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Foreword

By Russell Wilson

Before every game, I work with my coaches and teammates to make sure we have the best offensive plan possible. After we install those schemes, I meet with Trevor. He’s the man who helps me create my mental plan, which is just as essential to winning as any other part of my preparation. Essentially, Trevor helps me unlock the power of my brain so that I can deliver a peak performance.

Trevor’s lessons are powerful, and they can be used on and off the field—in basically any endeavor you can imagine. They shouldn’t be limited to elite athletes. Everyone can benefit from what he teaches. In this book, you’ll learn how to use the same concepts I employ on the field in your life.

My mental training started when I arrived in Bradenton, Florida, early in 2012 to train for the NFL draft at IMG Academy. The first person my agent, Mark Rodgers, introduced me to was Trevor. The academy had coaches who would help me run faster and throw more accurately, but Trevor was the guy I really wanted to get to know. He was the director of performance at IMG, and it would be his job to help train my brain. “One of the things I really want to do is spend a lot of time with you,” I told Trevor. “My mind is one of my best attributes, but I want to enhance it.”

Physically, I had all the talent. I had put up great numbers at NC State and at Wisconsin. But everybody said that at five foot ten, I was too small to be a starting quarterback in the NFL. So when I met with teams before the draft, I wanted my mental talent to jump off the page. How I approach the game. How I approach life. How I was able to face adversity and overcome. Trevor would prepare me for those meetings.

We spent a lot of hours together. I’d be out training, but as soon as that was over I did mental conditioning work. Trevor and I clicked in so many ways because of his passion for being successful. But we also came together around his passion for having a limitless mind. (Which, not coincidentally, is the name of the company we’d create together.) We really grew on each other. I told him about some of my favorite players. The thing that stood out about those players—the guys like Drew Brees, Michael Jordan, and Derek Jeter—was how those guys processed things and overcame things. Trevor saw a lot of similarities between me and Drew Brees, another QB who had trained at the academy eleven years earlier. A lot of people had considered Drew too small to start at QB in the NFL. None of those people will be saying that when Drew gets inducted into the Hall of Fame after he retires. I wanted to learn what he learned, and Trevor guided me through it. We did a lot of drills to increase focus, and we talked about a lot of scenarios. How would you respond? How would you react to this? It really prepared me. This work was something I did with my dad a lot. It transferred to Trevor, and he became a huge part of the mental side of my sport and my life.

We kept working together after the Seahawks drafted me. Trevor has been with me for a Super Bowl win, a Super Bowl loss, and nearly every other football scenario you can imagine. We talk almost every day during the season. We try to meet every Thursday to talk in depth. He’ll fly to meet me wherever I am. It’s a major part of game preparation for me. What am I saying to myself? What am I saying to my teammates? What language am I using? How am I impacting myself? How am I impacting others? How am I being my best self every time I step on the field? It’s critical to have a fundamental mental plan. Anything we go through in life is a new map to a new destination. What’s the story we want to tell? How are we going to write that story? Trevor helps me choose the best words.

Sports is very similar to business. You’re there to win in business, and you’re there to win in sports. Sports also is also very similar to fatherhood. In family situations, you’re there to provide and to help everyone else be successful. As a quarterback, my goal is to make the other ten guys better. How can I put us in the best position possible to be successful every Sunday? That’s a tall task. But we’ve been able to translate tough moments into great moments. Moments of clarity. Moments of growth. Exceptional moments. That comes down to the language that we speak and the things that we say. It’s also our body language. It’s the same thing if you’re a CEO or a young person trying to get his first job. At the end of the day, the things we say, the body language we give off, and the people we’re surrounded by affect our internal and external growth and possibilities. That’s everything. Trevor and I try to capture that every time we talk, and then I try to live it.

In our ten years together, we’ve learned time and again that neutral thinking is everything. The reality is that positive thinking can work, but we’re not sure if it works every time. I’m definitely a positive person. But if you’re down 16–0 in the NFC Championship Game, there’s not much to be positive about. The one thing we know that definitely works is negative thinking. And it always works negatively. Negative thinking is never going to get you anywhere. Neutral thinking is going to the truth. Where are we at? What situation are we in? How are we going to execute? It’s a little like the way the Navy SEALs think. “What’s our mission? How are we going to win?” The same thing works in sports. How can we be detail oriented and focused on the task at hand? Some people may call it keeping an even keel, but I think it’s deeper than that. I always want to remain neutral.

After a while, thinking neutrally becomes natural. I don’t believe in failure. I believe in growth moments—if we use them correctly. As we go through the highs and lows of life, we can utilize our experiences from the past. It can become a habitual thing. It’s like riding a bike. The greatest athletes in the world, the greatest business leaders in the world, they have that as a habit because they’ve worked on it. I’m working on the mental side almost every day. I’m constantly working on being the best version of myself. I’m never there, so I keep working. We use all our moments to help build up for our next great moment.

The mind is a critical piece of all of our greatest moments. In the sports world, we train our muscles to be strong so that we can be at our best when the critical moment arrives. I also choose to train my mind. If we never train it, then it won’t be the best it can possibly be. Usain Bolt came out of the womb fast. He trained to be the fastest. I came out of the womb blessed with big hands and an ability to throw a football. But if I hadn’t trained that ability, I wouldn’t be as good as I am today. The same thing applies to our minds. The difference is that everyone uses their minds no matter what they do for a living. What is the capacity of our minds if we train them? That’s why Trevor and I created Limitless Minds, to help train minds in corporations, on teams, and in schools.

You’ll learn many of those lessons in this book. I’m a firm believer in that training. It can change our self-esteem. It can change our relationships. It can change our view of success and how we obtain it. It can change communities. It can change the world.





Prologue

Everything went according to plan that Sunday in December 2015. My client Russell Wilson completed twenty-one of thirty passes for 249 yards and three touchdowns and led the Seattle Seahawks to a 30–13 win against the Cleveland Browns. That win clinched the Seahawks’ fourth consecutive playoff berth. The playoffs had seemed far away when the team started abysmally at 2–4, but now they were headed into the postseason on a high note.

I was in a suite above CenturyLink Field with Russell’s mom and brother and his future wife, Ciara. They celebrated and laughed and smiled and snapped photos to make sure they remembered every detail. I remember every detail, but I don’t need pictures. The image burned into my mind? My wife, Solange, sitting amid all that joy looking absolutely defeated.

My job when I work with Russell is to help prepare him for whatever comes next—be it on the field or in the postgame press conference. But Russell had everything under control. I didn’t. From the start that day, Solange was really uncomfortable. She had started to withdraw. In truth, I had noticed a disconnect beginning in 2013. We had met in the Charlotte airport in 2005 when our flights were delayed by a hurricane. I lived in Bradenton, Florida. She lived in nearby Sarasota. She was a former model who at the time worked at an animal clinic, so after I got home I borrowed my friend’s dog and made an appointment so I’d have an excuse to see her. Six months later, we were engaged. We married in 2007, but as demand had grown for my services as a mental conditioning coach, I had spent less and less time at home. I hadn’t paid enough attention.

“I don’t want to be here,” she told me in the suite. “I don’t want to make a scene. This is killing me. This is not the life I want to live. This is not what I want to be doing. I want to leave right now.”

We both knew something was terribly wrong, but we didn’t have The Big Talk yet. We spent Christmas with my family in Seattle. Then Solange went back to our home in Arizona, and I went to my next engagement—helping the Florida State football team prepare for the Peach Bowl against Houston. That game was miserable. Starting quarterback Sean Maguire broke his foot, but tried to gut it out. Houston jumped on us and rolled to a 38–24 win. Afterward, I had to fly home and then drive to meet the Arizona State football team, which was about to play West Virginia in the Cactus Bowl.

I walked into the house, and Solange was sitting in the living room in her pajamas. I knew something was wrong. I started walking up the stairs, because I had only a few minutes to grab new clothes before I had to leave again. “You said you’d make some time to talk to me,” she said. I turned back down the stairs. “I have some time now,” I said. (Which was sort of true.)

When I got back down the stairs, her eyes had already started welling with tears. “I can’t do this anymore,” she said. “I love you, but I can’t do this. I know you are trying, and you take such great care of me, but this is not the life I wanted.” There are things that get said between people in a marriage that you know you can debate. That you can stand up to. Then there are the statements you can’t counter. I realize it sounds as if I should have seen this coming, but not being with Solange for the rest of my life had never crossed my mind before.

Ever.

But in that moment, I knew our marriage was over.

Emotions are hard for me. It could be a product of constantly navigating through others’ challenges for my job, or it could just be that emotions are hard for me. I held her close and stayed very quiet. “You feeling this way wasn’t part of the deal either of us signed up for,” I said. “I can see that no words will solve this. Just give me some time to process.” Then I kissed her on the forehead.

I sound pretty composed considering the gravity of this situation, right? That’s probably because the way I was raised and the stuff I’d been preaching at work combined to put me on autopilot through those next few minutes. I went upstairs and threw on a suit. Then I got in the car and began driving to meet the Arizona State football team. I had a presentation to make, and then I had to speak to individual players and coaches. Ten minutes into the drive, it fully hit me.

My marriage was over.

It felt as if the frame of my Jeep were closing in around me. Every muscle in my body clenched. I couldn’t breathe. I pulled over near DC Ranch in Scottsdale and stared out the window. Who could I call? I grabbed my phone and texted Florida State football coach Jimbo Fisher, who had just finalized a divorce from his wife of twenty-two years. If anyone would understand, he would.

“Do you have a quick five, Coach?” I texted. He said yes, so I called, and he answered immediately.

Jimbo: What’s up, buddy?

Me: My wife just told me . . .

I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Jimbo: Trev, just breathe. I’m here for you.

Me: She just said . . . she said . . . our marriage is over.

Almost two years earlier, I had watched in a locker room beneath the Rose Bowl as Jimbo had—in the span of four minutes—convinced a team that was trailing Auburn 21–10 at halftime of the national title contest that the game was under control and that the Seminoles could win. His calmness and his stirring message in those four minutes changed everything for that team. Florida State did come back and win that game 34–31. Jimbo raised a Waterford Crystal football, and I realized on that night exactly why he gets paid millions of dollars to coach. Now, on the other end of the phone, he was giving me my own halftime speech when things looked the darkest.

He talked. I cried. I hadn’t cried like that since my father was diagnosed with stage four multiple myeloma in 1999. “There will be time to navigate this, Trev,” Jimbo said. “And I know you. You will get through it, and so will she.”

I took a deep breath. This was the most challenging moment of my life, I realized. I knew it wasn’t just a moment either. There were many months and years of struggle ahead. But Jimbo’s confidence in me made me remember: I already possessed the tools to navigate the time ahead, even under the most brutally difficult circumstances. I’m the best in the country at what I do. NFL players, NBA teams, Major League Baseball teams, and elite college football programs all seek my advice to gain a mental edge. I help teach their leaders to lead. I help them create the behaviors that lead to the outcomes they desire. I give them tools they can use when adversity strikes, and I help them replicate success once they’ve achieved it. This works whether you’re an elite athlete, a teacher, an accountant, or a mental conditioning consultant. I knew all this, but I needed to start living my own advice personally instead of only professionally. All the techniques I’d been teaching the football, baseball, soccer, and tennis players I’d worked with over the years could help me face this potentially crushing life event. I wasn’t playing in the Super Bowl like Russell had or coaching in the national title game like Jimbo had, but wasn’t this the biggest event in my life? Why not apply the same strategies?

That’s why I wrote this book. You don’t need to be an elite athlete to train your mind like one. You simply need to have challenges that must be overcome. And guess what? You’re human. So you absolutely face challenges every day at work and in your personal life. Maybe you were passed over for a promotion. Maybe you’re trying to go to school to better yourself while working and aren’t sure how to squeeze everything into the twenty-four hours in a day. Maybe you have a shitty boss and don’t know how to manage your interactions. Maybe you’ve just had a child and you’re struggling to adapt to all the extra work at home. Maybe your spouse just told you it’s over. Once you’ve finished this book, you’ll be equipped with the same tools I’d give a team seeking a title. You’ll learn that champions don’t think negatively or positively; they think neutrally. You’ll learn that champions behave as if they have no choice. You’ll learn that champions make detailed plans. You’ll learn that champions visualize what they want. You’ll learn that champions lead themselves before they lead others.

You can do this. By cracking open this book, you’ve already shown you want to grow and change. So let’s do it. It takes discipline. It takes sacrifice. It takes time. It takes what it takes.

My Journey

How did I get into this? In a way, I was raised for it. My father, Bob, was a high-school-basketball-coach-turned-self-help-pioneer who was sought by school districts and Fortune 500 companies to teach people how to make themselves better. He owned Edge Learning Institute, which provided motivational speakers and seminars to businesses and schools. He also created the Increasing Human Effectiveness program, which is still in use in the business world more than ten years after his death. For two years in the 1990s, he served as the president of the National Association for Self Esteem. He played the saxophone, the ukulele, and the piano. As a speaker, he could tell tales that left thousands of people hanging on his every word. In fact, you may have seen some of my dad’s words before—possibly on a poster or on one of those quote-of-the-day sites. Here are a few samples:


	Most people don’t aim too high and miss. They aim too low and hit.

	Attitudes are contagious. Do you want people around you to catch yours?

	You can’t make footprints in the sands of time if you’re sitting on your butt. And who wants to make buttprints in the sands of time?

	Who wants to be average? Average is that place in the middle. It’s the best of the worst or the worst of the best.



My mother calls me my dad’s science project. My brother, Bob Jr., who is seven years older than me, had a more “normal” upbringing. Looking back now, it feels as if my parents raised me in a way they hoped would prove the efficacy of my dad’s ideas. (Which, if you haven’t noticed, I believe are very effective.) When I was very young, I’d go to sleep with a tape from the Nightingale-Conant motivational company playing white noise that was supposed to have embedded subliminal messages that would help build my self-esteem. When I got a little older, they switched to You’re Nature’s Greatest Miracle, a series of cassettes my father had put out in 1980. Side one of the first tape included the song “Gettin’ Rid of Stinkin’ Thinkin’.” Before bed, my mom, my dad, or both would come in and we’d recite a set of affirmations. They sounded something like this:


	I take setbacks as temporary and I bounce back quickly.

	I love myself unconditionally.

	Yes I can, regardless of the circumstances I’m faced with.

	I’m a great student and I do great work.



My dad’s belief was that “the human mind is the fastest, coolest, most compact and efficient computer ever produced in large quantities by unskilled labor.” He believed that we could enter data into our minds that would help set an expectation the way you set a thermostat. My dad’s career was almost like a second sibling to me. It’s connected to me, but it’s a different person. It was more a way of life than a job for him.

As I got older, I transitioned from recited affirmations to a set of note cards. On the front, I’d write something I valued. Maybe it was school, working hard, my family, or success. On the back, I’d write the behaviors that I’d need to use to have success in the area named on the front. I’d review the cards on my way to school. I’d review them at school during lunch. I’d review them at night. I didn’t buck against my dad’s philosophies. I embraced them. Starting in seventh grade, I would read a quote of the week to the whole school. Everyone knew the family I was from. I never ran from it. I remember playing basketball in high school against Steilacoom High near Tacoma. Steilacoom taught one of my dad’s programs in its health classes, so all the students knew who I was. As I stood at the free-throw line dribbling, the crowd chanted “PO-TEN-TIAL” at me. I could only laugh.

Even though my parents worked hard to instill these principles in me, I don’t think I truly learned to live them as a teenager. I didn’t understand this until the end of my third semester at Occidental College. I played soccer and basketball at Oxy, a small liberal arts school in Los Angeles. My sophomore year, I also pledged Sigma Alpha Epsilon. The pledge semester included something called Hell Week, which turned hellish for me for reasons that had nothing to do with the older brothers in the fraternity. By the second day, I felt horrible. I went to my room in Norris Hall and slept for ten hours. As I rolled over, it felt as if someone had shoved needles through my back. A few teammates and fraternity brothers came up to check on me, and we found my temperature had spiked beyond 104 degrees. I was taken to Huntington Memorial Hospital in Pasadena, and I told the guys I’d get back to them when I was done. I thought it would be a quick visit. Instead, I wound up surrounded by a lot of different doctors. At the end of the day I was brought into a back room. An older doctor came in. He had an incredible bedside manner, and that helped tremendously as he delivered a diagnosis and an educated guess. “Son, you have done a number on your immune system,” he said. “It’s in a very difficult place. You have a disease called shingles on top of a number of other challenges. With your white blood cell counts what they are, we believe you may have a form of cancer.”

The room seemed incredibly still. I was so young. I had no concept of what he was saying. I had been on a date earlier that year and seen a Michael Keaton movie called My Life. In the film, Keaton’s character gets diagnosed with kidney cancer, and he immediately begins making videos so the baby his wife is about to have will have access to everything he’s learned. I couldn’t imagine being that guy. I had no wife. I had no baby. I had never given serious thought to my mortality. But while I was confused, I wasn’t ignorant. I knew this wasn’t good news.

The doctor let me process the information. Then he told me to go home to Seattle to my regular doctors, because more testing was required for any definitive diagnosis. “At eighteen, this is tough news for parents,” he said. “Call them and ask to come home. Sit them down and take them through this and start the process of trying to both get healthy and find out specifically what we are dealing with.” I went back to Oxy, withdrew from the frat, and called my parents and said I needed to come home that night. I booked the last flight to Seattle from the Burbank airport.

When I arrived at Sea-Tac Airport around 11 p.m., I headed to baggage claim nineteen to pick up my luggage. Then I walked outside to find my ride. I didn’t see my dad’s car. I tried calling home collect—only Gordon Gekko had a cell phone at this point—but no one answered. (My parents had fallen asleep and couldn’t hear the phone ringing.) I had no money for a cab. Uber was a generation away. So I walked back inside and sat against a wall.

As I sat there, everything hit me in waves.

Wave 1: Why the FUCK is this happening?

Wave 2: I’ve barely lived. I haven’t had sex or partied or succeeded at any elite level. I complained about playing time in sports. I’ve literally done nothing . . .

Wave 3: My college life up until now is a huge disappointment. In my first quarter I borrowed a friend’s history paper and wrote half a paper myself and used half of his and got caught. I got hauled before the academic board. They flunked me in that class and told me any further academic missteps would result in expulsion. Margin for error? Gone. I also got a D+ in a language course simply by not applying myself or showing up to the labs. My combined GPA for my first quarter was a 1.67. I had never behaved this way before. Probably because at home there was a guy who wouldn’t let me behave that way.

Wave 4: Everything my dad has been telling me feels real right now.

By the time I finally woke up someone at my house and secured a ride, nearly five hours had passed. I made some powerful decisions in that time. College exposed me to a constant comparison battle. How did I measure up to other people? My life those previous semesters wasn’t about who I was. It was about who I thought I wasn’t. I hadn’t become a star in basketball or soccer. I didn’t have entire sororities chasing me down the street like I was a Beatle. I thought this was what I was supposed to become in college, and I had been ripping myself internally for not becoming this person I imagined I’d be. But this moment helped me see that the more important questions I needed to ask were How do I measure up to me? Am I using the gifts that I have?

Short answer: Not well. And I wasn’t.

I didn’t want to go down that road anymore. Some learn in advance of adversity. A lot of us learn through it. In later months and years, I came to look on my revelation that night as my psychological birthday.

I took time away from college to figure out my health situation. It took a while for my immune system to rebound enough for doctors to get any sort of accurate results. Eventually they realized I didn’t have cancer. My colon was wrecked, however, and they initially diagnosed me with Crohn’s disease. Then pancolitis. Then just plain ulcerative colitis. When they finally put me on the correct medicine, it took only about a week before I looked like nothing had ever happened. I eventually returned to school and to sports. But something had changed inside me. The health scare, in retrospect, was necessary to get me to reboot. It made me realize I needed to return to behaviors that had helped me excel in high school. The behaviors Bob Moawad had taught me by lesson and by example.

Once I got healthy, physically and mentally, my grades rose. I began loving sports again. College became what it is supposed to be—a bridge to adulthood. After graduation, I worked as a US history teacher at John Marshall High School in the Los Feliz neighborhood of Los Angeles. I figured working for an urban public school would teach me the skills I needed to teach anywhere. I just never dreamed some of the skills I learned would eventually help me teach Georgia and Alabama football players how to think as they prepared to play. I liked working with the kids, and I was lucky enough to get paired with Sharon Pitkin, the student teacher supervisor no one wanted to have. She was the toughest. She was a disciplinarian. She said I had a real aptitude for teaching and she was not going to let me slack at all. She taught me how to teach. Delivery never was a problem for me. But she taught me how to prepare lessons and how to identify when to move forward and when to slow down to ensure my students stayed engaged. Once I understood that framework, I could roll.

As much as I liked educating, something felt off for me. I didn’t feel like a history teacher. Eventually, I knew, that would become a problem. I left Marshall after two years and moved across the country with my then girlfriend. I settled into a job teaching history and coaching soccer at North Broward Prep High in Coconut Creek, Florida. It still didn’t feel right, but it led me to the job I was meant to do. A coaching clinic took me across the state to a school in Bradenton founded by tennis guru Nick Bollettieri. Originally designed to train tennis players and golfers, the school had been bought by IMG, which added programs for hockey, baseball, soccer, and basketball. The place was basically Hogwarts for athletes, and some of the best in the world trained there. During the clinic, I watched a presentation by Jeff Troesch, who ran the mental performance unit for the academies. After that hour, I knew what I wanted to do with my life.

I spoke to Jeff briefly afterward and learned he had also grown up in Seattle. He knew who my dad was. In the next few months, I left Jeff voice mails. I wrote letters. I did anything I could to let Jeff know I wanted to break into his business. He eventually agreed to meet with me, and my dad flew in for the meeting. Jeff offered me an internship for the summer of 1999. It was unpaid with no housing. I didn’t care. I just wanted a chance. When I arrived, I realized the other interns were there to get college credit. I was there to start a new profession.

How did I get noticed? I could sell. When kids came to the academy for camps, they got a certain amount of physical and mental training with their tuition. But parents could buy more. I would call parents of kids who were headed to camp. They would ask what was already included. I’d tell them the kids would get two lectures on Tuesday and Thursday and they’d be great lectures. Then I’d let them know we had some individualized programs. We’d put the kids through a battery of tests. We’d put them on the court and videotape them. We’d do the same thing we do for Tommy Haas or Anna Kournikova. Then we’d analyze the video and send it back home with them.

The other interns hated selling those packages. I smoked them. We had a list of bullet points we needed to hit to explain the details of the packages, but I always added something extra. I had a chart of area codes. I would look at the parents’ phone number and try to reference something local that everyone would know. Anything to establish a little bit of a connection. (This could backfire now, because in the mobile phone era people don’t always live in the area code of their phone number. But everyone just had landlines then.) I wanted to control the narrative as best I could. I’d frame it this way: Simply put, you are spending $2,000 to send your son or daughter to one of IMG’s academies for a week. Don’t you want to feel like you eked out every gain possible? This last $350 helps insure and protect the $2,000 investment. I’d ask them about the influence they thought the mind had on their son’s or daughter’s performance. Did they have access to sport psychology or mental conditioning support in their town? The answer, of course, would be no. This would reinforce the critical mission I’d set out for them (protect your investment). Through this process I not only learned a lot about what worked and didn’t work, but I also found out that I was uniquely equipped to talk about mental conditioning due to my own engineering. Jimbo would say what makes me unique is that I grew up speaking this language my whole life. Those phone calls were my Karate Kid “wax on, wax off” moment. All that unique training became clear as I realized I was fluent in a language I didn’t even know I could speak—mindset.

My phone prowess endeared me to Chad Bohling, who worked in Jeff’s office. I got offered a job that fall, and I was ready to accept when my dad asked me a question. “Son, didn’t you already sign your contract to teach?” he said. “In our family, we honor our contracts.” I had, and he was right. So I taught one more year, but I also volunteered at Chris Evert’s tennis academy to remind myself of what I really wanted to do.

The next year, I took a job at IMG. My life was designed to get to Bradenton. The academy was my pro sport. It was my NFL. I was either going to make it or fail. I was going to be in this competitive landscape where if I was going to be good at what I did, I was really going to excel. I tried to soak in everything I could. When a group that included LaDainian Tomlinson, Drew Brees, and Steve Hutchinson trained for the NFL draft on campus, I sat in on their sessions. The US under-17 soccer program trained on campus, and I volunteered to videotape their games and meet with their players. I didn’t get paid for that, but I would later when US Soccer hired me to work with the next set of under-17 players.

This led to work with some of the best athletes in the world. It led to the Jacksonville Jaguars and Fred Taylor. It led to Nick Saban hiring me to work with the Miami Dolphins and then Alabama. It allowed me to meet Russell Wilson, who would become a client and one of my best friends.

It hasn’t been easy. Not all coaches are as open to new ideas as Nick Saban is. The most common statement I heard early in my career was “You’ve got four minutes.” That’s how long some coach or general manager or athlete would give me to explain exactly what the hell a mental conditioning consultant did.

How do you build trust with the best coaches and athletes in the world? The same way you sell a mental training package to a parent over the phone.
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