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Foreword 
 
Our prosperity as a nation depends upon the personal 
financial prosperity of each of us as individuals. 
 
This book deals with the personal successes of each of us. 
Success means accomplishments as the result of our own 
efforts and abilities. Proper preparation is the key to our 
success. Our acts can be no wiser than our thoughts. Our 
thinking can be no wiser than our understanding. 
 
This book of cures for lean purses has been termed a guide 
to financial understanding. That, indeed, is its purpose: to 
offer those who are ambitious for financial success an 
insight which will aid them to acquire money, to keep 
money and to make their surpluses earn more money. 
 
In the pages which follow, we are taken back to Babylon, 
the cradle in which was nurtured the basic principles of 
finance now recognized and used the world over. 
 
To new readers the author is happy to extend the wish that 
its pages may contain for them the same inspiration for 
growing bank accounts, greater financial successes and the 
solution of difficult personal financial problems so 
enthusiastically reported by readers from coast to coast. 
 
To the business executives who have distributed these tales 
in such generous quantities to friends, relatives, employees 
and associates, the author takes this opportunity to express 
his gratitude. No endorsement could be higher than that of 
practical men who appreciate its teachings because they, 
themselves, have worked up to important successes by 
applying the very principles it advocates. 
 
Babylon became the wealthiest city of the ancient world 
because its citizens were the richest people of their time. 
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An Historical Sketch of Babylon 
 
In the pages of history there lives no city more glamorous 
than Babylon. Its very name conjures visions of wealth and 
splendor. Its treasures of gold and jewels were fabulous. 
One naturally pictures such a wealthy city as located in a 
suitable setting of tropical luxury, surrounded by rich 
natural resources of forests, and mines. Such was not the 
case. It was located beside the Euphrates River, in a flat, 
arid valley. It had no forests, no mines—not even stone for 
building. It was not even located upon a natural trade-route. 
The rainfall was insufficient to raise crops.  
 
Babylon is an outstanding example of man's ability to 
achieve great objectives, using whatever means are at his 
disposal. All of the resources supporting this large city 
were man-developed. All of its riches were man-made. 
 
Babylon possessed just two natural resources—a fertile soil 
and water in the river. With one of the greatest engineering 
accomplishments of this or any other day, Babylonian 
engineers diverted the waters from the river by means of 
dams and immense irrigation canals. Far out across that 
arid valley went these canals to pour the life giving waters 
over the fertile soil. This ranks among the first engineering 
feats known to history. Such abundant crops as were the 
reward of this irrigation system the world had never seen 
before. 
 
Fortunately, during its long existence, Babylon was ruled 
by successive lines of kings to whom conquest and plunder 
were but incidental. While it engaged in many wars, most 
of these were local or defensive against ambitious 
conquerors from other countries who coveted the fabulous 
treasures of Babylon. The outstanding rulers of Babylon 
live in history because of their wisdom, enterprise and 
justice. Babylon produced no strutting monarchs who 
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The Man Who Desired Gold 
 
Bansir, the chariot builder of Babylon, was thoroughly 
discouraged. From his seat upon the low wall surrounding 
his property, he gazed sadly at his simple home and the 
open workshop in which stood a partially completed 
chariot. 
 
His wife frequently appeared at the open door. Her furtive 
glances in his direction reminded him that the meal bag was 
almost empty and he should be at work finishing the 
chariot, hammering and hewing, polishing and painting, 
stretching taut the leather over the wheel rims, preparing it 
for delivery so he could collect from his wealthy customer. 
 
Nevertheless, his fat, muscular body sat stolidly upon the 
wall. His slow mind was struggling patiently with a 
problem for which he could find no answer. The hot, 
tropical sun, so typical of this valley of the Euphrates, beat 
down upon him mercilessly. Beads of perspiration formed 
upon his brow and trickled down unnoticed to lose 
themselves in tie hairy jungle on his chest. 
 
Beyond his home towered the high terraced wall 
surrounding the king's palace. Nearby, cleaving the blue 
heavens, was the painted tower of the Temple of Bel. In the 
shadow of such grandeur was his simple home and many 
others far less neat and well cared for. Babylon was like 
this—a mixture of grandeur and squalor, of dazzling wealth 
and direst poverty, crowded together without plan or 
system within the protecting walls of the city. 
 
Behind him, had he cared to turn and look, the noisy 
chariots of the rich jostled and crowded aside the sandaled 
tradesmen as well as the barefooted beggars. Even the rich 
were forced to turn into the gutters to clear the way for the 
long lines of slave water carriers, on the "King's Business," 
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The Richest Man in Babylon 
 
In old Babylon there once lived a certain very rich man 
named Arkad. Far and wide he was famed for his great 
wealth. Also was be famed for his liberality. He was 
generous in his charities. He was generous with his family. 
He was liberal in his own expenses. But nevertheless each 
year his wealth increased more rapidly than he spent it. 
 
And there were certain friends of younger days who came 
to him and said: "You, Arkad, are more fortunate than we. 
You have become the richest man in all Babylon while we 
struggle for existence. You can wear the finest garments 
and you can enjoy the rarest foods, while we must be 
content if we can clothe our families in raiment that is 
presentable and feed them as best we can. 
 
"Yet, once we were equal. We studied under the same 
master. We played in the same games. And in neither the 
studies nor the games did you outshine us. And in the years 
since, you have been no more an honorable citizen than we. 
 
"Nor have you worked harder or more faithfully, insofar as 
we can judge. Why, then, should a fickle fate single you 
out to enjoy all the good things of life and ignore us who 
are equally deserving?" 
 
Thereupon Arkad remonstrated with them, saying, "If you 
have not acquired more than a bare existence in the years 
since we were youths, it is because you either have failed to 
learn the laws that govern the building of wealth, or else 
you do not observe them. 
 
" 'Fickle Fate' is a vicious goddess who brings no 
permanent good to anyone. On the contrary, she brings ruin 
to almost every man upon whom she showers unearned 
gold. She makes wanton spenders, who soon dissipate all 
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Seven Cures For a Lean Purse 
 
The glory of Babylon endures. Down through the ages its 
reputation comes to us as the richest of cities, its treasures 
as fabulous. 
 
Yet it was not always so. The riches of Babylon were the 
results of the wisdom of its people. They first had to learn 
how to become wealthy. 
 
When the Good King, Sargon, returned to Babylon after 
defeating his enemies, the Elamites, he was confronted with 
a serious situation. The Royal Chancellor explained it to 
the King thus: 
 
"After many years of great prosperity brought to our people 
because your majesty built the great irrigation canals and 
the mighty temples of the Gods,  now that these works are 
completed the people seem unable to support themselves. 
 
"The laborers are without employment. The merchants 
have few customers. The farmers are unable to sell their 
produce. The people have not enough gold to buy food." 
 
"But where has all the gold gone that we spent for these 
great improvements?" demanded the King. 
 
"It has found its way, I fear," responded the Chancellor, 
"into the possession of a few very rich men of our city. It 
filtered through the fingers of most our people as quickly as 
the goat's milk goes through the strainer. Now that the 
stream of gold has ceased to flow, most of our people have 
nothing to for their earnings." 
 
The King was thoughtful for some time. Then he asked, 
"Why should so few men be able to acquire all the gold?" 
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Meet the Goddess of Good Luck 
 
"If a man be lucky, there is no foretelling the possible 
extent of his good fortune. Pitch him into the Euphrates and 
like as not he will swim out with a pearl in his hand." 

—Babylonian Proverb.
 
 
The desire to be lucky is universal. It was just as strong in 
the breasts of men four thousand years ago in ancient 
Babylon as it is in the hearts of men today. We all hope to 
be favored by the whimsical Goddess of Good Luck. Is 
there some way we can meet her and attract, not only her 
favorable attention, but her generous favors? 
 
Is there a way to attract good luck? 
 
That is just what the men of ancient Babylon wished to 
know. It is exactly what they decided to find out. They 
were shrewd men and keen thinkers. That explains why 
their city became the richest and most powerful city of their 
time. 
 
In that distant past, they had no schools or colleges. 
Nevertheless they had a center of learning and a very 
practical one it was. Among the towered buildings in 
Babylon was one that ranked in importance with the Palace 
of the King, the Hanging Gardens and the temples of the 
Gods. You will find scant mention of it in the history 
books, more likely no mention at all, yet it exerted a 
powerful influence upon the thought of that time. 
 
This building was the Temple of Learning where the 
wisdom of the past was expounded by voluntary teachers 
and where subjects of popular interest were discussed in 
open forums. Within its walls all men met as equals. The 
humblest of slaves could dispute with impunity the 
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The Five Laws of Gold 
 
"A bag heavy with gold or a clay tablet carved with words 
of wisdom; if thou hadst thy choice, which wouldst thou 
choose?" 
 
By the flickering light from the fire of desert shrubs, the 
sun-tanned faces of the listeners gleamed with interest. 
 
"The gold, the gold," chorused the twenty-seven. 
 
Old Kalabab smiled knowingly. 
 
"Hark," he resumed, raising his hand. "Hear the wild dogs 
out there in the night. They howl and wail because they are 
lean with hunger. Yet feed them, and what do they? Fight 
and strut. Then fight and strut some more, giving no 
thought to the morrow that will surely come. 
 
"Just so it is with the sons of men. Give them a choice of 
gold and wisdom—what do they do? Ignore the wisdom 
and waste the gold. On the morrow they wail because they 
have no more gold. 
 
"Gold is reserved for those who know its laws and abide by 
them." 
 
Kalabab drew his white robe close about his lean legs, for a 
cool night wind was blowing. 
 
"Because thou hast served me faithfully upon our long 
journey, because thou cared well for my camels, because 
thou toiled uncomplainingly across the hot sands of the 
desert, because thou fought bravely the robbers that sought 
to despoil my merchandise, I will tell thee this night the 
tale of the five laws of gold, such a tale as thou never hast 
heard before. 
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The Gold Lender of Babylon 
 
Fifty pieces of gold! Never before had Rodan, the 
spearmaker of old Babylon, carried so much gold in his 
leather wallet. Happily down the king's highway from the 
palace of his most liberal Majesty he strode. Cheerfully the 
gold clinked as the wallet at his belt swayed with each 
step—the sweetest music he had ever heard. 
 
Fifty pieces of gold! All his! He could hardly realize his 
good fortune. What power in those clinking discs! They 
could purchase anything he wanted, a grand house, land, 
cattle, camels, horses, chariots, whatever he might desire. 
 
What use should he make of it? This evening as he turned 
into a side street towards the home of his sister, he could 
think of nothing he would rather possess than those same 
glittering, heavy pieces of gold—his to keep. 
 
It was upon an evening some days later that a perplexed 
Rodan entered the shop of Mathon, the lender of gold and 
dealer in jewels and rare fabrics. Glancing neither to the 
right nor the left at the colorful articles artfully displayed, 
he passed through to the living quarters at the rear. Here he 
found the genteel Mathon lounging upon a rug partaking of 
a meal served by a black slave. 
 
"I would counsel with thee for I know not what to do." 
Rodan stood stolidly, feet apart, hairy breast exposed by the 
gaping front of his leather jacket. 
 
Mathon's narrow, sallow face smiled a friendly greeting. 
"What indiscretions hast thou done that thou shouldst seek 
the lender of gold? Hast been unlucky at the gaming table? 
Or hath some plump dame entangled thee? For many years 
have I known thee, yet never hast thou sought me to aid 
thee in thy troubles." 
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The Walls of Babylon 
 
Old  Banzar, grim  warrior of another day, stood guard at 
the passageway leading to the top of the ancient walls of 
Babylon. Up above, valiant defenders were battling to hold 
the walls. Upon them depended the future existence of this 
great city with its hundreds of thousands of citizens. 
 
Over the walls came the roar of the attacking armies, the 
yelling of many men, the trampling of thousands of horses, 
the deafening boom of the battering rams pounding the 
bronzed gates. 
 
In the street behind the gate lounged the spearmen, waiting 
to defend the entrance should the gates give way. They 
were but few for the task. The main armies of Babylon 
were with their king, far away in the east on the great 
expedition against the Elamites. No attack upon the city 
having been anticipated during their absence, the defending 
forces were small. Unexpectedly, from the north, bore 
down the mighty armies of the Assyrians. And now the 
walls must hold or Babylon was doomed. 
 
About Banzar were great crowds of citizens, white-faced 
and terrified, eagerly seeking news of the battle. With 
hushed awe they viewed the stream of wounded and dead 
being carried or led out of the passageway. 
 
Here was the crucial point of attack. After three days of 
circling about the city, the enemy had suddenly thrown his 
great strength against this section and this gate. 
 
The defenders from the top of the wall fought off the 
climbing platforms and the scaling ladders of the attackers 
with arrows, burning oil and, if any reached the top, spears. 
Against the defenders, thousands of the enemy's archers 
poured a deadly barrage of arrows. 
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The Camel Trader of Babylon 
 
The hungrier one becomes, the clearer one's mind works—
also the more sensitive one becomes to the odors of food. 
 
Tarkad, the son of Azure, certainly thought so. For two 
whole days he had tasted no food except two small figs 
purloined from over the wall of a garden. Not another could 
he grab before the angry woman rushed forth and chased 
him down the street. Her shrill cries were still ringing in his 
ears as he walked through the market place. They helped 
him to retrain his restless fingers from snatching the 
tempting fruits from the baskets of the market women. 
 
Never before had he realized how much food was brought 
to the markets of Babylon and how good it smelled. 
Leaving the market, he walked across to the inn and paced 
back and forth in front of the eating house. Perhaps here he 
might meet someone he knew; someone from whom he 
could borrow a copper that would gain him a smile from 
the unfriendly keeper of the inn and, with it, a liberal 
helping. Without the copper he knew all too well how 
unwelcome he would be. 
 
In his abstraction he unexpectedly found himself face to 
face with the one man he wished most to avoid, the tall 
bony figure of Dabasir, the camel trader. Of all the friends 
and others from whom he had borrowed small sums, 
Dabasir made him feel the most uncomfortable because of 
his failure to keep his promises to repay promptly. 
 
Dabasir's face lighted up at the sight of him. "Ha! 'Tis 
Tarkad, just the one I have been seeking that he might 
repay the two pieces of copper which I lent him a moon 
ago; also the piece of silver which I lent to him before that. 
We are well met. I can make good use of the coins this very 
day. What say, boy? What say?" 
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The Clay Tablets From Babylon 
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Pr of essor  Fr ankl i n Cal dwel l ,  

Car e of  Br i t i sh Sci ent i f i c  Expedi t i on,  

Hi l l ah,  Mesopot ami a.  
 

Oct ober  21,  1934.  
 
My dear  Pr of essor :  
 
The f i ve c l ay t abl et s f r om your  r ecent  
excavat i on i n t he r ui ns of  Babyl on ar r i ved 
on t he same boat  wi t h your  l et t er .  I  have 
been f asci nat ed no end,  and have spent  
many pl easant  hour s t r ansl at i ng t hei r  
i nscr i pt i ons.  I  shoul d have answer ed your  
l et t er  at  once but  del ayed unt i l  I  coul d 
compl et e t he t r ansl at i ons whi ch ar e 
at t ached.  
 
The t abl et s ar r i ved wi t hout  damage,  t hanks 
t o your  car ef ul  use of  pr eser vat i ves and 
excel l ent  packi ng.  
 
You wi l l  be as ast oni shed as we i n t he 
l abor at or y at  t he st or y t hey r el at e.   One 
expect s t he di m and di st ant  past  t o speak 
of  r omance and advent ur e.  " Ar abi an Ni ght s"  
sor t  of  t hi ngs,  you know.  When i nst ead i t  
di sc l oses t he pr obl em of  a per son named 
Dabasi r  t o pay of f  hi s debt s,  one r eal i zes 
t hat  condi t i ons upon t hi s ol d wor l d have 
not  changed as much i n f i ve t housand year s 
as one mi ght  expect .  
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The Luckiest Man in Babylon 
 
At the head of his caravan, proudly rode Sharru Nada, the 
merchant prince of Babylon. He liked fine cloth and wore 
rich and becoming robes. He liked fine animals and sat 
easily upon his spirited Arabian stallion. To look at him 
one would hardly have guessed his advanced years. 
Certainly they would not have suspected that he was 
inwardly troubled. 
 
The journey from Damascus is long and the hardships of 
the desert many. These he minded not. The Arab tribes are 
fierce and eager to loot rich caravans. These he feared not 
for his many fleet mounted guards were a safe protection. 
 
About the youth at his side, whom he was bringing from 
Damascus, was he disturbed. This was Hadan Gula, the 
grandson of his partner of other years, Arad Gula, to whom 
he felt he owed a debt of gratitude which could never be 
repaid. He would like to do something for this grandson, 
but the more he considered this, the more difficult it 
seemed because of the youth himself. 
 
Eyeing the young man's rings and earrings, he thought to 
himself, "He thinks jewels are for men, still he has his 
grandfather's strong face. But his grandfather wore no such 
gaudy robes. Yet, I sought him to come, hoping I might 
help him get a start for himself and get away from the 
wreck his father has made of their inheritance." 
 
Hadan Gula broke in upon his thoughts, "Why dost thou 
work so hard, riding always with thy caravan upon its long 
journeys? Dost thou never take time to enjoy life?" 
 
Sharru Nada smiled. "To enjoy life?" he repeated. "What 
wouldst thou do to enjoy life if thou wert Sharru Nada?" 
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