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Praise for Lorraine Murphy and Baby, You’re Remarkable!


‘One of the many things I love about Lorraine is that she gives epic advice, tips and tricks that you can easily implement into your life immediately. This woman is all heart and sitting down with her book feels like you are sitting down with one of your long-time besties.’


Melissa Ambrosini, author, speaker and podcast host


‘Now more than ever we need voices like Lorraine’s to lift women up and continue the conversation about what it’s going to take for us all to get ahead, together. I’m excited that Lorraine has helped amplify this conversation and excited to see what comes of her insights. Bravo!’


Olivia Ruello, CEO, Business Chicks Australia


‘Lorraine’s award-winning experience in business makes her the goto expert on how to get organised, productive and ultimately achieve more from life. This is the book I wish I had when I started my businesses alongside my family, but one that will help me now achieve further growth and satisfaction.’


Angela Priestley, owner and editor in chief, Women’s Agenda


‘This is the generous and practical guidebook I’d happily recommend to parents and parents-to-be, not just those running businesses. Lorraine admits to not having all the answers but she certainly helps readers by writing so honestly about what has and hasn’t worked for her.’


Georgina Dent, author, commentator, Women’s Agenda editor


‘Lorraine helped me to find pragmatic ways to honour the two important roles in my life as mum and a business owner, without any sacrifice or suffering, and to prioritise the potent in both my home life and business.’


Dr Kristy Goodwin, digital wellbeing and productivity expert


‘Lorraine consistently saves me from overwhelm and returns me to clarity and confidence. Lorraine offers practical, power-packed nuggets of wisdom that bring you back to centre, so you can once again lead the way for those who rely on you to do so.’


Helen Jacobs, author and mentor


‘As an entrepreneur, a mum and a wife I felt like I was doing a lot of things but not a lot of things well. Lorraine gave me instant clarity on not only how to calm the chaos but how to thrive.’


Laura Macleod, founder, Macleod Education


‘Lorraine has helped me to shift and grow my mindset to one that is not daunted by the challenges I have set myself but is filled with confidence to tackle them, and has given me a skill set so I actually can.’


Claire Behrmann, owner, Jellystone Designs


‘Working with Lorraine, every day I get to see first-hand how cleverly she blends her roles as mother, wife, friend and kickass business woman. Not afraid to show her vulnerability, Lorraine’s willingness to share the warts-and-all of her experiences brings great comfort to those who know her.’


Michelle Broadbent, business manager


‘Lorraine has been there with kind and encouraging words as we’ve journeyed together as friends, business owners and passionate mums. She deeply understands the tension of trying to grow both a business and a full life as a parent. I hope her words and our experiences give you an insight into what’s possible.’


Richenda Vermeulen, founder and CEO, ntegrity


Praise for Remarkability


‘one of Australia’s leading up-and-coming entrepreneurs’


Jack Delosa, founder and CEO of The Entourage


‘If you’re looking for real business insights from the trenches of a busy start-up, then look no further than this book.’


Emma Isaacs, global CEO of Business Chicks


Praise for Get Remarkably Organised


‘I literally could not put Lorraine’s book down. I began to make changes and implemented so many of her suggestions – they were easy to put into practice, with a huge, immediate payoff.’


Sally Obermeder, television presenter, radio host, author,
and co-founder and creative director of SWIISH


‘Lorraine is in a class of her own as a thought leader, and her wise, down-to-earth words have helped this previously disorganised journalist actually manage to get her act together.’


Libby-Jane Charleston, journalist (previously associate editor, HuffPost)




For Wade, Lexi and our shooting star.


Thank you for making me a mother.




 




‘there’s no escaping the fear. … The fear that I
can’t be both the best mother and the best tennis
player in the world. I guess my only choice is to
live, and find out.’


Serena Williams, Being Serena







About this book


Welcome to my book! *Beckons you over imaginary doormat into my imaginary book house*


I am fizzing with excitement to be writing this book and to set off on this adventure together.


My first book Remarkability was published in 2016, and it’s the story of starting my first business – and all the trials, lessons, ideas, ‘aha’ moments and adventures that entailed.


Book 2 came into the world in 2018 and was an extension of the chapter on organisation in Remarkability. It is called Get Remarkably Organised and it covers the whole gamut of what’s required to get your shit together – from routines to weekly planning time, from nixing procrastination to overcoming distractions.


I wrote Get Remarkably Organised partly when I was very pregnant, and mostly with a tiny human sleeping in her bassinet next to me. The story of becoming a new mother was interwoven in the background of the chapters as I wrote them. And here I am, with Book 3.


When I was an aspiring author manifesting the crap out of getting a book deal, the ‘trilogy’ of my first three books was always going to be that – first entrepreneurship, next organisation, then the motherhood/business mash-up.


So it feels distinctly surreal to be tapping out the opening lines of my third book – especially when I think of the enormity of everything that needed to happen in order for me to be doing this particular book. To put it mildly, it’s been epic.


I’d like to start our adventure together by very clearly stating what this book is NOT.


It is NOT a how-to manual to having a career and family. There is no step-by-step as every family, every business, every child and every parent is different – so one-size-fits-all is pretty much guaranteed to fit no-one here!


It is NOT an expert’s guide. Lord knows I’ve still very much got my training wheels on with this new gig. However, what worked with Remarkability was me sharing my start-up experience when those days were still a recent memory – so I hope this book will do the same.


It is NOT a monthly breakdown of pregnancy and beyond. There are many (actually qualified) people who do that job very well.


It is NOT a manifesto on how you should be living your life. You’re entering a judgement-free zone, folks.


It is NOT a discourse on flexible working, paid parental leave or government policy on childcare subsidies. As a business owner, I’ve kind of operated outside the matrix when it comes to leave and childcare.


Ok, now that’s out of the way …


What this book IS is an honest account of my personal journey in running a business and having a baby. It’s our family’s story, plus as many other experiences/perspectives as I can squeeze in from other parents. That simple.


Of course, I have downloads, lists and a reading treasure trail – like all my books do. You can download the suggested reading on my website. However, that cool stuff takes a backseat to the personal stories and experiences in this book. Because I believe the biggest personal growth originates from trading stories.


Becoming a mother was transformational for me – I think you’d struggle to find any parent who wouldn’t say that, right?


Lexi’s birth led to my own rebirth as a woman, a businessperson, a wife, a daughter, a spiritual student, friend, every ‘hat’ I wear in life. Life is unrecognisable now when I compare it to my life before 13 minutes past midnight on Tuesday 13 June 2017.


From day dot of having my own business – and indeed a factor in deciding whether or not to start a business – was how a family would integrate into that business. Having gone out on my own, that question loomed constantly, like a balloon permanently tethered to me. Not quite in sight, but always present, bobbing along behind me.


Now I’m doing it, I want to share the behind-the-scenes story on how that blend manifests itself IRL (In Real Life) – beyond the glossy, filtered version of life presented in little squares on Instagram.


This is the book I needed to read when I was starting my business, and the book I desperately wanted over the last few years on the journey I’ve been on to get to the point I’m at now.


And really, I thought that’s who this book was for – women in the same boat as me. They’ve either got a business or a career (or even both) and starting a family is imminent, or they may already have kids in the picture. They’re trying to figure out how they can do both and are like homing devices to any woman they see already combining biz/career with a family – like I was, and still am.


This week, I realised that I had been getting that wrong, quite wrong, in fact.


Wade (my husband – don’t worry, I’ll brief you on who’s who in the zoo very soon) asked me to speak to a group for his business, which takes university students to developing countries to create businesses on the ground there that help the local communities.


So last Monday I dropped Lexi off for her first day at daycare (tears: Lorraine 1, Lexi 0) and drove an hour north of Sydney to present to the group. I spoke for two hours and covered a pretty broad scope of content: entrepreneurship, overcoming fear, leadership, organisation, sales approaches, marketing and personal brand.


At the end, a group (mostly of women) gathered around me with questions. Two women in particular couldn’t get their words out quick enough, their urgency was so intense.


They wanted to know how I ran a business with a family.


I was shocked.


These women were 20 years old. Twenty! And they were already stressing about how they might one day have kids and still pursue the career they wanted.


You guys, they weren’t even in the workforce yet!


And it wasn’t just these two women – the other young women in the group also said that they, too, were worrying about this. This blew my mind. Chances are, these women wouldn’t be looking at having a family for another, what, ten years?


So were they going to stress about this for that entire time, and would the stress compound as the clock started to tick closer to their most fertile window? This concept scares the absolute bejaysus out of me.


Sheryl Sandberg shared a story in Lean In about how a young colleague came to her and asked how she managed a family with her career at Google. After some conversation, Sheryl discovered that the woman had no plans to have kids for quite a while – in fact, she didn’t even have a partner yet!


I didn’t believe that this level of worry amongst young women was a ‘thing’ – as to be quite honest, it never even crossed my mind when I was their age. Maybe this next wave of women are a lot more forward-thinking than I was in the early 2000s …


The conversation with those women lit an epic rocket under my ass. You see, I thought this book was for women like me, but it’s not just for us. It’s for the women coming up behind us in the ranks, too.


We cannot be what we cannot see – and that applies to all of us, whether we’re a 70-year-old pensioner or a seven-year-old school girl. What we women need most urgently is models. Models who prove to us that something we want to do is possible: be that completing three marathons, getting to the C-suite, or having a kid and a career.


My wish for you is that you see this book as an opportunity to hold in your hands a living, breathing case study of women who are blending their careers/businesses with their families – and absorb their stories. We’re not doing it perfectly – as perfection is, after all, an illusion.


But we ARE doing it.


And it IS possible.


If I know one thing about women, it’s that we’re fucking resourceful. So my second wish for you with this book is that you find between these pages an arsenal of resources to help you on your own adventure into babies and business – whatever that looks like to you.


The first half of the book is my personal experience of wanting, trying for and having a baby, and the broader ripple effect of that pretty momentous event. The second half is my reflections on motherhood and how that interacts with business, relationships and me as a woman.


We all have that friend who whips out her phone constantly to share the great new naturopath she’s seeing, the podcast she’s obsessed with, the Insta person she finds so inspiring, the movie she loved. I call them ‘Notepad Friends’.


As you read this book, I’d love for you to feel like you’ve sat down with your Notepad Friend and had that kind of honest, share-y chat. And from that, you have an action plan.


My greatest wish for you is this:




I wish – more than anything – for you to feel courage, pride and
confidence in the life choices you’re making (or want to make one
day) for yourself, your career and your family. Because it’s your life
and you get to live it however the hell you want to.





Right, let’s get this show on the road …


Lorraine Murphy,


Sydney, September 2018




PART ONE


OUR STORY …
SO FAR







CHAPTER 1


Me


Before we get stuck into the business/baby stuff, I thought it would be instructive and also display basic manners to introduce myself.


I know quite a few of you will have read my first two books (thank you!) and therefore have the download on my story to date – however, many of you won’t. So this mini-chapter is just for you.


In case my name didn’t give it away, I’m originally from Ireland – Dublin, to be precise. A small town called Rathcoole just west of Dublin, to be even more precise. I was raised in a very big, very close family – my mum is one of nine and my dad is one of seven. I have a younger sister Jenny and a brand spanking new niece Fiadh, but our extended family is so close that we pretty much feel that our 25+ cousins are brothers and sisters too.


I had a clutch of part-time jobs throughout high school and university as well as a side hustle of tutoring school kids. I chased accounts receivable for a printing company, managed reception for a GP practice and had a retail job in a fashion store.


I graduated with a degree in Communication Studies in 2003 and after applying (and failing) to get a job at every PR agency in Dublin, I decided I should get a more specific qualification. I enrolled in a full-time Postgraduate Diploma in PR & Event Management and from that course landed an internship, which then turned into my first PR role.


In 2005, I decided to stretch my wings beyond Ireland and took 34 kilos of luggage to start my new life in London. There, I pretty much got retrained in a larger agency and stayed in London for three years.


My British boyfriend at the time and I decided to try out the famed Aussie lifestyle and in January 2009 we set off for Sydney via a seven-week trip through Brazil and Argentina. I got a job in a boutique PR agency and was given a team of ten to manage. Between the brand new country, a very hands-off MD and my total lack of confidence in my own leadership abilities (’cos I had none!), the role was a struggle. The relationship didn’t work out either and we broke up four months after we arrived.


I moved into a single bed in my friend Nikki’s bedroom until we found a house together. I was excited to be single – my plan was to fly solo for 18 months, then at the age of 28 I’d find myself a husband. Simple!


The Universe had other plans, however, and I met Wade on a doorstep in Newtown on 8 November 2009, the week after my 27th birthday. At our first date the next night, it was immediately clear that he was The One.


Wade had studied finance at university, and then decided to enter the Australian Army as an infantry officer. When I met him, he had left the army and just returned from a year of travelling and was training for the Special Forces selection process.


Becoming an army wife wasn’t part of my plan, so I accepted that we’d probably have a couple of months together before he’d set off on this next chapter of his military career. But an injury prevented him from this route (yay for me, not so yay for his hip) and he instead moved into investment banking.


When the account director I’d been covering for at work came back from maternity leave, I was shocked to be made redundant two weeks later. I took the redundancy incredibly personally and it shook me to the core. I was panicking about being kicked out of the country as my visa was attached to my job, and having just met and fallen deeply in love with Wade, that would have been heartbreaking.


I managed to find a new role at a much bigger agency and spent two years working with the brightest people I’d ever worked with, and in a culture I had never experienced before. It was a lesson for me that the Universe has a much better handle on what events we need to help us reach our highest potential!


During that time, I began to take notice of the rising power of bloggers and began to immerse myself in the fledgling Aussie blogosphere – I could see how their audiences were growing while TV and print numbers were dropping, and I wanted to be a part of this brave new world.


Based on the relationships I built with bloggers and the great results from the tentative early work I did with them on behalf of my clients, I decided to start the first talent agency for bloggers in Australia. I had some savings, a big idea and an endless drive to make it a reality. I handed in my notice and threw open the doors of the business on 16 May 2012. The bedroom doors, to be precise, as I started the business in our spare bedroom.


For the first six months of the business, it was bona fide pushing shit uphill. Once I realised that I needed to educate the market on the latent power of bloggers, things began to change. In October that year, I hired my first employee, secured Woolworths as a client and doubled the number of bloggers we represented.


Wade and I got married in November, in a tiny ceremony on the same doorstep we had met on. Only my sister and his best friend knew it was happening, and we told our parents the night before.


By now Wade had joined a start-up financial advice firm, so both of us were fully immersed in the Sydney start-up scene and made lots of brilliant friends in the space.


My business went on to be something of a surprise success (most especially to me). It won a shelf-full of awards, including Emerging Agency of the Year, Entrepreneur of the Year and Startup of the Year. We grew to representing 26 digital influencers and I had a team I adored. Over the years we diversified our model with innovative and freaking exciting new offshoots to the brand. Annual revenue was in the multi-millions.


I began to be asked to speak at events, sharing my story. I was terrified of public speaking, and thus ensued a commitment to getting out of my own way by working on that fear.


I wrote my first book Remarkability, which was published in 2016, and shared my adventures in early-stage entrepreneurship. The day after it hit the shelves, I flew to Necker Island with Business Chicks and spent five days with leading businesswomen and Sir Richard Branson.


That same year Wade started his own business with some co-founders, and we were back into start-up mode again.


Our daughter (writing that still takes my breath away – I have a daughter!) Alexis was born in June 2017 – and life overnight became infinitely more magical.


I wrote most of my second book Get Remarkably Organised while she was a tiny newborn and it was published in 2018.


As I’m writing this chapter, Lexi is 15 months old. She’s enjoying her third day of daycare and was too busy climbing onto a ladybird toy to kiss me goodbye this morning. I pushed the empty pram back to our house, and settled in for a day of writing these words to you.


So that gets you up to speed if this is the first time we’ve spent together!




CHAPTER 2


Deciding to try


As I prepared to write this chapter, I had to timeline out the various events that got us to this point – and it was a pretty hectic timeline! It’s also almost exactly four years since the journey started, so it’s a long timeline.


That journey started with a conversation at an industry conference in Queensland, with Shelley, a woman I respect enormously.


It was August 2014 and I was flying high two years into the business. I had a kickass team that I loved working with and my drive for what we did was at an all-time high. I had just taken the team on our first retreat, to the Hunter Valley. We had just come off the back of our most successful revenue quarter to date and were looking at even more ambitious targets and global expansion. One of my best friends Sarah had joined the business earlier that year and was the senior safe pair of hands I’d dreamed of. Wade and I had been married for three years, and his career was upwardly spiralling as well. It’s pretty safe to say that it was a golden era.


Shelley and I had connected immediately when we met three years earlier, and we were both lovers of deep conversations. Small talk was instantly ticked off, and we’d dive right into the juicy stuff when we got the opportunity to catch up at industry events. She was in her mid-40s and had been trying for a baby with her partner. She’d previously told me that she hadn’t planned for a family earlier in her life, she’d been happily focused on her career and simply hadn’t met the right man. Then when she met him, it appeared that it was too late for them to start a family the ‘traditional’ way.


We discussed her options: egg donation, surrogacy, IVF, adoption … In the end, Shelley looked me straight in the eyes and said: ‘Lorraine, don’t end up in the situation I’m in now.’


Simple words, but words that were like a huge inflatable hammer whacking me over the head. The only way I can describe the impact of them was an epic wake-up call.


Wade and I had agreed early on that we’d both like a family, and even though we had been married three years and most of our friends had already jumped into family life, the prospect of having a baby still felt like some distant step on our path. It certainly wasn’t something we were considering in the following 12 months. We each had our fair share of activity on the career front and that was where the vast majority of our focus, time and energy was going.


At the time, I was approaching my 33rd birthday. Sitting where I am now, I’m fascinated at how – for someone who wanted to have kids – actually getting started on that was just not even on my radar. At all!


Don’t get me wrong: I had regularly wondered how I’d manage the business if/when we did have a family, although there was zero urgency or imminence to that pondering.


After that conversation with Shelley at the conference, I knew it was time to ‘start trying’, and with that realisation came a cocktail of emotions: huge excitement, total terror and a sense of stepping into the complete unknown.


Of course, first Wade needed to be filled in on this plan.


I got back to Sydney on Sunday evening and decided to hold off having The Conversation with him until we went away together the following weekend. I cannot hold a secret to save myself, so I’m still proud of the self-control I exerted in not dumping the contents of my brain on him the second I arrived back from the conference.


We had booked a cottage in the Blue Mountains and, as well as all the usual hiking, eating and cosying up in front of the fireplace, Wade and I wanted to spend some time talking about our five-year plan together. Of course, now I knew exactly what that plan was … I can still see him sitting there on the sofa, looking at me expectantly with this spiral-bound A4 notebook and pen, ready to brainstorm our plan together.


‘Well,’ I said, ‘I’ve been thinking about this plan … And I think we should start trying for a baby.’


His eyes almost popped out of his head – that was definitely not what he was expecting! First global office for my business, yes. But a baby? No chance.


I told him about the conversation I’d had the weekend before and the Wake-Up Lorraine feeling it created in me, then tentatively floated the idea that maybe there wouldn’t be the ‘perfect’ time to try. We just had to decide to start trying. After all, I had Sarah as a safe pair of hands and the business was in a great place financially.


Wade got onboard with the plan surprisingly quickly, and the decision was made. We each explored and shared our fears about having a family – which then became a wish list of the kind of parents we wanted to be.


I said that I’d need to dial down my ambitions for the business, for example pushing back the timing of taking the brand global. At this point he got impassioned.


‘Babe, we need to make our kids the reason and not the excuse,’ he said – meaning our (potential) future family should be the motivator for us to reach higher and further in our individual lives, and not the crutch we lean on to talk ourselves out of making big moves.


This resonated deeply with me – as he was bang on. I had recently read a Carl Jung quote: ‘The greatest burden a child must bear is the unlived life of its parents.’ Ouch!


We didn’t want to play smaller because we had a family. We wanted to play bigger and better than ever. Firstly, so that we had maximum fulfilment from the commitments in our lives and felt that we were striking out in pursuit of our highest abilities. And secondly, so that we could be living breathing examples to our (again potential) future children that that’s how life should be lived.


That wish list has been buried in several house moves over the 4.5 years since it was written, but I tracked it down in a dusty box when editing this chapter. It was like a time capsule of a moment as we began to set our sights on the family we might one day create.


There were 13 points in total, including:


•We have ‘puppy-trained’ kids that people love being around, kids that don’t dominate the situation.


•Decisions are made based on the question of whether this will be an inspiration for our kids, anything less is not good enough.


•We travel with our kids, and every trip is doable.


We drove back to Sydney the next day excitedly anticipating what was to come.


Project Make Baby


Of course, I treated getting pregnant as if it were another business project.


I had a clear set of objectives I wanted to achieve before we got pregnant, and I flung myself into Fertility 101. I just stopped short of working up a pretty colour-coded Excel project timeline (it was very seriously considered).


I devoured books on everything related to the topic, from pre-conception foods, to ovulation tracking, to pregnancy. My favourite book was The Impatient Woman’s Guide to Getting Pregnant – how apt.


I started taking supplements, booked in a ‘last hurrah’ big night out with my friends, ordered a thermometer and ovulation testing strips online, and boosted our diets with super-charged food. I invested in some eye-wateringly expensive fermented cod liver oil capsules, reasoning that I’d only need them for a couple of months.


Wade and I had booked a very belated honeymoon to Africa in January, so the plan was that we’d get the conception bus rolling then. Given how much both of us were travelling separately with our work, being together for a full month was a pretty exceptional opportunity – and I was absolutely convinced that we’d get pregnant immediately. After all, I was an efficient person and surely that would extend to the creation of new life – right?


Our plan got thwarted on a visit to get our vaccinations. As we’d need to take anti-malarials while we were in Africa, no baby-making could take place. I was gutted as my perfect picture of our (admittedly three years later) honeymoon baby wouldn’t materialise and I very seriously proposed to Wade that we not take the medication.


He argued that it wasn’t worth contracting malaria and potentially dying for the sake of waiting a month or two to start trying. Which was fair enough, I supposed … so Project Make Baby was delayed until after our trip.


When we got back from Africa and had popped the last anti-malarial tablets out of their blister pack, We Were On. I had been tracking my cycle and taking my temperature for the previous four months, so I had a solid base of data to draw on – surely this would spell instant success for my latest project!


It makes me LOL to myself writing this now that I was shocked when we didn’t get pregnant that first month. Shocked!


But I picked myself up and off we went for another month, and another month. And then another month, and even more …


Women far wiser and smarter than me had told me that becoming a mother requires surrender. ‘Yep, I can surrender, no probs,’ I told them – while again fashioning yet another contingency plan if I got pregnant the following month. I did the opposite of surrendering and felt I needed an iron-clad grip of control on this baby situation. It was completely flummoxing me that we weren’t conceiving.


At this time, the business team had grown and developed to a point where I didn’t have sole responsibility for sales and most team members had their own budget target to hit each quarter. However, the senior-level client relationships still sat with me, and I felt that as a heavy responsibility. We had 25 influencers who we represented exclusively, and for most of them the income we brought in on their behalf was the income they depended on – and a lot of them had families. Add my team in there and the buck essentially stopped with me to feed 50+ people each month – not to mention myself and Wade’s cat. How my getting pregnant would affect them was a significant source of worry to me, and it occupied a lot of real estate in my mind both before the decision to start trying for a baby and when the call had been made.


For much of this time, I felt a sense of inertia with my leadership of the business. I was itching to get my ‘Lorraine’s pregnant’ plan into place – namely working with Sarah so she could step up and cover my absence while I went and did the baby thing for a few months. I felt I couldn’t move forward with any plans until I knew when this much-discussed baby would be arriving.


As soon as Wade and I had started trying, I’d also started to step back somewhat from my relationships with the talent we represented, as I didn’t want them to feel there was a void where I had been when (if?) I did get pregnant. Of course, they had no idea what was going on behind the scenes, and me pulling back certainly had an impact on the business.


There was one instance where I left it to Sarah to manage a situation with a couple of our talent, telling myself I was empowering her and it would be good practice for when I was on maternity leave. This was without the hint of a baby coming, so I was most certainly being over-prepared on this front!


I should have been the one to manage the situation. It predated Sarah’s joining the business and in retrospect it was something that meant a huge amount to the influencer involved. A month after me thinking the situation was resolved, that influencer left us – the crux of it being due to how that situation was managed (namely my hands-off approach).


This ramped up my already high stress levels about how the business would operate while I was off having a baby. Which wasn’t happening right now, anyway. I rarely lost an opportunity to angst over either or both of these things. At the end of 2015 and after ten months of trying to conceive, I had become intensely frustrated.


I remember driving back to Sydney from a weekend in Canberra with Wade, the two of us discussing where we were at. ‘Worst case,’ I said, ‘Sarah and I are both pregnant at the same time.’ Wade looked at me, taken aback from the driver’s seat. ‘Worst case, babe? Would that really be such a bad thing?’


Even through the intense frustration I was feeling at that point, I could see what he was saying. For Sarah and I both to be expecting babies really couldn’t be described as a worst case scenario. My true north was way off course.


The problem with starting your own business is that it’s all consuming – and by that point I had been consumed for three years. Nothing seemed as important as having the business succeed. Really, a pregnancy and the hopefully resulting baby was something that needed to be mitigated, planned and worked around – not only celebrated.


It goes without saying that I was investing heavily in trying to get pregnant. Psychics were consulted, much acupuncture was had, naturopaths were sought out and the exxy AF cod liver oil supplements were still being ordered.


Of course – as happens in these instances – it felt like everyone and their sister was getting pregnant. Initially I was super-happy when someone announced their pregnancy, inwardly giddy that next time it would be me.


Then a close friend called me to say she was pregnant – and I just felt angry. Completely irrationally, I was angry that they had been married for a lot less time than us – as if us being married for four years gave us some kind of headstart on getting pregnant!


My high levels of stress around a) getting pregnant and b) how I’d manage the business if we got to that point was stressing Wade out bigtime.


He constantly told me to relax (Worst thing to say! But he was right!) and that everything would work out, but I was in such a state of fear and frustration that I really don’t believe I was thinking straight. The whole topic felt extremely negatively emotionally charged and it was like a heavy black cloud constantly in my peripheral vision.


Of course, having a wife who had made getting pregnant her primary goal did not exactly make for a spontaneous sex life. Sex stopped being a fun and exciting activity and instead became something that needed to be ticked off multiple times on the days marked with a cute little egg on my fertility tracking app.


Starting the New Year marked a full year that we had been trying, and I suggested to Wade that we get some specialist input. He was furious when I raised it, and I totally understand why.


I think I had come to terms with the fact that we would need some help a couple of months earlier, so for me this was the obvious next step. I had had some basic checks done via my GP and Wade had also had his sperm tested. Both avenues came back saying we should be ok to conceive.


Wade hadn’t been giving this topic anywhere near the mental airtime I’d been giving it, so it came as a shock to him that we may in fact need some medical assistance. He was also frustrated that we hadn’t gotten pregnant by now, particularly as health had been a big focus for both of us for several years. But he hadn’t spent day and night thinking about it.


I got the name of a fertility specialist who our friends had seen and made an appointment for us. Sitting in an IVF clinic was a surreal experience. I felt very sad that the hopeful, optimistic frame of mind we’d had heading into this adventure a year ago had turned into something so fraught with stress, tension and pressure.


The doctor stepped us through the process on how he worked. Given that Wade had already been tested, the investigations would be focused on me. This would start with a test to check that there were no blockages in my system. I booked the procedure for the following week.


Lying there with my legs in stirrups waiting for this decidedly un-fun experience, I felt absolutely fucking infuriated that all men had to do was wank into a cup to get their all clear.


As it turned out, the doctor performing the procedure couldn’t go through with it. She explained that there was scar tissue over my cervix, which meant she couldn’t get the tube where it needed to go. Later when I was dressed, she explained to Wade and me that the laser procedure I had to remove pre-cancerous cells when I was 23 may have resulted in residual scar tissue, which was preventing me from getting pregnant. She referred us back to our fertility specialist.


Sitting in his office a few days later, the next steps were being laid out for us. We could go straight to IVF now, or I could have an operation to try to resolve the scar tissue and investigate if anything else was going on.


We decided we’d go for the operation, then give it till Christmas to see if we might have some success ourselves before embarking on IVF. Three months later, I went in for the operation and, thankfully, it all went smoothly. I recovered quickly and had my period at the forecast time the week after. It seemed Project Make Baby was back on – this time with a clean bill of health.


So what did I learn about trying?


Let’s take a little breather here for a teaching break. What did this whole experience teach me?


I don’t generally hold onto regrets, however if I was to have a do-over of those 18 months of trying to get pregnant, these are the things that I would do differently:


I wouldn’t have stepped back from the business


I was so eager to set the business up for me to do the baby thing that I mentally ejected myself from it way earlier than necessary. I’m talking almost two years too early!


We were still successful in that time and there were certainly big highs during those two years, but I do wonder how much higher we could have reached if I was 100 per cent in the business – mentally, emotionally and spiritually – and not having one leg almost in the next life season before that season had even arrived.


I know for sure that my enjoyment and flow of the business would have been so much greater had I not been constantly analysing, questioning and changing cast-in-stone plans each month that the pink line didn’t materialise on the pregnancy test.


If I was back in that position again, I would absolutely keep trying to get pregnant. However, I would keep my focus trained mostly on the business and not centre my strategy on when I might get pregnant.


I would have practised surrender and trust


Those wise women were definitely wise when they talked about the concept of surrender.


If I was to have that time again, I would still try everything I did that would help us to get pregnant (though possibly not spend so much on cod liver oil), but I would simultaneously try to trust that a little gem of brilliance would settle into my uterus at the time that suited them – not me and my business.


Of course I needed to go on that journey myself to fully take that lesson onboard – and as it turns out, I needed to learn it several times! Everything unfolded precisely as it was supposed to, and I don’t feel that there’s some alternate reality that I should be in where we have a three-year-old child – the path I trod was exactly the one I was supposed to walk to learn the lessons that were meant for me.




CHAPTER 3


Pregnancy


By August 2016, it had been two years since Wade and I had the ‘Let’s Start Trying’ conversation. I had been thinking a lot on the future of the business, and how I would steer the ship forward – particularly as the influencer marketing space was unrecognisable from when I had started the business in my spare bedroom nearly three years before.


From being just one of two operators in the space, we were now in a pretty saturated market. At a conservative guess, there were 30 other businesses helping brands in some way work with digital influencers. Brands were a lot more savvy with the space, which was great – however, given the breadth of options available to them, they were also extremely confused.


I felt hamstrung talking to my brand clients as I wanted to provide them with over-arching strategic guidance, but of course I had a major conflict of interest given that our first obligation was to the talent we represented.


To add to this complexity, any emerging industry will attract not-so-ethical parties and our space was not immune to that. I was increasingly finding that potential clients had been burned by shifty or incompetent operators, which made it more challenging to, firstly, get them onboard as clients with us and, secondly, to guide them to take more (calculated) risks with the work they ultimately did with us.


I felt fiercely protective of our fledgling industry and the businesses that had the best interests of brands and influencers at heart, and itched to create something that could set more of a broader-reaching benchmark for the industry.


Earlier that year, I had started to workshop a new business that would sit parallel to what we were doing on the influencer representation space – essentially an independent model that would provide advice to major brands. I could see the idea had legs, but I decided that I couldn’t go ahead with it in all consciousness. As much as I could attempt to keep both companies separate, I was still at the end of the day the owner of both – so I didn’t feel I could go out to market with integrity claiming that the strategic model was 100 per cent objective and unbiased. I mentally parked the concept to come back to the following year.


We had begun to branch out from straight influencer representation, launching Australia’s first talent search for influencers, and even launching the first talent agency for pet influencers. It was all tremendous fun and taking these concepts from the seed of an idea to living, breathing, public entities lit up my entrepreneurial flame.


My own ‘personal brand’ (hate that term but you know what I’m talking about) had also begun to take off. The publication of my first book Remarkability had gone surprisingly well and even hit bestseller status in its category. I was weekly receiving handwritten notes, emails and social media messages from people thanking me for how the book had helped them.


I was also increasingly being asked to speak at business events. I loved chatting to other business women and hearing their challenges – some had even read my book, and this gave me an insight into the impact I could potentially have outside of the ad industry bubble that I had been a part of for so many years.


But with the highs come the lows and I was about to lose my Most Valuable Player. Sarah was leaving the business, for reasons I fully understood and supported, but I must admit that at the time I simply couldn’t imagine the business without her. She had taken incredible care of our talent, and as a result I could focus on growing the business knowing that they were in excellent hands. Losing Sarah was huge. I was in a tailspin on what I’d do about the business in light of that change.


I was speaking at a Business Chicks event in Melbourne two weeks later, and Wade was coming down to spend the weekend with me. I decided to spend the week beforehand in Melbourne as well, seeing both current and potential clients.


I knew that I would be ovulating early in that week I would be in Melbourne. This was frustrating, as Wade and me being in different states at that point wouldn’t exactly be conducive to the baby situation …


Each day I tested for ovulation and no sign of the little smiley face. I passed my usual ovulation day and still no happy face. As Friday (and Wade’s arrival) rolled around, I started to think that we may not get a crack that month after all.


We had a brilliant weekend together, and Wade pitched in to help at my stand at the event on Saturday. On Sunday, flinging toiletries into my bag while getting ready to check out, I realised that I hadn’t tested that day. I quickly did the test … and – finally – there was the little smiley face on the digital screen of the stick. I was ovulating! Perfect timing! We headed back to Sydney, my heart full after having such an on-purpose weekend at the expo and having Wade alongside me as well.


Over the following weekend I did a pregnancy test and it was negative. When I reported this to Wade, he looked really disappointed – the first time he’d had that reaction. I guess he thought that the operation would have worked its magic and our little baby would be on their way by now.


That Sunday I met my friend Melissa Ambrosini at her favourite café in Bondi. We were only supposed to be having a tea, but I was ravenous and devoured a hearty fish pie during our chat. The following afternoon, it occurred to me that I should do another test just to rule out a pregnancy 100 per cent. I peed on the stick, but because I felt the test was just a formality, I brought the stick in to our bedroom and put it face down without looking at it.


A few minutes later, I turned it over – and there was a very definite pink line! My heart immediately started racing, my hands were shaking and I was in tears. All I could think was ‘You’re here! You’re finally here!’


I did a second test to confirm, and it seemed I was in fact pregnant. Wade had said he was going to catch up on emails and he’d be home a bit later. I tried to call him, but he didn’t answer his phone, so I sent him a text instead asking him to come home sooner.


I was climbing the walls of the bedroom having this big news and not being able to tell anyone, so I called my sister. She’s a teacher and was in class, so she didn’t answer.


So I called my mum. ‘I’m pregnant’, I said bluntly – and it felt like the oddest thing in the entire world to vocalise those words. She was shocked, excited, afraid to get excited so early on – all the feels.


I thought Wade would never, ever get home. When he finally came in (in fairness it was only an hour later – an hour in which my entire world axis had shifted) I managed to contain myself until we were both sitting on the sofa. Then I told him that under the cushion was a surprise. He found a note:




Dear Daddy,


I can’t wait to meet you.


Love,


Baby


x





He stared at me speechless, as if he was wordlessly asking me if this was for reals – then he burst into tears and gave me the biggest hug. We were both crying, both laughing, and both spinning out fully at what was happening.


And then it was like we just snapped back into everyday life – we cooked dinner and ate it, all the while marvelling that we’d just gotten this massive life-changing news, yet on the outside everything was exactly the same.


•


So I’m pregnant. Now what?


The next few weeks in the business were full-on. I had another trip to Melbourne – during which I filmed an interview with some of our talent, Show + Tell. One of the questions they asked was about future family plans, and it took every ounce of my poker-face efforts not to joyfully yell out: ‘WELL ACTUALLY, I’M SIX WEEKS PREGNANT!’


Meanwhile, I was also thinking deep and hard on how I would fill Sarah’s role. I was very aware that it was an intense and demanding position, and I knew that not many people would be as above-and-beyond loyal as Sarah had been.


I was also shit-scared about how I’d manage the business without her. It sounds selfish, I know, but I’d relied on the idea that she would lead the business while I went and did the baby thing. Now that she was on her way out the door, I didn’t know how I’d keep the whole thing afloat without her.


Another concern was money, something I would imagine most prospective parents feel. Wade was just ten months into his new business and his income – as you would expect – wasn’t where we would ideally like it to be with a baby on the way.


Aside from a couple of diabolical quarters, my business had grown substantially year-on-year. However, that growth had slowed in recent months, largely due to the saturated industry and client overwhelm when it came to our space. A handful of our core talent had also resigned from the group, which rattled me somewhat. If more of them decided to go, we wouldn’t be in a good position at all.


And given that our influencers were so attached to Sarah, some relationships could be on rocky ground when I announced that she was leaving – never mind when I backed that up with the news that I was pregnant.


Above all, I was growing a small human! Given that it was such early days, I was afraid to get excited in case it didn’t work out for us this time. Of course, to be able to get pregnant was huge progress, but given the stats, I knew that fact alone didn’t mean happily ever after.


I found myself constantly going down mental rabbit holes of fear: What if I lose the baby? What if I can’t find anyone to replace Sarah? What if revenue continues to drop? What if I get bad morning sickness? What if sickness means I can’t get out and hustle like I need to? What if there’s a problem with the baby? … and probably 67 variations on these.
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