected. "It takes so long to build credibility, much less uncover and convert decent-size 

opportunities." 
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 Professor McWizard smiled as he rose from the chair. "I guess it's settled then," he said 

matter-of-factly. 

  "I'm sorry. Did I miss something?" asked Elizabeth, perplexed. "What's settled?" 

  "That you'll tell Jack you're going to focus on growing Challenge, not prospecting," 

answered the professor. 

  "I can't do that," she replied emphatically. "He was adamant about it at our meeting." 

  "Elizabeth," said Professor McWizard, obviously confused, "You have a better chance of 

reaching your sales goals with this approach. You know it. Jack's way will fail and there's no time 

for you to do both. It's what you must do." 

 Elizabeth put her hands to her temples, feeling a headache coming on. She hated dilemmas 

like this. Looking up at the professor, she said with resignation, "I'll try. I know he won't go for it, 

but I'll try." 

  "Harrumph," coughed Professor McWizard noisily. "What did you just say?" 

  "I said I would try," Elizabeth repeated loudly, thinking he may not have heard over his 

cough. 

 The professor's look of disappointment surprised her. He shook his head solemnly. "I'm afraid 

that's not good enough." 

  "What do you mean—not good enough!" she protested. "I said I'll try." As soon as the words 

came out of her mouth, Elizabeth knew what the professor meant. Lesson 1: Say I Will, Not I'll 

Try. The new standards were to drive sales and she could get better results by working with 

existing customers. She had to talk to her boss. 

  "You caught me again," she said, as they both laughed. "I will talk to Jack and I will get his 

support. How's that, esteemed professor?" 

* * * 

 Elizabeth's week flew by. With her newfound energy after the de-grummeling, she quickly 

filled her calendar with appointments. Five meetings with potential prospects garnered from old 

trade show lists. Three meetings with former customers who she suspected were unhappy with 

competitors. Two meetings to present proposals. A demonstration. There wasn't much time 

available to read the Challenge materials.  

 On Friday, as Elizabeth pulled into her driveway, she thought. Thank goodness this afternoon 

is free to catch-up. She took a quick look at her long "To Do" list. On top, in capital letters, it 
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read: 1) TALK TO JACK. Her stomach wretched; this was not a conversation she looked forward 

to having. 

 The phone began to ring as Elizabeth walked in the door. Running to it, she answered, 

breathlessly, "Castleway. Elizabeth Will speaking."  

  "Elizabeth," boomed the voice. "How you doing?" 

  "Jack. I was just thinking about you." Elizabeth replied, her stomach flip-flopping.  

  "All good thoughts, I'm sure," he joked. 

  "Always the best," she said. "It's been a busy week. I found a couple new prospects." 

  "Great! Great!" replied Jack enthusiastically. "I knew things would turn around if you made 

more calls." 

 Elizabeth sighed. She'd played right into these new expectations. It was not going to be easy. 

"Jack," she began hesitantly. "We need to talk about the new expectations. I know they are meant 

to help us raise our sales numbers." 

  "That's right," interrupted Jack. "And they're working already." 

 Elizabeth sat down in her chair and leaned back. "It's going to take too long with these new 

prospects. They're not ready to buy yet. Others have made a significant investment with our 

competitors. It will take a strong financial justification to switch them. Plus, it takes a while to 

build trust. These prospects won't turn around overnight." 

  "You're a good sales rep. You'll get their business this year," replied Jack, trying to build her 

confidence. 

  "I will get their business eventually," said Elizabeth. "But new prospects are not the best way 

for us to hit our numbers. We need to focus on existing customers." 

  "You can do that too," he answered. 

  "Not the way I want to. There's lots of untapped potential at Challenge," explained Elizabeth, 

on a roll. "If I focus on them and a few other customers, I'll get business much quicker." 

  "What are you asking?" asked Jack in frustration. 

 Elizabeth took a deep breath and blurted out, "Exemption from the new expectations. And 

your support for really going after Challenge. I promise, from the bottom of my heart—I will get 

more sales this way!" 

 There was silence on the other end of the phone. Elizabeth feared she'd really blown it, big 

time. Finally Jack replied, "Have you talked to Charlie lately?" 

  "No," she answered, surprised. "I haven't seen him since the meeting. Why?" 
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  "He asked me the same thing," Jack said quietly. "Elizabeth, I know where you're coming 

from. I truly do. But I can't make exceptions." 

 Elizabeth kneeled on the carpeting, hands together in prayer. "Jack, I'm on my knees begging 

right now. I promise to meet my numbers. I will." 

 There was no response; this was not going the way she wanted. Elizabeth interrupted his 

silence, pleading, "Jack, you won't be sorry. I'll work my you-know-what off to make sure our 

team looks good." 

  "If I say yes, my neck is on the line. If you don't come through, I'm the one in deep tapioca," 

replied Jack. "I'll get back to you about it next week." 

  "But," protested Elizabeth. 

  "No buts. I said we'll talk next week," answered Jack with finality. "I have to go. I still need 

to catch Toby and Sebastian today. Have a nice weekend, Elizabeth."  

 Elizabeth put the phone down slowly. She was so frustrated. What would she tell Professor 

McWizard? That she'd failed? She leaned back and stared out the window. This wasn't easy. 

Discouraged, she decided to tackle her paperwork. At least she would accomplish something. 

* * * 

 Much as Elizabeth hated working weekends, on Saturday morning she pulled out the stack of 

materials that Professor McWizard had given her. Sitting on her couch, yellow highlighter in 

hand, she began reading Challenge's annual reports starting with the oldest. It was a glowing 

summary of growth, new products and expansion into global markets. They had just come off 

their best financial performance in five years. Elizabeth recalled that her sales with them had been 

really strong that year. 

 In the annual report from two years ago, Elizabeth saw substantially slower growth which 

was attributed to the devaluation of the dollar overseas and delays in product introductions. 

Increasing operational efficiency was also emerging as a theme. Interesting, noted Elizabeth. Her 

sales were still strong that year, but Mr. Galloway started talking price more and more. 

 Just as she opened the past year's report, her office phone rang. Jumping up, Elizabeth ran to 

it, hoping to hear Jack give her the go-ahead. 

  "Good morning. This is Elizabeth," she answered professionally. 

  "Hi, Elizabeth. It's Tom. Tom Wigglesworth," the deep, melodious voice responded. "Do 

you have a few minutes?" 
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  "Sure, Tom. Anything for you," she replied smiling. Elizabeth always enjoyed their 

conversations. "What's going on?" 

  "I'm so frustrated these days, I don't know what to do," confided Tom earnestly. "Then Jack 

imposes those new standards. I don't have the energy to do it all." 

  "It is taking lots of time," she agreed. 

 ‘ "If I don't turn things around, it will be three bad years in a row," he continued. "I'm 

concerned about losing my job. At my age it's not easy to get another one." 

 Elizabeth felt really bad for him. "It's tough right now. We're all feeling it." 

 Her empathy opened a floodgate. Tom disagreed with the company's direction. New products 

weren't in line with market demands. Customers upset him most; he just didn't understand them 

anymore.  

 It was hard for Elizabeth to support Tom as a friend, but not get caught in blameful behaviors. 

She didn't want to risk a grummel re-infestation. "My customers have changed too," she said. "So 

I'm trying some new things. Maybe they would help you too." 

  "What are you doing?" he asked, interested. 

  "I'm studying a customer—Challenge Industries. Right now I'm reading their annual 

reports," she said. "I can use what I learn on sales calls and to develop my strategy." 

  "That's a lot of work," Tom answered, not quite as eager as before.  

  "Listen to this," she said, reading from the report, "Over the past year the Company has 

engaged in a strategic reorganization, examining each business units' offerings and short- and 

long-term profitability. The Company has also taken steps to reduce its cost-structure that has 

resulted in .." 

  "Enough already," Tom interrupted. "That's a bunch of corporate gobbledy-gook. Besides, 

it's old even before it's off the press." 

  "Knowing how Challenge thinks and what their issues are should help me drive sales," she 

said with conviction. 

  "All that stuff is promotional," Tom protested. "Talking to people is the only way to sell 

anything. Just talk to them." 

 Elizabeth concurred. "But if I understand their company better, I can plan more profitable 

meetings—for me and the customer." She could practically hear Tom shaking his head on the 

other end of the line.  
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  "You can't plan meetings," Tom disagreed vehemently. "Every customer is different. They 

have different personalities. They respond differently." 

  "That's true," said Elizabeth, agreeing to the general concept. "But knowing more about them 

should advance the sale faster." 

  "It doesn't," answered Tom adamantly. "They are all different. Good sales reps go with the 

flow." 

 Starting to understand his thinking better, Elizabeth added, "You can't tell what they'll say or 

want till you get there." 

  "You got it!" stated Tom emphatically, glad to be back on solid ground. "And focus on the 

relationship. That's what it's all about. Relationship, relationship, relationship. Know their wife, 

kids, and favorite sports. People only do business with people they like." 

 Elizabeth nodded. "Relationships are critical." 

  "The key to sales success," emphasized Tom. "Unfortunately, customers don't value them as 

much as they used to. But unless you focus on the people, you'll never get anywhere." 

  "Maybe all this reading is overkill," said Elizabeth, looking gloomily at the big stack in front 

of her. 

  "Take it from someone who has been in this business a lot longer than most—you can't study 

your way to a sale," advised Tom. "Heh, thanks for talking. I have to get going." 

  "My pleasure," she said. "Talk to you later." After she hung up, Elizabeth decided to get out 

of the house for a while. She carried the Challenge pile back to her office. It was the last time she 

touched it all weekend. 

* * * 

  "Did you learn a lot about Challenge last week?" asked Professor McWizard.  

  "I only read a little," said Elizabeth uncomfortably. "I was busy with new prospects." 

  "So busy you couldn't find a few hours here and there?" queried the professor. 

  "My schedule was really full. I read some on Saturday, but then had to run errands," 

Elizabeth emphasized, trying to sound believable. "Besides Professor, every customer is so 

different. No matter how much I read about them, until you get there you don't know what they 

want to talk about. It's important for sales reps to go with the flow." 

  "You've been talking with Tom Wigglesworth," surmised Professor McWizard. 

  "Just a bit on Saturday," admitted Elizabeth, looking around to avoid eye contact. "You 

know, he has a long track record of success." 
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  "But the past couple years have been a different story," countered the professor. "I suspect 

Tom talked about the value of relationships and complained how little customers valued them 

today. Am I right, Elizabeth?" 

 She nodded uncomfortably.  

  "He's wrong, Elizabeth. Dead wrong," Professor McWizard pointed out. "Customers value 

relationships today more than ever—but only relationships with vendors who consistently provide 

value." He stood up, motioning her to follow. "We need to visit the museum. There's something 

you must see." 

 Elizabeth squirmed. She didn't want to go into the Museum of Selling Oddities and 

Curiousities again—the grummels were still too fresh in her mind. The professor, however, was 

not giving her an option; she dutifully followed him in. 

* * * 

 Professor McWizard quickly went to his control panel. "Last Friday, Dr. Felix Baxter's 

office," he ordered. The room darkened as the candles flickered and went out.  

 Elizabeth heard the familiar whir and when the room slowly brightened, a doctor's office 

appeared. Then it went dark again. As the lights came on and figures slowly emerged, she saw a 

physician standing beside an examination table. A man was sitting on it. From her position, 

Elizabeth couldn't tell who the patient was. Professor McWizard pulled her gently to the left. 

  "That's Tom," Elizabeth gasped when she could finally see. Turning to the professor, she 

asked with concern, "He's all right, isn't he? Tell me he's OK." 

 The professor pushed the final button to start the holographic re-creation and motioned her to 

be silent. 

* * * 

  "How are you feeling?" asked the doctor, feeling Tom's throat and lymph nodes. 

  "I'm afraid my back is getting worse," answered Tom.  

  "Hmmmm. Not good. Take off your shirt so I can check it out," directed the doctor. "Do you 

feel any pain?" 

 Tom removed his shirt with difficulty, struggling to pull it over his head. "No pain yet," he 

answered. "Except the emotional kind; work has been tough." 

* * * 

  "What's wrong with him?" asked Elizabeth, eyes wide with concern.  

  "Let's walk behind him," said the professor. "It's pretty obvious." 
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 That was an understatement. Protruding from Tom's back were two wings, about ten inches 

each. The feathers, a beautiful iridescent blue, glimmered under the office lights. They moved 

ever so slightly back and forth, creating a slight breeze. 

  "Oh..oh..oh," Elizabeth stammered, heartsick at what she saw, breathtaking though it was. 

"What is wrong?" 

  "He has a bad case of Winging-It. His condition has really worsened this past year," replied 

the professor. "His wing span is almost two feet now. Covering them up has to be difficult." 

 Elizabeth groaned; she would have thought it was a bad pun, if she had not seen them with 

her own two eyes. "What can they do for him?" she asked. 

  "Doctors can't do too much. The wings are part of his infrastructure now. Removing them 

could be fatal," Professor McWizard said sadly. "The only cure is in Tom's hands and he refuses 

to take responsibility for his own health." 

  "Tom can fix it, but the doctors can't?" asked Elizabeth incredulously. 

  "Absolutely. It's been up to him all along," replied the professor. "Winging-It is a disease 

caused by lack of sales call planning. Sellers develop a false sense of reality, believing that 

personal charm can overcome anything." 

 Elizabeth stared at Tom's back. A bad case of Winging-It. The professor's description fit Tom 

perfectly. Remembering the grummels, she wondered if this could happen to her. 

  "No," Professor McWizard answered her unspoken question. "Not yet, at least. But, the 

wings aren't the worst of it. It's the lost sales. The lost customers. Finally, the lost self-confidence. 

The cycle repeats itself, over and over, as the rep's performance slowly goes downhill. 

  "Elizabeth, Tom's been doing it for years. Don't change because of the end result. Change 

because it's the right way to sell. Customers care about relationships when they receive value—

very much so. But the only way to provide this value is by knowing their business, customers, 

and industry—better than they do, if possible. Does this make sense?" 

 Elizabeth nodded, unable to speak. 

  "Good," continued the professor. "After you understand Challenge better, we'll ruminate 

about how you can help them achieve their goals. That's what this is all about!" 

  "I need to go," Elizabeth urgently informed him as she headed toward the museum's exit. "I 

have lots to do." She raced out of the office, down Higgieblossom Lane and into the Antiquarian 

Book Shoppe. Finding the little nook, she took out her notebook and quickly scribbled: 
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 Lesson #3: Ruminating is Important 

 • Know your customer's business inside-and-out. 

 • Find out where they're going—goals, strategies. 

 • Don't wing-it; there's too much at stake! 
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C H A P T E R  F I V E 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tangled Webs 
Know Where You Stand 

 

 When Elizabeth got home, she grabbed a soda and sat down to ruminate. Seeing Tom 

Wigglesworth's wings had affected her far more than Professor McWizard knew. Before she 

understood the professor's lessons on one level; now she grasped them at a much deeper level. 

She, and only she, was 100% accountable for what happened to her. She couldn't blame anything 

or anyone else. If things were going to change, it was up to her. 

 Elizabeth reflected on the days when Castleway had dominated the market with state-of-the-

art creativity systems. When competitors introduced comparable systems at a lower price, she 

hadn't changed her selling style one bit. She'd just worked harder and harder. No wonder sales 

were down. It was a new game now and she needed a new approach.  

 Elizabeth pulled out the information on Challenge Industries to read. When she was done, she 

checked out their website. She read about their mission, divisions, and products. She discovered a 

pressroom full of articles on the company. She printed out everything pertinent to her sales 

efforts. 

 Using her search engine, she found analyst's comments about Challenge's financial status and 

predictions about future earnings. She located articles on industry trends and checked out 

competitors. She printed more. Wow, she thought, there's a gold mine here. Then she started to 

read again. When the phone rang, she ignored it, not wanting a single distraction. 

 The week passed swiftly for Elizabeth. She spent every available moment between sales calls 

studying Challenge. The more she learned, the more excited she became—the new SureFire! was 

just what they needed. 
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* * * 

 Elizabeth left her house precisely at 7:55 so she could be at the Antiquarian Book Shoppe the 

moment it opened. With a quick greeting to Abdul, she flew to the back and exited onto 

Higgieblossom Lane. 

  "Professor McWizard," exclaimed Elizabeth bursting into his office, "What an incredible 

week! I read everything you sent home with me and more. Challenge Industries is a perfect fit for 

the SureFire!." 

 The professor, taken aback by her abrupt arrival, rose to greet her. "Oh they are, are they? 

Why is that?" he asked with a smile in his eye, enjoying her enthusiasm. 

 Plopping into her chair, Elizabeth leaned forward and explained exuberantly, "They've had 

some tough times in the past couple years and did lots of downsizing. Operational efficiency was 

a huge deal for them—no wonder they were so concerned about price. This year their efforts are 

finally paying off and they're growing again." 

 Barely taking time to breathe, she continued, "Their biggest concern is the age of their most 

profitable products. Their market share could shrink substantially unless they're replaced soon. 

Speeding up product development is a key strategy now. In three years they want 35% of 

revenues to come from products not even on the market yet.  

  "But professor, their new product launches are always delayed. Look, it's right here." 

Elizabeth thrust two annual reports at him. Pointing to the yellow highlights she said, "Read this. 

Can you believe it? They're literally sitting ducks for the SureFire!" She paused briefly to see his 

reaction. He was grinning from ear-to-ear. Suddenly Elizabeth realized she had been babbling 

non-stop since she walked in the door.  

  "I'm sorry professor," she said, laughing at herself. "This is so exciting. I have to call Mr. 

Galloway right away to tell him about the SureFire! By the way, my boss said it's OK to go after 

Challenge." 

  "Slow down," interrupted Professor McWizard. "It's not that easy." 

  "I know," Elizabeth butted in, eager to share her thoughts. "I talked to Gabby this weekend. 

She said Mr. Galloway will beg for a SureFire! after he hears about our seamless connectivity to 

their database, bi-monthly software updates and our excellent training classes. I can feel it .. I'll 

be back on quota in no time." 
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  "Stop that blathering," said the professor sharply. "Your friend has a severe case of featurus 

vomititus and you've picked up a titch of it yourself. Unless you get it out of your system, you 

will dig yourself into a big hole at Challenge." 

  "Professor?" asked Elizabeth in confused. "What you talking about?" 

  "Featurus vomititus," said the professor. "An involuntary spewing of a product's features, 

advantages, and benefits. Sales reps can't control themselves; FABs come gushing out." 

 Elizabeth looked at him wide eyed. "Telling FABs is how we've been trained. You're telling 

me it's wrong?" 

  "If you share FABs too early in the sales process, you get product or pricing objections. Is 

that what you want?" 

  "With Mr. Galloway's price sensitivity," answered Elizabeth emphatically, "It's the last thing 

I want." 

  "Good," replied Professor McWizard. "Besides, you're not ready yet." 

 Elizabeth was stunned. She'd never been more prepared in her entire life. Her back stiffened 

and she glared icily at him unsure of what to say. 

  "Put those thoughts out of your mind right now, Elizabeth!" Professor McWizard said as he 

walked to the corner of the room. Turning abruptly he asked, "What's missing? What have you 

forgotten to do? Think!" 

 Elizabeth's cheeks flushed red and her stomach churned. She hated this. She felt so..so..so 

grossly incompetent. He was probably right, but whatever she missed was beyond her grasp. She 

shrugged her shoulders in sheer frustration. 

 He motioned her to join him. Elizabeth rose dejectedly and walked to where he stood, 

wondering what he wanted. Professor McWizard smiled. "It's not the end of the world. Learning 

new ways to sell is hard. You've progressed much faster than most of my students." Her heart 

rose at the encouragement, but she still felt discouraged. 

 Professor McWizard pointed towards the ceiling. "See this spider, Elizabeth. He has much to 

teach you." He pulled his chair over, stood on it and reached his hand up till it touched the web. 

Instead of scurrying away, the spider climbed onto his smallest finger and sat down.  

  "My friend," said Professor McWizard gently, acknowledging the spider. "You must talk to 

my student." He brought his hand near his face and cocked his ear as if listening intently. Finally 

he turned to Elizabeth, who was watching in amazement. "He suggested we use the Enlargementé 

Charm to make it possible." 
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 The professor carried the spider to the table, putting it down in the center. He reached for his 

wand, at the same time directing Elizabeth to step back. She quickly obeyed, but positioned 

herself to see what was happening. The professor pointed his sleek wand at the spider and spoke 

in a silky voice,  

 

  "It's time to grow, to get real big, 

 Just don't turn into a snot-nose pig." 

 

 Pop! Startled by the noise, Elizabeth looked around the room for its source. When she looked 

back at the spider, it was gone. Crack! Pop! A poof of mist engulfed the table briefly, then 

disappeared to reveal a three-foot tall black spider with long spindly legs. Elizabeth recoiled, 

jumping behind the professor. 

  "I'd like you to meet Mobius," Professor McWizard said, pulling her out from behind him. 

Her eyes were transfixed on the hideous-looking creature; she was completely speechless. 

 Mobius bowed, elegantly sweeping two of its gangly legs out in a gesture of welcome. 

"Pleased to meet you," he said in a deep baritone voice. "I have watched your progress with great 

interest. You have learned much in a short time." 

  "Thank you," Elizabeth stammered in disbelief, barely able to get the words out. 

  "Mobius," said Professor McWizard, "Could you tell Elizabeth about the art of web 

building." 

 The spider smiled, revealing its large fangs. "I'd love to. They are my pride and joy." 

  "They are truly beautiful," said the professor. 

  "Building a web requires great attention to detail," explained Mobius. "I first select the 

location—it must have good potential for capturing prey. I cannot waste time where the returns 

are minimal. Next, I look for anchor points for my spokes. Some will be close, but others may be 

quite distant.  

  "Each location is thoroughly assessed for its receptivity, ability to provide support and 

possible hazards," the spider continued fervently. "Does this make sense, Elizabeth?" 

 She nodded her head. Professor McWizard chuckled to himself. She had been talking non-

stop since she'd entered his office, yet now she was tongue-tied. He returned his gaze to the 

spider, encouraging him to continue. 
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  "These anchor points are the foundation for my whole web strategy," Mobius explained, 

using his multiple legs to indicate all the directions where they might be located. "After selecting 

the right spots I weave strands between, creating an intricate pattern. If it's done correctly, it will 

soon be payday." Mobius licked his chops thinking of the juicy morsels he had trapped. 

  "Does it always work?" asked Professor McWizard. 

  "Sometimes when I was young, I wasn't diligent enough," answered Mobius. "A trapped bug 

could break the threads and escape. It nearly broke my heart—so much time, so little food." 

  "Any other words of wisdom you'd like to pass on?" asked the professor. 

  "Remember this, Elizabeth—if just one thread is compromised, the whole web is weakened. 

And the best place to sit is in the middle," the spider replied confidently. 

  "Thank you, Mobius. I'm sure Elizabeth will never look at a spider web in the same way 

again." Professor McWizard smiled at the pale woman standing beside him. 

  "It's been my pleasure," replied Mobius graciously, bowing gangly to Elizabeth once again. 

"I must get back. Constant vigilance is needed to avoid problems in my web." 

 Professor McWizard placed his wand on the spider's head and slowly repeated the 

Enlargementé Charm backwards:  

 

 "Gip eson-tons a otni nrut t'nod tsuj. 

Gib laer teg ot, worg ot emit s'ti!" 

 

 The cloud of mist returned along with three loud pops. When it cleared, a tiny Mobius sat in 

the middle of the table. The professor gently picked him up and returned him to his corner.  

* * * 

 Elizabeth, still dumbstruck by the over-sized spider, sat in Professor McWizard's chair and 

stared at Mobius' web. After a short while, the professor walked over and knelt in front of her. 

  "What's the lesson of the spider?" he asked softly. When no answer came, he touched her 

arm gently. Startled, as if awakening from a dream, she looked at the professor but remained 

silent. "What's Mobius telling you?" he repeated in a stronger tone. 

  "Professor," answered Elizabeth in a tired voice. "Why do you keep doing this to me?" 

  "Because you want to be a top salesperson. When you came today, you were in a rush. That 

always leads to mistakes. Top sellers go slowly—thinking and planning before they take action. 

Mobius understands that. Do you?" 
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  "But I'm under so much pressure," she answered in resignation. 

  "Going slowly seems exactly the opposite of what you should do," Professor McWizard 

replied empathetically. "But it's what you must do." 

  "When Mobius talked about anchor points, he meant the people at Challenge who influence a 

SureFire! decision. Right?" asked Elizabeth numbly. 

  "That's right," agreed the professor. "How do they feel about your company?" 

  "I'm not exactly sure." 

  "It's what you need to do next. Remember—if just one thread is compromised, the whole 

web is weakened. You don't want that to happen, do you?" 

  "No!" she replied with exhaustion.  

  "So who are your anchor points?" Professor McWizard asked, handing his quill and scroll to 

her. 

 Elizabeth felt her energy returning, now that she had something tangible to do. "There's Mr. 

Galloway. He's in charge of the R&D area where I work mostly." 

  "Write his name down," the professor instructed. 

 The quill felt uncomfortable in her hand, but Elizabeth finally got it to work. "There's Robert, 

Sherlock, and Madelyn—the lead scientists and primary users." She scribbled their names under 

Mr. Galloway's. 

  "Do other areas use your system too?" Professor McWizard prodded. 

  "Mr. Bullfeather's New Technology group used to, but they put in a Krumstock. I'm not sure 

I need to talk to them," Elizabeth said. 

  "Any chance that Mr. Bullfeather could impact your sale?" asked the professor. 

  "Maybe," she answered. "But he's such a self-serving jerk, no one takes him seriously." 

  "Write his name down," the professor said knowingly. "Who handles systems integration?" 

  "Benjamin," Elizabeth answered promptly, adding his name to the growing list. 

  "Does Mr. Galloway have final sign-off?" Professor McWizard queried with a twinkle in his 

eye. "Or does he need someone's approval?" 

  "Ms. Bigelow is the R&D director," she offered. "I'm not sure what her role is." 

  "We can't leave off anyone who could affect this sale," the professor said, watching her add 

it to the list. "Now you're all set!" 

  "For what?" 

  "Your next assignment!" 
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  "How much more homework do I have to do before I get to sell?" Elizabeth said in 

exasperation, throwing her arms in the air. 

  "This is selling. It's part of the process," Professor McWizard replied in the smug manner 

that sometimes drove her crazy. "Top sellers cover all their bases." 

  "All right, all right," she laughed in resignation. "What's next?" 

  "Visit all these people in the next couple weeks except for Ms. Bigelow. You can talk with 

her later," the professor answered. "Ask them three questions. Ready to write them down?" 

  "Shoot!" Elizabeth replied, quill poised for action. 

  "Number one," the Professor McWizard dictated. "On a scale of 1-5, what is their 

satisfaction level with Castleway's products? Number two: on a scale of 1-5, would they reorder a 

similar system if they had a need? And finally, using the same scale, would they recommend 

Castleway's products to other R&D areas?" 

  "Good questions," Elizabeth said earnestly, scribbling away. "I'm almost afraid to find out 

the answers!" 

  "I'm almost afraid you won't," the professor said flippantly. "Your work is cut out for you. 

Use the questions as a starting point. Find out what's behind their answers." 

 Elizabeth realized she really was scared to learn the answers, but also knew it would be 

impossible to sell the SureFire! without knowing. "Don't worry about the second-level questions . 

I can handle them." 

  "You'll do great, " he replied. "One final thought—don't mention the SureFire!. If you start 

talking about it they'll feel manipulated; like you're just tying to sell them." 

  "But I am trying to sell them," she replied teasingly as she rolled up the scroll. "I know what 

you're going to say professor, so let me say it first. This is a part of selling; it's just not pitching. 

Right?" 

  "Right," said Professor McWizard rising. "Let's meet again after your interviews. And don't 

forget to keep ruminating about Challenge." 

 She walked to the corner where the spider rested in the center of its web. "Thanks, Mobius. 

I'm going to work on my web. And professor, your lesson today was way beyond my wildest 

expectations." Smiling, she waved good-bye and left. 

* * * 

 After looking at the names on the scroll, Elizabeth decided to contact Mr. Galloway. He 

could set it all up. She dialed his familiar number.  
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  "Galloway," answered the precise, clipped voice. 

  "Hi, this is Elizabeth Will," she said. "Am I catching you at a decent time?" 

  "Yup. What can I do for you?" he said.  

  "I'd like meet with you and your team to find out how we're doing and how we can improve 

service," she said, coming right to the point. He didn't like to chitchat.  

  "It'll be hard to get everyone together," Mr. Galloway replied. "How soon do you want to do 

this?" 

  "Individual meetings are fine. Any chance we can do it in the next couple weeks?" 

  "Talk to my assistant; she will arrange it. I'll transfer you." 

  "Great. See you soon," said Elizabeth, glad to get it set up so easily. 

* * * 

  "Your input will make a difference, Sherlock," said Elizabeth as she walked him to the door 

of the small conference room. 

  "Always willing to help," he replied. "If you have more questions, give me a call." 

  "I will," she answered. "Thanks again."  

 Elizabeth walked back to the table and sat down, perusing her notes. Four down and two to 

go. Mr. Galloway's assistant had scheduled everyone in one morning. For the most part, what 

she'd heard had been about what she expected. Benjamin had only good things to say. The 

support he received on integration issues was excellent. Madelyn and Robert were also in her 

camp, giving fours and fives on all the questions.  

 The discussion with Sherlock had been unsettling. He felt Castleway's system was getting 

stale and causing idea generation to fall off. His friend in Bullfeather's group raved about the 

Krumstock. Sherlock felt its enhanced graphical joggers, super-speed response time, and appeal 

to multiple senses would lead to more ideas in a shorter period of time. This last statement 

confused Elizabeth since her benchmarking data suggested otherwise. 

 A knock on the door interrupted Elizabeth's rumination. Startled, she looked up to see a 

young man with long disheveled hair, scruffy blue jeans, and ratty shirt standing in front of her; 

definitely not a typical Challenge employee. "Excuse me," he said politely. "Are you Elizabeth?' 

  "Yes," she answered guardedly. "Can I help you?" 

  "I'm Garrick. Mr. Bullfeather couldn't make it so he sent me instead. He sends his 

apologies." 
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 It's just like Bullfeather to pull something like this, thought Elizabeth. Too self-important to 

waste time on lowly sales reps. Not wanting his replacement to be put off by her disgust, she 

invited him in. 

 Garrick looked nervous, unsure of what was expected. Elizabeth briefly explained the 

process, then asked an easy question to relax him. "What do you do here at Challenge?" 

 Looking out the windows to avoid eye contact, he answered, "I've been here nine months. I 

just got out of grad school. Mr. Bullfeather has me working on emerging technologies. I'm the 

idea guy—the paradigm shifter. I help the older guys see things in new ways. It's my specialty."  

  "Big responsibility," said Elizabeth, her respect for him growing. "Are you familiar with the 

Castleway and Krumstock creativity systems?" 

  "I worked on the Castleway when I first started," he answered, fiddling with his pencils as he 

talked. "Now I use the Krumstock." 

  "How would you compare the two systems?" asked Elizabeth. 

  "The Krumstock's much better," he answered without a moment's hesitation. "It's more 

intuitive, you know. It's the graphics; they make all the difference. The Krumstock is hotter. 

Sexier." 

 This kid is a walking advertisement for Krumstock, thought Elizabeth. What I'd give to have 

someone like him on my side! 

  "It's like I'm playing a game when I use it," Garrick continued, warming to the subject. "I can 

really get into it. Sometimes I play the Krumstock for hours." 

  "On a scale of 1-5, how would you rate your satisfaction with Castleway's products?" she 

asked, hoping for the best despite every indication it wouldn't be good. 

  "Two," Garrick answered, avoiding eye contact. "Your products were good in their day, but 

Krumstock's gone way beyond." 

  "Would you ever order or recommend a Castleway system?" asked Elizabeth, knowing it 

was out of the question. 

  "Possibly. If it was better than what I have now," he replied, looking at his tattered shoes. 

"I'm big into technology. I love to run the new stuff. It's gotta grab me though." 

  "Garrick, I have one last question," interjected Elizabeth carefully, knowing this odd-looking 

character was more influential than he looked. "What's your department's ideas per month ratio 

with the Krumstock?" 
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  "14 ideas/month," he responded, grinning shyly with pride. "It's picking up. I like to think 

I'm having a positive affect." 

  "I'm sure you're making a difference," complimented Elizabeth sincerely. "Thanks for your 

feedback. I'm glad Mr. Bullfeather sent you." 

  "Cool," Garrick replied swinging to his feet. "By the way, if you doing some software 

testing, give me a call. I dig looking for bugs." 

  "I'll keep that in mind," Elizabeth smiled as he left. When he'd disappeared down the hall, 

she shut the conference room door and leaned heavily against it. She needed a few minutes to 

regroup. Blown away. Absolutely blown away. This kid was a death warrant for her. 

* * * 

 Knock. Knock. Startled, Elizabeth jumped away from the door, just as Mr. Galloway peered 

in. "I'm not interrupting, am I?" he asked, noting her astonishment. 

  "No, I was just taking a breather," she answered, regrouping quickly. "You're right on time, 

as usual." 

  "How have the meetings gone," Mr. Galloway asked curiously. 

  "Your people have been really helpful," Elizabeth answered as she sat down at the table. 

"Mr. Bullfeather couldn't make it, so he sent one of his people. Garrick." 

  "Ah, I've heard about him," Mr. Galloway responded, sitting down across from her. "The 

Wunderkind, according to Bullweather—supposed to be the big idea guy." 

  "Definitely a change agent," replied Elizabeth, not wanting to say anything to reinforce 

Krumstock's position. "Mr. Galloway, like I said on the phone, the reason I'm here is to find out 

how we're doing. I have three questions for you." He pulled a pen out from his pocket protector, 

ready to take notes in the grid-lined notepad he always carried.   

  "On a scale of 1-5, how satisfied are you with Castleway's products and service?" she asked. 

 The room was silent as Mr. Galloway thought through the question, absent-mindedly 

fingering his mustache. Finally, he responded, "3.25." 

  "How did you come up with that?" she asked, smiling inside at his precision. He needed to 

be exact. 

  "I gave you a 4.5 on service.  Your people are great to work with; you rectify mistakes 

quickly. Regarding your products, I rank your creativity system at 3.0. It's getting dated. I've 

heard about other systems that use a more integrated approach. It hasn't been upgraded for awhile 

and I'm concerned about it's future. I took .5 off for that." 
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 Elizabeth, who was taking copious notes, paused to ask her next question, "On a scale of 1-5, 

would you reorder a similar system if you needed another one?" 

 Mr. Galloway stopped to think, but not as long this time. "2.5. We would consider Castleway, 

but we'd look around—especially at the Krumstock."  

 Elizabeth bit her tongue to keep from talking. She was dying to tell him about the new 

SureFire!, but had promised Professor McWizard she wouldn't mention it. Taking a deep breath, 

she continued, "Using the same scale, would you recommend Castleway to other R&D areas 

considering creativity systems?" 

  "2.5," Mr. Galloway answered promptly. "Same reasons as before. You've done well for us, 

but you're not the only game in town. That's what I'd tell people. Anything else? That was three 

questions." 

  "One more. How many ideas per month are your people generating using our system?" 

  "Annualized, we're at 21 per month," he replied. "Hope that helps. I have another meeting in 

two minutes." He gathered up his notepad, stuck his pen back in his shirt pocket, quickly shook 

her hand good-bye and left. 

  "Thanks, Mr. Galloway," Elizabeth called after him, as always taken aback by his 

abruptness. She leaned back, digesting what she'd just heard. She was a long way from making a 

sale. Mobius was right. From the middle of her web, she could see repair work was needed before 

she'd catch any prey.  

 That's a disgusting way to put it, she thought. Reaching into her briefcase, she pulled out her 

trusty notebook and wrote: 

 

 

Lesson #4: Know Your Web 

• Check out all decision makers and influencers. 

• If one area of the web is weak, the entire web is 

compromised. 

• Don't talk products till your web is solid. (Aaargh!) 
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C H A P T E R  S I X 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mr. Galloway's Shoes 
Understand Your Customer's Perspective 

 

 Elizabeth spent all her free time ruminating about Challenge Industries. She had so much 

work to do if she hoped to sell them the SureFire!. Tom Wigglesworth was right when he talked 

about customers' lack of loyalty. On one hand, there were no glaring needs, so she had some 

breathing space. On the other hand, the minute they arose she would be out of Challenge faster 

than you could say Jack Vintage. 

 What to do? What to do? It consumed her. The system users still felt pretty good about 

Castleway, but Mr. Galloway and Sherlock clearly had doubts. They had heard so many good 

things about Krumstock. If only she had an evangelist like Garrick. 

 Elizabeth was sure they would be swayed in her favor if they knew about the SureFire!. 

Professor McWizard was holding her back. She had a great and she couldn't even talk to them 

about it. She needed the SureFire! to strengthen her web. She had to talk to the professor right 

away. 

* * * 

  "Professor, you are dead wrong," sputtered Elizabeth as she walked in the door. "Challenge 

thinks we've lost our edge. I have to tell them about the SureFire!." 

  "Morning, Elizabeth," said the professor amiably. "Have a good week?" 

 She threw her coat on the chair. "Have a good week?" she echoed sarcastically. "What do you 

think! I had a lousy week and you know it. They love the Krumstock. Unless I do something right 

now, I'll lose them." 

  "Apparently you learned quite a bit in your meetings," said Professor McWizard innocently. 
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 Elizabeth was ready to scream. "You know what I learned. You knew it all along," she 

snapped at him. "Why did I have to go through that ridiculous exercise when you could have just 

told me." 

  "You tell me," he asked calmly. 

  "I hate when you do this," she fumed. "I'm tired of learning things the hard way." 

  "Elizabeth, if you asked those questions earlier, you would have known the answers," he 

replied patiently to his student. "But you chose to be blissfully ignorant. You didn't want to know 

your position was in jeopardy. You let your web become compromised." 

  "I have to do something about it now," she answered pulling out a sheet of paper from her 

notebook. "Here's my plan. The SureFire! is out next month. I can't show it to Challenge unless 

they sign this." 

  "I see. A non-disclosure agreement," nodded Professor McWizard. "What are you hoping to 

achieve?" 

  "They need to know we have the best technology. The SureFire! will change their 

perceptions," Elizabeth answered confidently. 

  "Uh huh," the professor said good-naturedly. "And what will happen next?" 

 Elizabeth looked at the professor, baffled. Didn't he get it? "They'll want one, of course," she 

replied, knowing she was on the right track. "Krumstock out. SureFire! in." 

  "You're certain they will spend the extra money to have the latest gizmo?" asked Professor 

McWizard. "Didn't you say Mr. Galloway is pretty cost-conscious?" 

  "Well, yes." 

  "Why would he buy a SureFire! when he doesn't need one?" 

  "Because .. because ..," stammered Elizabeth. "Because I want him too." 

  "He has to want it, not you," said the professor quietly. "Elizabeth, you have been operating 

in the blind on a key account. If a person's total score on those questions you asked isn't 14 or 15, 

he is not a raving fan. Understand?" 

  "Mr. Galloway's total was 8.2," replied Elizabeth softly. "And I don't have a clue how to 

convince him that our systems are better than Krumstock's." 

  "You're probably not going to—at least for awhile," answered Professor McWizard 

knowingly. "You were onto something at your meetings. They average 14 ideas per month in 

Garrick's group and 21 ideas per month in Mr. Galloway's." 
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 Elizabeth's eyes lit up. "Fifty percent more productive. That's a big deal," she whispered 

excitedly. "Mr. Galloway loves measurable results." 

  "Take it a step further, Elizabeth. How many ideas turn into viable products? Usually not 

many. What does that mean to Challenge? How does that affect their bottom line?" prodded the 

professor, challenging her to think of the total value of her offering.  

  "Whew," she said breathlessly. "I never thought of taking it that far before." 

  "Delivering business results—that's what selling is all about," stressed Professor McWizard. 

"Help customers improve their business and treat them well in the process. Most sales reps only 

sell products. Top salespeople sell results." 

  "Mr. Galloway will be impressed," said Elizabeth, rubbing her hands together excitedly. "I 

can see it already." 

  "What kind of results does he want? Do you know?" asked the professor. "What are his most 

urgent business challenges? What does he think about every day? What kind of pressure is he 

under?" 

  "How would I know?" she answered, frustration again surfacing. "He's so closed mouth 

about things." 

  "Until you know, you can't sell him effectively. But," replied Professor McWizard smugly as 

he walked over to the shoe-lined wall covered with his extensive collection, "I can help you find 

out." After staring for several moments, he reached up to the top left corner, pulled out a box, 

handed it to Elizabeth and told her to open it. 

 Inside, wrapped carefully in tissue paper, were a pair of well-worn brown oxfords slightly 

scuffed, cleats on the bottom, and a definite aroma confirming their extensive use. "Mr. 

Galloway's," said the professor proudly, as he picked them up. "He donated them to charity, but I 

got there first." 

  "Yuck," exclaimed Elizabeth, "That's disgusting. Why do you want his old shoes?" 

  "You've heard the old saying about walking a mile in another man's shoes?" asked the 

professor incredulously. "For years I searched for ways to help my student's understand their 

customers better. It finally hit me—I needed their shoes." 

  "You've lost me," broke in Elizabeth. "You want me to walk a mile in Mr. Galloway's smelly 

old shoes? Why? This is the craziest thing I've heard yet!" 
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  "To know what he thinks about, his concerns, ideas and hopes," Professor McWizard rattled 

off excitedly. "With a cranial transformation it all becomes clear. It's marvelously simple and a 

most effective technique." 

 Elizabeth shook her head and backed away. "Don't look at me like that, professor. You sound 

like a mad man. I will not do any cranial transfigurations." 

  "Cranial transformation, not transfiguration. Your people can't do transfigurations," the 

professor interrupted, ignoring her protests. "Trust me. It's absolutely painless. Just put your feet 

in Mr. Galloway's shoes, drink this potion and in no time you'll be thinking just like him." He 

motioned her to sit down in his wingback chair. 

 Elizabeth, looking anguished, walked with resignation to the chair and sat down. "Why do I 

keep letting you do these things to me?" 

  "Don't worry. When it's over, you'll want to do it again. Charlie said it was the best thing we 

ever did together," promised Professor McWizard, placing the shoes on the floor in front of her. 

 Elizabeth removed her pumps and gingerly placed her feet in Mr. Galloway's shoes which 

were much too big for her. She grimaced at the thought of what she was doing. "I don't feel any 

different." 

  "You will soon," he replied confidently. "Elizabeth, while you undergo the cranial 

transformation, I'll be right by your side. Occasionally I will ask questions to stimulate new 

thoughts. Everything Mr. Galloway thinks will come spilling out of your mouth. When it's over, 

you'll remember it all." 

 He reached inside his cape and pulled out a small vial filled with an effervescent, pink liquid. 

"Here. Drink all of this. In just a minute, your transformation begins." 

 Elizabeth opened the container, sniffed its noxious odor, and gulped it down as fast as she 

could. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and said, "I'm ready." 

* * * 

 Almost immediately Elizabeth felt a warm glow spread through her body, giving her an 

almost euphoric sense of being. Then the tingling started in her feet, gradually working its way up 

her torso. It was mild at first, but grew stronger until it felt like pin pricks. 

 She opened her eyes, startled by its intensity. Glancing down at the shoes, she noticed her 

skirt was gone, replaced by tan khaki pants. Automatically she reached for her mustache, a 

nervous habit she'd acquired over the years. Wait a minute, a voice in the back of her head broke 

in, You don't have a mustache. 
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  "Can you hear me?" she heard the professor ask. She nodded her head. "The transformation 

has started. You will feel like your body is changing, but it isn't." 

 She felt a tickle in her throat and started to cough. Professor McWizard handed her a glass of 

water and she took a sip. "Thanks," her crisp, baritone voice responded.  

  "Mr. Galloway?" asked the professor. 

  "Yes," she answered, reaching for her pocket protector to pull out a pen. "Have you seen my 

notepad? I seem to have misplaced it." 

  "Here it is," replied the professor, handing her a scroll. "How are things going at work, Mr. 

Galloway?" 

 He shook his head. "I've never been under more pressure in all my years. The stress getting to 

me." 

  "What's happening?" asked the professor, seeing that Galloway needed more than the usual 

amount of prompting. 

  "It started when our CEO promised the investment community that in three years, 35% of 

our revenues would come from products we didn't even make yet. Since then we've been under 

intense scrutiny. Sally Bigelow always asks, ‘Any great ideas for new products yet?' Each week 

at executive staff meetings they go over results." 

  "My team has some ideas that could have huge potential in a couple years. But they want 

results now. Saleable products on the market in the shortest time possible. Now." 

  "What impact is that having?" asked the professor. 

  "Competition," responded Galloway. "The department heads are fighting over resources. 

Especially people. And Bullfeather is constantly recruiting my staff. He kisses up to Bigelow too, 

making it seem like his New Technologies group is so darned talented. 

  "You're frustrated," the professor empathized. 

  "I am," answered Galloway. "You know what really ticks me off though. My people's ideas 

have carried the company for years. Now Bullfeather's convinced the executive team that the 

future of the company is with his group. So now he gets more funding. My people are 

discouraged. They notice." 

  "What's your charter these days?" asked the professor. 

  "New products and time to market. That's all they think about," he said, discouraged. "It's 

affecting creativity. How do they expect us to deliver, when the environment isn't conducive to it? 
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It takes time to determine an idea's market potential, manufacturing costs, and profitability. It 

takes more time than we're being given." 

 Galloway's voice trembled, "The kids are upset because I'm missing their school events." 

Professor McWizard raised his eyebrows in surprise; he hadn't expected him to get emotional. 

Then he realized the potion was losing its effectiveness and Elizabeth's higher-pitched voice was 

returning.  

  "Mr. Galloway. Er..Elizabeth," the professor interjected. "Lay back and close your eyes. Tell 

me when the tingling stops." 

 Silently they waited while her system returned to normal. Finally, Elizabeth opened her eyes. 

She quickly surveyed her body, checked out her clothes, and with a twinkle in her eye, reached 

for her mustache.  

 Looking at the professor, she exclaimed, "That was the most incredible experience I have had 

in my entire life. I was inside Mr. Galloway's head. I knew just how he felt—about everything. I 

had no idea he was under so much pressure." 

  "I knew you would be impressed," beamed Professor McWizard proudly. "It took me years 

to figure out. The shoes were the key—until I came up with them, my students flitted in and out 

of different personalities." 

  "Can I do it again with someone else's shoes?" Elizabeth asked hopefully. "There's a few 

more people I need on my side if I'm going to sell the SureFire! With a cranial transformation the 

process is shortened." 

  "Your body can only do one transformation" answered the professor, anticipating the 

question. "You have to do it the old-fashioned way." 

  "How's that?" she asked. 

  "With questions," Professor McWizard replied. "Well-thought out questions." 

  "Mr. Galloway would never tell me all that," protested Elizabeth. "He's much too private." 

 Professor McWizard smiled. He had been through all these arguments many times before. All 

his students wanted to take the easy way out. Planning good questions took time. It required them 

to ruminate about their customer knowledge and anticipate likely problems. Then they could 

develop the questions. He meticulously explained this to Elizabeth, who was obviously resisting 

this very important lesson.  
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  "Think about it, Elizabeth," he continued. "You knew Challenge was committed to new 

product development. Wouldn't a natural consequence be increased pressure on R&D? Wouldn't 

they be expected to produce a record number of new products in the shortest period of time?" 

  "I suppose," she responded noncommittally. 

  "And wouldn't that lead to internal competition for resources, funding, and personnel?" 

Professor McWizard went on. 

  "It's likely." 

  "If you knew all that, then are you incapable of developing questions to elicit the responses 

Mr. Galloway gave you?" asked the professor. 

  "Of course I'm capable," responded Elizabeth. "He just wouldn't tell me those things." 

  "My dear, there's an old saying in one of your great books," said the professor watching her 

struggle with the new lesson. "It says, and forgive me if I paraphrase, ‘Seek and ye shall find; 

Knock, knock, and the door shall be opened; If you ask, then it shall given.' Elizabeth, unless you 

ask, you'll never know." 

  "You're right," she conceded unwillingly. "But now that I know what's going on, it's even 

more important to talk with Mr. Galloway about the SureFire! as soon as possible." 

  "You're planning to tell him you can solve all his problems?" quizzed Professor McWizard. 

  "That's true," she replied. "I can." 

  "He'll be impressed with your recommendations. Right?" the professor speculated. 

  "He will," Elizabeth answered confidently. 

  "He won't," contradicted the professor. "He'll feel like you're a typical pushy sales rep—just 

trying to sell him something." 

  "How can you say that," said Elizabeth sharply. "You know all the work I've done to get to 

this point. And you know the SureFire! will solve his business problems!" 

  "But he doesn't know that," Professor McWizard said. "He'll feel like he's being sold. People 

don't like that. They like to buy, based on their own thinking and rationale." 

  "I know," replied Elizabeth irritably. 

  "Then you also know you must ask Mr. Galloway about his situation and challenges, their 

impact on his department, and the value of solving them. He has to tell you before he can be open 

to buying," the professor said. 
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 She squirmed, once again feeling trapped. Frustrated, she pulled out her notebook, uncapped 

her pen, and positioned herself to write down his words of wisdom. "All right, what do I need to 

do," Elizabeth demanded, sounding like a spoiled child. 

 Professor McWizard ignored her behavior. "List the major areas first," he instructed. "Start 

with Challenge's new product initiative. You want to know his goals and what he's doing to 

increase new products development. Got that?" 

  "Yes." 

  "Find out any problems he's encountering and their impact," he added, watching her take 

shorthand notes from his lecture. "Also, check out the pay-off he hopes to receive if his objectives 

are reached. That should be a good start." 

 Elizabeth finished her scribbling and looked at him. "You want me to ask questions about all 

these things?" He nodded, encouraging her to continue. "Professor, even if I do, he'll never be 

candid with me. He'll think I'm prying." 

  "That depends on how you do it," Professor McWizard coached. "The average sales rep goes 

in with a list of questions and plows through it. The customer feels like he's being interrogated 

and clams up then. Top sellers set the whole thing up differently. It's called positioning." 

  "Positioning?" queried Elizabeth, curious to find out what he meant. 

  "Yes, positioning," responded the professor, his enthusiasm for the topic evident. "Call Mr. 

Galloway. Be prepared to leave a message on his voicemail. Simply say, ‘Mr. Galloway, this is 

Elizabeth Will. I suspect your group is under lots of pressure with the CEOs new directive that in 

three years, 35% of Challenge's revenues will come from products not even on the market yet. I 

have some ideas about how we could reduce your cycle time. But, we need to talk first. Can I get 

on your calendar in the next week?" 

I'd like to talk with you about your department and where it's going in the next 12 months.  

 Elizabeth laughed, not because of what he said, but because of his imitation of her. "You 

sounded just like me!" 

  "I tried," he confessed sheepishly, "Although I must admit, talking like a woman is not my 

greatest talent." 

  "Seriously," she said, looking at her notes. "That was good. I can do it. But he won't return 

my call." 
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  "Of course not," agreed the professor. "Customers rarely call back. Don't sit and wait for the 

phone to ring. You have to develop several different versions of the voicemail for future calls. 

Ultimately, you may suggest that his assistant take charge of scheduling." 

  "Professor," Elizabeth faltered, "There is one problem. I just met with him. He'll think it's a 

waste of time to get together so soon, especially with the pressure he's under." 

  "Good point. I think," agreed Professor McWizard pausing, momentarily stymied by the 

dilemma. "I think a little magic is needed. I will cast a forgetting spell on Mr. Galloway. That 

should do it." 

 Elizabeth was relieved that the professor was taking care of the problem. "When I get home, 

I'll write out my questions. Then I'll call to set up a meeting. How much time will I need with 

him?" 

  "Ask for an hour," the professor answered. "It will probably take longer, but you have to 

leave that to his discretion. 

  "Knowing him, it will take one hour precisely. He's pretty anal about things," she laughed, 

envisioning Mr. Galloway's preoccupation with the details. 

  "How will you know if your meeting is successful? What outcome are you hoping to 

achieve?" asked Professor McWizard, interrupting her thoughts. 

  "To sell the SureFire!" she replied brightly. 

  "He'll buy one on the spot?" asked the professor. 

  "Probably not, but that's what I need to shoot for," she said confidently. 

  "Do you really think it's a logical outcome?" asked the professor innocently. "Would a 

reasonably sane person invest thousands of dollars after a one hour meeting? Would you?" 

 Elizabeth fidgeted. Here we go again, she thought. Darned if he didn't always manage to trap 

her. "I guess not. I'd feel rushed." 

  "Yet you expect Mr. Galloway to put his name on the dotted line?" 

  "If it were me, I would need to feel the investment was justified," she admitted. 

  "Right," he said. "And then what?" 

  "I would see if there was any way to avoid spending the money. If not, I would want to 

check out what was on the market," Elizabeth replied.  

  "And then?"  

  "I would compare solutions to determine which best met my needs," she continued. "Then I 

would want to make sure I got the best deal, good training. You know, things like that." 
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  "That's exactly what normal people do," Professor McWizard agreed. "Yet you expect Mr. 

Galloway to buy right away?" 

  "Probably not," replied Elizabeth, frowning. 

  "Absolutely not," said the professor. "If you push for an immediate sale, you will create 

resistance and slow it down, perhaps even delay it indefinitely. If you remember nothing else 

Elizabeth, remember this: Go slowly to speed up the sales process. Say it." 

  "Go slowly to speed up the sales process," she echoed, letting the words sink in. "Darn it! I 

hate it! I'm so anxious to sell that stupid SureFire!, I'm tripping all over myself." 

  "It's hard to go slowly. It's one of the most common mistakes sales reps make," Professor 

McWizard said emphatically. "At the end of your meeting with Mr. Galloway, advance the sales 

process to the next logical step. He's cautious. He wants to verify any data before a decision is 

made. So, suggest meeting with his staff for more in-depth analysis. And don't leave without 

arranging a follow-up meeting with him to review what you've learned. Can you do that?" 

 Elizabeth looked relieved. It was very doable. She nodded her head. "Professor, this is about 

enough for today. Before I leave though, I do have a special request. 

  "Sure," he replied. "What would that be?" 

  "I'd like to have Mr. Galloway's shoes, if I could?" she asked, smiling broadly.  

  "They're yours if you want them," the professor answered graciously. "But the magic is gone. 

No more cranial transformations, if that's what you're hoping for." 

  "I know," Elizabeth said, bending down to take them off her feet. She carefully rewrapped 

them and returned them to the box. "They're such a good reminder for me, professor. I want to 

keep them on my book shelf." 

 Professor McWizard laughed uproariously. Never, in all his years teaching, had a sales rep 

wanted to take the shoes with them. Old, smelly, beat-up shoes were not the typical office trophy. 

"Take them, with my best regards," he said cheerfully. 

 Elizabeth stood up, box in her arms, ready to go. Impulsively, she reached over and gave the 

professor a quick hug. "I'll keep you informed. Next week? Same time? Same place?" He nodded 

and she bounced out his office, down Higgieblossom Lane, and into the Antiquarian Book 

Shoppe. 

 When she got inside, Elizabeth proceeded directly to the quiet little chair in the corner she'd 

unofficially claimed as her own. Coming around the corner, she bumped into Abdul and her box 

went flying. "I'm sorry," she immediately offered. "I wasn't paying attention." 
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 Abdul looked horrified as he bent down to pick up her package, "Oh no, madam. It is I who is 

at fault. You are a very special guest in our establishment and must be treated accordingly." 

Kneeling on the ground, he noticed the brown oxfords that had come unwrapped from the tissue 

paper. Looking up at Elizabeth, he asked reverently, "You have been in your customer's shoes 

this morning?" 

  "It was incredible," Elizabeth said exuberantly. "An experience I'll never forget." 

  "And the professor. He has allowed you to keep the shoes?" Abdul asked, obviously in awe. 

"This has never happened before." 

  "I just asked him and he said yes," she replied, startled by his reaction. Suddenly Elizabeth 

flashed back to the professor saying: If you ask, then it shall be given. She had asked and he had 

given. Perhaps he was right when he said Mr. Galloway would open up if she asked the right 

questions. Elizabeth smiled at Abdul, grateful for the wisdom he had given her. "If you don't 

mind Abdul, I need a few moments to gather my thoughts." 

 He stood and bowed several times to her, begging forgiveness for his clumsy actions and then 

took leave. Elizabeth immediately pulled out her notebook and jotted down:  

 

 

Lesson #5: Walk in Your Customer's Shoes 

• Understanding your customer's situation is crucial. 

•  Plan questions; don't be afraid to ask them. 

• Go slowly to speed up the sale! 
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C H A P T E R  S E V E N 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Explosive Situations 
Selling the Need to Change 

 

 Elizabeth had no trouble setting up a meeting with Mr. Galloway. In fact, after she explained 

the purpose of the call, he was very interested in discussing his situation with her. Fortunately, as 

Professor McWizard had promised, he had no recollection of their talk the previous week. 

Elizabeth decided to invest all her free time preparing for the upcoming meeting, knowing full 

well she had just once chance to do it right. 

  She reviewed her notes from her last visit with the professor and took a second look at the 

pile of materials she'd been collecting on Challenge Industries. She dutifully wrote and rewrote 

her questions, fine-tuning them till she was sure they'd be effective. Still, when she looked at 

them, they felt incomplete, like she wasn't going deep enough to uncover things that would justify 

a SureFire! investment. Elizabeth jotted a note to herself to ask the professor for more help in this 

area. She was thankful for one more chance to see him before she met with Mr. Galloway. 

 When Monday finally arrived, Elizabeth was out the door early, wanting to get as much of 

the professor's time as she could. She had an idea that she wanted to test out on him and hoped 

he'd be amenable to it. She dashed into and out of the Antiquarian Book Shoppe, giving Abdul a 

quick wave. When she arrived at his place on Higgieblossom Lane, he was outside weeding his 

garden. "Good morning, professor," she called out, catching him by surprise. 

  "Oh my," he stammered, caught off guard. "Is it that time already? I was completely 

engrossed in the beautification of my premises." He stood slowly, showing his age for the first 

time. Offering his hand in greeting, he immediately pulled it back in embarrassment when he 

realized it was covered with dirt. "Do come in, Elizabeth. I'll be ready in no time flat." 
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 Elizabeth followed him into the office, where he quickly excused himself to clean up. 

Waiting patiently, she wandered over to shoe-lined wall. Curiosity got the better of her and she 

pulled out a pair to take a look. The shoes was well worn, just like Mr. Galloway's. She took them 

out and caressed them slowly, thinking about the lucky sales rep who would have that marvelous 

transformation experience. How she wished she could do it again—she had so many more ideas 

she'd like to explore in Mr. Galloway's shoes! She rewrapped them and put them back, waiting 

patiently for the professor to return. 

  "You've got some plans for me today," pronounced Professor McWizard as he emerged into 

the drawing room wiping his hands dry. "What are we going to be doing?" 

 She laughed, "You don't have to play Mr. Innocent with me anymore, professor. You know 

darn well what I'm thinking about." 

  "Of course I do," he responded, chuckling. "But, as I told you earlier, in sales it's important 

to get the customer to tell you—not for you to tell them." 

  "All right, then," she said excitedly. "I want to role play with you. You be Mr. Galloway. I 

want to practice my call to see how it goes. Will you do it?" 

  "Great idea, Elizabeth," he answered. "Funny I didn't think of it myself. Why don't you have 

a seat in the chair. I've got them set up, ready for the action to begin." Elizabeth looked over and 

realized he'd created a mock office, placing a table between the chairs to take the place of a 

desk—just like it would be when she met with Mr. Galloway. 

 She walked over to her side of the office, then buoyantly extended her hand to the professor 

and said, "Good morning, Mr. Galloway. How are you today?" 

 Jumping right into his role, the professor replied in Galloway's crisp manner, "Elizabeth, have 

a seat. What can I do for you today?" 

 Elizabeth sat down, placing her notebook on the table. "Like I said on the phone, Mr. 

Galloway, I wanted to get together with you to learn more about your direction, challenges, and 

plans for this next year. I know that there have been lots of changes at Challenge in the past 

twelve months." She paused to give him time to respond. 

 The professor, keeping in Galloway's terse, rather non-committal manner, simply answered, 

"There sure have." 

  "I've been reading everything I can about your company," she continued. "I understand your 

CEO has said that in the next couple years 35% of your company's profits will come from 

products that aren't even out yet." 
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  "That's true," concurred Mr. Galloway, acknowledging her research. 

 Elizabeth gulped. She should have anticipated that he wouldn't open up so readily. Taking a 

deep breath, she blurted out, "We're coming out with some new technologies soon that might be 

able to positively impact your business. I don't know if they'd make a difference; that's why I 

wanted to meet. I have lots of questions I'd like to ask you, if that's OK?" Without waiting for his 

response, she opened her notebook and pulled out a sheet of neatly typed questions.  

 Galloway (or rather the professor) jumped in to fill the void, "New technologies, huh? I'm 

always interested in new technologies." 

 Elizabeth looked up, amazed that he was that interested so soon. She'd expected to ask 

numerous questions before she could generate that type of response. She beamed, "We're coming 

out with a new system—the SureFire! and it's capabilities go way beyond our current creativity 

product. We're getting rave reviews from our beta sites." 

 Mr. Galloway raised his eyebrows, obviously intrigued by her comments. "So what does this 

new SureFire! do?" he asked curiously. 

  "It's an innovation system," Elizabeth eagerly responded, leaning forward in her excitement. 

"It takes all those ideas that come out of the creativity system and then tests them for feasibility 

against your current marketing and research databases. Just think of that, Mr. Galloway. It shaves 

months off your evaluation process."  

 Elizabeth was really warming to the topic, ready to share as many FABs as she could, when 

he interrupted, "Sounds really interesting. Do you have any information on it?" 

  "I do have a brochure," she answered cautiously, not sure if she could go in this direction. 

When Mr. Galloway nodded, she opened her notebook, pulled it out and placed it on the table 

between them. He leaned forward to take a closer look. 

 A brilliant white light flashed between them. Elizabeth and the professor immediately jumped 

back, knocking over both chairs. With their mouths agape, they watched the brochure erupt into 

flames. Professor McWizard quickly grabbed a nearby pot of tea and poured it over the blazing 

fire. Smoke filled the room and they both began coughing uncontrollably. 

  "Into the museum," shouted the professor, dashing towards the door with Elizabeth in hot 

pursuit. Once in, they shut the door behind them as fast as they could. 

  "What in the world happened out there?" Elizabeth wheezed, struggling to hold back another 

fit of coughing. 
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  "Brochures," croaked the professor, gasping for breath. "It was the brochure. I'd forgotten all 

about that." 

  "What on earth do you mean?" Elizabeth queried tremulously, still in shock. 

  "Brochures—they're the absolute bane of salespeople," answered Professor McWizard as he 

pulled up a chair to sit down. "If a sales rep uses a brochure too early in the sales process, it 

destroys everything. The sale goes up in flames, as we say. To prevent our people from doing 

that, we make it happen. Literally. Our sellers learn real fast after that experience; you never 

catch them doing it again." 

  "I can certainly understand why! You should have warned me," admonished Elizabeth, anger 

flying from her eyes as she hovered over him. 

  "I'm sorry. I really am," replied the professor shakily. "It just hasn't happened for so long, 

that it slipped my mind." 

  "Is there anything else you want to tell me," she demanded indignantly. 

  "Yes," said the professor authoritatively, recovering his teacherly demeanor. "Don't do it 

again, Elizabeth. I told you not to talk about your product and you did. You were about to destroy 

everything you'd prepared for. Your hopes for selling a SureFire! were about to go down the 

drain." 

  "Excuse me," she said impudently, "You're blaming this on me?" 

  "Not blaming, Elizabeth. Just pointing out your accountability. You deliberately chose to do 

something I was quite explicit about," stated Professor McWizard bluntly. "Should you do that 

again, I may have to end our lessons." 

  "Perhaps, my esteemed professor, you did not notice that Mr. Galloway—or rather you—

asked to see the brochure," fumed Elizabeth, irate that he was blaming her. 

  "You did not have to show it," he stated emphatically. "I repeat. You did not have to show 

it." 

  "And what should I have done? Say, ‘I'm so sorry, Mr. Galloway. My teacher won't allow 

you see it yet.' That sounds ridiculous," she argued. 

  "You got suckered in, Elizabeth. Customers always ask for product information. If you give 

them brochures, they want the price. If they know the price, they say it's too much. Then you're 

done. Finished! We've been through this before," he explained as calmly as he could. 

  "So how do you suggest I respond?" she demanded petulantly. 
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  "If I remember correctly," Professor McWizard recalled, "Things started going downhill 

when you mentioned new technologies. Mr. Galloway said he was interested and then you started 

blathering about the new SureFire! You brought it on yourself. You could have said something 

like, ‘Technology by itself is irrelevant unless it provides business value to your company. That's 

why I'm here today—to learn more about your directions so we can determine if there are ways 

we can support you in achieving your goals.'" 

  "That's easy for you to say. Personally, I think it's rude not to show him the brochure when 

he asked," stated Elizabeth, upset with the professor's response. 

  "Not at all," answered the professor curtly. "Mr. Galloway is in no position right now to 

decide if the SureFire! is good or bad for his company. Nor are you. Until you both understand 

what he needs, there is absolutely no reason to discuss the system. Do I make myself clear?" 

 Elizabeth pulled herself erect, stood tall and clicked her heels together. "Perfectly clear, sir," 

she said crisply, saluting him as she spoke. 

  "All right," he laughed. "You made your point too. Now, I believe you wrote down a 

question for me earlier in the week. Shall we discuss that before we go on?" 

  "Oh my," said Elizabeth. "I've forgotten it. It's in my notebook back in the other room. 

Should I go get it?" 

  "No need," Professor McWizard replied. "You were concerned that your questions weren't 

deep enough, right?" 

  "As usual, you know exactly what I'm thinking," she smiled, shaking her head in mock 

frustration. "I feel I start fine, but I'm not quite sure where I'm headed." 

  "Let's look at your positioning on the call first, Elizabeth. I think a little fine tuning is needed 

at the front end first to avoid another explosive moment," the professor suggested. 

  "Okay," she answered. "My plan, before it all blew up in our face, was to tell Mr. Galloway 

that I'd been doing lots.." 

  "Elizabeth," Professor McWizard interrupted, raising his hand to indicate she should stop 

talking. "Don't tell me what you were going to say, just say it like I'm Mr. Galloway. Then we'll 

know exactly how it sounds and can make changes if we need to."  

 Elizabeth was flustered; roleplaying always felt so awkward and now, after the blow-up it 

was even more difficult. "All right, here's how I was going to start," she gulped. "Mr. Galloway, 

to prepare for today's meeting I did lots of research on Challenge Industries, its direction, and 

marketplace.'" 
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  "Very good. He's going to be curious and ask you why and what you've done," said the 

professor as he encouraged her to continue. 

  "Well, Mr. Galloway," Elizabeth replied to the professor, "I reviewed your annual reports 

and website. I read articles on your company and your competition. I checked analyst's comments 

about your organization. And, I learned as much as I could about the trends affecting your 

industry." 

  "Keep going," the professor replied. "Tell him why." 

 Elizabeth relaxed a bit. The words were starting to flow now the way she wanted them to. "I 

did this in order to figure out how Castleway could help you achieve your goals. I have some 

ideas, but I really need to know a lot more. Even with all the research I did, I'm still not sure how 

all this relates to the R&D area. So, Mr. Galloway, that's why I wanted to meet today—to find out 

what the new corporate initiatives mean to your group." 

  "Much better than the first time, Elizabeth," Professor McWizard said emphatically. 

"Eliminating that statement about technology will keep you out of trouble. Plus, by mentioning 

all your research, Mr. Galloway will feel that you've earned the right to be there." 

  "Thanks," Elizabeth said gratefully. "I worked hard on it. It just didn't come out right the first 

time." 

  "That's why practicing in a safe enviroment is so important," explained the professor. 

  "You call what we just went through—safe?" teased Elizabeth. 

  "You know what I mean," Professor McWizard retorted, slightly flustered. "Continue. 

Remember, talk to me like I'm your customer." 

  "Okay, Mr. Galloway," Elizabeth said, resuming her role. "With the strong emphasis now on 

new product development, how are things changing in your department?" 

  "Good question," replied the professor. "He'll answer that. Ask me the next one." 

  "How have your goals and objectives changed as a response to the new directive?" Elizabeth 

asked. 

  "Another good one," said the professor. "Keep going." 

  "What initiatives are you taking to shorten your cycle time?" Elizabeth queried confidently. 

  "Very good," responded Professor McWizard. "You're using his language now. That always 

has high impact. Next." 

  "What are the biggest challenges you anticipate in implementing these initiatives?" she 

continued.  
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  "I'm impressed," said the professor. "How will you handle his response to this one?" 

 Elizabeth thought for a minute. She hadn't planned that far ahead. "I'm really not sure how 

he'll answer me, but I know that any information he gives me could be valuable." She paused, 

considering her next steps, "I guess I'll explore his responses in more depth. I'll listen carefully, 

then ask him to tell me more. I'll ask him why it's a challenge. And, I'll ask him what other 

difficulties these challenges cause." 

  "Exactly," Professor McWizard concurred. "There's one thing you need to remember here, 

Elizabeth. Mr. Galloway is not the verbose type. You may need to ask about his challenges in 

more than one way." 

  "What do you mean, professor?"  

  "For example," he explained, "You could ask him what other problems he sees ahead. Or, 

what he's most frustrated about. Or, what the department is struggling with right now." 

  "Professor, that's where I'm stuck," Elizabeth said with distress. "I'm not exactly sure where 

they're struggling. I know they're under lots of pressure and everyone is feeling stressed. I know 

there's competition for resources. But, what else? There's got to be something I'm missing. I don't 

know where to go with my questions when I get to this point." 

  "That's totally understandable," the professor replied, much to Elizabeth's surprise. "When 

Marketing introduced the SureFire! to your sales force, they never discussed the problems it 

solved for customers and the implications of these problems on their business. Charlie Proffitt 

tried to get some info in this area, but was shut off." 

  "I remember," said Elizabeth, eyes bright. "It seemed important and now I see why. But what 

am I going to do now? Should I call Ed Drone?" 

  "I'm afraid that won't help. Ed Drone doesn't know the answers. He's too in love with all the 

technology to focus on the customer," answered Professor McWizard. "But we can figure it out." 

 Elizabeth breathed a sigh of relief. She had known something was missing before, but 

couldn't put her finger on it. Now she knew what it was.   
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To be Continued.. 
 

 

 

Dear Reader, 

 

I made it this far before I had to go back to work and earn a living! Someday I hope to finish it. 

The rest of the chapters are all mapped out. But writing fiction isn't something you can do in bits 

and pieces. It requires an immersion – at least for me.  

 

The Sales Wiz has turned me into a writing machine. In the past five years, I've written a sales 

manual, hundreds of articles, and even more blog posts in addition to my bestseller, Selling to Big 

Companies. And it also turned me into a speaker – something I never saw myself doing before I 

started either.  

 

As you can see, the six months I spent on this unpublished book were certainly transformational – 

even though it was never made it into print. In retrospect, I believe my consulting business 

crashed so I would enter this phase of my career where I could impact far more people than just 

my few corporate clients.  

 

If you've read this far, I'd love to hear what you think about The Sales Wiz. I look forward to 

hearing from you via email at jill@sellingtobigcompanies.com. 

 

All my best, 

 

Jill Konrath 

Author of The Sales Wiz, Winning More Sales, and Selling to Big Companies 

www.SellingtoBigCompanies.com 
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