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‘Frank Furness has worked with some of the top performers in the business world and his experiences have made for a fascinating book. Walking with Tigers is filled with insights and no-nonsense charm – a must-read for anyone who wants to find their own path to success.’

Mike Southon, co-author of The Beermat Entrepreneur

‘I really enjoyed reading this book, as it reminded me so much of things that I have tried to do in my life and the way I live. Frank’s story is put in such an excellent way, with huge empathy and enthusiasm … I think all people who want to become ‘tigers’ could learn so much from Frank, and the lighthearted yet in-depth thinking he has put in this book.’

Raymond Ackerman, founder of Pick ’n Pay Stores

‘Walking with Tigers is a great guide, helping you to be clear about what you want, take what you have in life, and move you to where you want to be!’

Amanda Gore, international speaker and author of You Can Be Happy

‘Every time I sit in Frank’s audience it’s like going to the bank – and making a big deposit. What do you need to learn to fatten your bank account?’

W. Mitchell CSP, author of It’s Not What Happens to You, It’s What You Do About It

‘Frank is one of the top sales presenters in the world and he delivered his high-content, high-impact, high-value presentation with his usual eloquence, expertise and enterprising nature.’

Dave Rogers, President, Asia Professional Speakers Association, Singapore

‘Don’t listen to Frank unless you plan on using at least some of his many incredible moneymaking ideas. If you listen and you don’t act, it will lead to pure frustration.’

Scott Friedman CSP, President of the National Speakers Association USA, 2004–2005

‘Frank brings tips and tools that can be applied no matter where one is on the rung of experience.’

Shelley Sykes B.Sc.(IT); MBA; Dip. Psych; Dip. Journ; CSP Australia



Frank Furness CSP hails from South Africa and is now a motivator, trainer and professional speaker based in London. He has 21 years’ experience as a sales consultant, trainer and senior manager and has twice qualified for ‘MDRT Top of the Table’ (the top 0.5 per cent of salespeople in the world).

Frank is one of 500 speakers worldwide who has qualified as a Certified Professional Speaker. In November 1997 in Ireland, Toastmasters International recognised him as one of the top five humorous speakers in the UK. In August 2001 he was the only non-American listed in the USA Meetings & Conventions magazine as being one of the 10 most sought-after speakers on the professional speaking circuit. He is in great demand as a motivational and high-content speaker and is the past president of the Professional Speakers’ Association of Europe.

He has been a guest on many radio talkback shows in the UK, speaking on goal setting, motivation and positive mental attitude. In 2002 his interview on Bloomberg TV about motivation for footballers in the World Cup was shown five times in 86 countries.

Frank started his motivational speaking, training and development company in 1997 and is currently working with many blue-chip companies. He brings a combination of high content and motivation to his talks, which he customises for each client. He has spoken in 48 countries and currently spends 70 per cent of his time abroad. He has clients from Russia to Hong Kong, Dubai to Malaysia, including the British Olympic team.
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Introduction

When it comes to business some people have a Midas touch. It’s not just that they are wealth creators – although that’s laudable enough – but they leave the golden glow of outstanding all-round achievement on everything they handle. For them business is pleasure and they generously spread their own feel-good factor among the rest of us. These people are tigers, named after the sleek, efficient and awesome operators of the jungle. They aren’t plentiful in number, but they stand out from the crowd.

Not everyone in the hard-edged world of business is the same, however. The commercial landscape is littered with the wreckage of failed companies, their directors left scratching heads, wondering what went wrong. In addition, there are wannabes who aspire to the big time but flounder in a rut.

Like them, I’ve been intrigued by how and why events have unfolded so that some people are exalted while others are merely mundane. More specifically, I wanted to know about the qualities that tigers possess that are missing in the rest of the population.

After years of observing tigers at work I decided to carry out research to help define just what it takes to be a business tiger. During a speaking tour of ten countries around the world, I asked sales consultants to write down ten points that underpinned their success. I used my ever-expanding international database to field the same query to hundreds of other top-flight performers. Then I separated the responses into two piles, those from ‘average Joes’ and those from tigers.

From my findings I compiled this book, which encapsulates everything I’ve learned about tigers, flagging up just what elevates them above the norm. It’s not just about business acumen – although that can be essential. The league table of necessary qualities thrown up by my research was topped by persistence, an attribute that can be honed in anyone. Persistence tended to go hand in hand with the desire to succeed, and it’s hotly followed by the redoubtable duo of honesty and integrity. Belief and focus were two words that cropped up on numerous occasions, as did attitude and confidence. Perhaps knowledge and sales technique are obvious pointers to success, but personal discipline and organisation are less so. Other qualities that tigers exhibit in abundance are enthusiasm, listening skills, hard work and friendliness.

The result isn’t rocket science, but it may be the formula that will help you mimic vital characteristics that will kick-start your career. It is designed to help you switch into a higher gear so you can quickly reach an enviable cruising speed. You get out of life only what you put in and no office behaviour bible is going to change that. But this will help you target your efforts to achieve the best results. See the graph opposite with the results of the research.
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Chapter 1

My Story

Loud and frantic hammering on the front door woke me from a peaceful, dreamless sleep. It was 4 a.m. but instantly I could tell there was mayhem outside with sirens wailing and dogs howling. I peeped around the bedroom door to see a neighbour talking urgently with my father.

The ground had opened up and swallowed a neighbouring property, he said. Our family home was now teetering on the edge of a giant crater. ‘Quick, you’ve got to get out!’ he cried.

The groaning and shrieking from the structure of our home rang in our ears. The sight of wall cracks spreading like blackened lightning bolts in response to ominous earth tremors made us move fast. I grabbed my most treasured possession, a comic collection, and, dressed only in pyjamas, I headed for the car. Even as we drove away it seemed the fractured road might collapse beneath the car wheels. It was a few days after my ninth birthday – and my life had changed for ever.

My father had been an electrician in the gold mine at Blyvooruitzicht, a small gold-mining village two hours away from Johannesburg in South Africa. Every day he entered a wire cage and descended several miles through the Earth’s crust to work in hot, cramped shafts. He laboured alongside men from all over Africa and spoke Fanigalo, the common language miners learn, whatever their background, to ensure safety and communication underground. Meanwhile, my mother stayed at home, taught piano and stitched clothes for my three sisters and I.

On Saturdays everyone in the village went down to the club to watch the local soccer and rugby teams in action and afterwards the men got involved in some serious drinking while the rest of the family watched a movie in the clubhouse. It was a remarkably close-knit community where there was little or no concern for the future. With housing provided by the company, miners tended to splash their cash on entertainment, furniture and holidays. Each week they saved some money towards the big Christmas celebration, which included a show, food, games and presents. Every year, as we stood in awe around the giant decorated Christmas tree, I remember people commenting on how beautifully my sisters were dressed.

For a young boy like me village life was a joy. I had freedom to roam and friends aplenty. We lived a contented but simple life.

But the village was built on dolomite, which soaked up rainwater like a sponge. We grew used to the idea of houses dropping a few inches into the ground after some low-grade subsidence. Sink holes were something else, though.

The home that had plunged some 50 metres (160 feet) into the ground belonged to Johannes and Hester Oosthuizen and their three children. Rescuers thought they could still see the roof of the house in the crater. In fact, that belonged to another building that tumbled in after it. The Oosthuizens would have died immediately, we were told later. Attempts to retrieve the bodies were abandoned because the area was unsafe.

That chaotic and highly charged night was the last we ever saw of our house, our possessions and our friends, as the village was quickly cordoned off and remained that way, so it became like a ghost town. Miners were used to danger on a daily basis, but, with their families now at risk, plenty like my father decided to leave the area for good. The garage belonging to my best friend’s family disappeared into the earth. Although my best friend was safe, I never saw him again after that night.

We drove for two hours to my grandparents’ place. Of course, my parents were now penniless with no possessions. We lived there for some time until my parents could afford a small deposit on a house. It proved a challenging task. My father tried to get work at the local mines, where my grandfather was a cage operator, but there were no vacancies. Hard-pressed for money, he took a job working as a sales representative for an electrical-goods company. Although he had never sold anything before and had a lot to learn, he persevered. My mother continued to teach children the piano and at the same time worked as a bookkeeper.

If our family were poor either before or after the sinkhole disaster, I certainly didn’t feel I missed out. I have great memories of my childhood, especially our family holidays. We packed up and headed for Margate, named from the resort in Kent, England, but our destination had acres of sand and an azure sea, and was drenched in hours of sunshine. Every morning fishermen used to gather up the sharks that had become caught up in the nets that protected the beaches. Occasionally you did hear about a shark attack, but I never gave a thought to the risks and plunged into the rolling waves at every opportunity.

One year that I remember vividly was when we were so hard up we slept in our car. In the mornings we would go to the public bathrooms, brush our teeth and shower and then spend the day on the beach and sleep in the car again that night until my folks found a couple of rooms for the rest of the holiday. It was really exciting to live like this for us as children. Another holiday at the seaside that sticks in my mind was when we slept in the back of a furniture shop owned by my dad’s friend, who allowed us to stay there for nothing. So, even when times were tough, we never missed our annual holiday.

And I always had a school uniform, even though it was bought at the second-hand school shop and the sleeves were sometimes a bit short.

My mom – always bright and creative – went on to become an accountant for a number of companies while at the same time bringing in extra income by making soaps, candles and porcelain dolls. Meanwhile, my dad had gone on to become a top sales representative. Still they were casting around for a better way of life.

When they were both 48, my parents decided to launch their own business from home, operating as electrical wholesalers. They borrowed R2,000 (about £500 at the time) from the bank and my uncle lent them an old truck to get started.

On the first morning in business my father drove to the local gold mine to meet with the buyers and engineers. But, when he arrived, there was panic and chaos, because a vital part in the machinery had broken down. It brought production to a standstill and was costing the mine millions.

Everyone was too busy to speak to my father, but he gathered what the problem was, and that it would take several days for the new part to arrive. My dad’s experience back in Blyvooruitzicht enabled him to summon up an alternative supplier. Quickly, he jumped in the truck and headed there. He was in luck. The supplier had the part that was needed. The only problem was, my dad had no cash. Thinking on his feet, he asked if he could have credit and fortunately the supplier took pity on him and agreed.

Back he dashed to the mine and saved the day. My dad became a hero and the future of his business was assured. His experience in mines allowed him to speak to almost anyone within the industry, helping them to solve problems and, at the same time, supplying electrical goods. This, combined with my mum’s business brain and accounting skills, allowed their business to flourish and eventually move to large premises with staff. It became a well-established and highly respected enterprise. We finally had to force my father to sell the business when he was 73 years old, due to his health problems. My parents loved that business and ran it with passion and enthusiasm, treating their clients like gold. To me they are, and will always be, my most admired example of ‘tigers’.

* * *

If the sinkhole at Blyvooruitzicht did one thing for me, it ensured I would not spend years in the mines as my father had done. Let me tell you a little bit about my background and how I became involved with some of the tigers in our industry.

When I was at school, I was average at academic work and sport and I was very much below average when it came to girls. No matter how hard I studied or how much work or effort I put in, I found that I only achieved standard marks. When it came to sport, I was the first one at every practice, grafted more than every other player on the pitch but always found myself picked to play in the second team. I wanted to hang around with the guys playing in the first team because they always seemed to attract the girls, but they didn’t want to know me. I was too average to be part of their circle (I looked like a nerd, but without the brains).

After I left school I studied accountancy in the evenings and at weekends while working for an accounting firm by day, but once again found that I was just a mediocre student and I was constantly looking for something more. Soon I resigned and turned a hobby into a job by becoming a professional drummer. For the next six years I had the most wonderful time, travelling all over South Africa, Botswana, Gaberone, Maseru and Swaziland, and working alongside some of the top musicians and entertainers in that part of the world. I put in the practice and effort that was needed, drumming for two hours by myself every day, and soon became one of the most sought-after drummers in South Africa.

At the age of 26, I met Candice, who is now my wife, and decided that I needed a real job, but didn’t know where to start. I had the germ of an idea in mind, because one of the most successful people I’d ever met was the man who had sold me two endowment policies and a retirement plan. He was Lincoln Myburgh, who was about 35 years old and drove a convert ible Mercedes. Once, he invited me to his house to deliver some documents and when I got there I was amazed. Sited in about two acres of ground by a lake, the place seemed fit for a prince. Inside, he had a huge bar with a full-size snooker table, a swimming pool and, to my joy, a full-size squash court. Outside, he had his own yacht, catamaran and windsurfer. To me, he was truly an achiever. He was one of the first tigers I had encountered and I wanted to be just like him.

Back then he was manager of the local insurance agency and I asked if I could try out for the job of sales consultant. I had a haircut to get rid of the long locks I had grown as a musician, bought a suit and went for the interview. I was impressed with the branch. When I walked down the corridors, people were speaking about getting their Porsche serviced or going on holiday to Hawaii, and I knew that this was what I wanted to do. I wanted to be among the executives; I no longer wanted to be average.

As part of the interview I was given an aptitude test. The next day I received a phone call that shattered my dreams, I was told that the aptitude test showed that I would be no good for the life-insurance industry and that I should try another profession.

Well, I didn’t want to go back to accountancy, so I begged the manager for a second chance. This time his boss, the regional manager, was there and for three and a half hours they grilled me. They phoned me a couple of days later and told me that the company employed only people with a proven success pattern. I had no past success pattern, as at the age of 26 my only possessions were a set of drums and an old van. In their eyes, I was below average and did not fit the mould of successful go-getter. Despite the rejection, I felt I could detect a chink of opportunity, so I didn’t give up. I pestered senior staff and eventually, more out of desperation than anything else, they hired me.

I realised that, if I wanted to be a tiger, I had to mimic the style of the top salespeople. So I picked the elite producers in the branch, accompanied them on appointments, observed how they worked and how they lived and then tried to copy them, modelling my behaviour on theirs. To me it seemed an obvious course of action and I quickly achieved the desired results. In my first full year of selling I joined the top achievers at the branch.

Over the next thirteen years, I chiselled out a successful career in sales. Still, my ambitions had not been fulfilled and the desire to travel overseas loomed large.

In 1993, my family and I decided to move to London. I had three interviews lined up, the first of which was with a large, well-known organisation. When I met the chief executive he was puffing away on his cigar. I don’t know whether that was
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