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AUTHOR’S NOTE
Because I write anecdotally, and utilize real-life situations in all of my work, I feel that using gender-specific language lends authenticity to each chapter. Obviously, the message in each of these pieces is not aimed solely at a male or female reader. Have fun with what I’m offering here—and learn from the experiences of both genders along the way.

INTRODUCTION
When you’re pushing the envelope, you’re looking to maximize your advantage. You’re looking for the edge . . . the angle . . . the window.
It’s there.
Every business has its tricks of the trade.
It’s well known that casinos don’t have windows or clocks because casino operators don’t want their customers to have distractions or to keep track of time. The fewer the distractions, the longer the player plays, the greater the opportunity for the casino’s vig to grind the player down.
It’s also common knowledge that hotels have full-length mirrors near the elevators so the guests can admire themselves— and not notice the wait caused by the lack of elevators. Mirrors are cheaper than elevators. That’s the hotel’s edge.
Some tricks of the trade are not as widely known, maybe because they’re not called tricks of the trade.
Religious congregations are notorious for their divisiveness and factions. Smart ministers survive the intrigues and remain popular by creating loyalty through the mundane process of hospital visitations, not fiery sermons. It’s called “church building.”
Steve Ross, former chairman of Time Warner, was a world-class negotiator who cultivated a surface image of enormous generosity that concealed a powerful inner drive for advantage, control, and wealth. A free charter-plane run to fetch your doggie? The chance to meet a famous movie star? Fun, fun, fun for you. Mon, mon, mon for him.
Even high tech, the engine of America’s economic supremacy, is often marketed on a false promise of speed for its own sake.
And there is, of course, my favorite trick of all, the envelope trick. Maybe I like it so much because I’m in the envelope business, and because you can’t do it with a fax or e-mail. Or maybe it’s because it uses up four envelopes.
Ever since I was a college kid bouncing around Europe with my buddies, I’ve been on the road, picking my way through different countries, different cultures, different kinds of people and ways of doing business. 
That’s a lot of bouncing and picking. About thirty-five years of roadwork.
Okay, about forty-five years!
In the process I’ve learned some of the secrets of the temple. Some are not so secret. They are the homespun lessons of the road: Stay alert. Read the map. Both hands on the wheel. Some are cautionary flags, signs of danger ahead, rough roads, hazardous conditions, dangerous curves. Some are just plain red lights. Stop. Go no further. 
When you’ve done as much windshield time as I have, you’ve seen almost all of it.
So let’s get packed (there’s a chapter on that) and get the show on the road (and on that, too).

Section One
HOW TO BE A #10


Chapter 1
MAY I HAVE THE ENVELOPE PLEASE?
I get all my best lines from the movies, which is where I learned to quote Michael Corleone, supposedly quoting Machiavelli, saying “Hold your friends close and your enemies closer.”
Rat-a-tat-tat.
Well, my enemies—those low-rent hounds who are always underbidding me—must have seen the same movie, because they are wise to my ways. I try to buddy up to them at all the envelope conventions, but they aren’t having any.
How can you rat-a-tat-tat them if they always keep their distance?
So, I make it my business to concentrate on the first part of Michael’s homily, and stay close, very close, to my friends.
When Ingemar Johansson fought Floyd Patterson for the heavyweight title in New York four thousand years ago, I was still wet behind the ears and the only guy at ringside without a six-dollar cigar in my mouth and a blonde on my arm. My guest was a machine supplier, so I could be the first kid on my block to get my hands on his new high-speed envelope machine.
I also took care of my buyers. I entertained. I gifted. I schmoozed. I laughed in all the right places.
There are lots of reasons why. When the buyer likes you: 
If you mess up, and I do occasionally, as do we all, you have a deposit of goodwill to draw against. You will get a second chance. 
When your buyer’s company has some big new policy change, the buyer will try to find some way to keep on doing business with you even though he has to cover his backside to show conformity to the big new policy change. 
Here’s what happened to me at a Fortune 500 company in Minneapolis some years ago. If it happens to you, you might consider employing the fabled “envelope trick.”
The policy change: Cut costs. Slash prices. Squeeze those greedy vendors till their stony little hearts bleed and their squeaky little voices cry out for mercy.
The directive to the buyer: All paper, packaging, and printing contracts had to be bid out. No renewing of any contracts whatsoever. Freeze ’em. Tweeze ’em. Tease ’em. Squeeze, squeeze, squeeze ’em.
There were four bidders. I had had the business for 10 years. Ed, the buyer, and I were friends.
And, being the sole supplier every year, I had made it a point to know everyone up and down the ladder, from the vice president of purchasing to secretaries to mail room personnel. I was Good Old Harvey, spreading good old goodwill and cheer to one and all.
So, not having put all my eggs in the buyer’s basket, I had a network throughout the company. I worked it to find out who the other three bidders were.
This helped.
I was able to make some very constructive suggestions on how the specs should be drawn up.
This also helped.
Keep in mind, there were still limits. Even though the buyer wanted me to wind up with the business, this had to be an arm’s-length transaction. My competitors were no fools. Any hint of collusion and they would cry foul. And they, too, had their pals within the organization.
There were eyes everywhere to see to it that the big new policy change was observed.
Rule: There would be no second looks.
Rule: No chance to change my price.
Rule: No seeing the competition’s bids.
Ed was not about to jeopardize his job for me. I didn’t expect him to. But he gave me one edge, a very big one. I was to be the last bidder in.
I prepared four envelopes. Each contained a bid: 
A down and dirty bid, leaving the gunnels of the good ship Mackay about one-fourth of one inch above the waterline. If I had underestimated my costs by one extra pot of glue, I’d be sunk. I prayed I would not have to use it. 
A modest down and dirty bid, about three inches above the waterline. A couple of good waves would swamp me, but at least I could make it to shore on calm seas. 
The same price as last year’s contract with no price increase. Business as usual. 
A 6 percent increase, which reflected two paper-price increases in the past 12 months. The America’s Cup winner.This was still a fair price, given the boost in the cost of my raw materials, and the buyer would have given it to me if he had not had to get four bidders, but . . . 
As we in the bidness world all know, competitors have this nasty habit of trying to buy their way into a new big account one year and worry about keeping it the next. So I was a realist. There was a good chance one of those three bums would underbid me. 
So, now I am armed with four bids, not knowing which one I will play. I put bid A in the top of my briefcase, bid B in the bottom of my briefcase, bid C in the left inside pocket of my suit coat, bid D in the right outside pocket of my suit coat.
Time for my summit meeting with Ed. My goal, of course, is information.
We reminisced about 10 years together, years of fun and fellowship, service and self-sacrifice. . . . How in the early days, before I could afford a truck, I used to put his envelopes in the trunk of my car and deliver them to him personally. How we opened the plant on Saturdays and Sundays to fill his orders. How we waived overtime charges when his budget was tight.
Keep in mind, that as I do this jolly reprise, I am running a CAT scan over every inch of Ed. My main focus is to try and read his tone of voice and his body language to detect any hint as to whether, and how much, the competition has chopped me up.
Though Ed knows exactly what I’m up to, Ed is his usual warm friendly self. Nothing has changed in his manner. No better. No worse. NOTHING HAS CHANGED.
In Ed’s mind, he is not helping me that much, just schmoozing and batting the ball around. Ed discloses kind of harmlessly that the competitors aren’t including the paper price increase in their bids, but on the other hand, didn’t attempt to slash their way in either.
So now I know that there will be no price increase. D is dead in the water. Even though my competitors were hit with the same exact paper price increase I was, they decided to eat it in hopes of underbidding me. I know which bid to submit. It’s C. I reach for my left inside pocket and turn in my bid. I get the order. Ed’s integrity is intact. So is my account.
Someday maybe I’ll be skillful enough to apply the second half of Michael Corleone’s aphorism about keeping close to your enemies. But in the meantime, I’m going to continue to concentrate on staying as close as I can to my friends. They sure can help you if they want to.
MACKAY’S MORAL:
The reason you always dance with the one 
who brung you, is ’cause when the party’s over,
you may need a ride home. 

YOUR GOALS, EXPRESSLY DELIVERED

Chapter 2
NOW THAT IT’S FEBRUARY, HAPPY NEW YEAR
If you ask the attendant at your health club what the busiest day of the year is, he’ll tell you it’s the day after New Year’s. That’s when all the New Year’s–resolution types pour in. By February only a handful are left. Now that New Year’s Day is well over, tell me, how many of those resolutions have you kept? How many can you even remember?
Maybe you could use a new set. This time, you won’t have to fight the crowds. 
I will improve my listening skills. 
I will remind myself that I can’t learn anything when I’m doing the talking. I will abandon my phony “open door” policy and establish specific meetings and set aside specific times so that others can have real access to me. I will break down barriers. I will try to end the “not invented here” syndrome and encourage the free flow of information across departmental and hierarchical lines. I will answer my own phone . . . well, I will answer it more often.
I will improve my professional skills. 
I will cease to be a pothole on the information highway. I will not allow myself to become one of these old fuddy-duddies who brag about their inability to operate modern business equipment. I will get up to speed in computers and communications equipment. Nobody should come into the twenty-first century without being computer literate. 
I will improve my reading skills. 
Unfortunately, my reading ability has slowed down over the years and it is taking me longer to absorb less. I will take a speed-reading course. Instead of reading what merely confirms my existing prejudices, I will search out material that introduces me to new ideas and new ways of thinking.
I will waste less time. 
I will use my commuter time to read more or to listen to audio tapes that can help me improve my skills and broaden my understanding.
I will exercise regularly. 
I will do so to the point where I become “positively addicted.” I know exercise not only improves my health but helps me maintain a high level of performance on the job.
I will encourage risk taking. 
I know that many businesses fail from lack of boldness rather than from trying something new. I will not punish or ridicule honest mistakes. I love my work. I want others to feel the same about theirs, so I will try to make my workplace fun and exciting, not just a paycheck.
I will put into practice a plan to become the sole source of supply to my largest customers. 
The most important element of my plan is to treat my customers as though I were their most dedicated employee and consultant, ready to serve them in every way, so they feel my company is practically a division of their company.
I will be committed to growing and improving every facet of our business. 
I want every employee in my company to know we are open for hire eight days a week, 13 months a year. I want them constantly to be on the lookout for good people to become part of our team.
I will contribute to my community. 
I will be a giver. I will give money. I will give time. I will try to make a difference. I want to help make the place I live become a better place for everyone.
I will not neglect my family in pursuit of the almighty dollar. 
I will never forget that they do more to keep me on an even keel and bring more genuine happiness into my life than any business success I can ever achieve. So Carol Ann, David and Virginia, Mimi and Larry, Jojo and Michael, make room for me. I’m on my way home.
MACKAY’S MORAL:
Start your new year today. And remember, anyone can
 make a resolution. Very few people can keep one.

Chapter 3
AND I THOUGHT SELLING ENVELOPES WAS TOUGH
There were only two times in my life when I wanted to be older. When I was 15 and the minimum age for a driver’s license was 16. And when I was 59 and a marathoner, I knew the next year I’d be ranked against 60 to 64-year-olds instead of 55 to 59-year-olds.
I ran in the 100th Boston Marathon in 1996. By mile 10, I didn’t think I was going to get even a minute older. It was my tenth marathon and the toughest. With one mile to go, I hooked up with an old friend, Hal Higdon, editor of Runners’ World. He was just about to complete his 100th (and this is not a typo, folks) marathon. One hundredth Boston and his own personal 100th. He was grimacing and not looking too good, so I hollered out, “What’s wrong? . . . You should be on cloud nine. . . .They can’t take this away from us!”
He said he had fallen apart at mile 10, a point at which, for the running elite, the real race hasn’t even started. For the last 15 miles, he was just gutting it out.
Twenty-five yards from the finish line, I had to slow down and take in the whole scene. My running partner, Bill Wenmark, had taken out his camera so he could take a picture as I crossed the finish line.
At that moment, Higdon, who by now was five to 10 runners ahead of me, turned back, cupped his hands, and said, “Harvey, that will teach you to stop for a picture.”
Hal Higdon’s competitive juices were still flowing down to the last nanosecond. The truth is, except for the elite, marathoners do not really compete against each other.
When you are running with 38,000 other people, how can it matter if you finish 8,651st, 18,651st, or 28,651st?
What matters is, you finish . . . period.
There is only one thing runners really compete against— the little voice that grows louder at every split that says: “Stop.” 
It is, unfortunately, a familiar sound. We hear it all our lives, at work, at school, in our personal relations.
It tells us we cannot succeed.
We cannot finish.
The boss expects too much.
The company is too demanding.
The homework assignment takes too long.
Our family is too unappreciative.
The truth is that many successful people are no more talented than unsuccessful people.
The difference between them lies in the old axiom that successful people do those things that unsuccessful people don’t like to do.
Successful people have the determination, the will, the focus, the drive to complete the tough jobs.
Why run 26 miles 385 yards?
Why torture yourself to achieve a goal with no tangible reward or significance other than what you yourself assign to it?
The answer lies in the question: Because only you can know what it means, only you are able to make yourself do it.
When you do, then you know there isn’t anything you can’t do.
No amount of hype, no cheering section, no personal glory, no place in the annals of history, can carry you all those miles.
You have to do it yourself.
Your chances of success in life are probably just as good as anyone else’s.
Don’t shortchange yourself through fear or a preconceived notion that the cards are stacked against you.
At the Boston Marathon, Heartbreak Hill is at mile 18. There are mile 18s in everyone’s life.
Some come earlier in the race. Some later.
But wherever you find them, you can overcome them.
Running a marathon is not about winning the race against 38,000 other runners. It’s about winning the race against yourself.
MACKAY’S MORAL:
You’ll never turn try into triumph . . . without adding the umph!
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