[bookmark: _GoBack]

THE FIVE GOLDEN KEYS TO SUCCESS AND HAPPINESS

INTRODUCTION

“What does not destroy me, makes me strong.”
Friedrich Nietzsche
                                   
      It was a beautiful September morning, the kind pilots call “severe clear”.  I was very tempted to go flying that day.  I knew my club’s airplanes were almost always available midweek and what could be better than lunch at Block Island?  
	It was then the phone rang. My friend Bob called, “Dan did you see what happened?” I replied, “No, what?” “Turn on your TV”, Bob said.  I asked him what channel and he said “It doesn’t matter.”
  When I heard that, I knew something terrible had happened.  I ran to the living room and turned on the TV. I then saw what millions of other Americans were looking at, the jet sinking into the Tower.  Oh my God!  This was no accident. No one could accidentally hit the World Trade Center on a day like today.  I grabbed my stuff and headed to my firehouse in the Bronx. I knew there would be a recall of firefighters.  The protocol has all firefighters return to their firehouse or the nearest firehouse to them.  At the time, I was Captain of Engine 52 in the North Bronx, which also happened to be the closest firehouse to me.  Several minutes later, I was driving south on the Saw Mill Parkway.  I turned on the radio news station, Radio 88. There was a reporter at the scene describing what she was viewing.  “The top of the tower is now surrounded by smoke, wait; the entire building is now engulfed in smoke”.  There was a short pause, and then she said, “The smoke is starting to clear, oh my god, oh my god, the building is gone”.  It is hard to explain what I felt in the pit of my stomach when I heard this.  I knew there could be 50 thousand people in those buildings and hundreds of firefighters.  I pushed the gas pedal to the floor.
	The mood in the firehouse was one of shock and disbelief.  At this point, both Towers had fallen.  We all knew what this meant for the people and firefighters already in the buildings.  In an organization that deals with life and death tragedies every day, we were stunned.  Members were already showing up from home.  We formed a team and waited for deployment orders from Headquarters.  Most of us just wanted to jump in the rig and head for the towers, but that is not in the protocol.  If that was done, there would be no protection for our assigned area, and so we had to wait. Finally, the word came from central that there would be buses assembling in the East Bronx that would take us to the Trade Center.  Each firehouse had to find a way to get their staff to the muster site. So what was I going to do?  This is a national emergency, I said to myself.  I will go out to the street and commandeer the first appropriate vehicle to come along.  So there I was in the middle of Riverdale Avenue, all decked out in my turnout gear, waiting for the first large vehicle.  Several minutes passed before a vehicle came by.  To my chagrin, it was a mail truck.  What was I to do?  I remembered from my youth that tampering with the mail was a pretty serious offense.  I flagged him down, “Excuse me, my name is Captain Daly and we have to borrow your truck, this is a national emergency.”  Well, he looked at me like I had two heads, but it was too late because my team of burly firefighters was already making their way in to his small truck.  He quickly acquiesced and we were on our way. Twenty minutes later we had reached the muster point where several buses were waiting to take us to the Trade Center.
	The bus ride to the towers was a solemn one.   Even the most talkative amongst us were just staring ahead at the huge column of smoke in the distance, trying to digest what had happened and what we were about to see,  From the bus windows, the giant swirling plumes of dark smoke were like nothing these firefighters had seen before.  We were filled with anxiousness to get there to help and filled with trepidation on what we might find.
	Lower Manhattan was a war zone.  People were still fleeing north.  There were police cars, ambulances, fire trucks and road blocks everywhere.  On this beautiful clear day, the bright September sun was totally obscured in those rolling waves of smoke.  We unloaded the buses on West Street, adjacent to the Hudson River and made our way south to the Towers.  Thick white dust covered everything.  There was an eerie stillness , like right after a snowfall.  This was contrasted by the look of horror on the faces of everyone. 
 On arrival we were told to stand fast, which means do nothing. We were aghast, “What do you mean stand fast?! There are thousands of people amongst the rubble and we have to go get them!”  The official line was that it was too dangerous and we had to wait for further assessment.  These were words I had never heard in my 22 years in the fire department. So we stood on West Street watching all the volunteers from other fire departments walk right by us to the pile.  “This is crazy” I said to my men. “These are our guys in trouble, this is our city and we are not allowed in? Let’s go.” The makeshift fire department command center was in the middle of West Street.  We crossed to the west side of the street and surreptitiously worked our way through the financial center to the scene of the collapse.
	I felt like I had landed on another planet. In a part of the City I knew well, nothing was recognizable.  The once proud Twin Towers were reduced to a pile of rubble 80 feet high and 16 acres wide.  Large steel girders were twisted like pretzels and smoke emanated from everywhere.  Here, in front of me, lay thousands of people and hundreds of firefighters. But where?  How would we get to them?  It was such a helpless feeling.  Routinely, we would get to a building and be in and out in a few minutes.  Time was a crucial element in our work. Yet today, we were stymied.  There was no way we could move the giant steel girders with our hands.
It was then I saw Lt. Mickey.  I knew Mickey from my days at Engine 1 in Manhattan.   There he was, just a short distance in front of me on the pile.  He was covered with that white dust and had blood streaks on his face. He looked like he was in shock.  “Mickey, how are you?”  He turned to me, “My Men, My Men”.  I said, “What about your men, Mick?”  “I got to find my men” Mick replied”.  It was obvious that Mick was in no condition to be roaming around the Pile.  I said, “Look Mick, we will find your men. There is a triage station over there, why don't you get checked out and cleaned up?” At that point, Mick wandered off in the direction of the ambulance.  I ran into Mick about several hours later, still wandering around that hellish mound of fire, smoke and death.
I didn’t know it at the time, but Mick and his company were in the North tower when it collapsed.  It was one of the most miraculous survival stories of 9/11; they were in the staircase of the North Tower when it fell.  They had been helping a disabled lady out of the building.  Suddenly, they heard a roar and everything went dark and silent.  They had no idea that the entire building collapsed.  Eventually they followed a beam of light upwards and out of the rubble only to find out what had really happened.  When I met Mick, he was in shock and hadn’t located his men yet.  He did eventually find the rest of his company and astonishingly, they all survived.
My team and I made our way deeper into the pile. Movement was very difficult.  Fire and choking black smoke emanated from everywhere.  The surface we were walking on was comprised of super heated steel girders, and a twisted labyrinth of bx cable and rebar.  It was a scene I will never forget. It was moment I will never forget.
	From out of the smoke in front of me came a familiar figure Chief  Nick , truly one of the great guys in the department.  There were no smiles today though.  He walked up to me and said, “Father Mike is gone and Danny Brethel is missing.”  Father Mike was our well loved department chaplain. Danny had just made Captain and was thrilled to be in Ladder 24.  He had a wife and 3 young children.  My God, this can’t be.  For a second Nick and I just looked at each other, and then he disappeared back into the smoke.  
That same scenario seemed to play over and over again as I met other firefighters. Everyone seemed to have more bad news. Then I heard that my lifelong friend, Steve Belson, was missing. Steve and I went to college together in the Bronx. We were both lifeguards at Rockaway Beach, and he was the one that talked me into taking the fire department test.  We shared a lot of escapades and he was a very important person to me.  He was last seen going into the North Tower with a battalion chief.  The bad news would never end that day, or for many days to follow.
	“This can’t be happening”.  I seemed to repeat these words over and over again.  We made our way clumsily across the top of the pile, carefully trying to avoid the many holes and shards of steel that were everywhere.  At first we thought we would be finding a lot of severely wounded people.  The hospitals had loaded up on staff, waiting for this huge influx of severely wounded.  The influx of survivors never happened.  
            Combing the top, we found no survivors.  We kept looking, calling out, and then listening for cries of help.  Nothing.  We would find out later that the forces of compression during the collapse were so great, that many people were just vaporized without leaving a trace.  This was the case with so many, including my buddy Steve.
The work at Ground Zero was emotionally wrenching. For many hours we were picking up human remains in buckets. We needed the prayers and support the public were sending to us.
	As the days grew into weeks, Ground Zero became a very spiritual place.  Volunteers flooded in from all over the country.  They came from all walks of life; doctors, nurses, chefs, chiropractors, students, iron workers, Priests and Rabbis. There was a certain reverence and peace that we felt towards each other.  Volunteers set up a tent city between West Street and the Hudson River.  It was an amazing place.  The cruise ship, Spirit of New York, pulled up to the sea wall there and was offering free meals to the workers. The volunteers onboard couldn’t do enough for us. Priests and Rabbis set up prayer tables where you could stop and say a prayer. After working on the pile, this was an important stop to make.  You know what they say, “There are no atheists in foxholes.” You could get whatever you needed: overalls, boots, socks.  Why, you could even get a hug.  I remember when the massage therapists and chiropractors first arrived.  They set up their tables with clean white linen, a strange contrast to the devastated surroundings. They would be standing by their empty tables saying “come on over firefighter, I will give you a quick massage”.  Well I don’t have to tell you that the macho ethic is alive and well in the firefighting, police and construction trades. We would say in our deepest voice, “No thanks, just need a cup of black coffee and then back to the pile”.   Well, fast forward a couple of weeks, after we had been spending 12 hour shifts bent over digging. Now you had to wait on line for a massage right behind some of those big macho guys.
I like to call this area, the City of Angels, because that’s exactly what they were to us, angels. It was such a strange dichotomy.  On one side of West Street, you had this hellish scene from Dante’s Inferno, acres of superheated fires and swirling black smoke.   On the other side, this beautiful City of Angels where you could replenish your body, mind and spirit before going back.  What happened here changed the legacy of 9/11 from what heinous individuals could destroy, to seeing what we can build when we work together as a team.
All our lives changed after the attacks of 9/11.  We wanted to spend more time with family and friends, to tell those in our life that we loved them.  We suddenly realized the tentativeness of life; today is a gift and tomorrow is promised to no one.
	I thought the children of our time took the biggest hit.  If we as adults thought our world was crazy, then how about our young people who were just inheriting the planet. How much more disturbed were they?  I started speaking at schools during my off time, telling them of the positive things at Ground Zero, and that the world was full of loving, caring people.  Eventually I was invited to speak in Washington, DC where I met the Secretary of State, Colin Powell.  From there, I was asked to take my presentation overseas with the Department Of State. Since then, I have had the privilege of speaking in over 200 communities in the U.S. and abroad.
	In my travels, I have always reached out to our younger generation.  I see in their eyes the possibility of a new future where peace is the norm, not violence. When I first started my presentations, I was speaking at a grammar school in Los Gatos, California.  After I finished, the children lined up for an autograph.  Of course, I was glad to sign their books.  I noticed the last girl on line was a pretty little girl about 6 or 7 years old.  She even had the word “cute” embroidered on her dress.  I noticed she didn’t have a pen or paper in her hand and I wondered what this girl was going to do or say.  Finally this precious little child walked up to me, looked up to me, and said, “I just want to give you a big hug.”  Then she wrapped her little arms around me and gave me a big hug.  Wow!  What a powerful moment.
	The next day I was in a plane flying off to Santiago, Chile for the first of several State Department stops in South America.  As I sat there alone looking out the plane window, I couldn’t get that little girl out of my mind.  I couldn’t help feel that she was just a little bit afraid of the world we were handing to her.  I felt that all of us owed that little girl in Los Gatos, and the children of all nations, a world that is safe, a world that we all could be proud of.  I knew then, that for the rest of my life, time would be spent trying to make this world a little bit better for our next generation.
	Through my six decades on earth, I have learned much about what leads to happiness and success, and what doesn’t. I have experienced the devastation of Ground Zero, taking terminally ill children on their favorite wish and helping a wounded veteran complete his first marathon. I have been inside a neo-natal intensive care unit, where so much energy is used to preserve life, and to the killing factory of Auschwitz, where so much energy was used to destroy it.  I have had the opportunity to experience cultures from around the world and distill what I thought was important to remember.
Thus, I have taken what I feel are some of the most important tenets of life and discussed them below.  I have asked myself, “If I were a young person today, or for that matter, a person of any age, what are the most important things to know and practice? What are the things that could insure me a happy and successful life? What are the things that stood true in the devastation of Ground Zero, and in the joy of fulfilling a child’s wish?”  It is in this framework that I give you The Five Golden Keys.









     1 DEVELOP YOUR TALENTS

“If you plan on being anything less than you are capable of being, you will probably be unhappy all the days of your life.” 
Abraham Maslow


	Each and every one of us has been given Talents.  Make no mistake, you have them.  Your job as a person, your job in school, your job in work, your job in life, is to find and develop these latent forces. This is done by reaching, digging and exploring. Some of these talents may lie close to the surface, others may be buried deep.  These talents are likened to a chest of gold that each one of us has contained within.  Some will remain unopened for life, some will be found accidentally, and others will be found by a systematic and unrelenting search.  That is what life is about.  That is why you are here.  This is no moment to be jealous of someone else’s obvious gifts, but concentrating your efforts on that plot of land that is distinctly yours.  One of my favorite stories about this is a story called Acres of Diamonds.
	Ali Hafed was a wealthy farm owner in the Middle East. He had everything he wanted, and quite a comfortable life style.  One day he heard about the discovery of diamonds in Africa.  Not really understanding the value and importance of them, he consulted with a wise old priest he knew well.  The priest told him that diamonds were so valuable that just ownership of them could insure royalty for him and his family.  He sold his farm and set out to discover these coveted gems.  He ran into disappointment after disappointment as his savings dwindled.  Eventually, all his funds were gone and he threw himself into the sea, a broken and destitute man. Back home the old priest went to visit the person who bought Ali Hafed's farm.  While he was in the living room, he spotted a black rock sitting upon the mantel piece.  It had a beautiful glow to it.  The priest knew exactly what it was and said, “Where did you get that diamond, is Hafed back from his journey?”  The farmer replied “I have not seen Hafed.  This rock I found in a stream in back of my house.”  The farmer had purchased the farm without knowing it had the richest concentration of diamonds ever to be discovered in the region. He became an instant millionaire.  Had Hafed only explored his property before selling it and taking off, he would have discovered riches beyond his imagination.  This is much like our behavior.  We look all over the place to find riches, when we have the mother lode within us!
       For those of you in your teens, I know that academics can seem a lot less exciting than going out with the crew, playing on the computer, or hundreds of other things. Don’t let that fool you. The most exciting thing you can do in the big picture is develop your talents.  Every moment that you exercise self discipline and hit the books, you are taking another shovelful of earth from on top of that chest of gold, that talent, that acre of diamonds.  Nobody can dig that chest out for you.  All the well meaning parents and friends in the world cannot lift one gram of sod off that chest; you must decide to do it. You must do it.  
 	Now that I am in my sixties and looking back, I see clearly those who partied their way through high school and college would be out flipping burgers for a much longer time then they intended. And those who applied themselves in the search for their talents would be reaping their rewards, living a life with a lot more success and happiness.   Make no mistake; the ultimate goal of every human being is to achieve happiness.  As human beings, we naturally seek a state of happiness.  There is nothing wrong with that.  We do our best work when we are happy.  The key is to realize what actions will bring you the real deal, the lasting happiness.  Will it be cutting class, or attending class and listening?  Will it be having few cocktails before driving home, or taking responsibility for your actions? One is for that immediate and fleeting feeling of elation, and the other is for that systematic development of a happiness producing lifestyle.  
Life travels very quickly, a fact that is hard for a young people to wrap their mind around, but it does.  Before you know it you will be out of high school and/or college. Your actions will reap results, either negative or positive, and you will have to live with them.  I can remember at the end of my senior year of high school, my teacher sat me down and told me that my 74 average was not enough to get into college. She then suggested that I should start thinking of a trade school or manual labor. When I heard that I felt terrible, I wanted to cry.  Then I got angry, not at him but at myself.  I went to a great school for 4 years and wasted my time.  I was disgusted, disgusted with myself.  Fortunately, there is nothing as life changing as a good healthy disgust; not a mild disgust, not a luke warm disgust, but a total unacceptable disgust.  
I was immediately determined to prove that teacher wrong, and to prove to myself that I wasn’t hopelessly stupid.  I went out and applied to several colleges. I was very lucky that Manhattan Community College was just opening their doors for the first time and they needed students. I had my opening. They not only accepted me, but gave me financial aid. I had left home and was living by myself.  BMCC made it possible for me to go to college.  In the first year I was on the Dean’s list, instead of the detention list. I was co-captain of the wrestling team.  I was starting to discover talents and visions in me that I never knew I had.
	You don’t have to go through this process.  You don’t have to reinvent the wheel.  Believe in yourself. Believe that exploration of self leads to discovery, and give it time.  Some are lucky to discover their talents right away, others, like me, need to plod along, putting one foot in front of another until they discover that chest of gold that was only dreamed of.
	 Do it with a passion, do it with the surety that you are going on the right path.  Feel the gold coins in your hand, hear the notes coming from your instrument, and hear the crowd cheer as you carry the ball into the end zone.  Do not die with your music left in you. This is no dress rehearsal.  This is your life.  Get fired up!















2 BE KIND

“It is not genius, nor glory, that reflects the
 greatness of the human soul. It is kindness.”
Lacordaire


	Where does the violence that permeates our schools, our world come from?  Where does terrorism begin?  What part do we play in all of this? It seems that violence and anger are epidemic today.   If our world continues on this path, there will be very little left of our world to worry about.  It is obvious to me that we cannot leave it to governments to legislate peace; they have done less than a stellar job so far.  If we are to have a meaningful peace on our planet, I believe it must come from the grass roots on up.  Each one of us must make a decision in our hearts and our minds that our lives will be a contributing force for peace.  And we don’t have to start in some faraway place on some global scale.  I believe this must start with us, in our hearts, families, schools, villages, cities, and finally in our nations.  We see so much violence in our schools today. There is so much hatred, fear and anger in institutions that are supposed to nourish teamwork, caring and respect.  We seem to be unaware of the fact that you can’t hate terrorism while being a terrorist/bully in your own school.
	Bullying has reached outrageous proportions and is extremely dangerous. Not only does it hurt the bullied, the bully, and everyone in-between, but it creates an atmosphere almost impossible to learn in.  Every day in the United States, over 160,000 students miss school because of bullying.  That doesn’t even take into account the students who show up but whose learning is hampered because of bullying.  The mind learns a lot more effectively in a relaxed atmosphere.   For many students the average school day is filled with tension, fear and anxiety.  Each day in the United States, 100,000 students carry a gun to school.  In school shootings, 87 % said it was because other students hurt them.  Those who bully are usually people who have been bullied or people who don’t feel good about themselves.  In bullying they hope to bolster themselves up. This simply doesn’t work!
	One of the immutable laws of life is that you cannot raise your own self esteem by lowering the self esteem of another. Likewise, you cannot raise the self esteem of another person without raising your own in the process.  It is not the way we are built.  Yet, day after day, people are bullied. The repercussions of this bullying lead to suicide and shootings; two devastating events that are completely avoidable.  When did we lose the knowledge that our actions, good and bad, matter?  Why would we not think we were responsible for that young 14 year old girl in Boston who hung herself from the stairs because she was bullied?  Why would we not think we were responsible for the Perdue student jumping to his death off the George Washington Bridge?
	Yes, we are all responsible.  Whether we knew your actions were deadly or not, we should have known.  The greatest gift we are given in life is the ability to love.  And that gift can be shared with anyone.  Yet, so often we choose to be purveyors of hate, road rage, bullying and hurtfulness.  I am from the Woodstock age, and we had a saying that went, “What goes around comes around”.  Simple enough concept.  What you give off in life will become your reward.  Hate can never be shared without repercussions.  And reciprocally, neither can love.  One of my favorite expressions is, “The fragrance of the rose lingers on the hand that cast it.”  Let me repeat that, “the fragrance of the rose, lingers on the hand that cast it!”  Be someone who goes through life casting roses.  That’s how you will change our world.  That’s how you will feel good about yourself.  Everything you have ever wanted in life, happiness, success, friendships, comes from loving people, not hating them. If you learn nothing else, learn this; be guilty! Be guilty of random acts of kindness.










3 VOLUNTEER

“In charity, there is no excess”
Francis Bacon

	I never understood the importance of volunteering as a young person. I was too wrapped up in my own world.  Volunteering was something you did when you grew old and had plenty of time.  There were much more important ways to spend my time. Then came that day on the fireboat when little Craig stole our hearts.

It was in the spring of 1989 when I worked my first tour on the fireboat John D. McKeon, or, as it is more familiarly known, Marine Company 1.  It was a huge old fireboat over 130 feet long and 37 feet high. It had four, 1000 horse power, diesel engines.  With its long water cannons, it looked like a navy destroyer.  In fact, it could knock down a brick wall at 300 feet.  Being a water person and sailor, I was very excited about getting the open lieutenants position there. 
     I walked into my office at Pier A, down at Battery Park. I opened the day book to see if there was any special duty for today.  There was a note stuck in the page that read. “Lt., there will be an ill child visiting from the Children’s Wish Foundation.  They were approved for a ride to the Statue of Liberty”. I thought, well they certainly have a nice day.  I looked out the window and could see the Lady of The Harbor gleaming in the sunlight. Not too windy, not too cold, should be good.  About a half an hour later, this very smart looking blond lady in her thirties shows up at my office door. “Hello Lt., I am Dolores from the Children’s Wish Foundation.”  We chatted for a minute, and then we went downstairs to meet the child and his parents.  The boy was about 12 years old. He was in a wheelchair and had a large white bandage around the top of his head.  I rang the bells for the firefighters to assemble. When the good crew showed up, we carefully lifted the boy in his chair onto the deck of Marine 1.  A few minutes later the Pilot called out, “Release the lines,” and we were off to the Lady of the Harbor.  We wheeled the boy, Craig Shergold, to the bow of the boat where he could have a better view.  While standing there, Dolores told me that her organization grants terminally ill children their favorite wish. Craig’s father then told me Craig’s story.  It seemed that he had been diagnosed with incurable brain cancer.  He had heard about the Children’s Wish Foundation and decided he wanted a wish.  His wish was to get the most get well cards that anyone ever received, and to be in the Guinness Book of World Records for that. This was about the time that the Internet was first starting to take off.  His story spread quickly around the globe by email.  It didn’t take long before sacks of mail were coming to his door every day.  Meanwhile, back in the United States, a wealthy American financier named John Kluge heard about him.  He sent a telegraph to the family in England, where they lived, that was almost lost in the sacks of mail.  The telegraph invited Craig and his family to Texas. Here John Kluge would have the best doctors in the world take another look at Craig.  John Kluge wasn’t so sure Craig couldn’t be cured.  So Craig and family flew to Texas to be seen by John’s doctors.  Their prognosis wasn’t much better. They told Craig’s family that there was a 20% chance that they could cut out the tumor.  Craig’s parents thought about it and decided that it was their only hope. The doctors operated and, miraculously, it was a complete success.  The grateful family was on their way back to England when they stopped in New York.  In Craig’s words, he wanted to go to the Stature of Liberty and say, “thank you to America.”  Hearing this story while looking at this boy, with the Statue of Liberty behind him, was a very poignant moment.  I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes.  When we arrived back to the dock, I told Dolores that if she ever needed my help, or the fireboat again, to give me a call.  I wanted to be a part of this great work.  This was the beginning of my long relationship with the Children’s Wish Foundation.  It has been over 20 years since I started doing wishes for the kids, and it has been an extraordinary life experience for me.  I have met so many very sick children who showed no pity for themselves.  I have learned a lot from the courage and the tenacity of these young people who faced such a bleak future. 
	We can learn a lot through our life experiences.  Spending time with these children has made a great difference to me in my life.  Our lives can easily get so complicated that we forget what really matters.  When you see these children, with such a hard road and short life, enjoying themselves, it is truly a gift to all of us.  I thank God for each and every child I have had the privilege to spend time with over the past 20 years.  For a few minutes we forgot our stories and lived in the moment.  God bless all of these children.
I have also learned a great deal about courage and tenacity for our wounded veterans.  After the start of the Iraq war, I started to volunteer helping out our wounded veterans. There were trips to Walter Reed Army Medical Center, seeing what real concerns looked like; seeing how these brave troops pulled themselves out of the trenches of anger, depression and resignation to forge new lives through force of will.  Through my volunteering, I have discovered a part of me that I am proud of; a part of me that sees the needs of others as more important than my own.  It is an ironic twist of life that when you lose yourself, you find your SELF.  All the hours, effort and sacrifices I have made to help others is nothing compared to what I have received in the process.  It is no accident that the happiest hours I have ever felt have been when I have been helping another to be happy.
	At this point, let me say, I am no couch potato.  I have spent much of my life, and my energy, looking for the ultimate source of happiness. I am a pilot and have flown a 4 seater over one of the most beautiful glaciers in Alaska.  I have a sea captains license and have sailed a 44 foot sailboat from Florida to Sicily.  I have trekked in the mighty Himalayas and watched the sunrise over the Andes.  I have been scuba diving in the Great Barrier Reef of Australia, and the pristine waters of Belize.  I have done many things to percolate that feeling of happiness and well being.  But nothing, nothing comes close to that moment when a 6 year old girl with AIDS turned to me and said, “Thank you fireman Dan, thank you for taking me around the Bronx Zoo.”  Nothing comes close to when you forget about your own ego and do something for another person.  You want to know how to feel good about yourself? You want to know how to be happy? Volunteer.
	Some day when you are seated in your rocking chair looking back over your life (if you are not doing that now), you will not be particularly thrilled at the moments you reached out in anger, jealousy, envy, hatred or self pity.  You will revel more in the moments when your clarity and vision showed you the real you; the part of you that is connected to everyone else. That part of you that reached out in humility, kindness and compassion, displaying that part of you that is beyond the ego.
	When I was trekking through Nepal, I was taken aback by the beautiful greeting the people gave to each other.  No matter what they were carrying, or how much in a hurry they were, they would gently bow and say, “Namaste.”  I learned later that Namaste means “the self in me, beyond my ego, salutes the self in you, beyond your ego.”  That divine spark within me, salutes the divine spark within you.  What a beautiful greeting!  In my book, it certainly beats “Hey, Yo, What’s up”
	Start small if you have to. Help a family member with a chore. Help a fellow student with their school work.  Help clean a local park.  Visit an elderly neighbor, hold a door for someone, or offer a smile.  President John Fitzgerald Kennedy put it beautifully, “Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what you can do for your country.” In that vein I offer this, “ask not what your fellow human being can do for you; ask what you can do for them”.  George Bernard Shaw put it beautifully:

                                 ~ A Splendid Torch ~ 

“This is the true joy in life: the being used for a purpose recognized by yourself as a mighty one. The being a force of nature, instead of a feverish, selfish little clod of ailments and grievances complaining that the world will not devote itself to making you happy. I am of the opinion that my life belongs to the whole community, and as long as I live, it is my privilege to do for it whatever I can. I want to be thoroughly used up when I die - for the harder I work, the more I live. I rejoice in life for its own sake. Life is no ‘brief candle’ to me; it is a sort of splendid torch which I have got hold of for the moment, and I want to make it burn as brightly as possible before handing it on to future generations.”
 
                          This is how you find happiness!      














             4 CHOOSE WISELY

“Our lives are a sum total of the choices we have made”
Dr. Wayne Dyer

	I learned a lot about choosing wisely in the most inordinate of places, prison.  I spent time in some of the toughest prisons in New York. I have met some of the country’s most notorious killers, like Son of Sam. In one prison, I became involved with their public speaking club. I would spend 3 hours with them about once a month. They met every Friday night, in the prison of course; no temporary furloughs for these boys.
	On my first Friday with them I pulled up to the outside gate.  The razor wire was glistening in the bright halogen lights that illuminated the compound.  I had been to prison several times before as part of a religious retreat for the inmates. There would be ten of us going in together during the retreat. Now, this felt a little different to me. I was going in by myself. The security blanket of other people was not there. 
It takes a half hour or more to get in. There are four gates that you have to go through, get inspected, cleared and then off to the next one.  Now, I know I am a volunteer, but when that huge steel door closes behind you, and you hear the massive locks engage, it certainly gets your attention.  The guard would lead me through the grounds to the education building. Another guard would then escort me down the hallway into a classroom, and leave.  Here, I am facing 30 inmates that have served 20 years or more, many for murder.  I remember looking at this tattoo covered, muscle laden crew and thinking to myself, “I better give them good marks or I may never be heard of again!”
	One of the first things I told them about public speaking, one of the cardinal rules, is to speak from the heart. And so they did.  They spoke from the heart with passion, drama and eloquence.  Here were these very tough looking guys up in front of the room telling their story, some crying.  Invariably they would talk about how they got into jail and the effect that decision had brought on them, their families and the victims.  Some would be crying saying: “I didn’t get to see my mother before she died”; “My wife divorced me”; “I have not seen my son in 20 years”.  I was riveted by their every word.  This was not a game, this was real life and they screwed up.  It was powerful stuff.  I wish I could have filmed it and showed it to not only every young person in the country, but to everyone.  Which one of us is not more than one bad decision from hurting ourselves or someone else, from being inside those hellish prison walls?  They talked about their bad decision, and how they wish they could do it over.  There are no do-over’s, there are only better choices.
	The carpenters have a saying, “measure twice and cut once.”  Makes a lot of sense. It is the same thing we should be doing.  We should carefully look at each decision we make, especially when it has life changing possibilities.  These are decisions about violence and bullying, decisions about drugs, alcohol and driving, and unprotected sex, decisions about who you hang out with and what cars you will get into.
	I used to be a lifeguard on Rockaway Beach in New York.  There was a long stretch of road before you reached the beach.  It was very straight with no lights. Every Monday it seemed there was a new cross with flowers near the base of one of the trees.   It turned out that the young people would get together and race there on the weekends. Too many times, the car would veer out of control and hit a tree, killing the occupants.  These are young people, with everything to live for. One bad decision put them in a car with someone who was driving recklessly or intoxicated. Sons and daughters cut down in the prime of life. And for what?
	Do you think being a firefighter is dangerous?  You’re damn right it is!  But I will tell you what is 50 times more dangerous; 50 times.  It is getting into a car with a teenage driver.  That’s right; in the United States getting into a car with a teenage driver is 50 times more deadly than being a professional firefighter. Five thousand young people will die this year and 300,000 will find themselves in emergency rooms broken up and scarred for life.  This is wholesale carnage.  
	 Too many teens are getting into the car and driving distracted.  They are talking on the phone, texting, putting make-up on, fooling around with people in the car. Recently a 19 year old girl was convicted of manslaughter on Long Island.  She had been driving and texting when she hit a man on a bicycle and killed him.  He was a young father of 3 children, bringing groceries home for his family.  Now his life is over and hers is ruined.  For what? Too many are getting behind the wheel under the influence of drugs or alcohol.  Think about it.  It is safer running into a burning building than getting in a car with a teen driver.  
This is not to say that teens are the only ones making bad decisions while.  It is epidemic.  As adults, we need to be setting better examples in this area, as well as many others.  If we would only slow down, and think of the repercussions of our choices, we would save ourselves and our world much grief.  Think twice, and cut once.


     5 ATTITUDE OF GRATITUDE

“Man’s rise and fall, success or failure, happiness or unhappiness depends on his attitude … a man’s attitude will create the situation he imagines”
James Lane Allen

Every morning when you wake up, slide out of bed and put your feet on the ground, you make a choice.  Am I going to walk through today with a bad attitude, head hanging low, complaining about everything, or am I going to get out of bed and revel in the opportunity to live another day, make new friends, see another sunset, challenge myself, or to simply hug a loved one?  The attitude you walk through life with is a choice, and you must reaffirm it every day. To me, the choice is simple.  If you choose to be grateful for what you have, for your life, you will be happier. 
It is a proven fact that the chemicals associated with gratefulness have a profound effect on the body.  It is also true that walking around in a bad mood causes unhealthy things to happen to your body, your social life and your career.  Hell, it is up to you, and it doesn’t cost you a penny to be in a good mood.
	I know at times we feel down and get the “woe is to me” type of mentality. But you don’t have to stay there. You can pull yourself out of it and live with an attitude of gratitude.  And, by the way, a great way to do this is by helping someone else!
	Let me tell you about some people that live with an attitude of gratitude.  For the last six years I have been volunteering with our wounded veterans back from Iraq and Afghanistan. One weekend, I was down at Walter Reed Army Medical Center giving away some fire department t-shirts to the wounded veterans.  After a while, I stepped out of the lobby to get some air.  There was a gentleman outside and we started to talk.  I asked him if he was visiting anyone here in the hospital.  He said, “Yes, I am visiting my son.” I then asked how his son was.  He replied “George is going to be fine.”  He then went on to tell me a story that put chills up my spine.  His son was blown up by an Improvised Explosive Device and he lost both his legs and one arm.  He had been in a coma since the injury, over 2 months.  When he finally awoke, his father was by his side.  His father now had to break the terrible news to George that he lost 3 limbs.  After his father told him, his son’s first words were “How did my buddy, Tim, make out?”  The father then told his son that Tim escaped serious injury.  George then said, “Thank God it was me, and not Tim, that was injured. Tim has a wife and a new baby”.  I couldn’t believe what I just heard. The young soldier’s first words were not for himself, but for his buddy; and right after hearing of his own great loss! Where do people like this come from, people with this amount of strength, and compassion, and gratitude?  Do you know what members of the military call the day they got injured?  They don’t call it their injury day, they call it their alive day.  Now that is a positive attitude.  They focus on the fact that they escaped death, not that they were injured. 
I met another remarkable man that walks with an attitude of gratitude.  His name is Ryan.  He was wounded in Iraq.  He lost both legs and the fingers on one hand.  They operated and took 2 fingers off his good hand and placed them on the other hand, so he could have use of it.  Yet, this 20 year old young American came to NY and did the NYC Marathon in a bicycle you peddle with your hands.  He completed all 26.2 miles.  At the end of the race he said “Dan, how about going out for a burger?”  Now here is a guy that walks with an attitude of gratitude.  I have found many of these wounded veterans to be incredibly resilient and resourceful people.
I have spent years working with the ill children of the Wish Foundation and the injured veterans of this country.  If anyone would have the right to walk around with a bad attitude, it’s them.  What did a 5 year old child ever do to deserve a painful life ending cancer?  Yet somehow, they seem to walk around with a positive attitude.  After spending time with them I realize that I don’t have the right to complain about my bad hair day. How dare me!  There are people in this world who really suffer.  If you are a person who spends too much time complaining, get out and help someone who has a real problem. Then see how fast your problems take perspective.
I have said it before, this is no dress rehearsal.  This is your one chance at life.  “Make it a masterpiece”.  Walk with an attitude of gratitude.








        **** BONUS KEY ****

CONQUER YOUR FEAR

“I have a new philosophy. I’m only going to dread one day at a time”
 Charles Schultz

	OK, OK, I know I didn’t tell you about this extra key, but here it is.  When practiced with all the other keys, it is very powerful indeed.  When I wrote the Five Keys, I was pretty sure that I hit on the most important 5 practices to lead you to success and happiness.  Then one day, after I spoke at a high school in Fargo, North Dakota, a young man stopped me on the way out the door. He said, “I am sorry Chief, I have a question for you.  I am a little shy and didn’t want to ask it to you in front of everyone, so here I am”.  The young man seemed very sincere.  I said OK and he went on to ask the question.  “What is the most important single lesson you have learned about life?  The Five Keys are great, but is there anything else that has really changed your life?”  Well that was one hell of a question.  I put down my bags, and told my crew I would be delayed a minute.  There must have been smoke coming out of my ears because I was thinking pretty heavy.  Then there it was, yes, that is it!
	When I was promoted to Lieutenant in the FDNY, I was now responsible to give the firefighters drills and debrief fires with them.  The problem was that I was very scared to speak in public.  I suffered from anxiety attacks; you know the old fight or flight syndrome.  It was the weirdest thing. I could bound into a burning building with careless abandon, well, not really, but certainly undeterred by the danger.  But I couldn’t stand up in front of my team and talk about the fire.  How weird is that?  And I wasn’t the only one. The fire department is replete with courageous, death defying souls who would run at the thought of giving a speech.  Now I had put up with this for quite a while, and I was tired of it.  You know they say there is nothing more life changing than a good healthy disgust, not a mild disgust, not a semi-irritating disgust, but a good healthy, absolute disgust.  I had reached that point. First I went to a shrink, because certainly what I was feeling couldn’t possibly be normal.  When she told me I had deep seated issues, and it was going to cost me $100 a week, for two years or more, I knew there must be a better way, if not cheaper.  I didn’t realize sanity could be so expensive. So I took a Dale Carnegie Public Speaking Course, and then joined Toastmasters International, a public speaking group.  Little by little I exposed myself to my fears of public speaking, and little by little I reduced them.  I really applied myself to the curriculum and found myself becoming a good speaker. I joined contests and volunteered to speak at community groups. I even started a public speaking course for the new recruits in the fire department.  I had turned my greatest fear into one of my greatest passions.
	Then 9/11 happened and I had the opportunity to express my feelings about it on a local, national and international stage.  As a matter of fact, I am here writing this to you now because I was not going to let fear rule my life, because I challenged my fear of public speaking.  That is how life is. It is very incidental.  You challenge yourself, and find yourself catapulted in a whole new direction.
	Don’t play second fiddle to your fears.  Don’t sit in the back of the room because you think you have nothing to say, or you don’t have the courage to say it.  Don’t be afraid to pick up that book, or that musical instrument, or that football, or say “hello” to someone you want to be friends with.  If you don’t challenge your fear it will always be there, haunting you and preventing you from having the life that you deserve.  Let me end with a famous saying, “do the thing you fear and the death of fear is certain”.













                       CONCLUSION

“Happiness cannot be traveled to, owned, earned, worn or consumed.  Happiness is the spiritual experience of living every moment with love, grace and gratitude”
Denis Waitley

So there you have it, simple but effective ways to live your life that will make a tremendous difference, ways that have withstood the test of time.
	When one looks forward in their lives and asks, “how shall I live, how shall I be happy?” It seems like such a daunting task.  There seems to be so many roads to take, so many books to read, so many programs to listen to, so many potholes to avoid.  There are literally tens of thousands of self help books, programs and courses.  Where do I start? How shall I proceed? 
When I think of this huge challenge, this mountain, in some respects it reminds me of the pile at Ground Zero.  When we stood there at the foot of this mountain of debris, we felt helpless and overwhelmed.  There were people to be rescued, and debris to be moved. Yet we stood there with just a few hand tools.  Normally, we are in and out of buildings in just a few minutes.  Time is of the essence in lifesaving and firefighting.  But here, everything was different.  There were literally hundreds of fires, and thousands of people hidden in the rubble that had to be rescued. The enormity of the task before us was numbing.  It was many times worse than anything any of us had ever experienced before.  
It was time to get back to basics, time to take action.  Do I have my safety gear all in place? Radio on. Brief the team that we were going to do surface exploration for possible survivors. We started moving along the pile calling out and waiting to hear a possible response.  We started with basic tools and basic protocols.  Step by step, little by little, we moved forward until 9 months later, Ground Zero had been cleared and all victims that could have been found were.
You too have a great challenge in front of you, a mountain to climb.  It is your life.  These Keys, I present to you as your tools and protocols to live a happier and more successful life.  They will help you ford the streams, scale the cliffs, and avoid the pitfalls of your journey.  Quite simply, they work!  I have seen it in my life, and in others, again and again.
	I recommend that you use the Keys to create your own personal mission statement about how you are going to live your life. Read it every day.  Every morning when you get out of bed, remind yourself to walk with an attitude of gratitude and read your mission statement.  Little by little, step by step, your life will change.  You will notice subtle differences at first, feeling better about yourself, happier.  People will want to be around you more.  You will find yourself being offered more leadership roles. Your goals and dreams will expand as your self confidence grows, as you become more comfortable inside your own skin.  To keep yourself growing, remember to consult the Keys and your mission statement every day.
Create a Dream Board.  You can use a simple cork board.  Hang it up where you will see it often. Now take a picture that symbolizes your current goal or dream or project.  Pin it up on the board.  I have found this an invaluable asset to stay focused.  What you see every day is imprinted in your mind, even without consciously seeing it. When I wanted to be able to speak in front of people, I cut a picture of a man speaking from a stage before a large stadium.  I thought, if I could ever have the courage enough to do that, if ever I could have something worthwhile enough to say, I would have achieved something that I dared not think possible.  
            One day, after coming home from Bristol Racetrack in Tennessee, where I spoke before over 100,000 spectators, I happened to look at my dream board. It was then it hit me.  I had achieved and surpassed this wild dream of mine.  After contemplating this for a few minutes, it was time for another picture on my board, a picture of a facsimile of me talking to the young people of the world, making a difference in their lives. 
We will probably never meet. If we do, it will be my pleasure.  I wish for you all the happiness and success that could possibly come your way, I wish for you a happiness that far exceeds the transient pleasures of receiving material things.  I wish for you the happiness that comes from feeling good about yourself, from being proud of your actions, from knowing you are “stepping up to the plate” of life.  When we live the Keys, not only do we impact our own lives, and the lives of others around us, we literally change the world.
When I was on one of my speaking trips to Brazil, I heard this great little story that speaks to this.  I would like to share it with you now.
A school teacher was at home preparing a lesson plan for the next day.  Meanwhile his young son kept coming up to him and pulling on his pants, “Daddy let’s play, let’s play”.  Now the father had to finish his lesson plan, and he kept telling his son to come back later.  It wasn’t working.  Finally, the father thought of this ingenious method of keeping his son busy.  He ripped a page out of a magazine that had a picture of the world on it.  He cut it up into the various countries and gave it to his son as a puzzle. “Here put this together”.  So the son runs off with the puzzle and the father thinks he is off the hook for at least a half hour.  Wrong!  The son comes back in five minutes with the picture put together perfectly in his hands.  The father looks down at him in amazement and says, “How did you do that so fast son?”  The son looks up and says, “Easy dad, there was a picture of a man on the other side of that page and when I fixed the man, the world fixed itself”.  
I think there is some wisdom for all of us in the words of that little boy.

Think lovingly, Act kindly, Share your talents!
                                                                             Chief Dan


P.S. Talented kind volunteers choose an attitude of  
gratitude; fearlessly!













	



