
 
 



 
 



Praise for 

The Richest Woman In Babylon And 
Manhattan 

“Gorgeous. Buy this book and give it to your daughters.” 

– Susan Harrow, author of Sell Yourself Without Selling Your Soul 

“A highly entertaining, thoroughly modern remake of a classic 
guide to financial prosperity that resonates with the heartbeat of the 
contemporary woman. Read it and you’ll be laughing all the way 
to the bank.” 

– Stephanie Gunning, bestselling author, editor, and publishing 
consultant 

“Clever concept, very conversational and easy to read. As 

a publishing coach, I read a lot of books and they are not this 
clever. A great book for teens and kids in college too!” 

– Elaine Wilkes Ph.D., author of Natures Secret Messages 

“The Richest Woman in Babylon and Manhattan is a CLEVER and 
CREATIVE adaptation of George S. Clason’s timeless classic. 
Finally, women have a prosperity guide of their own and I’m 
buying each of my daughters one.” 

– JW Dicks, Esq. author Celebrity Branding You 
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Dedicated to my father Joseph L. Tersigni who 
taught me everything he knew about money and 
to George S. Clason who taught me the rest. 

To all my blessed spiritual teachers, my nursing 
and yoga colleagues, patients, students, friends 
worldwide and 

To hardworking women everywhere, I bow to 
you. 

 
 

Enjoy the first two chapters of this book of 
wisdom.  Of course, I am hoping you will love it 
and want to read the whole beautiful novella.  
Should your spirit be moved, get the paperback 
or the digital download right here. 
 

 

Amazon link for paperback or digital bookJ  
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SHOCKING FACTS ABOUT WOMEN AND MONEY: 

• Women across the country are increasingly stating that financial 
debt is their number #1 cause of stress.  

• When it comes to money and financial topics, many women feel 
overwhelmed. They state their eyes glaze over when they 
hear fiscal or financial lingo.  

• 69% of parents admit to feeling less prepared to give their teens 
advice and guidance about investing than they do about the 
“birds and the bees.”  

• 84% of college students and teens want more education on 
financial management topics.  

• Not having experience, control or knowledge about your money 
is stressful. It can and does lead to serious disease and 
depression.  

• Your Wealth-Care is a huge part of your Health-Care. Are you 
ready to get wealthy and healthy? Of course you are!  

• BE not depressed dear one. The cures await you in this book. 
Turn the page and turn it on! It’s time to fatten your lean purse + 
illuminate your soul. 

May the Goddess of Good Luck shower you with blessings for 
buying this book. Mega Gratitude! 
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Yo and Behold: 
 

Financial & Spiritual Health is bountiful for those who know the 
‘seven timeless remedies’ for how to get it...keep it...and make it 
grow. 

• FATTEN your purse  

• CONTROL your expenditures  

• MULTIPLY your moolah  

• GUARD your treasure from loss  

• BUILD your home into a profitable investment  

• INSURE a future income  

• INCREASE your ability to learn and earn  
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The Woman Who Desired 
Gold 

 
 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Woman Who Desired 
Gold 

Ambha a rising star nurse entrepreneur and 

yoga teacher in Manhattan, was thoroughly discouraged. From her 
posh, designer silk yoga cushion, she sat and looked around 
bleakly at her humble 540 square foot crib on the Lower East Side. 
An elegant Mac computer displaying an unfinished Word doc 
rested at her feet. 

So much for her meditation. 



Her furtive glances on her manuscript reminded her that the 
refrigerator was almost empty and she should take action. It was 
time to realize her dream of writing a best selling book, hewing 
and polishing her antidote for the ailing health care system. 

She was impassioned to ‘expand consciousness in health care’ 
hoping to get a book deal with a top New York literary agent and a 
la dee da publishing house that would deliver her regular fat 
checks to fill her lean purse and sagging bank account. 

Nevertheless, her slender, not so	  saggy body sat stolidly upon her 
cushion, failing miserably at meditating. Her befuddled mind was 
struggling patiently with a problem for which she could find no 
answer to why she was stalled, making endless excuses to avoid 
getting her masterpiece completed. 

The hot, muggy New York sun, so typical of this area in 
Manhattan, beat down upon her mercilessly. The air conditioning 
was on the fritz and beads of perspiration formed upon her brow 
and trickled down unnoticed to lose them- selves in the cleavage of 
her ample bosom. 

Nearby, cleaving the blue heavens was the painted tower of the 
Temple of Bellisima, New York, New York. In the shadow of such 
grandeur lay her simple abode and many others far less neat and 
well cared for. New York was like this—a mixture of grandeur and 
squalor, of dazzling wealth and direst poverty, crowded together 
without plan or system within the protecting confines of the Statue 
of Liberty. 

Outside her window, had she cared to turn and look, the noisy cars 
beeped incessantly, crowded aside the stores and restaurants as 
well as the barefooted beggars. Even the walking rich were forced 
to turn into the pee stained gutters to clear the way for the long 
lines of homeless orphans of all ages, begging for alms as in the 
days of Babylon, the fabled richest city in the world. 



Ambha was too engrossed in her own problem to hear or heed the 
confused hubbub of the busy, financial capital of America. It was 
the unexpected aromas of herbs and spices from the nearby 
kitchenette that aroused her from her reverie. She turned and 
looked into the sensitive, smiling face of her best friend—Melanie, 
a budding raw food chef, artist and caterer. 

“May the Goddess bless you with great freedom forever and a 
day,” began Melanie with an elaborate namaste. “It appears they 
have already been so generous you don’t have to work. I celebrate 
your good fortune with a green smoothie, which I gladly share with 
you. Dear one, from your purse which must be bulging otherwise 
you would be busy writing, could you lend me two hundred lowly 
dollars until after the Buddha Groove Ball tonight? You won’t 
even miss it until it’s returned by the stroke of midnight.” 

“If I did have two hundred dollars,” Ambha responded gloomily, “I 
couldn’t lend it to anyone—not even to you, my best of friends; 
cuz that two hundred would be my fortune—my entire fortune. No 
one lends her entire fortune, not even to her best friend.” 

 “What,” exclaimed Melanie with genuine surprise, “You have 
bubkis in your purse and you sit like a statue on your cushion! 
Why not complete that manuscript! How else can you provide for 
your noble appetite? It’s not like you my friend, where is your 
endless energy? Is something depressing you? Has the goddess 
brought you troubles?” 

“A torment from the Goddess yes, that must be it,” Ambha agreed. 
“It began with a dream, a senseless dream, in which I thought I 
was a woman of means. I was in Babylon, from my belt hung a 
silky purse, heavy with coins. There were shekels which I cast with 
careless freedom to the beggars; there were pieces of silver with 
which I bought a finery and teachers for my autistic son and 
whatever I desired for myself; there were pieces of gold which 
made me feel assured of the future and unafraid to spend the silver. 



A glorious feeling of contentment was within me! You wouldn’t 
have known me as your hard- working friend. Nor would you have 
known my face, so free from the creases between my eyebrows, 
my worry lines, my face was shining with happiness. It was like 
back in the days when I was a top model, before I became a nurse 
and yoga teacher, and took a vow of poverty.” 

“Wow! What a dream,” commented Melanie, “but why should 
such delish feelings that were aroused in you turn you into a glum 
statue on your cushion?” 

“Why! Because when I woke up and remembered how empty my 
purse was, a feeling of rebellion swept over me. Let’s talk it over 
together over our green smoothies, cuz as the sailors say, we’re 
riding in the same boat. As young women, we went together to the 
church and the synagogue to learn wisdom. As grown women, 
we’ve gone to yoga diva teachers and their sanctuaries. We’ve 
always been close friends. We’ve been contented women 
entrepreneurs of our kind. We’ve been satisfied to work long hours 
and spend our earnings freely. We’ve earned a lot of coin in the 
years that have passed, but to know the joys that come from 
wealth, we have to dream about them. It totally sucks! Are we 
more than dumb, adorable, fashionable, spiritual and hip sheep? 
We live in one of the richest cities in the world. The tourists say 
nothing equals it in wealth and endless shopping possibilities. 

“Manhattan has a huge display of riches, but we’re settling for 
crumbs. After half a lifetime of hard labor, you, my best of friends, 
who has an empty bank account and empty knock off Louis 
Vuitton purse, say to me, “Can I borrow such a trifle as two 
hundred bucks until after the Buddha Groove Ball tonight?” Then, 
what do I reply? Do I say, “Here is my tacky purse. I’ll happily 
share its contents with you darling? No, I admit that my purse is as 
empty as yours. What’s up with that? Why can’t we get the cash 
prize—more than enough for gourmet vegan food and a fabulous 
designer yoga wardrobe? 



 

“Consider, also, your daughters and all the young women,” Ambha 
continued, “aren’t they following in the footsteps of their mothers? 
Do they as they go into the world and have their families, sons and 
daughters have to live their lives out of neediness, in the midst of 
such treasures everywhere, and yet, like us, be content to have a 
banquet of gluten free cereal with almond milk?” 

“Never, in all the years of our friendship, have you talked like this 
before, Ambha.” Melanie was puzzled. 

“Never in all those years did I think like this before. From the wee 
hours of dawn until deep into the night and exhaustion stopped me, 
I have worked to expand consciousness with ancient yoga and 
modern nursing, building my website, my trainings, to really care 
for people with my sacred remedy and make a difference in the 
world, be a leader, a change agent, a medical activist, a health care 
rebel with a cause, soft- heartedly hoping some day the Goddess 
would recognize my worthy deeds and grant me great prosperity 
like in the ancient myths. She’s never granted me that so called 
boon. At last, I realize she never will. 

“My heart is wounded and sad. I want to be a woman of means. I 
want to own my own house, have a wellness center, study with 
great wisdom teachers, help my handicapped kid and his father in 
Montreal, and yeah, superficial as it sounds, I want to have a 
quality hemp, silk and linen, cool yoga ward- robe plus go on a 
few luxurious spa vacations and retreats, and some serious cash in 
my purse. Why do I feel like that’s asking too much or maybe it’s 
not my karma. I’m willing to work for these things with all the 
strength in my flexible spine, with all the skill in my hands, with 
all the cunning in my mind, but I want my efforts to be fairly 
rewarded. What is the matter with us? 

“What the f@#k! Why can’t we have our fair share of the fabulous, 
good things in life that are dripping off Manhattan women who 



have the big bucks to buy them?” 

“Wish I had an answer!” Melanie replied. “I ask my self the same 
thing. My earnings from my catering bizz disappear in a flash. As a 
single mom, I have to plan and scheme so my girls don’t go 
hungry, even if I am a chef. Also, in my heart of hearts, I have a 
deep longing to have my own show on the Food Network. I could 
really rock the meals that make love to my mind and turn on a 
whole new audience to the splendors of eating live, fresh, whole, 
mouth watering rainbow food, food glorious food. With my own 
show, I could make gourmet raw designer food finer than even the 
top chefs have tasted before.” 

 “Dahlink, you should have such a show already. No woman in all 
Manhattan could do that show like you could; could make food 
taste of all the six tastes that the yogis teach in Ayurveda, that even 
the Hindu gods and goddesses would come to your table. But how 
the hell can we secure it while both of us are middle class working 
poor? Listen to the bell! Here they come.” 

Ambha pointed out the window to the hoards of nine to fivers, long 
columns of exhausted women and men, rushing out of their 
symbolic sweat shops to the subways, modern slaves, marching 
together day after day, year after year with little happiness to look 
forward to. 

“Pity the poor sheep. Melanie! Not so different from the slaves of 
Babylon who marched, bent under heavy goatskins of water doing 
the King’s bidding.” 

“I do pity them and you make me see how little better off we are, 
free women though we call ourselves.” 

“That is the truth, Melanie, bummer of a thought though it be. We 
don’t want to go on year after year living slavish lives. Working, 
working! Getting nowhere.” 



“Couldn’t we find out how others make money and do it too?” 
Melanie inquired. 

 “Maybe there’s some secret we might learn if we could meet up 
with the right people who know how to play the game,” replied 
Ambha thoughtfully. 

“Hmm. Earlier today,” suggested Melanie, “I passed our old 
friend, Helen Gold, riding in her chauffeur driven Bentley. I have 
to say this; she didn’t look over my humble head as many in her 
high falutin’ station might consider their right. Instead, she waved 
her hand so all the gawkers could see her say hello and give her 
smile of friendship to Melanie, the raw food chef. Ha!” 

“She is claimed to be the richest woman in all Manhattan,” Ambha 
mused. 

“So rich the President is said to seek her golden assistance in 
affairs of the treasury. Even better, rumor has it— Oprah consults 
with her.” Melanie replied. 

“So rich,” Ambha interrupted, “I’m afraid if I met her in the dark, I 
might lay my hands on her fat designer purse.” 

“Nonsense,” reproved Melanie, “a woman’s wealth is not in the 
purse she carries. There’s an old Babylonian saying that a fat purse 
quickly empties if there isn’t a golden stream to refill it. Helen has 
an income that constantly keeps her purse full, no matter how 
liberally she spends.” 

 “Income, that is the thing,” shouted Ambha. “I wish an income 
that will keep flowing into my purse whether I sleep, sit on my 
cushion or travel to India. Or Italy. Helen must know how a 
woman can make an income for herself. Do you feel it’s some- 
thing she could make clear to a mind as muddled as mine?” 

“I think she taught her knowledge to her twin daughters, Alisa and 



Jennifer.” Melanie responded. 

“Didn’t she go to San Francisco and the word is she became, 
without help from her father, one of the richest women in that city 
and a patron of all things yoga?” 

“Melanie, you’re stimulating my mind.” A new light gleamed in 
Ambha’s eyes. 

“It doesn’t cost anything to ask wise advice from a good friend and 
Helen was always that. And generous! Never mind that our purses 
are empty as the abandoned pigeon’s nest on my balcony. We 
won’t let that stop us. We’re stressed out to the max from being 
without money in the midst of all this Manhattan uber abundance. 
We want to become women of means. Come on, let’s go to Helen 
and ask how we can get some major moolah for ourselves.” 

“You’re on fire, Ambha. You’re bringing a new Ah Ha to my 
mind. 

 “You made me realize the reason why we’ve never found any 
measure of wealth. We never pursued it. You’ve worked your ass 
off patiently to build a new field in health care, in nursing and in 
yoga, and be an entrepreneur. You devoted your best to your 
mission and vision. And you’ve had awesome success. I struggled 
to become a skillful raw food chef and I’ve had success too. 

“In the areas where we exerted our best efforts we both succeeded, 
girl friend. The Goddess was content to let us continue like this. 
Now, at last, we see the light. It’s bidding us to learn more so we 
can earn more. With a new understanding we’ll find honorable 
ways to accomplish our desires.” 

“Let’s go to see Helen today,” Ambha urged, “Also, let’s ask our 
other girl friends who haven’t done any better than we have, to join 
us so they can share in her wisdom. This is our opportunity. It’s 
time to take action.” 



“You were always mega thoughtful of your friends,” said Melanie. 
“That’s why you have so many of them. It’s going to play out as 
you say, my darling Ambha, yoga nurse. We’ll go today and take 
them and all of our lean purses with us.” 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



The Richest Woman In 
Manhattan 

 
 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Richest Woman In 
Manhattan 

In old Manhattan there once lived a certain very rich 

woman named Helen Gold. Far and wide she was famed for her 
great wealth. Also she was famed for her kindness. She was 
generous in her charities. She was generous with her family and 



friends. She was liberal in her own expenses. But nevertheless each 
year her wealth increased more rapidly than she spent it. 

And there were certain friends of younger days who came to her 
including Ambha and Melanie who had managed to strum up a 
crowd of Manhattan women who were carrying lean purses. 
Ambha, the nurse-healer-yogini, started the dialogue. 

“You, Helen, are more fortunate than us. You have become the 
richest woman in all Manhattan while we struggle to get by. You 
can wear the finest clothes and you can enjoy the best foods, while 
we have to be content if we can dress our families in clothing that 
is decent and feed and provide for them as best we can. 

“Once we were equal. We studied under the same yoga masters. 
As girls, we played in the same games. And you didn’t outshine us 
in the studies or the games. And in the years since, you’ve been no 
more honorable than us. 

“Nor have you worked harder or more faithfully, so far as we can 
judge. Why, then, should a Fickle Fate single you out to enjoy all 
the good things of life and ignore us when we are equally 
deserving?” 

Then Helen remonstrated, she had an effected way of speak- ing, 
partly hip modern and partly as if she came from a distant time. 

“If you haven’t acquired more than a bare existence in the years 
since we were young, it’s because you either have failed to learn 
the laws that govern the building of wealth, or else you don’t 
observe them. 

Fickle Fate is a vicious goddess who brings no permanent good to 
anyone. On the contrary, she brings ruin to almost every woman 
and man upon whom she showers unearned gold. She makes 
wanton spenders, who soon dissipate all they receive 

 



and are left beset by overwhelming appetites and desires they 
haven’t the ability to gratify. 

“Yet others whom she favors become misers and hoard their 
wealth, fearing to spend what they have, knowing they do not 
possess the ability to replace it. They further are beset by fear of 
robbers and doom themselves to lives of emptiness and secret 
misery. 

“There are others probably, who can take unearned money and add 
to it and continue to be happy and contented citizens. But they’re 
few, I know about them only by hearsay. Think of the women and 
men who have inherited sudden wealth, and see if these things 
aren’t true.” 

Her friends admitted that of the women and men they knew who 
had inherited wealth these words were true, and they besought her 
to explain to them how she had come to posses so much prosperity, 
so she continued. 

“In my youth I looked about me and saw all the good things there 
were to bring happiness and contentment. And I realized that 
wealth increased the potency of all these. Wealth is a power. With 
wealth many things are possible. 

 “You can design your home with the richest of furnishings. You 
can travel the world. You can feast on the delicacies of the finest 
cuisine. You can be a philanthropist. 

“You can buy dazzling, real gems from the top jewelers. You can 
donate to your spiritual teachers and even build enormous yoga 
temples for the Goddess. 

“You can do all these things and many others in which there is 
delight for your womanly senses and gratification for the soul. 

“And, when I realized all this, I decided to myself that I would 



claim my share of the good things of life. I wouldn’t be one of 
those who stand on the sidelines, enviously watching others enjoy. 
I refused to be content to wear the cheapest clothing that looked 
fashionable. I wouldn’t be satisfied with the fate of a poor woman. 
On the contrary, I would make myself a guest at this banquet of 
beauty and bounty. 

“Being, as you know, the daughter of a humble shop keeper and 
owner of a deli on the Lower East Side, where some of you live 
today, I was one of a large family of sisters, with no hope of a 
decent inheritance, and not being gifted, as you’ve said so frankly, 
Ambha, with superior powers or wisdom, I decided that if I was to 
achieve what I desired, time and study would be essential. 

 “As for time, all women have it in abundance. You, each of you, 
have let time slip by, sufficient time to make yourselves wealthy. 
Yet, you admit my dear ones, you have nothing to show except 
your good name, your integrity and your families, of which you 
can be honestly proud. 

“As for studying, didn’t our wise yoga teachers and spiritual 
masters teach us that learning was of two kinds: the one kind being 
the things we learned and knew, and the other being the training 
that taught us how to find out what we didn’t know? 

“So I decided to find out how I might accumulate wealth, and 
when I had found out, I chose to make this my mission and do it 
with excellence. I mean, isn’t it wise that we should experience life 
to the full while we live in the illumination of Mother Nature, the 
sorrows of the worldly life inevitably come to us, and our yoga 
teachings help our spirits to leave the body in peace when it is our 
time. Hmm? 

“I found a job as an administrative assistant, used to be called a 
secretary, in a real estate firm working long hours each day. I 
juggled tons of tasks, typing up endless paper work before there 



were computers. Week after week, and month after month, I 
worked, but at the end of the week, I had borsht on my table and an 
empty purse. Food and clothing, travel to exotic places and 
donations to the temple, and other things I can’t remember, 
absorbed all my earnings. But my determination never left me. 

“And one day Tesh, the CEO big shot I dealt with from time to 
time, who was at the top of the ladder of a national bank, came to 
the real estate office. He had an affected way of talking as if he 
came from a distant place and time. Tesh ordered a copy of a Law 
regarding foreclosures on a project we were handling for him. 

“I must have this in two days, and if the task is done by that time, I 
will give you a two hundred dollar bonus,” he said. 

“So I got on it working overtime, but the law was long and went on 
forever, so I took some time to party hearty, Ha! And when Tesh 
returned the tedious task wasn’t finished. 

“He was angry, and I lost the $200 bonus, if I had been his slave 
like in the days of Babylon, he would have beaten me. But 
knowing the owner of the real estate firm wouldn’t allow him to 
get heavy with me, I wasn’t afraid. 

“Tesh, you are a very rich man. Tell me how I can become rich 
too, and I’ll type all night and when the sun comes up, it will be 
completed,” I said. 

“Helen,” he replied, “you’re a forward little minx, but we’ll call it 
a bargain.” 

“All through the night I typed although my typing skills were 
pathetic, while my back was killing me and the smell of the ribbon 
ink made my head ache until my eyes could hardly see. Still, when 
he returned first thing in the morning, the documents were done. 

“Now,“ I whispered with baited breath, “tell me what you 



promised.” 

“You have fulfilled your part of our bargain, young lady,” he said 
to me kindly, ‘and I’m ready to fulfill mine. I will tell you these 
things you wish to know because I’m becoming an old man, and an 
old tongue loves to wag. 

“And when youth comes to age for advice she receives the wisdom 
of years. But too often youth thinks that age only knows the 
wisdom of days that are gone, and therefore they don’t learn or 
profit. 

“But remember this, the sun that shines today is the sun that shone 
when your father was born, and will still be shining when your last 
grandchild will pass into the darkness. The thoughts of youth,” he 
continued, ‘are bright lights that shine like the meteors that make 
the brilliant sky, but the wisdom of age is like the fixed stars that 
shine so unchanged that a sailor can depend upon them to steer his 
course. 

“Mark my words well, for if you don’t you’ll fail to grasp the truth 
that I will tell you, and you will think your night’s work has been 
in vain.” 

“Then he looked at me shrewdly from under his shaggy brows and 
said in a low, forceful tone, “I found the road to wealth when I 
decided that a part of all I earned was mine to keep. And so will 
you.” 

“Then he continued to look at me with a glance that I could feel 
pierce me but said no more.” 

“Is that all?” I asked. 

“That was sufficient to change the heart of a farmer into the heart 
of a prominent banker,” he answered. 

“But all I earn already is mine to keep, isn’t?” I demanded. 



“Far from it,’ he replied. ‘Don’t you pay for your clothes at the 
trendy retailers, boutiques and department stores? Don’t you pay 
the shoe store for your shoes? Don’t you pay for the things you 
eat? Can you live in Manhattan without spending? 

“What have you to show for your earnings of the past month? 
What about for the past year? Foolish girl! You pay everyone but 
yourself. Miss Helen Gold! Why don’t you live to your name? 

“You work for others. Go on and be a slave and work for what 
your master gives you to eat and wear. If you did keep for yourself 
one-tenth of all you earn, how much would you have in ten years?” 

My knowledge of numbers did not let me down, it was the main 
reason I got the real estate job, and I answered, “As much as I earn 
in one year.” 

“You speak only half the truth Helen,” he retorted. ‘Every dollar 
you save is a slave to work for you. Every penny it earns is its child 
that also can earn for you. If you want to become wealthy, then 
what you save must earn, and its children must earn, that all can 
help to give you the abundance and freedom you crave. 

“You think I’m cheating you for your long night’s work,” he 
continued, ‘but I am paying you a thousand times over if you have 
the intelligence to grasp the truth I offer you. 

“A part of all you earn is yours to keep. It should be not less than a 
tenth meaning ten percent, no matter how little you earn. It can be 
as much more as you can afford. Pay your self first. Don’t buy 
from the retailers more than you can pay out of the rest and still 
have enough for food and charity and donations to your place of 
worship and your spiritual guides. 

“Wealth, like a tree, grows from a tiny seed. The first dollar you 
save is the seed from which your tree of wealth shall grow. The 
sooner you plant that seed the sooner the tree will grow. And the 



more faithfully you nourish and water that tree with consistent 
savings, the sooner you can bask in contentment beneath its 
shade.” After saying this, he took his documents and went away. 

“I thought a lot about what he had said to me, and it seemed 
reasonable. So I decided that I would try it. Each time I was paid I 
took ten percent from each paycheck and hid it in my kitchen 
cupboard. And strange as it may seem, I was no shorter of funds, 
than before. I noticed little difference as I managed to get along 
without it. But often I was tempted, as my hoard began to grow, to 
spend it for some of the cool things the shops were showing, I was 
young and wanted absolutely everything displayed at Macy’s and 
Bloomingdales, and all the bohemian chic styles in SoHo. But I 
wisely refrained. 

“A year after Tesh had gone he came back again and said to me, 
“Helen, have you paid to yourself not less than one-tenth of all you 
have earned for the past year?” 

“I answered proudly, “Yes, dear teacher, I have.” 

“That is good,’ he answered beaming upon me, “and what have 
you done with it?” 

“I have given it to Marcus, a bricklayer, who told me he was 
traveling over seas and in Tunisia, he would buy me the rare jewels 
of the island of Djerba. When he comes home, we’ll sell the jewels 
at high prices and divide the earnings.” 

“Every fool must learn,” he growled, ‘but why trust the knowl- 
edge of a bricklayer about jewels? Would you go to the bread 
maker, the baker, to inquire about the stars? No, for heavens sake, 
you would go to the astrologer, if you had power to think. 

“Your savings are gone, woman, you have jerked your wealth- tree 
up by the roots. But plant another. Try again. And next time if you 
want advice about jewels, go to the jeweler. If you want to know 



the truth about art, go to an expert art dealer. 

“Advice is one thing that is freely given away, but watch that you 
take only what is worth having. 

“She who takes advice about her savings from one who is inex- 
perienced in such matters, will pay with her savings for proving the 
falsity of their opinions.” Saying this, he went away. 

“And it turned out exactly as he said. The Tunisians were crooks 
and sold my sexy brick laying Marcus worthless bits of glass that 
looked like gems. But I did what Tesh told me, I again saved ten 
percent of each paycheck, because by now, I had formed the habit 
and it wasn’t hard anymore. 

“Again, a year later, Tesh came to the real estate office and 
addressed me. 

“What progress have you made since last I saw you?” 

“I’ve paid myself faithfully,” I replied, ‘and I’ve entrusted my 
savings to Antonio the jewelry designer, to buy silver to make his 
exquisite designs that sell well in all the high end shops, and every 
fourth month he pays me a percentage of his profits. This is what 
we commonly call interest. 

“That is good. And what did you do with the profits Helen?” 

“I went to Bali on an exotic holiday and I’ve been able to eat at the 
Ritz for yummy lunches and sometimes even their high tea. Oh and 
I bought my first expensive face creams and had my first facial at 
Elizabeth Arden’s Spa. And some day I’m going to buy a 
Volkswagen Beetle to drive to the Hamptons on weekends.” 

To which Tesh laughed, “You’re eating the children of your 
savings. Then how do you expect them to work for you? 

“And how can they have children that will also work for you? 



“First get a bankroll of dollars to be your slaves and then I hope 
you enjoy many a holiday and rich banquet without regret.” And 
then he went away again. 

“I didn’t see him for two years, when he returned and his face was 
full of deep lines and his eyes drooped, I could see that he was 
becoming a very old man. And he said to me, “Helen, have you 
achieved the wealth you dreamed of?” 

And I answered, “Not yet, I haven’t achieved all that I want, but 
some I have and it earns more, and its earnings earn more. I’m now 
a top real estate agent for the firm. I am even thinking of starting 
my own business.” 

“And do you still take the advice of brick layers?” he asked. 

“About brick laying they give good advice,” I laughed. 

“Helen,” he continued, “you have learned your lessons well. You 
first learned to live upon less than you could earn. Next you 
learned to seek advice from those who were competent through 
their own experiences to give it. And, lastly, you have learned to 
make money work for you. 

“You have taught yourself how to acquire money, how to keep it, 
and how to use it. Therefore, you are competent for a responsible 
position. I am becoming an old man. My sons think only of 
spending and give no thought to earning. I have no daughter. My 
interests are great and I fear too much for me to look after. If you 
will go to San Francisco and look after my lands there, I’ll make 
you my partner and you’ll share in my estate.” 

“So I went to San Francisco and took charge of his holdings, which 
were huge. And because I was full of ambition and because I had 
mastered the three laws of successfully handling wealth, I was able 
to increase greatly the value of his properties. 



“I prospered beyond my wildest dreams, and when the spirit of 
Tesh departed for the sphere of darkness, I did share in his estate as 
he had arranged under the law.” 

Helen spoke, and when she had finished her tale, one of her friends 
said, “You were incredibly lucky that Tesh made you an heir.” 

“Lucky only in that I had the desire to prosper before I first met 
him. For four years didn’t I prove my determination toward my 
purpose by keeping one-tenth of all I earned? Would you call a 
fisherman lucky who studied the habits of fish for years so that 
with each changing wind he could cast his nets around them?” 

 

 “You had strong will power to keep on after you lost your first 
year’s savings. You’re unusual in that way,” spoke up another. 

“Will power!” retorted Helen. “Nonsense. Do you think will power 
gives a single mother the strength to carry her burdens alone? Will 
power is but the unflinching determination, purpose, single-
mindedness, tenacity, drive, resolution, and perseverance to carry 
a task you set for yourself to fulfillment, success, self-actualization, 
self-realization, contentment, happiness and nirvana. Let us pause, 
breathe deeply and meditate on this. 

 

 
“You who seek also the riches for your spirits have heard of the 



word discipline but you do not know it. Hmm? Yet to be a disciple 
of wealth, be it worldly or spiritual takes discipline. To be a true 
disciple of wealth and wisdom you must discipline your small self 
to free your true Self with a capital S in all five of your senses. 

“Be sensible ladies as well as sensual. If I set for myself a task, no 
matter how trivial, I see it through. How else can I have confidence 
in myself to do important things that can make a difference in this 
world? If I say to myself, ‘for a hundred days as I walk across 
Central Park I’ll repeat my sacred mantra,’ I do it! 

“If on the seventh day if I took my walk without remember- ing, I 
wouldn’t say to myself, tomorrow I’ll say my mantra and that will 
be OK. Instead, I would retrace my steps and repeat my mantra. 
And even on the twentieth day would I say to myself, ‘Helen, this 
is useless. How does it benefit you to say your mantra everyday?’ 
No, I wouldn’t say that. When I set a task for myself, I complete it. 
Meditating every day is a boon in and of itself. It sets the way for 
discipline in other matters and opens the doors to riches like clarity 
and serenity in all things. 

“So, I’m careful not to start difficult and impractical tasks, because 
I love leisure.” 

And then another friend spoke up and said, “If what you say is 
true, and it does seem what you have said is reasonable, then being 
so simple, if all women did it, there would not be enough wealth to 
go around.” 

“Wealth whether spiritual or worldly grows wherever women exert 
energy,” Helen replied. 

“Your problem is you have poverty consciousness. If all women 
would meditate, wouldn’t there be infinite spiritual wealth to go 
around? Is there a limit on consciousness, which is simply energy 
and information? Likewise money is a form of energy and 
spending it is energy exchange, a basic Newtonian law of physics 



that applies to your purse and your soul.” 

 

“If a rich woman builds herself a new mansion, is the money she 
pays out gone? No, the contractor and bricklayers have part of it 
and all the laborers have part of it, and the interior designer has 
part of it. And everyone who works on the house has part of it, yet 
when the palace is completed, isn’t it worthall it cost? And is the 
ground, the land on which it stands not worth more because it is 
there? And is the land that adjoins it not worth more because it is 
there? Wealth grows in magic ways. No women can prophesize the 
limit of it. Didn’t the ancient Babylonians build their great city on 
barren deserts with the wealth that came from their ships of 
commerce on the seas?” 

“What then do you advise us to do so we can become rich too?” 
asked Melanie, the raw food chef and caterer. “The years have 
passed and we’re no longer young women and we have nothing 
saved and many of us meditate which is the main reason we have 
endured for so long, still we long to have an easier life.” 

“I advise that you take the wisdom of Tesh. I am giving you many 
jewels of wisdom in these remedies to fatten your purses. You may 
wish to write them down. Place your favorites on a mirror to ever 
be a reminder of your #1 duty to your self. Be mindful that your 
wealth care is integral to your health care. It is true self-care. 

“The next jewel is the vital key and foundation to your success. 



Say to yourself... 

 

 
 “Impress yourself with the idea. Fill yourself with the thought. 
Then take whatever portion seems wise. It must not be less than 
one-tenth and put it away. Arrange your other expenditures to do 
this if necessary. But put away that portion, ten percent first. Soon 
you will realize what a rich feeling it is to own a treasure upon 
which you alone have claim. As it grows it will stimulate you. 

“A new joy of life and security will thrill you. Greater efforts will 
come to you to earn more. As your earnings increase, won’t the 
same percentage also be yours to keep?” 

 
 
 “Insure an income for your future. Look at the aged and remember 
that in the days to come you too will be numbered among them. 
Therefore invest your treasure with the greatest caution that it is 
not lost. 



 
 

“Exorbitant rates of return from many unscrupulous money- 
lenders in your communities and on the world wide Internet are 
deceitful sirens that sing—but lure the unwary upon the rocks of 
loss and remorse. 

“Provide also that your family is taken care of in case the Goddess 
calls you to her realms. For such protection it’s always possible to 
make provision with small payments at regular intervals. Therefore 
the well-prepared woman doesn’t delay in expectation of a large 
sum becoming available for such a wise purpose.” 

 

 “Seek the advice of those whose daily work is handling money. 
Let them save you from such an error like I made in entrusting my 



money to the judgment of Marcus, the bricklayer. A small return 
and a safe one are far more desirable than risk. 

“Enjoy life while you are here. Don’t overstrain or try to save too 
much. If one-tenth of all you earn is as much as you can 
comfortably keep, be content to keep this share. Live other- wise 
according to your income and don’t become a cheapskate and 
afraid to spend. Life is good and life is rich with things worthwhile 
and things to enjoy.” 

Her friends thanked her and went away. Some were silent because 
they had no imagination and could not understand. Some were 
sarcastic because they thought that one so rich should divide with 
old friends not so fortunate. But some had in their eyes a new light. 
They realized that Tesh had come back each time to the real estate 
office because he was watching a woman work her way out of 
darkness into light. When That woman had found the light, a place 
awaited her. No one could fill that place until she had for herself 
worked out her own understanding, until she was ready for 
opportunity, to live her passion and calling in the world. 

These latter were the ones, who, in the following years, frequently 
revisited Helen, who received them gladly. She counseled with 
them and gave them generously of her wisdom, as women of broad 
experience are always glad to do. And she assisted them in 
investing their savings so it would bring in a good interest rate with 
safety and would neither be lost nor entangled in investments that 
paid no dividends. 

She introduced them to her good friend Suze Orman and other 
women financial and spiritual gurus, entrepreneurs, visionaries and 
change agents who were making a difference in the world and 
making money. 

The turning point in these women’s lives came upon that day when 
they realized the truth that had come from Tesh to Helen and from 



Helen to them. And the truth would make them free. 

 

 

 

 

 

Amazon link to buy paperback or digital book  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Now Follow the Call to Action Below. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Babylon-Manhattan-Timeless/dp/1468103466/ref=tmm_pap_title_0?ie=UTF8&qid=1325629505&sr=1-1#http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Baby


Call-to-action 

The Richest Woman in 
Babylon and Manhattan 
 

I hope you enjoyed and benefited from reading 
the first two chapters of my book! 

You’ve got the wisdom. Now spread the wealth. 

This book was written with a very specific 
purpose at heart — 

to give you a series of soulful remedies for getting money, keeping 
money and making your money earn more money. 

Picture your 10 closest friends. How many of them moan about 
feeling ‘poor’, ‘broke’ or ‘strapped for cash’? How many of them 
make money, only to overspend, undersave, and twist their 
financial priorities into knots? How many of them repel 
opportunities to increase their prosperity, like inactive magnets? 

It’s a little depressing, isn’t it? 

But we’ve got a remedy — this book. Or more to the point, the 
authentic conversations about money, value + vocation that spring 
up, as the result of this book. 

I’m on a mission: to get this book into the hands of 100,000 
women. It’s already a #1 Amazon bestseller. And with your help, 
we’ll take it over the moon, and beyond. 

Why so ambitious you may ask? 240,000 magnificent women are 



diagnosed with breast cancer every year in the USA alone. 

As a practicing nurse, breast cancer care is my cause + volunteer 
work in my local community. I teach my brand of Yoga 
NursingTM therapy to survivors every week with stupendous 
results. 

We cry our hearts out, we laugh our guts out, we talk about 
everything under the sun and moon, and then we get into a 
transformational, gentle medical yoga session. We leave the sesh 
with hope, heart and a life long bond. 

I produced a gorgeous, healing DVD as a testimonial to honor a 
group of real women who just crack my heart wide open... and to 
share their good news and good vibes. 

KNOW that for every copy sold of The Richest Woman In 
Babylon And Manhattan, one copy of my DVD of therapeutic 
yoga for breast cancer warriors is Given to a survivor in need. 

Good Karma, good cause. Women power! 

 

Amazon link to BUY THE WHOLE BOOK! 

 

See my beautiful DVD BELOW that is part of 
the mission and the vision. Be a part of making a 
difference.  

http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Babylon-Manhattan-Timeless/dp/1468103466/ref=tmm_pap_title_0?ie=UTF8&qid=1325629505&sr=1-1#http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Baby


 
 



 
Find out how to get a copy of theis DVD by contacting me through 
my website http://www.yoganurse.com 
 

http://www.yoganurse.com


 

Now, here’s how to spread the word — the wealth care + 
health care: 

1. Email the book’s Amazon link to your 10 closest girl- friends. 
The scrimpers, the whiners, the spenders, the financially 
challenged and phobic. 

2. Gift the book to your gal pals and female family members of all 
ages; perfect for teens and college students who need a boost + 
money and soul wisdom. 

3. Interview me for your blog, podcast, webinar or e-book. I’m a 
registered nurse, yoga-preneur, and seasoned corporate speaker — 
and I’ve got plenty of wisdom to share. 

4. Post an honest review of the book on your website or blog — 
and send me a link, so I can lavish you with love. 

With gratitude, for your gumption. ���Here’s to giving, getting — and 
serving the world. 

Annette Tersigni  

EMAIL: 

annette@yoganurse.com  

TWITTER: 

https://twitter.com/ - !/theyoganurse 

FACEBOOK: 

https://www.facebook.com/TheYogaNurse 

YOUTUBE:  http://www.youtube.com/user/theyoganurse  

http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Babylon-Manhattan-Timeless/dp/1468103466/ref=tmm_pap_title_0?ie=UTF8&qid=1325629505&sr=1-1#http://www.amazon.com/Richest-Woman-Baby
annette@yoganurse.com
https://twitter.com/ - !/theyoganurse
https://www.facebook.com/TheYogaNurse
http://www.youtube.com/user/theyoganurse


Remember. 
“The Truth is Always in Fashion” 

  

 

 

	  
	  
	  
	  


