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  Warning:


  This Book May Cause Offence




  I’ve always been regarded as someone who speaks his mind. You probably know that already. Hopefully it’s why you bought this book – because you like my

  straight talking. If someone bought it for you as a present and you’re thinking, ‘Who is this Sugar fellow?’, then I should explain that this book contains opinions that

  may cause offence – especially to certain members of the press, the government and The Only Way Is Essex. Also restaurateurs, advertisers, flying bores, footballers and maybe Piers

  Morgan, although, knowing him, he’ll see it as complimentary.




  I don’t know where this need to speak my mind comes from – my parents weren’t the same way – but basically I cannot stand listening to people talking a load of rubbish. I

  can’t resist butting in and saying, ‘That’s complete and utter nonsense.’




  On the other hand, there are times when maturity has taught me to think, ‘Keep your mouth shut, Alan. Yes, they are talking a load of bollocks, but can you be bothered to correct

  them?’ I find this particularly to be the case when someone says something completely and utterly factually wrong. I kind of switch off; I think to myself, ‘Who cares? Let them get on

  with it.’ The problem is that if I adopt this silence when someone is spouting off wrong information about me or anything I’m involved in, the person spouting it will think that he or

  she is correct and will go on to dine out on it, repeating it several times as a fact cast in concrete.




  It does make me laugh when you hear people with no actual inside information give their personal opinion – say, on a news story or famous person – telling you what’s really

  going on. They come up with their own crazy ideas and theories, and when they get into wacky world, that’s normally when I jump in. I’ve got some friends who insist that Princess Diana

  is still alive; it was all a plot to get her out of the limelight. Depending on how much they’ve had to drink, they might change their story to: ‘Okay, she may not be alive, but she was

  definitely murdered by the Queen and Prince Philip, no question about it.’ And these people are always so intent on their belief.




  These same people, whose names I won’t mention, said, following the announcement of the death of Bin Laden, ‘He’s not dead. It’s all a PR stunt by the Americans.

  He’s still alive,’ and all that kind of stuff. With their imaginations, these people would be very good at writing detective stories and thrillers.




  Speaking my mind has got me into hot water on occasion, and I’ve upset people. My wife and some of my work colleagues are still amazed when I get involved in some controversy or other.

  We’ll be in a conversation and I’ll interrupt, telling someone they’re talking a lot of rubbish. Ann will ask me later, ‘Why do you bother? Why can’t you resist it?

  Why can’t you just shut up and let it go by?’




  I really don’t know the answer to that, other than to say that I don’t care what other people think about me. I only concern myself with my immediate family, friends and work

  colleagues, and what they care about. I’m not particularly interested in portraying a goody-goody image – a Mr Nice Guy who says the right thing at the right time just to get

  people on his side; to get them to admire him; to say they like him. Frankly, I find that pathetic, and I’ve seen so many examples of it over the years. These people actually make me cringe

  when I see them grovelling, trying to put on this nicey-nicey persona. I People have to take me as they find me because, as I’ve often said, what’s on my lung is on my tongue.




  The only thing I would say is that the first time people meet me, they do tend to have a preconceived idea of what I’m like from what they’ve read about me or from having seen me on

  TV. When I was chairman of Tottenham Hotspur, the sports media was negative and full of lies. Similarly, on The Apprentice, the production company cuts the film in a certain way to make me

  look aggressive, as it suits their agenda. I’ve often heard people say once they’ve got to know me, that they understand what makes me tick. But in general I have no desire to suck up

  to anyone or seek their friendship or support. This has not just been in recent years – since I’ve become more well known – I’ve always been the same. I just can’t

  bear having to be false – talking to someone just to get something out of it, financially or socially. If you want new friends and associates, they should be just that – genuine friends

  and associates.




  Straight talking, that’s me, and I like people who are also straight talking. I like people who, if they don’t know something, will say, ‘I don’t know – I’ll

  go and find out and get back to you.’ There’s nothing worse than hearing some bullshitter trying to waffle his or her way around a situation when all you’ve done is ask them a

  simple question. I can see through it immediately and can tell that they haven’t got a bloody clue what they’re talking about. So why do these people do it? I suppose it’s all to

  do with ego and them wanting to give the impression they know everything.




  In fact, because I’ve got such a good memory, I sometimes wrongly assume that people I employ or deal with remember things in the same level of detail as I do. I used to get quite

  frustrated when I’d ask them a question about something and they didn’t know what I was referring to. Now, as I’ve mellowed a little, I’ll put my question in a different

  way. I’ll say to them, ‘You’ll find some information in the such and such file about this or that transaction – can you let me know the exact number of items we shipped and

  get back to me?’ So you see, I’ve learnt to become a little more tolerant. That said, if someone asked me a question like that, I’d most probably be able to rattle off the number

  straight away, or have a bloody good guess at it.




  Another thing that annoys me is what I call the ‘Basil Fawlty effect’, when people schmooze and act politely to someone like me (maybe because there’s an angle in it for them

  or they want something from the boss), and then you observe them with a less senior employee and they’re talking to them as if they’re a piece of rubbish. We all remember how Basil used

  to do that when he thought he had an influential guest arriving at his hotel – he would suddenly go into his over-polite, grovelling mode, then as soon as the person went away and one of his

  workers spoke to him, he’d go back to his normal arsehole self. Well, there are people in real life like that and I detest them, particularly the sort who try to affiliate themselves with me.

  They’ll say, ‘Of course, Alan, people like you and I understand these things, but as for the others – don’t expect them to grasp it.’




  Those people come close to getting a whack from me – they really wind me up. I normally say to them, ‘Actually, you’re nothing like me,’ and it shuts them down pretty

  quickly. Put simply, I can’t stand snobs who think they’re a cut above other people and look down on them.




  I’m amazed at how many so-called old ‘friends’ and ‘acquaintances’ I have. Ann always smiles when someone I know says to me, ‘I met an old

  mate of yours the other day. He told me to send his regards.’




  Now, I don’t know what it is, but I have this kind of sixth sense that the next thing coming out of this person’s mouth is going to be a name I’ve never heard before.




  ‘Oh yes?’ I say. ‘Who is that then?’




  ‘Charlie Saunders. He says you’ll know him. He used to be the market manager down Ridley Road and Kingsland Waste, where you had a stall in your early days. He says he still

  remembers having a chat with you about getting a better pitch for your stall, and all those aerials and that electrical stuff you used to sell there. Do you remember Charlie? [Long pause] Why are

  you both smiling?’




  ‘We’re both smiling because: a) I’ve never heard of Charlie Saunders, b) I never had a stall in Ridley Road market, c) I never had a stall in Kingsland Waste market, and d) I

  never sold electrical goods off a stall.




  ‘But don’t worry, mate, you’ve just been speaking to one of those people who dine out on stories they make up about knowing me. They take snippets of information that

  they’ve seen in the press or on telly – or, who knows, maybe they even read it in my autobiography – then they just make up some pure fantasy. Anyway, trust me when I tell you

  it’s all bollocks.




  ‘What fascinates me is that when you told Charlie that you know me, he should have thought better of spinning you that load of crap, because he must have known it was absolute

  rubbish and that eventually you’d come back to him and tell him that I don’t know him!’




  I still don’t know why people do this and, as hard as it may be for you to understand, this happens all the time! Sometimes I even get into arguments with people who swear they know me.

  ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know you, and I never sold phones to Tesco in the seventies.’ In some cases, when I close the story down, it’s like shattering a dream for

  these people; a dream they have lived on for ages.




  I might be sounding like a bit of an arsehole here, but I simply can’t resist it when I hear people spout off such rubbish, particularly if they’re the loud, flash sort. However,

  there are also situations when some doting old-timer says something like that to me, such as how I went to school with their son, or that their daughter’s first date was with me. It’s

  all nonsense, but they are nice old people, so I never shatter their dream. I just say, ‘Oh yes, give them my regards.’




  Sometimes wealth can bring about snobbery, and I have seen examples of this with people I knew from my younger days; people who came from the same place I came from and elevated themselves

  financially in the business world. That’s all fine, but they’ve forgotten their roots. When they speak to people now, it’s as if they’re royalty. I won’t name them,

  but they do annoy me tremendously. I have always tried to keep my feet on the ground and talk to everybody the same way, regardless of their status, because I remember where I came from. It’s

  just a shame that some of these other people don’t.




  There’s another kind of snobbery I often encounter. Because I came from a working-class environment in Hackney, there are the snobs who wouldn’t dream of talking to or mixing with

  me, despite me being a success and making a lot of money – in a way they may consider crude or vulgar. Heaven knows who these people think they are. Now, I can possibly understand an

  actual member of the royal family acting in this manner, perhaps, but these people take it to the extreme.




  There are also those who wouldn’t have given me the time of day in the past, but who changed their attitude when I became well known, whether it be in the commercial world as the darling

  of the City back in the eighties, or as the presenter of The Apprentice now. Suddenly they’re interested in talking to me. Fortunately, because of my good memory, I can remember the

  people who ignored me, passed me by and looked down on me as if I were nothing. When they try to strike up a conversation, I take great delight in saying, for example, ‘You’ve seen me

  around for the past thirty years and you’ve always walked past me like we’re two ships in the night. Why is it that now you want to talk to me?’




  I love rubbing it in. They get the point and normally we never speak again.




  Anyway, that’s that little lot off my chest, and it may give you an insight into my nature. And a few hints on what not to say if you meet me!




  Reading on, you will find me expressing quite a lot of my opinions. You might agree with much of what I say, but I’m sure you will not agree with everything. Some of it might even anger

  you a bit, but that’s the way I see it.
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  Has the World Gone Mad?




  Getting angry about the health and safety police and


  today’s compensation culture, and a revolutionary idea


  for solving our care-home crisis.




  One of the biggest changes over the last forty years has been the creation of a politically correct health and safety culture, which seems to have been imposed upon us by the

  powers that be in Brussels. I’m sure the words ‘Has the world gone mad?’ must roll off your tongue when you hear about some of the latest goody-goody things one has to comply

  with.




  But I have another angle. I’m convinced that these new rules and regulations are there to create more employment, to slow things down. In other words, if things take longer to get done,

  then less gets done within a set time frame. The result is that you have to employ more people to meet targets you could have achieved with fewer staff before all this stuff came in.




  Certainly many of these laws impose heavy burdens on small companies. Once, twenty people were able to get on and do the work of the company; now they need to employ a further five just to make

  sure they are compliant with all the rules and regulations.




  I often ask myself, in regard to health and safety, what was so bad that these regulations needed to be brought in? I’ve run offices and factories for the past forty years and I can

  honestly say that I don’t recall one single occasion where there was a serious accident, a fire or any other disaster. Maybe I’ve just been lucky.




  I am also active in the real-estate market, and from time to time we have to get involved in the complete refurbishment of buildings. It winds me up no end that, in some cases, at least 10 per

  cent of the total cost of the job is for what’s called the ‘preliminaries’, the preparation – making sure all the workers have the necessary facilities, including separate

  toilets and washrooms, first-aid kits, safety scaffolding, protective headwear, protective footwear, hi-vis jackets, fluorescent armbands, fire extinguishers, the works. All this to do what we used

  to call in the old days ‘a lick-of-paint job’.




  We owned an old warehouse once, which had a hole in the roof. In the old days, a fellow would climb up a ladder, get on the roof and patch it up. Two hundred quid – job done. You can

  imagine my amazement when I was told that we’d have to erect scaffolding at a cost of £5,000 – in compliance with health and safety rules – so that somebody could climb up

  there simply to put a bit of asphalt over the hole. Unbelievable.




  We now find a host of rules and regs in the workplace and, to put it bluntly (and be repetitive), it really does sometimes feel like the world’s gone mad.




  Now, I appreciate that these regulations were designed to reduce accidents in the workplace, which in turn would prevent loss of work hours and save costs to organisations like the NHS. However,

  I think we’ve gone into complete and utter overkill. What’s worse, it has spawned these new industries and services which have popped up to exploit the vulnerabilities that exist in

  companies, large and small, which have no choice but to be compliant.




  Let’s look at the so-called experts – the health and safety consultants. Now, you might be surprised to hear that there are no mandatory qualifications required to call oneself a

  health and safety consultant. In fact, you could set yourself up as one. In many cases, the advice given is no more than plain common sense. All you need to do is go on the web – there

  are loads of government websites that dish out all the checklists and guidelines on how to be compliant. Nevertheless, some of these consultants come in, full of self-importance, and try to

  intimidate small businesses into using their alleged expertise. The easiest way of frightening somebody is to tell them that they may be exposing themselves to possible financial claims. Eventually

  it gets to the stage where, if you’re running a small business and trying to comply, the cost of indemnity insurance and extra staff starts to make the business unviable.




  So the small businessman not only has to worry about running his business, he also has to deal with all these other obstacles. He has to handle the day-to-day aggravation of trying to be

  competitive with his products or services while considering the possibility of claims, which, in some cases, could bankrupt or seriously damage the business. This has to be putting a load of

  people off.




  I’m sure most of you will have come across a new breed of colleague or employee at work – the person who’s in charge of making sure all the health and safety stuff is complied

  with. You know this person – they enjoy brandishing the new power bestowed upon them; they absolutely love it. They’re just like little dictators. They can even go round telling the

  boss what they need to do and how they can shut the company down if this, that or the other is not done.




  This brings me on to another subject: compensation culture. Doesn’t it wind you up to see those TV adverts for so-called claim management companies who imply that they

  can get their clients substantial amounts of money for injuries they may have sustained? These distasteful people purport to be lawyers when in fact, they’re not lawyers at all. They’re

  backed by insurance companies and sell the claims on to a nucleus of lawyers around the country. It’s all a money game.




  The legal system in this country was once something we could be proud of, compared to the ‘ambulance chasers’ you see in America. However, since 1999, it’s now possible for

  lawyers to work on what’s known as a conditional fee basis – in other words, offering ‘no win, no fee’ contracts to their clients.




  Now, this might sound like a good idea for some deserving causes, but when a new law comes in, regrettably, the good don’t benefit. Instead, opportunists jump in and abuse and exploit the

  situation to its fullest extent. You can imagine how this situation breeds a certain type of employee who gets the seed of an idea planted in their head by those awful TV adverts and decides to

  dream up some derisory claim. I’m sure many of us have seen it happen – it’s sickening.




  And while all this is going on, the current government are talking about doing away with legal aid and access to free legal representation, which, up to now, has been a fundamental principle of

  civilised and modern society. We’re talking about, for example, the battered wife who would no longer be able to protect herself against a violent partner; the divorcing father who could lose

  all access to his kids. Should they be silenced in court just because they cannot afford it?




  These ambulance chasers wouldn’t be interested in those sorts of claims – they’re too complicated. They’re interested in dreaming up false claims, knowing that the

  companies they’re attacking on behalf of their clients will end up giving in and paying some money to avoid the hassle of going to court.




  Most claims end up being settled by negotiation. Even though the company knows the claim is derisory, to defend it fully would cost a fortune and there is no way you could recover costs if you

  decided to pursue it, because the person who’s bringing the claim is a ‘man of straw’, so it’s a no-win situation.




  The new breed of vulture-type lawyers know this only too well, as do most of the insurance companies. It is almost a licence to print money if you can convince a member of the public to make a

  claim. I’ve even heard of people being paid a modest fee of, say, five hundred quid upfront, just for agreeing to become a claimant or a plaintiff.




  Something has to be done about these rogues. I’m sure that if the Advertising Standards Authority had some real authority, they could stop them making these misleading adverts and

  luring people into dreaming up claims that don’t really exist.




  Human nature being what it is, frivolous claims aren’t new though. I vaguely remember one incident, about twenty-five years ago, when we had a factory in Southend. For some reason or

  other, a manhole cover in the factory’s driveway had to be lifted for some maintenance, and somebody put a large, heavy wooden pallet over the top of the manhole so that people wouldn’t

  fall into it accidentally. What transpired afterwards was a real joke. A van driver spotted the pallet, lifted it up and saw there was a hole. The next thing we heard was him screaming that

  he’d fallen down the hole. He duly rushed off to a solicitor to make some kind of claim.




  Now, me being the type of person I am – I need to know everything that’s going on in my company (I’ve often said that I know where every nut and bolt is) – my factory

  manager, Harold, rang me and told me about this incident and a letter he’d received from the bloke’s solicitor. Harold told me that this fellow was a real Jack the Lad and that there

  was no way this was a genuine accident – he’d made it up and really milked it at the time, demanding an ambulance and all that stuff – so this wound me up even more.




  To cut a long story, we were not going to give in to this derisory claim and I spent a fortune on a lawyer to fight this fellow, only to discover that he’d done this about four or five

  times previously! On one occasion, he’d walked into a warehouse and deliberately shaken some of the racking so that the cartons fell on him. Taking him on cost us a lot of money, but this

  chancer got nothing.




  Actually, it has to be said that I’m a rare breed – I’d rather do the non-commercial thing than be held to ransom. Most employers would just give in to this blackmail.




  But the story didn’t end there. To add insult to injury, the geezer, from what I understand, later died from some natural cause, and his wife tried to bring a claim against us on the

  grounds that he’d died because of the trauma of me fighting him through the courts. Needless to say, she was also sent away on her bike.




  I have one other example of how the compensation culture syndrome is out of control. In a new company I started a few years ago, we employed a woman in a managerial role but when things

  didn’t work out, she decided that she would make a claim against the company. At the same time, she tendered her resignation, saying that she had been traumatised by the manner in which she

  had been treated and spoken to.




  Now, cop this: throughout the course of her employment, I had never had a single conversation with this woman. She may have passed by me on the office floor and, at best, I might have nodded or

  said hello.




  I remember she attended one meeting in the boardroom where I addressed the group overall, but I did not direct any of my questions to her personally. So you get the picture – I never spoke

  to the dame. But in her claim, she cited me as one of the people who had traumatised her – it was ridiculous.




  This was all happening around the same time that I was appointed to the House of Lords, so when the formalities of officially becoming a lord were going through the system, I warned my senior

  management that this matter had to be dealt with correctly through our lawyers, as I could see that this person was going to go down the ‘unfair dismissal’ route – she’d be

  seen as the poor woman who had been suppressed by the male senior management. One of my senior managers suggested to me that he talk to her and come to some settlement, but I insisted that he

  should not talk to her, as it could possibly put us in an awkward legal position. My manager pointed out to me that it would cost a fortune to mount a defence if we went down the legal

  route.




  I engaged our lawyers and, as you would expect, they gave us the full Rolls-Royce treatment: ‘Don’t do this, don’t say that. Whatever you do, don’t write to her,

  don’t speak to her, don’t look at her, don’t talk about her to anyone else . . .’




  You can imagine my frustration over all this, when, as far as I was concerned, we had done absolutely nothing wrong. By now I was pulling my hair out, getting angrier and angrier. I said to my

  lawyers, ‘How can this be? Tell her to piss off!’




  ‘No, Sir Alan [as I was at the time], I’m afraid to say that this will end up in a tribunal.’




  ‘A tribunal? Why? Surely it should go in front of a judge?’




  ‘No, I’m afraid not. It’s actually a tribunal made up of two laymen and a solicitor. One of the laymen will no doubt be from some kind of trade union organisation and the other

  layman will be an independent person. The solicitor will just be there to advise on the finer points of law.’




  ‘So you mean to tell me that if we ever end up in front of this tribunal and simply tell them that I’ve never spoken to this woman – not one word – the whole case

  wouldn’t just get thrown out?’




  ‘Well, maybe,’ was the answer, ‘but a lot of water has to go under the bridge before that.’




  The woman had employed some lawyers who seemed to me to be a right bunch of ambulance chasers, but they were making my lawyers rack up huge bills dealing with them – which may have been

  their tactic.




  Imagine my shock and dismay when the Sunday Times called to enquire about an alleged situation where I, the nasty Lord Sugar, had traumatised someone.




  Our PR company gave them some standard words to the effect that we were not prepared to comment on this situation, save to say that Lord Sugar had never spoken to this woman in his life. Can you

  believe that my lawyers said, ‘What are you doing? You mustn’t comment to the media.’




  I told them, ‘I’m sick and tired of all this pussyfooting around and I’m going to do what I damn well want to do.’




  My lawyers called me up to tell me that I had to calm down and leave the matter in their capable hands. Bloody capable hands – £220,000 later, we were getting nowhere. Barristers,

  lawyers, pre-trial hearings, court hearings, pre-tribunal hearings – all that crap.




  My lawyers were soon back on the phone to me. ‘Lord Sugar, do you really want to go in front of a tribunal and wash all this dirty laundry in public? The media will love it – to them

  it’ll be like winning the lottery.’ I told him that that’s exactly what these people were banking on.




  Furthermore, I told them that they should know me better than to imagine I was going to allow anybody to walk all over me, and that, if I had to go to a tribunal, I would go, and I would have my

  say.




  And not only would I have my say, I would also ask the tribunal why it is that people can bring such claims and defendants have no recourse to recover costs from them if the claim fails?




  Eventually, this woman caved in and the whole thing went away. I say the whole thing went away; I found out later that we ended up paying £17,000 to this bloody woman and her lawyers. I

  went ballistic. My manager tried to calm me down by explaining to me that this new, small company of ours could ill afford to continue to pay these ridiculous legal costs, so he’d made a

  managerial decision to knock it on the head.




  How sick is all of that? And this is what the legal system in this country allows to happen. Other side effects of this little outing emerged. During the process of my appointment to the House

  of Lords, a certain big-mouthed peer, Lord Oakeshott – whom I’ve since found out has a son, Luke, who once dressed up in Nazi uniform for a fancy-dress party – decided to get on

  his high horse and object to my appointment on the basis that I wasn’t a fit and proper person to be a lord if I abused employees. He then went on to allege that I didn’t pay

  corporation tax.




  Can you see how all of this escalates? Can you see the game plan of these nasty types of people who have signed on to try to make a fast buck through derisory compensation claims? Needless to

  say, I gave this Lord Oakeshott a bit of stick and threatened to sue him. He finally wrote to me and apologised, though his apology was a little bit guarded in respect of his accusations of my not

  paying taxes in this country because one of my property companies happens to be registered in Guernsey, which is another load of bollocks. It was registered in Guernsey for good and proper reasons,

  and we’ve always paid our tax in the UK.




  There seems to be a recurring story in the media, but especially the Daily Mail, about a woman who brings a claim to a tribunal. It’s funny, because in the

  pictures all these women look similar. Dressed in the same black business suit, they all seem to be complaining that their colleagues – usually in the financial services sector – have

  treated them badly, and therefore they seek compensation for hundreds of thousands of pounds. The system is being abused. Just one landmark case, where someone walked off with half a million quid,

  was enough to start an avalanche. And, of course, the Daily Mail is delighted to report it.




  This leads me to another subject. A few years ago, a couple of female journalists from the Daily Telegraph came to visit me on the basis of interviewing me about youth and enterprise in

  general and how to encourage young people. This was all on the back of The Apprentice. During the course of the interview, they touched upon the subject of the employment of women in

  companies, and I happened to say that I felt the current laws preventing me from discussing an interviewee’s matrimonial situation or whether or not she had children were

  counter-productive.




  Well, you would have thought they had just got the scoop of the century. Their eyes lit up and they suddenly re-jigged their agenda to discuss this subject. Despite the fact that they had set

  out to talk about enterprise, no more questions were asked about that – it was all about women’s rights and employment and all that stuff. And, me being me, I said it as I saw it.




  This resulted in a completely out-of-context article being printed in the Telegraph, followed closely by criticism from every other commentator in the country. That nasally congested hag

  Janet Street-Porter, for example, only has to hear a bloke mention the word ‘women’ and she starts ranting like a foghorn, without listening to any of the facts or taking any context on

  board. ‘That bloody Sugar should get back into his cave. He’s a dinosaur,’ was her response. And she wasn’t even present at the meeting.




  The point I had tried to make to these two journalists was one of a positive nature as far as women are concerned. I was saying that I felt the current laws are not helping women.




  One has to understand that the employer interviewing someone has their hands tied by not being able to ask a woman how she has her life organised – whether she has any children or if

  indeed she is pregnant. Not allowed to ask, you see? So what transpires is a sort of psychological charade. The interviewer just pays the woman a bit of lip service and, unfortunately, she

  doesn’t get the job because, in the interviewer’s mind, this woman – who has not volunteered any information regarding children or childcare – might be intending to

  take lots of time off work, with big gaps for maternity leave, while the employer is looking to hire someone who’s going to be a reliable part of the company machine, a significant cog in the

  wheel.




  So my advice to women would be: pre-empt this bullshit, go in there with all guns blazing and say, for example, ‘I’ve got two kids. One is seven, the other’s five and

  they’re both settled at school. I’ve got a carer who picks them up, so I have no problems in that direction. I just need to get back to work. Of course, if there were ever a problem,

  health-wise, with one of my kids, they would always have to come first, but I’m sure you, Mr or Mrs Interviewer, will fully understand that.’




  I tell you what, if someone spoke to me like that, I would have the utmost respect for them. But no – employers are not allowed to ask, and so women don’t always get the job.

  It’s as simple as that.




  I have the greatest respect for women in business. Some of the best people I’ve ever employed have been women. The woman who ran my business in France was unbelievable, as indeed was the

  woman who ran my Hong Kong office. She was so good that I seconded her to the UK to run my manufacturing-procurement operation worldwide. It’s well known that Margaret Mountford has been my

  lawyer for more than twenty-five years and has sat on the board of my companies, and there are a host of other women who have served me very well in business. I find them very focused; I find that

  they’re not there simply to build their egos. I find them very straightforward. They get on with the job in hand. And, of course, in the seven years since The Apprentice started, three

  women have won, and deservedly so.




  On the other hand, is it fair that a woman accepts a job knowing that she’s two months pregnant but without disclosing it to her employer, in order to be able to take maternity leave for

  up to nine months or a year? Dropping a bombshell like that must be crippling for a small company.




  Let’s get down to brass tacks here. You don’t employ someone just to make up the numbers. In small companies they’re part of a well-oiled machine, and if one of the components

  of the machine is taken away, the whole machine comes to a standstill. There’s nothing wrong with working women becoming pregnant and having maternity leave – I’ve lost count of

  the number of people who have worked for me and who’ve quite rightly used this facility in the proper way. I’ve been delighted for them and, in all cases, they’ve come back to

  work. But the ones who really annoy me are those who deliberately go out of their way to get free pay for no work. And, if that’s not bad enough, there are changes afoot so that men too will

  be able to take months off for paternity leave. What is going on in this world? It’s unbelievable. Who has allowed all this nonsense? It’s got to be the government – or is it the

  old story of things being forced on them by the European Union?




  What next? Wedding leave? Bar Mitzvah leave? Painting the house leave? A total bloody joke. And you wonder why small companies are now reluctant to employ full-time staff. Instead, they’re

  using outside contractors or the new wave of foreign employees from recent EU countries such as Poland and Romania. These people have a completely different work ethic. Dare I say, they are

  grateful and happy to have a job. They’ve not been poisoned by the benefits mentality, not yet anyway. Though, from what I hear, they’re picking it up pretty quickly!




  We’ve seen the building industry completely dominated by Polish workers, thankful for their jobs. By contrast, so many British workers can’t be bothered, because someone actually

  asks them to do some work – shame about that.




  The biggest thing that has happened in the industrial world over the period in which I’ve been active in business is the change in manufacturing territory; in fact, the total decline in

  manufacturing in Britain and the USA. I recall the days when television sets and stereos were made in the UK, with famous brand names like Ferguson, Bush and Murphy. I remember when pride was taken

  in our porcelain and china products, which came from the Potteries, when great names such as Royal Doulton or Wedgwood led the way. Look around us now and everything we buy is made in China –

  from TV sets to door knobs. Building materials, baths, toilet bowls, clothing, carpets, knives and forks – you name it, it’s all made in China, and it’s all now available at a

  fraction of the price we used to pay.




  What caused this shift? Again, I say work ethic. With my own eyes I saw Taiwan and South Korea rise to become the greatest force in electronics over a period spanning thirty years. They were

  eager to learn, they worked hard and were relentless; they never gave up. If they wanted to be in a certain sector, they did it, and they did it well.




  Now we have the Chinese doing the same. When you look at the size of the country, you realise that it has only just scraped the surface in becoming a commercial power. The Chinese started in the

  provinces near Hong Kong, like Shenzhen and Canton, and now they are slowly expanding northwards to places like Shanghai and Beijing, utilising the mass of labour available with their 1.3 billion

  population.




  In Taiwan and South Korea the factory workers wanted to better themselves and wanted a more commercial, Westernised way of life, and so the manual work has migrated to China. The average

  Taiwanese or Korean person now has a good standard of living, and it won’t be long before the Chinese population will want the same. The difference, however, is that the country is so large

  that regions of prosperity will spring up while other regions start to grow and copy. How long will that take? I would say another thirty years. Make no mistake, you are looking at the greatest

  economic force in the world – China will take over from the USA. Consumer demand alone in China will outstrip that of every Western economy. There are already more millionaires in China than

  there are in the UK, and I’m sure that one day the number will overtake the USA’s. Big brands such as Louis Vuitton, Chanel, Prada, Burberry and Cartier are doing a bomb of business

  there. The irony is that although a lot of their lower-priced stuff is made in China, the affluent Chinese consumers want to buy the stuff that’s made in Italy and France.




  How forward thinking are the Chinese? Look at the investment they are making in Africa. They are slowly nibbling away at the edges, building facilities in places that no Westerners ever went.

  Why? Well, perhaps they want to take over another large continent and labour force in anticipation of theirs becoming too affluent to do menial work.




  Here is a message for the kids of today – learn to speak Chinese. I can tell you, they are going to take over the world economically, and a new generation of Westerners who speak Chinese

  will do well in this massive business opportunity. Be warned – you’d better learn to speak Chinese quicker than their kids learn to speak English, or you will miss a great

  opportunity.




  But back to the Polish and Romanian workers – all I’ve ever heard from employers is how great they are, diligent and hardworking. On the other hand, the culture that has grown in our

  country is one of a load of lazy people who have become experts in knowing what they’re entitled to as far as benefits, freebies and other bits and pieces are concerned.




  Part of this culture is ‘throwing a sickie’. I have calculated that you don’t have to work for more than 150 days per year. The annual amount of days that a person

  should be at work is roughly 210 (if you take into account thirty days’ holiday, weekends and bank holidays). However, if you play the game right, you can say you are sick on Friday

  and Monday (on your own say-so, without having to get a doctor’s certificate) and pull that one at least five times a year. Then there’s the time you do get a week off for flu

  with a doctor’s certificate.




  Then, of course, you might have ‘stress’. You can go to the doctor, who, if you’re lucky, will actually look up at you while signing you off for another two weeks. And if you

  go back and tell them you’re still stressed, they’ll sign you off for another week. I mean, if you say that you’re stressed, no thermometer or stethoscope can prove

  otherwise.




  Then you hear there’s a bit of snow coming – you rush home quickly and say that you can’t get a bus or a train for two days. Now, if you graft at this, you can end up with an

  extra fifty days off per year. The thing is, there are serial offenders who do this year in, year out. They’re normally buried in large companies or government offices, where there is no real

  boss to clock what’s going on.




  How many times have I heard people say, ‘It’s not worth working forty hours a week – I’d get twenty quid less than I get on benefits.’




  This is particularly true of parents with large families, who can clock up quite a bit of money that way. We’ve all seen the stories about people living in large houses – sometimes

  in very affluent areas, where these properties would normally cost a couple of million pounds – free of charge, at the expense of the taxpayer, with no intention of supporting themselves!

  They’ve done a simple calculation: I’ve got five or six kids; I’ve worked out how much money I can get. I’ve got nowhere to live and so the government should provide a home

  for me. Oh, and by the way, I can’t find a job that will pay me anywhere near the amount of money I need to finance this lifestyle, so I’ll be claiming unemployment benefit as well.

  Have we gone mad or what? Only in Britain does this seem to happen.




  This is an extreme example, but it shows how the system can be abused by people who think it’s okay to take from society and not give anything back in return. I’ve raised this point

  for many years, but obviously no one is listening. I say that no one should be able to get their benefits unless they do some work (unless, of course, they’re genuinely unable

  to). And if they claim they can’t get any work, then the person behind the counter dishing out the benefits should give them a broom and tell them to go down to the local council’s

  street-cleaning department, sign up there and start sweeping the streets or cleaning some of the graffiti off the walls in public places. Then come back on Friday with a signed piece of paper from

  the foreman and we’ll give you your money. That would soon sort a few people out, I can tell you. But, of course, that’s impossible – we’re too far gone. My vision would

  break every single European human rights law.




  There are families, particularly in the north of England, where young children are growing up watching their fathers and their grandfathers sitting at home on the couch all day long and end up

  thinking that what you do is go to some place once a week where you get money to buy food and then go to the football. They don’t know what it is to work.




  Of course, I can’t tar everybody with the same brush. There are still a lot of people around who think like me; who would hate the thought of losing their jobs and resorting to benefits,

  and who do everything they can to find work when that happens. And of course there are some very genuine cases of people who are ill or have become disabled and literally cannot find work. These

  are the people for whom the benefit system was designed but, as always, once you introduce something beneficial, it gets abused by those who see a chance to get paid for doing nothing. And heaven

  forbid you say something out of place about these people – political correctness does not allow it. The laws are set in stone, but our government has not got the guts to tell Brussels that

  we’ve had enough of their PC nonsense.




  You may ask, why is it that we’re inundated with immigrants? Well, it’s very simple. What I’ve just described must sound, to outsiders, like Disneyland, with a giant, free

  cashpoint. It’s not a question of colour – it’s not racism – it’s just common sense.




  Of course, as we have seen over the years, immigration has really helped boost the British economy, with people who come here prepared to work hard, but we cannot sustain this unrestricted

  open-door policy. We should at least make sure that anyone coming here can speak English to a basic standard and can support themselves financially. They need to be able to prove they are here to

  work and not simply to abuse our benefits system. The USA and Australia don’t stand for it, so why do we? Why is it we let people in who are guilty of violent or drug-related crimes, simply

  because they are dependants of British citizens? In the United States, they’re not even allowed to visit, let alone emigrate there. Why can’t there be some regulation here that says

  that immigrants can’t receive any social security benefits for at least twenty-four months?




  And then there are the so-called ‘asylum seekers’, who pass through countless European countries on their way here from wherever – what was wrong with stopping in Germany or

  France? Why Britain? Why us? To be fair, I have heard some noises that the new coalition government is going to do something about this, but I won’t be convinced until I see it.




  Talking of political correctness, I’m sick and tired of seeing these crazy situations such as councils abolishing the singing of Christmas carols or the putting up of

  Christmas trees in case it offends minority faiths. Bloody hell, this is Britain – Christmas is Christmas!




  We’ve also heard about people being told to stop strawberry-picking. Why? Because EU inspectors reckon that the fields are too uneven and it could lead to injury. Unbelievable!

  Strawberry-picking has gone on for centuries without a single problem.




  How long have we got to put up with this nonsense, local authorities in the UK banning nativity displays on council premises and kids’ nursery rhymes like ‘Baa Baa Black Sheep’

  from being sung in schools because it may offend some minorities? This is supposed to be a country with freedom of speech, yet this sort of stuff is banned. On the other hand, fundamentalist hate

  speeches can be shouted out in the streets and it’s freely allowed! I say that any immigrant who preaches hatred or incites violence against any religion or ethnic minority should be

  deported. If they’re screaming hatred against Britain, then let the countries they praise so highly look after them.




  I recall doing an interview with Gordon Brown where I put some of these things to him. His answers were quite guarded as, of course, he could not be seen to agree. Instead, he just laughed at my

  cheeky, probing questions, one of which was to address the ridiculous situation of the Muslim women who demand the right to cover their faces in inappropriate situations.




  Now, let me go on record here and say that I have nothing against people who wear certain clothing in observance of their religion. Indeed, if you look at the male Hasidic Jews you see in

  Stamford Hill, north London, one has to admit they do look a little strange. But the difference here is that I don’t think there has ever been a court case or claim made by one of these

  people demanding to wear their kit in places where it’s not appropriate. They are happy to accept that they are in the minority and, as long as they are left alone and allowed to walk the

  streets freely, they don’t make waves or any demands.




  However, under human rights laws, women dressed in burqas, with their faces covered, are able to teach young schoolkids. Common sense says that a five-year-old child from a non-Muslim background

  would be frightened by this dress code. Fully veiled Muslim women also demand the right to hold jobs such as being a receptionist, the primary interface between a company and the general

  public.




  I put it to Gordon: ‘Can you imagine Katie Price, in her Jordan persona, being allowed to sit at the front desk at the offices of some corporation in any of the countries these women

  originated from?’




  What was Gordon’s reaction? Again, a burst of laughter as he ducked the question. ‘Oh, Alan, you are so funny.’




  ‘It’s not bloody funny; it’s true.’




  If I owned a bank and didn’t allow motorbike riders to enter the premises wearing their helmets, then I should be able to say that anyone who covers their face, for any reason, is

  not allowed in.




  Fair enough, everyone should be able do as they want in the public streets and their own homes, but on my premises I should be able to make the rules – not the bloody human rights idiots

  in Strasbourg.




  As for human rights in our schools, that’s a whole new ball game. A teacher can’t hug a kid anymore, to comfort them. You can no longer take a camera into school to film little

  Johnny in the school play or on sports day – people think you’re a paedo. And talking of sports day, schools don’t even announce the winners of events any more, because to do so

  might upset the poor little dears who didn’t win. Instead, everyone gets a medal.




  I feel sorry for you teachers. You’re not allowed to touch the kids; you’re almost not allowed to talk to them, otherwise you’ll be out on your ear. You’re supposed to

  stand there in the classroom and be abused – allowing the young louts to scream and shout and call you all the names under the sun – and you can do nothing about it. There is no

  discipline any more with the younger generation. I sympathise with teachers in our education system. When they wake up on a Monday morning and go to school, they have to be looking over their

  shoulders all the time, which must distract them from their purpose in life – educating people. They have to overcome so many obstacles before they can get round to doing their job.




  The police are another group I have a lot of sympathy for. These days, you have to be near enough a saint to be a policeman. The police have to restrain themselves and accept a

  lot of verbal abuse from people. They are not allowed to react at all; otherwise they’ll find themselves up on some disciplinary charge.




  When I was a youngster, you respected a policeman. The local bobby might even have given you a clip round the ear and a severe warning. He was an authority to look up to, as indeed were

  teachers. Nowadays, the police are spoken to like trash and there’s nothing they can do about it.




  Mr Patel, who owns the local newsagent’s, has to put up with a bunch of louts coming into his shop and stealing things. If they get caught, the crime is considered so small that it’s

  hardly worth processing through the system. However, if Mr Patel lost his temper and whacked one of them, he’d be the one ending up in prison. When you defend yourself in this country,

  you’re the one who gets prosecuted.




  The government says that they’re going to get tough on crime. Well, they’re not doing a very good job, and I don’t refer just to the current coalition government – it

  harks back to the previous Labour government, whom, frankly, I hold responsible for creating a lot of this benefits/claims/layabout culture with their goody-goody human rights stuff.




  Look at the fiasco of the demonstrations in March against government cuts. Fair enough, people should be free to demonstrate in an orderly fashion, and 99 per cent of them went there to do just

  that, but the thugs decided this was a good opportunity to have a day out and smash windows and set fire to premises, even to attack the Prince of Wales’s car. More recently, the riots in

  August 2011 (which started off in Tottenham as a protest after the police allegedly shot a local man) got hijacked into an opportunity to burn buildings and loot shops. After that, copycat riots

  sprung up all over London and in other towns in England. I say the army should have been called in to sort these thugs out in a way that they understand – herd them like animals and

  bang them up for a year or so in prison. Instead, on the news channels, you heard a series of commentators who started by saying how terrible it is and that ‘Stealing and looting cannot be

  condoned.’ And then came the big ‘but’ . . . ‘But, we have to search deeper to understand what motivates these youngsters, and why they’ve been

  driven to this kind of life. We have to understand that poverty is what’s causing this kind of anarchy.’




  I am sick and tired of listening to these bloody goody-goodies pussyfooting around the issue – it’s a load of rubbish. Poverty is not an excuse for criminality. You are

  dealing with thieving thugs who don’t want to work because it’s easier to steal or leech off the benefits system.




  It’s not the fault of the police – it’s the fact that they can’t fight fire with fire. If they did, likely as not, they would end up being suspended, dismissed or maybe

  even sent to jail themselves. I think there’s a case for a new law to be introduced whereby unplanned wrongful police action during riots or unlawful demonstrations is categorised as

  accidental, bearing in mind that in the heat of the moment, the police might just make a mistake. Such a law would enable the police to go about their duties without the threat of suspension

  looming. When I was a kid, I came from a poor family and we had to go without. On our council estate the neighbours were just as poor as me, but all us kids were frightened into not breaking

  the law. We were frightened because we knew what the consequences would be. I saw kids who went off the rails end up in borstal and places like that. And people caught stealing or breaking and

  entering ended up in jail.




  We also had a work ethos – you got what you wanted by working hard, not by stealing or cheating. The point is, that’s also what 99.9 per cent of the working population believe today

  – it’s just a small minority of thugs that need to be dealt with once and for all. Sadly, however, the magistrates seem to have their hands tied. I really believe it’s all to do

  with the limited amount of prison cells we have available. Well, it’s about time we took a leaf out of the Americans’ book. They’ve got a rule in America – they call it

  ‘three strikes and you’re out’, which means that if you commit a crime for the third time, you’re sent to jail for life! And that third crime might even be pinching a Mars

  bar from a shop. Sounds very draconian, but it’s certainly a big deterrent against getting involved in crime.




  How come we can spend many millions taking military action in Iraq, Afghanistan and Libya, yet we don’t have the money to build more prisons? It is a stupid false economy. Spending money

  building more prisons in this country (enabling us to house thousands more prisoners) is the real way to go.




  And when you’ve done that, give back the power to the magistrates and the police. Let the person who nicked the Mars bar from Mr Patel’s newsagent’s get banged up for a minimum

  of six months. Trust me, they won’t do it again. I’ve spoken to people who have spent some time in prison – away from their homes and their families – and they tell me

  it’s definitely not a nice place to be. However, not until that deterrent is at the forefront of people’s minds will it stop them turning to crime.




  The procedures policemen have to follow after arresting somebody are so complicated these days, it’s no wonder they think the odd villain who nicks a few Mars bars and a can of Coke from

  Mr Patel is just not worth processing. In this modern age of information technology, with mobile phones, iPads and all that stuff, you would have thought that something could be implemented as a

  fast-track way of charging people.




  What I suggest is very logical. Get nicked for breaking and entering a property – six months. Do it again – two years. Do it again – ten years. Just print a simple menu. Make

  it known to everybody – no way out, no appeals, that’s it. You will solve the crime problem overnight.




  Recently, I read in the newspapers that the police are so hard pushed these days (as are the courts) that they’ve set a new unofficial precedent for people found guilty of crimes relating

  to drugs. Anybody found dealing, or in possession of, up to £2,000 worth of, say, cocaine, will be able to get off without a custodial sentence. Can you believe that joke, or what? If

  there’s a shred of truth in that, then what message does it send out to people? ‘Fair enough, I’ll do little packages worth £1,999,’ or, ‘Oh, I see, selling

  drugs is legal now.’ That really is how some idiots will view it.




  It’s not rocket science to implement my suggestion. I don’t know how much it would cost to build prisons, but I do know that we could have had loads of them with what we spent on the

  recent foray into Libya alone.




  We need to set new standards and create new careers. Elevate a prison officer’s career to a status that anyone would be proud to have and make the job available only to those with good

  qualifications, such as A levels or a degree. Pay them a good wage and you’ll get a better quality of prison service.




  And the same applies to the police. How often does some smart-arse lawyer get a crook off a charge? It’s because, regrettably, some of the academic brain power within the police department

  is not good enough. And it’s not good enough because being in the police force is not deemed to be a sought-after career. Again, make it a prestigious career by paying well. Raise the entry

  standard. Reward officers well, in line with professions such as lawyers, doctors and accountants, and you will have a much better police force and, in turn, a much safer and better country for

  ordinary citizens to live in.




  I’m sure people would agree with me that if we spent our money in those directions – rather than poking our noses into foreign affairs, which half of us do not understand

  – Britain would be a much better place. And, more to the point, young people would learn that crime, drug-taking and violence are no longer tolerated in this country.




  I will leave you with a funny letter I came across. Many a true word is spoken in jest.




  

    

      

        Dear Prime Minister,




        

          Let’s put the seniors in jail and the criminals in a nursing home. This way, the seniors would have access to showers, hobbies and walks. They’d receive

          unlimited free prescriptions, dental and medical treatment, wheelchairs, etc., and they’d receive money instead of paying it out. They would have constant video monitoring, so they

          could be helped instantly if they fell or needed assistance.


        




        

          Bedding would be washed twice a week, and all clothing would be ironed and returned to them. A guard would check on them every twenty minutes and bring their meals

          and snacks to their cell.


        




        

          They would have family visits in a suite built for that purpose. They would have access to a library, weight room, a pool, spiritual counselling and education. Simple

          clothing, shoes, slippers, PJs and legal aid would be free, on request. Private (secure!) rooms for all, with an outdoor exercise yard and gardens.


        




        

          Each senior could have a PC, a T V, radio and daily phone calls. There would be a board of directors to hear complaints, and the guards would have a code of conduct

          that would be strictly adhered to.


        




        

          The ‘criminals’ would get cold food, be left all alone and unsupervised. Lights off at 8 p.m., and showers once a week. They would live in a tiny room and

          pay £800 per week, with no hope of ever getting out.


        




        

          Justice for all, I say.


        


      


    


  




  I have to stop writing for a while now, because one of my people in our property company has told me that we’ve got some squatters living in the flats above some shops we

  own, and we can’t do anything about it. Why? Because they’re entitled to be there, and it’s going to take us three to six months to get them out.




  ‘How did they get in?’ I asked. ‘They must have broken in – they must have broken the locks.’




  ‘Yeah, for sure, but no one saw them do it, so they’re entitled to sit there.’




  ‘What, in my building?’




  ‘Yes, in your building.’




  Simple as that.




  







  2




  ‘Yo, Mother Chucker!’




  Listening to incomprehensible business jargon, and


  the new language spoken by teenagers.




  It’s 8.30 a.m. and I’m leaving my house in Essex to battle through the traffic for a meeting in town. The meeting is with a bunch of young executives who are going

  to run me through some new business plan. Obviously I’m interested or I wouldn’t be wasting my time. However, I’ve been to enough meetings like this to suspect that I might end up

  getting aggravated, so I’m bracing myself. What’s not helping my mood is that the journey there is in stop-start traffic and there are bloody roadworks in places I swear I saw the road

  dug up and then resurfaced just a few weeks ago. Anyway, when I arrive, I’m in no mood for nonsense.
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