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Bill Butterworth : Balancing Work and Life (On the Fly Guide To...) before purchasing it in order to gage
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Balancing Work and Life (On the Fly Guide To...):

2 of 3 people found the following review helpful. Not Much helpBy Edward McclureThiswas fairly entertaining but
did not provide any real insights. The way to balance life and work isto just balance them. ?2 of 3 people found the
following review helpful. Excellent Insight -- the Only Pain is Applying It to My LifeBy W. Terry WhalinBill
Butterworth is an excellent writer and communicator. |'ve watched him hold an audience spell-bound with his
storytelling. He uses the same power in his writing for this slim volume on balance between work and life.Y ou will
smile and possibly laugh out loud at the personal stories then identify with the truth behind the story. In the opening
chapter, Bill tells one of the most embarrassing experiences from his childhood--when he ran the 440 in atrack and


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B000JMKN92

field event. He had no plan and didn't balance enough to finish the race. He writes toward the end of his opening
chapter, "It is possible to be successful while at the same time maintaining balance between your personal and
professiona lives. Lifeisamarathon, my friend, and the key to any long-distance race is endurance. | hope this book
will help more of you reach the finish line so that fewer of you will hit the wall at the 330-yard mark."This book is part
of Butterworth's on-the-fly guide series--or books designed to be completed on a short plane ride. The only challenge
to you as areader (and my own life) is faithfully applying the valuable lessons and insight--an every day decision.!
recommend this book. It's well worth your reading time.

Lifeis more like a marathon than a sprint. Herersquo;s how to stay well conditioned.Bill Butterworth will make you
laughndash;and learn while yoursguo;re doing it! In the opening chapter of this powerful little book, Bill shares with
you how, while running his rotund body in a nightmarish 440-yard dash, he learned a great lesson:Life is much more
like amarathon than a sprint.The attitudes and actions that result in steady success over the long haul are what make
for long-term satisfaction and achievement. To experience this for yourself, you need to understand how to deal with
lifersquo;s inevitable challenges.middot; The Idgquo;Haziesrdquo;ndash;losing sight of long-term goalsmiddot; The
Idquo; L aziesrdquo; ndash;lacking the self-discipline to bring life back into focusmiddot; The
Idquo;Craziesrdgquo;ndash;allowing life to run out of control Each of these can be conquered by three ldquo;clarifying
triangles.rdquo; setting clear priorities, learning the discipline of endurance, and reaching the finish line through
skillful pacing. It all adds up to a succinct and inspiring guide to balancing excellence at work with fulfillment in all of
life.Also look for the On-the-Fly-Guide to Building Successful Teams! From the Trade Paperback edition.

About the Authorbill butterworthrsquo;s blend of humor, storytelling, wisdom, and practical advice has made him one
of the most sought-after speakersin North America. A highly regarded author, Bill has written on topics ranging from
sports to psychology and self-help issues and has been a columnist, editor, and scriptwriter. Bill lives with his wife,
Kathi, in Newport Beach, California.Excerpt. copy; Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.One What | Know
About Balance | Learned on the Track Teaml can describe my entire childhood in one run-on sentence: | weighed
back then what | weigh now and | was four feet shorter and my last name was Butterworth. Can you visualize it?
Itrsquo;s not a very pretty picture. Like everyone else, | quickly observed that our school had a group of kids who
really ran the place. They were the cool ones. In the school | went to, just outside Philadelphia, the cool kids were the
athletes. | naively grew up thinking all athletes were cool, but that is not necessarily so. It could be that you went to a
school where the band was tough or the chess club ruled. But in my hometown it was the jocks, and | wanted to be just
like them. Y et there werenrsgquo;t many coaches anxious for me to join their team. | can remember, however, the first
time the football coach laid eyes on me. He took one look at my size and began to drool with animal anticipation.
Idquo; Butterworth,rdguo; he barked, Idquo;if | could just get you on my offensive line, my strategy would be simple.
Irsquo;d have you hike the ball and roll over. The defensive line would be lost for hours. They wouldnrsquo;t even
know what field they were playing on! We could score at will.rdquo; Naturally excited at the prospect, | went home to
tell my parents the good news that the football coach not only wanted me, but he wanted me badly. | recall being
heartbroken when my folks said | couldnrsguo;t play football. Idquo;l donrsguo;t want to see my Isquo;little
Billyrsquo; [my first oxymoron] getting hurt,rdquo; my overprotective mother said. | was no medical doctor, but |
honestly believed that, because of the way | was built, it was physically impossible for me to get hurt. There was so
much padding on my body, it would have been a miracle if someone could have found something hard enough to
breakndash;unless there is an ailment known as strained cellulite. But football was out of the question. | was crushed.
So, in a complete admission of failure, | joined the marching band. It was a Fat Kid Fraternity, where the common
bond was the pain of rejection. There | was, taking up the entire back three rows of the marching band, watching the
cool kidsinstead of being one. But that all changed one day after a social studies class. |dquo;Butterworth, | want to
see you after class,rdquo; my teacher announced as the bell was about to ring. | slowly walked to the front of the room
like aman being led to the gallows, wondering what | possibly could have done. | was stumped, for | worked hard to
keep my nose clean at school. Mr. Warren greeted me warmly. |dquo;Butterworth, have you ever considered going out
for the schoolrsquo;s track team?rdquo; he inquired. | was stunned. Gee, kids make fun of me all the time, | thought.
Now teachers are asking me to stay after class for alittle one-on-one heckling. But | maintained a positive demeanor.
After all, this man was responsible for my grade in social studies, so | didnrsguo;t dare come off disrespectful in any
way. | swallowed hard and squeaked out the only response | could think of: Idquo;Sir, | donrsquo;t think Irsquo;m
very fast.rdquo; Mr. Warren held back a chuckle. Idquo;Son, | wasnrsquo;t thinking of having you run.rdquo; He
paused while | let out asigh of relief. Idquo; There are other partsto atrack team,rdquo; he continued. ldquo; There are
the field events. | think yoursquo;d be very effective in the weightman events.rdquo; |dquo; Weightman events?rdquo;
Idquo; The shot put, Butterworth. The big steel ball that you place under your chin. Y ou donrsquo;t throw it; you put
it.rdquo; Heillustrated the motion by bringing his hand from his chin out to its full extension. ldquo;l see.rdquo;
Idguo;And then therersgquo;s the discus, Butterworth. Y ou knowndash;the plate- or saucer-looking thing that you
throw. Surely yoursquo;ve seen the famous statue of the discus thrower, havenrsquo;t you, Butterworth?rdquo; My



face turned ashen. ldquo;Relax, Butterworth, relax. They wear clothes now when they throw it.rdquo; Idguo;Oh.rdquo;
Idguo;Ask your mom and dad if you can come out for the team,rdquo; Mr. Warren suggested. |dgquo;Wersguo;ve got a
place waiting for you.rdquo; | went home that evening with absolutely no expectation of a positive response. | felt that
my parents were anti-sports and track would be treated no differently than football. | was braced for more despair. It
was painful enough being afat kid, but add to it parents who protest the coolest activity in school, and yoursquo;ve got
all theingredients of a defeated childhood. So imagine my complete surprise when | threw the question out and was
met with encouragement. Idquo; That sounds like a great ideal rdquo; my parents replied. They liked the idea of a
noncontact sport. | could throw the shot put and the discus to my heartrsquo;s content. (Although | do remember
having to sign aform promising my parents | would not try to catch these implements after they were thrown.)
Overnight | was transformed from amember of the marching band to BILL BUTTERWORTHnNdash;ATHLETE. |
liked the way that looked and sounded. | finally felt cool. In the northeastern part of the country, where | grew up,
track is atwo-season sport. Winter track takes place indoors, and spring track is outside. | quickly discovered that if
you are aweightman, winter track means going into atinyndash;and smellyndash;room off the boysrsquo; gym and
lifting weights. This continues until spring, when you are finally allowed to go outside. Weightmen love the spring.
All humility aside, there were certain parts of this weightman scenein which | excelled. Mainly, | had great form. |
knew how to slide across the circle, crouched low, and then, at just the precise moment, explode with great intensity
(and a primitive grunt) in order to throw the shot put amile. In the same way, | knew how to spin around through the
circlefor the discus throw, like a spring unwinding. | knew how to uncoil and, once again, explode at the optimum
moment of release. Y es, my form was outstandinghellip;especially without the implements. It was when | actually had
to throw the darn things that it al unraveled. Y ou see, | had no strength. Even with my perfect form, great slides and
spins, and intense explosion, neither the shot put nor the discus went any distance when | threw it. | was the only guy
they measured with aruler. But | refused to become discouraged. | was one of the cool guys, and thatrsquo;s what
mattered most. | even remember the day | discovered how they keep score in atrack meet. Points are awarded to those
who come in first, second, or third. | did alittle mental math and realized that | was the fifth man on my own team.
That meant | would never score any points unless the opposition forfeited and malaria worked its way through our
squad. But a chance to score points came up in arather unusual circumstance. As | was growing up, my parents saw to
it that | wasin church every Sunday. At the time, we went to a church that | would describe as ldquo;socially
active.rdquo; By that | mean they had sporting events for every taste. They had church flag football in the fall, church
basketball in the winter, and church softball in the spring. But they went far beyond those conventional contests. We
had all-church boccie ball, all-church canasta, all-church dartsndash;we had al the bases covered, so to speak. One
spring the question was raised: |dquo; Therersquo;s a certain sport in which wersquo;ve never participated. How about
an all-church track meet?rdquo; | was beside myself with exhilaration. Idquo;Y es, yes, we must have an all-church
track meet!rdquo; In my head, | couldnrsquo;t help but conclude, Irsquo;ll finally score some pointsin atrack meet.
[rsquo;ll mop up on these church wimps! The day of the all-church track meet arrived on alovely spring Saturday with
the trees budding and the birds singing. Since our church was hosting the event, we held it at the local public high-
school track, meaning | was right at home in the shot put and discus circles. It was my turf. As the weightmen arrived,
it was quickly apparent that | was the only one with any formal training in these events. | used this to my advantage,
going through what every athlete knows as his ldquo;pre-meet psych-outrdquo; of the opposition. | began by
demonstrating my form in the circle (without using the shot or discus) and sat back to listen to the oohs and the aahs of
my competitors, who had never even picked up a weightman implement, et alone worked on the form necessary to be
achampion. | put on quite a show. Then the time came to actually compete. As usual, my form was impeccable. And,
as usual, the implements went nowhere. What transpired was the height of embarrassment for a seasoned track man
like me. These guysndash;these church guysndash;who had never even seen a shot put or a discus before threw them
like they were born with one in their bassinet. When the dust settled, the results were all too familiar. | hadnrsguo;t
placed in either event. My teammates came over astheir events concluded. | was sitting on the side of the circle,
utterly dejected, contemplating if life was worth living. ldgquo;How did you do?rdquo; they asked. Idquo;Did you win
the shot put?rdquo; | just looked down and shook my head. |dquo;Second or third?rdquo; Idquo;No.rdquo; Idquo;How
about the discus? Thatrsquo;s really your event, isnrsquo;t it? Did you win?rdquo; ldquo;No.rdquo; Idquo;Second or
third?rdquo; Idquo;No.rdquo; With tearsin my eyes, | looked up at my teammates and choked out, Idquo;l canrsquo;t
believeit. | didnrsguo;t score any pointstrdquo; The awkward silence was suddenly broken by another teammate who
had just run over from the track. He had heard the end of our discussion, and he quickly chimed in, ldquo;Well,
Isquo;Mr. Butter-worthndash;athlete,rsquo; this must be your lucky day, because it looks like yoursquo;re gonna get
another chance!rdquo; Idquo;What do you mean?rdquo; Idquo;Well, the next event over on the track is the 440. Bobby
is supposed to run it, but he just pulled a muscle in the 220. The rules state that each member of the team can compete
in three events. Y ou are the only guy on the team to compete in just two, so yoursgquo;re going to run a 440! rdquo; At
this point, my teammates were anxiously taking off my shoes and replacing them with running spikes. These shoes
were light as feathers, with the spikes on the front of the sole, making you feel as if you needed to stand on your toes.
Once | had the spikes on, the oddest feeling crept over mehellip; | felt fast! It made no sense. Here | was, the size of a



mid-Atlantic state, and | had the feeling that | was speedy. Something was wrong with this picture. But the whole
thing happened so quickly | didnrsquo;t have timeto think. Before | knew it, my teammates had me over to the track,
and | had received my lane assignment (1 wasin lanes four, five, and six, as| recall). And the next thing |
knewndash;bang! ndash;the gun went off, signaling the beginning of the race. As| took off from the starting line, | was
suddenly overtaken with panic. | realized there were a million questions about this race that | had neglected to ask,
most notably, What is the strategy for running a 440? Balance islike any other endeavor in our life. Itrsquo;s not going
to happen if we donrsquo;t get intentional about it. We need a strategy, or a plan, put in place if itrsquo;s going to
work. | looked over to the sidelines, making eye contact with my teammates. It was one of those magical moments
when there is a silent communication among men. No words had to be spoken, for the question was clearly written all
over my pained face. In response, ateammate yelled a strategy to me. It was a brief sentence, yet it isonel can still
hear today. As amatter of fact, | till wake up at night in the middle of a nightmare, hearing these same words. He
yelled: dquo;ltrsquo;s only alap!rdquo; | let that sink in for a second. Itrsquo;sonly alap. | have now come to equate
that phrase with others like Idquo;Itrsquo;s only terminal.rdquo; Nonetheless, | had precious little time to mull this
over inmy mind. | quickly ascertained that the keyword in that strategy was the word only. Itrsquo;s only one lap
around the football field. Thatrsquo;sall, | reassured myself. With that in mind, | settled on the strategy that would
take me through thisrace. It must be a sprint, | concluded. So | took off. Most of us have seen this type of race
conducted at our high-school tracks. The starting point of the race isthe part of the track by the fifty-yard line on the
home side of thefield. That will also serve as the finish line so that the winner can break the tape in front of the
maximum number of cheering fans. For the first 110 yards down the track toward the goalpost, | ran al out. In doing
s0, | was just behind the runner who was in the lead at that point. It never dawned on me that he was saving alittle
energy for the rest of the race. | pushed alittle harder, and by the time we were 110 yardsinto it, | wastied with him
for first place! Thisdid alot for my confidence. | decided that | would set another short-term goal (my first goal had
been to run 110 yards and still be standing). This second goal was a greater reach for me: be the sole possessor of first
place by the racersquo;s halfway point. | gave it everything | had. Frankly, people still comment to me that they have
never seen afat boy move so fast. The tonnage was really hauling. Sure enough, by the time | crossed the fifty-yard
line on the visitorsrsquo; side of the field, first place was all mine! | was moving on sheer adrenaline at this point. |
recall thinking to myself, Thisis unbelievable! All that time slaving away at the shot put and discus circle, when the
truth is Irsquo;m arunner! Thiswas quite some time before the release of the film Chariots of Fire; otherwise, | am
certain the orchestra would have swelled with the movie theme at this point in the race. | would have thrown my head
back, run barefoot, and started speaking with a Scottish accent! From AudioFileBeing a captivating speaker, Bill
Butterworth can take his time getting to the point in this compact primer on living a balanced life. He's utterly
charming as he asks us to clarify our goals and work on the distractions and dysfunctions that throw us off course. His
lengthy illustrations will force listeners to get out of their impatient Western brains and open up listening centers
closer to the heart. He gently but convincingly reminds us that personal discipline remains a cornerstone of the
satisfying life. Thisincludes staying organized, pacing oneself, staying connected to others, and making time for
learning, fun, and reflection. The production is a concise mix of narrative and intellectual content that will motivate a
wide range of would-be achievers. T.W. copy; AudioFile 2007, Portland, Maine-- Copyright copy; AudioFile,
Portland, Maine



