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    Dedicated to my wife, Heidi,


    who supports me with all my habits,


    both limiting and liberating.

  


  
    


    People do not decide their futures, they decide their habits


    and their habits decide their futures.


    F. Matthias Alexander

  


  
    PREFACE

  


  
    At the beginning of June 2019, in a world pre-COVID-19, I was caught in the grip of what I then thought to be the worst virus (read: a bout of man flu) in the living history of our world. And so, on Sunday, 2 June, I finally found myself with a drip in my arm, my mildly concerned doctor trying to get oxygen into my depleted system.


    The net result of the relentless first two quarters of 2019? Two weeks in bed.


    Fourteen days that would not only be utilised for recovery and rest, but also for remote workload management and for sharpening my knowledge in the area of Advanced Strategic Management.


    Because I have somehow found spare time within my very limited personal time to embark on another journey. One that began at the start of 2019 and will result in me obtaining a PhD by 2023. Hence, I would interrupt my fever for three hours the following Saturday in order to fight through my first written exam in 33 years, only to crawl back into my bed afterwards, too tired even to tweet.


    It would be in this state that an idea would find me, at nine minutes past six in the evening, to be exact.


    An idea that made me rise from my bed like Lazarus from the dead. A white skinnier version of Denzel Washington. A man on fire. And not just with fever, but rather with an insatiable desire to bring this idea to life. Because, as stated in my first book, nothing creates change more than an idea.


    The idea was simple.


    I was going to write a second book. A how-to guide. And in doing so, start building a franchise of books, under the title of Growing Greatness. All aligned to my own life’s purpose, in service to you.


    Here I would like to acknowledge Thomas Corley, the author of Rich Habits, whom I met in Toronto in December 2014. Thomas, through his research, reaffirmed my personal approach to eradicating bad habits by replacing them with good ones.


    With one difference.


    That in order to understand good, we need to experience bad. And that in the absence of bad there cannot be good. In fact, life has taught me that bad actually inspires good. Which ultimately makes bad good. Or at least in my book.


    Thus, for the purpose of this guide, I chose to use the terms limiting and liberating, rather than bad and good.


    Limiting habits are what stand in the way of us achieving true greatness in life. But rather than trying to give up a limiting habit, a higher level of success can and will be achieved by replacing such habits with liberating ones.


    For my second book, I am offering 20 of the most liberating habits that I have used to replace my 20 most limiting habits over the course of the past 14 years, since finding my life’s greater purpose on Friday, 12 January 2007. It is my sincerest wish that just one of these may assist you in a breakthrough towards your own life of greatness.


    But this book is more than just a self-help guide. It is also a miniature case study conducted on 20 smokers at the outset of this journey.


    As part of this project, each smoker was carefully selected and then interviewed while smoking a cigarette. Over the course of the engagement each person was asked to share their greatest childhood dream and also to share their most limiting habit in life that keeps them away from achieving their dreams. During this simple process, I meticulously timed each person’s smoking time per cigarette, from the moment of ignition to the moment of extinction. Each cigarette butt was then photographed at the exact moment after stamping it out and, in conclusion, I would measure each smoker’s reading speed per minute.


    And through these metrices, I was able to calculate the exact length of every chapter which I then wrote, bespoke, for each of them.


    You will find these details on every smoker, as well as a picture of their cigarette butts, at the start of each chapter. This book is first and foremost written in their service. And if my little experiment could help just one of them to extinguish her or his limiting habit and replace it with a liberating one, then I would already have fulfilled the purpose of this project.


    And that’s not aiming low. Because, believe me, to change a habit is the most difficult deed in the world. I know, because my hair has slowly turned a lighter shade of black on this journey towards greyness. 


    Lastly, the bulk of this book was written within the epicentre of the COVID-19 storm, while being in lockdown at our beloved Injabulo on the Vaal. And it would be the introspection that I went through over this period, the daily self-reflection that deepened my belief in my own approach to life that is overlaid on each and every one of these pages.


    Because I believe that now, more than ever, is the time to find new ways of doing old things. That the good that will come from this challenging time are the seeds that will be planted for the adoption of new and liberating habits. Not just to serve ourselves, but also for the survival of our planet. And that if ever there was a reason for exchanging limiting habits for liberating ones, it would be for the sake of the hundreds of thousands of people who have lost their lives throughout this spell, who will not be as fortunate as we are to lay eyes on a new world post the COVID-19 crisis.


    I am slightly less frightened writing a book this second time around. But I remain intimidated, nevertheless. Yet, I simply don’t stop to question where ideas come from. I dare not allow my head to overrule the power of my heart. Because I have decided never again to permit my limiting habits to make me sit out in life.


    Hence I step in and put my fingers to my keyboard in order to deliver on my purpose in this lifetime: To bring out the best in myself. And in doing so, bring out the very best in you.

  


  
    CHAPTER 01
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    China, Copywriter and Musician, age 27


    Average smoking speed per cigarette: 6 minutes 05 seconds


    Average reading speed: 263 words per minute


    Chapter length: 6,08 × 263 = 1 599 words


    Childhood dream: In primary school I wanted to be a lawyer.


     Most limiting habit: I am scared of failure.

  


  
    REPLACE 
SITTING OUT 
WITH 
STEPPING IN


    On Thursday, 23 October 2018, I was entering the reception area of the conference hall at Gallagher Convention Centre in Midrand, Johannesburg. One of our largest clients, the South African Breweries, had asked me to speak at their entrepreneurial conference.


    On arriving at the registration desk, I was asked to fill out my details in order for my access tag to be printed. The very first field on the computer allowed me three choices: Mr, Mrs or Dr.


    Ah, that wonderful little thing called choice.


    In hindsight, it was rather peculiar that there would have been an option for Doctor in the first place. But such is the way in which our magnificent Universe operates, giving each of us the crumbs that will lead us out of the forest of average, home towards our own towering tree of greatness. If only we took the time to take notice of a world designed for personal growth.


    This unexpected third field somehow prompted the inner child in me to fill out what most appealed to my sense of humour, and so I found myself a few minutes later with an access tag around my neck, identifying me as Dr Pepe Marais, Speaker.*


    While I was being introduced as Dr Pepe Marais, I noticed that people somehow took more note than usual, sitting more upright in their chairs, ready to take note of the knowledge about to be imparted to them by the incredibly smart Dr Pepe Marais.


    But of course, unable to uphold my façade, I came clean 22 minutes into my talk. And although I tried to justify that, with almost four decades of entrepreneurship under my belt, I actually deserved an honorary doctorate in business, I could still somehow sense disappointment in the faces that were so intently hanging on to my words of wisdom for every single second prior to my confession.


    Yet, no matter how the audience perceived or didn’t perceive me, my little act of fraud got my mind thinking, sparking a new idea: Why could I not become Dr Pepe Marais? What credibility would a doctorate give me in terms of my belief in how purpose affects the way in which we run our lives and our businesses?


    Could I do a dissertation on a scalable solution for our struggling educational system? Would this journey towards obtaining a PhD take me in the direction of discovering a new approach to education with greater purpose for young people at its core?


    And with this thought in mind, I did what by then had become a liberating habit in my life.


    I stepped in.

__________________

    We are each designed by nature to create.


    Our ability to do so starts with our thoughts. From the biggest most spectacular concepts to the smallest and most modest ideas. Each one a particular gift from the greater Universe as a means towards expanding our individual potential and experience. These thoughts, when put into words and then acted on, are guaranteed to manifest in our lives.


    Yet our thoughts and our words are hardly ever brought to life, which is the key reason why cemeteries remain the most valuable properties on the planet. Because that’s where the majority of people’s dreams end up. So what stops us from stepping into the physical action needed to manifest our thoughts and our words?


    The habit of sitting out.


    We sit out by remaining in jobs that don’t give us fulfilment. We sit out by staying in relationships that don’t nourish our souls. We sit out by doing what the man says, sticking to the rules, waiting for instruction. We sit out by not making our own ideas happen.


    We sit out by being closed to the thinking of others, remaining dogmatic in our own ways. We sit out by blaming the past, and in doing so limit our own future. We sit out by saying ‘I am not creative’ when each of us is designed to create the most magnificent creation on this planet: a child.


    We sit out by following the masses, the sheep, the systems, the processes, the everyday, the ‘hey, hey Friday, it’s the weekend, baby’. When the most magnificent day of the week should be Monday. Or every day for that matter. We sit out by yearning for something great, but more often than not settle for less than good.


    We sit out by thinking in a box, living in a box and driving in a box. And before we know it, we are dead decades before we finally end up in a box.


    Thirteen years ago I participated in a group process where each person was given the opportunity to vote for five people out of 50 to ‘live’, while the remaining 45 were left to ‘die’. For round after round, each participant would go around the circle of souls looking each person in the eyes, casting their votes. The five people who received the most votes automatically made it onto a ‘life raft’ while the remaining 45 were left behind on the ‘sinking ship’, a metaphor for life.


    It was an emotionally draining process, revealing just how much we fear to step onto the playing field of this game called life. Because out of 50 participants, not one person would cast a vote for themselves to live. And this was not because we are so giving in our nature that we would rather allow another the opportunity to live than ourselves. It was simply an indication of how little we believe in our own value as people, and our inability to truly step into the responsibility of our own lives, even when we are playing a simple game that simulates it.


    Stop the habit of sitting out, and start stepping in.


    At 20 years of age, I had the idea to start my own business before the age at 30. When the time came, without knowing whether I would succeed or fail, I did not allow myself to sit out. I simply stepped in.


    Ten years later, this same business would face bankruptcy. So we picked ourselves up, stepped in, and rebuilt Joe Public from the ground up. A decade later we are finally starting to enjoy the fruits of our collective labour. The sweet taste of success made possible by 22 years of sweat. And of course, by stepping in.


    Stepping in has seen me summit Kilimanjaro, run a marathon on the Great Wall of China, walk the Amazon, hike to Delicate Arch in Utah, and step over the edge of black slopes while skiing in France.


    Stepping in has led me to the magic of music and into the heart of the love of my life, my wife. Stepping in has seen me step onto the dance floor with her whenever the music starts to play.


    Stepping in has helped me overcome my social phobia and fear of speaking in public. And though I experience a sense of anxiety for every single public keynote I am asked to deliver, I simply eradicate my fear by stepping onto the stage.


    Stepping in has assisted me in taking true ownership of the creative product of our business, rather than blaming our clients, our systems and our processes.


    Stepping in has seen me write my first book, and now a second one. It has taken me on a journey towards obtaining a PhD, sparked by a childish act at an entrepreneurial conference in Midrand in 2018. A journey that over the course of 2019 and 2020 has expanded my critical thinking beyond that which I had never thought I was capable of.


    Through the years I have learned that the moment I feel the slightest feedback from my inner Universe to sit out, is the very moment that I should firmly step in. It has become a truly liberating habit in my life. A habit that at times has spiked my heart rate and scared me beyond my own wits. But a habit that at the same time has profoundly unlocked my life, giving me a sense of true exhilaration and fulfilment.


    So this is my first step in luring you into breaking the limiting habits of your life. To replace sitting out with the liberating habit of stepping in, and in doing so become your own version of Jim Carrey’s character in the movie Yes Man.


    This is a gentle nudge, China, to step into the power of your soul. To say yes to each and every one of those large and little ideas that enter your head, your heart and your gut.


    Stop sitting on the sidelines, and step onto the magnificent playing field called life.


    It is not the critic who counts by Theodore Roosevelt


    It is not the critic who counts;


    not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles,


    or where the doer of deeds could have done them better.


    The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena,


    whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood;


    who strives valiantly;


    who errs, who comes short again and again,


    because there is no effort without error and shortcoming;


    but who does actually strive to do the deeds;


    who knows great enthusiasms, the great devotions;


    who spends himself in a worthy cause;


    who at the best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement.


    And who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly,


    so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls


    who neither know victory nor defeat.


    


    
      
        *My ‘Dr Pepe Marais, Speaker’ tag is displayed on my office wall, as a daily reminder of the power of stepping into my ideas.

      

    

  


  
    CHAPTER 02
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    Khuthala, Managing Director, age 43


    Average smoking speed per cigarette: 7 minutes 00 seconds


    Average reading speed: 232 words per minute


    Chapter length: 7,00 × 232 = 1 624 words


    Childhood dream: I remember wanting to be either on television or a lawyer.


    Most limiting habit: Second-guessing myself.

  


  
    REPLACE 
YOUR HEAD 
WITH YOUR 
HEART AND 
YOUR GUT


    Towards the end of 2008, Heidi and I attended an event for the promotion of peace and reconciliation at Freedom Park on the outskirts of Pretoria.


    Situated on a 52-hectare koppie (hill) overlooking the city, Freedom Park was established as our South African government’s response to the public’s need for a memorial that would fittingly honour those who sacrificed their lives for freedom.


    I was cradling our three-month-old bundle of joy in my arms, patiently awaiting the keynote speaker of the day to address the audience. I clearly remember the moment Archbishop Desmond Tutu finally stepped onto the stage, and in his very slow and drawn-out style of speaking said: ‘Eh, good afternoon … eh, ladies … and gentlemen.’


    I also remember how I passed a split-second judgement, thinking: ‘Eish, this is going to be long.’ Yes, the narrowness of judgement. Because twenty minutes later, I wouldn’t have minded if he spoke for the entire day, as the Arch had the audience totally captivated. From deeply spiritual and serious issues that had the crowd near tears, to light-hearted moments of laughter and joy that had us all in stitches.


    At one stage, while telling us about his friendship with the Dalai Lama, his memory failed him: ‘You know my friend the Dalai Lama is from, eh … eh … eh …’ To which someone in the front row shouted out: ‘Tibet!’ The Arch responded, with a little laugh: ‘That’s right, Tibet. You know, I am old now, and every now and again when I think of a word, it stops just above my head. And then I say eh ..., eh ..., eh ..., but the word doesn’t want to come down. And then the next morning, while I am standing in the shower, it will come down at last: Tibet!’


    This incredibly charming and funny man of God had me mesmerised.


    Although I was brought up in a Christian home, neither Heidi nor I formally belonged to any religion or attended any church at the time. However, in that moment, I knew with all my heart that our baby boy had to be christened on that very day. And the person to do so was standing on the podium in front of me.


    I leant over to Heidi, who was equally captivated by the Arch’s charisma, announcing under my breath: ‘I am going to ask Archbishop Tutu to bless our boy.’ ‘You’re mad,’ she whispered back.


    As the Archbishop concluded his 40-minute keynote delivery, he stepped down from the stage and, surrounded by eight bodyguards, started crossing over towards the exit to the left of the arena. At the same moment, I hugged my boy to my chest, stepped up the stairs towards the back of the amphitheatre, then at a steady pace crossed behind the crowd and finally descended towards the bottom left exit, with the clear intention of intercepting the Arch just before he could walk out the gate.


    My timing could not have been more perfect, as I met the tightly knit circle of bodyguards at the exact point I anticipated and took one gentleman gently by his firm bicep. He glanced to his left, with a questioning expression. ‘Please could I have a word with Archbishop Tutu?’ I asked. To which he curtly replied: ‘No’, and tried to move on. But I held on to his arm, forcing the procession to a halt, with the Arch asking: ‘Eh, what’s going on? Why are we stopping?’ As I caught his eyes past the beefy chest of his bodyguard, I simply asked: ‘Archbishop, please can you bless my boy?’ To which he responded with the most beautiful smile, as if there could never have been any other outcome: ‘Of course!’


    And so I would find myself with our little boy in my arms, enclosed within a circle of eight mountain-sized men, looking into the serene face of Archbishop Desmond Tutu.


    ‘His name is Jasper,’ I said, my voice charged with the emotion of the moment, as he gently placed his hand on our baby boy’s forehead: ‘Jasper, ndiyakusikelela ngegama likaYesu, loNyana, loMoya oyiNgcwele,’ (Jasper, I bless you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.)

__________________


    A habit, whether limiting or liberating, is like a muscle. The more you exercise it, the stronger it gets.


    My second habit on offer is one that goes hand in hand with the first one. It is a liberating habit that I have been practising for most of my life, to such a degree that it forms a major part of my craft today.
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