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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


  GO! SMELL THE FLOWERS




  The Jimbo I know from Dubai is probably not going to be the flower smeller that I know but someone else I do not know - I hope! Enjoy the book that details this journey of change flowers smellers.




  Sir Ian Botham.




  Life is to short not to GO! Smell the flowers and this book is a great place to inspire change and to start living the life you want. Lee Sharpe, ex Man united and England footballer now a T.V pundit and reality T.V regular.




  A great his n her book - 2 perspectives on the same experience makes for an interesting read with a twist at the end. My wife and I raced to read this book every day!




  Steve Thompson M.B.E, former Rugby Union player for London Wasps, England and the British & Irish Lions.




  A enlightening story of inspiration that encourages get up and GO!




  Carly Booth, Professional golfer and winner of the 2012 Ladies Scottish Open.




  This book will make you laugh, possibly even cry and give you the strength and courage to step into your greatness. GO! For it. Katherine Roberts, Founder and President: Yoga for golfers.
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  GO! Smell the flowers, while you still can.




  One journey, many discoveries.




  

    ‘You are not here merely to make a living. You are here to enable the world to live more amply, with greater vision, and with a finer spirit of hope and achievement. You are here to enrich the world. You impoverish yourself if you forget this errand.’




    Woodrow Wilson


  




  
Foreword




  Allan and Barbara Pease


  International Authors Extraordinaire




  Allan




  Our first contact with Jim & Emma came when a magazine approached us to give advice to two aspiring young authors and become their long-distance mentors. Despite our hectic schedule with worldwide speaking engagements and book PR tours, plus a busy family life, we agreed to share what we had learned on the rocky road to writing a bestseller. Embarking on writing a book is one thing, but to do a ‘his n hers’ version of the same story is another. Jim & Emma have successfully managed this whilst combining a wonderful love story into a journey of self discovery and a fantastic example of the law of attraction.




  Barbara




  After setting the British tabloids on fire with our study into women’s difficulties with reverse parking we started on our own journey of the ‘his n her’ differences. Our own humorous insights into relationships between men and women will give readers a useful insight into the love story that Jim & Emma have written.




  Allan




  GO! Smell the flowers is both thought provoking and entertaining whilst capturing the zest for life these remarkable people have. Having recovered from cancer while continuing my world tour and writing 14 bestselling books - over 20 million copies in 140 countries - I’m a person who has smelt many flowers. My survival and success came from deciding what I wanted from my life and making a step-by-step plan of action and following through on my goals. Whether you are successful or floating around like a ship without a rudder GO! Smell the flowers will provide you with the inspiration to make it happen.




  Barbara




  GO! Smell the flowers is a well-timed breath of fresh air in a time when countless people are questioning their own existence.




  It has been a wonderful experience being Jim & Emma’s long-distance mentors as they inspire countless others around the world. Look no further and as Jim & Emma say “GO! Smell the flowers, while you still can!”




  Allan and Barbara Pease




  www.peaseinternational.com




  
How to use this book




  GO! Smell the flowers is our his ‘n’ hers account of the same journey through different eyes. Our book of ‘one journey, many discoveries’ is written as an account of travel, of change and, will we hope, serve as an inspiration for you, the reader.




  Throughout the book there are questions that you are free to ignore, read or think about. There are also quotations that are designed to encapsulate the relevant piece of writing or put a broader slant on our experiences.




  We want to give you the opportunity to dig deep and get more from this book than just reading the story – if that is what you want … it is your choice.




  These are the sub-headings you will find throughout the text to identify questions, reflections, action and information.




  GO! THINK - Questions designed to make you think, dig deep and call upon your experiences to date.




  GO! READ - Books we enjoyed reading and wanted to share with you.




  GO! Do it! – Our summary at the end of each chapter.




  GO! DISCOVER – A brief summary in the Appendix to share some of our discoveries.




  Enjoy it and remember:




  Go! Smell the flowers along the way.




  
Prologue




  Dubai – the present day




  

    Change is the law of life. and those who look only to the past or present are certain to miss the future.




    John F Kennedy


  




  As we stand arm in arm in our Sheik Zayed Road apartment, a wisp of sandalwood incense smoke softens the view. Despite the 14 lanes of traffic and the countless towering sky cranes stretching up above the dusty Dubai skyline an amazing feeling of wellbeing and contentment floods over us.




  “Wake up!” You think.




  Or is it “Oh come on, pass me the bucket”?




  “You’re dreaming.”




  Well, it is no dream. This has become our reality and one that we never imagined we’d find.




  What follows is our humble story of change and how we arrived at our present state of mind having quit the rat race through gritted teeth to leave Dubai and put our lives into perspective. Before we go headlong into our journey allow us to rewind back and explain how we both ended up in Dubai in the first place.




  Jim’s World




  Up until September 2002 I had been living in a terraced house in Chester in the north of England. My reason to be was selling chemicals. Not just any old chemicals you understand but the finest on earth that can be added to concrete on all manner of projects. I spent my working week travelling the country, eating at truck stops and battling to keep sales figures up and my waistline down.




  I was working in a quiet market that permitted plenty of thinking time, time to plan, time to dream. My dream was to get away from this relentless chemical treadmill and be posted abroad, preferably somewhere warm and busy - on another treadmill. Driving in circles from one forced sales call to another around rain-soaked Manchester was rapidly losing its appeal.




  Then a sudden break in the clouds appeared as I learned that there was an opening, an opportunity. It was to head up the marketing team over in Dubai - the dream of all expat postings. Post 9/11 most of my friends and colleagues thought I was mad to even consider going off to weave my chemical-enhanced magic in a land they perceived to be riddled with booby traps and nightclub bombings. But I knew what I felt about it in a heartbeat despite what CNN led me to believe.




  The lads at the local pub, rugby and golf club shouted me up a farewell curry to see me on my way. With a Chicken Chilli Balti in my belly and eight pints of Guinness Extra Cold I left with the hope that these social essentials would be available in the United Arab Emirates.




  I arrived in the October, with the remnants of yet another hangover but this time in a temperature of 35 degrees C and 80 per cent humidity. Back then, it was just me, an empty air-conditioned company flat, a private gym, sauna and rooftop pool. The week after arriving I celebrated my 31st birthday, alone, with a slice of cake from Spinney’s supermarket decorated with a solitary blue candle.




  I soon settled into the Dubai way of life however, where unlike the UK, the construction boom was rapidly gaining momentum; already the highest producer of concrete per head of population in the world. This city was on the up, both proverbially and physically, and so too were the thousands of people from all over the world expatriating to the place. In fact over 120 nationalities have now chosen to call Dubai home and the line up of customers in almost any coffee shop in town would confirm this where you will normally find a fair scattering of Brits amongst other latte drinking South Africans, Lebanese, Egyptians and French. Coffee is strictly off limits to me now but more of that later, or should that be latte?




  Projects in Dubai provided monthly sales figures equivalent to 12 months’ worth back in the UK without the grey bureaucracy that the industry faced at home. The audacity of the city’s rulers in their attempt to make it the global hub for business and tourism when the spoils of oil run out around 2020 was breathtaking. Growing out of the once-blue Arabian waters, for example, was The World, an ambitious project consisting of a series of 200 man-made islands shaped to form the world map as the dredgers spewed out Palm Island further on up the coast.




  After just three years in Dubai, we had busted all budgets. The once desert hardship posting was now the place to be and a global brand in its own right. A century ago, it was a fishing village whose coral-and-gypsum huts housed Bedouin traders and pearl divers. Now the only pearls noticeable were the ones dripping off the necks of the bored expat wives of Jumeirah. Today the merchants had gone international and science-fiction skyscrapers stood alongside the mosques and wind towers of Old Dubai.




  My ‘new’ life in Dubai differed from that in England in many ways but the grass wasn’t always greener. I had traded in my face-to-face client contact back in the UK for a one-on-one relationship with my computer keyboard where my daily efforts were spent justifying, defending and protecting both my importance and my department and, I recognised, ultimately made little difference to whether the graphs went up or down on those PowerPoint charts. In truth it was the market that dictated our meteoric rise and we were the concrete answer to everything because we were smack bang in the middle of the Disneyland market of Dubai – not because I was some strategic whizz kid.




  I could not fool myself any longer. My patience was running out along with the oil reserves. The rulers of the Gulf States wisely recognised this (the oil thing not my patience) and decided to give it their best shot by turning their homeland into a tourist destination. ‘Build and they will come,’ they said. They built and people were still coming as the construction orgasm continued.




  Granted, the relationships the team built up with their customer base, the level of service we offered and our after sales and technical support all played their part; but the year-on-year market growth outweighed all these attributes. But my role on the management team was, in truth, down to my skill of ensuring that I was at my keyboard from 08:00 to 17:30, five days a week.




  “What exactly is it that you do?” I was asked from time to time, largely by the field sales blokes.




  “Become the marketing manager and you’ll find out,” I’d reply with varying degrees of defensiveness.




  “It’s far more than the T-shirt and mugs department you know,” became my regular reply.




  What I did do was emails. My job was emails. I had become adept at emails. I’d even progressed from two-finger typing to almost three as I dared to allow my thumb to drop onto the space bar from time to time.




  My cleverness in responding to emails and keeping an empty inbox were my only means of bringing my ‘to-do’ list down to zero and that justified my return home from a ‘good day’s work’. I was marketing. I was clever too, but something in my life was seriously missing.




  Maybe I had made a mistake coming to Dubai after all.




  Emma’s World




  I arrived in Sharjah, a little-known Emirate that borders Dubai, in August 1996 with my husband, Charlie. Life in the UK had lost its charm, house prices had risen steeply and salaries were not keeping pace. With Charlie’s future not looking bright after a round of redundancies at the bank in which he worked, we decided not to hang around to learn his fate but to make a move to a more exciting life.




  I was a trained primary school teacher and, rather dramatically, accepted a teaching post in Sharjah, ‘somewhere in the Middle East’, which I had seen advertised in the Times Educational Supplement. I had no idea what to expect but our thinking was that the move would pay off our mortgage within ten years, enabling us to get the things we had always wanted in life. As one of the more traditional seven Emirates, the Sharjah Creek was a world I had never seen. It was lined with old buildings and rickety wooden dhows, piled high with a brightly coloured plastic-wrapped cargo that was then unloaded by a handful of exhausted ship-hands after an arduous journey across the Indian ocean to the Gulf of Arabia. This, together with the old souk area, its long narrow alley ways and the humid air thick with aromatic spices, conjured up old oil paintings of the Arabia I had often seen as a child.




  Despite the overwhelming immersion into Arabic culture, the move, however, didn’t quite prove to be the golden ticket we had expected. We had traded in a small, detached, three-bedroom Wimpey house with a nice garden and garage in the UK and were now living in a tiny one-bedroom apartment in a grey cement block, overlooking a busy side street. My job was not as I had expected either. Due to the language barrier, it turned out to be more babysitting than teaching and with little parental interest, before two terms were over, I had already started looking around for something new.




  While I took on a new role in a primary school with a British Curriculum in Jebel Ali on the other side of Dubai, Charlie found a job with HSBC in Dubai. Things were on the up at last and we traded in our tiny apartment for a small villa in Dubai itself. This time boasting two bedrooms, a garden and servants’ quarters, it looked, finally, as though we were on our way to living the life of the expats we had heard about. It soon became clear however, that as much as I loved my new role, it was leading nowhere and so, after three happy years, I left the teaching profession and accepted a new role organising networking parties for the British Embassy.




  While our professional lives were going in the right direction, rather than the move bringing Charlie and I together, as we had expected, our new roles were slowly driving us apart. Charlie was spending more time out of town with his job and I was increasingly seeking solace in our two new rescue dogs, Poppy and Winston. The pair soon became my focus for love and attention. The three of us would crawl under the fence of Mushraf Desert Park and find a quiet corner where we would go for long walks. Sitting on a sand dune, I would spend hours watching them race around, laughing at their antics and enjoy being alone with my thoughts under a vast darkening sky. We would often curl up on the sofa together giving each comfort and love. In the meantime, Charlie and I drifted apart.




  Not wanting to give up on ten years of marriage, we went to counselling as a last resort. Perhaps we didn’t really try hard enough. Eventually we decided to part and I finally had to accept that this person, who had been the other half of me for 13 years no longer featured in my future. It was heart wrenching. While Charlie stayed on in the villa with Poppy and Winston, I, once again, moved to a tiny, one-bedroom flat on the edge of town to start again.




  For the first time since university I was facing life as a single girl but this time in a foreign country. Now that I was on my own again, I had to face the reality that I just couldn’t survive on the meagre wages that my job with the British Embassy was bringing in. I was forced to move to something bigger and better and had to learn to manage my bank accounts and pay bills; something that, being married to a banker for ten years, I had managed to escape. Life was pretty basic and a far cry from the expat life I had been dreaming of, but learn I did. In fact, I frightened myself with my efficiency and had an uplifting sense of regaining my own identity.




  I moved to an exhibitions and conference company where I was part of the team that put together Cityscape, a commercial property exhibition. This was an instant hit in the busy market of Dubai.




  I had little money for the glittering parties however and since breaking up with my husband, chose to spurn the handsome men in their dinner jackets in favour of quiet nights of fun and games with our dogs, for whom I now shared custody. Several nights a week, I would pick them up and smuggle them into my flat, since dogs were not allowed. Not an easy feat when you consider that Winston was a Great Dane cross and Poppy only a little smaller. There were a few hilarious incidents when we would have to dash up the stairs instead of using the lift, but as Winston was terrified of climbing stairs it always ended with me staggering up three flights of stairs with 24 kilos of dog in my arms.




  My apartment was in the middle of the desert in an area that was soon to be developed, but it did mean that their long runs were not sacrificed. We would often creep out at midnight and walk in the desert under the full moon. As the dogs tore around like lunatics, I would sit and drink in the stillness of the night, only to be rudely interrupted by one of them leaping on top of me for protection from the other as their games of chase continued. I was at my happiest with the dogs; they would make me laugh out loud, give me unconditional love and lick the tears off my face when I was sad.




  Despite the success with the exhibition, it was time to move on and find a job that let me enjoy the high life.




  
Chapter One


  All that glitters




  Emma




  

    This is the life, or is it?




    ‘All that is gold does not glitter; not all those that wander are lost,’




    JRR Tolkein


  




  “More Champagne Madam?”




  This was the life. This is why I had come to Dubai. Glittering parties, sparkling dresses, handsome men in their dinner jackets, uniformed waiters wearing spotless white gloves delivering an endless supply of champagne in sparkling crystal. Hmm …




  I don’t think so.




  I had just spent five months in my second job since leaving the British Embassy, this time as director of sales and marketing for the Dubai office of a UK-based company. My role was to set up and launch a branch of the company that marketed a range of luxury goods, including cars and jewellery. This meant that I had to meet and mingle with many of the ‘top’ people in Dubai; the chief executives, the Sheikhs, dignitaries and decision makers.




  The party invitations flowed as freely as the champagne. Finally I was beginning to sample the other side of life in Dubai. There were parties at Dubai’s seven star hotel, The Burj Al Arab; launches of new companies and brands, with British royalty and a handful of local celebrities present too. There were luxury cars as giveaways and guests wearing bespoke jewellery to die for. It was a far cry from the life of a teacher that I had experienced when I arrived.




  It was fantastic to start with, don’t get me wrong, but after a while, the shiny veneer became increasingly tarnished. When I looked closely at what lay beneath, it could be shallow, boring and in some cases, plain unpleasant. In fact, after ten years it had become more and more difficult to hide my complete disinterest in the high life after all - and the people living it.




  All the same, I was enjoying a lifestyle that I would not be able to afford in the UK; manicures, pedicures, waxing, hair appointments, coffee and my ironing done for me - all had become part of my normal everyday life and I felt that I was changing into a person that I didn’t recognise. I was torn. Was I the same person that had once dreamt of owning dogs, horses and an open log fire to sit by? Was this new life the life I really wanted?




  Jim




  

    Reality check




    ‘Ours is a world where people don’t know what they want and they are willing to go through hell to get it.’




    Don marquis


  




  “Nice one, Jim,” said Paul as my ball rolled with a gentle plop into the eighteenth hole. “Not enough to win the game, the Guinness is on you back at the Club House.”




  “Whatever you say, Boss.” I replied shaking his hand through gritted teeth. I hated losing at golf and never let the boss win if I could help it.




  We were on the smooth green turf of the Nad Al Sheba golf course and I had been in Dubai for almost three years.




  This was no ordinary golf course; not only did it offer floodlit golf until midnight it also played host to the world’s richest horserace - the Dubai World Cup. Big occasions like these teased me with buffets that confirmed the world really was my oyster, lobster and king-sized prawn. Shared hangovers and topping up the next day was the currency of expatriates and one I was happy to trade with. And yet for some reason, here I was, using the club as my solace for feeling lonely and empty.




  My life in Dubai just wasn’t sitting right. Whenever I pressed the pause button and allowed myself a scrap of quiet time it felt uncomfortable. I experienced immense feelings of isolation, guilt and greed like never before. My day-to-day life saw me sitting behind a lap top, locked up in a head office all day. Was this justification for my so-called ‘higher’ education? Not only had the marketing spend and sales results increased during my tenure but so had my waistline and blood pressure. I’d shot up from 90 to almost 100 kilos and my waist had gone from 34 to 38 inches. I had suddenly become known as ‘Big Jim’, but for all the wrong reasons.




  I was fed up of using the last notch on my belt and despite the hairdryer of heat that hit me every time I got out of the 4×4 after work, returning to my flat to change before jumping into my roof-top pool still made it hard to feel refreshed. The combination of sauna, cold shower and pool even stopped doing the trick as I failed to settle after work and relax to enjoy my privileged surroundings, maintained so carefully by the faceless Indian workers that I had begun to call by name.




  “Good morning Meester Jim,” they would beam as I flopped into my pool before or after a hard day of emailing.




  Sometimes I’d manage a grunt, and to go as far as looking them in the eye. As we began to exchange smiles, it got me thinking. Where did these guys come from, when did they have holidays? What did they eat? What did they earn? Their meagre reality provided me with some form of a benchmark whilst I was busy pitying my privileged existence. How did they feel being barely paid, largely ignored and probably taken for granted? What about the guy who filled my jeep with petrol? The pool cleaner? The countless subservient security guards who referred to me as ‘Sir’? What had I done to deserve this accolade from a stranger?




  These were the much ignored foot soldiers of Dubai who made the place work as they crouched down in their overalls in the midday sun or greeted everyone with a smile inside the air-conditioned restaurants. Thanks to all the so called self-help books I read by gurus like Phil McGraw, Tom Peters and Deepak Chopra I now realise that all that was happening was a bout of introspection. They call it ‘self-discovery’ but at the time it felt like downright misery. I was sick and tired of returning ‘home’ to my bachelor flat after another hard day of typing and shouting a sarcastic ‘Hi, honey I’m home,’ or a ‘Home honey, I’m high,’ out to the imaginary life partner who was waiting for me at the dining room table with a hug, a glass of red wine and a homemade lasagne.




  

    GO! Read




    The money or your life, John Clarke




    Siddartha, Herman Hesse




    Reimagine, Tom Peters


  




  Occasionally, I’d return to the flat, polish off a bottle of wine and put my sorry self to bed. I stopped watching over-rated TV programmes opting instead to read more. I replayed films like Gladiator, empathising with Maximus as he is ordered to unveil himself. Had this been me in the twenty-first century, caught in my moment of glory, the scene might have gone something like this:




  

    “My name is James William Wheat, commander of the Marketing Department, general of construction chemicals, loyal servant to the true emperor, my computer keyboard.”




    GO! Think:




    Learn to enjoy your own company. If you cannot stand spending time with yourself, how can you expect anyone else to want to be around you?




    When did you last allow yourself some quiet time?


  




  So there I was, with everything that I thought I’d wanted and yet was still deeply unhappy. I had my health and material possessions. I was able to throw myself at the wondrous Dubai lifestyle while managing to stash some tax-free cash away from time to time. Mum always called this my Rainy Day Fund and maybe I was missing the rain after all. This spare cash only added to my feelings of selfishness, guilt, greed and isolation. Welcome to ‘success’. What was my problem?




  “Can you call a lady called Emma from this exhibition company, Jim?’ Paul asked me one day in March. “I expect she’ll be after some form of sponsorship.”




  “Yeah, yeah. Bring it on. You don’t expect me to fall for that old ploy do you? They send in the blonde and I sign on the dotted line!”




  I called her. She came into the office, bringing with her an air of such grace and femininity that it was as if the room were suddenly filled with flowers. Sitting on the opposite side of my huge desk, Emma began to describe the event she was planning for the upper echelons of the construction industry.




  Emma, whom I discovered came from Devon, needed sponsorship. She was gorgeous. I signed.




  Emma




  

    ‘We all have big changes in our lives that are more or less a second chance’




    Harrison Ford


  




  Jim and I had a soft launch to our relationship.




  We played some golf, he showed off his cooking skills and we took a trip out into the desert, all of which were male domains and designed to impress – and I was impressed. But I was then faced with having to do something in return – something that would have an impact on a man of such sporting prowess as Jim.




  My opportunity arrived by chance about a week later, when I had some spare tickets to a work-related event: beach polo. It was glitzy and glamorous yet sporty, with a few stars thrown in for good measure and a boozy corporate lunch by the sea. It was a rather stark contrast to the testosterone-riddled rugby pitches and the ensuing pints of beer Jim was used to. My event had the requisite manly deeds and alcohol, but its handling was more refined. I even convinced myself he was just a potential client too. I was in heaven that day. Sunshine, glamour, horses and a handsome man whose full attention, somehow, I commanded all afternoon.




  I found myself spending most of the afternoon gazing in Jim’s direction. Once I realised that my attention was taken away from the horses and the men in white jodhpurs (which are two of my passions in life) I realised that Jim was not one to let go of in a hurry. If anything could drag my attention away from thighs and thoroughbreds, it had to be important. This realisation was enough to make me start looking at things a little differently.




  

    GO! Think:




    When something can’t help but command your focus, it may be time to pay attention.




    What commands your focus?




    Thankfully, my attempts at trying to impress Jim had worked and that evening he called me to set an ‘official’ date for Valentine’s Day. What better day to go public with our relationship?


  




  
Jim




  One Gin & Tonic before Emma arrived wouldn’t hurt, helped down with a handful of cashew nuts. It’s the first date and she was bound to be a few minutes late. It would give me some company while I waited at the bar.




  Emma




  To add more romance to the evening, we had agreed to meet in the bar like semi strangers before going up to the restaurant. In my mind I had been playing the scene like an old black and white movie, with me as Audrey Hepburn standing in the doorway … romantic music playing … she is looking around uncertainly for the man of her dreams. their eyes lock … she walks through a crowded bar … all the men in the bar stop to follow her across the room until she locks into a passionate embrace with her man … climax of music and cut.




  In reality, the traffic was gridlocked and my phone was out of battery. The question was would he wait for me?




  Jim




  Having stared aimlessly into my second Tanquerey and tonic I began to wonder if she was going to show. Half an hour late was beyond first date late. Bloody Valentine’s day. Nice cashew nuts.




  Emma




  Forty minutes later, (which I am not sure counts as ‘fashionably’ late) I was overjoyed to see Jim sitting patiently in a seat by the bar, looking gorgeous in a red shirt. I was so relieved that he had not given up and left, that the dignified film star entrance was forgotten as I rather unceremoniously flung myself into his arms bemoaning the traffic.




  Jim




  It was definitely worth the wait.




  I had waited my whole life to experience the evening that we shared.




  Emma




  It was a wonderful evening on which to start our relationship. Now that we had admitted to ourselves and anyone who was interested - and many who weren’t - that we were officially a couple, our relationship started to develop very quickly and we soon became constant companions.




  Jim accompanied me devotedly to my work functions, each one became bigger and better than the last. The extravagance of it all made my head spin and my stomach churn. With Jim at my side, it was as if we began to share the same pair of eyes and together, as the rose-tinted lenses fell away, we both began to see the shallowness of Dubai society.




  Jim




  

    Clarity with Charity




    ‘Charity: A thing that begins away from home, and usually stays there.’




    - Elbert Hubbard


  




  Emma and I found it perfectly natural to share our thoughts, experiences and dreams as we compared corporate notes that were in essence very similar. I talked about how ‘one day’ I would resign to travel and write a book. This gave us a sense of perspective, it made our toils more worthwhile and whilst I was fantasising, Emma was dreaming of re-visiting South Africa and the South of France having spent memorable holidays where she had adored the simplicity and general way of life.




  Another effective way I found that helped me to keep a sense of perspective was my obsession with physically pushing myself. The only exercise I took at work was walking up the stairs to my office, the odd pit stop for liquids in and out, and back down the stairs to leave again. It was hardly climbing Mount Everest although I did feel like I was hanging onto the corporate mountainside waiting for my pay cheque to land at the end of every month. I set myself sponsored challenges to do in my spare time to raise money for various local charities whilst keeping fit and keeping my feelings of guilt for my own ill-gotten wealth at bay. I’d already started planning more travel for that year and was pencilled in to do a charity trek with my friends at the Dubai-based charity, Gulf 4 Good, to discover the Machu Picchu site in Peru.




  Thanks to the various charity challenges I had already cycled from Bangkok to Cambodia, climbed Mount Kilimanjaro and seen the wonders of the Serengeti. I know for a fact that the participants got as much out of it as the recipients of our donations. The more Gulf 4 Good trips I completed, the more I questioned why I was spending so much of my time in the office like a caged lion. Field sales had been my Serengeti and I was missing the real world Savannah.




  These travel outlets were a brilliant way to get me out of the Dubai bubble. They kept me occupied and allowed me to spend less time in my empty, lonely, soulless flat. It may have been a trendy apartment for wannabes, with all mod-cons, minimalist furniture and a designer loo-roll holder, but before Emma I did not even have the luxury of a mouse or cockroach for company. So much for the ‘high life’.




  The final nail in the ‘woe is me’ coffin came when I flew to Sri Lanka in March 2005 to fly the corporate flag during some Tsunami relief work with the Japanese arm of the charity, Save the Children. I’d overheard in the office that my colleague, Graham, was due to visit the area on behalf of our Japanese operation to ensure that the $300,000 raised by the company through various fundraising initiatives was being put to proper use. I managed to convince the company to allow me to go with him to document our unsung work there after the devastation that had hit the island three months earlier.




  

    GO! Think




    Have you ever considered charity work? What local charity would you donate your time to? Do you think the charity really benefits or does it get swallowed up in administration?


  




  I met Graham in the Hilton in Colombo, and we wasted no time in driving 100 miles along the south-east coast to the floodplains of Matara that were to benefit from some of the money. As we passed along the once idyllic coastline looking out at the seemingly calm ocean, we witnessed the scenes of destruction with open-mouthed disbelief. Whole communities, not just houses, had been pulled up from the roots of their foundations leaving nothing but destruction. The picture of the mangled wreckage of an eight-carriage commuter train will be with me forever.




  Full of life until the wave struck and now skewed over the battered track it was hard to get my head around the enormity of what had happened; Imagine travelling on a train, reading one minute, only to be wiped clean out the next. The community had decided to leave the wreckage as it was, to honour the thousand people who had been annihilated as the tsunami stopped the train in its tracks. All that remained were bouquets of flowers, scribbled notes and the beginnings of rust.




  What I had seen got me to thinking: I was full of life now, but for how long? When was my tidal wave going to hit?




  Coming face to face with the locals, we met some very humble people who had lost not only all of their possessions but their family members too in - one fell swoop. They needed a leg-up to rebuild their lives. Our company had donated 25 concrete-block making machines together with 500 sewing machines, which left us with no doubt that our donation would at least make a small difference. We hoped to give these people the chance of earning a living again.




  

    GO! Think




    Why wait for the tidal wave to land? What changes can you make now in your life?




    Back to my reality




    ‘My problem lies in reconciling my gross habits with my net income.’




    -Errol Flynn


  




  On the business class flight home later that day I felt acutely uneasy. It just didn’t seem right that the cost of my flight alone could have watered, fed and clothed a dozen of the families I had just seen for many months. Despite my feelings I soon succumbed once again to the lure of my privileged lifestyle and rather than stay and do something about the devastation I had seen, I boarded the plane.




  That evening contrasted starkly with what I’d just witnessed as I accompanied Emma to a glitzy ball at one of Dubai’s over the top 5 star hotels. In a matter of hours I had ricocheted from one guilt trip to another. The 250 or so exclusive guests all sipped champagne before sitting down to be entertained with a six-course meal and a couple of accomplished waiters-cum-opera singers. My fake smile was at its best as I failed to erase the scenes in Sri Lanka from my mind. Another glass of champagne seemed to help placate me and suitably numbed the memory of what I had just left behind. This was life with all its variety and I convinced myself that I was a lucky guy to have been able to experience such contrasts in the same day.




  After this experience I found myself in more turmoil than ever. Every time I found myself settling back into Dubai-life and its luxury I would shake myself firmly.




  The next day I started to wonder what mark I could make on the world, thinking perhaps irrationally that were I to die, then all the people I now knew would only bother to pay their last respects because of the eat-all-you-can curry on offer at the post-burial buffet. I didn’t want it to be this way. I found myself awake in the early hours of the morning writing my epitaph as they suggest in self-help books, of which I was becoming so fond.




  Two phrases stuck in my head during those long nights: ‘A long time dead’ and ‘Seize the day’. I tried my best to start living by these idioms but for some reason there was still a void.




  I’d had enough. There was nothing else for it. Sod waiting. Right here, right now was the only time. My stomach turned at the thought of waiting for however many years to pass as my sales charts were either applauded or booed. I wanted to get out of corporate life and Dubai. I wanted to discover myself; the real me.




  

    GO! Think:




    What would you like to be written on your headstone?




    GO! Read:




    Who will cry when you die? Robin Sharma


  




  Emma




  

    ‘We come to beginnings only at the end.’




    William Bridges


  




  Jim resigned on April Fool’s Day but not one person thought he was joking. On hearing the news, Jim’s boss, Paul, offered his full support to his decision, and left him to create his own corporate Tsunami as he began setting his affairs in order, ready to hand over to his successor in three months’ time.




  On the evening of his resignation, we went up to the roof of my apartment and sat by the pool. We opened a bottle of vintage Shiraz that I had been saving to celebrate. He reassured me, however that this didn’t mean the end of the relationship; just a few months apart.




  “I feel like I have won the lottery. My feeling of excitement is unbelievable,” he tried to explain as he wiggled the cork from the stronghold of the bottle.




  “Aren’t you just a little nervous, not having any concrete plans?” I coaxed gently. In his position, I’d have felt sick, not excited!




  “Not at all. With no ties or responsibilities, anything is possible from here onwards. The only downside is the summer apart,” he said looking at me for a reaction.




  But I was determined to be positive. This was something he really wanted to do and I would only give him support, regardless of the fact that I was already dreading losing him.




  To make it more bearable, we decided to take a holiday to South Africa at the beginning of July, after Jim had served his notice, then he would set off via the UK as a first step. Come October, we would be reunited. It didn’t sound that bad. But in my heart, it didn’t feel so good.




  In truth, aside from the prospect of being without Jim for three months, his decision had really made me reflect on my own situation. With little support from the London office, I was becoming increasingly disillusioned with my job too, which had now grown to encompass being general manager and receptionist since the people in those roles had left. I was fed up; not just with the job, but with the constant round of parties, the small talk and the shallowness of the city. I felt that my values were being stepped on from a great height and I just didn’t want to compromise any more.




  

    Go! Think




    What are your values?




    How can you live in a way that is true to your values?


  




  Just like Jim, I too wanted to do something that counted and sipping champagne just didn’t cut it anymore. Something was missing.




  Decision Time. Should I resign and take time out and go with Jim, or stay in Dubai and wait for his return?




  Out came the corkscrew again and another bottle of my favourite red wine that I had been saving for another deserving occasion. It really needed a log fire for it to be fully appreciated, but an evening trying to decide whether my dreams were within my reach and budget seemed an appropriate time for this fine bottle.




  But I now had financial commitments in property that I couldn’t (and didn’t want to) walk away from. And it wasn’t just the money, either. I had been in Dubai for a long time and enjoyed most of it, looking on the emirate as my home. I had great friends there and wasn’t sure that I wanted to give all that up.




  

    Go! Read




    Change your life in 7 days, Paul McKenna


  




  After some thought and figure-juggling, I realised that if I was going to go, the only way I could make it work was by taking some unpaid leave, which meant selling my car. I was the very proud owner of a brand new Rav 4 that I had been driving for 18 months. I loved my car and the thought of parting with it was not pleasant. However, it meant that money would not be a worry if I took some time out. With the financial-problem solved, Jim and I raised a toast to our combined wisdom before knuckling down to the next dilemma – whether I should take a sabbatical or leave my job permanently.
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