
		
			[image: 9780857197603.jpg]
		

	
		
			Your First 365 Days in Real Estate

			How to build a successful real estate business (starting with nothing)
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			To you, the warrior, willing to act on inspiration. 

			And to my Grams, Ruth Zavitz, who showed me how.
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			“A smart business person is one who makes a mistake, learns from it, and never makes it again. A wise business person is one who finds a smart business person and learns from him how to avoid the mistakes he made.” 

			—Jim Abrams

		

	
		
			About the Author

			[image: ]

			Shelley Zavitz is a successful real estate agent working in Portland, Oregon. With an award-winning background in commercial copywriting and brand building (including working for Virgin Radio), Shelley started relatively late in real estate. But by applying her extensive branding experience—as well as learning the ropes the hard way—she has become a dramatic success story. 

			Knowing how hard and confusing it can be for those just starting out in real estate to actually turn their license into a profitable business, Shelley is now dedicated to helping others successfully make the same journey she did. Your First 365 Days in Real Estate is her first book.

			Born in Canada, Shelley lives in Portland with her family.

			www.newagent365.com

		

	
		
			Introduction: 
My First Day

			It was an absolutely spectacular day. I woke up early, put on my finest suit pants from H&M, heels that were too small, a black sweater that was sure to say ‘winner’ and crashed out the door. I was so excited I could feel the hairs on my arms stand up when I walked into the office.

			My first day.

			I had passed the National and State Real Estate Exams in one shot and was walking on stars. 

			I’m not much for tests… or small talk… or super salty foods… okay, there’s a lot I’m not much for, but taking tests is up there in the anxiety department. However, now all of those stresses were behind me. 

			I was a bona fide real estate agent.

			I was pumped. After nearly 15 years in the broadcast industry, I was about to embark on a brand-new adventure that left a lot of what I didn’t like about working for someone else in the rear-view mirror. I was doing this for me. I was ready. 

			Obviously, when I walked into my new business abode, I would be greeted by a line of seasoned agents ready to high five me like a rugby team at Nationals. We would sit, legs crossed, with tea and scones, and swap war stories about what it took to get that boring and mundane course behind us, let alone pass the exams. 

			I couldn’t wait.

			As I opened the door, I was met by an office assistant with all of the excitement of a widow at a funeral. She handed me my door key. Then she showed me to my seat. It was in a small office alongside two other agents. “Let me know if you need anything else,” she said over her shoulder as she walked away. 

			Okay, so that wasn’t exactly the grand beginning I had anticipated. But whatever. It was Wednesday. Wednesdays are hump days. I get it.

			In preparation for my miraculous first day on the job and the road to a new and better life, I had packed my computer, a box of dried granola, a black pen and notepad. It took me exactly 30 seconds to unpack it all. With a deep breath, I opened my computer and… checked Facebook. 

			I distinctly remember reading a story from the New York Times about how to properly knead bread, and I think I looked online for the price of file folder hangers. 

			Finally, my two officemates arrived, and I felt in my guts, Okay, cool, these two fellas are going to impart the secrets to getting started. We had met a few times before and I adored being around them. I had learned in my former career working for radio stations that you need to surround yourself with people who can influence you to become great. People who can challenge you constructively. I’ve found they help you grow a lot quicker than you can on your own. 

			I was sure these boys fit the bill. They had charisma. They had big personalities. They could charm the shine right off a jewel.

			We caught up about the weather. They decided my Canadian roots meant I must have a keen taste for maple syrup, and they made the difficult decision as to which establishment we should meet at for a beverage in the next few weeks. And then they were gone as fast as they came in. 

			(Cricket sounds.)

			And herein lies the reason I am writing this book. From this second on, for the next 365 days, I was lost—caught up in nothing short of a tornado wrapped inside a hurricane being lashed by lightning heading towards land. 

			Fast.

			I was a mess. I had some guidance when things got really desperate, but for the most part I was on my own. I realized now, so are most agents. No one is going to hand you a free how-to manual on how to be a real estate agent. 

			My aim, by sharing stories and lessons from my crazy experiences (and how I overcame them), is to give you a kind of blueprint for what to do so that you never get lost. It’s also to teach you habits and skills that will make an unbelievable difference, and to inspire you to be the best and most confident ‘you’ there is. 

			I’ve gathered ideas from my own experience of absolute failure through to eventual triumph, from rich nuggets other agents have told me, and from a mountain of research. You’ll get a first-class, front-row seat on my journey to becoming a successful real estate agent (beating the national average in closed volume in my rookie years). 

			I’m going to be brutally honest with you right now. This book is not for the part-time wayward agent who is going to dip a toe in and out. You are the agent who has taken a total nosedive into the fog off a 50-ft cliff. You’ve given yourself no outs. You might have a mortgage, a family and people relying on you to perform. I’m going to lay out exactly what it takes for someone like you to make it and to build a business with absolutely nothing, because that is exactly what I started with.

			Absolutely nothing.

			You’re going to have to decide to leap.

			You’re going to have to do some things that may make you uncomfortable or challenge you. 

			You’re going to have to shift your perceptions in some areas of your life. 

			You’re going to have to participate on a level that sometimes doesn’t seem human.

			But it’s absolutely worth it. At the other side of all this there’s the career and the life you’re looking for. I know, because I found it.

			In the words of my favorite band, Joseph, ‘Burn the white flag’.1

			Let’s go.

			

			
				
					1	‘White Flag’ by Joseph (youtu.be/el1QWfnYy_c)

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter 1: 
What the Hell Was I Thinking?

			Or, How I Stumbled Upon My Coach, Accountability Partner, Visionary and Mentor

			“Lots of people want to ride with you in the limo, but what you want is someone who will take the bus with you when the limo breaks down.”

			—Oprah Winfrey

			When life twists on you

			I’m Canadian. Actually, I’m probably the worst Canadian you know. I don’t drink beer. I don’t like maple syrup. I’ve shed my accent and use of the word ‘eh’. In winter I’d rather be strutting on a misty beach in Oregon than stuck in an ice-fishing hut with a case of Labatts and three of my closest friends. I scream in an ice-cold car and am an absolute wimp about being in any suboptimal temperature in general. 

			There are three things that help me keep my passport and that’s my love for a good rye whiskey, the ability to navigate where the puck is in a hockey game on TV, and a strong inner moral compass that tells me if I do nothing in this world other than help people and be kind, then I’ve marked my place in history. 

			I dedicated all of my 20s and early 30s to radio broadcasting. I decided when I was 21, after only about nine months into my first copywriting job, that I wanted to be a creative director. I achieved that when I was 24, becoming one of the youngest female creative directors in Canada (according to the CEO). I went on to become the creative director at Virgin Radio in Vancouver, BC. My job was to inspire a team of writers and producers to be their very best, to take risks and challenge the status quo. They ended up winning several national and international awards and I was so proud to be a part of it. My next career evolution was to help start-up radio stations launch their brands. It was exhilarating and challenging every single day. 

			Life, though, has a way of twisting on you just when you think you’ve got ahold of it. One day, everything shifted. My personal life was drawing me away from Canada to the United States—and I had to jump. 

			Man, did I jump. I let go of my successful career, my home, my friends and personal network, and moved to the US to be with my partner. Even now I grit my teeth when I think back on how hard it was. 

			For better for worse, I was at the beginning of something.

			After some introspection, I decided to take up a career in real estate. There are two things I know a lot about. Radio broadcasting and investing in real estate. I had done both for most of my adult life. I decided not to pursue radio, because I felt, ‘Heck, if I’m going to blow up my life and start again, I want to make some real money.’

			Radio is a great gig, but it doesn’t always pay to love your job.

			So, I’m in a new city, with a couple of friends, a house we’ve bought that smells like cat and flesh decay (which I’ve decided to renovate), and zero ideas of how I’m going to even get into an actual career in real estate (as opposed to doing up and selling on properties over time). Over dinner, I casually mentioned to two of my four friends in town that I was thinking about getting into the business and wanted to know what they thought of it. Both chimed in with surprising optimism. 

			“You would be great at it.”

			“If anyone would be someone I’d trust, it’s you.”

			Then it moved to:

			“Hey, let me get you in touch with our agent.”

			And the rest was like a snowball that created the avalanche. I met with their agent for coffee, and then others from different companies. Which led to meetings with managing brokers, which led to a meeting with the most important person in this story. A person I now call Coach. 

			Coach was my first gift that year. She was the president of the company I was considering signing with. As soon as we met, I felt in my gut I was headed in the right direction. She covered the usual questions about my past, why I had moved to Portland, asked when I was going to enroll for real estate classes and told me about the company. 

			Then, she asked me the question that changed everything for me:

			“How much money do you want to make?”

			I had never had to answer that question before. CEOs and managers determined what my pay grade was. It hadn’t occurred to me that I was allowed to choose. 

			I said I didn’t know and she smiled and said we could figure it out down the road.

			As we wrapped up the meeting, she said: “Oh yeah—and we have a rookie of the year competition. You sign up for the new agent program with us, and the competition is open to you for two years.”

			Until this point I hadn’t really been sure that I was all in on the real estate game. But this was something I could sink my teeth into. You’ve heard me say that I wanted to make ‘real money’—that was true, but I had a limited grasp of what exactly that would mean at the time (and, as you’ve seen, had no idea how to answer the question of what precise real-life sum it would entail). I didn’t think a wee Canadian girl, who grew up on a gravel road in Southwestern Ontario, deserved a fortune. What I could do, though, was strap on my cleats for the 200-yard dash to rookie of the year. 

			I met Coach for the first time on a Monday and was enrolled for the course by the afternoon. She inspired me. I was so excited. Yes! I’m ready. 

			Tuesday morning, I woke up and thought: ‘Am I crazy? I’m going to build a referral-based business in a new country, in a new city, with a support network of four people?’ 

			I rolled over and went back to sleep.

			That day I did everything but open my computer and begin the course. I sanded a couple doors. I weeded a garden bed. I pretended my office space was too dirty. 

			Lack of confidence gnawed at me. Fear of failure sapped me. After all, at the end of any move into real estate would be an exam. The idea haunted me—and would continue to do so until the day I took the thing. 

			Two days later I received a handwritten note from Coach in the mail. It read:

			Shelley,

			It was a great pleasure meeting with you yesterday!

			It is clear to me that you have what it takes to make it in this industry (not just ‘make it’ but thrive!) and I am beyond confident that you will thrive faster and enjoy the ride with us. 

			I’d like to regroup and introduce you to the owner of the company, talk through more details, etc. Good luck studying. Talk soon.

			And there it was. No way out. I put the card down on my freshly Pledged desk, opened my computer, signed in to the course and started studying. 

			My accidental Accountability Partner

			Luckily, the company offered meetings for new agents every week. I went to every single one. I put myself in a place where people held me accountable. They asked me how it was going. I lied and said I was rocking my way through it, when really, I had to time block it into my day. 

			I wasn’t really doing anything else of importance (besides patching and painting walls or working on a stellar custom-made wine rack). If I could do one thing well at this time in my life it was procrastinate. Quite often, procrastination is just a coping mechanism for fear—and I had a boat load of insecurities starting this new venture.

			The same week I started the new agent meetings, another person also started. She was spectacular in every way. She had a background in sales. She was charismatic, attractive, funny and so very intelligent. She was my second gift that year. 

			Separately we worked towards finishing the course. Every week we’d ask each other how it was going. Once she told me she set a goal to finish it and take the exam before she went on a trip to Hawaii. It made me think, ‘Well, I will also finish and pass by the time you go to Hawaii.’

			The grind to finish was real. It took every ounce of self-discipline I had to complete it in eight weeks. We took the test within a week of each other and both of us passed the first time. I was ecstatic. Actually I was more than ecstatic. I texted every single person I knew when the proctor told me I had made it through. 

			However, the first person I texted was my fellow newbie—the freshly minted agent about to jet off to Hawaii. Without realizing it, I had assigned her the role of my Accountability Partner. She had pushed me past my fear of taking that exam and given me the strength and determination to keep up because she was going for it no matter what.

			From here on out, I will refer to this magnificent second gift as AP. 

			The arrival of the Visionary

			So, I am newly qualified, at the office for the first time, and it’s beginning to register with me that my high standard of ‘first day excellence’ is taking a drastic nose dive.

			It’s my first day. I have finished my bowl of dry granola, checked Facebook, checked my new email account, shopped a little online, and bantered casually with my officemates so they could hear how clever and witty I was. 

			It’s now 9:09 am. 

			Now what?

			I asked myself: What would radio Shelley do? 

			No matter your background, you will have skills and instincts that are uniquely yours. When you’re not sure, draw on them. There will be a time when they lead you to the honeypot without you even knowing it. 

			I pulled up a map of my brand-new city and started to learn every neighborhood. I studied them, quizzed myself and studied again. I learned stats and landmarks. Later, I would drive through each of them, eat at their restaurants and ask people what they liked about living there. 

			When Coach arrived at the office, she took me around and introduced me to the other agents. My nerves took over. I realized that seasoned agents often intimidated me. It became evident almost immediately that my perfectionist personality and marvelously massive ego made it hard for me to be ‘new’ at something. 

			In response to “Are you excited?” I would say, in no particular order:

			“Get ready to watch a freak show.”

			“Well, I’ve been in the business for exactly ten seconds and I think I’m gonna be great. Let me know if you need help.”

			“I don’t have kids. If you need anything I can be there in seconds.”

			“Well, you’re laughing at my jokes, so I think I’m doing pretty good.”

			And on and on and on. I got back to my office and smacked my head on the desk. That was not the powerful radio executive I knew. I felt myself crumble and went home. 

			At the time, I didn’t know this, but on that office tour I met my third gift. She was a seasoned agent who didn’t work in our building but happened to stop by at the time of my tour. When Coach introduced me, and I spilled my insecurities everywhere, my third gift told me she had a listing coming on and asked if I wanted to do an open house that weekend. She told me to meet her at the house while the photos were being taken so she could walk me through it. She was so casual and calm it made me feel calm for the first time in months. 

			The following day I dressed in my nicest outfit and drove to the listing. I showed up 35 minutes early. Let’s just say anxiety was running the show that day. As I pulled up, I could see she was already there, standing in the driveway with jeans, sneakers and a comfortable sweater on—just staring at the house.

			When I got out of the car, she turned before I could say anything, and said: “We gotta move this truck.”

			She pointed to a rusty old Chevy sitting in the driveway. 

			I told her how sorry I was for being so early and that I had misjudged traffic. I’m not even sure she heard me because she just said: “No worries. Yeah, we’re really going to have to figure out how to move this truck.”

			She took me inside and showed me her beautifully staged listing. I followed her around like a dog wishing for a treat as she adjusted the strings on the blinds and puffed the couch pillows. After walking the entire house, I asked her if I could stay and help with the photoshoot, but really what I wanted to do was ask her what the hell I should be doing. 

			I did not want another day of nothing at the office. I’m a doer. So what should I do? 

			I began to interview her. I asked her questions like:

			“What’s the most important quality a real estate agent should have?”

			“What’s the worst mistake you’ve made?”

			“Were you born and raised here? How did you build a network?”

			Out of all the people I’ve met, gift three was the most patient. From here on out, I will refer to her as my Visionary.

			That day she imparted some of the most important wisdom I have ever received. It has stayed with me throughout my career.

			“Shelley,” she said, “the only thing you really have to do, is show up, be on time and do what you say you’re going to do. Sure, it’s important to be prepared with knowledge and enthusiasm, help everyone where you can, and really try and listen. I’m telling you, though, the single most important thing you can do is show up and show up on time. If you do that, you’ll be ahead of most of the agents in the city.”

			I considered this carefully while I spent the next 30 minutes untangling a window-covering csord that a cat had made its mission to tie in knots for the past year.

			Goodbye pity party

			On the counsel of Coach, I started doing open houses on the weekends for other agents. 

			I realized quite quickly that I didn’t actually know the real estate language. Prospects would ask me questions using words that puzzled me. I would hesitate with answers and fail to show them I was the right guy for the job of helping them into their future house. 

			Every time I failed to get a client, I felt a little worse. 

			A month in, I was invited to an industry conference with other real estate agents. We practiced scripts and what to say to potential clients. I floundered all through it. My fear of failure, stress about looking like a fool, and basic worry of being found out as an imposter in an H&M suit completely owned me. 

			There are two things I knew for certain about myself. I have an unreasonable fear of chewing foil (ever done that? It hurts so bad) and I have a confidence issue. 

			I took a lot out of that conference: a couple of book suggestions like The Go-Giver,2 a binder the instructor gave us that was full of words that didn’t make any sense, and a fear I couldn’t get out of my head: ‘I’m going to fail as a real estate agent.’

			How, I wondered, would I explain this failure to my partner, to my four friends, (actually, it was eight by then because I met two more couples at a dinner party), and to my family? I boarded the bus again to my own personal pity party. 

			The next day I saw my AP at the office.
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