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			Foreword

			Autobiographies often flaunt, exaggerate, rationalize, and end up on bookstore bargain tables. But not this one! Zig Ziglar invites you to travel a road filled with colorful characters, humorous stories, and hope.

			Zig is a man with a story. More important, he is a man with a message for you. His faith-based, high-performance system has created a new way of thinking for men and women worldwide. The principles he shares are distinct and grounded in enthusiastic discipline.

			The measure of a public man is taken in the private moments. Gimmickry and hype rarely survive the heat of real life. As someone Zig calls mentor and friend, I know the man who inspires thousands. I also know the man who grieves, yet “not like those without hope.” Zig’s gift is not optimism but the clear understanding of the power of gratitude. His methods work because they are born of profound appreciation and awe. In his life he demonstrates that the light of gratitude dispels the darkness of discouragement.

			His life’s foundation is commitment: to God, to family and friends, and to all those his life touches. You hear him say, “If you help enough people get what they want, you will get what you want.” Those closest to him know that he walks the talk. In reading his story you will be encouraged to take the next step in your plan and keep on stepping until you’ve reached the goal. The benefit of reading the life stories of our heroes is to understand and apply, take a thought and make it an action—then you will truly have understood Zig’s story.

			Fred Smith
Businessman, Author, Lecturer,
Consultant, and Mentor to many

		

	
		
			Introduction

			When I was born, the doctor handed me to my mother and said, “Mrs. Ziglar, you have a perfectly fine, healthy baby boy.” Nine days later he picked me up and sadly shook his head, indicating that I was dead. Yes, I died when I was nine days old. However, my family has told me that my grandmother walked to me, picked me up, held me in her hands, and started talking to me. Of course, we all know that she was not really talking to me . . . and in a matter of seconds breath came back into my body; at age seventy-five it’s obvious I lived.

			My friends, it’s been like that ever since.

			If my life has had a theme, I suppose it has been a typical American theme in that, for most of it, I have been looking for happiness and success. Like the Horatio Alger stories that were popular in the nineteenth century, mine has been a tale of rags to riches. As I write this the story isn’t over yet. I honestly feel more excited about the future today than I did even ten years ago. There is no way I can know what’s actually in store for me, but I have set my goals and fully expect to reach them. I’ve made it through the first three-quarters of a century of living in a fashion I am pleased with, and I feel confident that the lessons I’ve learned so far have equipped me for whatever my future holds.

			I was born in the rural South in very modest circumstances, number ten in a family of twelve children. My papa died when I was five years old, leaving my mama to raise us alone. All of her best efforts could not protect us from the general pain and suffering loose in the land during the Depression years, nor could it shield her children from the petty injustices and hurts normal to childhood. By the standards of the small town, Yazoo City, Mississippi, in which we lived, our family was “poor.” Somehow, with every one of us pulling together and working hard, we always had enough to eat. Yes, we children did wear hand-me-down clothes, but our clothes were always neat and clean. My siblings and I didn’t have much time for the idylls of childhood if “idleness” had anything to do with it.

			But my mother, Lila Ziglar, was a remarkable woman. The more life rained on her, the stronger she seemed to grow. There is a saying that some people thrive on adversity. Lila Ziglar was one of them. Her self-discipline and moral decency were greater than the challenges she faced. Her faith in God was unswerving, something she felt accounted for every success and good thing that came into her life. She reared her children “right,” according to the old-fashioned sense of the word. The Golden Rule prevailed in her home. Her children respected authority and did what she told them to do. By example she taught us the importance of putting God first in your life so everything else could fall into place, a lesson I knew rationally as a child but not “by heart” until many years later.

			I was the first of her children to graduate from high school, not a small thing to her or the rest of us in those days and circumstances. I suppose all of us children were industrious and more or less ambitious, but without her encouragement and faith we would not have amounted to much. Certainly everything else around us, including the social customs of small town life, denied that we could achieve anything worthwhile.

			In my pursuit of the American Dream I’ve jumped more than my share of fences looking for greener pastures. Initially I pursued a career in sales and, after a lot of hard work, experienced significant professional and financial success. But my blindness to the larger questions and issues in life led to my making serious errors in judgment, which in turn resulted in major setbacks for me and my own growing family. After a good deal of longing and effort, I was able to establish a career as a speaker and author—for me, a dream come true. It is no mean accomplishment for a small boy from a small town with few advantages to have thousands of people come to listen to what he has to say. Throughout my speaking career, I have met and worked with titans of industry, American presidents, and world leaders. I’ve written a number of best-selling books. I’ve started companies that have done well and endured through time. I’ve found joy in my home and family, and special blessings in my wife. In a sense, I reached the summit, the top, inching my way up from very small unspectacular beginnings, initially with two steps forward, one step back.

			Over the years, I’ve been asked many times to expand on stories I’ve told about my life in my books and talks. It truly amazes me that people are interested. I hope that this work will satisfy the people who want to know how life has played out for this “too small, poor boy from Yazoo City, Mississippi.”

			Since this is the story of my life, some of it will be recognizable to those who have read my books or heard me speak, but I have made it my objective to fill in the blanks, tell the good with the bad, and share hard-won knowledge along with God-given blessings.

			I have very few personal memories before the age of five, so the best information I can give you about my family and me from that time period has been gathered over the years from older sisters and brothers, extended family, and friends. My mother shared some of the stories mentioned here with me. I have done my best to verify the truth and accuracy of what is written here, but as everyone knows, family stories have a way of “glorifying themselves” over the years. I apologize for any unintentional inaccuracies that take place within this work. In my heart of hearts, I can honestly tell you that I’ve written the truth, as I know it.

			My story is proof that you can start anywhere and get to where you want to go. I hope you see through my story that life is a great teacher, that failure is only an event, and that regardless of what happens to you along the way, you will eventually come to understand that everything that occurs teaches and prepares you for the next stage of life. Nothing is lost. It is my hope, prayer, and belief that this book will benefit, entertain, surprise, and possibly even delight you. I know you’ll pick up nuggets of the wisdom my mother taught me, and I hope that the people who influenced me for the better will have a similar effect on you.

			If you were to come to our corporate headquarters today, you would notice the pictures of twenty-six men and women prominently displayed on what I call my Wall of Gratitude. I honor each one of them because they had a strong impact on my life, and their influence shaped my beliefs, my values, and my choices over the years. I will talk about all of these mentors and the part they played in my life as we progress through the book. So that you can put faces to the names, let me encourage you to turn to the center of the book and review the pictures of my mentors, as well as pictures of myself and my family from the early years to the present. My favorite pictures are of my wife. Take a look for yourself, and you’ll see how beautiful she is. As you read through the book you’ll notice that I lovingly refer to her as the Redhead, but her given name is Jean. When I’m speaking to her, I call her Sugar Baby.

			If you enjoy reading this book just half as much as I’ve enjoyed living my life—well, then, we’ll both be winners! And, just as I said in my very first book, I really will see you “at the Top!”

		

	
		
			PART ONE
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			The Early Years

			 

			
				Mama Married Papa

				When my mother, Lila Hannifew Wescott, was fifteen years old, she married my father, eighteen-year-old, John Silas “Judge” Ziglar. Their wedding date was December 18, 1902. They lived with Mama’s parents, Ephram and Emily Wescott, for six months before they settled in south Alabama near what is currently the town of New Hope.

				I’m told Mama was different from many young women of her time largely because of the influence of her mother—a successful merchant of sewing materials, sewing machines, and sewing machine parts. In the 1880s few women were independent or enterprising enough to have their own businesses—my grandmother was a true exception. Apparently she instilled her strong-willed personality arising out of her Irish background in Mama, because I never knew Mama to be at a loss over any circumstance.

				It seems my mama’s unusual background perfectly suited her for my entrepreneurial father. Papa farmed, owned a sawmill, operated and managed a shingle mill, and juggled several businesses simultaneously. He was a forebear of the successful work ethic later associated so closely with the 1940s and ’50s in this country. My papa, John Silas Ziglar, was a man of action, who balanced family life well with his work.

				As a family provider, Papa had few peers. He was never wealthy, but his energy and common sense guaranteed that our family never went without. Papa bartered his farmed goods with the people in our community; he drained and sold resin from pine trees; he took the excess syrup from his brother Oscar’s cane mill, made cane juice, and developed a “route” where he put cans of cane juice in mailboxes early in the week and collected his money from the mailboxes later in the week. Papa often rode across the Alabama state line to Florida and bought (or traded for) fish, which he placed in iced barrels and delivered to people who had purchased them in advance. In those days no one had refrigerators and very few had ice boxes, so fresh fish had a special appeal. On more than one occasion Mama had to remind Papa to “stop at our house first,” since his fresh Florida fish were in such demand.

			

			
				The Judge

				Papa earned his nickname, the Judge, for his ability to quickly differentiate right from wrong. In addition, he was not shy about sharing his opinion. He was umpire for the community weekend baseball games, and when the Judge spoke, there was no rebuttal.

				As the story goes, on one occasion the home team traveled several miles for a game that erupted into a loud and prolonged argument over a disputed call by the local umpire. Both teams mounted horses or wagons or set out on foot to travel the distance between the field and our home. You can well imagine my mother’s surprise when she answered the front door to find forty to fifty disgruntled baseball players and spectators demanding to see the Judge.

				The competitors explained the situation. My father rendered his decision, and everyone left satisfied. Debating or questioning the Judge’s decision never occurred to anyone. He was a thoughtful man possessed of great confidence. Everyone respected his intelligence, fairness, and judgment.

			

			
				The Love of a Father

				Our family was full of affection as Mama and Papa were both “huggers.” When anyone visited our home, they were engulfed in hugs and surrounded by laughter and love. While Mama was known for the gravity of the few words she spoke, Papa was noted for being quite the talker. His quick wit and fun-loving ways created a joyful atmosphere.

				I’m told that we used to pile on top of him when he’d arrive home from a “fishing expedition,” demanding stories of his most recent adventures in Florida. The stories were always funny yet demonstrated the time-honored “southern traditions” of honesty, character, integrity, faith, loyalty, and love. Papa never missed an opportunity to teach his children the basics of moral living.

				One of our family rituals was to ask Papa what day it was when he’d arrive home especially late. He’d always respond with, “Thursday, what’s left of it,” or “Wednesday, but not for long!,” and all the children would smile and sometimes giggle with delight. On the rare occasions when Papa was going to be home for an entire day, he’d get up early, and when we asked him why he was getting up so early on his “day off,” he would say, “If I’m not gonna do anything, I’m sure gonna get started early!”

				I never wondered if my father loved me or my brothers and sisters. When any of us would ask to spend the night with a friend, he’d always say, “Invite them here! When I get home, I need my children to be here with me.” His message was clear—not only did he cherish and love his children—he wanted them around him.

			

			
				The Love of a Heavenly Father

				In our home, the weekend activities revolved around the church. When the doors of the church opened, my mama and her children were there. Whenever possible, Papa was there, too, but his work and travel schedule often interfered.

				One of the few (if not the only) disagreements that Mama and Papa ever had was about Sundays. It seems Papa umpired baseball games between Sunday morning and Sunday evening church services—an activity that Mama strongly felt was a distraction from God’s day. The two of them often discussed the pros and cons of Papa continuing to umpire on Sunday, but God had the final word in the matter!

				One Sunday afternoon, Papa called off a game in the late innings because the weather had become intolerable. As the players were leaving the field, lightning struck a tree near the center-field area, knocking three men to the ground. No one was injured, but Papa got the message. He went home and admitted to Mama that she was exactly right and there would be no more Sunday umpiring. Papa was willing to listen to a Higher Authority!

			

			
				Brothers and Sisters

				On May 4, 1906, my oldest sister, Amanda Lera Ziglar was born. The local doctor delivered her and all the children who followed, which was a significant fact because most children of that time came into the world with the aid of a midwife. My father wanted the best he could provide for Mama and his children, so he made sure there was enough fish, resin, cane juice, crops, or dollars to compensate the doctor fairly.

				Two years later, on May 29, 1908, Lola Ziglar was born. On August 27, 1910, twin brothers, Willie Hubert and James Huie Ziglar arrived. Silas Houston Ziglar joined them on May 16, 1913.

				On September 9, 1915, Emily Turah brought the count to three boys and three girls. Three years later, on March 15, 1918, Huel G. Ziglar (the G. was taken from Dr. E. G. Bragg, the physician who delivered most of the Ziglar children) put the boys in the lead until July 7, 1920, when Evia Jane Ziglar made the count four boys and four girls. Howard Huglar Ziglar put the boys in the lead for good on October 16, 1922.

			

			
				Number Ten

				On November 6, 1926, I arrived five weeks early—making me my mother’s only premature baby. Dr. Bragg asked my parents if they had ever thought about how God had blessed them, pointing out that I was their tenth “perfect” child. I was named Hilary Hinton Ziglar, and now you know why I go by the name Zig.

				When I was only nine days old, my oldest sister, Lera, gave birth to my mother’s first grandchild, Lucille. Mama was extremely nervous about the whole situation and breathed a huge sigh of relief when she found out baby and mother were both doing well. It was shortly after that—just a matter of a few hours, I’m told—that Mama’s feelings of joy about Lucille turned to stark terror over the fear of losing me. Apparently I had turned blue while Mama held me. She screamed for my sister Turah to get my grandmother. Maw, my papa’s mother, was visiting to help with the children and chores while Mama recovered from having me.

				Papa heard the commotion, and when he saw Mama’s face and my skin tone, he ran the hundred yards across the road to fetch the doctor, who was still at Lera’s house. When they got back to the house, I’m told, Mama was quietly crying, big tears pouring down her cheeks. The doctor, very concerned, picked me up and held my tiny body to his ear in an effort to hear breathing or a heartbeat. After a few silent moments he handed me back to Mama. He didn’t utter a word, but I’m told his slumped shoulders and the look on his face plainly said that I was gone. The doctor looked at my father and slowly began to shake his head from side to side.

				My grandmother understood that everyone thought I was dead, but she walked to my mother’s bedside and said, “Please give me that baby.”

				She lifted me up and gently blew into my discolored face. Then she cradled me close to her body and began walking around the room, patting and rubbing my back. My sister Turah said the whole time you could hear her praying fervently, and even though you couldn’t make out the words, you could tell she was in direct contact with my Maker. Then Turah said Maw stopped, blew in my face, and started the process over again. After what seemed an eternity, Maw stopped her primitive CPR and handed me back to Mama—all pink and breathing normally. It’s said in the family that Maw’s love and God’s grace brought me back to life.

				Since I had been born prematurely I was suffering from cyanosis, a malady that in my case was the result of incomplete lung expansion. The condition is often called “blue baby,” because the baby looks blue due to the lack of oxygen in the blood. I’ve been told the story of my birth, death, and revival many times, and it has never failed to overwhelm me.

				I well remember March 25, 1929, the day my little brother, Horace Judge Ziglar, was born. The winds had become so strong the chimney and fireplace in the room where Mama had Horace blew down. Luckily, they blew away from the house so no one was hurt, but the cold March winds came blowing in through the house and chilled everyone and everything. When I was twelve years old I told Turah how scared I was that day, and that during the worst of the storm, I remembered seeing someone carry Mama across the hall to the other, safer bedroom with a fireplace. Turah told me that that someone was my papa. This is one of the very few memories I have of Papa.

			

			
				The Move to Mississippi

				Shortly after Horace was born, Papa was offered and accepted a job managing a large farm for Mr. Pierce in the Mississippi Delta. His new duties required him to focus on farming, reduce his travel schedule, and manage the families that worked the land. After nearly twenty-eight years of marriage and eleven children, “settling down” seemed like a good thing to do, so in 1930 we made the move that created one of my earliest memories.

				When we moved from Coffee County, Alabama, to the Mississippi Delta farm eight miles outside of Yazoo City, I was four years old. We had a flatbed truck with sides on it, and we loaded our furniture and the family on the truck. The roads were primarily mud and gravel, and it was a two-day trip. We made a sight right out of a WPA photo of those tough years in America. Nearly a dozen dusty children piled on top of everything we owned in the world moving on to what we hoped were greener pastures.

				The first night we found an abandoned farmhouse along the side of the road, and moved in to spend the night and get something to eat. My mother had baked biscuits before we left and had brought some “salt meat,” eggs, and milk. The old home had a fireplace, and we found some logs that had been cut to fit it stacked by the side of the house. Mama had her old iron skillet with her, so she fried the “salt meat” to go with the biscuits and eggs, and we had a fine meal.

				My two older brothers, Hubert and Houston, both hunted during the trip, primarily for rabbits and squirrels, and neither indulged in target practice because every shell was important and represented a financial investment. They did not shoot unless they had an excellent chance of making it count. They referred to squirrels as “limb bacon,” and “limb bacon” was a regular staple in our diet.

				I also recall that the house we lived in when we got to Mississippi was on a lake outside of Yazoo City, although “swamp” would be a more appropriate description. My brother, Houston, set out some trotlines, and the night he hooked two large catfish was a happy occasion for us. As a child, I thought they looked huge, and I suspect they did weigh eight or ten pounds each. For our family that represented fried fish for two or three days, and catfish stew on at least one occasion.

				Soon I discovered that lake was good for more than just fishing. Its uses were limited only by the extent of a small boy’s active imagination. Shortly after we moved to the farm we went to one of the local churches on a Sunday evening. Since we’ve always been Baptist, I assume it was a Baptist church. At any rate, there were several baptisms that night. As best I can remember, the preacher was pretty loud, and as he baptized each person he said, “I now baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost!”

				As a four-year-old, I was mighty impressed by this scene, and it gave me some ideas of my own. Since we lived out in the country, there were always a number of cats around the barns and grounds to control the mouse and rat populations. There were unsuspecting small kittens on the scene at this particular time, and some of them were handy. I proceeded, along with one of my buddies whose name has long ago been forgotten, to baptize those kittens in the same way we had seen the people baptized at church: “I now baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost,” and bang! we would just throw them into the lake.

				We had done this four or five times when my older sister Turah caught wind of what we were doing and put a stop to it pronto! I have forgotten exactly what happened after that, but I do know that was the one and only time cat baptisms were held at our place. Given our early age, it never occurred to us that we were abusing those kittens. But it is an instance that demonstrates something that I believe to this day. Kids will do what they see their parents and other adults doing. They are natural mimics. Obviously, as a four-year-old, I was in no position to baptize adults, so the kittens fell victim to my childhood shenanigans.

				As an aside, one of the things I also remember is that with the exception of Sunday-morning services, much of the church activity took place at night; farmers, particularly in those difficult times, often worked from sunup to sundown. In those days, parents traditionally brought quilts to church services and placed them on the floor, most of the time next to the pews in which they were seated, or in the aisles of the church, or between the pulpit and the first row of pews. As the little ones went to sleep in their parents’ arms, Mom or Dad would place them on the quilts on the floor with a pillow, where they would sleep for the rest of the church service. Those worship experiences built a certain unity, sense of community, and interdependence among the families in attendance.

			

			
				An Even Dozen

				When Winnie Beth Ziglar was born on that farm, September 25, 1931, the number of Ziglar children rounded out to an even dozen. Mama had her hands full with all of us, so she was grateful for the help when my eleven-year-old sister Evia Jane all but adopted Winnie Beth. Growing up, I always thought a dozen was an awful lot of children, so I asked my mother one time why she had so many, and she in turn asked me, “Well, son, where do you think I should have stopped?” Since I was the tenth child born, I certainly didn’t think she should have stopped after number nine!

			

			
				Bearing Life’s Burdens

				Winnie Beth was barely a year old when Papa started having headaches and dizzy spells. On several occasions he actually blacked out, losing consciousness for several seconds. Back in those times people thought little of problems like that, but on Monday, October 31, Papa told Mama that something was wrong. He had been working the fields that morning, and the weather was cold and wet, setting up a chill in him that he just couldn’t shake. Mama sent him to bed, covered him with a wool blanket, and surrounded him with bricks that she had heated in the fireplace. She warmed up the “smoothing iron” (normally used for smoothing wrinkles out of clothing) on the potbellied stove and placed it with the bricks, but no amount of heat would break Papa’s chill.

				By nightfall Papa was unable to talk. One of the older children was sent to get the doctor. When the doctor arrived, he summoned an ambulance to take Papa to the hospital in Yazoo City. It was clear the situation was grave. In those days an ambulance was used only under the most dire of circumstances.

				At the small hospital in Yazoo City, on Wednesday, November 2, 1932, at approximately five A.M., with my oldest brother Hubert and Mama at his side, Papa looked into Mama’s eyes and spoke his final words, “I love you, Lila.” A cerebral hemorrhage brought on by a malarial infection claimed my papa’s life. He was only forty-eight years old.

				I have no real personal recollection of his death because of my age at the time, but the results of his death, the aching absence we felt as a family, became one of the chief realities of my childhood.

				I’m told that shortly after Papa died, other family members arrived at the hospital to look after Mama. Several were in the room when our family doctor, W. D. McCaleb, asked to speak with my brother Hubert alone. The look on the doctor’s face told Hubert that this was to be an important private conversation. They stepped into another room, and the doctor’s conversation with my brother went something like this:

				“Hubert, as the oldest male member of the Ziglar family, you and I need to have a talk. Your father was a fine man, and an excellent provider for your family. No one loved your mother more than Judge Ziglar. No one worked harder to provide for his family than Judge Ziglar. And now, Hubert,” he continued, “you are going to have to be the man of the family. I wish planning your father’s funeral was all we needed to discuss, but as important as that is, there is something even more important for us to discuss.

				“Hubert, as you know, Winnie Beth has struggled for the last six months with everything from measles to whooping cough. Last week I found out why she has been so susceptible to these problems. Hubert, Winnie Beth has a disease known as leukemia. Those who get leukemia have problems with their blood that eventually lead to death. Hubert . . . Winnie Beth isn’t going to be with us much longer.”

				I can only imagine what my twenty-two-year-old brother felt, but I suspect he and the doctor held each other and wept at the weight of it all before Hubert returned to our father’s deathbed to comfort our mother. In the wisdom God granted my brother to deal with his new knowledge, Hubert decided that grieving one death at a time was enough for our family. He determined to bear the additional burden alone until after our father’s funeral. Dr. McCaleb had told him that Winnie Beth was already getting the medicine and tonics she needed to be comfortable. There was nothing more medical science could do for her at that time.

			

			
				Papa’s Funeral

				For two days Papa’s body lay at the farmhouse, and on the third day after his death he was buried about ten miles from Yazoo City, near Lake City, Mississippi. The beautiful, white-framed Baptist church, which stands to this day, was filled with mourners for the service. So many people came to pay their respects to Papa—he was admired and loved greatly. Even some of the black families Papa had worked with on the farm came to the funeral. It was 1932, and in that day and time, especially in the South, blacks and whites didn’t mix. The black men and women who came to the funeral wept openly and chose to remain standing as a tribute to the respect my papa had earned in the black community. Their children—our playmates—knew the love of my father and mourned the loss of him with us.

				Two days later Winnie Beth died.

			

			
				Winnie Beth’s Funeral

				We buried Papa November 5; I had my sixth birthday November 6, and Winnie Beth died November 7. As an adult writing this, I can’t imagine the magnitude of what my mother was dealing with. I know what it is to lose a child. My mind can’t couple that indescribable grief with the simultaneous loss of my wife. I can tell you that circumstances don’t create character, they reveal character, and what was revealed in my mother was truly a godly character. The circumstances she faced would have overwhelmed many, but as several of us children have said over the years, “Mama never took anything into her own hands.”

				November 10, 1932, was icy cold. The whole family gathered near the big fireplace in the bedroom when we returned from Winnie Beth’s graveside funeral service. Mama was sitting upright at the head of the bed, and the rest of us were settling in when Turah noticed that twelve-year-old Evia Jane, Winnie Beth’s devoted little caregiver, was not in the room. Turah has told me that her first thought was, Oh, no! Not another tragedy! She searched the house and couldn’t find Evia Jane, so all of us started looking frantically. After more than a few anxious moments, Turah found Winnie Beth’s self-appointed guardian curled up in an exhausted sleep under her bed. Tear streaks stained Evia Jane’s face as Turah bundled her up and carried her into the big, warm bedroom to join the rest of the family.

			

			
				Family Counsel

				It was an exhausting, emotionally draining time, and being together at that sorrowful time in that one room united us into something stronger than any one of us could have been individually. Our unified grief seemed to bind our family even more tightly together. Mama began by stating the obvious. “I’m in charge now, children, and you will listen to me. We all know what we have been through. We all know how difficult this time is. Yet God is with us and will see us through! He has promised to be with us, and now we will call upon His promises.”

				Hubert, the oldest of us, jumped in, saying, “When Mother says to do something, we will do it! I am here to see to it that we all support our mother.”

				Right there in that bedroom the habit of unquestioned trust with which we had invested Papa was passed on to Mama. Mama always knew what was best. And if we tested her, the pencil-thin peach-tree switch she could readily acquire with a few fast steps down the back stairs was a reminder that her burdens required obedience and cooperation from us. Rarely did any of us go against her instructions, and, while being switched was painful and embarrassing, not once did we ever feel that we had been unfairly treated, abused, or severely punished.

				She closed our family meeting that day by saying, “Children, some people will say to you that they are sorry for our ‘loss.’ You are to say, ‘thank you.’ But I want you to understand something very important. Your father and your sister are not lost. When someone is lost, that means we don’t know where he or she is. Your father and sister are with Jesus in heaven right now. Someday we will all be there together.”

				It was comforting for all of us to hear the conviction, love, and faith in Mama’s voice as she instructed us in what was to come. It was obvious that she was counting on God to help her raise the eight children who still lived under her roof.

			

			
				A New Way of Life in Yazoo City

				Just a few days after Winnie Beth’s funeral Dr. Webb Brame and Mrs. Koonce from First Baptist Church of Yazoo City called on our family. Family tradition has it that they gave me the once-over when I opened the door to let them in, and that Mrs. Koonce commented how remarkable it was that even under our circumstances Mama had managed to keep her children in clean clothes and her house spotless.

				Dr. Brame told Mama that they had heard about our losing Papa and Winnie Beth so close together. They felt the Lord wanted them to come visit us and express their sympathies. Mama invited them into the kitchen for a pot of coffee, and much discussion commenced.

				Dr. Brame told Mama that he had heard that her family loved the Lord and that she was a godly woman. He pointed out that the older children would be an enormous help with chores and farmwork, but that with eight children still at home she would require even more help than they could provide.

				Mama sat up a little taller and let him know she was not a charity case. The preacher let her know that they were just following the instructions in the Bible about taking care of widows. Mama backed off a bit with that revelation and told them she’d appreciate anything they felt called to do.

				On hearing that, Mrs. Koonce told Mama that several church members had donated items they thought would be useful to us. Out in the automobile, she said, were several sets of warm clothing—jackets, sweaters, and wool shirts, as well as a box of groceries—mostly staples and basics.

				Dr. Brame added that he had heard Mama was planning to move into town. He had taken the liberty of locating a suitable house for her to rent. It was on a large lot that would be perfect for gardening. An anonymous donor from the church had already paid the first month’s rent of ten dollars. Not only that, church members were going to help with the physical aspects of the move.

				Mama was overwhelmed by what they were trying to do. She always had difficulty accepting help. She admitted to them that she would soon have to give up the “caretaker’s” home on the farm so the new farm manager and his family could move in, but she wasn’t at all sure about moving to the city. According to her way of thinking, city folk had their days and nights mixed up. They stayed up ’til all hours and they drove their big cars fast on the smooth city streets—it would be dangerous for the children.

				Dr. Brame tried to put Mama at ease by promising to help her adjust to city life. He also promised to help my two oldest brothers find jobs. Mama was so touched by the kindnesses they were offering her and her children, she wept. Dr. Webb and Mrs. Koonce shed a few tears of their own with her.

				During Thanksgiving week, with the help of the church members, we moved into the house on Grand Avenue. Just as Dr. Brame had promised, the white, wood-framed city house had over an acre of land for gardening, something that would be very valuable to us in the years to come.

			

			
				The Big City

				The “big city” Mama was so concerned about is a topic in many of the speeches I make before the public. My roots in that small, Mississippi Delta town run deep, and the things I remember from my time there are still as fresh as yesterday. Smells, sounds, sights, even certain phrases bring Yazoo City back to me in a flash.

				When people ask me if I was born in Yazoo City, I jokingly tell them that actually, I was born in L.A.—that is, Lower Alabama. I keep up the kidding by telling them that I know a lot of folks go around the country trying to impress people by claiming to be from Yazoo City, Mississippi, but I really am! I wouldn’t say that Yazoo City is a small place, but our Avon lady also doubles as the church bell. Yes, Yazoo City is an exciting place—about once a month a train comes through town—which might not sound like excitement to you, but when you understand we don’t have tracks there, that changes the picture. Main Street runs through the car wash, and we’ve hung a huge mirror at the end of Main Street to make the town look bigger. We don’t even have a village drunk. We share one with the little community next to us.

				All kidding aside, people often ask me if I offend Yazoo City folks by teasing about our town. I always say no because the residents clearly understand just how significant Yazoo City really is. Many outstanding people got their start there. A former president of the American Bar Association, a former president of the Mississippi Medical Association, a former chairman of the Republican National Committee, a former editor of Harper’s magazine, a former president of the Southern Baptist Convention, a former Secretary of Agriculture, a former vice president of the Southern Baptist Convention, and comedian Jerry Clower are all from Yazoo City. I’m not sure what the other two people did.

				In 1985 I was honored to receive the Mississippian of the Year award from the Mississippi Broadcasters Association. I don’t think they would have given it to me if people were offended at the little funnies I make about Mississippi and Yazoo City. The award was deeply meaningful to me because I am so grateful for my Mississippi heritage. To be candid, it’s just really nice to be recognized by those who watched you grow up and followed your career thereafter.

				I’m often asked how is it that Yazoo City has produced so many outstanding people, and I always respond there are two basic reasons: We’ve had some outstanding preachers there and some outstanding superintendents of education, and when you combine faith and education, you’re going to produce some remarkable people.

				One of the outstanding educators Yazoo City had to offer was my first-grade teacher, Mrs. Dement Warren. When we moved into town after my father’s death, I missed four months of school because of childhood illnesses. I would undoubtedly have failed the first grade had it not been for Mrs. Warren’s extra efforts. Twice each week for those four months she came to our home and spent an hour with me, bringing me up to speed and giving me my assignments. Had she not done that I would have had to repeat the first grade. Had I repeated first grade, I would have been drafted out of high school in World War II and probably would never have seen the inside of a college. As it happened, I was able to graduate with my class, qualify for the Naval V5 Program, and get started in college. Without that training, my entire life would have been dramatically different. The message is clear: You never know when a helping hand will change another person’s entire life.

				Sometimes Mrs. Warren’s hand helped in ways I didn’t particularly like! When Mrs. Warren discovered that I could learn but just wouldn’t, she spanked me. My mother said, “Thank you, Mrs. Warren. Do it again.” Those readers who oppose corporal punishment might react to this with horror, but in my particular case, it was one of those necessities of life. When my mother encouraged Mrs. Warren to “do it again,” she made it crystal clear to me that she approved of discipline if it made me a better student. Mrs. Warren quickly learned that she had the cooperation of my mother. I believe that if parents today would cooperate like this with educators, our students would be much better prepared for life. I’m not advocating abuse or punishment: discipline is what you do for someone; punishment is what you do to someone.

				Just in case this picture is starting to sound a little too quaint and cozy, I should point out here that growing up in the 1930s and ’40s in Yazoo City was in no way similar to Norman Rockwell’s version of American life in those days. Nothing came to us without hard work of the kind young people today probably can’t even imagine. But we did feel reasonably safe. After supper every evening, weather permitting, we played in the streets until dark, darting in and out of our neighbors’ homes and yards as if they were our own. No one locked their doors back then, and we knew who our neighbors were. If a neighbor saw one of us do something wrong, he or she was as likely to reprimand us as our parents were!

				Since Papa had set up the family tradition of his children being home when he got home, we were in the habit of having our friends come to our house rather than stopping our play. Our move to the city didn’t alter that tradition, and our house was soon full of new friends. In 1934, Dr. C. L. Wallace, a dentist, moved his family into a house on Grand Avenue a few blocks from our home. His eight-year-old son, Clinton (“Red”) Wallace, and I became fast friends. Another boy I got along with especially well was Louie Russell Williams. He lived just down the street from me.

				It didn’t take long for Red to grow real fond of my mama as well. She had a knack for making children feel comfortable, almost as if she were just an older friend. Mama wasn’t overtly affectionate, but she was always ready with a hug and a kind word when it was needed. She would listen intently, hanging on every word the child at hand had to say. Her practical application of God’s word gave her advice to children an uncommon depth of wisdom—and young ones came back to her time and again for help.

				Well, one day long after I had learned that cows don’t “give” milk, I was out fighting the cows for every drop of milk I could get when Red wandered up on the porch to spend some time with Mama. It had become a ritual between the two of them that they both seemed to enjoy. This particular day Red had a big question on his mind, and Mama sensed that something was up. She asked Red to churn the butter she’d been working on so that she could snap peas while they talked. When they were settled into their respective chores, Red let his thoughts spill out.

				“Mrs. Ziglar, my momma don’t understand money. I’ve been selling peanuts on Saturdays, and I get up early, go downtown, and sell ’til noon. At noon, when it gets real hot, I go to the movie with the money I’ve earned. Usually by then I got thirty or forty cents, so eleven cents to get in sure don’t seem like much.

				“After the movie, I come out and sell some more. I walk up and down the streets and even go into the stores callin’ out ‘Hot Peanuts for Sale!,’ and business is good. Why Mrs. Ziglar, I make between eighty cents and a dollar every Saturday!”

				Mama asked him what that long story had to do with his momma not understanding money. He went off again: “Momma wants me to quit selling peanuts and go to work at the Jitney Jungle for just sixty-five cents—for all day Saturday!”

				They sat together in silence for a while and then it was Mama’s turn. “Son,” she said, “in Exodus, chapter twenty, verse twelve, the Good Book says to ‘honor your father and mother.’ And in Proverbs, chapter six, verse twenty, it says, ‘My son, keep thy father’s commandment, and forsake not the law of thy mother.’ Now if your mother wants you to go to work at the grocery store, you need to do it for those reasons alone. And you need to do it with a smile and a joyful spirit.”

				Red was a little disappointed. This was not what he had hoped to hear. Mama continued, expanding on the lesson (I may have taken a little literary license here, but if Mama didn’t say it she should have), “Obedience, Red, is one of the things that all of us need to learn, and the earlier we learn it, the better off we will be. So obey your mother because it sets the tone for what will happen later in life. Since you will have been obedient to your mother, it will follow that you consider obedience important as you move into whatever area of life you choose. By working in a structured, organized store you will learn how business operates, how to get along with other people, and how to make friends, not only with young people your own age, but with adults as well. It will be very helpful to you, Red, throughout your life. You

				
			

			
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				
				
				
				
			

		

	
		
			Dedicated to my mother,
Lila Wescott Ziglar.
Kind—gentle—wise
pillar of strength and shining 
example for all who knew her.

		

	
		
			Thank You

			There are so many who meant so much to me in my life that identifying them all would be impossible. However, as always, there are some who played bigger roles than others and that’s particularly true of this effort.

			In apportioning our thanks, we begin with this book’s editor, my daughter, Julie Norman. The countless hours she spent, her love for me, and her knowledge of my life, along with her marvelous insights, made her an invaluable asset in getting this story down and getting it straight. She has a unique talent in connecting the links, and since she is of a different generation and a different gender, she brings balance to our work together.

			Laurie Magers, my faithful executive assistant for the last twenty-five years, as always did yeomanlike work in transcribing my dictation, recalling events and details that had slipped from my memory bank, and working in tandem with Julie. She contributed mightily to the effort this book represents.

			Bruce Barbour, our friend and agent, was more than generous with his time and his thoughtful suggestions. He made the book better balanced and stronger, and he enhanced the message.

			Margaret Langstaff, for stepping in and smoothing out the rough edges. Her ability to tweak the text in just the right places contributed significantly to the quality of this work.

			Of course, I must here recognize the person to whom I refer throughout all of my books and talks, the one who gives my life special meaning and brings joy and delight to me on a daily basis, and who after more than fifty-five years of marriage is still the light of my life (my crush on her is obviously permanent). I’m talking about my wife Jean (the Redhead). Her support and love during the writing of this book, as well as her candid advice, have meant a great deal to me and to the outcome of this project.

			The twenty-six people whose pictures occupy my Wall of Gratitude and to whom I refer throughout the book played huge roles in my life, and I want to recognize them individually: Lila Wescott Ziglar, Jean Abernathy Ziglar, Sister Jessie, Suzan Ziglar Witmeyer, Mrs. Dement Warren, John R. Anderson, Walton Haining, Mrs. Margaret Worley, Mrs. J. W. Parker, Jobie Harris, W. P. (Bill) Cranford, P. C. Merrell, Bob Bales, Dr. Norman Vincent Peale, Dr. Emol Fails, Hal Krause, Harry Lemmons, Frank Grubbs, Bernie Lofchick, Cavett Robert, Dr. and Mrs. W. A. Criswell, Fred Smith, Mary Kay Ash, Mary Crowley, Dr. Kenneth Cooper.

			In addition, I owe a special thanks to the seminar leaders who over the years made it possible for my name to be spread in the marketplace when I spoke at their seminars.

			Then, of course, there are the other members of my family. My son, Tom, who is our president and CEO, and Richard Oates, my son-in-law, who is our chief operating officer, kept things going in our organization during extraordinarily busy times. As I frequently tell people, although I am in on the major decisions, my primary function is to make speeches and write books. My family and staff are critical to my efforts because they free me to do “my thing” while not having to get involved in the day-to-day responsibilities necessary to keep the ship afloat. That’s critical as we work together to fulfill our mission, which is to be the difference makers in the personal, family, and professional lives of enough people to make a positive difference in the world.

			I especially want to recognize my niece, Virginia Everett, for helping me keep the facts straight. She has spent countless hours working on the genealogy of the Ziglar family, and her resources were a tremendous help.

			I am forever indebted to my late sister, Turah Ziglar Allen, the family matriarch, who helped me reconstruct some of my early childhood memories and other incidents that had an impact on my life. She was a “little mother” as much as a big sister to me.

			To the countless other people who have played roles in my life, who were the unseen friends and helping hands that over the years have been difference makers in my life, thank you. Your letters, words of appreciation, and support have all been extremely meaningful.

			My publisher, Doubleday and Waterbrook Press, and their editors have been gracious and very helpful in every way possible. Eric Major led the editing effort and worked diligently with my staff and me to achieve the best possible end result. I am sincerely grateful to all of them.

			This work has been a real labor of love, and vitally dependent on the involvement of both the obvious persons as well as anonymous contributors to my life. Without all of them this book would never have been written or published. I’m truly grateful to all of you. May God bless you.

			Sincerely,
Zig Ziglar
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