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1o my parents, Jfim and Joma Painter; and to the generations before them
who worked, sacrificed, and handed down knowledge so thevr children and

grandchildren could live better lwes.

1o each of our families, for riding the roller coaster of life with us.

And to you—the reader—>because the greatest wealth you can create is not
Just for yourself, but for your children, grandchildren, and

generations yel lo come.
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dIntirooiclion

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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Introduction

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

9
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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. Movtensen
Rotert G. Allen
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A THibute te My Jreat-lincle

' 9, James Chapman, great - nephents John Chapman,
write These wovds with a heart wwf&wdmg with
ﬂmﬁ/‘émle and reverence. For in The awfumn of
7867, while 9 laboved tv save what remained of The
\ old cabin that my great—wacle built with hic own
o hands near Fort Wagne in the Gnoliana forvi-
+ory, 9 chanced upon a wovolen chedt, half—buried |
ﬁfmmfhfnéém Timbers and ot

vige .

P .y .
Rpp— < N——
§

h The cabin itcelf was ﬁﬂwg wto ruin, and
£ roojﬂmﬁﬂwlém the weary shoulolers of time .
Get within That chest, wrapped in oilecloth o

| shield ot from the damp, lay this very four-
{ wual—wriffen in the careful script of my olear
L great—uuncle. 9 read 1% Jrages é@) The Lfghi[’ojﬁ
%r a lanfern, and the words spoke To me as living

o
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O |

which a man m@h)f/oéawfm’fou% A/o/oée seeds, but
| The very Trees ajﬁﬁm\no&af l}M@/oan.

Following These foachings  with Ailigence —
oo’l(ie/o'ﬁ}mﬁ aﬂyrmfﬁm/&ﬁ% ax my wncle lesewés,
- improving land and lives Through steady lakor,
? andd living with frogal contentment—9 have become
\ finaucially cound by The grace of Provicdeuce. My
I ovchards are secure, and miy howsehold lacks noth —
‘;_ wnqg. for 2% Mmmg, v amfwwwjm/ﬁaﬁwf, and co
\ 9 addl These pages+v the front of This fournal, that

} A may Lees generations yet wubora.

connsel. Therein were st\]AUVﬁL The priuciples bq) |

iy \'R,v’;—-\---vﬂ“ "”;?J:f?

S
b

H i my solemn purprose to leave a recovd so
ﬁm?fﬁfwe reaolers may know The man whose hand

r penuned This fournal and whose lfe exemplified
‘1 The path +v True succees. For The W#%W@
%‘;. AW@%WﬂrawnWmmeW) pet The Trudh

L s richer St John Chapman —whom The wovld
!

% ,./"‘\‘\-»‘_ »“""‘J

13



The Secret Journal

e ———

calls Johnuy Aﬁr@swo(r‘ was born on September 26,
7774, in The Mfmfmmg village of Leominster,
Massachusetts, furt cix months before the firtt shots
Dfﬁw MWW@) War rang out at L%W%\?n
and Concord.

Life Then wax r%w(:ﬁm%&% owelt tn one — or ;
Two — room cabing, wovrked The stong coil with hond \
tools, and olrank hard cioler from a/v»{ws,fw Aean
water wax scarce and cioler was both J@l‘aam{w—

E MW John was The <econd child q;ﬁ Natthaniel

|
!
|
L,
{

Chapman, a fvwmw and carpenter, and Elizabeln “’i

Simonds. When John was Twenty ~two months old,
his mother possed oluring chilobbivih. +is father
served ax captain inThe Continental Army, o young
John and his cister were wweo(fm/ by kin amid The
chaos @Awow.

When Nathoniel returned, he married Lucy

| Corley, and the fwvw&} moved +v Longmeadlon,
Massachusetts, o prosperous Hown  along the

< g
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Introduction

Conneclicwt River with richer fvﬁ/éaf& WDM 1
charches, and bustling tracle. There the Hencled |
howschold grew, adding fon move childlren. Duily 4
life rovolived arouwnd the Holy Seripfures, prager,
hard wovk, and moval feachings.

Gt xToh/t/mg})s heart Twrned ever westward. Gn
), Wf%@%ﬁm years qﬁm?e/) he O@Aé home anol =~
dmwm%ao( wedl. The Novithwerst Ordinance of 7287% ‘\
hadd opened vart lands novth of the Ohio River, snd “

' Thousands streamed +oward o/wﬁwmfe}. :

Johnny did not wanoler scatftering seeds at rom - “i\
dom, ax come Tales cloim. No, he was o sharp and ‘!
Jﬁwﬁﬁéxw butineesman. He Ww( mﬁy& seeds freely
from cioler preeses in P@MWﬁsm others
coast asiole. He <elected prime spots near Trails and
rivers, o(awa%&mnﬂ/oéoﬁ,fmwolmw, and relwrned
each season v fend The young m/oW.

§

)
’
&

I When The Tirees Stovd Two o Three pears o’lo(,
he sold ov bartered Them 4o settders w’ﬁmw[w(fmf (;

-
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SN

clathing, tools, or lukor. He gave freclyyfo he povr.

He lived tn extireme fm/oé'wiiﬁt?: WWW L worn
shoes, a oqffw—ww/cfmf o shirt, a'ﬁ/nlﬂm‘dﬁﬁr & hat.
He sWﬁm&aﬁu the stars ov in settlers’ cabins and
ate /mmfm(. This wax not poverty, but a chosen
//mﬁ»,fw he believed earihly Wﬁ(&h@o purchased
ﬂrewfor hmvmég} remward.

Over oecastes, he built wealih ﬂwough manty

b lucome Treams: collecting fre/e sceds and estady —
lishing nurseries on wnclatmed or low — cost land;

sebling saplings anol leaving nurseries wWilh care —
Mwsfor shares; speculating in land AMZW

more Than Twelve huwnolred acres ajﬁ //Wme river —

Front and nursery land, fitled with thousands of
Fhriving Trees.

Yet, John was move Than & nursergman; he was

a olervoted missionary,. He carvied hix Bible in hic

16
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= R

satchel wﬂo%w&a has seeds, preaching +v settlers
éz? %/hf He spolee of charity and the Lovd’s pres ~
{ ence n all W Native Americans mgm/m{eo(
him as a great medicine man)fmf he knew herbs
and walleed in peace among them. He harmed no
creature — refusing even v kill mosquitoes, say ~
tnq They had as much rights live as he. Thus, he
planted not vuly ovchards but seedls WWW
lives and continue 4v blees others.

j He never married, zémn/nﬁ hi< True soud—
{; mate anaited in heaven. He Aied suﬁéo{anﬂt? ajﬁ

| pucumonio on The ciqhfeenth of March, 7845,
ot seventy years of age. e &wf;w& Aving what
e loved —Tending his orchards, even in cold
weather. He did not have a chance To give The
fournal o his kin, but now Theq 't ﬁwxwfyl‘from
his wisdom.

R o e

e %Aéﬂwr Wﬂtdﬁw wealihier Thean modt
! knew, pet his greafedl Treasure wax The living

g % ,./A\-» i ,4""‘;
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¢ 4 y
‘} %M@) of ovchards That fed and bleesed gener

\’“ altons @ﬁwws Those trees stand ax Wﬂé@’(s

{ %&WDI%) self - relinuce, hope, and the power of
potient, ,wm'qo(w( Lrestment.

To you, Mﬁfwe reaoler ofﬂwfdvoa/nw& Y
leave These wovds from vue who has followed The
&)CM/o& he set: 9 read may wucle’s connsel, and
{ 9've been bHleesed with Jrrosperity. Qfﬁwf bovte
WJWZML Lo gour hands, leep 'ﬂ“w{fe. “Poss ot
j along, that ils wisdom may continuetv fear fruit
{t fw Waﬁom%v come. /Arm(fuﬂow these rules
‘E Wowﬁm%g} now holds sacred:

T ’

b
g,
%

7. Read John'’s accornt M&wfé@., //}fDWI/Mﬁ
each //Www'qo& as one wordod Jﬁw‘%. goor/( col

before planting.
2. Follow The adiice with moéfaﬁaoﬁon%

plant wisely, lwve sumply, grive generonsly,
and Trudt in Avrine Lucreace.

X
t
5
s
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& 3

}; 2. "Pouss This book along v comeone in need, That |
“ ﬂwmmo\]lﬂap@@m% never breat and 3
‘ That ofhers may, lideewise reap The harvedd q]&

‘ f&z/mnomg WMM@@ and SWM peace.

9 <eal This tribute with & prayer That the Lord
may blets you as He bletsed my great—uwncle and
as He has bleesed me. May your life become an
}\' ovchard of succers and abundance.

James Chapman .

I
&R
B 72cv
y

e e
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Even a Strong Seed Withers in Toxic Soil

But gratitude, hope, and faith can nourish orchards.

he beeping of the heart monitor was steady now, but
TThomas 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 fixed on the drab
ceiling tiles. His wife, Sarah, wrapped her hand tightly around
his as she watched him through tear-filled eyes. The unsettling

21
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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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 1s 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

23
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3 g}mng Al

§ 9%t up nay guitl e nigit Ly the Ughtof
warm fire, cotdd wined howlin’ ﬁwou% The Trees. My
name’s John Chapman, Though modt folles call me
Johnuy AW’(%C@D(.

9 gofb’f et in my heartdv carry a/yy& ceeds acroes
{ This wL&(W land, /oéamﬁn' OV(JW&'(J\]AU‘V <haole,
L lumber, fruit, land, AVW{P@I"M/&S @ ﬁyfofﬁooﬂdﬁvv~

ﬁww\]ﬂw whoever comes aﬁfw me. Seems & man WW 3
leave comethin’ tehind besioles his fortprinie.

T

PEp— e

\ 9 aim +v scratch down my <seeds @& wisdom here
/i my pournal. The wildlernees’ bteach o man if he’ (b
|t liston. Aint no better schorimator than hun -
ger, harvd wovk, and a Waﬁuﬁh So 9’ write what
9 learn Through sweat, smm,ﬁwe, and prager.
And 9 Trud These words might tatee rovt comemhere,
Same ax The seeds 9 plant.
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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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 aloan—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, ““I'homas,
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.”

25



Johnny’s Journal

!

‘} 9 was bovn atoutthe same Time thic conntiy was.
\f Ma possed when 9 was yovng, and Po W&Mfoffﬁ?fh—
{ M’MWMO@%W@) War. WWWMWMVW%,
o(an%orows, and wucertain, but 9 learned early That
lufe’s a(ﬁ/%/p& Thing, and every saep(/oéawfco(mdﬁwﬁh
can outlive The hoand That cowed 2.

? When "o came home from The war, he Taughit me
(‘ +v love and work The soil. At Thirteen pears @ﬁw%a, 9
r wmf/wo(fw a local noamed Mr. Crovwfzrw(, who owned
| largefruit ovchard. He Taught me ahout plantin’,
{t\ patience, and The vision of creatin’ an ovchard.
! but my heart leept pullin’ foward the new frontier.
: Families were movin’ wett, o&mm)ﬂmnww() buil-
- din’ olreams, and my coul was pearnin’ 4o follow.
One a(ovg}) at & traoler’s cabin, 9 heard talk q;ﬂa new
law out in The wedt —comelhin’ about “Fomahawtk
I"W” and & man’s VW%D Latm wild MM(LUAM)S
The one who improves fowﬂ
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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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 o1l 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

27



Johnny’s Journal

t ‘
\} Modt follks mark o Tree with a blaole, carve their ‘.
§ initiats, snd call it theirs. 9 heard that plawtin’ an

( orchard muw’tsfmffm» move Than & simple markin’ on

w Tree. Péawf% aﬁy& Trees, and The law will back
your Aaim when <ettlers come.

9 reckon pf Vm aﬁrma&? /oéamﬁn’fmf e 9/0,),7(
? 'ﬁdﬂw land, 9 MWM waé&/oéamff wise. An ovchard

i prives shaole, grives {ruit, and (so They say) grives o
:'“ man The VW% own The cotl he’s fenoled.

s hard fo leave behind my family, includin’
my rLMLmﬁa, but 9 feel compelled 4o 40, and 97U find
“ wwg}s% /cee/o inFouch.So ) trok a sack Dfa/yr& seedls
< barfered from o local cioler prees, slunqg it over my

shouloler, am(swfme)fme%vwa/m(ﬂw sunset, Trustin’
“Proviolence fo quicle my bovts and blees my plantin’.

H
]
{.
{
\
!

That afternoon, excited v get started, 9 planted a

i
i few aMy& <seeols +v r%tw/(ﬁw Jfowfl%mg d/own%(ﬁw
I wext movuin’ 9 swfowffmfmvlvwn of Pittsburgh. 9

g % ,./A\-» i ,4""‘;
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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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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Johnny’s Journal

£ . l

) WVMMQMWL@MD%M@. Wﬁraﬁwﬂf(?

C didn’t see o reasonts Tatee both when the pot could
handle Two fobs), my sack bitin’ intv my shouloler,
and move wovries than cowrage in my qut. but 9'd
maole mysell o promise: Vd plant apple orrchards all
acroes This frontier, come what may.

? The fown wac W"Wﬂﬁ/@mgl/‘m) ﬁwmﬁ/h

z The mud, Traoers shoutin’, a(o@d barkin’. Folks
- Starved lite 9 was kicked tnThe head. Can’tblame "em

j much. A skm@)feﬂh e rags, Ftin’ a sack of seeds =

't and wearin’ a ooﬁcm%fav & cap ain’tThe picture of
U common seuse. Some MW . Some et shovk Thewr
) heads. Truth be +old, it stung wovse than o frozen
f wind, but O lept my chin wp and my boste movin’.

|
/

P

A shopleesper nomed Harold hollered from hic
poveh, askin’ what 9 was Aoin’ with such a load.
D ol him my plan: “O’m gratbin’ free land and
plantin’ orchards. Gonua fend “em "Gl They Tatee

hold, Then share The younqg Trees wy‘éhfhmzx&% That

3
G > ,./A‘\» s /4"“‘“

30



Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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:

Lven a Strong seed withers intvxic coil.

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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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

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 e alive.
I'm gvateful for Savalh.

I'm gratreful 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 1t 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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Thomas’s Story *+ 1: Sotl

* * * * *

Are you ready to plant your Money Tree in healthy, fertile soil? Transform
your nundset today and watch masswe 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 TheSecret fournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org
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When You Find Your “Why,” You
Find Your Way

T he sun pulls the seed uprard just like purpose pulls the soul.

' I thomas tried to hold onto the hope Johnny’s journal had
stirred 1in 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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Thomas’s Story * 2: Sunlight

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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Thomas’s Story * 2: Sunlight

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 1t 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 1it.”

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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Thomas’s Story * 2: Sunlight

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.

Tor when o man finels hic ((WM})” he finds hic 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 1n thick, block letters with a list underneath:

MY WHY

¢ Savalh:The love of my life who has always believea
W wme.

¢ My kids: They Aepend ow me amd love wme wo
wmatter what.

¢ Finomcial freedom amd wno stvess from bills
oamd Aebt.

¢ Alegacy strvong enough that my posterity will never
Leel this Leav.
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Thomas’s Story * 2: Sunlight

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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Thomas’s Story * 2: Sunlight

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 1s 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 motwation 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

T heSecret fournal.org.
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Water

Daily Drops of Growth

Euven the mightiest rwver 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 i1t 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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Thomas’s Story * 3: Water

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.

Yo stop learnin’ AVW{A/W), %Jm‘fﬁ&%n’.

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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Thomas’s Story * 3: Water

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 fov thivty minutes every day

omd listen to success amd 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, 7hink 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 1s 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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Thomas’s Story * 3: Water

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 cowm | take vight 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 1t 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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Thomas’s Story * 3: Water

* * * * *

1t’s time to_fuel your Money Iree’s explosive growth! Commat to your daily
drops of growth and unlock unstoppable progress toward a life of last-
ing abundance and fulfillment. Master the skills of success and listen to
Napoleon Hill’s classic book Think and Grow Rich. Enroll and access
everything for free today at TheSecretfournal.org

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days’ take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org

37



Johnny’s Journal

s

That truth struck my heart. J've scattered
seeds acroes mangy miles, pet+tvo offen 9've moved
on oo coon, trustin’ chance fo Ao The redt. El’s
L care showed me W&MWW, likke water, mutdl

L flow o the fieldd every, day.

$o 9 write This to remind mysell: o man must
never top learnin’, nor cease from Aaily work.

A seed L%ﬂf’ﬁo chance witl wither, but a seed
:\»\ watered and Tenoled wilth Wwwe and wisdom

& witl swa&gﬂrow.

;
s
{_
‘.
i

i
X
!

g P "‘*“\-»“ ,,ob*“‘

28



Deep Roots Withstand the
Strongest Storms

Small daily actions buwild strength to handle the storms ahead.

I :very 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 flashy

car, or another voicemail dripping with mockery.

Desperate, Thomas swallowed his pride and headed to
Callahan’s office, hoping to renegotiate the terms and buy more

time before the late payments crushed him.
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Thomas’s Story * 4: Roots

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 s 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.
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Johnny’s Journal

Winter of 7207

S W%:“

; The wild cowntiry’s 4ot & way of testin’ o man.
The cnow lies o[ae/o, and every &fqofwk heavier
than the last. My cont’s Thin, my feet ache and
burn from The cold, and the wind cuts straipht +v
the boune.

; At times, 9've wonolered vf ve lod my, senses,
L wanelerin’ Throwgh This wilslernees o Wefmf Trrees

;‘i Wm&gﬁmwswme WWWWM\

(t' @Aﬁwm} back and hearin’, “9 told ya to,” s

{

\ croesed my mind move Than ouce.

Qesterday ax 9'9"&%'{?/60(7%/6 riverboaunk searchin’

fm/ spots 4o plant come spring, The wind Turned
ﬁwae and olrove needles ofm/ow Lo MI?,JAAM. 5
J‘taf/,rw( wnoler an old oak, tall and scarved, iz
Limbs JWM) winoler The WW@&fM cunow. The
wind howled, and The Tree Lovrteed like it was ready

g P "‘*“\-»“ ,,ob*“‘
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Thomas’s Story * 4: Roots

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 rovlc run plce/o) Strong stovms poass 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 movning, write down thrvee things I'm
gvateful Pov.

¢ Read from great books for thivty wminutes each
Aay. Recovd amd apply what | leawvn,

o Pray sincevely daily.

¢ Tvack every Adllar eavned amd spent.
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o break, but it didn’t. Httent, i groaned, but it \
el ot

Right Then, 9 saw the Truth of it. That Tree
wasn’t tanelin’ rong becouse of what showed
ahove The grownd but becanse of what lay benecath
. Hx roots had Wﬂrow[/n’ oéae//o far pears,
%m’ in slow and sure, rww@) for This very
{\\. Torm. That’s The kind ojﬁrﬁrwgﬂu that lostz, The
| kind That don’t guit whenThe wind starts howlin’.

oy ‘?'_R,M“ "”;?J:f?

;
}( Qfe&fa warmth rise in me, notfrom the fire but
\ from remembrance. 9 Wﬁl‘q]ﬁmg) own rovtz, The
N ones planfed in me siuce 9 wax small. Faith was
f the firet of ‘em. Mama ws<ed 4o Say, “A man who
walls with the Covd don’t wall alone.” And The
Goood ook Says, “%@Aﬁt/e whoSoever hearelh
§ Fhose sagings of mine, and docth thom, 9 will ikon
%& him wifv & wice man, WWWWW@W%A
S rock: Arnd The rain olescenoled, am(ﬁwﬂom& 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’... '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 1dea 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 blew, and beat upon that howse; and

vffeﬂ M/o’f’:fov z}fwmfmwwlw( upon a rock” (Matt.

g 2 -25).

f 9 reckon Same as a howse needs aﬁ)fmdﬁmm—
Tion and o Tree needs iz rovte, a man needs hic habits

;, +o J‘ﬁam(&fww% when The wineds am(qﬁéowfé come.

U 9rememberedthe other hakits my parents taughit
b metvo. Work hard at whatover your hands find +v
3 Ap . Qﬁw@} WW each movnin’. Oﬁﬁwrawwg)w 3
f; @Aﬂmﬂﬁ/‘ﬁw& ﬁt@ﬂvre The day startc rotlin’. Learn
3\ comelhin’ n&wﬁeﬂﬂo‘re The Sun goes Adown . And write
TW%%V&OWVLM&O‘LDMMZIDWMVL/A/DWW
- Steps Mw(ﬂraw witer with each page.
Those guiet, Steacly, hakits are the rovte 9 stand
; on, and they’re what lkeep me WW when The
L stovms blow 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,

o What I'm Grateful For: Saval’s love amd suppovt,
wondevful, loving childven, venewed hope in the
Luture we'll vuila.

o What l've Learned: | finished chapter two of
Thivk and Grow Rich and Aiscoveved Laith is
the bridge between the mental wovld of thought
omd the physical wovld of vesults.

o Yesterday’s Money Tracked: Speut $42 fov gvo-
cevies. Eavned $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 leeson 9 [Wm((from that storm and ‘|
the old Tiree: :

= '\‘W..,« o,

When teets umm deegr, stronsy
stevms pass easy.

by mornin’ The wind had calmed, Thongh The
t world was still white andd cold. Q/Mxokw(uf)ﬂrwﬁaﬂwf
X fm/'m leeson That came in The stovm. A man can’t
i}'“ chosse The weather, but he can chovse how o{ee/oh/&f
gi mfﬁsﬁo. ]
%! So 0l leeep walkin’, keeep plantin’, leep learnin’
. one dag and one olrop at o Time, "Til The sun comes
£ back and The earth watkes warm again.

i
X
!

g P "‘*“\-»“ ,,ob*“‘
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Thomas’s Story * 4: Roots

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 1t’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 rools
and resilient habits. Dwe 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 TheSecretfournal.org
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The Mightiest Trees Rise Tall Through
Steadfast Toil

Persistence s the bridge between dreams and reality.

homas’s arms ached as he hauled the last bundle of supplies
Tand 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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Spring of 1814

Near Marietta, Ohio Country
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Thomas’s Story * 5: Trunk

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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Johnny’s Journal

Spring of 7874

The thaw hos come at last, and with ot The rocks
cotl, the wntamed wilslernees, and /o@w’ﬁg} of wovk.
My hands are raw, my back’s sore, am(me}fewfowe
still half-froze, petthere’s & Strange joy i the labor.
/bﬂfrw o mang months ofoo{o(amfjﬂéénm, the land

! fe@kw&/@w, and o do 9.

{

T Los o

Thic movuin’ 9 éwé]}eo{ a settler noamed Abram

2 oufm#wfw hit new home mZonﬂ The Mu/sk;@m ]

River. We swunq owr axes cLole b@) cole, The Thud
Dfmch Stroke VW) ﬁwm«% the woorls. The air

f : smelled sweet with Sap and wow(cﬁw'//x.

When we J'ﬁa/ymo( tv catch owr breath, Abram
leaned on his axe and said, “9 wsed +v Think ownin’
Land was The ouly olream . Gut it’s aleo This work fhat
matkes The olream real. Lvery swing, every cut—it
all adols wp.”
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Thomas’s Story * 5: Trunk

A strong Trunk don’t rush its rungs. H earns 'em,
one pear at o Time. Persicteuce o5 The L;m‘a{?«e tetween
olreams and leii%.

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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, +is wovds Stuck with me. 9 losted at The Tree
we’%MérW%ﬂwn, its Truuk widle and <olid,
(  bwill ring by ring through years of guict patience.
%h/ow(fmw( stovms, tnsedz, MWW, and winders
without complaint, yet i leept qrowen’ stronger all
the while. Then & it me plain ax day: +ow Tall
wﬂaﬁwgraw?%%m%mn.%w%ﬁs%ﬁ?
ﬂraw?/)x’ﬁaﬂow?mn.

And so 7‘17%4/»1‘, 9 <ot These wovds down:

|
§
s

ﬂ/MWW&W (s imas. (1
earms ‘em, ene yeatv at a time. Pesistence
s the bridge between deams and ealitry.

;:/
3
;
{
|
)

A< 9 travel, 9 see That same Truth in the folles 9
meet. A carpenter’s widlow in Marietta, Mrs. Whitlow,
showed me The beams she and her cons VMM(JADV The
new fown meetin’ hall. Her pabms were blistered, but
her smile was LVW. e Aol me, “Thic hall will

P

X
:
i,,
|

76



Thomas’s Story * 5: Trunk

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

T heSecretfournal.org
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SN
&

g - — Y ’ ¥ 4 )
1 oullost me, beconse we bept at it dag after day, week
) %f/tﬁ/if week.” 3

S o wovels reminoled me thatthe fog ain’t fus in

| Fhe harvert but in the growin’, The swing of The axe,

é the diggin’ of the furvow, The plantin’ of each seed.
These sin’t punishments MMM/‘&%&S

; Dreams Adon’t come 4o Those waitin’ JAD‘V‘ ety

}\’ a{wg}s. 77»%} come 4o Them whe /cae/o SWW’ when
F their shouloers ache and Their hands bister.

L S0 9 lleeop walkin), leeep wovkin’, leesp plantin’,
‘\3 k@@/oﬂrawm) ——«V‘Lmﬂ b@. V[;Mﬂ. for MJS Mfkf@%o@, litee
S Hhe Bruuk @ﬁa'ﬁ/w, That mates o man stand tall when

L the strvrms come back around.
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Don’t Let the Weeds & Thorns
Choke Your Hope

One small act of faith can clear the field.

wo weeks later, everything seemed to fall apart at once.
TThe 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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Autumn of 1817

Along the Ohio Frontier
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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

81



Johnny’s Journal

Avdumn of 7877

A< 9 write these words, my hanels shatee some, not
from The cold but from all that’s passed. Jint dagys
ago, QJMMAGLAMM(&WMWWL on my wrintz aned no
notion how Id ever walk free again. TDWW 9 am
shelfored by kindnees 9 oo not feel 9 carned.

9 write This Adown o 9 p{on)fdﬁw?«a‘ what 9’ve
learned. When The Vovw(ﬂrows éoy@ and The er&(s

| heavy, 1T offen The kindnees of ofhers that carries a

manfwrﬁw/r Then hic own J‘ﬁr@ngﬂt exver could.
Not long pact, O was walkin’ foward one of my

L9 fWﬂL AW nurseries, leaves cruuchin’ golo( and red
/ bencatt my W@f'wf. Qears earlier, Ol struck o sim —
‘ ple WW with afvwmar nomed Eliox Grant. Eliak

W(ﬁowf land by The river, rich soil That held water
MVW 9 +old him Q%péaw‘fa/vr& seedls There and
fend The young Trees ax They fvok rost. All he had +v
Ao was let me wse The éam(am(/cee/o walch when 9 was
gone. 9 promised Vo come back, season qffer season,
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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 rovtc run olcé/o) Strong Stovms poass easy,. 7

He scofted. “Roots? All I've got 1s 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—mnot 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 1s my harvest?”
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é‘: e 3 3 » 4
) 4o W@fm/ The Tiees, mend the feuce, and see They, grew
A WW&M( strong.

$o 9 /oéawfc%f'@%) aﬁy& Trees ffrom <eed. Qfmaw(
Them from oeer and ratbite, and when the work was
Aone, we <hork honds on It Hall the young Trees

worlod be Mfmfﬂwa/m@n) Them. 1‘7‘@@4@&7%6 harvetsl
wordod be mine +v selbtv settlers movin’ weet. A man’s

word was law out here, and 9 meanto keep mine.
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- WW@W?L(@AOV@MWWM@&W land car -

ried me south, foward Kenfucky,, where The Shawnee -
lived and The coil ﬁ%wffw <seeds . My GAVI/&M/(AW
with The Shawnce cansed me +v Stayy Longer Than 9
4 planned. 9 missed my refurn 4o Elias, figurin’ The
/k Trees Mw(fence were Jﬂo@ Wu%'/v wealher anolther
- <eason withowt me. That was my mictatee.
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When 9 came back at last, winfer was preesin’
dose, and my Sack wak W 0 carvied ouly ad['e/w
cotns from sellin’ seeds along The way. O hoped 4o
mate amends. 9 meant Lo mend The feuce, pudl The
weeds am(%%fhmamweﬁwsﬁvmﬁm.
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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 1t, 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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é\: 3 3 » 4
} but when Eliax saw me, Mfw;e brrned red.
£ He came at me with o shovel in his hanols, shoutin’
before O could get o word in.

“Gou promised you'd come back, Chapman!” he
&}W. “Uor saro W’%WW@ Trees.”

0 rased my palms, but the wovds kept povrin’
i\‘ “The rovtz ran wild, bustin’ ﬁwm‘% The rows.
© Weedls Fook vver The grove. 9 had 4o pull m/oéw%

j where ﬂwg} a&a{n'fﬁdong. —z%w(v‘vfwwe anod menod
| what you leftbehind.”
|

am '

% Folles from nearby wondered over, drawn by
,\ The nouce.

“9/ow‘fme} bonsto work,” Elias sacd, voice crockin’

now. “Putled em from the frelols, from their schostin’,

'; Jutt Ao leeep Them Trees from Takin’ The whole pateh.
{s That wasntThe WW Y expect wages r#wnw(fmf
L may éog)s) work,” Elias said, GLWAﬁm) The hoe Lndv The
L At (('/‘fovwfw howr. M MW@%MWW. 4
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Thomas’s Story * 6: Weeds

stamped along the rim read 1804. Tucked behind it was a folded
slip of brittle paper. It read,

“A friend <haved Thic with me when 9 neeoled it modt.

0 pray it bleeses you The same, and someday you’ll pass
along ﬁwﬁv&tfﬁ a naw{fwfyﬁran?er. 7

- . CM/MMM

A tear slipped down Thomas’s cheek.

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

He lifted the coin. “T'his 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 1is 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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} 9 swallowed hard aned J‘ﬁ&/ymo(fwwwml “Clas..

B 9'm sovry. D rudy am. 9 Aon’t have The mon&g)dfwﬂ‘
now, but—" ) tried 4> speak,tv explarn The storms,
The roads, The miles between, M//v%} words never

8 fond the air-

B%We O could finish, vne of Elias’s cons broke
. anay anel Vanfvt/ The sheriff: When the sheriff
E wrvived, 9 acmitted 9 had notthe coints sottle the
i delst. Not Then. As he pulled me awag, 9 Turned
I back v Eliax and rassed my voice.

“9 swear it,” 9 said. “As coon ax O'm able, 9l
proy what 9 owe. My, wmfo(krgow(. 2

A ut no one Listened.

The Sheriff took me 4o The ol at Wheeling, a
Wo(/oéace q;léoézj and tron where hope p{on)fém?w
long. 9wmﬁﬁwown&m‘vac&[ém£%wﬁmnaw,
shared with men who'd lodt Their way,. quﬁ&w Wk
mMam(Wa/w,fowZ with vermin. The air was Thick
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Thomas’s Story * 6: Weeds

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 1t.”

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 1t’s fair.”

Brewster grumbled under his breath, viewing the coin again.
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Thomas’s Story * 6: Weeds

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 1sn’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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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 Thovrus cholee your hope —
rise above 4v <ee The miracles.

1If your financial journey feels challenging right now, you’re not alone—and
hope ts 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. jfoin us
Sree at TheSecretfournal.org

Would you hke to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org.
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How Many Apples Are in a Seed?

T he smallest seed carries infinite potential.

hat evening, Thomas’s phone chimed with an unexpected
Tnotiﬁcation. The old drill he had cleaned up and posted for
sale online had finally sold. A stranger had already transferred
the money. It wasn’t much, just fifty bucks, but it was the first
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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Thomas’s Story * 7: Seeds

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 hallf,

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,
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Thomas’s Story * 7: Seeds

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:

Yo1 can countthe number @ﬁsc@a& L an aﬁy& bt not
the nuwmber @MLMVQS i 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 1nside.

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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Thomas’s Story * 7: Seeds

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 massiwe wealth—start harvesting them today!
Watch our video course “How to Start Your Furst Sude Hustle.” Watch your
imcome grow as you apply these proven strategies. Plant your seeds of great-

ness and unlock your true potential. Get started free at TheSecre{ fournal.org.
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The Richest Blessings Come from the
Fruit You Give Away

True wealth begins the moment you share i,

' I ‘he 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, fiddling with the old wires. He
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Thomas’s Story * 8: Fruit

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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Thomas’s Story * 8: Fruit

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 "1l per bosleet’s Mv‘v <hare wh/afim
gof. 9 never met a mangolmmffrom 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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Thomas’s Story * 8: Fruit

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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Thomas’s Story * 8: Fruit

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 You'lube 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.
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Thomas’s Story * 8: Fruit

Thomas realized he wasn’t just planting for his own orchard.

He was helping others plant theirs as well.

* * * * *

1t’s time to learn_from the masters and sow seeds of goodwill! “lake our free
course on the wealth principles of tithing, giving, and abundance through
generosity. Gwe away your fruit and unlock unstoppable growth and lasting
success. You can find the video at TheSecret fournal.org.
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Wise Sowing Creates Generations of
Fruit

Tomorrow’s orchard starts with today’s seed.

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

tling his efforts to give back to the community.

Fleeting hope flickered 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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Spring of 1820

Near Chillicothe, Ohio Territory
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Thomas’s Story * 9: Plant

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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Thomas’s Story * 9: Plant

Thomas didn’t answer. That was the thought gnawing at
him too. What if, what 1f, 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'twaste per saeo(am(/ow‘foﬁ/oéamiﬁ}n’. Tomovrow’s
ovchard staviz with %va(wg).)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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Thomas’s Story * 9: Plant

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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Thomas’s Story * 9: Plant

* * * * *

Your Money Tree is bearing fruit—rnow 1t’s time to invest wisely! Dive
deeper with our video on retnvesting your harvests effectiely. Discover how to
get started with Index Funds and Mutual Funds. Every wise seed you plant
loday has the power to create abundant fruit that multyplies into blessing

generations to come! Access the training today at TheSecret fournal.org.

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days’ take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org
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10

Save a Little from Every Harvest

Wealth lasts when spending s wise.

Thomas dropped his worn boots by the door and stretched
his sore back. It had been a good week. He’d finished 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’s Story * 10: Gather

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:

Gatther and Save a little ﬁom every harvedd. Clowdds
may block The SMW and The ratn aﬂon)fovﬂwwg).s 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.

“T'his,” 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 1s for spending what we need

and carefully saving the rest.”

Sarah nodded. “Like Johnny said, ‘Some to give, some to

399

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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Thomas’s Story * 10: Gather

Stll, 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
Jorever. 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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Thomas’s Story * 10: Gather

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 habils 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 ‘T heSecretfournal.org
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11
OrcharAs

Grow Multiple Streams of Income

An orchard produces many times more than a single tree.

homas stared at his phone, jaw tight, waiting for the pay-

ment from a roofing 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 find some inspiration

and guidance. The next page spoke directly to his frustration:
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Thomas’s Story * 11: Orchards

One ﬁf@@f@%&f&# a season. Gut orchards few(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 i1deas he wanted to add to

his orchard:

¢ Contvactwork (main income—enlarge amd magnity)
¢ Tool vesale (continue to gvow)

¢ Inwvestments (alveady stavted)

¢ Reutal property (stawt looking)

¢ Owline Couvse for new contvactors (wew idean)

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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Thomas’s Story * 11: Orchards

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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Thomas’s Story * 11: Orchards

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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Thomas’s Story * 11: Orchards

Thomas kissed his son’s forehead. “We’re going to be better
than okay. We’re planting an orchard.”

* * * * *

Creating multiple streams of income s 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 TheSecretfournal.org

Would you bke to improve your lLife in ninety days? take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org.
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Forvrons

Simplify & Multiply to Expand Your Wealth

Any fool can complicate; the master simplifies.

homas leaned over the kitchen table, where receipts and
Tscraps 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—roofing, 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 flipped through a pile of folders and

receipts. She was breathing fast, her eyes tired.
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Thomas’s Story * 12: Furrows

“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 1it.”

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:

A ovchard withowt svoler firns 4> chaos. Q/’ﬁmw
ﬁwrows am(m@ pf(a/g}s —that’s how oue man Aoes The

Work qémam?.

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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Thomas’s Story * 12: Furrows

“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:

e Monday uight: tvack all income amd expenses
o Saturday movuing: yavd sales fov vesale inventory

¢ Sunday evening: family meeting to veview goals
omd 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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Thomas’s Story * 12: Furrows

“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 1f 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, Ill 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 lfe and financial efforts and watch your success mulli-
ply! Watch our video “Systems You Can Use to Simplify and Multiply
Your Lafe.” Simplify today so you can multiply tomorrow. Find the clarity
needed to multiply your efforts and expand your wealth exponentially at
T heSecretfournal.org.
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Loanol

Own Orchards, Not Apples

T he man who owns the land owns the harvest for generations.

homas leaned back in the church pew after a well-needed
Tuplifting 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 financed the whole

thing. It was way less complicated than I thought it would be.”

151



Johnny’s Story

152

Near Licking Creek, Ohio Country ;

|
. i S ':1




Thomas’s Story * 13: Land

Thomas’s ears perked up. 4 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 F/WQAW kfeo{fnra%wg}. The man who
owns Tirees yffw(fmr a season. JThe man who owns the loand

owns The va’fﬁtf Waﬁom.

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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“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. ““T'he owner 1s 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:

¢ Puvrchase price: $550,000
¢ Doww paywment: $10,000
o Sellev-financea loan: $490,000

¢ Intevest vate: ¢/
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o Tevwm: 30 veavs
¢ Monthly paywment to sellev: $2,738

¢ Taxes & insuramce: $250 pev month

Income:
o Remt: 31,700 pev side = $3,400 total
o Deposits & fivst month’s vent = $¢,500

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 Aalf 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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Thomas’s Story * 13: Land

“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.

Thomaslaughed. “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 1n 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 along

day on the roof. His phone buzzed in his pocket as he climbed
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Thomas’s Story * 13: Land

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
indinidual apples. Grow your wealth through smart property strategies, all
accesstble for free at ‘T heSecrelfournal.org
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Leverage & Magnify Your Efforts

1 he 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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Thomas’s Story *+ 14: Multiply

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 1s insane,” he muttered. “I'm working harder than

ever, but it feels like I'm stuck on a hamster wheel.”

Sarah walked 1in, 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 mx%dﬁuﬂ 'ﬁ/eesfom‘zw Than olwdl ones. Hone
W%vo{s Aailyy, and your work will be mutliplied.

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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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 Al 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, 1 use this time to build something
that works for me even while I sleep? Something that will provide residual
imcome _for my_famuly.

He went back to his orchard list and realized he hadn’t
started his 1dea 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:

“T'hanks for the clear explanation!”

“Thanks for saving me money!”
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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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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 TheSecre{ fournal.org

Would you like to improve your life in ninety days? take the challenge:
T heSecret fournalChallenge.org
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The Season of Reward

Progress from a single seed to a yearly harvest.

homas had come a long way. New systems, new tools, new
Tstreams of income—he was entering a fresh season in his
life. That afternoon, his phone buzzed. An email notification
popped up: “New Course Sale — Contracting Made Simple.”
He blinked, opened it, and saw three more. At first, 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

173



Johnny’s Story

3 | Summer of 1830 e

Along the Scioto River, Ohio

174



Thomas’s Story * 15: Harvest

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

‘7)

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 1s 1t! This 1s 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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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 2 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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Thomas’s Story * 15: Harvest

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. Youre 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 1n 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

179



Johnny’s Journal

£ ‘ |

\} é@) your cabin. M’léfew( your tons long a(ffw "

G you’re ﬁom.” 3
Mhe asleed, “Atow can 9 repay you 7

| Vol her, “ﬁﬁ/qo The M"ﬁm\/a@r%&u meet. Give
Wﬁfwe seeds 4o Those in neeo.”

? Mhve Thoaunbeeo me Through fears, and 9 watched her

i o0 "1l the Tirees WWﬁoer.maﬁ{%mw
- hands would corn be gone, but The <eeds would be

j meéww(fwww. Her kindners wowéo(ﬂrow and

{t‘ change lives.

i

f\ﬁ That evenin’ 9 L{/VI/?/@VM{ é@) the river as The W
£ faoled. The orchard stretehed bofove me like o prager
answered slow and sure. 9 W@&aﬂﬁw places
0l been chased from, all the fielols That refused me,

'; and all The voices That vuce mocked my sack of seeds

L anel my Mfmf & hat. Qfmfnge them all. by Their

L fruits you shall know them.”

!

180



Thomas’s Story * 15: Harvest

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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A man n@v&rfwgﬁ'k Mférﬂ'hmv&ff: 7'%60"/0»} qﬁseem)
dﬁwﬁt Turn indtv frudt.

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 1inside, 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.

* * * * *

Youve 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

T heSecretfournal.org
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Planting Family Trees for Future
Generations

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

he 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 stuft my dad tried to teach me that I wish I'd
listened to when I was your age.”
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Thomas’s Story * 16: Protect

He launched into what he thought was a great explanation.

9 <el

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.”

Thomaslaughed 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:

l. Make wmove money

2. Sepavate your money

3. Give to church amd chavity
4. Automatically invest

S. Save amd spend the vest

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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“That’s 1t?” his son asked. “T'hat’s how you get rich?”

Thomas chuckled. “That’s how you become financially free.

Being successful with money 1s 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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Thomas’s Story * 16: Protect

“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 1s,” 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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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 1f 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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Thomas’s Story * 16: Protect

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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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
1t?” 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 youwr chilolrentv plont, and their orchards will
rmohfnwﬁuw Than yours ever covdd.

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, Il 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—rbuild it now! View our free
course “leaching Wealth to the Next Generation.” Plant seeds that bear

Jfruit for generations—access the course for free at TheSecretfournal.org.

197






The Season of Reflection & Joy

Joy grows not by how much you earn but by how many
lwes are changed.

few 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 offering a hand up.
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Thomas’s Story * 17: Reap

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 1n its place came a quiet question that lingered in his
heart: What now?
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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 1t away without a second glance. He taught them

how money could be separated, how every dollar was a seed,
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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 “T'he Family Playbook.”
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“This 1sn’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:

¢. AAA Real Estate amd Business. Leavu to buy ov
buld assets that grow over tHme.

7. Use the Wealth Fovmula: Monthly  Autowmatic
[uvestments X Ilucrease v Value X Time =
Gewevational 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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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, 7/014)!"6 plantin’ Trees
whose <shaole anol frwt will one wﬂ% oo/wﬂﬁmff J‘ﬁmst
W)MWW meet.

He smiled, knowing he was following Johnny’s advice, and

then he closed the journal.

* * * . *

Consistency 1s the secret sauce—-even afler success arrives! Learn how to pay
i forward by supporting the Success and Money Foundation’s mussion. Reep
growing and giving—find out how at ‘T heSecret fournal.org
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Orchards of a Lasting Legacy

True fulfillment s 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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Thomas’s Story * 18: Nurture

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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“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:

l. Make Move Mowney: Solve problems. AAA value.
Study successful people.

2. Sepavate Your Money: Keep it ovgamized. Trvack
t. Give every dollav a job.

3. Give to Church and Chavity: The secvet to liv-
g is giving. Give youv tHime and wmouney.
4. Automatically Invest: Invest in your futuve every

wmonth.,

S. Save and Spend the Rest: Live within your
means amd ewjoy the jouvney.

6. AAA Real Estate and Business: Build assets
that grow amd wovk fov you.

7. Use the Wealth Formula: Monthly Autowmatic
[uvestments X Ilucrease im Value X Time =
Genevational Wealth
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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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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 1dea:

“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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Thomas’s Story * 18: Nurture

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:

mﬂrww‘wfwdww%&f not The one 9/oéawfco(. <
The oneﬂrowm) in The heartz q;ﬁoﬁwrs who are /oéaw’ﬁ)n'
their own Trees becanse Someone ouce /oéanW 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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Thomas’s Story * 18: Nurture
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 crafling 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 TheSecretfournal.org
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A Note ﬁom The
Avthors

' I 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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Generalions 0\7“‘6@0(5

Thomas R. Painter

' I 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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19: Generations of Seeds

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 1s 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 1n 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 lfe, 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 1t at TheSecretfournal.org.
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As we shared in Thomas’s story, financial success 1sn’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.
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20: The 7 Steps to Wealth

* 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 X Increase in Value X 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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20: The 7 Steps to Wealth

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. jJoin the Success and
Money Foundation for a comprehensive financial 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 E:I*r E
learming and mastering financial principles. Learn more by

visiting T heSecrel fournal.org or scannming the QR code..

[=]

TheSecretJournal.org

239






21
Dowr Guvitalion

Thomas R. Painter

I :very 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, “T'he 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.

e 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 A4 E
of success for yourself and others! Visit TheSecretfournal.
org today lo get started or scan the QR code.

[=]

Would you like to improve your life in nanety days? take the \Tg 5505 o o
challenge: TheSecret fournalChallenge.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

“[ITunderstand better now that you should give] what you have...

to those in need. It 1s better to give than to receive.”

— Alberto Atanacio Jfr.

“[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 1s 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: wuwuw.

successandmoneyfoundation.org/testimonials.
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Thomas R. Painter

Tom Painter 1s a successful
entrepreneur and philanthro-
pist. After Tom suffered a heart
attack at age thirty-four, he
and his wife, LaDawn, decided
to build additional streams of
income so they would have the
means to take care of their two

special needs children and pro-

vide for their futures. Following
the advice of Tom’s parents and their friend Robert Allen, Tom
and LaDawn started businesses that have made hundreds of mil-

lions in sales. They also bought real estate and began investing,

Their businesses have taken them all over the world, where
they have been exposed to the extreme poverty many people
experience. When Tom turned sixty, he and LaDawn decided
that instead of creating another business, they would begin giv-
ing away their fortune to those in need. They donated three

million dollars to create the Success and Money Foundation, a
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non-profit foundation and charity. Its purpose 1is to provide free

success and money classes to anyone, anywhere.

We invite you to join the Success and Money Foundation,
where you’ll gain free access to our library of classes, earn
rewards, and share your progress and learning opportunities

with others. Please visit TheSecretJoural.org to get started.

Kurt W. Mortensen

Kurt 1s an international authority
on success, influence, charisma,
negotiation, and sales. He has
spent over twenty years research-
ing human behavior, persuasive
presentations, leadership, and the
psychology of achievement, and
he teaches these principles at the

university level.

Kurt is the author of several influential books, including
the bestselling Maximum Influence, Persuasion 10, S.T.E.A.L T H.
Selling, and The Laws of Charisma. His books have been translated
into twenty-eight languages and continue to empower readers
worldwide to master the skills of persuasion and achieve greater
success 1n their careers, businesses, and personal lives. He 1s also

the host of the popular podcast Maximize Your Influence.
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Over the past two decades, Kurt has taught hundreds of
seminars and workshops in more than twenty countries. He has
discovered that while most people have a great desire to suc-
ceed, they often fall short of their goals. Mortensen teaches that
professional success, personal relationships, and effective leader-
ship all depend on the ability to influence and persuade yourself.
Through his research-based approach, he has helped countless
individuals unlock their Persuasion I() and turn influence into a

natural, enjoyable skill.

Kurt is a highly sought-after speaker and consultant who
combines scientific research with engaging real-world stories
to inspire audiences. He 1s endorsed by many experts, includ-
ing Stephen R. Covey, Brian Tracy, Mark Victor Hansen, and

Robert Allen. Find Kurt at maximizeyourinfluence.com.

Robert G. Allen

Robert has authored and
co-authored some of the most
influential financial books of
all time including the New York
Times mega-bestsellers Creating
Wealth, Nothing Down, Multiple
Streams of Income, and The One
Manute Millionaire. 'Twenty of

his books have sold over four

253



million copies worldwide and have spent almost one hundred
weeks on the New York Times bestsellers list. One of his favor-
ite books 1s co-authored with his son Aaron. It’s entitled, 7he
Four Maps of Happy, Successful People. His most recent number-one
books are #1 Bestseller: How You Can Become a Bestselling Author in
only 30 minutes a day and Retire in 10 Years or Less.

Through the past forty-five years, millions of people have
attended his live seminars and speeches worldwide, and his
graduates have earned billions in profits by following his finan-
cial advice. Empowered by his philosophy of the Enlightened
Entrepreneur, his students have generously contributed over fifty

million dollars to their favorite churches, causes, and charities.

As a public speaker, he has spoken to audiences worldwide,
sharing stages with the likes of Sir Richard Branson, Prime

Minister Tony Blair, Tony Robbins, Robert Kiyosaki, Oprah
Winfrey, and Donald Trump.

He is a popular media guest and has appeared on hundreds
of radio and television programs including Good Morning America
with hosts such as Regis Philbin, Neil Cavuto, and Larry King,
He has been the subject of numerous international publica-
tions including the Wall Street Journal, the Los Angeles Times, the
Washington Post, Newsweek, Barons, Redbook, Money Magazine, and

the Reader’s Digest to name just a few.

On the home front, Robert and his wife, Daryl, are celebrat-
ing nearly five decades of marriage and are the proud parents
of three children.
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Special Nonprofit Pricing

Buy this book in bulk for your organization and receive
nonprofit pricing!

The Secret Journal: How to Grow an Orchard
of Money Trees (color edition):

e Full retail value: $24-97

* Amazon price 48% off: $12.97

* 25 books at 56% oftf = §11/copy
* 50 books at 60% oftf = $10/copy
* 100 books at 64% oftf = §9/copy

The Secret Journal: How to Grow an Orchard
of Money Trees (black and white edition):

* Full retail value: $19:97

* Amazon price 50% off: §9.97

* 25 books at 55% off = $9/copy
* 50 books at 60% off = $8/copy
* 100 books at 65% oft = §7/copy

Just visit the following website to learn more today:

SuccessAndMoneyFoundation.org/Bulk-Books
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