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Introduction

I’ve been blessed with success in business and real estate, but 
my greatest calling has not been building companies—it’s 

been building people.

After reaching financial freedom, my primary goal was to 
give back and share what I’d been taught by others, especially 
my parents. The lessons inside these pages are not just mine. 
They’re the wisdom of  countless teachers, colleagues, and fam-
ily members who showed me not just how to make money but 
how to use it wisely, give back, and plant for the next generation.

Robert Allen is not only my co-author and a #1 New York 
Times bestselling author, he is also a dear friend and business 
partner, and he has been a tremendous influence in my life. 
Robert and I have worked side by side for more than twenty-five 
years teaching, building businesses, and helping people create 
real change in their lives. Kurt Mortensen has worked closely 
with us on many projects. This book wouldn’t be possible with-
out him.

We created the Success and Money Foundation, a nonprofit 
educational foundation and charity dedicated to teaching peo-
ple anywhere how to become successful with money and in life. 
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The foundation has over four hundred hours of  free suc-
cess and money classes from bestselling authors, educators, and 
entrepreneurs. We teach these lessons freely to people around 
the world, so no matter where you start, you can learn, grow, and 
pass it on. Throughout our careers, we’ve taught hundreds of  
thousands of  students and launched challenges that have reached 
audiences around the world.

Our resources, courses, libraries, and even our “earn as you 
learn” programs are designed so that anyone, no matter where 
they start, can get on the right financial path for themselves and 
their family. 

In one of  our most memorable experiences, the St. Louis 
Challenge, Robert and I were given the task of  taking five peo-
ple (two married couples and a single individual) from an 
unemployment line, and we only had two days to teach them 
the principles of  wealth. Their goal after learning those prin-
ciples was to make five thousand dollars in ninety days.

One married couple, Steve and May, made their goal suc-
cessfully on the eighty-ninth day. The other three participants, 
Philip, Karen, and Nora, needed a little extra time, but they 
also succeeded in buying great properties and improving their 
situations.

We repeated this challenge with students from all walks of  
life. Over the years, our students have earned over $1.3 billion 
dollars and given away over $30 million to charity. 

But what we’re most proud of  isn’t just the money they’ve 
made. It’s how many of  them learned to give back. Because 
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true success isn’t measured by how much you keep but by how 
much good you can do with what you’ve been given.

This book grows from that same mission. It’s part story, part 
guide—a simple, powerful way to pass on the timeless lessons of  
success, wealth, and service.

To make these principles easier to understand, my coauthors 
and I have woven them into a story inspired by Johnny Appleseed, 
a real man named John Chapman who planted apple seeds across 
early America and became a legend of  entrepreneurship, gener-
osity, and vision. Though John Chapman started with very little, 
his steady efforts eventually brought him financial freedom.

Over time, Johnny’s history has grown into folklore. We 
use his character here not just to make these lessons more 
enjoyable but to show how small seeds, when planted and 
nurtured, become trees, and how trees become orchards that 
can feed generations. Johnny’s narrative within these pages is 
based on history, but it’s also a symbolic journal written for 
anyone who’s ready to plant their own orchard of  success.

Johnny’s story unfolds alongside that of  a modern-day char-
acter named Thomas, a man working through life’s challenges 
while learning the same principles of  growth and giving. On the 
right-hand pages of  the book, you’ll find Thomas’s journey, and 
on the left, Johnny’s journal, connecting the lessons of  the past 
with the opportunities of  today.

The lessons in this book come from our decades of  busi-
ness experience, investing, and personal lessons. They’re the 
same steps that have helped thousands of  ordinary people reach 
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financial freedom and, more importantly, learn to use their 
wealth to serve others.

We invite you to read both sides of  the narrative with your 
mind and heart—to learn from Thomas’s story, reflect on 
Johnny’s wisdom, and most importantly, take personal action.

Because this isn’t just a story—it’s a roadmap. Our hope is 
that you live these lessons by planting seeds that grow first into 
trees and then into orchards of  opportunity, generosity, and 
lasting impact. May this book be fun, memorable, and, most 
important, a path to a better future for you and your family.

To help, we’ve made tools, resources, and Money Tree train-
ing available at TheSecretJournal.org.

Claim your free scholarship, follow along with each chapter, 
and begin planting your own orchard of  success today. 

Welcome to the journey. Let’s start planting together.

Thomas R. Painter

Kurt W. Mortensen

Robert G. Allen
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A Tribute to My Great-Uncle 

Johnny Appleseed

I, James Ch apman, great-ne phe w to  John Ch apman, 
writ e the se wor ds  wit h a he art ov erfl owing wit h 
gratit ude and rev erence . Fo r in the  autumn of  
1867, whil e I lab or ed to  save what remaine d of  the  
ol d cab in that my great-uncl e buil t wit h his  own 
two hands  ne ar Fo rt Wayne  in the  Indiana te rr �-
to ry, I ch ance d upon a woo den ch est , hal f-buried 
be ne ath fal le n timbe rs and dust .

The ca�in �tself was falling into ruin, and 
�ts roof sa�ged l�ke the weary shoulders of time. 
Yet w�thin that chest, wrapped in oilcloth to 
shield �t from the damp, lay this very jour-
nal—wr�tten in the careful script of my dear 
great-uncle. I read �ts pages by the lig�t of 
a lantern, and the words spoke to me as living 
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counsel. Therein were set forth the principles by 
which a man mig�t plant not only apple seeds, but 
the very trees of financial independence.

Fo ll owing the se te ach ings  wit h dil ige nce —
coll  ecting opp or tunit ies as  my uncl e ga the red see ds , 
improv ing land and lives throu �  st eady lab or , 
and livi ng wit h fr uga l conte ntment—I have be come 
fi nancial ly sou nd by the  grace  of  Prov idence . My 
or ch ards  are secure, and my hou sehol d lacks  noth-
ing. Fo r this  bl ess ing, I am for ev er grate ful, and so 
I add  the se page s to  the  fr ont of  this  jo urn� , that 
it  may bl e�  ge ne rations yet unbor n.

It is  my sol emn purpose to  le ave a recor d so 
that future readers may know the  man whose hand 
pe nn ed this  jo urn�  and whose lif e exemplif ied 
the  path to  tr�  succ e� . Fo r the  le ge nd of  Johnn y 
App le see d has  grown tal l in the  te ll ing, yet the  truth 
is  rich er st il l. John Ch apman—whom the  wor ld 
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The Secret Journal

cal ls Johnn y App le see d—was  bor n on Septe mbe r 26, 
177 4, in the  quiet farming vi ll age  of  Leominst er, 
Mas sach usett s, ju st  six months be for e the  fi rst  shots 
of  the  Re vol utionary War rang ou t at Lexin�to n 
and Co ncor d. 

Lif e the n was  rugg ed: famil ies dwelt in one - or  
two-roo m cab ins, wor ked the  st ony soil  wit h hand 
to ol s, and drank hard cider fr om app le s, for  cl ean 
wate r was  scarce  and cider was  both safe  and nou r-
is hing. John was  the  second ch il d of  Nathaniel 
Ch apman, a farmer and carpe nte r, and Elizab eth 
Simonds . Wh en John was  twenty-two months ol d, 
his  mothe r pas sed during ch il d�irth. His  fathe r 
served as  captain in the  Co ntine nt�  Army, so you ng 
John and his  sis te r were cared for  by kin amid the  
ch aos of  war.

Wh en Nathaniel returne d, he  marr ied Lucy 
Coo  le y, and the  famil y mov ed to  Longmeadow, 
Mas sach usett s, a prospe rou s to wn al ong the  
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Co nn ecticut River wit h rich er fi elds , st rong 
ch urch es, and bust ling trade. Th ere the  bl ended 
hou sehol d grew, add ing te n mor e ch il dren. Dail y 
lif e rev ol ved arou nd the  Hol y Scriptures, prayer, 
hard wor k, and mor �  te ach ings .

Yet Johnn y’s he art turne d ev er west ward. In 
1792, at eigh te en years of  age , he  le ft  home and 
jo urne yed west . Th e Nor thwest  Ordinance  of  1787 
had ope ne d va st  lands  nor th of  the  Ohio River, and 
thou sands  st reamed to ward opp or tunit y.

Johnn y did not wander scatt ering see ds  at ran-
dom, as  some tal es cl aim. No, he  was  a sharp and 
st rate gi c busine ss man. He ga the red app le  see ds  fr ee ly 
fr om cider press es in Penn sy lva nia—see ds  othe rs 
cas t as ide. He sele cte d prime spots ne ar trail s and 
rivers, cl eared smal l plots, fe nce d the m, and returne d 
each  seas on to  te nd the  you ng saplings . 

Wh en the  tree s st oo d two or  three  years ol d, 
he  sol d or  barte red the m to  sett le rs or  traded for  
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cl othing, to ol s, or  lab or . He ga ve fr ee ly to  the  poo r. 
He lived in extreme simplicit y: barefoo t or  in wor n 
shoes, a coff  ee -sack for  a shirt, a tin pot for  a hat. 
He sle pt be ne ath the  st ars or  in sett le rs’ cab ins and 
ate  plain foo d. Th is  was  not pov erty, but a ch osen 
path, for  he  be liev ed eart�ly hards hip purch as ed 
greate r he avenly reward.

Over decades, he built wealth through many 
income streams: collecting free seeds and esta�-
lishing nurseries on unclaimed or low-cost land; 
selling saplings and leaving nurseries w�th care-
takers for shares; speculating in land and buying 
cheap, planting to improve �ts val�e, then selling 
for a prof�t. By his later years, he controlled 
more than twelve hundred acres of prime river-
front and nursery land, filled w�th thousands of 
thriving trees. 

Yet, John was  mor e than a nurseryman; he  was  
a dev ote d mis sionary. He carr ied his  Bibl e in his  
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satch el al ongs ide his  see ds , preach ing to  sett le rs 
by nigh t. He spoke of  ch arit y and the  Lor d’s pres-
ence  in al l things . Native Americans rega rded 
him as  a great medicine  man, for  he  kne w he r�s 
and wal ked in pe ace  among the m. He harmed no 
creature—refusing ev en to  kil l mosquit oes, say-
ing the y had as  much  righ t to  live as  he . Th us, he  
plante d not only or ch ards  but see ds  that ch ange d 
lives and contin�  to  bl e�  othe rs.

He never married, believing his tr�e soul-
mate awa�ted in heaven. He died suddenly of 
pneumonia on the eig�teenth of March, 1845, 
at seventy years of age. He �ot sick doing what 
he loved—tending his orchards, even in cold 
weather. He did not have a chance to give the 
journal to his kin, but now they’ll benef�t from 
his wisdom.

He le ft  this  earth far weal thier than most  
kne w, yet his  greate st  treas ure was  the  livi ng 
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le ga cy of  or ch ards  that fe d and bl ess ed ge ne r-
ations of  pione ers. Th ose tree s st and as  sy mbol s 
of  ge ne rosit y, self -reliance , hope , and the  power of  
patient, principle d invest ment.

To you , dear future reader of  this  jo urn� , I 
le ave the se wor ds  fr om one  who has  foll  owed the  
example  he  set: I read my uncl e’s cou nsel, and 
I’ve be en bl ess ed wit h prospe rit y. If this  boo k 
has  fal le n into  you r hands , kee p it  safe . Pas s it  
al ong, that it s wis dom may contin�  to  be ar fr uit  
for  ge ne rations to  come. And foll  ow the se rule s 
that ou r famil y now hol ds  sacred:

1. Re ad John’s acc ou nt dil ige ntl y, pondering 
each  principle  as  one  wou ld st udy go �  soil  
be for e planting.

2. Fo ll ow the  adv ice  wit h st eadfas t action—
plant wis ely, live simply, gi ve ge ne rou sly, 
and trust  in divi ne  increas e.
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3. Pas s this  boo k al ong to  someone  in ne ed, that 
the  ch ain of  bl ess ing may ne ver break and 
that othe rs may l�kewis e reap the  harvest  of  
fi nanci�  indepe ndence  and spirit u�  pe ace .

I se�  this  tr�bute  wit h a prayer that the  Lor d 
may bl e�  you  as  He bl ess ed my great-uncl e and 
as  He has  bl ess ed me. May you r lif e be come an 
or ch ard of  succ e�  and ab undance .

James Chapman

1867
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1
Soil 

Even a Strong Seed Withers in Toxic Soil
But gratitude, hope, and faith can nourish orchards.

The beeping of  the heart monitor was steady now, but 
Thomas could still feel the stabbing pain that had dropped 

him	to	his	knees	on	the	job	site.	One	moment,	he	had	been	help-
ing his crew lift a ladder, and the next, a white heat had spread 
through his chest, his breath had vanished, and his world had 
begun	to	spin	as	he’d	collapsed.

Now	he	 lay	 in	a	hospital	bed,	his	 eyes	fi	xed	on	 the	drab	
ceiling tiles. His wife, Sarah, wrapped her hand tightly around 
his	as	she	watched	him	through	tear-fi	lled	eyes.	The	unsettling	
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Johnny’s Story
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beep of  the machines and the sharp smell of  antiseptic filled 
the room.

The doctor’s words still echoed in his mind: “You were lucky 
this time, Thomas. Many never make it to the hospital. Their 
first symptom is death.”

Lucky. Thomas wasn’t sure that was the right word for the 
situation. Not with the stack of  bills waiting on the kitchen 
counter. Not with the workers who had walked off mid job or 
the contracts he couldn’t finish because he couldn’t afford new 
equipment. The business that once felt like his purpose now 
hung around his neck like an anchor.

The past year had been unraveling. One missed payment 
became two. Inflation was going crazy, and material costs had 
doubled. Clients even complained more. His best foreman quit 
without notice, and the replacement lasted barely a month. 

Every night, Thomas stayed up late at the kitchen table, pen-
cil tapping, trying to make the numbers work. Somehow every 
morning, the debt continued to grow.

If  he was lucky, he certainly didn’t feel it. He felt trapped by 
his own choices, by the weight of  failure, by a life that seemed to 
have turned against him.

Thomas was already in debt. He feared he would need a 
new loan just to survive, but the banks had already rejected his 
requests in the past. They wouldn’t help. Thomas’s dad was 
supportive, but the thought of  asking him for money didn’t sit 
well. Urged by desperation, Thomas considered approaching 
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Spring of  1791

I take up my quil l this  nigh t by the  ligh t of  a 
warm fi re, col d wind howlin’ throu �  the  tree s. My 
name’s John Ch apman, thou �  most  fol ks  cal l me 
Johnn y App le see d.

I go t it  set in my he art to  carr y app le  see ds  acro�  
this  wil d you ng land, plantin’ or ch ards  for  shade, 
lumbe r, fr uit , land, and pe rhaps a �it  of  go �  for -
tune  for  whoev er comes afte  r me. See ms a man ou gh ta 
le ave somethin’ be hind be sides his  foo tprints.

I aim to  scratch  down my see ds  of  wis dom he re 
in my jo urn� . Th e wil derne � ’ll  te ach  a man if  he ’ll  
ju st  lis te n. Ain’t no be tt er sch oo lmas te r than hun-
ge r, hard wor k, and a litt  le  fait h. So I’ll  writ e what 
I le arn throu �  sweat, succ e� , fail ure, and prayer. 
And I trust  the se wor ds  migh t take roo t somewhe re, 
same as  the  see ds  I plant.
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John Callahan, the local payday loan shark who’d been his rival 
since high school—the same arrogant person who had stolen his 
pitcher spot on the baseball team, won over the girl they’d both 
chased, and always flaunted his family’s wealth over Thomas’s 
basic existence.

Callahan never missed a chance to mock Thomas and treat 
him like less than dirt. But the other alternative—asking his dad 
for a loan—felt like an even bigger obstacle. How could he admit 
failure to the man who’d taught him to stand tall? Thomas’s 
stomach churned at the thought. He was sick with shame and 
unsure how to tell Sarah. 

A few weeks later as Thomas still worked to recover from the 
heart attack, he felt weak and unmotivated, and his body ached. 
He wondered what the future would hold. Most days, he sat at 
the kitchen table and stared out the window at the half-finished 
projects in the yard—reminders of  everything left undone.

Sarah watched him fill with despair and grow quieter each 
day. Finally, she set down the laundry and said gently, “Thomas, 
you can’t carry this alone. Why don’t you go talk to your father? 
He always knows how to steer you in the right direction.”

Thomas rubbed his temples. What I really need is money, not 
advice, he thought. But he grabbed his coat anyway. “Alright. 
Let’s go.”

She drove him there, the ride silent except for the hum of  
the tires. When they arrived, she squeezed his hand. “Go on,” 
she said. “He’ll understand.”
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I was  bor n ab ou t the  same time this  cou ntry was . 
Ma pas sed whe n I was  you ng, and Pa went off   fi � -
tin’ in the  Re vol utionary War. Th e wor ld was  rou � , 
dange rou s, and unce rtain, but I le arne d early that 
lif e’s a fr agi le  thing, and ev ery see d plante d in fait h 
can ou tl ive the  hand that sowed it .

Wh en Pa came home fr om the  war, he  taugh t me 
to  lov e and wor k the  soil . At thirte en years of  age , I 
wor ked for  a loc�  named Mr. Cr awfor d, who owne d 
a large  fr uit  or ch ard. He taugh t me ab ou t plantin’, 
patience , and the  vi sion of  creatin’ an or ch ard. 
But my he art kept pull in’ to ward the  ne w fr ontier. 
Famil ies were mov in’ west , cl aimin’ grou nd, buil -
din’ dreams, and my sou l was  yearnin’ to  foll  ow. 
One  day, at a trader’s cab in, I he ard tal k of  a ne w 
law ou t in the  west —somethin’ ab ou t “to mahawk 
righ ts” and a man’s righ t to  cl aim wil d land if  he ’s 
the  one  who improv es it  fi rst . 
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Thomas felt anxiety rise in his chest. How would his dad 
react to discovering the desperate financial situation his son had 
found himself  in?

Once inside the house, Thomas summoned his courage, sat 
across from his father at the old kitchen table, and let it all spill 
out: the financial complications following his heart attack, the 
debt, the business falling apart. His father listened without inter-
rupting and without judgement.

But when Thomas finally mustered the courage to ask for the 
loan, his father shook his head. “Son, loaning money between 
family and friends is like oil and water. They don’t mix. But I can 
still help. Wait here.”

His father stood up, disappeared into the attic, and returned 
with a small, dusty wooden box containing a weathered, leath-
er-bound journal. 

“This has been in our family for generations,” his father 
said. “It came from a man named John Chapman, our rela-
tive through your sixth-great-grandpa Nathaniel Chapman Jr. 
Nathaniel and John were half  siblings. 

“Most folks know John as the legendary Johnny Appleseed, 
but in our family, he was simply Uncle Johnny. Johnny left the 
family at a young age to follow his purpose, but he stayed in 
touch, and his writings have been handed down ever since. This 
journal is the key to your future success and happiness.”

His father paused, resting a hand on the worn lid of  the 
box. “You know, I tried to teach you some of  these lessons years 
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Most  fol ks  mark a tree  wit h a bl ade, carve the ir 
init ial s, and cal l it  the irs. I he ard that plantin’ an 
or ch ard cou nts for  far mor e than a simple  markin’ on 
a tree . Plant fi ft y app le  tree s, and the  law wil l back 
you r cl aim whe n sett le rs come.

I reckon if  I’m al ready plantin’ for  the  go �  
of  the  land, I migh t as  well  plant wis e. An or ch ard 
gi ves shade, gi ves fr uit , and (so the y say) gi ves a 
man the  righ t to  own the  soil  he ’s te nded.

It’s hard to  le ave be hind my famil y, incl udin’ 
my sibl ings , but I fe el compe ll ed to  go , and I’ll  fi nd 
ways to  kee p in to uch .So I to ok a sack of  app le  see ds  
barte red fr om a loc�  cider pre� , slung it  ov er my 
shou lder, and set my face  to ward the  sunset, trust in’ 
Prov idence  to  guide my boo ts and bl e�  my plantin’.

Th at afte  rnoo n, excit ed to  ge t st arte d, I plante d a 
fe w app le  see ds  to  sign �  the  st art of  my jo urne y.Th e 
ne xt mor nin’, I set ou t for  the  to wn of  Pitt  sbur� . I 
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ago,” he said with a tired smile. “But you were young, and you 
always blew it off. And that’s alright. A man won’t hear things 
until he’s ready. Do you remember those old tales we used to tell 
you about Uncle Johnny Appleseed?”

Thomas frowned. “Uh—kinda. I thought they were just 
stories.”

His father shook his head. “No, son. They were life lessons. 
Seeds I hoped would take root someday. What’s inside here—it’s 
part of  our history.

“Now I’m passing it on to you. I know it’ll help. When I was 
about to fail in my life and business, this journal is what gave me 
hope and success. Without Johnny’s wisdom, I would have given 
up and let my life fall apart.”

Thomas forced a smile and thanked his father, though frus-
tration churned in his chest. He had hoped for a different kind 
of  help. Maybe something he could actually use. 

He pushed down his feelings of  skepticism and disappoint-
ment, opened the box’s lid, and lifted out the book.

The journal felt heavier than it should, like it carried only 
more problems instead of  solutions, and as he walked back to 
the car, he couldn’t shake the sting of  not getting the loan he so 
desperately needed. 

Sarah looked at him with quiet concern. “How did it go?” 
she asked.

Thomas shook his head and held up the old book. “He just 
gave me this dusty old journal.”
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carr ied my tin coo king pot on my he ad for  a hat (I 
didn’t see  a reas on to  take both whe n the  pot cou ld 
handle  two jo �s), my sack �it in’ into  my shou lder, 
and mor e wor ries than cou rage  in my gut. But I’d 
made myself  a promis e: I’d plant app le  or ch ards  al l 
acro�  this  fr ontier, come what may.

Th e to wn was  busy —wago ns grindin’ throu �  
the  mud, traders shou tin’, dogs  barkin’. Fo lk s 
st ared l�ke I was  kicked in the  he ad. Ca n’t bl ame ’em 
much . A skinn y fe ll a in rags , to tin’ a sack of  see ds  
and wearin’ a coo k pot for  a cap ain’t the  picture of  
comm on sense. Some laugh ed. Some ju st  shoo k the ir 
he ads . Truth be  to ld, it  st ung wor se than a fr ozen 
wind, but I kept my ch in up and my boo ts mov in’.

A shopkee pe r named Harol d holl  ered fr om his  
por ch , as kin’ what I was  doin’ wit h such  a loa d. 
I to ld him my plan: “I’m grab �in’ fr ee  land and 
plantin’ or ch ards . Gonn a te nd ’em ’til  the y take 
hol d, the n share the  you ng tree s wit h famil ies that 
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Later that night, he tossed, turned, and finally threw the 
covers off of  his restless body, thinking, If  I can’t sleep, I might as 
well read the stupid thing.

He got up, walked to his office, grabbed the journal off his 
desk, and opened it. At first, it was just old handwriting and 
strange sketches.

He read through several sheets of  paper carefully stitched 
into the book at the beginning, and then he began to read the 
first journal entry. After reading a few pages one particular 
phrase struck him like a bolt of  lightning:

Even a strong seed withers in toxic soil.

Thomas read it again, and then again. His chest tightened, 
but not from a heart attack this time. It was something else.

Johnny had written about black walnut trees poisoning the 
earth around it, and it hit Thomas that his mind was full of  the 
same thing.

He had been creating and living in his own toxic soil. 
Stress. Worry. Fear. Scarcity. Hopelessness. Shame. Every late-
night worry session was poison poured into fertile ground. 
How could anything grow in that environment?

He thought of  Sarah at his hospital bedside whispering, 
“We’ll figure it out.” He hadn’t believed her words or in himself.

He couldn’t.
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wil l guard ’em. Th ey kee p part, I kee p part, and 
we use the  fr uit  and see d to  st art the  ne xt or ch ard.”

He laugh ed lou d and said, “Land for  fr ee ? A 
foo lis h dream of  a you ng man.” My he art sank some. 
Maybe  he  was  righ t. Maybe  I was  a foo l ch as in’ 
dreams �igg er than my boo ts cou ld fi ll . But I press ed 
on west ward, loo kin’ for  the  righ t patch  of  earth.

One  day, I circl ed back to  ch eck on some of  the  
fi rst  see ds  I’d plante d wee ks  be for e, my earliest  hope s 
in the  grou nd. Th ere was  not a sprou t to  be  fou nd. 
Just  bare dirt st arin’ back at me l�ke it  was  mockin’ 
my eff or t. 

I fe lt the  he at ris e in my ch est . Ange r or  shame, 
maybe  both. Had al l my wor k be en was te d? I 
must ’ve loo ked pit if ul ’cause a farmer wal kin’ pas t 
st opp ed and as ked, “Son, what’s go t you  sulk in’?” 
Wh en I to ld him what happ ene d, he  ch uckle d and 
said, “You  plante d ne ar the m bl ack wal nut tree s. 
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But Johnny’s words lit a spark in his soul that he hadn’t felt 
in years. The problem wasn’t just the bills. It wasn’t even the 
heart attack. The real problem was the soil of  his own mind 
poisoning any chance of  future success.

Thomas flipped back a page and noticed a line Johnny 
had written about gratitude. After a moment, he reached for 
his notebook and wrote down three things that he was grate-
ful for.

I’m grateful to be alive.

I’m grateful for Sarah.

I’m grateful for my kids.

It was a small step, but Thomas felt like one tiny corner of  
his mind had finally turned from hard, toxic ground into soil 
he could start planting in. After so many years of  poisonous 
thoughts, this was the first patch of  soil that felt like it might 
grow something good.

If  he wanted better soil, he’d have to start clearing out 
those black walnuts and replacing them with something richer. 
Gratitude felt like the first handful of  good soil he’d laid down 
in a long time.

Suddenly, he felt something he hadn’t felt in years: a small 
glimmer of  hope. He couldn’t wait for morning. Tomorrow 
meant getting back to work and a fresh, new beginning.
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Nothin’ grows under ’em. Th eir roo ts and the  w� -
nuts pois on ev ery crop.” His  wor ds  hit  harder than 
the  sun on my ne ck. I real ized the n it  weren’t the  
see d’s fault, nor  the  lab or , ju st  the  soil  I ch ose.

By sundown, I came to  a meadow by the  river, 
sof t soil  under my fe et, dark and rich , wate r cl ose 
enou �  for  drinkin’. Birds  sang l�ke the y was  
ch ee rin’ me on.

I knelt, dug a furrow w�th my hands, and 
laid in the seeds. I covered ’em gentle l�ke, said a 
small prayer, and felt a peace settle over my soul 
l�ke a blanket.

Th at’s whe n the  thou gh t st ruck me cl ear as  a 
ch urch  be ll : I’ve see n see ds  fi gh t fr ost , drou gh t, 
and hungry critt  ers, but bad soil ? Th at’ll  kil l ’em 
quicker than a preach er’s glare on Sunday. 

Even a strong seed withers in toxic soil.
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    

Are you ready to plant your Money Tree in healthy, fertile soil? Transform 
your mindset today and watch massive financial growth unfold. Watch our 
powerful video “Remove the Toxic Soil from Your Mind: Plant Your Seeds 
of  Success.” Plant your dreams in fertile soil for unstoppable growth. Access 
all bonuses for free at TheSecretJournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge: 
TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.
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Th ose bl ack wal nut tree s wit h the ir pois on roo ts 
reminded me of  a truth I’d be en dod gi n’. A man’s 
thou gh ts, dou bts and fe ars can ch oke ou t his  future 
same as  bad soil  kil ls you ng sprou ts. Jeal ou s fol ks , 
�itt  er tal k, smal l thinkin’, fe ar whis pe rin’ in 
you r ear—the y’re al l bl ack wal nut tree s st andin’ 
ov er you r lif e, dropp in’ pois on whe re you r dreams 
ou gh ta grow.

A man’s go t to  mind what kind of  soil  he ’s 
growin’ in, both under his  boo ts and inside his  
he art. Toxic grou nd and �itt  er company won’t grow 
nothin’. But gratit ude, hope , fait h, �ig dreams, 
and fol ks  who be liev e in you —that kind of  earth 
can grow into  or ch ards .
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2
Sunligh t

When You Find Your “Why,” You 
Find Your Way

 The sun pulls the seed upward just like purpose pulls the soul.

Thomas	 tried	 to	hold	onto	 the	hope	 Johnny’s	 journal	had	
stirred	in	him,	but	it	was	slipping.	The	weight	of 	his	wor-

ries grew heavier with each passing day. 

Still not fully recovered, he managed a few hours of  work 
here	and	there.	His	crew	did	what	they	could	to	keep	jobs	mov-
ing, but nothing ran smoothly without him. Most mornings felt 
the	same:	He	couldn’t	sleep,	so	he	got	up	early,	stared	out	the	
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window at the quiet street, thought about the debt piling up, and 
then pushed himself  to start another day.

“What am I even doing this for?” he muttered, unaware that 
Sarah was nearby in the next room.

Sarah stepped into the kitchen, still wearing her robe. She 
studied him for a moment, lovingly put her hand on his shoul-
der, and softly replied, “You’re doing it for us.” She pointed at 
herself  and toward the bedrooms where the kids still slept. Then 
her voice grew more firm. “But maybe… maybe you should 
keep reading Johnny’s journal, and we can start to dream again, 
Thomas. Not just survive.”

The words rippled through him like a stone dropped in 
still water. He looked at her, really looked, and saw the lines 
of  worry on her face, the years of  scrimping and stretching to 
make ends meet. They had built their lives around survival, 
but where had it gotten them? A pile of  debt. Heart attack. 
Sleepless nights. 

Dream again? He mulled over the idea in his mind. Could 
he even remember the last time he’d allowed himself  to get 
excited and dream of  the future? Let alone believe he could 
achieve his dreams?

Later that day, Thomas still couldn’t shake the disappoint-
ment of  receiving his father’s gift instead of  a loan. The dusty 
journal seemed to be nothing more than a useless relic as he 
drove into the parking lot of  Callahan’s quick loan store. The 
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S�mm er of  1796

Th is  mor nin’ I rose be for e the  sun, to es num� 
fr om my sle ep. I’d ga the red mor e see d fr om a farmer 
throwin’ ou t his  mush afte  r makin’ cider. My bod y 
ach ed fr om the  mil es, but my he art was  st eady, 
knowin’ the  land was  go �  and cl ose to  the  trail  of  
the  ne w sett le rs he adin’ west .

I haule d my sack down to  a cl earin’ by the  
river, a spot I’d scou te d the  nigh t be for e. I cl aimed 
my land and place d my Tomahawk Mark and init ial s 
on an ol d oa k tree .

As I dug the  fi rst  furr ows, I go t to  thinkin’ on 
how a see d grows and turns it self  to ward the  sun. 
Wit hou t ligh t, it  grows croo ked, weak, and lost . It’s 
the  same wit h a man. He’s go t to  have a vi sion, some-
thin’ to  reach  for , or  he  ju st  wit he rs away.
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building’s bright neon sign flickered like a false promise in the 
gray afternoon light. Every beat of  his heart (still weak from 
the attack) was a reminder of  his failures. This loan felt like it 
was his last resort to get back on track before the bills drowned 
him completely.

Thomas stepped into the dimly lit office. The smell of  stale 
coffee and desperation hung thick in the air. Callahan looked up 
with a smirk, leaning back in his chair. “Well, if  it isn’t my friend 
Thomas. Have you finally come for a handout? I figured I’d see 
you some day.”

Thomas didn’t acknowledge the comment. Instead, 
he swallowed the suffocating shame rising in his throat and 
explained his situation with as much dignity as he could muster.

Callahan’s eyes gleamed. “Alright, let’s see what we can do 
for a ‘friend’ in need.” His tone dripped with false sympathy.

“It’s just a temporary fix,” Thomas insisted. “I’ll rebuild my 
business and pay off the loan soon.”

“You’ll have to put up your house,” Callahan said. “Or I 
won’t consider it.”

Thomas’s heart skipped a beat. He shook his head. “I can’t 
do that! Isn’t there another option?”

“Well, do you have any other investments? Anything else 
of  value?”

“No,” Thomas admitted.

Callahan barked out a laugh. “House it is, then,” he said 
with a sardonic grin, sliding the papers across the desk.
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Late r that day, I shared a me�  of  cor n cakes wit h 
a sett le r named Ryan. He to ld me he  once  dreamed of  
buil din’ the  fi ne st  farm in the  va ll ey, but afte  r years 
of  dis as te rs, drou gh t, and debt he  ga ve up. Now he  
ju st  plants enou �  to  scrape  throu �  the  winte r.

His  eyes were holl  ow, and his  voice  ne ar go ne  
whe n he  said, “I ju st  don’t see  the  point anymor e. 
My dream’s dead, and I don’t reckon it ’s wor th 
tryin’ aga in.” 

I pit ied him, for  a farmer wit hou t ligh t in his  
eyes is  l�ke a plant wit hou t enou �  sun. He may 
survi ve a whil e, but he  won’t grow nor  thrive nor  
be ar fr uit  to  share.

By sundown, I was  wor n cl ean ou t. I le ane d on 
my spade and wipe d the  sweat fr om my brow, prou d 
to  see  some progre� . Acro�  the  meadow, the  west ern 
sky burne d red and go ld, and in that ligh t, I saw it  
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As he picked up the pen, Thomas’s stomach twisted, but he 
signed anyway.

That night, when the kids were in bed, Thomas pulled 
Johnny’s journal from the wooden box. He opened to the next 
page. The ink was faded and the page smudged, but the words 
shone like sunlight breaking through a storm.

For when a man finds his “why,” he finds his way.

Thomas stared at the words, reading them again and 
again. He could almost hear Johnny’s voice whispering 
through the centuries: “Without your ‘why,’ you’ll never 
break through the soil.” 

Thomas turned to a new page in his own notebook and wrote 
across the top in thick, block letters with a list underneath:

MY WHY

•	 Sarah: The love of my life who has always believed 
in me.

•	 My kids: They depend on me and love me no  
matter what.

•	 Financial freedom and no stress from bills  
and debt.

•	 A legacy strong enough that my posterity will never 
feel this fear.
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cl ear: It ain’t enou �  to  plant see d in go �  soil . It’s 
go t to  be  drawn upward by somethin’ greate r. Th e 
sun it self  cal ls the  see d to  ris e st raigh t and st rong, 
and it ’s the  same wit h a man’s purpose.

Th e sun pull s the  see d upward, ju st  l�ke purpose 
pull s the  sou l. Wit hou t you r “why,” you ’ll  ne ver 
break throu �  the  soil .

As I writ e, I as k myself  what my “why” is . Am 
I wanderin’ ju st  to  wander, or  buil din’ somethin’ 
meant to  las t? I reckon it ’s both. To fe ed myself  
fi nancial ly, yes, but al so to  plant enou �  so othe rs 
migh t be  fe d long afte  r I’m go ne .

My “why” is  see in’ the se or ch ards  grow st rong, 
to  le ave be hind fr uit , shade, and hope  for  famil ies 
I may ne ver mee t. If I lab or  wis e and st eady, the se 
tree s wil l prov ide for  many as  a harvest  that kee ps 
gi vi n’ long afte  r I’m returne d to  the  earth.
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The list looked simple on paper, but when he read it 
aloud to Sarah that evening, his voice cracked. This was his 
sun. This was his light. This was his “why.”

Sarah left the room for a few minutes and then joined him 
at the table, carrying a small stack of  old magazines and glue. 
“If  we’re going to dream, let’s dream big” she said. “Let’s do 
it right. Let’s build a vision board together!”

They cut out pictures. Family vacations, a large beautiful 
home with a yard, a college fund for the kids, and a family pool. 
Sarah found a picture online of  an apple tree loaded with bright 
red apples and placed it in the center of  the board.

The vision board was soon covered with dreams and 
images. Now their future looked like something more than 
overdue bills and secondhand stress. They had a goal, a vision, 
and renewed purpose.

Thomas couldn’t stop staring at it. He saw Sarah’s eyes 
light up with hope as she placed their vision board on the 
fridge with magnets.

When he closed his eyes that night, he dreamt not of  bills 
and overdue notices but of  Uncle Johnny with his apple trees. 
He saw sunlight pouring across rows of  thriving trees, and he 
could see his children running through them, laughing.

The next morning, Thomas rose before dawn. He walked 
to the same window, but this time he saw more than the empty 
street. He saw possibility. He saw a sun breaking over the hori-
zon. He no longer felt pushed down but pulled forward.
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So I’ll  kee p plantin’, ev en whe n I’m mocked or  
bone  tired. Fo r whe n a man fi nds  his  “why,” he  
fi nds  his  fi re.

And whe n his  “why” serves both himself  and 
othe rs, his  wor k be comes the  kind of  weal th that 
ne ver runs dry. So I set the se wor ds  down to nigh t 
to  remind myself : 

For when a man fi nds his “why,”

 he fi nds his way.
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Within the next thought, though, his doubts started building 
again. Right then and there, Thomas decided that every time 
the bills threatened to crush him, he would lift his eyes to their 
new vision board and remind himself: “This is my ‘why.’” And 
with that as his guide, Thomas soon felt the warmth of  the sun 
on his face and increased courage in his heart.

    

Have you discovered your “why” yet? Watch the video titled “Your Purpose, 
Passion, and Bucket List.” Unlock the motivation that fuels lasting wealth 
and purpose. Uncover your deeper “why” and move forward with unstop-
pable direction, passion, and lasting success. Access all bonuses for free at 
TheSecretJournal.org.
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3
Wate r

Daily Drops of  Growth
Even the mightiest river begins as a single drop.

Thomas’s	 phone	 buzzed	with	 a	 voicemail	 from	Callahan,	
the	man’s	voice	smooth	and	mocking	under	the	guise	of 	a	

“friendly	reminder”	about	the	upcoming	payment:	“Don’t	for-
get	the	terms	you	agreed	to,	Thomas.	I	sure	hope	extending	you	
this	loan	wasn’t	a	bad	idea.	It’s	a	lot	of 	pressure	for	someone	like	
you.	But	a	deal’s	a	deal.”

Thomas deleted it with a curse, his blood boiling. This was 
no friendly nudge but a deliberate twist of  the knife from his 
lifelong nemesis.
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That evening, Thomas confessed to Sarah about the phone 
call and his fear of  making the upcoming payment. Her face 
paled, but she took a deep breath, wrapped her arms around 
him, and whispered, “I’m not happy about this, Thomas, but 
I believe in you. We’ll get through it together.” Her support 
helped steady him against the tempest of  Callahan’s threats and 
his own doubts.

Thomas sat at the kitchen table late that night, still not feel-
ing like himself. It had been his first full day back at work since 
the heart attack, and every muscle in his body ached. The house 
was dark and silent except for the hum of  the fridge and the soft 
glow of  the lamp. 

Sarah and the kids were already asleep. His hands were 
stiff and sore from a long day of  contracting, but the bills 
spread before him demanded more attention than his weary 
body could give.

Looking for some guidance, he flipped open Johnny’s jour-
nal. The scent of  musty paper drifted up, and he found himself  
whispering the words as he read. 

Ya stop learnin’ and applyin’, ya start dyin’.

Thomas leaned back in his chair. He couldn’t remember 
the last time he’d learned something new for himself. He had 
worked hard, day after day, year after year, but hadn’t learned or 
progressed. Work kept him busy, but it hadn’t helped him grow.
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Autumn of  1800 

Th e river’s be en my st eady fr iend the se pas t 
wee ks . Its song kee ps me company, thou �  it  can’t 
quit e ch as e off   the  ach e of  be in’ al one . Th e roa d is  
long, the  nigh ts are ge tt in’ col d, and my hands  are 
cracked fr om digg in’ in st ubb or n grou nd. 

Some days I wonder if  the se see ds  wil l ev er take 
hol d or  if  I’m ju st  wanderin’ farthe r fr om home 
ch as in’ somethin’ that ain’t meant to  be . I mis s 
the  comfor t of  a warm he arth, a full  plate , and a 
fr iendly voice .

Tod ay, ju st  as  dou bt was  sett lin’ he avy on my 
he art, I met a farmer named El�. He was  mendin’ 
a fe nce  al ong the  river, his  boo ts sunk dee p in the  
mud. His  fi elds  st retch ed ne at and gree n whil e the  
ne igh bor ing fi elds  arou nd him lay dry, cracked, 
and ab andone d. I hail ed him and as ked how he  kept 
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The thought cut deep. He’d been pouring all his energy 
into survival, but never into growth. His soil might finally be 
changing. But what good was rich soil if  the seed inside it had 
no water?

If  he wanted to grow, he needed to keep learning—and 
not just once in a while. He needed to water himself  every day. 
Just as Johnny had left behind his journal of  lessons learned, 
Thomas decided to start tracking his own growth as well. That 
night, he pulled a notebook from the drawer and wrote across 
the top:

Read from great books for thirty minutes every day 
and listen to success and money classes online.

The next morning before work, Thomas made a quiet but 
defiant choice. Instead of  scrolling through the news with his 
breakfast, he reached for a book on the shelf  he had been gifted 
years before. It was titled, Think and Grow Rich. He had meant to 
read it but never made the time. He brushed off a layer of  dust, 
opened it, and began to read.

One line stopped him cold: “Knowledge is only potential 
power. It becomes power only when, and if, it is organized into 
definite plans of  action.”

Thomas sat back, the weight of  the words settling in. He’d 
spent years worrying about change, thinking about change, 
talking about change—but rarely doing anything that actually 
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his  crops al ive whe n othe rs were fail in’. He smil ed, 
wipe d the  sweat fr om his  brow, and pointe d to  a 
narr ow dit ch  that wou nd fr om the  river.

“It’s the  st eady wate rin’ that makes the  dif -
fe rence ,” he  said. “Every fe w days, I ope n the  ga te s 
and le t ju st  enou �  fl ow to  the  end of  the  row. Not 
to o much , not to o litt  le . Th e soil  rewards  the  hand 
that te nds  it .”

I ch uckle d and to ld him I’d see n ple nty of  ol d 
farms wit h the  same river at the ir backs , yet the y 
st ayed dry as  bone . El� nod ded slow and thou gh t 
for  a minute .

“Th at’s the  trou bl e,” he  said. “Many fol ks  
came throu �  he re ov er the  years. Th ey plante d 
a litt  le , wait ed on luck, the n le ft  whe n the  har-
vest  fail ed. Th ey bl amed the  soil , bl amed the  sky, 
bl amed the  river for  not runn in’ the ir way. But the  
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caused change. He suddenly understood what Johnny had been 
saying in his own way. Learning was good. Learning was nec-
essary. But learning without action was like planting a seed and 
never watering it.

He grabbed his notebook and wrote,

What action can I take right now?

It didn’t need to be big. It just needed to be something.

He thought for a moment then remembered he had old 
tools collecting dust in the garage.

Tools he never used.

Tools someone else might pay good money for. 

So that evening, he went out to the garage and found an old 
drill he hadn’t touched in years. He wiped it down, took a pic-
ture, and listed it online.

His first real drop of  water on a long-neglected seed.

Sarah peeked into the kitchen that night and found him 
reading over the journal again. She smiled, walked over, and 
kissed his cheek. “I haven’t seen you this optimistic in years,” 
she whispered.

Thomas smiled back. He no longer felt like he was dying of  
thirst. The sense of  hope he’d felt the first night he’d read the 
journal was beginning to grow.
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land weren’t the  prob le m.” He hoo ked his  thum� 
to ward his  ne at gree n fi elds .

“I st ayed. I st udied this  grou nd. Learne d it s 
ways. Learne d ne w tricks  to  guide the  river and 
gi ve each  row what it  ne eded. Th at’s why this  farm 
grows whe n othe rs don’t.” He tapp ed his  te mple  
wit h a mudd y fi nge r.

“Every see d ne eds  wate r, and a man’s the  same. 
If he  don’t kee p le arnin’ and improv in’ himself , 
he  dries up on the  inside. Ya st op le arnin’ and 
app lyin’, ya st art dyin’.”

I st ayed awhil e and watch ed him wor k. Slow, 
st eady, sure. No was te d motion, no gue ss in’. He 
st udied his  land, le arne d it s moo ds , and cared for  
it  day afte  r day. Th e rhythm of  his  lab or  st eadied 
my spirit  and ga ve me hope . As I wal ked away, 
his  mess age  ech oed in my mind:
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    
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Ya stop learnin’ and applyin’, 

ya start dyin’.

Th at truth st ruck my he art. I’ve scatt ered 
see ds  acro�  many mil es, yet to o of te n I’ve mov ed 
on to o soo n, trust in’ ch ance  to  do the  rest . El�’s 
care showed me that knowle dge , l�ke wate r, must  
fl ow to  the  fi eld ev ery day.

So I wr�te this to remind myself: a man must 
never stop learnin’, nor cease from daily work. 
A seed left to chance will w�ther, but a seed 
watered and tended w�th patience and wisdom 
will surely grow.
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4
Roo ts

Deep Roots Withstand the 
Strongest Storms

Small daily actions build strength to handle the storms ahead.

Every time Thomas started to feel a spark of  progress, like 
landing a new client or balancing the books for a day, 

Callahan’s	shadow	loomed:	a	snide	text,	a	drive-by	in	his	fl	ashy	
car, or another voicemail dripping with mockery.

Desperate,	 Thomas	 swallowed	 his	 pride	 and	 headed	 to	
Callahan’s	offi		ce,	hoping	to	renegotiate	the	terms	and	buy	more	
time before the late payments crushed him.
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The door chimed like a warning as he entered, and Callahan 
looked up from his desk with a smug expression.

“Still scraping by, huh? Just like in high school—always 
behind, always failing,” Callahan shook his head with feigned 
pity. “Your business is a joke, and your family will suffer for your 
poor choices.”

As usual, Thomas ignored his comments and asked for 
leniency, but Callahan refused outright.

Thomas left the office in despair, the weight of  the rejec-
tion like a harsh storm that stripped him bare of  all his leaves. 
He wondered if  these challenges were temporary or prepar-
ing to leave him broke and broken.

Thomas sat at the kitchen table again the next night with 
uncle Johnny’s journal open in front of  him. The vision board 
still clung to the fridge, its pictures bright against the kitchen 
light. It gave him hope, but hope alone didn’t pay bills.

He tapped his pencil on a page of  his notebook. He’d writ-
ten down his “why,” but a nagging thought wouldn’t leave him: 
What good is vision if  I never follow through?

The truth was, Thomas had always been a starter. He could 
begin a project with enthusiasm: fixing up the garage, starting a 
diet, even trying new side hustles. But when the days grew hard 
and the results didn’t come fast enough, he fizzled out.

Every time.

His life was full of  half-finished plans, abandoned ideas, and 
planted trees with no roots.



Johnny’s Journal

62

Winte r of  1801

Th e wil d cou ntry’s go t a way of  te st in’ a man. 
Th e snow lies dee p, and ev ery st ep fe els he avi er 
than the  las t. My coa t’s thin, my fe et ach e and 
burn fr om the  col d, and the  wind cuts st raigh t to  
the  bone . 

At times, I’ve wondered if  I’ve lost  my senses, 
wanderin’ throu �  this  wil derne �  to  care for  tree s 
that migh t ne ver see  me aga in. But the  thou gh t 
of  turnin’ back and he arin’, “I to ld ya so,” has  
cross ed my mind mor e than once .

Yest erday as  I trudge d the  riverbank search in’ 
for  spots to  plant come spring, the  wind turne d 
fi erce  and drov e ne edle s of  snow into  my face . I 
st opp ed under an ol d oa k, tal l and scarr ed, it s 
lim�s sagg in’ under the  weigh t of  the  snow. Th e 
wind howle d, and the  tree  loo ked l�ke it  was  ready 
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Johnny’s journal was still open on the table. He turned to the 
next page and noticed the ink was thicker here, as if  Johnny had 
pressed hard into the page:

When roots run deep, strong storms pass easy.

Thomas ran his hand over the words. Roots. Habits. He 
thought about his own life. How many times had his trees col-
lapsed because he had shallow roots? How many storms had 
knocked him flat on his face because he relied on bursts of  moti-
vation instead of  deep, steady habits?

No wonder every gust of  trouble shook him off course.

That night, Thomas opened his notebook and wrote, 

ROOTS

Beneath it, he wrote down the habits he’d started to grow:

•	 Every morning, write down three things I’m  
grateful for.

•	 Read from great books for thirty minutes each 
day. Record and apply what I learn.

•	 Pray sincerely daily.

•	 Track every dollar earned and spent.
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to  break, but it  didn’t. It be nt, it  groa ne d, but it  
he ld fas t.

Rig�t then, I saw the truth of �t. That tree 
wasn’t standin’ strong because of what showed 
above the ground but because of what lay beneath 
�t. Its roots had been growin’ deep for years, 
di�gin’ in slow and sure, ready for this very 
storm. That’s the kind of stren�th that lasts, the 
kind that don’t qu�t when the wind starts howlin’.

I fe lt a warmth ris e in me, not fr om the  fi re but 
fr om remembrance . I thou gh t of  my own roo ts, the  
one s plante d in me since  I was  smal l. Fait h was  
the  fi rst  of  ’em. Mama used to  say, “A man who 
wal ks  wit h the  Lor d don’t wal k al one .” And the  
Goo d Boo k says, “Th erefor e whosoev er he areth 
the se sayings  of  mine , and doeth the m, I wil l l�ken 
him unto  a wis e man, which  buil t his  hou se upon a 
rock: And the  rain desce nded, and the  fl oo ds  came, 
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Sarah walked into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes. “You’re up 
late again,” she said softly. She glanced at the notebook. “Roots, 
huh? What’s that supposed to mean?”

Thomas leaned back in his chair. “I’ve been thinkin’… I’m a 
great starter, Sarah. I get excited, I jump in, I promise myself  I’ll 
change. But I don’t finish. I never stick with things long enough.”

She slipped into the chair beside him, listening.

“Johnny wrote about it,” Thomas continued, tapping the 
journal. “He said his roots were his habits. Just like a house needs 
a strong foundation, and a tree needs its roots to survive a storm, 
a man needs habits to hold him up when the hard times come.”

Sarah nodded slowly.

“And he talked about faith too,” Thomas added. “Said that 
was the first root he ever had. He believed God wouldn’t leave 
him walking alone. I think… maybe I need some of  that. Better 
habits. A little more faith.”

Sarah squeezed his hand, her eyes softening. “Then let’s 
build those roots together,” she said quietly. “I like the idea of  
faith. It’s been a while since we prayed together.” She offered a 
small smile. “Maybe we could start right now.”

Thomas nodded, and they both bowed their heads. Their 
prayer was simple. They thanked God that Thomas was still 
alive, thanked Him for their family, and asked for a little guid-
ance as they tried to build better habits and stand a little stronger 
each day.
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and the  winds  bl ew, and be at upon that hou se; and 
it  fe ll  not: for  it  was  fou nded upon a rock” (Ma� . 
7:24–25).

I reckon same as  a hou se ne eds  a fi rm fou nda-
tion and a tree  ne eds  it s roo ts, a man ne eds  his  hab it s 
to  st and st eady whe n the  winds  and fl oo ds  come.

I remembe red the  othe r hab it s my parents taugh t 
me to o. Wor k hard at whate ver you r hands  fi nd to  
do. Study you r Bibl e each  mor nin’. Off er a prayer 
of  gratit ude be for e the  day st arts roll  in’. Learn 
somethin’ ne w be for e the  sun go es down. And writ e 
it  al l down in a jo urn�  so you  can ponder you r 
st eps and grow wis er wit h each  page .

Th ose quiet, st eady hab it s are the  roo ts I st and 
on, and the y’re what kee p me uprigh t whe n the  
st or ms bl ow hard.
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When they finished, Thomas felt a small but steady peace 
settle into the room, like the first light of  dawn breaking 
through a long night.

The next morning, he tried his plan. Before leaving for work, 
he opened his notebook and wrote,

•	 What I’m Grateful For: Sarah’s love and support, 
wonderful, loving children, renewed hope in the 
future we’ll build. 

•	 What I’ve Learned: I finished chapter two of 
Think and Grow Rich and discovered faith is 
the bridge between the mental world of thought 
and the physical world of results.

•	 Yesterday’s Money Tracked: Spent $42 for gro-
ceries. Earned $250.

It almost felt silly. But when he closed the notebook, a 
strange thing happened: He felt sturdy. Not fixed, not healed, 
not wealthy. Just sturdy. Like the first shoots of  a root digging 
deeper into soil.

That afternoon at work, a storm rolled in. Wind and rain 
hammered the half-finished roof  he was replacing. His first 
thought was panic. This would mean another setback, another 
lost day of  wasted wages. But instead of  giving up, he stayed, 
worked carefully, and finished the job. When he got into his truck 
that night—cold and wet, but proud—he realized something:
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Here’s the  le ss on I le arne d fr om that st or m and 
the  ol d tree :

When roots run deep, strong 

storms pass easy.

By mor nin’ the  wind had cal med, thou �  the  
wor ld was  st il l whit e and col d. I packed up, grate ful 
for  the  le ss on that came in the  st or m. A man can’t 
ch oo se the  weathe r, but he  can ch oo se how dee p his  
roo ts go .

So I’ll  kee p wal kin’, kee p plantin’, kee p le arnin’ 
one  day and one  drop at a time, ’til  the  sun comes 
back and the  earth wakes warm aga in.
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The storm had tested him, but he hadn’t fallen.

Thomas smiled as he scribbled into his notebook that night.

My habits are starting to work. Even when it’s hard, I keep showing up.

He closed his book, whispered a prayer of  thanks, and 
went to bed early. Tomorrow would be another day to grow 
his roots.

    

Imagine a life of  true abundance—start by growing strong financial roots 
and resilient habits. Dive into our video course “7 Steps and Habits for a 
Successful and Wealthy Life.” Cultivate deep roots and unlock unbreakable 
resilience and lasting success. Build the foundation for lasting wealth for free 
at TheSecretJournal.org.





71

5
Trunk

The Mightiest Trees Rise Tall Through 
Steadfast Toil

Persistence is the bridge between dreams and reality.

Thomas’s	arms	ached	as	he	hauled	the	last	bundle	of 	supplies	
and tools onto the sloping roof. His knees throbbed, sweat 

stung his eyes, and he could feel the muscles in his legs straining 
against every step. By the time he dropped the last load on the 
rooftop, he was gasping for air.

He hated this part of  his day. The grind. The sweat. The 
endless cycle of  work that never seemed to get him ahead.
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As Thomas wrapped up the roofing job and climbed into his 
truck, he spotted Callahan’s flashy car parked across the street. 
He could see the man watching him with a predatory sneer.

Then Callahan pulled out behind Thomas’s truck to fol-
low him home.

Panic surged.

Thomas didn’t want to scare his kids or Sarah with a con-
frontation on their doorstep. So he veered to the side of  the 
road, tires sliding on gravel, and stepped out to face his nemesis.

Callahan pulled over behind him and sauntered over, mean 
as ever, demanding all the late payments and threatening fore-
closure on Thomas’s house. “It’s the same old story: second 
string, second best, and always scraping by.”

Thomas’s blood boiled, but he stood tall, clenching his fists 
as he shot back, “You’ll get your money, Callahan, every cent. 
I’m not the failure you think I am.” 

Driving home afterward, with tears blurring his vision, 
despair washed over Thomas. He questioned if  the seeds he 
was planting would ever bear the fruit he so desperately needed. 
What’s the point? he thought. No matter how hard I work, it’s never 
enough. How can I get ahead?

That night, exhausted, he opened Johnny’s journal. The 
words on the next page stopped him cold.
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Spring of  1814

Th e thaw has  come at las t, and wit h it  the  rocky 
soil , the  untamed wil derne � , and ple nty of  wor k. 
My hands  are raw, my back’s sor e, and my fe et are 
st il l hal f fr oze, yet the re’s a st range  jo y in the  lab or . 
Afte  r so many months of  col d and st il lne � , the  land 
fe els al ive aga in, and so do I.

Th is  mor nin’ I he lpe d a sett le r named Abram 
cut timbe r for  his  ne w home al ong the  Muskingum 
River. We swung ou r axes side by side, the  thud 
of  each  st roke ringi n’ throu �  the  woo ds . Th e air 
smell ed swee t wit h sap and woo d ch ips.

Wh en we st opp ed to  catch  ou r breath, Abram 
le ane d on his  axe and said, “I used to  think ownin’ 
land was  the  only dream. But it ’s al so this  wor k that 
makes the  dream re� . Every swing, ev ery cut—it  
al l add s up.”
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A strong trunk don’t rush its rings. It earns ’em, 
one year at a time. Persistence is the bridge between 
dreams and reality.

Thomas read the line again. “A strong trunk don’t rush its 
rings.” It stuck with him. He thought of  his own body: worn, 
weathered, and scarred, but still holding the weight of  his fam-
ily’s hopes. 

Maybe the daily grind wasn’t punishment after all.

Maybe it was the work of  time, slow and steady, laying down 
the rings that made a man strong.

The next morning, he went to work with a quieter mind 
and increased motivation. Every nail driven, every board lifted, 
every sore muscle—each had a reason.Strength, he realized, 
didn’t come overnight. It came in layers.

For years, he had resented the grind. But now, he was start-
ing to see it differently. The sweat, the callouses, and the ach-
ing muscles were all building rings that would strengthen his 
orchard for years to come.

Callahan might have money, but Thomas had something 
deeper: grit.

Each year adds another ring, he considered. Each ring makes me 
wiser and stronger.

Sarah noticed the change. He still came home tired, but it 
was a different kind of  tired. Instead, he felt proud, hopeful, 
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His  wor ds  st uck wit h me. I loo ked at the  tree  
we’d ju st  brou gh t down, it s trunk wide and sol id, 
buil t ring by ring throu �  years of  quiet patience . 
It had face d st or ms, insects, drou gh ts, and winte rs 
wit hou t complaint, yet it  kept growin’ st ronge r al l 
the  whil e. Th en it  hit  me plain as  day: How tal l 
wil l a tree  grow? As tal l as  it  can. How tal l shal l I 
grow? As tal l as  I can.

And so to nigh t, I set the se wor ds  down:

A strong trunk don’t rush its rings. It 

earns ’em, one year at a time. Persistence 

is the bridge between dreams and reality.

As I travel, I see  that same truth in the  fol ks  I 
mee t. A carpe nte r’s widow in Mariett a, Mrs. Wh itl  ow, 
showed me the  be ams she  and he r sons rais ed for  the  
ne w to wn mee tin’ hal l. Her pal ms were bl is te red, but 
he r smil e was  brigh t. She  to ld me, “Th is  hal l wil l 
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rooted. Suddenly, the labor didn’t feel like punishment. It felt 
full of  purpose.

    

Don’t let your efforts get scattered—make every step count toward unstoppa-
ble success! Watch our video “How Persistence Adds Another Layer to Your 
Unstoppable Success.” Turn persistence into prosperity and join us free at 
TheSecretJournal.org.
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ou tl as t me, be cause we kept at it  day afte  r day, wee k 
afte  r wee k.”

Her wor ds  reminded me that the  jo y ain’t ju st  in 
the  harvest  but in the  growin’, the  swing of  the  axe, 
the  digg in’ of  the  furr ow, the  plantin’ of  each  see d. 
Th ese ain’t punis hments but privi le ge s.

Dreams don’t come to  those wait in’ for  eas y 
days. Th ey come to  the m who kee p swingi n’ whe n 
the ir shou lders ach e and the ir hands  bl is te r.

So I’ll  kee p wal kin’, kee p wor kin’, kee p plantin’, 
kee p growin’—ring by ring. Fo r it ’s pe rsis te nce , l�ke 
the  trunk of  a tree , that makes a man st and tal l whe n 
the  st or ms come back arou nd.
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6
Weeds

Don’t Let the Weeds & Thorns  
Choke Your Hope

One small act of  faith can clear the field.

Two weeks later, everything seemed to fall apart at once. 
The day started with Thomas’s truck engine refusing to 

turn over. A grinding cough, a puff of  smoke, and then noth-
ing. The shop quoted nearly three thousand dollars to replace 
the part that failed. He didn’t have three thousand dollars. He 
didn’t even have one. He walked five miles home in the cold 
rain, soaked to the bone.
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By the time he reached his front door, another client had 
texted saying they weren’t going to pay for a half-finished proj-
ect. “Delays are unacceptable,” the message read. “We’re hiring 
someone else.” 

The late payments to Callahan loomed large, and the final 
balloon payment barreled closer like an unstoppable force. The 
loan had been bloated by increased interest rates, and penalties 
clawed deeper into his earnings with each missed deadline. 

The next day as Thomas directed his crew on a roof  repair, 
Callahan pulled up unannounced, striding onto the site.

“Well, well. He acts like he’s working hard, but I still don’t 
have my money,” Callahan boomed loud enough for everyone 
to hear. “Your time’s up, Thomas.”

Thomas’s face burned with embarrassment. His employees 
exchanged uneasy glances as Callahan’s barbs painted their boss 
as a sinking ship.

“Never come to my work again,” Thomas snapped, his voice 
steady despite the rage boiling inside. 

Despite Thomas’s efforts to maintain control, the conver-
sation quickly deteriorated even further, and accusations of  
exploitation and incompetence flew between the men until 
Callahan stormed off with a final threat, leaving Thomas fum-
ing and humiliated.

Afterward, the crew’s concern was palpable. Whispers about 
the business’s shaky ground rippled through the team, making 
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Autumn of  1817

As I writ e the se wor ds , my hands  shake some, not 
fr om the  col d but fr om al l that’s pas sed. Just  days 
ago , I sat in a jail  ce ll  wit h iron on my wris ts and no 
notion how I’d ev er wal k fr ee  aga in. Tonigh t, I am 
she lte red by kindne �  I do not fe el I earne d.

I writ e this  down so I don’t for ge t what I’ve 
le arne d. Wh en the  roa d grows long and the  loa d fe els 
he avy, it  is  of te n the  kindne �  of  othe rs that carr ies a 
man farthe r than his  own st ren�th ev er cou ld.

Not long pas t, I was  wal kin’ to ward one  of  my 
fi rst  app le  nurseries, le aves crunch in’ go ld and red 
be ne ath my bare fe et. Years earlier, I’d st ruck a sim-
ple  barga in wit h a farmer named Elias  Grant. Elias  
had go �  land by the  river, rich  soil  that he ld wate r 
ju st  righ t. I to ld him I’d plant app le  see ds  the re and 
te nd the  you ng tree s as  the y to ok roo t. All  he  had to  
do was  le t me use the  land and kee p watch  whe n I was  
go ne . I promis ed I’d come back, seas on afte  r seas on, 
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Thomas fear he’d lose not just his home but his workers too. Yet, 
he resolved to prove Callahan wrong.

When he got home, Thomas slammed the door so hard the 
windows rattled. Mud dripped from his boots onto the floor. He 
stomped toward the kitchen table where Johnny’s leather jour-
nal lay waiting, almost mocking him. He flipped it open, angry, 
and reread a passage that had inspired him in the past:

“When roots run deep, strong storms pass easy.”

He scoffed. “Roots? All I’ve got is weeds.”

Thomas thought he was doing everything he could, but 
bills and new problems kept coming. The pressure kept rising. 
Thomas felt like the storms would never pass.

Fear whispered that he was failing the people he loved most. 
He rubbed his temples. “I’m supposed to provide, and I can’t 
even keep a roof  over their heads.”

His chest tightened—not the heart-attack pain, but some-
thing worse. Shame. Regret. The memory of  shaking Callahan’s 
hand. Signing away their peace for a loan he thought would 
be temporary.

Temporary had turned into a noose.

He glared at the journal.

“You’re supposed to help me, Uncle Johnny. Where is my 
orchard? Where is my harvest?”
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to  care for  the  tree s, mend the  fe nce , and see  the y grew 
st raigh t and st rong.

So I plante d fi ft y app le  tree s fr om see d. I fe nce d 
the m fr om dee r and rab �it s, and whe n the  wor k was  
done , we shoo k hands  on it . Hal f the  you ng tree s 
wou ld be  his  for  guardin’ the m. Hal f of  the  harvest  
wou ld be  mine  to  sell  to  sett le rs mov in’ west . A man’s 
wor d was  law ou t he re, and I meant to  kee p mine .

But  the  year be for e las t, the  pull  of  ne w land car-
ried me sou th, to ward Kentucky, whe re the  Shawne e 
lived and the  soil  be gg ed for  see ds . My fr iends hip 
wit h the  Shawne e caused me to  st ay longe r than I 
plann ed. I mis sed my return to  Elias , fi gurin’ the  
tree s and fe nce  were st rong enou �  to  weathe r anothe r 
seas on wit hou t me. Th at was  my mis take.

Wh en I came back at las t, winte r was  press in’ 
cl ose, and my sack was  ligh t. I carr ied only a fe w 
coins fr om sell in’ see ds  al ong the  way. I hope d to  
make amends . I meant to  mend the  fe nce , pull  the  
wee ds , and off  er him mor e tree s for  the  trou bl e.
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Thomas’s anger overflowed. He hurled the journal across 
the room. It hit the fireplace and crumpled to the floor.

Loud silence settled. Rain tapped the windows. A child 
stirred somewhere down the hall.

Thomas pressed his palms over his eyes. He had never felt so 
small, so powerless, so utterly alone.

He dropped to his knees beside the fallen journal.

“God,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I don’t know what 
else to do. I’m trying. I’m learning. I’m working. But I can’t carry 
all of  this alone. Please… show me the next step.”

The words fell from his lips as heavy as stones dropping 
into deep water. He stayed there on the floor, shoulders shaking, 
tears slipping down his face in quiet, uneven breaths. He didn’t 
feel rescued. He didn’t feel answers rushing in. But he felt some-
thing, small, faint, but real. A soft warmth in his chest, like a 
hand on his back reminding him he wasn’t entirely alone.

He wiped his eyes with the back of  his hand and let out a 
trembling sigh. Still discouraged, still tired, he reached for the 
journal, ashamed of  how he had thrown it. As he lifted it, he 
noticed a tear in the spine… and something gold gleaming inside.

A coin?

His breath caught. He slid it free.

A five-dollar gold half  eagle, dirty and scuffed from time. 
On one side, a worn eagle. On the other, Lady Liberty. The date 
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But whe n Elias  saw me, his  face  burne d red. 
He came at me wit h a shov el in his  hands , shou tin’ 
be for e I cou ld ge t a wor d in. 

“You  promis ed you ’d come back, Ch apman!” he  
yell ed. “You  said you ’d te nd the se tree s.”

I rais ed my pal ms, but the  wor ds  kept pou rin’ 
ou t of  him l�ke fl oo dwate r.

“Th e roo ts ran wil d, bust in’ throu �  the  rows. 
Wee ds  to ok ov er the  grov e. I had to  pull  saplings  
whe re the y didn’t be long. Had to  fe nce  and mend 
what you  le ft  be hind.”

Fo lk s fr om ne arby wandered ov er, drawn by 
the  nois e. 

“I put my boys to  wor k,” Elias  said, voice  crackin’ 
now. “Pull ed ’em fr om the  fi elds , fr om the ir sch oo lin’, 
ju st  to  kee p the m tree s fr om takin’ the  whol e patch . 
Th at was n’t the  barga in. I expe ct wage s returne d for  
my boys’ wor k,” Elias  said, jab �in’ the  hoe into  the  
dirt. “Hou r for  hou r. Th ey lab or ed in you r st ead.”
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stamped along the rim read 1804. Tucked behind it was a folded 
slip of  brittle paper. It read,

“A friend shared this with me when I needed it most. 
I pray it blesses you the same, and someday you’ll pass 
along the favor to a needful stranger.”

– J. Chapman

A tear slipped down Thomas’s cheek.

Sarah appeared in the doorway. “Thomas? I heard some-
thing. Are you okay?”

He lifted the coin. “This was inside the spine.”

She crossed the room and took it gently from his hand, 
turning it in the lamplight. “Is this real? It’s… beautiful.” Her 
voice dropped to a whisper. “How much is something like this 
even worth?”

Thomas shook his head. “I don’t know. Let’s look it up.”

They moved to the kitchen table, huddled over Sarah’s 
phone. She typed in the coin’s description and date.

Listings popped up. Some especially worn coins were sell-
ing for three thousand dollars. Better ones fetched ten or twelve 
thousand. Even the rough ones, dirty and scuffed like his, were 
going for more money than they’d seen in months.
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I swal lowed hard and st epp ed for ward. “Elias … 
I’m sor ry. I truly am. I don’t have the  mone y ju st  
now, but—” I tried to  spe ak, to  explain the  st or ms, 
the  roa ds , the  mil es be twee n, but my wor ds  ne ver 
fou nd the  air.

Befor e I cou ld fi nis h, one  of  Elias ’s sons broke 
away and ran for  the  she riff  . Wh en the  she riff   
arr ived, I admitt  ed I had not the  coin to  sett le  the  
debt. Not the n. As he  pull ed me away, I turne d 
back to  Elias  and rais ed my voice .

“I swear it ,” I said. “As soo n as  I’m ab le , I’ll  
pay what I owe. My wor d is  go � .”

But no one  lis te ne d.

Th e She riff   to ok me to  the  jail  at Wh ee ling, a 
hard place  of  logs  and iron whe re hope  don’t linge r 
long. I was  thrown into  a ce ll  no �igg er than a st al l, 
shared wit h men who’d lost  the ir way. Th e fl oo r was  
mud and st raw, fou l wit h vermin. Th e air was  thick 
wit h despair. Fo �  came scarce  and st al e. Th e nigh ts 
were long, and the  col d sett le d into  a man’s bone s.
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Sarah covered her mouth. “Thomas… this could change 
everything.”

Thomas exhaled slowly, hardly daring to believe it. “We 
don’t know for sure yet. Prices are all over the place.”

She nodded. “Then tomorrow, we’ll take it in. A few pawn 
shops. A coin dealer or two. We’ll see what they say.”

The next morning, Thomas stopped by several pawn shops 
and antique stores. They all offered almost nothing for the coin. 

Eventually, he walked into an antique coin dealer’s shop in 
town. Mr. Brewster, a weathered man with glasses as thick as 
bottle bottoms, examined the coin.

“Five-dollar half  eagle,” he said. “Early mint. But look at 
this wear. Edges are rough, scratches across the field. Most col-
lectors won’t pay top dollar.” He rubbed his chin with his fingers.

He looked up. “I’ll give you four thousand cash. Take it or 
leave it.”

Thomas swallowed. “That’s too low. This coin’s far older 
than your shop and tougher than both of  us. It’s worth more 
than that.”

Brewster smirked. “Six thousand. Final.”

Thomas steadied himself. “Seven.”

“Not a chance.”

“Sixty-five hundred, then. Meet me halfway. You know it’s fair.”

Brewster grumbled under his breath, viewing the coin again.
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Fo r fi ve days I sat the re, wonderin’ if  this  was  the  
end of  my wal k. I fe ared my see ds  wou ld be  for go tt en, 
my purpose ch oked ou t by wee ds  I’d le ft  unte nded. 
But on the  sixth mor n, the  doo r creaked ope n.

“Yer fr ee , Ch apman,” the  jail er said. “Bail ’s 
be en paid.”

I st epp ed ou t into  the  dayligh t, squintin’, not 
righ tl y sure it  was  re� . A st range r st oo d wait in’ 
the re. Tal l fe ll ow. New woo l coa t, boo ts wor n thin by 
the  roa d. A merch ant, by the  loo k of  him. I as ked him 
why he ’d done  such  a thing for  a man he  didn’t know.

He st oo d quiet a moment, the n spoke, his  voice  
thick: “I he ard the re was  an App le see d locked up,” 
he  said. “Th ey to ld me you  wander the  rivers and 
roa ds , plantin’ tree s. Too k me a �it  to  reckon it , 
but… I be liev e I’ve cross ed you r path be for e.”

I st udied his  face , search in’ my memor y.

“Years back,” he  went on, “I was  down to  
nothin’. No coin. No wor k. I was  sitt  in’ by the  roa d 
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Finally, he nodded. “Six thousand five hundred. But that’s 
my last word.”

Thomas hesitated… then extended his hand.

He walked out of  the shop with sixty-five hundred dollars 
cash. It was enough to fix his truck, cover the mortgage, keep 
the lights on, feed the kids, and pay a portion of  his debt to 
Callahan to ease the pressure.

It wasn’t enough to escape the storm. But it was enough to 
plant hope again. It felt like a breath of  fresh, clean air after 
holding his breath under water for far too long.

Every Sunday afterward, he set aside a small envelope of  
money called “Johnny’s Tithe” to help someone else grow their 
orchard too.

As he thought back on the miracle that had happened, 
Thomas understood something:

He could plant.

He could water.

He could work.

He could learn.

He could build habits.

He could strengthen his roots.

But only God could make the orchard grow.

“It isn’t all on me,” Thomas concluded. “I’ll do my best—
and turn over the rest.” A miracle had found him in the weeds. 
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ou tside Mariett a, wonderin’ how I’d fe ed my you ng 
one s come nigh tfal l.” He swal lowed hard.

“You  came al ong wit h a sack ov er you r shou lder. 
Didn’t as k my name. Didn’t as k my trou bl es. You  
ju st  handed me some app le s and said, ‘Th ese’ll  ge t 
you  throu �  to day.’”

I’d see n so many men laid low al ong my travels, 
I cou ldn’t righ tl y place  his  face  among ’em.

“I don’t reckon yo� remember me,” he said 
softly. “But I remember yo�. Those apples fed my 
family that nig�t. Gave me enough stren�th to 
keep walkin’. Enough hope to try one more day.” 

Fo r a spe ll , ne it he r of  us spoke. Th at was  whe n 
it  came to  me how many see ds  a man plants wit hou t 
ev er see in’ who the y bl e� .

He pressed two �old coins into my hand, 
five-dollar pieces. Told me to pay what I owed 
and keep the rest for lean days. I told him I’d 
repay him.
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And from that night on, faith became one of  his deepest roots. 
Once again, Johnny’s wisdom proved correct:

Don’t let the weeds and thorns choke your hope—
rise above to see the miracles.

    

If  your financial journey feels challenging right now, you’re not alone—and 
hope is never lost! Turn trials into triumphs by watching our inspiring video 
“Seeing Miracles Beyond the Weeds,” which features real people who’ve 
transformed crises into opportunities through vision and resilience. Join us 
free at TheSecretJournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge: 
TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.
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He shoo k his  he ad. “No, Johnn y. Wh en the  time’s 
righ t, pas s it  on.”

He turne d the n and wal ked on, le avi n’ me st an-
din’ the re wit h mor e than go ld weigh in’ my pal m. 
I went st raigh t to  Elias  and paid him in full  wit h 
one  coin. Th e othe r I tucked away, a roo t set dee p 
aga inst  future st or ms.

As I wal ked on fr om that place , the  le ss on st ayed 
wit h me. Wee ds  wil l ch oke an or ch ard if  le ft  al one , 
but one  act of  mercy can cl ear the  fi eld and le t the  
ligh t back in.

I’ve carr ied that las t coin since , wait in’ for  the  
righ t moment, the  righ t sou l. One  day, I’ll  place  it  
whe re anothe r pe rson migh t fi nd it , same as  it  fou nd 
me. And whe n that day comes, I pray the y’ll  do 
the  same.

Don’t let the weeds and thorns choke your 
hope—rise above to see the miracles.
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7
See ds 

How Many Apples Are in a Seed?
The smallest seed carries infi nite potential.

That	evening,	Thomas’s	phone	chimed	with	an	unexpected	
notifi	cation.	The	old	drill	he	had	cleaned	up	and	posted	for	

sale	online	had	fi	nally	sold.	A	stranger	had	already	transferred	
the	money.	It	wasn’t	much,	 just	fi	fty	bucks,	but	 it	was	the	fi	rst	
extra	money	he	had	seen	in	months	that	didn’t	come	from	back-
breaking labor on a roof.

He held his phone out to Sarah. “Look at this,” he said, 
grinning.	“It	actually	worked.”
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Sarah’s eyes shone with cautious hope. “Thomas, that’s 
amazing!”

Fueled by her words, Thomas hurried out to the garage and 
began digging through shelves and boxes. One by one, he pulled 
out old tools he hadn’t used in years, cleaned them, took photos, 
and listed each one for sale.

The next day, he sold another tool. Then another. Within a 
week, he had made three hundred dollars! The money sat in his 
account, tempting him. He thought about taking the family out 
for pizza and a movie, maybe buying something nice for Sarah 
or the kids. For once, he wanted to feel like a success—someone 
who could splurge without checking the balance first. But he 
knew that was shortsighted.

Thomas decided they needed a plan. He sat at the table 
with Sarah, pulled out his laptop, and opened his bank account.

“Half  of  this,” he said, “we’ll use for bills. But the other half, 
we’re going to reinvest. I’ll buy more tools at yard sales, clean them 
up, and resell them. One fruit will plant the next tree.”

Sarah hesitated, then nodded slowly, thinking about the 
bills. “If  Johnny says so…”

They both laughed, but Thomas could see the spark of  
belief  in her eyes. Gratitude filled his heart for Sarah, for her 
faith, for the way she still stood beside him.

He thought back to their wedding day, when her father had 
said, “You two make a great team!” Thomas had believed it then, 



Johnny’s Journal

98

S�mm er of  1818

Th e he at’s be en fi erce  this  wee k, and it ’s to ok 
a to ll  on me. My shirt’s ne ar wor n throu � , and 
my brit ch es ain’t far be hind. Each  mil e fe els longe r 
under this  bl azin' sun and humidit y, but I kee p 
wal kin’ and te ach ing and plantin’ whe re I can.

Along the  roa d to day, I met a pe dd le r who had 
a wago n st acked hi�  wit h or ange s. I traded him a 
fe w app le s for  three  ripe  one s. We sat to ge the r in the  
dust , ju ice  runn in’ down ou r ch ins as  we ate .

Th e man’s name was  Rob ert. Betwee n �it es he  
said, “Th ese or ange s’ll  fe tch  me go �  coin in the  ne xt 
to wn, but once  the y’re go ne , the y’re go ne .” 

I spl�t open an apple and showed him the black 
seeds inside. “No,” I told him. “The fru�t feeds 
yo� today, but the seeds will feed your children’s 
children.”
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and tonight, he felt it again. Their situation hadn’t changed, but 
something inside them had.

They were no longer just trying to get by; they were build-
ing together, shoulder to shoulder, planting a future that would 
one day bear fruit. That night, while reading Johnny’s words, 
another line stood out:

You can count the number of seeds in an apple but not 
the number of apples in a seed.

The next day, Thomas drove past a farm stand selling 
apples. He bought a bag, took out the reddest one, and bit into 
it. Stopping mid-chew, he held up the core and stared at the tiny 
black seeds inside.

Each one of  those seeds could become a tree. Each tree 
could bear thousands of  apples. And each apple tree could 
help create an orchard. Infinite. Unmeasurable. Thomas didn’t 
just see bills and debt and storms anymore. He saw orchards. 
He saw fruit. Each fruit held infinite possibility. That day he 
promised himself  he would never just eat the apple without 
saving the seeds.

As time passed, Thomas began to chip away at the edges of  
his debts with persistence, but Callahan and the suffocating loan 
lingered in the back of  his mind. He couldn’t wait for the day 
he’d finally be free of  them. He thought of  himself  like Johnny, 
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He loo ked at me st range , l�ke that notion had 
ne ver fou nd it s way into  his  mind be for e.

Th at ev enin’ I came to  a smal l homest ead. A 
widow, Mrs. All en, off  ered me mil k and bread and a 
sof t pil e of  hay to  rest  in he r barn. She  to ld me she  
wor ked he rself  ne ar to  breakin’, tryin’ to  kee p he r 
three  you ng one s fe d.

I reach ed into  my pocket and press ed a fe w app le  
see ds  into  he r hand.

“Plant the se al ong the  st ream,” I said, “and one  
day you r tab le  wil l be  full  wit hou t coin.”

She  wept, not ju st  for  the  see ds  but for  the  promis e 
the y carr ied.

Wh en the  hou se grew quiet, and the  nigh t sett le d 
arou nd me, I real ized:
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sowing each extra dollar like a seed into fertile soil, promising a 
harvest that could one day overshadow the storms of  today.

His phone buzzed with another voicemail from 
Callahan, but Thomas couldn’t bring himself  to listen, 
quickly deleting it to preserve his fragile optimism. Then 
came the letter in the mail, stiff and official. It was a notice  
threatening potential foreclosure, and it hit like a frost nipping 
young shoots. He had just ninety days to catch up or lose the 
house that held his family’s dreams.

Desperate, Thomas scraped together a payment and sent it 
off, but it barely dented the balance due. The increased inter-
est rate and late fees seemed to grow faster than his payments. 
Sarah’s eyes filled with fear when Thomas showed her the letter, 
her hand trembling on his arm, but she pulled him close and 
whispered, “I’m scared, Thomas, but I believe in you—we’ll get 
through this together.”

    

Small wins multiply into massive wealth—start harvesting them today! 
Watch our video course “How to Start Your First Side Hustle.” Watch your 
income grow as you apply these proven strategies. Plant your seeds of  great-
ness and unlock your true potential. Get started free at TheSecretJournal.org.



Johnny’s Journal

102

You can count the number of seeds in an 

apple but not the number of apples in a 

seed.

I carry this heavy sack of seeds as a reminder 
of that truth. One apple may fill a belly for a 
moment, but �ts seed can feed a family for gen-
erations. That is why I keep walkin’. That is why 
I keep plantin’. The fru�t feeds the day, but the 
seed builds the future.
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8
Fr uit 

The Richest Blessings Come from the 
Fruit You Give Away

True wealth begins the moment you share it.

The heater had gone out again, the second time this year. 
Thomas cursed the dusty old appliance and groaned. 

“Another setback. How can we get ahead when we keep hitting 
these	roadblocks?”

It	 felt	 like	 the	 universe	 kept	 kicking	 him	 in	 the	 head.	
Sarah wrapped the kids in blankets while Thomas knelt by 
the	furnace	in	the	basement,	fi	ddling	with	the	old	wires.	He	
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tried to recall some of  the repair skills his father had shown 
him years ago.

He remembered being a boy wanting to play with his friends 
but standing beside his father in the garage instead as they 
worked on an old car they could barely afford to keep running. 
His dad would hand him a wrench and say, “You don’t always 
need new, son. You just need to know how to make what you’ve 
got work.”

They’d spent hours at the scrapyard finding old parts, pol-
ishing, patching, and fitting them together until the engine 
coughed back to life.

Thomas sat back on his heels, took a breath, and looked at 
the furnace the same way he and his father had once looked 
at that old engine. Bit by bit, he traced the wires, tested the 
switches, and cleaned the contacts.

After a couple of  hours, it rumbled back to life, blowing 
warm air through the vents.

That night, as the house slowly warmed, they huddled 
together in the living room, grateful for the steady hum of  the 
furnace. Thomas held Sarah close, the kids bundled under blan-
kets beside them.

If  he hadn’t succeeded, the furnace repair bill alone could 
have pushed them over the edge. They were barely hanging 
on, every dollar spoken for, every setback a danger. And with 
Callahan’s threats still echoing in his mind, Thomas knew how 
thin their margin really was.
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Autumn of  1819

Th e nigh ts are turnin’ sharp aga in, col d enou �  
to  �it e throu �  a man’s bone s. My foo d’s ne ar go ne , 
and my throa t’s dry, yet I fi nd a st range  pe ace  in 
the  sou nd of  the  coyote s cal lin’ acro�  the  hil ls.

On the  trail , I came upon a smal l cab in, smoke 
curlin’ weak fr om the  ch imne y. Inside was  a famil y 
wit h two you ng’uns, Ethan and Mega n. Th eir tab le  
he ld litt  le  mor e than a pot of  thin broth and a crust  
of  bread. Mega n’s eyes fi xed on the  smal l sack of  
app le s I carr ied.

I’d meant to  save those app le s to  sell , but some-
thin’ st irr ed in me. I split  the  app le s two ways: some 
for  me to  eat, and some I set on the ir tab le , whil e 
savi ng the  see ds .

Th eir mothe r, Ruth, wept as  she  thanked me. It 
weren’t much , but he r gratit ude fi ll ed that smal l 
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He silently promised himself  that next time, he’d be ready, 
not just to survive the storm, but to stand stronger when it came.

He flipped the journal open, hungry for direction.

Don’t wait ’til yer basket’s full to share what ya 
got. I never met a man go poor from sharin’ his fruit.

Thomas read the words again. Don’t wait… share what ya got.

They settled deep in his soul. He’d always felt they had 
nothing to spare, nothing to give. His focus had always been 
on his family. 

But something in those words stirred him. Maybe it wasn’t 
about waiting until he had plenty. Maybe it was about looking 
for the next chance to give, no matter how small.

Thomas pushed through the days with a growing sense of  
momentum, if  not for that cursed loan from Callahan, he’d be 
fully caught up by now, free to breathe without the constant drag 
of  interest and threats. Thomas felt deep down that he could han-
dle the loan—that with just a bit more time, his budding orchard 
would yield enough fruit to shake off the noose.

Wanting to give back and sow goodwill in his community, 
he decided to donate his time to a local event by helping set up 
booths and organize activities for the annual harvest fair. It was 
a small act, but it filled him with unexpected joy as he laughed 
with neighbors and watched families enjoy the day.
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roo m warmer than any fi re. I le ft  wit h my be ll y 
st il l empty, yet my he art full .

I wal ked on, knowin’ the  Lor d’s law is  one  of  
ab undance . Th e mor e a man gi ves, the  mor e he  
rece ives.

Two days late r, I cross ed paths wit h a man 
named Jacob , be nt low ov er a broken plow at the  
edge  of  his  fi eld. Th e iron bl ade had cracked cl ean 
throu � , and his  te mpe r was  ne ar as  broken as  the  
to ol . He to ld me he  hadn’t a coin to  spare and no 
way to  turn the  soil  come mor nin’.

I set down my sack and st ayed awhil e. 
Toge the r we haule d the  plow to  his  she d, he ate d 
the  iron, and patch ed the  break be st  we cou ld 
wit h scrap and st eady hands . It weren’t pe rfe ct, 
but it  wou ld �it e the  grou nd aga in. By the  time 
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The fair buzzed with life—music drifting from a stage, the 
smell of  fresh cider in the air—and Thomas savored the rare 
feeling of  abundance. His heart lightened as he handed out 
apples to kids, embodying the metaphor of  sowing seeds that 
could grow into shared plenty.

But then Callahan appeared, walking through the crowd in 
his tailored suit. As one of  the event’s sponsors, his name was 
plastered on banners like a false badge of  generosity. 

Thomas’s stomach dropped when Callahan spotted him and 
turned his direction, locking eyes with Thomas as he speedily 
closed the distance with purposeful steps. “Wasting time playing 
volunteer when you owe me a fortune?” Callahan mocked in a 
voice loud enough for onlookers to hear.

Thomas winced at receiving yet another blow to what was 
left of  his pride, and he turned to walk in the opposite direction, 
hoping to distance himself.

But Callahan followed. “Shouldn’t you be out earning 
money instead of  pretending you’re some community hero?”

Thomas’s face burned with humiliation. The joy of  giving 
back soured in an instant, leaving him to wrestle with the regret of  
that loan all over again. Luckily, Callahan was momentarily dis-
tracted by a business associate, and Thomas lost him in the crowd.

A few days later, Thomas got a call from a neighbor, Mrs. 
Thompson. Her water heater had failed, and she didn’t have the 
money to replace it. She hoped he would help her fix it. Thomas’s 
first instinct was to decline. He was swamped with work. He wasn’t 
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we fi nis he d, the  sun was  sett in’, and Jacob  st oo d a 
litt  le  st raigh te r than whe n I’d fou nd him.

Jaco� thanked me for stayin’ and lendin’ my 
hands when he needed ’em most. I walked on 
w�th a lig�ter step, reminded that work shared 
and kindness passed forward are the tr�est seeds 
a man can plant.

That nig�t beside my fire, I wrote these words 
to remember:

Don’t wait ’til yer basket’s full to share 

what ya got. I never met a man go poor 

from sharin’ his fruit.

I kept thinkin’ on it . Hol d to o tigh t to  the  fr uit , 
and it ’s go ne  soo n enou � . Give some away, and 
mor e al ways see ms to  come back. 
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a plumber. It wasn’t his problem, and he didn’t have the time or 
energy. But then he remembered Johnny’s words.

He showed up at her house, toolbox in hand. After a few 
hours of  tinkering and watching YouTube videos, he got her hot 
water running again. 

With worry in her eyes she asked, “How much?”

“There’s no charge, Mrs. Thompson,” he replied with a 
smile. “I’m happy to help.”

Her eyes filled with tears. On the walk home, Thomas felt 
something new in his heart: joy and a sense of  abundance.

That night, Sarah noticed. “You’re smiling,” she said, set-
ting dinner on the table.

Thomas shrugged. “I fixed Mrs. Thompson’s heater.”

“For free?” Sarah raised an eyebrow.

“For free,” Thomas said. And for once, it hadn’t felt like a 
loss. It felt like he was planting.

Weeks later, out of  the blue, Mrs. Thompson’s nephew 
called. He owned a small rental property and needed some 
repairs done. He’d heard Thomas did honest work. The job 
paid double what Thomas expected, and it came with referrals 
to three more landlords.

Thomas couldn’t stop shaking his head in disbelief, but it was 
true: Giving hadn’t cost him. It had multiplied his opportunities.

That evening, he kissed Sarah goodnight and thought to 
himself, Johnny was right. True wealth begins the moment you share it.



Johnny’s Journal

112

Th e roa d’s taugh t me this : a coin spe nt is  soo n 
go ne . Wh at I gi ve migh t loo k smal l, but it  grows 
whe re I can’t see , and in d�  seas on it  returns, 
many times ov er.
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Thomas realized he wasn’t just planting for his own orchard. 
He was helping others plant theirs as well.

    

It’s time to learn from the masters and sow seeds of  goodwill! Take our free 
course on the wealth principles of  tithing, giving, and abundance through 
generosity. Give away your fruit and unlock unstoppable growth and lasting 
success. You can find the video at TheSecretJournal.org.
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9
Plant

Wise Sowing Creates Generations of  
Fruit

Tomorrow’s orchard starts with today’s seed.

Thomas was still reeling from the encounter at the fair, 
Callahan’s	 cruel	words	 echoing	 in	his	mind	 and	belit-

tling	his	eff	orts	to	give	back	to	the	community.

Fleeting	hope	fl	ickered	 in	Thomas’s	 chest.	He	knew	deep	
down	he’d	climb	out	of 	this	hole.	His	side	hustles	and	contract-
ing jobs were beginning to bear small fruits, but the Callahan 
debt still tied him down.
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Desperate for a way out, Thomas headed to the bank again, 
heart pounding as he explained his need for a loan to pay off 
Callahan once and for all.

But the manager shook her head after pulling up Thomas’s 
records. He had no collateral left—nothing substantial to offer—
and when he suggested using the house, the manager pointed 
out that he still owed too much on the mortgage loan.

As he drove home, his phone buzzed again with a voicemail 
from Callahan that suggested Thomas start packing up the house 
because it would soon be his. The cruel jab twisted the knife 
deeper, fueling Thomas’s determination to cultivate his orchards 
and turn the tide.

Later that week, Thomas sat at the kitchen table with his 
notebook, running numbers over and over. The little profits 
from his tool sales were adding up. He had enough now to pay 
off a small bill, take the family out for a night, or… invest.

The word felt foreign in his mouth. Invest. He had always 
believed investing was for the wealthy, the ones with money to 
burn. Not guys like him who lived paycheck to paycheck.

Sarah sat across from him, sipping tea. “What are you think-
ing?” she asked.

“I’m thinking…” Thomas hesitated, “about our future har-
vest.” He tapped Johnny’s journal with his pencil. “Replanting 
the harvest. That’s what Johnny did.”

“But what if  we lose it after all your hard work?” Sarah asked.
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Spring of  1820

Th is  wee k I traded a you ng see dlin’ to  a trader 
named Samue l for  a loa f of  bread, a sack of  be ans, 
and a woo l bl anket. Wh en we st ruck the  de� , he  
said, “Best  to  eat whil e you  can. No one  knows what 
to mor row brings .”

I carr ied the  foo d and bl anket away, but his  
wor ds  sat he avy on me. I wondered, If I eat al l 
to day, what wil l I plant for  to mor row?

Late r on, I pas sed throu �  a smal l sett le -
ment whe re a farmer’s boy, Henry, showed me his  
fathe r’s st or ehou se. Th e �ins of  grain were ne ar 
empty, most  of  it  eate n by the  famil y, and the  extra 
grain his  fathe r had plann ed on plantin’ spoil ed 
by a spring fl oo d. Th e roo m st il l smell ed dank and 
mol dy fr om the  mois ture.
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Thomas didn’t answer. That was the thought gnawing at 
him too. What if, what if, what if ?

He flipped the journal open to where he’d left off, tracing 
the faded ink with his thumb before he began to read:

Don’t waste yer seed and put off plantin’. Tomorrow’s 
orchard starts with today’s seed.

That evening, Thomas sat at his kitchen table and began to 
search. He watched a few simple videos explaining how to start 
investing and downloaded a free investing app. 

One video led to another, and soon he was listening to Warren 
Buffett himself, the billionaire investor known for turning small 
savings into one of  the greatest fortunes ever built.

“Most people,” Buffett said, “shouldn’t try to beat the mar-
ket. Just buy a simple index fund—something like the S&P 
500—and keep adding to it. Let time and compound interest 
do the work.”

After some research on the S&P 500 (a collection of  
five hundred of  the largest companies in the U.S.), Thomas 
learned it had one of  the strongest track records for long-
term investing.

That idea hit home. Thomas didn’t have the time or the 
desire to gamble, but he could plant something steady, some-
thing proven.
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His  fathe r to ld me, “I kept pushin’ back plan-
tin’, wait in’ for  the  pe rfe ct time and condit ions. 
But it  was  ne ver quit e righ t, and I st il l had mou ths 
to  fe ed in the  meantime. Th en I lost  the  see d whe n 
ou r st or ehou se fl oo ded.”

Now the  growin’ seas on was  go ne , and he  had 
ne it he r see d nor  harvest 

It set me thinkin’ on what I’d lost over these 
years, the orchards and land stolen, the trees 
that w�thered, the springs that ran dry, and the 
folks who broke their word. Such things could’ve 
turned me ��tter, but Mama taug�t me early that 
a man has the rig�t to choose for himself to learn 
from hard times. 

I’ve resol ved to  remembe r what I’ve le arne d 
fr om hard times, and that’s why I’m writ in’ it  al l 
down in this  boo k:
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That night he set up automatic monthly deposits: a little 
into an S&P 500 fund, a little into Warren Buffett’s company, 
Berkshire Hathaway (BRK.B). He was proud to have started 
even if  the amounts were small. Those small amounts would 
compound into large rewards.

When he showed Sarah the app later that evening, she 
smiled. “Look,” he said, “it’s automatic now. A little bit every 
month—seeds in the ground.”

Sarah nodded. “Then I guess we’re farmers now.”

Excited and nervous, Thomas checked on his investment a 
couple times a day.

A week later, he almost panicked when the market dipped 
and his small account showed a loss. Fear clawed at his 
stomach.

Thomas exhaled slowly. Patience. That was something he 
had always lacked. He wanted fast results.

But orchards didn’t work that way, and neither did wealth.

Later that night, as he tucked the kids into bed, his daughter 
asked, “Daddy, will we ever go on a trip to Disneyland?”

Thomas kissed the top of  her head. “One day, sweetheart. 
One day.”

As he closed their door, he realized something: He actu-
ally believed what he’d told her.

Because he was planting seeds for tomorrow.
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Don’t waste yer seed and put off plan-

tin’. Tomorrow’s orchard starts with today’s 

seed.

I’ll  admit , I’ve he ld back be for e. I’ve kept see d 
in my pou ch  whe n the  grou nd loo ked poo r or  the  sky 
turne d mean. But the  years have taugh t me this : 
st or ms wil l come whe the r I plant or  not. It’s be tt er 
to  trust  Prov idence  and sow the  see d than cl utch  it  in 
fe ar and watch  it  spoil .

In Ch il licothe , I he lpe d a sett le r woman, Mrs. 
Gree n, st art he r fi rst  nursery by the  cree k. I ga ve 
he r a smal l handful of  see ds , and she  press ed each  
one  into  the  soil  l�ke it  was  go ld.

“It’ll  be  years be for e we tas te  the se app le s,” she  
said, “but if  I plant ’em for  my ch il dren, al l wil l 
be  well .”
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    

Your Money Tree is bearing fruit—now it’s time to invest wisely! Dive 
deeper with our video on reinvesting your harvests effectively. Discover how to 
get started with Index Funds and Mutual Funds. Every wise seed you plant 
today has the power to create abundant fruit that multiplies into blessing 
generations to come! Access the training today at TheSecretJournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge: 
TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.
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Her quiet fait h was he d away ev ery dou bt I’d 
be en carr yin’.

Th e or ch ard may take years. Sto rms wil l come. 
Fr ost  may �it e. But the  tree s plante d and te nded wil l 
be ar fr uit  in time.

Patience  is  the  farmer’s greate st  harvest .

I’ll  kee p plantin’, thou �  the  ga in be  slow and 
the  loss es st ing. Fo r the  future be longs  to  those who 
replant the ir harvest .
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Gathe r

Save a Little from Every Harvest
Wealth lasts when spending is wise.

Thomas dropped his worn boots by the door and stretched 
his	sore	back.	It	had	been	a	good	week.	He’d	fi	nished	a	roof 	

job, sent the invoice, and sold a few more tools. He felt like he was 
really making some progress now. On Saturday, Sarah suggested 
taking the kids out for ice cream. Thomas loved the idea. They 
deserved it. But when they walked past the electronics store, his 
son’s	eyes	lit	up	at	the	latest	game	console	on	display.

“Dad,	can	we	get	it?	Everyone	at	school	has	one,”	his	son	
begged, eyes pleading.
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Thomas began to reach for the console but hesitated. The 
cash in his pocket could cover it. The kids would be thrilled, 
and he would be the hero. And honestly, for just a moment, he 
wanted to say yes. He wanted to feel like the dad who could give 
his kids everything. Instead, he planned for their future.

As they stared at the game console together, words from 
Johnny’s journal came to Thomas’s mind:

Gather and save a little from every harvest. Clouds 
may block the sunlight, and the rain don’t always come.

Thomas sighed. The truth of  it sank in. In the past, he’d 
been living like the sun would always shine, spending what he 
made, chasing the next bright thing. But seasons change. If  
he didn’t start storing a little now, he’d be standing in the rain 
with empty hands when the clouds rolled in.

The next morning, Thomas sat down with Sarah at the 
kitchen table. He pulled out three jars, a stack of  cash, and a 
large pile of  coins.

“This,” he said, pointing to one jar, “is for giving. This one 
is for investing.” He pointed to the second jar. Then he rested his 
hand on the third: “And this one is for spending what we need 
and carefully saving the rest.”

Sarah nodded. “Like Johnny said, ‘Some to give, some to 
plant, and some to spend.’” They laughed together, but the seri-
ousness wasn’t lost on either of  them. They weren’t just reacting 
to money—they were controlling it.
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S�mm er of  1820

At the  market to day, I sol d a smal l bundle  of  
see dlings . Weren’t much , but enou �  to  make my 
pou ch  ji ngle  wit h the  sou nd of  coin.

As I wal ked the  st al ls, the  col or s and smell s 
cal le d ou t to  me. Brigh t cl oth, fr esh bread, a fi ne  
hat that ne ar bl inded me wit h it s shine . Fo r a 
moment I thou gh t to  spe nd it  al l, to  tas te  the  lif e of  
comfor t if  only for  a day. But I kne w such  comfor ts 
don’t las t long.

Late r I met a sett le r named Andrew, and he  
shared his  st or y. Las t winte r, he  said, he  and his  
famil y had eate n throu �  the ir harvest  to o quick. 
“We fe as te d l�ke kings ,” he  to ld me, “’til  Fe bruary 
came. Th en we ne ar st arved.” 

His  eyes were empty as  a winte r well  whe n he  
pointe d at my coin pou ch  and said, “Best  save a �it  
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Still, the temptations never stopped. At work, one of  his 
younger workers bragged about buying a new truck. Thomas was 
jealous. He had the same make and model on his vision board.

“The payments aren’t bad,” the man said. “You should 
upgrade too. I know someone who can hook you up.”

Thomas smiled politely, but inside he thought again of  
Johnny’s words: Save a little from every harvest. The sun don’t shine 
forever. He wasn’t doing all of  this for a shiny new truck. He was 
planting an orchard and providing protection for his family.

That night as he read Johnny’s journal, he looked at Sarah, 
who was sitting at the table balancing receipts. He looked at his 
kids playing on the floor. He felt safe. Protected.

Thomas closed Johnny’s journal and thought to himself, 
“Wealth lasts only when spending is wise.”

It wasn’t flashy. It wasn’t glamorous. It was safe. And safety, 
Thomas realized, was the greatest wealth in itself.

However, Thomas’s stress grew as the threat of  foreclo-
sure rushed toward him like an unrelenting flood. The partial 
payments he’d scraped together had bought him moments of  
breathing room and pushed back the deadline a little. 

He found solace in coming home each evening. The simple 
joy of  seeing his children’s faces, talking about their day, and 
playing games together made the world feel right again. 

Deciding to cut the workday short one afternoon, Thomas 
headed home early, eager to wrap his arms around his family 
and let their laughter wash away the day’s burdens.
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for  whe n the  weathe r turns. Th e col d, the  drou gh t, 
and the  pe st s may come whe n you  le as t expe ct it .”

Th at ev enin’ I campe d ne ar a farmer’s cab in. 
His  wif e, Mrs. Wh it aker, showed me the  whe at 
she ’d st or ed away, careful and meas ured.

“One  barr el for  now,” she  said, “one  for  see d in 
the  spring, and one  for  whe n times ge t le an. A wis e 
st eward plans for  both the  go �  seas ons and the  bad.”

Her wor ds  st ayed wit h me. I thou gh t on debt, 
hunge r, and was te ; not as  rats wait in’ to  st e�  a man’s 
wor k, but as  st or ms that te st  whe the r he ’s prepared.

By the  ligh t of  my fi re, I writ e the se wor ds :

Gather and save a little from every har-

vest. Clouds may block the sunlight, and 

the rain don’t always come.
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But as he stepped into the living room, the air felt heavy. 
The whole family gathered with somber faces, his daughter lay 
curled on the couch with tears streaming down her cheeks. 

“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” Thomas asked, kneeling 
beside her, his heart twisting at the sight. 

She explained how Callahan’s daughter had mocked her at 
school in front of  all her friends, jeering that their family was 
broke, hadn’t paid her dad, and would soon have to move out 
of  their house. “Is it true, Daddy?” she whispered, her wide eyes 
searching his.

Thomas’s blood boiled, a livid rage surging through him. 
He wanted to strangle Callahan for dragging his innocent child 
into their feud, for turning high school pettiness into a weapon 
that wounded his family. 

He pulled his daughter close, assuring her that everything 
was fine and he’d handle it, his voice steady despite the storm 
inside. In that moment, Thomas set a fierce goal: to get even 
with Callahan, to pay off the loan no matter the sacrifice.

    

Smart saving and spending habits turn everyday choices into powerful 
growth! Learn proven strategies in our “Success And Money Tracker app.” 
Turn your resources into lasting security. Find it at TheSecretJournal.org.
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By mor nin’, my pou ch  st il l had coin, for  I 
bou gh t only what I ne eded and set the  rest  as ide. 
It ain’t eas y to  say no to  ple as ure to day for  safe ty 
to mor row, but the  wis e man must . So now, ju st  as  
I divi de my app le s, I divi de my earnings : some to  
gi ve, some to  plant, and some to  spe nd.
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Orch ards 

Grow Multiple Streams of Income
An orchard produces many times more than a single tree.

Thomas	stared	at	his	phone,	jaw	tight,	waiting	for	the	pay-
ment	from	a	roofi	ng	job.	He’d	worked	sunup	to	sundown	

for a week, and the payment was late. The homeowner had 
promised to pay quickly, but “unexpected delays” kept pushing 
it back.

Thomas	tapped	the	desk,	his	mind	racing.	If 	that	payment	
didn’t	come	soon,	they’d	fall	behind	again.	He	turned	to	Johnny’s	
journal	 to	get	 it	off		his	mind,	hoping	 to	fi	nd	some	 inspiration	
and guidance. The next page spoke directly to his frustration:
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One tree feeds for a season. But orchards feed for 
generations.

Thomas yearned for an orchard that would last for gener-
ations. He had been relying on one tree: his contracting work. 
Sure, he’d started a little side hustle with tools, but that was more 
like a seedling than a full-grown apple tree.

The next morning, Thomas sat at the table with his note-
book. Across the top of  a fresh page, he wrote,

MY ORCHARD

Then he listed each “tree” of  income he currently had, 
what their status was, and a few new ideas he wanted to add to 
his orchard:

•	 Contract work (main income—enlarge and magnify)

•	 Tool resale (continue to grow)

•	 Investments (already started)

•	 Rental property (start looking)

•	 Online Course for new contractors (new idea)

It looked small on paper, but it was just the beginning.

Sarah looked over his shoulder. “This looks… ambitious.”

Thomas shrugged. “So was Johnny, walking west with a bag 
of  seeds.”
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Autumn of  1820

Lancas te r, Ohio, is  growin’ fas t wit h pione ers. 
Ca �ins crowd the  hil ls, smoke ris es fr om ev ery 
ch imne y, and men lab or  fr om dawn ’til  dusk. Yet 
in the ir face s I see  both hope  and fe ar.

I met a bl acks mit h named Wal te r whose for ge  had 
burne d in a sudd en bl aze. He had no othe r trade, 
no othe r income, and his  famil y ne ar st arved ’til  
ne igh bor s shared the ir bread.

“All  my lif e,” he  said, “I put ev ery ou nce  into  my 
bl acks mit h shop. Th e fi re dest royed my lif e and my 
livel�hoo d.”

His  wor ds  st ruck me l�ke an axe to  the  he art. 

Late r that day, I st opp ed by the  farm of  Mr. and 
Mrs. Jone s. Th eir land st retch ed wide, plante d not 
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Thomas still fumed over the incident with Callahan’s daugh-
ter upsetting his own little girl at school and turning a private 
struggle into public shaming. It was like Callahan was trying to 
deliberately sabotage him.

Wanting to fight back, Thomas spent the afternoon research-
ing debt collection laws, discovering that under the federal Fair 
Debt Collection Practices Act, collectors were prohibited from 
disclosing debts to third parties like family members or others 
without permission, and harassment through such means could 
be illegal. 

This sparked a fierce determination: He’d own his future, 
not rent it from predators like Callahan.

That night, as the house settled into quiet, Thomas heard a 
faint knock at the door, late and unexpected. Heart pounding, 
he rushed outside, catching a glimpse of  a shadowy figure slip-
ping away into the dark, and there on the door was a new notice 
declaring they’d lose the house in ninety days.

In a surge of  anger, he ripped it down, crumpled the paper 
in his fist, stormed back inside, and slammed the door behind 
him. Callahan is going to destroy my life, he thought. This has escalated 
to a full-blown assault on my home. But amid the despair, Thomas 
vowed he’d fight to claim his ground, no matter the cost.

That afternoon, Thomas got a call. Mrs. Thompson’s 
nephew, the landlord he had helped indirectly, needed more 
work done on his properties. It was the second referral in a 
week. Thomas realized this wasn’t just extra income. It was a 
new stream, and he put it on his list. A new row of  trees.
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wit h one  crop but many: cor n, be ans, app le s, and 
ev en a smal l patch  of  to bacc o.

I thou gh t on my own lab or s. I carr y app le s 
for  sell in’, see ds  for  plantin’, see dlings  for  tra-
din’, ne w land for  rentin’, and sometimes I share 
my knowle dge  for  coin. None  al one  cou ld carr y 
me, but each  one  wor ks  to ge the r, and many tree s 
make an or ch ard. 

So it  is  wit h lif e. Th e farmer who te nds  only 
one  tree  lives in fe ar of  st or ms and pe st s. But the  
farmer who plants many tree s sle eps in pe ace , for  
if  one  tree  fal ls, a hundred st il l st and.

One tree feeds for a season. But orchards 

feed for generations.
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He could feel the orchard forming. The idea consumed 
him. Over the next week, Thomas researched online. He 
learned about creative ways to buy rental property with little 
or nothing down, about starting online training and informa-
tion courses, about ways to scale his tool resale business. He 
didn’t understand it all, but now his future didn’t feel like a 
gamble on one paycheck.

Sarah caught him scribbling late one night, drawing little 
boxes that represented orchards.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Thomas grinned. “Planning more orchards.”

Soon, opportunities began to appear. A friend at church 
mentioned a storage unit auction. Thomas scraped together a 
little money and bid on a lot filled with old tools and construc-
tion equipment. Cleaning, fixing, and reselling them nearly 
doubled his tool resale income in a month.

It wasn’t just a hustle now. It was another tree planted.

In the past, that ninety-day notice would have sent Thomas 
spiraling. Now, he felt panic, but he still had hope. He was still 
behind, the orchard was still young, but something inside him 
had changed. He had a plan that was growing into another tree.

That evening, as he tucked the kids into bed, his son asked, 
“Dad, are we going to be okay?” The boy had seen the con-
cerned expressions on his parents’ faces and felt the stress in 
the house.
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I pray that my own prope rty and or ch ards , 
thou �  scatt ered acro�  this  wide land, wil l one  day 
fe ed thou sands , not only wit h fr uit , but wit h fait h 
enou �  to  plant the ir own or ch ards .
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Thomas kissed his son’s forehead. “We’re going to be better 
than okay. We’re planting an orchard.”

    

Creating multiple streams of  income is simpler than you think—and more 
powerful than you imagine! Begin your abundant future by building your 
personal Money Tree orchard. True wealth is built when you stop relying on 
a single source of  income and you create multiple streams of  income. Access 
the training today at TheSecretJournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge: 
TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.
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12
Fu rr ows

Simplify & Multiply to Expand Your Wealth
Any fool can complicate; the master simplifi es.

Thomas leaned over the kitchen table, where receipts and 
scraps of  paper lay scattered like fallen leaves. Voicemails 

and texts blinked on his phone. He rubbed his forehead. Every 
side	hustle	was	starting	to	bring	in	money—roofi	ng,	resale,	even	
a few small investments—but the chaos was overwhelming.

“Where	did	that	$120	from	your	 last	 tool	sale	go?”	Sarah	
asked,	her	voice	tight	as	she	fl	ipped	through	a	pile	of 	folders	and	
receipts. She was breathing fast, her eyes tired.



144

Johnny’s Story



Thomas’s Story   12: Furrows

145

“I don’t know where it went. Try that pile,” Thomas said 
finally, his voice low. “Between the tool sales, the church repair 
job, and gas for the truck, it’s all mixed together. I can’t keep 
track of  it.”

He let out a long painful sigh, stress, anger, and guilt battling 
inside him. They were doing everything they could—selling, 
saving, scraping—yet it still never felt like enough.

The weight of  disorder and Callahan’s threats pressed on 
him. He wasn’t failing because of  lack of  effort anymore. He 
was failing because of  disorganization and confusion.

That night, he continued reading in Johnny’s journal for 
guidance and inspiration. The next page was covered in lines 
like a map, with rows, arrows, and notes scribbled on the sides. 
At the bottom, Johnny’s words stood bold and firm:

An orchard without order turns to chaos. Straight 
furrows and steady days—that’s how one man does the 
work of many.

Thomas stared at it. He realized he was running his life like 
a wild patch of  weeds, money going in and out with no order. 
No system.

The next morning, Thomas sat down with Sarah and said, 
“We need to plant in furrows.”

She tilted her head. “Furrows?”
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Spring of  1822 

Tod ay I came upon an or ch ard ou tside Newark. 
Th e farmer, an ol d, kind man named Mr. Ca rtwrigh t, 
showed me two areas  of  tree s side by side.

One  area was  plante d at random, the  tree s 
croo ked and tangle d, fi gh tin’ each  othe r for  ligh t 
and wate r. Th e othe r had furr ows that were st raigh t 
and ev en, wit h each  tree  gi ven roo m to  grow and 
wate red fr eque ntl y.

Th e fi rst  area bor e litt  le  fr uit , thou �  the  tree s 
were many. Th e second area was  he avy wit h app le s, 
thou �  the  tree s were fe wer in numbe r.

“Wh y two areas ?” I as ked.

“I was  ju st  te st in’ nature wit h that fi rst  area,” 
Ca rtwrigh t said. “Anyone  can plant tree s, lad, but 
it  takes wis dom to  plant in furr ows. Order is  what 
makes the  wor k multiply.”
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“Yes, Furrows,” Thomas replied. “It’s time to simplify and 
then multiply.” He tapped the journal. “If  Johnny’s orchards 
thrived with systems, we need systems too.”

Together, they built their first weekly system:

•	 Monday night: track all income and expenses

•	 Saturday morning: yard sales for resale inventory

•	 Sunday evening: family meeting to review goals 
and giving

They were small steps, but in the right direction.

At work, Thomas tried the same approach. Instead of  jug-
gling tasks randomly, he batched jobs: mornings for estimates, 
afternoons for roof  repairs, evenings for follow-ups. To his sur-
prise, his stress levels dropped to half.

A week later, he saw the fruit. With order, he could take on 
more jobs, sell more tools, and still have time for family. Chaos 
wasn’t in control—Thomas was.

It was strange; he hadn’t heard from Callahan in a few days, 
no voicemails laced with condescension or drive-bys in that flashy 
car. Could he be growing a heart and granting Thomas a little 
more time to breathe? Yet the penalties and increased interest rates 
for those late payments gnawed at him, devouring his progress.

But when he walked into the house after work, Sarah met 
him at the door. Her stressed and worried expression hit him like 
a cold gust of  wind. 
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He press ed a hand to  my shou lder and add ed, 
“If you  want you r or ch ards  to  ou tl as t you , make 
the m simple  enou �  for  a ch il d to  te nd.”

His  wor ds  st ruck me l�ke go spe l truth.

That evenin’ I walked the areas of my own 
orchard. I saw what I had missed before. I’d 
scattered my efforts too wide, some seed planted 
and for�otten, some seedlings left half tended. My 
orchard wasn’t a plan; �t was a thicket. And a 
thicket feeds few.

So to nigh t, I set this  down:

An orchard without order turns to chaos. 

Straight furrows and steady days—that’s 

how one man does the work of many.

I thou gh t of  a you ng sett le r named Mary, whom 
I met at the  market las t wee k. She  sol d egg s and 
butt er, not by the  handful, but in ne at bundle s 
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“Thomas, we need to talk,” she said, her voice trembling as 
she led him to the kitchen table.

“What’s up?” he asked, his gut turning to ice.

She took a deep breath. “Callahan came by the house today 
and asked if  we were packing yet. He said the house will soon 
be his and told me to make plans to move or at least buy a tent 
for the kids.”

Thomas’s face flushed with rage as he imagined Callahan’s 
smug face terrorizing his wife.

He pulled Sarah close, explaining the progress he’d made 
and swearing he’d fix it. He’d get an extension on the dead-
line. He would cut through the debt soon enough. Deep down, 
he renewed his silent goal: Someday, I’ll get even with Callahan.

Thomas was beginning to see the light at the end of  the 
tunnel. He finally understood what Johnny meant: Order wasn’t 
a burden. It was a blessing. A man who plants in furrows can do 
the work of  many.

    

Organize your life and financial efforts and watch your success multi-
ply! Watch our video “Systems You Can Use to Simplify and Multiply 
Your Life.” Simplify today so you can multiply tomorrow. Find the clarity 
needed to multiply your efforts and expand your wealth exponentially at 
TheSecretJournal.org.



Johnny’s Journal

150

wrapp ed in cl oth, price d the  same for  al l. Her st al l 
emptied be for e any othe r. 

“It’s eas ier for  me, eas ier for  the m,” she  to ld me 
wit h a smil e.

Even smal l things , whe n put in or der, see m to  
grow fas te r.

So I wil l no longe r scatt er wit hou t thou gh t. I 
wil l kee p be tt er recor ds , wate r on sch edule , plant 
in furr ows, and prune  in seas on. Fo r the  farmer 
who wor ks  whe ne ver he  ple as es may lose his  crop, 
but the  farmer who te nds  his  land wit h or der grows 
ab undance .

Sow in or der, reap in pe ace .

Let the  reader remembe r this : skil l is  not in makin’ 
things  complicate d, but in makin’ the m plain. Fo r 
plain things  are simple  enou �  to  multiply.
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Land

Own Orchards, Not Apples
The man who owns the land owns the harvest for generations.

Thomas	leaned	back	in	the	church	pew	after	a	well-needed	
uplifting	Sunday	 service.	He	 listened	half-heartedly	 to	 the	

chatter	around	him,	though	his	mind	was	on	the	impending	dead-
line of  losing his house. His orchard plan was taking shape—
resale, contracting, investments—but the idea of  a big leap still 
felt	out	of 	reach.	That’s	when	he	overheard	two	men	behind	him.

“I’m	so	excited.	I	closed	on	a	duplex	this	week,”	one	said.	
“Got	it	with	almost	nothing	down.	The	seller	fi	nanced	the	whole	
thing.	It	was	way	less	complicated	than	I	thought	it	would	be.”
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Thomas’s ears perked up. A duplex? With almost nothing down?

That evening, thoughts of  real estate filled his mind as he 
flipped through Johnny’s journal. He could barely focus, but 
then he saw something that felt as though Johnny were speaking 
directly to him:

The man who eats apples is fed for a day. The man who 
owns trees is fed for a season. The man who owns the land 
owns the harvest for generations.

He read it twice, then a third time, letting the meaning sink 
in. With the extension on the foreclosure deadline he’d been able 
to obtain, the pressure he felt had subsided a little, but he knew 
he wasn’t out of  the woods yet. He wanted to plan for the future 
to ensure this situation never happened again. The idea of  plant-
ing for generations, not just for a season, stirred something inside 
him. Yet he wasn’t sure exactly how to apply it.

Thomas decided to call Jensen, an older man Thomas knew 
from church who owned numerous rentals. Over breakfast the 
next morning, he nervously admitted his doubts.

“I keep hearing about people buying real estate with little or 
no money down. But it feels impossible. Banks would laugh me 
out the door.”

Jensen smiled knowingly. “Forget banks. If  the seller’s tired 
enough of  managing the property, he doesn’t just want cash. 
He wants peace of  mind and steady income. That’s where seller 
financing comes in.”
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S�mm er of  1825

I have plante d many or ch ards  and earne d 
many acres the se pas t years, yet much  of  the  land 
ain’t mine .

Some owne rs are kind and le t me sow al ong 
the ir fe nce s. Some sett le rs wor k be side me, and 
we share the  fr uit . Othe rs turn col d and send me 
away once  the  tree s be gi n to  grow.

It’s a �itt  er thing to  see  app le s ripe n whe re my 
hands  may not harvest .

Yest erday I met a farmer named Sil as  who 
wis he d to  le ave the  fr ontier. His  sons had no tas te  
for  the  soil , and his  he art longe d to  return eas t. 
We sat to ge the r on a log by his  barn whil e the  
wind mov ed throu �  the  gras s.
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“So… you mean the seller becomes the bank?”

“Exactly,” Jensen nodded. “And if  you structure it right, 
everybody wins.”

Thomas decided to spend a few afternoons driving through 
town between jobs. Every few blocks, another for sale sign caught 
his eye, alongside tired houses with faded paint and overgrown 
lawns. Each house looked like it needed someone who cared. He 
parked, knocked on doors, and introduced himself, one home-
owner at a time. Most conversations went nowhere. Some people 
brushed him off. Others weren’t ready to sell. But on the third 
afternoon, he met Mr. Hargrove, an older landlord who looked 
more worn down than the duplex he was standing in front of. The 
man sighed and admitted he was tired of  managing tenants and 
that he was thinking about selling.

Thomas listened, took notes, asked for his phone number, 
and thanked him for his time, promising to contact him soon. 
Then, heart pounding, he called Jensen: “I think I found one,” 
he said. “The owner is open to talking.”

Jensen met with Thomas the next day to help walk him 
through his first deal. “Good work, Thomas. Let’s structure this 
so everyone wins.” They settled on the following numbers:

•	 Purchase price: $550,000
•	 Down payment: $10,000
•	 Seller-financed loan: $490,000
•	 Interest rate: 6%



Johnny’s Journal

156

He said, “I’ll  not ge t a bank to  treat me fair, 
but if  a man pays me st eady, I’d happ il y sell  him 
this  grou nd ou trigh t.” 

He spoke not of  go ld in hand but of  payments 
made throu �  the  seas ons; what he  cal le d trust  
be twee n men.

I had l�ttle coin, but I had seed, sweat, 
and will. So we struck a bargain. I would plant 
and tend, and he would grant me the rig�t to 
pay as the years went by. No �old changed 
hands that day, yet I walked away w�th soil 
that was truly mine.

So to nigh t, by lante rn ligh t, I writ e down 
the se wor ds : 

The man who eats apples is fed for a 

day. The man who owns trees is fed for a 



Thomas’s Story   13: Land

157

•	 Term: 30 years
•	 Monthly payment to seller: $2,938
•	 Taxes & insurance: $250 per month

Income:
•	 Rent: $1,700 per side = $3,400 total

•	 Deposits & first month’s rent = $6,800

Jensen walked Thomas through the math on a napkin.

“Here’s the beauty of  this deal. You need $10,000 down. 
But when you close on the first of  the month, you also collect 
deposits and the first month’s rent from the existing tenants, 
and that’s a $6,800 credit to the buyer. Use that money right 
away toward your down payment. That means you only need 
to bring about $3,200 out of  pocket.”

Thomas blinked. “So I don’t need ten thousand saved?”

“Exactly,” Jensen confirmed. “You structure the deal so the 
property helps pay for itself  from day one. Here’s your monthly 
picture. $3,400 rent coming in. Subtract $2,938 for the mort-
gage and $250 for taxes and insurance. That leaves about $212 
positive cash flow each month.

“But the real prize isn’t the two hundred bucks. It’s the ten-
ants paying down nearly half  a million dollars in debt bit by bit for 
you every month. Yes, that’s right; the renters are making the 
payments for you. Every year, rents will rise, equity will grow, and 
that $212 positive cash flow will grow too.
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season. The man who owns the land owns 

the  harvest for generations.

I thoug�t on all the orchards I had sown 
on borrowed ground. They fed me for a time, 
but they left me restless, never certain �f the 
land would become mine. Yet w�th Silas’s field 
beneath my boots, I felt steadier than I ever 
had before.

Th e land ga ve me fr ee dom. Th e land ga ve me 
a ch ance  at a le ga cy.

Th is  mor nin’ a you ng sett le r named Pete r 
st opp ed by as  I wor ked the  furr ows. He as ked 
why I trou bl ed wit h dee ds  and payments whe n 
I cou ld simply trade fr uit  for  what I ne eded. I 
showed him the  soil  st ickin’ to  my fi nge rs and to ld 
him, “Fr uit  fe eds  to day; land fe eds  for ev er.”
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“As the rents increase, increase your monthly payment to 
the seller, and in about twenty years you’ll own the property free 
and clear. Let’s send the offer over to Mr. Hargrove and see what 
he thinks.”

Two weeks later, with Jensen by his side, Thomas signed the 
papers. By combining the renters’ deposits and rent and add-
ing some creative financing from Jensen, he met the $10,000 
down payment.

That evening, Sarah noticed his excitement. “You look like 
a boy who just got away with something,” she teased.

Thomas laughed. “Not got away with something—we planted 
something. Two families are paying us rent now. The numbers 
aren’t huge yet, but the point is that we own it. And we did it with 
creativity, not a bank or piles of  cash. And since we bought it for 
$50,000 less than it’s worth, we can eventually resell it for some 
cash or continue farming it for rental income.”

Sarah’s eyes softened. She had always been supportive, but 
through their storms and difficulties, she couldn’t help but feel the 
doubt creep in at times. This time, she truly believed him.

He finally could see it clearly: he didn’t just have a job. He 
didn’t just have side gigs. He wasn’t just patching roofs or swing-
ing a hammer for someone else. He owned the land. He owned 
the roof. He owned the duplex and the soil. And the land would 
carry his family toward financial freedom.

The next day, Thomas wiped sweat from his brow after a long 
day on the roof. His phone buzzed in his pocket as he climbed 
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So I will plant deeper now—not only seeds in 
the earth, but roots in the land �tself. For orchards 
on borrowed ground are fragile, but orchards on 
my own soil may stand for generations.
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down the ladder, the caller ID flashing his banker’s name amid 
the fading afternoon light. Answering with a steady voice, he 
listened as the banker expressed worry about the house and his 
dire situation—the lien and foreclosure notices had raised red 
flags at the bank. “We wanted to hear the details straight from 
you, Thomas.”

Thomas admitted the truth, that he’d lose the house if  things 
didn’t turn, but he promised he had a solution.

Pulling into the driveway, Thomas stepped inside to find 
Sarah pacing the kitchen, her face etched with stress. “The bank 
called,” she said, her voice tight with fear.

Thomas smiled reassuringly, pulling her into a hug. “I’ve 
already spoken to them. I’m taking care of  it.”

Callahan would soon be out of  their lives, the weight of  the 
loan severed by the fruits of  his persistence. His side hustles and 
sharpened systems were finally ripening to set them free.

    

Ready to unlock real estate opportunities without barriers? Watch our video 
“Understanding Rentals, Land Ownership, and Real Estate Opportunities.” 
Own the orchards that produce continuous harvests, rather than just chasing 
individual apples. Grow your wealth through smart property strategies, all 
accessible for free at TheSecretJournal.org.
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14
Multiply

Leverage & Magnify Your Eff orts
The right tools make hard work easy.

Once again, Thomas sat hunched over the kitchen table 
surrounded by binders, random piles, and overdue 

receipts spread in careful rows. His systems were helping, but 
the busy work never stopped. He could barely keep up.

A	few	clients	still	hadn’t	paid,	the	tenants	were	calling	about	
a	leaky	sink,	and	his	phone	buzzed	with	messages	from	new	buy-
ers. Between contracting, resale, and his small investments, the 
orchards he had planted were growing faster than he was ready 
to manage.
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He was staying up past midnight every night, recording sales 
by hand, checking messages, and chasing invoices. He felt like 
he was still drowning.

“This is insane,” he muttered. “I’m working harder than 
ever, but it feels like I’m stuck on a hamster wheel.”

Sarah walked in, felt his stress, noticed the piles on the table, 
and shook her head. “Thomas, you need help. You can’t keep 
doing everything the old way. You’re making it harder than it 
needs to be.” 

Thomas sighed. “I don’t know any other way.”

That night, he opened Johnny’s journal and read,

Sharp axes fall trees faster than dull ones. Hone 
your tools daily, and your work will be multiplied.

Hard work was moving Thomas in inches, but he needed to 
move a foot at a time. He considered Johnny’s words: Sharp axes 
fall trees faster than dull ones. And then, he understood: Leverage is the 
gift of  wisdom. It allows you to work once and reap rewards many times.

The very next day, he sat with a younger contractor on the job 
site. The kid saw Thomas working on his receipts and invoices.

“You’re still doing all this on paper?” the younger man 
asked, laughing. “Man, that’s like chopping trees with a ham-
mer. Take a look at this—it’ll save you hours.” The man pulled 
out his phone, tapped a few times, and showed Thomas an app 
that tracked hours, invoices, and receipts automatically.
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Autumn of  1828

Today I saw a farmer named Gideon and a 
few of his boys wrestlin’ w�th his wa�on, the back 
wheels sunk deep in the mud. The cart was heavy 
w�th corn, yet the wheels were chipped, bro-
ken, and w�thout any grease. The horses had near 
given up, and Gideon himself was spent from all 
his pullin’ and shoutin’.

Th ey st raine d at the  rope s ’til  sweat darkene d 
the ir shirts, but the  wago n wou ld not budge  mor e 
than an inch . Backs  be nt l�ke bows, face s red wit h 
eff or t, the  men grunte d and he aved, yet the  whe els 
st ayed buried fas t in the  rutt ed earth. I to ok pit y 
and st epp ed in be side the m, sett in’ my shou lder to  
the  woo d. Toge the r we pushe d and shov ed, but brute  
st ren�th al one  was  no match  for  the  weigh t.

As we paused to  catch  ou r breath, I notice d a 
thick fal le n branch  lyin’ off   the  roa d, long and 
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Time to multiply and sharpen my axe, Thomas thought, and he 
downloaded the app that night. He set it up and could soon see 
where every dollar was going, which jobs paid most, and what 
costs he could cut. It was like turning chaos into order overnight. 
He could even throw away those piles of  receipts cluttering the 
kitchen table.

That weekend, he applied the same lesson to his tool resale 
business. Instead of  handwriting descriptions for every tool, he 
used AI to generate tool descriptions for him. Instead of  stor-
ing receipts for the year in shoeboxes, he used a scanner app 
on his phone to automatically categorize and digitize every-
thing. Suddenly, Thomas had something he hadn’t enjoyed in 
years: a little more time. And with time came ideas.

What if, he thought one evening, I use this time to build something 
that works for me even while I sleep? Something that will provide residual 
income for my family.

He went back to his orchard list and realized he hadn’t 
started his idea to create an online course for new contractors. 
He mapped out a few ideas and decided to try.

He set up a simple camera in the garage, built a makeshift 
studio, and recorded his first YouTube video: a five-minute 
tutorial on repairing a leaking faucet. Nervous, he uploaded it. 
To his surprise, a handful of  viewers watched. Then comments 
trickled in: 

“Thanks for the clear explanation!” 

“Thanks for saving me money!”
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st ou t as  any to ol  a man migh t wis h for . We dragg ed 
it  ov er and wedge d one  end be ne ath the  axle , brac-
ing the  othe r end aga inst  a st one . Wit h the  branch  
set ju st  righ t, we le ane d ou r weigh t upon it .

Th e wago n groa ne d, the n lif te d. Th e whe el rose 
fr ee , slow but sure, and the  cart roll  ed cl ear of  
the  rut. Wh at an hou r of  pull in’ cou ld not do, we 
acc omplis he d eas il y afte  r a moment of  thinkin’ mul-
tiplied ou r eff or ts.

An hou r late r, furthe r up the  same roa d, I met 
anothe r farmer named Joseph al l by himself , rol -
lin’ smoo th al ong wit h a full  wago n of  timbe r. His  
whe els were st ou t, greas ed, and tr� . He whis tl ed as  
he  drov e, whil e poo r Gideon st il l groa ne d be hind 
us, his  cart slow and creakin’.

Th e sigh t was  plain as  any sermon. Th e man 
who won’t te nd to  his  to ol s pull s his  wago n wit hou t 
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“I’m never calling a plumber again. Do more videos!”

Encouraged, he made another. And another. Soon he was 
posting weekly tips for contractors, simple DIY repairs, and even 
lessons he was learning about money and business.

Sarah peeked in one night as he edited a video. “You’re 
enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Thomas grinned. “It’s like I’m teaching my younger self. 
And with every video I post, I’m multiplying—it’s like planting 
another tree.”

But he didn’t stop with YouTube. With Sarah’s encourage-
ment, Thomas bundled his tutorials into a basic online course: 
“Contracting Made Simple: How to Run Jobs and Get Paid 
Without Losing Your Mind.”

He filmed modules in his garage; outlined steps for bidding, 
invoicing, and managing clients; and uploaded it to an LMS 
course platform. At first, only a few people bought it. But the 
beauty was that Thomas only had to create it once. Each new 
student added income without extra hours. Finally—money 
while he slept.

It was his first digital orchard.

Weeks later, Sarah noticed a change. Thomas was home 
earlier. He had time to read to the kids, time to think, time to 
breathe.

“You seem… happier, even lighter,” she said.

Thomas nodded. “I stopped chopping trees with a dull axe, 
and I started planting trees that grow apples even while I sleep.
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whe els. Hard wor k mov es him, but not far. Activi ty 
al one  don’t bring much  progre� . 

Late r I sat wit h a mil le r named Pra� . He to ld 
me of  the  ol d days be for e wate rwhe els whe n men 
grou nd cor n by hand wit h st one s. “We wor ked ’til  
ou r arms ne ar fe ll  off  ,” he  said, “but now the  whe el 
does in one  hou r what a hundred men cou ld do in 
a day.”

Th en he  le ane d cl ose and said, “Th e wis e man 
don’t ju st  wor k hard. He fi nds  the  righ t to ol s to  mul-
tiply his  st ren�th, and he  sharpe ns and takes care of  
’em.” He tapp ed the  mil l be am wit h his  knuckle . “A 
greas ed whe el roll  s eas y whil e a dry one  groa ns and 
breaks . A go �  plow cuts st raigh t and dee p, whil e a 
poo r one  le aves the  grou nd hal f turne d.”

He smil ed slowly the n, wit h a twinkle  in his  eye 
he  add ed, “Most  fol ks  wear the mselves ou t pushin’. 
Th e wis er one s le arn to  sharpe n, oil , and mend. 
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Then came his first test. A sudden flood of  tool orders hit 
after some modest growth in his YouTube viewership. Normally, 
that kind of  rush would have buried him. 

But with his new system, automated tracking, pre-made tem-
plates, digital tools, and the cushion of  income from his online 
course, he filled each order on time.

Instead of  panic, he felt prepared. Instead of  exhaustion, he 
felt energized.

“I think I finally get it. Everyone works hard. But only the 
wise work with leverage. And now our orchard isn’t just in the 
ground. It’s online too.”

    

Remember to sharpen your tools every day for sustained harvests! Watch this 
guide to powerful digital tools for business and success. The right tools make 
hard work easy. Keep your Money Tree thriving and efficient—find this free 
resource and more at TheSecretJournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge: 
TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.
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Th at’s how the  wor k ge ts ligh te r, and the  harvest  
grows he avi er.”

I to ok that idea to  he art:

Sharp axes fall trees faster than dull ones. 
Hone your tools daily, and your work 

will be multiplied.

I once  kne w a ne igh bor  who ch opp ed for  days wit h 
a dull  axe. His  fr iend sharpe ne d his  bl ade for  but an 
hou r, the n cut twice  the  tree s in hal f the  time. Th e 
diff  erence  was  not eff or t, but le verage . 

I must  remembe r this  le ss on well . A man can 
spe nd his  days dragg in’ wago ns throu �  the  mud or  
ch opp in’ tree s wit h a dull  axe, sweatin’ and st rainin’ 
for  litt  le  ga in. Or he  can st op, sharpe n the  bl ade, oil  
the  whe el, and set the  wor k righ t. Hard lab or  has  it s 
place , but le verage  multiplies.
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15
Harvest 

The Season of Reward
Progress from a single seed to a yearly harvest.

Thomas had come a long way. New systems, new tools, new 
streams of  income—he was entering a fresh season in his 

life.	That	 afternoon,	 his	 phone	 buzzed.	An	 email	 notifi	cation	
popped up: “New Course Sale – Contracting Made Simple.” 
He	blinked,	opened	it,	and	saw	three	more.	At	fi	rst,	he	thought	it	
was	a	glitch.	But	it	wasn’t.	One	of 	his	YouTube	videos	had	gone	
viral overnight.

He had reached out to some home improvement channels 
he’d	 found	and	asked	 if 	any	of 	 them	would	be	 interested	 in	



174

Johnny’s Story



Thomas’s Story   15: Harvest

175

doing a collaboration on some videos. One of  the channels 
had shared his video, calling it “the clearest tutorial online for 
small contractors.”

Within hours, even more messages flooded in from builders, 
handymen, and homeowners:

“Thank you for this, man. You saved my weekend.”

“Do you teach more of  this stuff?”

“I just bought your course! Worth every penny.”

Thomas’s hands trembled as he refreshed his dashboard. 
The numbers kept climbing. He called out, “Sarah! You need 
to see this!”

She hurried in, wiping her hands on a dish towel. When she 
saw the screen, her mouth fell open. “Is that… real?”

He nodded, still stunned. “It’s real. People are actually buy-
ing it.”

Sarah screamed and threw her arms around him. “Thomas, 
this is it! This is your apple harvest!”

By the end of  the week, he’d earned more from the course 
than he usually made in a month of  contracting. The systems 
he’d set up, the invoicing app, the templates, and the automated 
emails all started working like a well-oiled machine.

He could finally breathe. But there was still one more 
mountain to climb before taking care of  Callahan: the day-to-
day grind of  the contracting jobs themselves. 
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S�mm er of  1830

Th e mor nings  come warm now. Th e air is  thick 
wit h the  hum of  be es and the  swee tne �  of  ripe nin’ 
fr uit . I rose be for e sunris e and wal ked to  the  app le  
grov e ab ov e the  river, the  one  I plante d ne ar six 
years pas t.

Wh at a sigh t it  was . Th e branch es be nt low 
be ne ath the  weigh t of  app le s, dark red and wet wit h 
the  mor nin’ dew. I laid my pal m aga inst  the  bark 
of  the  fi rst  see dlin’ I ev er plante d in this  va l-
le y, and it  fe lt al ive under my hand, st eady as  a 
he artbe at. I fe lt l�ke a prou d fathe r loo kin’ upon 
his  own ch il d.

I remembe r the  day I press ed it s roo ts into  the  
grou nd. Th e soil  was  st ubb or n the n, full  of  st one s and 
dou bt, and I wondered if  anythin’ wou ld take hol d. 
I wate red it  wit h mor e hope  than sense, whis pe rin’ 
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One morning, while at the supply store, Thomas ran into 
Ed. Well known in the community for his honesty and work 
ethic, Ed was a seasoned contractor, gray haired, strong, and 
steady. He had run his own company for decades until health 
issues and the economy caught up to him. Now, he was between 
jobs and helping out wherever he could.

“Ed,” Thomas said, shaking his hand. “You still know the trade 
better than anyone. You ever think about getting back in?”

Ed chuckled softly. “Son, I’d love to. But the body’s not what it 
used to be. My health is better, but I can’t climb ladders anymore.”

Thomas smiled. “Then don’t climb them. Help me run the 
business. Handle the calls, the schedules, the bids. You’d be help-
ing me more than you know.”

Ed studied him for a long moment. “Are you serious?”

“Completely.”

Ed laughed and then nodded. “I’m interested.”

Ten days later, Ed was on board. He took the weight off 
Thomas’s shoulders like a man who had been waiting his whole 
life to do it. Clients respected Ed. Workers listened to him. And 
Thomas finally had time to think, build, grow, and work on his 
business without being stuck in his business.

By the end of  the month, the flood of  online students 
hadn’t slowed. Every night, a little bell on his laptop would ping. 
Another course sold. Another seed planted. This soothing sound 
helped him sleep at night.
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a prayer ov er ev ery see dlin’. Back the n I only 
be liev ed it  migh t be ar fr uit . Tod ay, I know.

A man never forgets his fi rst harvest: 

the joy of seein’ faith turn into fruit.

I filled my sack w�th apples, and each one felt 
l�ke a memory made solid; every mile walked, 
every nig�t slept in the rain, every “no,” and 
every harsh word. I sat beneath the shade 
of that apple tree, ��t into a ripe apple, and 
laughed l�ke a boy again. It tasted of patience 
and perfection.

Along the  path came a widow named Hann ah, 
wit h two boys trail in’ cl ose be hind. Th ey had 
wal ked far wit h litt  le  to  eat. I handed each  of  
the m a cou ple  of  app le s, and the  boys’ eyes ne ar 
shone  brigh te r than the  sun. Th en I press ed a fe w 
see ds  into  Hann ah’s pal m and said, “Plant the se 
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A month later, Thomas pushed open the glass doors of  the 
bank. His pulse quickened, but this time it wasn’t from fear. He 
walked to the counter and nodded to the teller. “I’d like to make 
a mortgage payment.” As the transaction cleared, he exhaled 
slowly. Then he leaned forward, waiting.

The teller looked up in delighted surprise. “That catches 
you up, Thomas. You’re back in good standing.”

Thomas returned her smile. “Now I need a cash withdrawal 
from my online business accounts.”

A few minutes later, the teller slid five thick envelopes across 
the counter. Thomas gathered the bills carefully, the weight 
of  them solid in his hands. It wasn’t just money, it was closure.
Thomas exhaled so deeply it felt like years of  weight had left his 
chest. Outside, he paused on the sidewalk, staring up at the wide 
blue sky.

A short while later, Thomas strode into Callahan’s office 
with a quiet confidence, the weight of  months of  toil lifting from 
his shoulders as everything finally came together—his online 
courses exploding with new members, tool sales multiplying like 
rows in a thriving orchard, and his sharpened systems channel-
ing income like steady furrows guiding water to thirsty roots. 
He was ready to settle things with his nemesis once and for all. 
It was time to cut the noose that had dragged him down since 
taking out that desperate loan.

Callahan looked up from behind his desk, smirking as if  
expecting a beggar pleading for more time. His voice dripped 
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by you r cab in. Th ey’ll  fe ed you r sons long afte  r 
you ’re go ne .”

She  as ked, “How can I repay you ?”

I to ld he r, “Help the  ne xt travele r you  mee t. Give 
you r future see ds  to  those in ne ed.”

She  thanked me throu �  te ars, and I watch ed he r 
go  ’til  the  tree s hid he r fr om sigh t. Th e app le s in he r 
hands  wou ld soo n be  go ne , but the  see ds  wou ld be  
remembe red for ev er. Her kindne �  wou ld grow and 
ch ange  lives.

Th at ev enin’ I linge red by the  river as  the  ligh t 
faded. Th e or ch ard st retch ed be for e me l�ke a prayer 
answered slow and sure. I thou gh t of  al l the  place s 
I’d be en ch as ed fr om, al l the  fi elds  that refused me, 
and al l the  voice s that once  mocked my sack of  see ds  
and my pot for  a hat. I for ga ve the m al l. “By the ir 
fr uit s you  shal l know the m.”
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with condescension: “Do you have a payment, Thomas? Or 
another excuse?”

Thomas dropped the five thick envelopes onto his desk. 
“This should cover everything I owe you, plus interest and late 
payments,” he said, his voice steady.

Callahan’s smirk faltered. He thumbed through the cash, 
eyes narrowing. “Well,” he muttered as he wrote out a receipt. 
“It seems you conjured a miracle. What bank did you rob?”

Thomas stood a little taller. “No miracle. Just hard work 
and a lesson learned.” Then he leaned in and locked eyes with 
Callahan, his voice focused and clear: “You won’t be hearing 
from me again. And you might find fewer folks around here 
knocking on your door for loans.”

He turned and walked out as Callahan yelled, “Wait, stop! 
How did you pull this off? What did you do?”

Thomas paused at the door and turned back just long 
enough to say, “I listened to my Uncle Johnny Appleseed.”

Then he stepped outside.

Behind him, Callahan stood frozen, scratching his head. 
Johnny Appleseed? he thought. Who on earth is Johnny Appleseed?

That night, Sarah found Thomas sitting on the porch with 
Johnny’s journal open in his lap. The wind rustled the pages 
until they landed on one he hadn’t seen before. On it were 
these words:
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As I writ e to nigh t, I see  that a harvest  is  mor e 
than app le s hangi n’ on a branch . It is  the  moment 
a man knows that nothin’ he  did was  was te d, that 
ev ery act of  fait h, no matt er how smal l, to ok roo t 
somewhe re and brou gh t for th a harvest .

So I cl ose my jo urn�  to nigh t wit h a full  be ll y 
and an inspired he art, grate ful for  the  wor k, the  
power of  fait h, and the  wonder of  it  al l.
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A man never forgets his first harvest: the joy of seein’ 
faith turn into fruit.

Thomas read it aloud, voice trembling.

Sarah sat beside him, resting her head on his shoulder. 
“You did it,” she whispered. “You held on long enough for the 
harvest.”

He smiled, eyes glistening. “No—we did it. And we’re not 
done planting.”

Several months later, Thomas pulled into the driveway in a 
new truck (the one from his vision board, bought with no pay-
ments). The late afternoon sun glinted off the polished hood. 
The yard was green, the house freshly painted—a symbol of  
how far they’d come.

He stepped inside, setting his keys on the counter. Sarah 
worked on dinner nearby.

“Smells good,” he told her.

They looked through the window out over their yard, their 
hearts content and filled with happiness as they watched the leaves 
of  their newly planted apple trees shimmering in the sunset.

    

You’ve planted the principles—now scale them into true financial freedom! 
Watch our video titled “Using Solid Wealth-Building Steps to Secure the 
Future.” Turn knowledge into generational security—start scaling today at 
TheSecretJournal.org.
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16
Protect

Planting Family Trees for Future 
Generations

Provide orchards that protect and keep giving after you’re gone.

The next Sunday, Thomas sat at the kitchen table, Sarah 
and the kids gathered around, their elbows on the table, 

eyes curious but unfocused. What was the purpose of  this 
family meeting?

“Alright,” he said, tapping his notebook. “Tonight, I’m going 
to teach you how money really works. How to grow it, use it, and 
make it last. The stuff my dad tried to teach me that I wish I’d 
listened to when I was your age.”
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He launched into what he thought was a great explanation. 
Words like “income streams,” “investment yield,” and “financial 
literacy” spilled out of  his mouth. The kids nodded politely, but 
their faces were blank. They had no clue what he was talking about.

“Any questions?” he asked hopefully.

His son raised his hand. “Dad, what’s a yield?”

Thomas paused. “It’s—uh—something that grows.”

His daughter frowned. “Like an apple tree?”

He sighed, rubbing his forehead. “Sort of.”

Sarah leaned against the doorway, a knowing twinkle in her 
eye. “You lost them at income streams.”

Thomas laughed and shook his head. “You’re right. I’m doing 
it again—trying to make something simple sound complicated.”

He looked at his kids. “Alright. Let’s start over.” He took an 
envelope from a stack on the counter and put it on the table. On 
the back, he wrote five steps:

1. Make more money
2. Separate your money
3. Give to church and charity
4. Automatically invest
5. Save and spend the rest

He slid the envelope toward them. “That’s it. Whenever you 
get money, follow these steps. If  you can do these five things, 
you’ll always be okay.”

The kids leaned in, reading over the five steps silently.
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Late  S�mm er of  1835

Tonigh t I sit  by the  fi re be ne ath a st retch  of  
quiet sky. Th e wind mov es throu �  the  gras s l�ke 
the  breath of  the  earth. My pack rest s be side me, 
ligh te r than it  once  was . Most  of  my see ds  are go ne  
now, scatt ered in hands  not my own or  plante d in 
the  grou nd.

This week I stayed w�th a family whose 
farm borders the river bend. Their orchard 
was young w�th only a few seedlings standin’ 
brave against the early frost.

The father asked �f I mig�t show his chil-
dren how to tend them, how to wrap cloth 
around the roots when transplantin’, and how 
to heap earth high before winter to guard those 
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“That’s it?” his son asked. “That’s how you get rich?”

Thomas chuckled. “That’s how you become financially free. 
Being successful with money is a series of  daily habits.”

The kids nodded again, this time pretending to understand, 
but he could see confusion in their eyes. They didn’t really get 
it. Not yet.

Thomas looked around the kitchen for something—any-
thing—that might make the idea real. His eyes landed on the 
three mason jars he and Sarah had used to divide their money 
sitting on a kitchen shelf.

“Okay,” he said, standing up. “Forget the envelope. Let’s do 
this.” He placed the jars on the table and labeled them with 
masking tape and a marker: “Give,” “Invest,” “Save/Spend.” 
He turned back to the kids and held up a handful of  coins: 
“Most people make money, and they spend it all or put it where 
it can’t grow. Every last penny.” He dropped all the coins into 
the “Save/Spend” jar. Clink, clink, clink. “That’s what keeps peo-
ple stuck.”

Then he pulled a few coins back out. “But the wealthy learn 
something different. They divide their money into all three cat-
egories every single time they get paid.” He dropped a few coins 
into “Give.”

“First, they give to their church, to charity, or to help some-
one in need. That’s how you keep your heart in the right place 
and expand your wealth in valuable ways you can’t put into 
words or into your wallets.”

Next, he dropped a few coins into “Invest.”
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roots. I taug�t them the importance of protec-
tin’ the young seedlings w�th a fence.

Th e ol dest  boy he ld the  spade wrong, and 
the  you nge st  ran off   ch as in’ fi refl ies, but the ir 
laugh te r fi ll ed the  dusk l�ke music. I showed the m 
how to  wate r slow and st eady, how to  lif t a le af 
and ch eck for  wor ms, and how to  whis pe r a smal l 
prayer be for e cov erin’ a see d.

Wh en the  wor k was  done , the  mothe r, Mary, 
brou gh t us st ew. Th e ch il dren sat cl ose, as kin’ how 
far I’d travele d and how many tree s I’d plante d. 

I cou ld not cou nt the m al l, so I smil ed and 
said, “Enou �  to  know that the  fr uit  matt ers le �  
than who le arns to  grow it .”

That nig�t, as I rolled my blanket by the 
fire, the father thanked me for teachin’ his 
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“Then they invest automatically. This means setting up 
automatic deposits through your investment account so you 
only have to make the hard decision once! That’s how you grow 
money seeds into money trees.”

The kids laughed. “There’s no such thing as a money tree, 
Dad!” one of  them said.

“Sure there is,” Thomas replied. “Every tree is a money tree 
if  you understand how it works.” The kids giggled, but Thomas 
went on. “Think about it,” he explained, pointing toward the 
window. “You plant a tree, and one day it grows apples. You can 
sell the apples and make a little money. Or you can take those 
same apples and make something even better: apple juice, apple 
pies, maybe even jars of  applesauce. You sell those, and sud-
denly your tree really is a money tree.”

Finally, he dropped the rest into “Save/Spend.”

“And whatever’s left after you add money to the first two 
jars, you first save for a rainy day or a future goal. Then you 
spend what’s left. Guilt free. Because you already took care of  
the important things.”

The kids watched carefully, their wide eyes filled with excite-
ment now.

Thomas handed each child a small pile of  coins. “Alright, 
your turn. Decide what percent you want for each category and 
split them up into the jars.”

They eagerly scooted closer. Coins clinked against the jars as 
they debated, laughed, and rearranged their piles of  coins. His son 
tried to sneak more into “Save/Spend” until his daughter protested: 
“No fair! You’re supposed to plant some of  your seeds too!”
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children. I told him the truth—that they had 
given me more than I’d given them. Their hands 
were small, their minds were open, and their 
hearts were willin’.

I thou gh t on al l the  to wns I’ve pas sed, the  
fe nce s fal le n, the  tree s lost  to  st or ms, the  or ch ards  
go ne  wil d, and those promis es that were broken. 
Yet it  al l fe els wor th it  now, for  I see  what I cou ld 
not be for e.

I was  ne ver meant to  te nd ev ery or ch ard myself . 
I was  meant to  te ach  othe rs how.

Teach your children to plant, and 

their orchards will reach farther than 

yours ever could.

Th ou �  I have no ch il dren of  my own, I fi nd sons 
and daugh te rs whe rev er I wal k. And my sibl ings  



Thomas’s Story   16: Protect

193

Thomas smiled. “She’s right. The ones you plant in ‘Give’ 
and ‘Invest’ are your seeds. Those seeds grow into trees and 
eventually into orchards that spread as far as you can see.” 

He could almost see the idea click behind their eyes.

“So if  I keep doing this every week,” his oldest said slowly, 
“then my orchard gets bigger?”

“Exactly,” Thomas said. “The trees you plant today feed 
you tomorrow. Just like your Uncle Johnny Appleseed taught.”

The kids grinned from ear to ear. They weren’t confused 
anymore. They were excited for the future.

Sarah still stood behind Thomas at the doorway, watching 
the children arrange the coins, her eyes shining.

Thomas turned to look at her. “Did I lose them that time?” 
he teased.

She shook her head and beamed. “I think that lesson stuck.” 
After a moment of  silence, she whispered, “You’re planting 
more than lessons. You’re planting a future of  independence, 
hope, and joy.”

Thomas nodded quietly, feeling pride swell in his chest.
Then he realized something profound. His kids weren’t the only 
ones who needed this knowledge. Most everyone around him—
grown-ups, neighbors, coworkers—had been overwhelmed by 
a world that made finances seem complicated and intimidating.

Schools, and society had failed so many people by never 
teaching these simple truths about success and money.

Later that week, Thomas opened small investment accounts 
for each of  his children to protect them in the future. Then, 
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have ch il dren at home, my niece s and ne phe ws. I fe el 
a dee p fondne �  for  the m.

I hope to pass along to them someday the les-
sons I’ve learned on this journey. I think of 
them often, and I yearn for their happiness and 
success in l�fe.

I since rely hope  and pray that the  le ss ons I 
share in the se page s wil l prote ct the ir futures. Th at 
the y’ll  buil d tr�  weal th wit h wis dom and pr�-
dence , al l whil e grou nded in ge ne rosit y and fait h.

Whether they plant apple trees or follow some 
other path, I hope they’ll take these principles 
to heart.

Th ey may not fi nd much  of  use in the se wor ds  
now, st il l be in’ so you ng, but whe n the  time is  
righ t, and the y’re ready to  le arn, pe rhaps the y can 
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he gave them each their own set of  three jars labelled “Give,” 
“Invest,” and “Save/Spend.”

He called them over. “These accounts are your orchards. 
I’ll match everything you invest. You can watch them grow as 
long as you keep planting those seeds.” 

His youngest held her coin jar proudly. “Dad, how long until 
our trees grow fruit?”

Thomas laughed. “It takes time. But one day, you’ll look 
back and be amazed at how much they’ve grown.”

Things were coming together financially for Thomas as 
well. The debts that once loomed like an endless winter storm 
were paid, allowing him to reap the rewards of  his persistence 
and savor the harvest. That afternoon, he received a call from 
an unfamiliar number. There was an investigator on the phone 
asking pointed questions about Callahan, the loan terms, the 
threats, and the harassment.

Thomas answered truthfully without holding back. He 
recounted the condescension, the drive-bys, his daughter’s 
encounter, and the public humiliation. He didn’t think much of  
it beyond having a chance to unburden his story. Then he hung 
up and returned to his work.

Several days later, Sarah’s voice called urgently from the 
living room: “Thomas, come quick! You have to see this on 
the news!” He hurried in, freezing in place as the headline 
scrolled across the screen: “John Callahan Under Investigation.
Loan Office Shut Down amid Predatory Lending and Fraud 
Investigation. Owner Accused of  Threats, Illegal Business 
Practices, and Misuse of  Funds.” 
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fi nd some wis dom and truth in the se line s. Perhaps 
the y’ll  fe el my prote ction he lpin’ the m al ong.

Some wil l plant the ir own tree s, othe rs wil l carr y 
on my le ss ons, and in time, both wil l be ar fr uit .

Wh en I’m go ne , I hope  the y remembe r not the  
man wit h the  sil ly pot hat, the  wor n cl othe s, or  the  
bare fe et but the  truth I have carr ied mil e afte  r mil e:

Every see d a man shares see ms to  carr y on far-
the r than he  ev er wal ks .
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Reporters swarmed the familiar office as officials carted out 
boxes of  files. The place Thomas had once dreaded entering 
was now exposed as a den of  deceit. Sarah looked at him, wide-
eyed, her hand covering her mouth in shock. “Can you believe 
it?” She reached for his hand, and for a long moment, they stood 
together in quiet relief, not celebrating—just grateful that the 
storm had finally passed.

That night, after the kids were asleep, Thomas read in 
Johnny’s journal:

Teach your children to plant, and their orchards will 
reach farther than yours ever could.

He closed the journal, a gentle smile on his face. He didn’t 
just feel like a provider. He felt like a teacher, a planter of  habits 
that could outlive him. 

Tomorrow, he thought, I’ll start writing down everything I’ve 
learned. Not just for my kids, but for anyone who wants to learn to plant 
their own orchard.

The greatest gift, he realized, wasn’t the money itself. It was 
the truth that anyone could grow their own trees and create 
orchards of  wealth. And that night, Thomas felt peace and hap-
piness because the next generation was already planting.

    

The greatest legacy is one that outlives you—build it now! View our free 
course “Teaching Wealth to the Next Generation.” Plant seeds that bear 
fruit for generations—access the course for free at TheSecretJournal.org.
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17
Re ap

The Season of Refl ection & Joy
Joy grows not by how much you earn but by how many 

lives are changed.

Afew	nights	later,	Thomas	sat	on	the	porch	with	Johnny’s	
journal open on his lap. The sun was fading, and the 

trees in his yard glowed golden in the light of  the sunset. The 
weight of  the Callahan ordeal still lingered in his mind. Even 
though enduring near ruin, humiliation, and constant threats 
had	been	terrible,	Thomas	had	emerged	with	invaluable	les-
sons etched into his soul. Callahan had shown him what not to 
do—how not	 to	treat	people	by	exploiting	desperation	for	per-
sonal	gain	rather	than	off	ering	a	hand	up.
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Thomas reflected on the dangers of  debt, how it could 
strangle a person by cutting off growth and hope until noth-
ing but barren branches remained. Yet, in the long term, he 
saw how the universe balanced the scales; people like Callahan 
might take advantage in the short term by preying on the vul-
nerable, but justice, like a patient harvest, would eventually reap 
what was sown. 

Gratitude filled Thomas as he thought of  his family, now 
secure and thriving. He vowed never to become like Callahan—
never to mock the struggling and never to wield money as a 
weapon of  control. He had learned that wealth without charity 
and generosity held no real rewards. It benefitted no one and left 
a legacy of  emptiness. 

Thomas inwardly committed to teach these hard-won 
truths to his posterity, ensuring his children grew roots deep 
enough to withstand their own storms. In this way, the pain 
inflicted by Callahan transformed into fertile soil, allowing 
Thomas to reap a legacy of  abundance, where every act of  
giving back multiplied like seeds scattered across endless fields, 
feeding generations yet unborn.

Thomas could see results from Johnny’s ideas in every 
aspect of  his life. The calm in his home, the steady hum of  his 
business, the laughter of  his kids as they tended their little jars 
on the counter. The debt was gone, and the investments were 
growing. The fear had eroded away. He now had complete 
hope in the future.

But in its place came a quiet question that lingered in his 
heart: What now?
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Autumn of  1845

I grow older now. My mind is weary, and my 
back is bent from miles of walkin’ and years of 
plantin’. Yet my heart is full, for the orchards 
I see around me are no longer mine alone. 

Th e long years of  hards hip and to il  have 
brou gh t me both pe ace  and ple nty.

I have reape d many bl ess ings . Th e greate st  of  
the se bl ess ings  is  to  see  the  tree s I’ve plante d pro-
ducing ple nty for  the  cou ntl e�  pe ople  I’ve met 
al ong the  way.

Ch il dren ga the r app le s fr om tree s I plante d long 
ago . Famil ies trade fr uit  fr om grov es I once  sowed 
and scarce ly remembe r. 
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He looked down at the journal in his lap and turned the 
pages slowly, running his fingers over the wisdom etched in faded 
ink that had carried him through so many storms. Thomas real-
ized the only way to truly honor the miracle of  Johnny’s journal 
and the lessons he had learned from his words was to share it 
with others.

He decided it was time to teach people, beyond just his kids. 
He dreamed of  extending those lessons to the world, nurtur-
ing strangers’ orchards as Johnny had once nurtured his. But he 
started small.

A few friends at church asked how he’d turned things 
around. Then a neighbor wanted to know how he managed his 
side businesses while still finding time for family.

So one night, Thomas invited them over. He cleaned up the 
basement, set up a folding table and chairs, and propped an old 
whiteboard against the wall.

When everyone arrived and settled in, he smiled nervously 
and said, “Alright, I’m not a financial advisor. I’m just a guy who 
learned the hard way. But if  you’ll let me, I’ll show you what 
worked for me. I believe it could work for you too.”

He drew three words across the board: Seeds. Trees. Orchards. 
Then he told his story—the jars, Callahan, the small changes, 
and the lessons that turned into big results.

At first, people just nodded politely. But then he explained 
how most people treat money the way they treat apple seeds: 
They throw it away without a second glance. He taught them 
how money could be separated, how every dollar was a seed, 
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Yest erday I came to  a sett le ment whe re a row 
of  saplings  I had gi ven away six years back now 
st oo d tal le r than the  cab ins ne arby.

A you ng boy named Samue l ran to  me, grinn in’ 
fr om ear to  ear, and he  he ld ou t a brigh t red app le . 

“Th is  is  fr om you r tree s,” he  said.

I smil ed, thou �  in my he art I thou gh t, “No, 
lad, it ’s fr om you rs, for  you  te nded it .”

Late r that ev enin’, I to ok supp er wit h a 
sch oo lmas te r named Mr. Boo ne . As we ate , he  to ld 
me, “You r tree s fe ed bod ies, but you r wis dom and 
example  fe ed minds . Every man you ’ve taugh t to  
plant and nurture wil l pas s that le ss on on for  
ge ne rations.”
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and how anyone could start planting even with very little. Soon 
they all leaned in, intent on his words. 

When he finished, one woman said quietly, “Thomas, I wish 
someone had taught me this twenty years ago.” 

Her words stayed with him that entire week. For once, he 
wasn’t just fixing things or surviving. He was giving people hope 
and a second chance.

Over the next few months, Thomas was invited to speak 
at schools, church groups, and community centers. He kept 
refining his message, making it simpler each time, just like he 
had for his own kids. He called his presentation “The 5 Steps to 
Financial Freedom.”

People loved it. As he’d finish a class, he could see his audi-
ence’s eyes bright with inspiration and understanding. Teachers, 
single parents, and business owners were all realizing that manag-
ing money didn’t have to be complicated. He handed out simple 
worksheets and encouraged everyone to get their own jars.Within 
months, hundreds of  people were following his system. Some 
started small investment accounts. Others paid off old debts. A 
few even began teaching their kids.

One evening, after another large financial class, Thomas sat 
in his car to absorb everything that had happened. He thought 
about how far he’d come, from the man drowning in bills to the 
man helping others find financial peace.

He whispered, “Thank you, Johnny. You changed my life, 
my income, my future, and my posterity forever.”

At home, he began compiling everything he’d learned into a 
binder he titled “The Family Playbook.”
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His  wor ds  humbl ed me, for  I ne ver st arte d as  
a te ach er, only a sower of  see d.

But whe n you  foll  ow you r purpose in lif e, 
sometimes it  takes you  place s you  ne ver expe cte d. 
And of te n those paths end up be in’ the  most  
rewardin’ ov er time. One  of  the  only things  that 
warms my he art mor e than a growin’ tree  is  a 
growin’ mind.

So to nigh t, I writ e this  plain:

When you pass on wisdom, you’re 

plantin’ trees whose shade and fruit 

will one day comfort strangers you’ll 

never meet.

I have walked far w�th my sack of seeds. 
I gave them freely, sometimes to mockers, 
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“This isn’t just for us,” he told Sarah. “It’s for everyone who 
wants to start their own orchard.”

A few weeks later, he finished a workshop at a local high 
school. As the students left, a young man approached him.

“Thomas” he said, “your five steps are life changing. But 
once I do all that, what’s next?”

Thomas paused. “What’s next?”

The student nodded. “Yeah, like, how do I build real wealth?”

That question stayed with him all night. He pulled out a 
fresh notebook and began sketching diagrams, trees, seeds, 
orchards, and arrows pointing to growth. He thought about 
his own journey and what had truly created lasting change and 
steady streams of  income. That’s when he remembered there 
were two more lessons that Johnny had taught him. There were 
two more steps to add to the first five:

6.	 Add Real Estate and Business. Learn to buy or 
build assets that grow over time.

7.	 Use the Wealth Formula: Monthly Automatic 
Investments × Increase in Value × Time = 
Generational Wealth.

It wasn’t about getting rich quickly. It was about doing the 
right things consistently over a lifetime, letting compound growth, 
real assets, and steady reinvestment turn effort into legacy.

The next day, he shared the new seven-step chart with Sarah.

Her eyes sparkled. “So now it’s not just freedom, it’s wealth?”
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sometimes to believers. Not all took root, but 
enough did that I now see an orchard beyond 
myself, planted by many hands and tended by 
many hearts.

A man reaps jo y not by how much  fr uit  he  grows 
but how many see ds  he  gi ves and lives he  ch ange s.
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He nodded. “Exactly. The 5 Steps to Freedom teach people 
to get their systems in order. The full 7 Steps to Wealth—that’s 
how you grow orchards that last generations.”

That night, Thomas opened Johnny’s journal one more 
time and read:

When you pass on wisdom, you’re plantin’ trees 
whose shade and fruit will one day comfort strangers 
you’ll never meet.

He smiled, knowing he was following Johnny’s advice, and 
then he closed the journal.

    

Consistency is the secret sauce—even after success arrives! Learn how to pay 
it forward by supporting the Success and Money Foundation’s mission. Keep 
growing and giving—find out how at TheSecretJournal.org.
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18
Nurture

Orchards of  a Lasting Legacy
True fulfi llment is found in teaching others to plant their 

own orchards.

Years passed. Thomas nurtured his orchards, and his wealth 
grew. But the message never changed. He kept teaching 

the seven steps over and over again at schools, in churches, in 
libraries, and at community centers. He would bring his jars, his 
simple	charts,	and	even	a	mock	“money	tree.”	He’d	start	with	
seeds, then draw trees and orchards on whiteboards, feeling a 
warm glow swell in his chest as lightbulbs of  epiphany ignited in 
his	students’	eyes.
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Johnny’s Story
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Everywhere he went, someone would say, “Why didn’t any-
one ever teach me this stuff?” That’s when he knew: his mission 
wasn’t just to teach and inspire. It was to pass on the knowledge 
as far as he could.

It all began with his kids and three jars on a kitchen counter. 
But now, people were asking for worksheets, templates, and 
videos. Principals invited him to speak at school assemblies. A 
business group asked for a Saturday workshop. Church leaders 
asked if  he could come teach their youth groups.

Thomas laughed with Sarah one night. “I’m teaching so 
many classes, I feel like I’ve got a full-time teaching job. But I’ve 
never felt more alive.”

Sarah’s eyes locked with his own. “That’s because this is 
your calling. You were born to teach this.” Thomas knew she 
was right.

He decided to make it easier for people to follow along. He 
filmed a simple video course called “Success and Money Habits: 
The 7 Steps to a Successful and Wealthy Life.” It contained the 
same lessons he’d taught hundreds of  times in person.

He uploaded it online for free.

Soon, people he’d never met began watching from other 
states, then other countries.

Emails poured in:

“Your video transformed my family.”

“I opened my first investment account.”
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Winte r of  1845

I have buil t myself  a cab in on the  edge  of  a quiet 
to wn, loo kin’ down upon a va ll ey of  tree s I once  
plante d wit h my own hands . Fr om the  window, I can 
see  the  or ch ard st retch in’ far as  the  river be nd. Th e 
snow lies he avy on the  branch es to nigh t, each  lim� 
bowed but not broken. My fi re burns warm inside, 
and I am conte nt. I am spe ndin’ the  rest  of  my days 
in pe ace .

My fi re burns low, and my hands  are slow. 
Yet be for e I lay down my quil l, I wou ld le ave 
one  las t le ss on, ga the red fr om al l my wan-
derin’, my plantin’, my succ ess es, my fail ures, and 
my bl ess in’s.

As I lay refl ectin’ on my sev enty years of  lif e 
earlier to day, I was  wonderin’ whe the r my tirele �  
travels and app le -see d plantin’ had truly made a 
diff  erence . I be ga n to  loo k at my lif e’s wor k. I 
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“We just got out of  debt.”

“I finally understand money! You changed my life.”

It was working! The orchard was spreading. Johnny’s jour-
nal and his lessons from all those years ago were working for 
people here and now, just as Johnny had hoped they would. 
Other people’s lives were changing just as Thomas’s life had.

Thomas continued refining the system until it was as simple 
as breathing:

1.	Make More Money: Solve problems. Add value. 
Study successful people.

2.	Separate Your Money: Keep it organized. Track 
it. Give every dollar a job.

3.	Give to Church and Charity: The secret to liv-
ing is giving. Give your time and money.

4.	Automatically Invest: Invest in your future every 
month.

5.	Save and Spend the Rest: Live within your 
means and enjoy the journey.

6.	Add Real Estate and Business: Build assets 
that grow and work for you.

7.	Use the Wealth Formula: Monthly Automatic 
Investments × Increase in Value × Time = 
Generational Wealth



Johnny’s Journal

216

rev iewed my jo urn�  and my othe r note s and fe lt 
the  spirit  of  pe ace  and happ ine � . I be liev e I made 
a diff  erence .

I reckon I’ve wal ked ne ar a hundred thou -
sand mil es by now, most ly on foo t, foll  owin’ rivers 
and ol d trail s. Along the  way, I’ve set app le  tree s in 
maybe  two thou sand acres of  grou nd, gi ve or  take, 
some land my own, some he ld al ongs ide othe rs.

Th ere’s land I’ve kept, land I’ve shared, and 
land I’ve handed ov er ou trigh t to  fol ks  who ne eded 
it  mor e than I did. I ne ver kept cl ose cou nt, but I 
know many famil ies to ok roo t be cause of  it .

As for  the  app le s, I cou ldn’t righ tl y say how 
many pas sed throu �  my hands . Th ou sands , surely. 
Maybe  a mil lion or  mor e, eate n by travele rs, ch il -
dren, and men down on the ir luck. And the re have 
be en far mor e see ds  than I cou ld numbe r. Mil lions 
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The process was simple but powerful.

And every time he drew it, he felt the echo of  Johnny’s wis-
dom playing out in the real world. Thomas wanted to make it 
available to even more people.

He sat down at his desk one weekend and began writing 
page after page. He turned the class notes into a small book. It 
had no big words, no confusing charts—just stories, examples, 
and steps simple enough that anyone could follow along.

When it was finished, he printed the books and started pass-
ing them out for free at his live events to students, families, and 
even strangers he met at the grocery store.

“Here,” he’d say with a smile, handing one over. “This book 
could change your life. It changed mine.”

Soon, the book had traveled farther than he ever could, 
passed from hand to hand, classroom to classroom, and family 
to family. Each one planted a little more of  the orchard.

Ten years passed in what felt like the blink of  an eye. Thomas 
kept living the same habits: teaching, giving, investing, growing, 
repeating. The results were remarkable.

The small rental he’d bought turned into dozens of  prop-
erties. His online courses reached thousands of  students. His 
trees had grown into countless orchards.

One evening, he and Sarah sat at the kitchen table sur-
rounded by financial statements and photos from the early days.
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scatt ered, plante d, or  gi ven away, trust in’ the y’d 
fi nd go �  soil  somewhe re.

I’ve shown more folks than I can remember 
how to tend an apple tree and what an orchard 
can mean to a family willin’ to wa�t. If those 
plantings fed a few souls, broug�t some trade, or 
offered shade for a restin’ body, then I reckon 
my walk’s been worth the miles.

I have seen seeds sprout where I never 
expected. I have seen orchards lost to flood and 
storm. I have seen strangers fed by fru�t from 
trees I planted long a�o, when I was young and 
strong. I have seen orchards both flourish w�th 
teamwork and fail w�th dece�t. 

The greatest orchard is not the one I 

planted. It’s the one growin’ in the hearts of 
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Sarah smiled softly. “Do you realize this? We’ve built enough 
to take care of  our kids and probably their kids, too.”

Thomas nodded. “Then maybe it’s time to take care of  
someone else’s.”

They made a bold decision.

They created a nonprofit foundation and donated some of  
their properties and Berkshire Hathaway stock worth three mil-
lion dollars.

“This,” Thomas said, “is how we plant orchards for people 
we’ll never meet.” At first, it was small—just a website with his vid-
eos, worksheets, and free downloads. But then came a new idea:

“What if,” Thomas said one morning, “we didn’t just teach 
people what to do. What if  we helped them actually do it?”

He explained it to Sarah: “People don’t need more informa-
tion. They need an action plan. They need to plant a money tree.”

So they launched something revolutionary: They would pay 
students to learn. When someone watched a course or shared 
it with others, they’d earn small rewards. They could use that 
money to open their own investment accounts and start growing 
their own money trees.

At first, people were skeptical and asked, “Why would you 
pay me to learn? Shouldn’t it be the other way around?” 

But word spread quickly. Thousands joined. Then tens of  
thousands. From all over the world, families who had never 
owned a single share of  stock now had investment accounts for 
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others who are plantin’ their own trees 

because someone once planted for them.

Every farmer knows the  wor k is  slow, the  
st or ms are ce rtain, and the  power of  fait h is  
ess enti� . Yet st il l we plant, for  we be liev e in 
to mor row. We know that hope , mor e than go ld or  
land, is  tr�  weal th.

I remembe r a hungry famil y in Zane svi ll e 
who once  laugh ed whe n I ga ve the ir ch il dren a 
handful of  see ds . “Wh at go �  are the se?” the y 
said. But years late r, I pas sed that way aga in, 
and those same ch il dren, grown now, st oo d 
be ne ath app le  tree s he avy wit h fr uit  that the y 
had nurtured.

If ev er this  jo urn�  shou ld be  read by my 
dear famil y and lov ed one s whe n I am go ne , le t 
it  not be  see n as  the  recor d of  a man who wandered 
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themselves and their children. People were giving, investing, and 
saving for the first time in their lives. Thomas would often smile 
and say, “We’re not just teaching money. We’re teaching habits 
that turn into miracles.”

Years later, as the foundation grew, Thomas visited a class-
room where students were learning the 7 Steps using his free 
online courses. The teacher nodded in approval as the kids 
dropped coins into three jars labeled “Give,” “Invest,” and 
“Save/Spend.” Thomas watched, his heart filled with gratitude. 
It was the same simple lesson he’d once taught his own children. 
Now it was circling the world.

That night, he opened Johnny’s old journal to reminisce on 
all the lessons learned over the years. On the final page of  the 
journal, he read Johnny’s words:

The greatest orchard is not the one I planted. It’s 
the one growin’ in the hearts of others who are plantin’ 
their own trees because someone once planted for them.

He sat down and whispered, “Thank you, Johnny.”

Sarah joined him at the table, and together they looked 
through photos of  the foundation’s students. Faces from around 
the world, smiling, learning, changing, and growing their income.

Sarah held his hand. “You’ve built something that’ll outlive 
us, Thomas.”
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wit h a sack of  see ds  but as  a guide for  any sou l 
who see ks  to  grow and prospe r and ch ange  the  
wor ld. Take the se wor ds , plant the m in you r own 
fe rtil e soil , and te nd the m dail y. Fo r st or ms wil l 
come, but or ch ards  endure.

Re membe r this : see ds  are ideas , tree s are 
hab it s, or ch ards  are sy st ems, and le ga cies are 
lives to uch ed. Sow al l fou r, and you  wil l not only 
eat, you  wil l fe ed ge ne rations.

John Chapman

“Johnny Appleseed”
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Thomas smiled, eyes glistening. “We built it together. And 
now our students can carry on the message too.”

With that, he knew Johnny’s legacy had become theirs. And 
together they would feed generations.

    

You have the power to influence generations—start crafting your legacy today! 
Dive into our video course “The Legacy Blueprint: 7 Steps to Wealth” and 
create a legacy of  success. Get started free at TheSecretJournal.org.
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A Note from the 
Authors

Thank you for following along with Thomas and 
Johnny on their journeys. As we shared in the 

introduction, this story is inspired by real events and 
lessons we’ve learned throughout our own lives. 

We hope you’ve enjoyed reading and will be able 
to use and apply the principles in this book, no matter 
where you live, your age, or your background.

The next few chapters will help you along the 
way! Please read on to begin applying what you’ve 
learned from Thomas and Johnny Appleseed.
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19
Generations of Seeds

Thomas R. Painter

Thomas’s tale may have felt like a parable, but the jars he 
used to teach his children are the same jars I used to teach 

my own children in real life. 

His reflections during the last few pages of  the story mir-
ror what I’ve seen over seven generations of  history within my 
own family.

My great-grandfather lost the family farm. He didn’t have 
the knowledge, the tools, or the experience to make it work, and 
that single failure rippled down for generations. 

His son, my grandfather, grew up in the shadow of  that loss. 
He had to leave home during the Depression to find work. He 
fixed old cars and rebuilt engines in a two-bay garage and gas 
station to claw out a living.

My parents, Jim and Zoma, were both born in 1930 during 
the Depression and then grew up as World War II gripped the 
world. Dad was four days older than Warren Buffett. He taught 
us kids the same principles that Warren taught his children.
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My mom taught us by example about giving and helping 
others: that every dollar was precious and that habits mattered 
more than luck.

Mom and Dad taught us how to make more money, to give, 
to invest, and to live within our means. More importantly, they 
didn’t just talk—they acted on those principles.

As a teenager, I washed dishes at a truck stop and earned 
$130 on one paycheck. My dad and I created a plan. Together, 
we gave some of  the money away, invested some, and spent 
some. I learned firsthand that money was a tool to be managed, 
not just spent. 

That experience, just like Thomas teaching his kids with 
jars, became a turning point.

Thomas’s fictional orchard was real in my life. I survived a 
heart attack at age thirty-four. My wife and I had two special 
needs children, and we wanted to provide for them. We planted 
money trees through work, business, and investing. We harvested 
fruit and then replanted the seeds. 

The most important inheritance my parents gave me wasn’t 
money. It was knowledge and experience with money. 

That is what I’ve passed to my children and grandchil-
dren, and now, through the Success and Money Foundation, 
to the world.

The Success and Money Foundation was born from my 
co-author Robert Allen’s strategies; from the wisdom of  mentors; 
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from my wife, LaDawn’s, steady support; and from journals, sto-
ries, and habits passed down over generations.

We built this foundation so no one has to start empty-handed. 
So children from all over the world can learn the same lessons my 
dad taught me at our kitchen table. So families can plant orchards 
faster, without waiting decades to figure it out the hard way.

The Success & Money Foundation’s Purpose
The Success and Money Foundation’s purpose is to provide 
free success and money classes for anyone, anywhere. We have 
three missions:

Mission #1- Give Back

First, we are a charity. For every hour you attend online classes, 
the foundation will donate eyeglasses, meals, or clean water to 
someone in need.

Mission #2 - Earn Rewards

Second, we want to help you, your family, and your friends 
have a better life by providing financial rewards, scholarships, 
and grants when you attend online classes and share with oth-
ers. These rewards are to be put into your investment account.

Mission #3 – Create an Educational Platform

The final mission is to create an educational platform for indi-
viduals, families, friends, schools, churches, charities, and groups 
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so anyone, anywhere can learn and earn while competing with 
others using the platform.

To date, the foundation has over forty-two thousand stu-
dents from 167 countries who have completed over 220,000 
hours of  online classes. They have earned over $250,000 in 
financial rewards.

More than three thousand five hundred students have 
started saving and investing.

And now it’s your turn.

In the next chapter, you’ll learn about the 7 Steps to Wealth 
in greater detail. Then, don’t miss your special invitation to join 
us and plant seeds that will feed generations to come.

    

Are you ready to transform your life, uplift your family and friends, and 
secure a brighter financial future? Explore our complete Money Tree finan-
cial literacy program, with in-depth videos, tools, and lessons designed to 
help anyone plant and grow lasting wealth. Change your world one seed at a 
time. Find it at TheSecretJournal.org.

.
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The 7 Steps to Wealth

As we shared in Thomas’s story, financial success isn’t com-
plicated. We’ve made it so simple that you can explain the 

process on the back of  an envelope. And with these steps as your 
guide, you should be able to manage your finances on a single 
sheet of  paper.

We call these steps the 7 Steps and Habits for a Successful and 
Wealthy Life.

Each step ties back to the orchard. Seeds become trees. Trees 
become orchards, and orchards provide fruit for generations.

This is how we built our own fortunes. We bought real estate 
with little or nothing down. We grew businesses. We invested 
consistently in stocks like the S&P 500 and Berkshire Hathaway. 
Over time, our orchards multiplied, which allowed us to build 
the Success and Money Foundation.

And now you can do it too!

There are five steps to freedom and seven steps to wealth. 
Let’s look at each step in greater detail. 
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Step 1: Make More Money

There are three proven ways to make more money with your 
job and a small business:

1.	Solve Bigger Problems – The bigger the problems you 
solve, the more money you make.

2.	Add More Value – Look for ways to make the lives of  
others easier, faster, or better. Businesses thrive on value, 
and so do careers.

3.	Study Successful People – Success leaves clues. Learn 
from mentors, books, and role models. 

Step 2: Separate Your Money

Money without a plan disappears. The key is to separate every 
dollar into three key categories:

•	 Give and Share
•	 Automatically Invest
•	 Save and Spend

Step 3: Give and Share

Once your money is separated, it’s time to deploy it to each cat-
egory. First, you should give and share. Generosity is a financial 
law as much as a spiritual one.

•	 Give to others, whether through money, time, or energy.
•	 Practice gratitude. It shifts your mindset from scarcity to 

abundance.



20: The 7 Steps to Wealth

237

•	 Remember that when you give generously today, tomorrow 
will take care of  itself. The true secret to a rich life is found in 
the courage to give more than you keep. Success is measured 
by what you give away without expecting anything back.

Step 4: Automatically Invest

The wealthiest people make investing automatic. Follow their 
example and do the following:

•	 Set up recurring monthly money transfers into your invest-
ment account.

•	 Use simple strategies like index funds (S&P 500) or long-
term ownership in companies like Berkshire Hathaway. 
When you pick and choose, you lose.

•	 Make a decision once, and then automate it. That’s how 
wealth builds quietly in the background.

Step 5: Save and Spend Wisely

Make your finances simple enough that you can manage them 
on one piece of  paper:

•	 Log your fixed expenses (housing, utilities, 
transportation).

•	 Track your variable expenses (food, clothing, 
entertainment).

•	 Pace monthly expenses with tools like our Cashflow 
Tracker System so that you don’t run out of  money 
before you run out of  month.
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Step 6: Add Real Estate and Business

Once you add real estate and business, your orchard’s growth 
accelerates:

•	 Real Estate: Learn the five F’s—Find It, Fund It, Fix It, 
then Flip It or Farm It.

•	 Business: There are three ways to multiply business 
income:

1.	Get more customers.
2.	Get them to buy more often.
3.	Get them to buy more each time.

Step 7: Use the Wealth Formula

Here’s the same wealth formula mentioned in Thomas’s story. 
You can use it too!

Monthly Automatic Investments × Increase in Value × Time  
= Generational Wealth

Here’s what the formula looks like in real life:

•	 Invest monthly money from your job, real estate,  
and business.

•	 Cultivate and grow your investments.
•	 Now wait and practice patience. Multiplied by time, these 

actions equal generational wealth.
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The Big Picture

These	 seven	 steps	aren’t	 theory.	They’re	action	 steps.	They’re	
systems you can begin today, no matter your age or background.

    

Master the Wealth Formula, and your seeds will become trees. Your trees 
become orchards, and your orchards will provide fruit for generations.

You don’t have to do it alone. Every one of  these steps is taught in depth 
with videos, books, and tools completely free online. Join the Success and 
Money Foundation for a comprehensive fi nancial literacy program designed 
to help you manage, save, and grow your resources using proven principles.

Our “learn to earn” model helps change how people view 
learning and mastering fi nancial principles. Learn more by 
visiting TheSecretJournal.org or scanning the QR code..

TheSecretJournal.org
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21
Your Invitation

Thomas R. Painter

Every story needs a next chapter. Thomas’s story ended 
with him teaching his children. My family’s story contin-

ues with seven generations of  lessons passed down. Now the 
story turns to you.

The seeds are in your hands.

You’ve read about jars, orchards, and the 7 Steps to Wealth. 

You’ve seen how ordinary people—farmers, mechanics, 
small business owners—planted seeds that became orchards.

I’ve shared how my wife, LaDawn, and I built wealth not 
to keep it but to share it and build a foundation that would 
outlive us.

The Success and Money Foundation was created for you 
and your family. To give you tools, classes, and experiences 
with money that can change the course of  your life. To shorten 
your learning curve so you don’t have to wait a generation to 
see change. 

But here’s the truth: orchards only grow when we plant 
together. We need you. We need your help to plant seeds across 
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the world. So please join online today. Once you do, you’ll find 
free classes, free books, and even rewards for learning. Start with 
the first step. Plant your seed. Then keep planting and growing.

When you join the foundation, you get your own link 
and your own QR code. Share them with your family, your 
friends, your church, and your coworkers. Be their cheer-
leader. Be their guide. You never know which seed will grow 
and which friend or neighbor might plant a tree that changes 
their family’s destiny.

Johnny Appleseed never saw the full orchards that grew 
from his planting. But for generations after him, he fed families, 
blessed communities, and changed landscapes. 

The same is true here. When you share this message, 
you’re planting orchards of  financial freedom for people you 
may never meet. Zig Ziglar said, “The only way to get what 
you want out of  life is to help others get what they want.”

That’s why we built the foundation, and that’s why we’re 
asking you to join us.

So here’s your invitation:

•	 Learn: Take the classes. Complete the steps.
•	 Teach: Share what you learn with your kids, your grand-

kids, and your friends.
•	 Share: Use your link to spread this message as far as 

you can.
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Every seed matters. Every life is precious. And together, we 
can plant orchards that bless the world for generations to come.

    

Claim your free scholarship now and start planting seeds 
of  success for yourself  and others! Visit TheSecretJournal.
org today to get started or scan the QR code.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the 
challenge: TheSecretJournalChallenge.org.

TheSecretJournal.org
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Testimonials
“[Thanks to the Success and Money Foundation], I’ve learned 
how to earn money with good purpose and intention.”

– Ries Loreca

“[The Success and Money Foundation taught me] to start now 
in a small business—start small, think big. We need to manage 
our time and our habits in a positive way. We need to invest now 
so that we can save for our future financial needs and to reach 
our goal in life.”

– Nheciel Paclibar

“[I understand better now that you should give] what you have… 
to those in need. It is better to give than to receive.”

– Alberto Atanacio Jr.

“[The Success and Money Foundation taught me to] invest my 
money. Thank you… for sharing your knowledge.”

– Natalie Buenaveles
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“[During a live class,] I learned about [having a] game plan, 
and it’s really interesting to know more. It helps us focus… on 
our budget and was a really big help to track our money… 
Thank you.”

– Maynalee Samson

“Tom Painter taught us about the Financial Future Calculator 
[and] how we can plan our finances using it. He emphasized 
that investing and real estate play a big part in… the future of  
our family. Thank you, Tom.”

– Roel Garcia

“There is no magic, and there are no shortcuts to success and 
wealth. Planting a money tree takes time and effort.”

– Cristina Deyro

“[Success and Money Foundation classes taught me that] we 
need to develop good habits. We all have habits or ways of  doing 
things that are so automatic. When an action becomes a habit, it 
becomes automatic and easy for us to do, just as it is easy for water 
to flow through a ditch in the same direction every time.”

– Angelina Abiera

    

We teach people all over the world! Watch more testimonials here: www.
successandmoneyfoundation.org/testimonials.
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