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“Do you want fo achieve success? If your answer is ‘yes’, then you
need to get more no's. This book will show you why and how.”
— Darren Hardy, Publisher, SUCCESS magazine
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N ote from the Authorsg

“GO for NO!” is the fictional story about four unforgettab]e
days in the life of Eric James Bratton... wonderful husband, terrific
brother, and so-so copier salesman.

It was inspired, to a great degree, by Richard’s life experience,
As Rich explains: As a kid I had the typical array of dreams; I
spent my early years dreaming of becoming a professional baseball
player, author and racecar driver just to mention a few. Oh, and yes,
like most young boys I loved dinosaurs and would spend hours in
the back yard digging for fossils.

One day, at the age of eight, I took my collection of plastic
dinosaurs and set them up on a table in my basement and invited
everyone in the neighborhood over to hear me talk about them. As
I recall, I charged a nickel per person to get in.

As people were leaving one of the parents came up to me and
said, “You are quite the professional speaker!” I didn’t even know
what a professional speaker was, but I sure liked the sound of it!

At the age of eight I had discovered my dream.

Over the next thirty years, however, it would remain just that...

a dream. I pushed the dream down and pushed it away. I would
fantasize about becoming a professional speaker from time to time,
dabble in it and flirt with it. .. everything but actually do it.

' Was it the talent? No, I could hold an audience’s attention. Was
it the desire? No, there was nothing I wanted more. Were there

some external forces holding me back? I only wish I could blame it
on someone else, but I can’t,

What was my problem? My

problem was a simple one and all
too common. .

- I was afraid of failing. T was afraid of rejection.
cember of 1997, however, all that changed.
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YES is the Destination. NO is How You Get There!

I had just turned forty and was doing some fairly serious review
of where life had taken me (where I had allowed it to take me, to
pe more accurate) when I remembered a conversation I had with a
supervisor over ten years earlier. It was as if the switch had been
flipped and light had suddenly flooded my world and everything
became crystal clear.

Several days later I launched my career as a professional speaker
and within one year I had written two books, produced five videos
and was speaking at conferences for some of the largest companies
in America by simply doing what he had told me to do so long ago.

I began to wonder; wouldn’t it have been great if the me from
ten years earlier, the me that had ignored this advice, could have had
a conversation with the older, enlightened me? That’s when I got
the idea for this book.

So, if you could go into the future and talk with yourself... a
smarter, bolder, less timid version of you... what would happen?
Eric James Bratton is going to get that chance. It will change his
life, and if you let it, it can change yours, too.

Richard Fenton & Andrea Waltz

P.S. We also want you to know that, while the main character is
4 salesman, this book is not only for “salespeople.” It’s for anyone
Who has to face rejection; the novelist searching for a publisher, the
Detwork marketer building a down line, the entrepreneur looking
for venture capital, the student raising money for the softball team
Or the parent trying to get their kids to eat their peas. This book is
aOc; anyone who wants to break through self-imposed barriers and

'eve everything life has to offer.




GO for NO!

“If you’re not succeeding fast enough, you re
probably not failing fast enough, and you can’t
have one without the other. So, if you’re going to
avoid one, you’re going to avoid both.”

-Joe Malarkey®
The Worst Motivational Speaker in America®
(from The Gio For No!® Movie)

For Don Fenton Sr.
The Greatest Salesman That Ever Lived
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YES is the Destination. NO is How You Get There!

Chapter One...
S tarting Off Three for Three

Tt was the third week of March in 1990.

I turned the steering wheel of the Oldsmobile, guiding it into
the parking space next to the empty phone booth. The Cutlass
was by no means my preferred choice of vehicles (I'd much rather
have opted for a small two-seater), but it was the car my company
provided to all its salespeople. There were no exceptions.

This was my third year working for Western Equipment
Leasing, and I was doing pretty well for myself. I was twenty-
eight, married, and making good money. Not that I was setting the
world on fire as a salesman, mind you. I was in the middle of the
pack from a performance standpoint, but compared to most of my
friends, I had a dream job. As a leasing representative in the copier
division, I set my own hours. The sky was the limit in terms of
income, and today was a good example of what was possible when
I put my mind to it, e

I'slid a dime in the slot and dialed.

“Good afternoon, Fourth Street Gallery. This is Elaine Bratton.”

“Guess what your husband did today!” I grinned widely.

“You picked a bad time to play 20 questions, sweetie, It's really
busy, and I have another line on hold.”

“Then guess quick.”
Okay, you robbed a bank.”

threecalgze'. ’I made three calls and closed them all. I'm three for
> 90d1t’s only Monday! What do you think of that?” I asked.
SOmeiri;aﬂ” she' responded, adding, “maybe we’ll be able to put
N ,g €Xtra in the Hawaii fund.”
Let’s not count our chickens before they’re hatched,” I said

With cauty 13 .
hotch fon. “I'still need one more sale to hit quota. Let me get that
¢d, and thep we’ll see.”




GO for NO!

«Of course. Listen, I really do have to run. Are you picking up
dinner or are we cooking?”

“I’m feeling very Chinese, leave it to me.”

“I love you. Bye.”

“You, t0o.” I hung up the phone and looked at my watch. It
was 3:30 in the afternoon, and if memory served me correctly, the
Lakers were playing the Knicks at the Garden. I calculated that
with the three hour time difference, I could pick up some Kung Pao
shrimp and still get home in time for tip off.







