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This book is dedicated to:


• the staff at Merlyn Rees Community High School, Leeds, who are doing an incredible job in a school with such challenging circumstances;


• the children at that school who have so much ability and so many dreams;


• and to all those in the business world who are prepared to become, for some child somewhere … a dream-catcher.
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I have been speaking on the principles behind The Heart of Success for over twenty years in seminars across the world. During those times I have introduced countless people about to embark upon a business career, as well as the companies that employed them, to Professor Murray’s seven laws of business and life. This book allows me to give my perspective on each of those laws. But before we begin I want you to meet the professor himself and the young MBA student whose life was changed forever by a chance meeting in a musty library. For this you must come back with me over a quarter of a century …
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MONDAY 8 OCTOBER, 9.45 P.M.


The Professor and the MBA


Some said that Professor Tom Murray had been around the business school almost as long as the foundations. Certainly not a living soul could recall a time when he wasn’t there and nobody really knew how old he was – except that he was very old. He had always worn his hair long, a fact that had robbed some of his 1960s classes of a sense of rebellion, and he still had every strand of it; but now it was snow-white and gave him the look of an Old Testament prophet.


He was an unusual professor. First, he had never written a book. Every publisher in the country had beaten a path to Tom’s door but he would always give the same answer, ‘I love to teach. If I was writing, I wouldn’t be teaching and I’d miss it.’ But Tom Murray had never been just an academic. Right behind the publishers had been the CEOs of many of the Fortune 500 companies all wanting ‘a little help with a small problem we have’. To these, Tom always said yes. He loved to get involved with companies and, more importantly, with the people who worked in them. And so he had stories: stories that would take a dry business theory, shake the dust from it, and make it live; stories of companies that were ‘unsinkable’ but had gone down faster than the fated liner; and stories of ‘no hope’ ideas that had not just broken into markets, but created them.


And Professor Murray was loved by his students. They loved his teaching and they loved his stories. But more than his teaching, and even more than his stories, his students loved him. It sounds improbable, even a little too emotional, but it was true. He still got letters from men and women who had sat in his freshman class and were now heading huge corporations. Very often they just told him about their lives – their kids, their marriages or the break-up of them, their hopes and their fears. He had been a surrogate father to more of his students than he cared to remember.


Tom was unusual for just one more reason. His best friend for over fifty years had been Clarke Lewis, the college janitor. Clarke was even older than Tom, but they had played bridge together once a week for as long as they could remember and almost every evening since Tom had retired ten years ago. Except on a Monday. On a Monday Clarke went to visit his daughter and her family fifteen miles away and on that evening Tom locked up the library for him. Of course it was kind of the professor to help his friend out, but in truth he enjoyed doing it: it gave him an excuse to walk the aisles again; to handle the books; to savour the musty scent of the old building.


He had loved the library from the day he first walked through its huge wooden doors. It stood atop the hill overlooking the university campus. Its Victorian architecture looked down in more ways than one on the trendy glass buildings that made up the remainder of academia in the great city. No fluorescent lighting in this shrine of business studies: glistening chandeliers hung from the high ornate ceilings. They cast uneven light, not really suited to reading the small print but, in a building that held tomes on efficiency, this gesture to the greatness of another age seemed to exist without criticism.


Not only did books line the walls but also the floors, the alcoves and the walnut desks that students leant on, dozed on and, on one occasion, drew on. The dean of studies never did discover the identity of the tormented soul who had carved, ‘The living are the dead on holiday’, and it seemed sufficiently philosophical to have escaped the French-polisher’s hand.


And what books they were! Books that stretched back over 300 years of economics and management theory. Books that had topped bestseller lists and then fallen from grace; books that in their time had been provocative and were now boringly acceptable; books that promised success; and books that carefully catalogued failure.


Every evening at 9.45 exactly, the janitor sounded the bell that shattered the hallowed silence of the main library to warn the readers, wake the sleepers and announce the pending closure of the building at 10 p.m. sharp. But as the professor shuffled along the aisles on the night of Monday 8 October he knew there was hardly any need to sound the bell: row upon row of empty desks stretched in front of him; the great hall was deserted.


But Clarke had given him strict instructions on the way things were always done, and so Tom dutifully lifted the bronze gavel and struck the huge gong. Even sound, it seemed, moved around the great hall with respect and slowness. The deep notes of the bell resonated through the library. They crawled past Adam Smith’s Wealth of Nations, slithered into the recesses where dwelt Any Colour Just So Long as It’s Black: A Short History of the Ford Motor Company and skirmished along the aisles of the more modern offerings. Past book upon book, theory upon theory, team building and individualism, quality circles and bottom lines, booms and busts, recessions and revivals, depressions and deliverance, bears and bulls, IQ, EQ and dole queue.


And then Tom saw it: a shadow moving at the far end, just past ‘Industrial Periodicals’ and the Harvard Business Review shelves. He blinked twice; his eyes weren’t as good as they had been. Whether he was shocked, scared or just annoyed he couldn’t tell, but whatever emotion he felt caused him to do something that in all his years of walking the aisles of the great hall he had never done before: Tom raised his voice. ‘Is anybody there?’


The young man who stepped out of the aisle and into the pale light looked more scared than Tom. He made his way towards the professor.


‘Don’t you have a home to go to, son?’


‘I’m sorry, sir. I got kind of engrossed. I’ll leave straight away.’


‘No, you’re fine – the library has another fifteen minutes’


‘No – I guess I’m finished.’


‘Can I help you in any way?’


If the young man had any idea to whom he was speaking he would have left straight away, but the old janitor seemed harmless and he was anxious to talk.


‘Sir, tomorrow I begin my MBA. My father died last year. He was a CEO and his great ambition was for me to study here and carve a career in business that would make him proud. My dad was successful in almost everything he did. He built a company from nothing into a multimillion-pound operation; he broke into markets that others thought impossible. The Harvard Business Review called him, “A success story without parallel”.’


‘Well, son, I’m sure if he could see you now he would be proud. Try to follow his example.’ Tom turned to leave but the young man caught his arm.


‘I said my father was successful in almost everything he did. It’s that “almost” that has brought me to the library today. I didn’t see much of him when I was a boy. When other parents watched their kids in football matches my dad could never make it. Once when I had the lead in a school play he turned up just as the curtain was falling. We had a home with twenty rooms and a private jet. I had toys the others kids could only dream of. The only thing I didn’t have was him.


‘My dad had fifteen thousand employees, twelve board members and no real friends. He’d been to a thousand business lunches but in the end there was nobody he felt he could really talk to about himself. When we had a party for his sixtieth birthday, five hundred people came. At his funeral there were fifty. My dad died too young. He just pushed himself too hard. I’m not sure I want the success he had at the price he paid. And I have scoured these titles today for the answer to one simple question: “What does it mean to be successful – can you make it and still have a life?”’


Tom had five children, ten grandchildren, and hundreds of former students he still thought of as family. He had seen the look on this boy’s face a thousand times. This young man was desperate. He motioned for the student to pull up one of the empty chairs.


‘Son, I have a confession for you. I’m not the janitor. I’m retired now, but I have taught business studies at this great institution for longer than I care to remember.’


The young student’s eyes were wide and he pulled his chair in closer as Tom went on. ‘More than that, I have followed the careers and business endeavours of the men and women who have written the books on success. I can tell you that some of them made more money out of their books than they ever made out of their companies. But even then the success they seemed to enjoy was a one-dimensional thing. Some of these people didn’t have time to spit, let alone watch a sunset; some of them had more cars than they had friends. This may be hard for you to understand at your age, but I came to believe that my good friend the janitor had a better quality of life than they did.’


The young man spoke: ‘So is success an illusion? Is it impossible to carve a business career and still have a life?’


‘I have seen some do it, son, but very few. Over the years I’ve observed the characteristics of those who have achieved it. I’ve come to believe that these men and women were truly successful.’


‘Is it something I could learn?’


‘I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll give you the most radical piece of advice ever given to a student at this fine seat of learning. For the next couple of months or so, come to the library when it’s closed. I live in the cottage, just up the drive. Come and visit me. I’ll make some coffee for both of us and I’ll share with you what my students used to call “Professor Murray’s Laws of Success”. It’ll be kind of nice to do some teaching again. Class starts tomorrow night at 10 sharp.’


For the first time that night Tom saw a huge smile cross the young man’s face, ‘I’ll be there! By the way, my name’s Jack.’


Tom let his new student out of the library and watched as he made his way down the road, until the dark of the campus almost swallowed him. Suddenly the young man turned and shouted, ‘Hey, Professor, what’s your class called?’


The old man smiled and began to make his way back into the building but then suddenly he stopped and turned. And then he began to chuckle. He squinted hard but the student was long since gone from his sight. That didn’t stop him yelling down the hill and into the darkness: ‘Jack – we’ll call it: “Making It in Business Without Losing in life!”’


As Jack went back to his flat that night he had no idea that the time he was to spend in Tom Murray’s class would change his life. And as we go through the book together I want you, too, to experience the heart of those seven memorable meetings. But there is no tape recording, no video, no written record of the detail of what those two discussed in those autumn evenings all those years ago. However, we do have the professor’s seven laws and after each class I will bring you back to the present and interpret them as I believe they affect businesses and individuals today.


Tom Murray is long since dead, and Jack himself is nearing fifty years old, but you may agree with me that the laws are as relevant now as they were then …
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TUESDAY 9 OCTOBER, 10.00 P.M.


Tom opened the door as soon as Jack knocked, and beckoned him in. The room reminded the young man of some bygone age. A small coal fire burned in a grate that was flanked by two old leather armchairs. The seats in both were sunk so low they almost touched the floor. And all around the walls were photographs – of children, and dogs, and one of a young man with his bride on their wedding day. Tom took his new student around each of them, explaining why they were precious to him, and then, lighting a pipe, motioned to one of the armchairs.


‘Well, Jack, class begins! Like all the best professors I’m going to give you the final examination question on the first day and spend the rest of the time teaching you how to answer it! Here it is: “What is the heart of real success – how can I find it in my business and my life?”


And the first lesson’s the hardest …’





LAW NUMBER ONE
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DON’T SETTLE
FOR BEING
MONEY RICH – 
TIME POOR
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DON’T SETTLE FOR BEING
MONEY RICH – TIME POOR
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It was a hot – no, sweltering – afternoon in California when I saw it. For the sixtieth time that hour, the early-evening traffic had lurched to a standstill on the freeway coming out of Los Angeles. As I sat there I glanced around at my fellow travellers. In the lane to my left the driver was slumped over the steering wheel in either death or sheer desperation; the business-suited woman in the car in front was alternating between yelling into her mobile and at her kids who were perfecting an art practised by generations of children in the back seats of motor cars – driving their mother crazy; and the man in the Porsche to my right was … well, agitated. He risked losing precious freezing air by lowering his window so that he could lean out and shout at the motorists in front. When he had done this for a while he, too, got on his mobile phone and yelled down that as well. The Porsche and my hire car duetted down the freeway alongside each other for at least five miles and I became fascinated with him. I noticed that he was getting redder and redder and, although I am sure that the climate control on a Porsche Boxster is second to none, this man was perspiring heavily.


So caught up was I in this little pantomime that when the car in front moved forward a couple of yards I was a little slow on the accelerator. Porsche man saw a chance to get into what appeared to be (falsely as it turned out) a faster moving queue and jammed his foot down hard. The small, rocket-like car lurched forward and into the space. And that’s when I saw it – on his back bumper – Porsche man’s motto: ‘He who dies with most toys wins.’


I have often thought of him since. I confess that once or twice I have wondered whether he’s still alive, and, if not, what was the prize he won. But most of all I have thought of him because he seems to symbolise what I have come to believe are the new poor. These people have a very high standard of living, but an appalling quality of life. They have every time-saving gadget and yet complain bitterly that ‘there aren’t enough hours in the day’. They have the very latest in communication technology – you can reach them anywhere, anytime – but they find communicating with those they love almost impossible. They have a second home but they have precious few hours in their first one. They have everything and they have nothing.


I understand that man in the car with his bumper sticker. I sometimes feel I know him. He has left for the office long before his children are awake, and he can’t remember the last time he read them a bedtime story. It’s not that he wouldn’t like to make some of his daughter’s ballet performances – it’s just that with all the goodwill in the world it seems impossible. And of course he would like just to relax on holiday as his wife begs him to, but ‘just one phone call to the office’ seems irresistible. He has little time for friends. He’s got health cover, he’s a member of a fitness club, and his company runs in-house stress-awareness courses, but he’s screwed up, he doesn’t sleep well, and he’s heading for his second heart attack. And of all the issues this character has failed to grasp, none is more damaging than that of ‘time poverty’ – cash rich, time poor.


The ‘time pauper’ seems to fit pretty well a definition given by a former chair of the US Chamber of Commerce: ‘A well-adjusted executive is one whose intake of pep pills overbalances his consumption of tranquillisers just enough to leave him sufficient energy for the weekly visit to his psychiatrist.’ The strange thing about this man is that although he may have qualifications galore, he lives as though he has somehow missed the plot. This is not just my view; a leading headhunter said, ‘These days a typical CEO candidate might be forty-eight with a mental age of barely twenty-two and inevitably they will be two sticks short of a bundle. Such are the crazy demands and the need for total support at home and at work.’


Time poverty is hard to spot because often every other part of the life in question seems to be going so very well. This person has a high standard of living, and those they love have every material need provided. The kids get expensive presents at birthdays and Christmas, and attend the best schools. What makes time poverty even harder to spot is that there is often a high level of provision for recreation or leisure activities. The family may go on several holidays a year, there may be a second home in the country, and a family membership of a health and fitness club.
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