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THE WORLD’S GREAT ACHIEVERS
CELEBRATE OG MANDINO’S
GREATEST ACHIEVEMENT!


“A terrific book! Its Commandments of Success are most inspirational and dynamic—a plan for peace of mind and a happy and successful life.”

—J. Willard Marriott, Chairman of the Board,
   Marriott Corporation




“Og Mandino has proven again to be a master storyteller, with the ability to identify principles that will enable all who choose to use them to achieve the true riches of life. This book is truly an act of love.”

—W. Clement Stone, Chairman and Founder,
   Combined International, Inc.




“I started reading The Greatest Success in the World and could not lay it down.”

—Richard M. Devos, President,
   Amway Corporation
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And behold, there was a man named Zacchaeus, which was the chief among the publicans, and he was rich.

And he sought to see Jesus who he was; and could not for the press, because he was little of stature.

Luke 19:2,3

It is a very plain and elementary truth, that the life, the fortune, and the happiness of every one of us, and, more or less, of those who are connected with us, do depend upon our knowing something of the rules of a game.

Thomas Huxley





Dedicated, with love, to my other father
and mother,
John and Rita Lang
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CHAPTER 1
 [image: ]

I must warn thee in advance.

The words you are about to read may put an end to your life.

It has been written that a useless life is far worse than an early death. If the years of your heartbeat, since you emerged from your mother’s womb, have been poisoned by failure and frustration, heartbreak and discontent, defeat and self-pity, then I say unto you that you should terminate that miserable existence, immediately, and commence the rebuilding of a new life, a new being—one filled with love and pride and achievement and peace of mind.

Not only do I say that you should; I say that you can!

Not only do I say that you can; I say that you will—providing you accept and make use of the priceless legacy I am about to share with you.

My name is Joseph.

Would that I were an accomplished teller of tales, in full command of my proud language, instead of having spent a lifetime as a keeper of ledgers and accounts. Still, despite my many shortcomings, I must record what I know of Zacchaeus Ben Joshua for the benefit of untold generations to come so that they may be guided properly in their search for a better life. His story and, most important, his gift to mankind, must not vanish beneath the desert’s unsympathetic sands along with the dried bones of those of us who knew and loved and learned so much from this special creature of God.

He was orphaned before the age of five.

Other children mocked his misshapen body—a huge head and wide shoulders set upon a round torso from which two spindly legs extended but refused to grow.

He had no schooling. Those precious years of youth had been spent in back-breaking labor, from sunrise to sunset, tilling the soil and picking the fruit on Herod’s vast farms.

And yet, despite all his handicaps, he became the wealthiest man in all of Jericho, eventually acquiring title to more than half of all the irrigated farmland within a half-day’s march of the city.

His home, surrounded by tall palms and date trees, exceeded in size and grandeur what had once been the winter palace of Herod and later, the despised king’s weakling son.

An eminent scholar from Greece, having met him at the height of his career, returned to Athens and announced to his colleagues that he had finally met a man who had conquered the world and was not even aware of his accomplishments.

In his declining years he accepted a position that would have brought scorn and hate upon the head of any other, as it had to those who were his predecessors, but the love and respect of so many of the people, whose lives he had touched and changed for the better, never abated.

Near his end, he was involved in what I am certain was a miracle, although I had never, before, believed in miracles. No one who witnessed that mysterious event has ever been able to explain what they saw in any other terms—and it is the ingredients of this miracle that can and will change your life—as it has for so many others.

Pretend, if you will, that you are hearing my words rather than reading them.

Imagine that you are resting your weary head on my lap, as you may have done long ago, with your parents. This has been a day like all other days, when you have struggled with forces beyond your control to achieve a small allotment of peace and security for yourself and for those who love and depend on you.

Let me stroke away the bruises of this day’s battles while I share, with you, the gold of one man’s wisdom—wisdom that you can apply to how you think and feel and act so that you may be transformed, in time, from a dead and helpless leaf, buffeted by every breeze, into whatever proud manner of human being you desire to become.

Above all, exercise patience—and hear me out. We were brought together, you and I, for some purpose. Who can know God’s plans for us? Who can explain the mystery of why you are reading these words at this particular moment in your life rather than the words of another?

Art thou prepared to step out of that old life and to begin anew?

At this point, is there not little to lose and everything to gain?

As his humble and self-appointed executor, allow me to transmit, to you, the most priceless asset from the estate of Zacchaeus.

What you do with his unusual bequest … is totally up to you.


CHAPTER 2
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It has been said that memory is the only true treasure chest we possess and in it are stored all the jewels of our passing years. If that be so, then my most precious jewel, without question, is to have known and served the man whose name, in the language of our fathers, means “the just” or “the pure”—Zacchaeus.

Our first meeting was long ago, when we were young, in the crowded marketplace of Jericho where I had gone after being whipped by my stepfather for what I had resolved would be the last time. I was sitting on a stone bench, filled with self-pity and concern about my future, when I first saw Zacchaeus. Strapped to his back were several beams of cedar wood, and because of their great length and weight he was lunging from side to side in order to maintain his balance, greatly endangering the safety of passersby who heaped curses and threats upon him.

He was bent nearly double under that tremendous load, but as he passed I was shocked to hear him singing. What, I remember wondering, could this pitiful person have to sing about? Suddenly, before my eyes, he stumbled on the stones and fell beneath the heavy beams.

In my sorry mental state I had no desire to become involved with anyone else’s misfortunes but when none who passed even so much as glanced at the still figure, I finally ran to him and began removing the giant wooden planks from above his body. His face was covered with blood. I knelt beside him and wiped at the deep gash in his forehead with the hem of my tunic. Eventually he began to stir, muttering words I could not understand. A kind woman from one of the nearby fruit stands brought a pitcher of water and a rag and the two of us washed his face until his eyelids fluttered and opened. Soon he was sitting up.

He grinned sheepishly at me and rubbed the top of his head while I stared in awe at the corded muscles of his massive biceps, rippling in the bright sun.

“They told me that I could not carry seven beams,” he said ruefully.

“What?”

“The woodwork shop people,” he replied. “They told me that no man, and certainly no one my size, could carry seven of these beams at one time, but I refused to believe them. How is one to know what one can accomplish unless one tries?”

Unsteadily he rose to his feet and I had all I could do to suppress my laughter. Dressed in appropriate costume he would have made a perfect clown in one of the many traveling circuses that pass through our city. He was all head and shoulders and arms and little else and his tunic hung to the pavement, completely concealing his lower appendages. In height he stood no taller than a boy of seven or eight, although he was certainly my age, sixteen, at least.

He came close to me, placed his two strong hands on my chest, looked up at me with large brown eyes filled with gratitude and said, in a deep, resonant voice, “Thank you, my friend, and God be with you.”

I nodded and walked away. After twenty paces or so my curiosity made me look back, and when I did, I was unable to believe my eyes. There he was, piling the beams one upon another so that he could once again lift them to his shoulders! Fool! I ran back to him, for reasons I shall never understand, and said, “Stranger, you are not going to try the impossible again, are you?”

He dropped the seventh and last slab of wood noisily in place and stood, hands on hips, studying me for several moments. “Nothing is impossible,” he said softly, “unless one agrees that it is.”

I hesitated and then heard myself saying, “Let me help you. I have little to do. Take those straps and tie the beams together at both ends so that I can carry one end and you the other.”

He opened his mouth as if to speak but said nothing. After the wood was bound tightly together, he lifted the front end and I struggled with the rear and we carried those monstrous beams, with many resting periods for me, to the very outskirts of the city where together we erected, on the road to Phasaelis, his very first roadside stall. From it, in the months to come, we sold only one crop—fat and juicy figs harvested by Zacchaeus and myself from a small plot of land he had purchased after five hard years of toil.

For the next half-century, and more, we were never far from each other’s side—always prepared to lighten the other’s load whenever assistance was needed. True friends are never acquired by chance; they are always gifts from God.
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