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Dedication


This book is dedicated to my children, 

my sons Omar and Nihall and my daughter Anah.
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PREFACE

“Who the heck is Tahar Ali, and why should I read this book?”

You’ll learn more from your failures in life than you will from your successes. This book aims to teach the reader life lessons based on my own experiences, and to help you avoid failure and achieve success.

I hope that after you’ve read my book you will truly believe in yourself. I don’t know what dreams you have or have been working toward, but keep in mind that “it’s possible.”

Most of you already know that chasing your dream is hard; it’s tough changing your life. In the process of working toward your dreams, you’re going to incur many disappointments, failures and a lot of pain.

To those of you who have experienced hardships: don’t give up on your dreams.

The people who run toward their dreams their life will have a special kind of meaning for them.

The people who are living their dream are the ones constantly fighting to become winners and who have attached themselves to people who are living their dreams.

No matter how bad it is, or how bad it gets, say to yourself: "Nobody will steal my dream and I’m going to make it.”

The concepts and insights that I share with you reflect my own experiences and some of the amazing results produced by people whom I have inspired using my principles of success.

Firstly, I came from a poor background, which might be a bit of a cliché nowadays among business people, but one thing has always been rich in my life is my determination to succeed.

Personally, I have lost count of the thousands of rejections I’ve received and the number of times people said NO. Likewise, I’ve lost track of the number of people who said I could count on them but never came through.

I’ve had the lights and heating cut off, my car repossessed, I became homeless twice with no money to feed my children. Had numerous business failures resulting in a nervous breakdown which led to me almost committing suicide but I kept working toward my dream.

Please remember that you’ll learn more from failure than you will from success.

I wasn’t born successful and in a way I am glad that I wasn’t because I couldn’t have learned all the lessons I did in order to write this book.

If you’re looking to move to a higher level of life this is something you can achieve by reading my book. By adopting the principles, I teach the results will become obvious.

I am about to share some personal stories from my life with you, some of which are really sad but I wanted to open my heart to you which few writers ever do. Making changes to your life is never easy. But I will show you how to gain self-confidence. And if I can do it, so can you.

Repeat this mantra every day: “It’s not over until I SUCCEED.”





CHAPTER ONE

My Early Years

I was born in November 1971 in the Scottish town of Glasgow. My father was born in India in 1922 and my mother in Pakistan in 1935.

My father came to Scotland in 1958. He worked as a door-to-door salesman where he met his first wife Rosina. They married a few years later. He worked fourteen to fifteen hours a day just to earn enough to support his wife and two young girls. Times were tough back then, during the sixties era of drugs and rock and roll his wife became bored at home looking after the children.

So much so, that Rosina decided to party almost every night with her friends and visit the nightclubs; she would stroll home drunk at around four am. It wasn’t long before she became an alcoholic. Literally, everything my father was earning as a wage, which was around seven pounds a week at that time was being used to fund Rosina’s drinking habits.

My stepsisters suffered because my father struggled to care for them and find work to keep a roof over their heads. He was too proud to ask for help and kept brushing his problems under the carpet.

Sadly, the drinking took its toll on Rosina’s health and she was diagnosed with late stage liver cancer, which was declared untreatable.

She passed away in 1968 at just forty-six, leaving behind her daughters who my father had to raise on his own. I have no idea how my father worked all the hours he did whilst looking after his children with no help at all as he didn’t have any family to support him.

He managed to keep up those brutal hours for about eighteen months before it took its toll on his health and exhaustion set in. My father lived in an area of Glasgow called Crosshill where there was a large Asian presence and he was well respected in the community. It was suggested that the solution to my father’s situation was to remarry through an arranged marriage, something that is common in Muslim culture today. He was against the idea of getting married again so soon after his wife’s death, but by then his health had deteriorated badly and he was worried that nobody would be around to take care of his daughters.

A few months later, my father agreed to marry my mother who resided in the Pakistani village Sheikhpura. As my father couldn’t travel to Pakistan for the marriage ceremony the Nikah (Marriage) took place over the telephone. I didn’t believe this at first. My initial reaction was surprise. How could anyone get married over the telephone? My mother arrived in this country in 1970.

It was difficult for my mother. She arrived in the United Kingdom to be with her husband who she had never met with just a small bag, wearing broken sandals. She didn’t speak a word of English.

My father travelled to London to meet her and complete the immigration formalities so that my mother could enter the country. This was the first time she had seen my father and vice versa. Sadly, my mother took an instant dislike to him.

They barely spoke on their way back to Scotland other than my father asking her about the trip and basic formalities. The coldness of that initial meeting often made me wonder how my younger sister and I were even born.

My mother had seen photos of my stepsisters before meeting them and they all got along quite well much to my father’s relief. She cared for both girls as though they were her own while my father went to work. Slowly his health started improving. He finally felt that he was getting back on track with his life and the following year I was born.

This is when my mother changed. In our Asian community it is a big deal when you give birth to a son. Even to this day in Pakistan or India people abandon baby girls in orphanages. I pray to God that every child born is healthy and that no matter what its gender, it doesn’t get abandoned.

As you can imagine I was the golden child and my stepsisters no longer mattered. The level of care my stepsisters received lowered significantly. When my parents were expecting their second child, the two-bedroom apartment we lived in became too cramped for everyone to live in.

My stepsisters who were seven and eight at the time didn’t really know any better. They went to school each day and loved listening to Elvis Presley.

In November of 1972 my younger sister Shabana was born. My mother was displeased that it was a girl.

My father was working longer hours because he had six people to provide for in a two-bedroom apartment and life was a real struggle.

My mother was still not pleased that my stepsisters were living at home. Finally she told my father that my stepsisters should be placed into care, a proposition that my father directly refused.

My father was a man who wanted a peaceful life and sadly his relationship with my mother deteriorated so badly that they didn’t even speak to one another.

I remember my childhood from the age of five or six years old; my parents barely communicated. My father slept in the kitchen; my mother, my younger sister and I slept in one bedroom while my stepsisters slept in the other.

I never once questioned my parents about why they didn’t speak during my early childhood. I was too busy playing with my friends to worry about what was going on at home. My stepsisters were good to my younger sister and me. They looked after us as if we were their own despite the way my mother treated them, which said a lot about their characters.

In life, one of the hardest things I’ve learned to do is to forgive. People carry anger around with them for years and blame others for their problems. Anger is just one letter away from danger. Anger is a negative emotion, which can kill your desire for success. Not only that, but anger blocks the conscious part of your brain from thinking positively and clearly.

Things in my home were quite tense. With so many people living under the same roof friction was inevitable, so my stepsisters asked my father if they could go into a care home. Having to part with his daughters at such a young age broke his heart.

My stepsisters would come to visit my sister and me whenever my mother wasn’t home. I remember my father making us all dinner and telling us stories about the daft things I used to do as a baby.

He said I was a stubborn child when I was learning to walk; I kept falling down, but I always kept getting back up no matter how many times I fell. I thought nothing of it until later when I realised that this was an early indication of my determined nature.

Things were difficult for us financially. We would have to buy second-hand clothes, or rely on other people for hand-me-down garments.

My mother started working to earn some extra income; she worked long hours as a machinist in a smoky factory in Glasgow.

My father was always out at work as well; it was difficult to learn anything from my parents as I rarely saw them. When I came home from school I changed out of my school clothes and went to play with my friends. Remembering some of the mischief I got into still makes me cringe; I have the injuries and scars as constant reminders. I was a big risk-taker: I would jump from two-story buildings without hesitating, and climb over fences adorned with large “danger” signs, just for the rush. I fell a few times and once when I was eight years old a steel pipe ripped through my knee. The next day despite being barely able to walk because of the injury, I went straight back to my dangerous behaviour.

I was fearless, an essential quality for successful people. If you constantly worry about the outcome of a decision then you will never succeed. Taking risks was an everyday occurrence for me as a child and still is to this day; even though today they are a little more calculated.

I was growing up too fast, but I was also learning fast; I was a street-smart kid who wasn’t afraid of anything.

Despite the fact that both of my parents worked, we were poor. Whenever I asked my father for something, his response was: “I can’t afford it.” I never asked my mother because I knew she sent all of her wages home to Pakistan to help provide for her own mother. If my mother ever had money left over she would put it into savings.

I remember asking for a tennis racket set because Wimbledon was on TV; I loved tennis and dreamed of winning every tournament. My father refused even though it was only ninety-nine pence. His reply was: when you earn a living you can buy your own things. As it was a passion of mine to play tennis, my determination eventually paid off and he bought me the racket. I could have just accepted NO for an answer and never have asked again!

Even when my father did say no, I did not become despondent at the rejection. I just let my determination and passion for my dream shine through instead.

You will face many rejections and feel like giving up. Make those rejections your friend and you’ll be amazed at what you can achieve.

I was now ten years old, I began to understand that my parents were unhappy in their marriage. Due to the culture I was brought up in divorce was not an option. When I noticed that my mother never cooked for my father, never cared for him or loved him, I became upset. Watching my father make his own meals and eat on his own after fourteen to fifteen hours at work was quite distressing.

I recall a time when my father became quite ill and ended up in hospital. My mother didn’t visit him once and when he came home she didn’t even ask how he was. I was determined that if I were to ever marry, my relationship would not be like that.

It was quite heart breaking. There were so many occasions where I would see my father eating by himself so I would go over and steal some of his dinner just as an excuse to join him so that he wouldn’t feel lonely.

It was quite the wakeup call for me; at ten-years-old, I was finally beginning to realise that there was no love in our home. To this day I can’t recall either of my parents ever telling me that they loved me or that they were proud of me. I just thought it was normal because we lived in an Asian community where showing affection or love in front of others is taboo.

My home life became tougher when my stepsister Shameen, became addicted to glue sniffing.

Although my father was tired of Shameen’s erratic behaviour, he stood by her and supported her without judgment. Even if she were found in the street at four am he would bring her home, put her head in cold water until she came around, and then make her dinner. This was the first time I saw how big-hearted my father actually was. He forgave very easily and never held a grudge.





CHAPTER TWO

Time Away From Home

I needed some time away from home. Luckily I had my first school field trip; I was excited as it was the first time I would be away from home for five days.

On the field trip, I felt independent like a grown man who was finally realising that he was destined to become something.

In the evenings a group of us boys went to areas of the estate that were out of bounds. If our escapades involved anything risky, I was the first to try it. I didn’t care about the consequences, as just having the freedom to do what I wanted meant more to me than getting into trouble would have if I’d have been caught.

I had the most amazing time of my life; I made new friends and some of the girls even developed crushes on me because of my risk-taking nature.

I was on top of the world and couldn’t wait to get back home to tell my parents about it. Sadly for me I would have to tell my story twice as my parents were never in the same room as one another.

However, when I returned home my mother was quite ill. She was struggling to get out of bed. I asked her what was wrong and she told me that she was okay, she just had a bad fever…but there was blood on the sheets. I had never seen anything like this before and I knew it was serious. I told my father who called for the doctor. The doctor said my mother would need to go to hospital straight away because she was bleeding internally. She was rushed into surgery for an operation on her bowel.

She had to have a blood transfusion and was in such a bad way. For the first time in my life I prayed and begged God to make her better. I made a promise to God that I would stop getting into trouble as long as he didn’t take her away from me. I didn’t know whether God was listening but even at such a young age I had faith, a consequence of all the years spent at the mosque after school.

My mother was in hospital for almost three weeks and I went to visit her every day. During this time I kept my promise to God, which was an achievement in itself.

Finally she came home and her friends came to visit her to see how she was. I could tell she was tired; it felt as though she had aged overnight from all the stress of being ill.

My mother was incredibly resilient. She wasn’t a quitter, and was determined to get back to work. Almost four weeks had passed since she was able to work and she was worried about her mother in Pakistan whether she would be coping without her financial support.

Around six weeks later she made a full recovery and returned to work.





CHAPTER THREE

First Job

When I was twelve years old things were getting tough at home financially so I told my father that I wanted to get a job. He told me that I was too young and that no one would give me a job. However, seeing as I never took NO for an answer I went straight out and met one of my father’s friends Munir who had a market stall selling denim clothing. I asked if he could give me a job helping at his stall but he also said that I was too young. Again I refused to take NO for an answer. I persuaded him by offering to work for free; if I was rubbish then he could just fire me. He had nothing to lose.

Munir was amazed at my determination and agreed that I could work on Saturdays and Sundays from eight am to four-thirty pm. I was told not to be late. Something I have learned over the years is to always be on time. I am a stickler for punctuality because I respect others people’s time as well as my own. On my first day working for Munir, I unloaded the stock from the van and carried it to the stall so that it could be set up in time for opening. I worked hard; my arms ached from all the lifting but I had something to prove.

The stall got busy around lunchtime. My job was to act as a deterrent to potential thieves who would try to steal things by distracting the owner. This was not something I was used to as the only experience I had with shoplifters was my stepsister Shameen.

Once the lunchtime rush settled down, I was given £1 ($2) to buy lunch. I thought ‘wow!’ The most I’d ever possessed was fifty pence so already I had doubled my money.

When I went to buy my lunch, I noted what the other market stalls were selling and how busy they were. I wished that I could get my own business one day and make money. However my dreams were perturbed by the fact that I only had £1 to my name. I told myself to stop dreaming so big, get some lunch and get my ass back to work before I was late.

I finished my first day at the stall and loaded the stock back into the van before getting a lift home. Munir asked me if I’d enjoyed my first day and if I was coming back tomorrow. I said yes and that I’d loved it. I got such a high from the hustle and bustle of the market. There was no way I was going to tell Munir that my arms hurt and that I was exhausted. The next day I was on time and ready to work.

During my lunch break that day I went to buy chips. This time I paid more attention to some of the methods people were using to peddle their items. I watched as crowds gathered around certain stalls to see what the buzz was about; I deduced that the popularity of the stall depended mainly on the salesperson’s character. I thought 'wow!', and it seemed that everyone else did also as they started to pull their money out buying these items. It wasn’t the actual product that affected the sale; it was the techniques used by the salesperson. Their selling techniques were such that they had people literally queuing up to pay them, something I had never before.

If you’ve ever had a sales job, you will know that a sales job is often a default because there are no other jobs available.

No matter what it is that you do, whether you are a dentist, a solicitor, or an accountant; you’re a salesperson. After all, you need to be able to sell your service in order to attract customers. It is similar to how you behave on a job interview; you have to market yourself effectively in order to be accepted by your prospective employer.

I knew that if I studied the way the successful salespeople marketed their items, it wouldn’t be long before I could open my own business.

After my third week working for Munir he gave me £10 ($15). I asked, “What was this for?”

He said that it was my salary for the days I’d worked. I was completely shocked; I didn’t know what to say. Even the words “Thank You” took a while to come out of my mouth. £10! It was more money than I’d ever had before and the satisfaction I felt because I’d earned it was sensational.

I couldn’t wait to get home to tell my father, I would never need to ask him for money again because I was earning my own wages. My first instinct was to spend the money on things I’d been wanting for months like toys and games. However, as I knew money was tight at home I gave the ten pounds to my father and asked him to keep it to help with the bills.

He refused to take my money, so I asked him if he would keep it safe to prevent me from spending it.

Weeks went by. I continued working at the market stall and loved every minute. As a risk-taker I was a quick learner. One of the skills I developed from watching the market traders at work was the ability to listen to and understand five different conversations at once. We all have skills, we all learn. After all we are born into this world naked and speechless; our peers teach us everything we know.

Keep in mind, as a child you’re only born with two fears; the fear of loud noises and the fear of falling. Every other fear is learned; something you’ll read about later on in my book.

At this
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