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It was one of those days. Yeah. The kind your mother warned
ya about. The kind that make ya wish Murphy’d kept his Law to himself.
The kind that made me wish I was somebody else, doing something else,
somewhere else. Anywhere else. But I wasn’t. Them’s the breaks. I was
hoping to catch a little R&R after the Tangled Web Caper.
But the only R&R I was gonna catch was rotsa ruck.
Somebody was knocking on my door. And if it wasn’t the
dude from Publisher’s Clearinghouse with the balloons
and the big check coming to tell me I could take the
rest of my life off, I was gonna have
to get back to work.

I didn’t know if it meant I was losing my edge or something.
But I kinda felt sorry for the little guy. And while it didn’t make
me feel charitable to think this way, he looked sorta pitiful.
I peered down the hallway to make sure nobody spotted
me lettin’ the sad sack in. If word got out that I was takin’
on hardship cases like that little fella seemed to be, I’d
have every underperformer in town lookin’ for me to
work my magic. I don’t mind pullin’ a rabbit out of my
hat now and then. But I don’t want to start breedin’
the big-eared varmints.

This nut’s shell might have appeared to be soft. But he was going
to be a tough one to crack. If he had his knickers in a twist because
he lost one sale, he was in trouble. If he lost that sale on price
and was thinking about cutting his, he was in even deeper trouble.
And if he was willing to cut his price and let his price reflect
his value, it might not be the end. But it definitely would be
the beginning of the end. I had to act fast. So, I took
him to a bar.

I had to hand it to the guy. He might have been small, but Gene
Poole could definitely handle his booze. After our fifth martini,
I was jabbering incoherently and drooling on the bar. (I know that
because the bartender called me the next morning to tell me he’d
found my fedora. I didn’t even know it was lost.) Gene, on the
other hand, wasn’t even slurring his speech. The only reason
he didn’t have a sixth pop is that he had to drive me home.
And there he was, bright and early the next morning, as if
nothing had happened to either of us. I had a hangover
that didn’t quite see it that way.

While the vodka didn’t seem to have dulled Gene’s senses in any way,
it apparently hadn’t made him any more lucid or perceptive, either. But
he was coming around. I wasn’t sure I could get him to accept
the fact that he couldn’t control everything, let alone win
every sale. But I knew I could show him an effective
way to get his message across. The rest was
gonna be up to him.

It seemed as if I’d managed to bring the little guy around. But
since his entire business was at stake, I couldn’t leave that to
chance. See, here’s the thing: As soon as you let the value of
what you’re selling be equated to its price, whatever you’re
selling becomes a commodity. I’m no Freud, but there’s some
psychology involved. If the superiority of what you’re
selling is associated with your competitor’s
inferiority because of your price, your value
won’t be discerned.

Ouch! Shot with my own gun. Well, at least the little guy hadn’t
lost his sense of humor. In fact, if I’d had a few more minutes on my
soapbox, I might have pointed out to Gene that humor can be a
pretty effective marketing tool. But in the end, I decided I was
better off not pushing my luck. That might have been a cheap
shot. And in my line of work, ya can’t afford to be cheap,
let alone immodest.
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