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More Is More, Not


Less—the Joys of the


Unbalanced Life










when I approach a newsstand, I take stock: after all, I work in the magazine business. The headlines and images that catch my eye on any given day range from the latest celebrity wedding to the newest twist on achieving sexual satisfaction. Sometimes I see an article on someone I admire; I’ll stop short to look more closely at a photo of a gorgeous dress, or perhaps I’ll pick up a tip-filled, helpful piece for a busy mother.




What doesn’t work for me—a mother of four, a wife, the editorial director of American Media, which owns over twenty publications, some of them magazines likeStar that have to go to press every single Monday night—are the immaculate, very sparse white covers of some of the newest entries in the magazine field. These are the ones that tell you how to simplify your life.




If only I had time to clean my closets regularly; rotate my wardrobe on a sensible, seasonable basis; cook healthy, organically proper meals every evening for my family; and keep my home and desktop clutter-free.




Even if I had the time, these things would not be my top priorities. I’d rather ride bikes with my kids or crack open a good book. That’s much more fun and satisfying than fixating on the forms of perfection shown in the pages of these magazines.




They reflect my idea of a total fantasy realm—and not one that I want to fall into headlong. The world I see pictured in these precisely calibrated, full-color spreads could not be more unreal. This is a world in which no one eats fast food on the run or tries to butt in line at the supermarket checkout because the kids are screaming to get out of there. This is a world in which women can actually talk to their friends on the phone without howling, laughing kids or husbands wreaking havoc in the background. This is also a world, I’ve noticed, where people have few possessions. They own only three pairs of perfect shoes; read few books, newspapers, or magazines; and apparently open the mail and sort through it every day religiously.




After years of trying to make a living at something I love while raising a family, I’ve come to the conclusion that a jam-packed, maxed-out, full-to-the-very-top existence is the secret to an insanely happy life, no matter what those odes to “simplicity” say to the contrary.




I’ve pretty much written off the possibility of ever having peace and quiet in my life.




I guess that somewhere along the line I made the decision that I’d rather lead a life that’s a blur than one that’s a bore.




I’m not the only woman in America who feels this way. Finding the fun—the joy, the vitality, and the spontaneity—in an overcommitted life that sometimes seems to lurch from one crisis to another is simply a matter of seeing the beauty in all that we cannot really change, even if we’re hell-bent on doing so.




The Power in Wanting—


and Achieving—More!




In this book, I will share my tips on how to have it all: the career, the kids, the love, and the romance. I intend to show you your life from this new angle, from which you can see that all the things that you think are overwhelming you are in fact a rich, rewarding, and demanding combination of blessings. Even if you’ve barely ticked off a single thing from your to-do list today, I promise that you will feel good and happy about yourself when you see things my way.




I don’t buy the widely accepted belief that women fail when they try to do too much, that they should step back and pare down and focus on the so-called little things, like how to scrub a sink until it sparkles or how to organize the sock drawer to perfection. I can assure you that there isn’t one organized sock drawer in my entire house, and I don’t give a damn!




Luckily there’s no size six body, or genius IQ, or celebrity connections required to live to the fullest. All you need is a positive, can-do attitude and a refusal to drive yourself crazy by letting other people define how you should live your life.




I’m going to show you how to make a road map just for you.




For Every Time There Is a Season: You


Can Have It All, but Not All at Once




For the time being, I’ve given up sitting in the park with just a book, gardening for hours, and other such contemplative pursuits, for the joys of having and raising children while building a successful career. Truth is, I’ve given up a lot of sleep, too. But I’d rather be with my kids now—while they still want to spend time with me—because soon, like all teenagers, they won’t. And I’ve worked hard to get where I am in the magazine industry. Why stop now? I’ll have time later to plant irises.




If, God forbid, anything happens to me tomorrow, I don’t think I’ll be lying there on my deathbed thinking, “I wish I’d gone on more meditation weekends.” I will not lie there and regret that I didn’t have more time forme. Life is all about choices and priorities.




A noninvolving work life and placid home life will empty your energy reserves faster than any sixty-hour week at the office. We all dream of spending endless days lying on a beach, taking off three months in the summer, or quitting work to redecorate the house. In reality we’d grow bored, not to mention soft around the edges.




Simplifying down to the most precious objects and actions will result in sterility, which is the road to spiritual ruin and mental rigor mortis! I believe in cutting out negative things and people, but why would you want to cut down on stimuli?




I drive my mother nuts because she says that if I have a minute, I’ll squeeze five things into it. I always have way too much to do; she thinks that’s bad. Yes, sometimes things seem overwhelming, but right now Iwant to squeeze five things into every spare minute. You hope not necessarily for one great moment of victory but for small achievements that add up to a wonderful and fulfilling life.




Ryan Kwanten, one of the stars in the hit showSummerland, once talked about how since the age of fifteen—and he’s now twenty-seven—he hasn’t spent more than four weeks out of work.




“It’s been an incredible ride,” he says in the article inStar, the celebrity newsweekly I oversee.




When the interviewer asks him if he’s exhausted, he answers, “Sleeping isn’t really a priority in my life—there are so many other things to do. I can catch up with sleep when I retire.” I agree.




Plunge into Living!




I’m not the kind of person who yearns to go to an ashram for a week. I think you learn about yourself through experiences—as many of them as you can manage. When you go through the stages of life—when you commit to a relationship, when you have children, when you relate to your friends or work colleagues—that’s when you learn about yourself. Few “aha” moments come from sitting in an empty room gazing at your navel.




Most important, I think you gain empathy through experience. One of the reasons I believe I’ve been successful as a magazine editor is that I can empathize with my readers. Like them, I’ve agonized. I’ve been ecstatic, frantic, terrified, lost, exhausted. I know how others feel when they experience those things. I’m lucky, because it’s helped make me a richer person.




Don’t Play It Safe!




One of the reasons women want life to be “simple” is that the world can indeed be a frightening place: if the focus of your life is avoiding risk, there’s little to give you any anxiety, of course. There is also little to excite you. It’s like living in some tiny, enclosed space instead of the big, wide, welcoming, sometimes terrifying world out there.




The Chinese once bound women’s feet to keep them from getting out into the world—to hobble them. Sometimes I feel there’s been a philosophical return to that kind of thinking. Women are hobbling themselves by believing that if they can’t do something while being incredibly “nice,” or doing it perfectly, or being with the right man, then they shouldn’t do it at all. I say, don’t wait to enjoy your life fully, whether that means feathering your nest without Mr. Right or setting out on a group trek of the Himalayas.




Stay proactive in all things. Even if the perfect man isn’t in your sights, commit to the apartment or the house.




Decorate.




Take fabulous vacations, or go to parties on your own.




Move cross-country, or to Paris.




Adopt a child.




Live your life as fully as possible—now.The time clock of life keeps ticking, and we only have one life to fit it all in. There are no second chances, so go for it now.






Learn to enjoy the action that surrounds you every day.







Join me on a search not for the perfectly ordered existence but for the one that makes you happy with its blissful noise. “Keeping it simple” is an impossible task, like rolling a huge boulder up a steep hill, over and over again. Life is a risky, messy business—but a rich one.




Believe me, there is no better recipe for happiness and inner peace than a perpetually jam-packed-to-the-gills life that suits you. Who has time for self-doubt, self-punishment, and self-admonition when you’ve got too many interesting and loving demands on your time?




Having more also means you’ll be giving more: to your family, to your spouse or lover, to your colleagues at work and your other friends and close associates.




More means being generous with yourself as much as you can be, and making others feel good, too. Having a full life will enable you to grow tremendously as a person, and will contribute to a sense of self-satisfaction and a lasting happiness that no short-fix solution like a “spiritual fast” or a session in a psychiatrist’s office can ever match.
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Never Face the Facts:


The Positive Aspects


of Denial










afew years ago when I was having lunch with David Brown, the Oscar-winning producer of films such asJaws andChocolat, I garnered a bit of wisdom I recognized instantly as right on the money:“Under no circumstances, face the facts.” David first heard this motivating mantra from the legendary actress Ruth Gordon.




David explained that if he and his producing partner Richard D. Zanuck had read the bookJaws more closely and realized they had to create a mechanical shark to make the story work onscreen, they never would have gone near the project. Ignorant, they went forward, and even hired a then-unknown, twenty-nine-year-old director named Steven Spielberg. The rest is movie box office history.Jaws, the first of the big summer blockbusters, took in $470 million worldwide, which stood as a record until the release ofStar Wars.




As soon as the words left his mouth, I realized that, consciously or unconsciously, I had been living my life by David and Ruth’s mantra. How else could a geeky, Canadian Jewish girl from a dysfunctional family grow up to be a successful magazine editor in New York City?




If I had ever really “faced the facts” about myself, I never would have reached for even a zillionth of what I’ve managed to accomplish. In 1989, as editor in chief, I relaunchedYM, the teen magazine, which went on to great success before eventually folding many years later; three years after that, I created and launchedMarie Claire in America; three years later, I revampedCosmopolitan; then in 1998 I broughtGlamour magazine to its highest circulation and profits ever before being very publicly tossed out of the editor in chief position.




Eight months later I landed at the celebrity magazineUs Weekly, which I worked hard to turn into a blockbuster success. Now I am editorial director of American Media, whose twenty publications includeShape, Men’s Fitness, andStar, which I have just retooled with the help of a great team, led by Editor in Chief Joe Dolce, from a newsprint tabloid into a glossy magazine.




To makeYM a success, I had to ignore the fact thatSeventeen had dominated the teen magazine market for years. If I had really stopped to consider the fact thatUs Weekly had been written off by the media and advertising world before I was able to revive it, I might have been paralyzed by fear and self-doubt. If I had fixated on the fact that many people thoughtStar was about aliens when I started at the magazine, I would have been in a state of despair from day one. These were my versions of David Brown’s mechanical shark.




Imagine a short brunette, with bitten-to-the-quick nails, flyaway hair, adult acne, with no family connections or money, no Ivy League or literary credentials, no appearances on a reality TV show. Imagine her thinking she could land the job of her dreams not once, but over and over again—not to mention find a wonderful man to love, and learn how to keep a pack of personal demons at bay. I’ve been able to make it happen, and I’ll show howyou can, too.




Adopt a Make-Things-Happen Mind-set




You don’t have to be Dr. Freud to come to see that just forging ahead—and not giving yourself excuses for not doing so—can do wonders for your ability to keep unpleasant, unhelpful “facts” about your perceived imperfections in your own personal box marked Do Not Open.




In the Real World, who can sit on a couch each week and overanalyze his or her problems? Staying occupied with truly worthwhile, though often trying tasks, such as child rearing or doing a job you love, wards off self-indulgence and a kind of paralyzing introspection that leads to nothing but further insecurities.




Focus on the things that bring joy into your life: self-obsession rarely does. I’d rather watch my kids perform in the high school musical, make a photo album for my mom, or work with my staff to redesign a magazine than sit on a couch, analyzing my past and my problems. Doing the best job you can, both at work and in your personal life—whether it’s dating or raising a family or being involved in your community—is what’s satisfying in a deep and lasting way.




I’m sure a therapist would tell me that part of the reason why I work so hard is that doing so distracts me from my inner demons. You know what? That’s probably true. But I’d rather take pleasure out of working, and in the other parts of my life. After all, how long can you go on about your rotten childhood, your father’s running out on you, and the insecurities brought about by not having the safety net a secure family background provides? How does it help to dwell on these things?




I don’t believe in digging down to find out about the roots of the problems. Generally I know where the problems come from; how does further digging help the situation? At a certain point, you have to get on with your life. You have to move on.




Silence Your Inner Naysayer




Start telling yourself with 100 percent, rock-solid conviction that youcan get to where you want to go. It isn’t easy. We all have those nagging doubts, those little voices in our heads that tell us, “You’re nuts, you’ll never even make it close to the top, you’re not worthy.”




When those evil whisperers burrow inside your head, stop whatever you’re doing, and think for a moment: Who is doing this trash talking? A relentlessly critical, unsupportive teacher; an insecure parent, passing on his or her own self-doubts and insecurities; a lover who can’t wait to kick you while you’re down? A boss or coworker threatened by your work ethic or your talent? Or is it a nagging, negative inner voice?




Start tuning them out, literally. These are voices you know better than to listen to. Every time the negative voices start up, you have to consciously tell yourself, “Nono-no, I’m not listening; I’m going to think about something else,” or turn on the TV, or start reading a book, or do some work, or make a phone call.




It’s a very deliberate strategy, like stopping smoking. Every time you think about smoking, you have to do something different to keep your mind off it. In this case, the bad habit you have to break is listening to inner negative voices. After a while, they just stop coming as much. Or you stop listening to them. Or you cut them off faster. Listening to them becomes less a part of your life, and they just fade away.




I have yet to meet a completely secure woman. If a woman is beautiful, with all the money in the world and a gorgeous husband, she has doubts about her intellect, or her professional abilities—or what color shoes she should wear to her best friend’s wedding. As they used to say onSaturday Night Live, “It’s always something.” You are not the perfect woman—the smartest, the funniest, the most successful, the most loved, the best connected, the most beautiful, the most physically fit, the most fashionable. And neither am I.




If you stop facing these troublesome “facts,” it’s amazing how quickly they lose their hold over you and stop haunting your dreams at night. Once you lay these little devils to rest, you will have removed the biggest roadblock to getting whatever it is you want out of life.






The biggest hurdles you will ever face are the ones you’ve built up in your own self-critical mind.







Granted, some people are born into circumstances of poverty or physical disability that present great challenges; others have faced accidents or illnesses that are no fault of their own. But most of us have no such roadblocks in our way. We have our health and our capacities, so take a moment to thank the Lord for these major gifts, and then get going.




If I’ve managed to shrug off all kinds of hold-you-back ideas, feelings, and people, then you can, too. If I’ve opened some tightly closed doors and said, “Hey, I’m coming in,” why can’t you?




It can help to take out a blank piece of white paper and actually list all your so-called faults and deficiencies, the things you use to keep yourself in check. My whining internal voices often said these things:




“You’renot that talented. There must be a lot of other women whoreally know what they’re doing.”




“If your ideas are so great, why hasn’t someone else thought of them first?”




“Nogreat guy is ever going to fall for you: you’re not that special.”




List these awful thoughts carefully, then put them in the garbage or in a locked box in the back of the closet, which is exactly where they belong.




Don’t Be Afraid to Go for the Big Job, the Big Love, the Big Life




If you are ready to grapple with the negative forces within you, you can banish them, like the self-appointed queen of her kingdom getting rid of unruly subjects. Call me crazy, but I do believe there will be a female president in my lifetime. I believe with equal fervor that women across America, and maybe the world, can achieve great things with a little help—some from others but a great deal from themselves.




I can tell you one thing with absolute certainty: there will be no fairy godmother who appears out of nowhere to place you in a job at the top of the organizational chart; no one to hand you a $20 million-a-picture advance of the sort commanded by Julia Roberts. It would be lovely, yes: who hasn’t fantasized about such things?




The reality is that you’re going to have to go out andmake happiness and success happen for you against all “factual” odds. Over the long haul real hopes and dreams come true for the women who can differentiate between what many people suppose to be true and what they can actually achieve. Once you’ve compiled the list of noisome negative “facts” and disposed of it, start making a new one, and put this at the top:Why Not?




Say you decide you want to be a pediatric neurosurgeon, so you can save children with brain tumors. For many reasons, including no doubt the number of years required to train in the profession, there happen to be very few female pediatric neurosurgeons. The key to reaching your goal is not necessarily to talk to every expert in the field, many of whom will be discouraging, but to think, “Why not?” and then determine and take the necessary steps.




If someone is going to be the next—or even the first—in a field, why shouldn’t it be you? Of course you’ve got to go through the requisite schooling, but now at least you’ve given yourself the mental go-ahead, and whether it’s because of a deliberate decision, naïveté or both, you’re able to block all the nay-saying voices that may be telling you that youcan’t do this. Now you have the energy and focus to concentrate on achieving your goals.




As you’ll see in the examples that follow, if I hadn’t been ignorant about the obstacles I’d face, I never would have embarked on my own adventures.






Even if you do know about the obstacles, pretend you don’t. Don’t face facts!







Join the “Why Not?” Club




In college I had a hard time silencing my “You can’t do it” inner voices. At my alma mater, the University of Toronto, there was a highly professional newspaper on campus,The Varsity, which came out three times a week. It wasn’t until my junior year that I could even summon the nerve to volunteer to do some reporting for it. Though my goal in life at this point was to become a newspaper reporter, I was not at all sure I was a talented writer; it wasn’t until I saw an ad in the paper itself advertising its desperate need for reporters that I finally gave it a shot. If they’re that desperate, I thought, maybe even I will have a chance.




At the first meeting I attended, the sports editor sounded the most desperate of all. After volunteering to write for him and receiving positive feedback, I was thrilled to discover that I actually did have an aptitude for writing. I started to take on weekly assignments. Then a man named Doug Bassett, the owner at the time of a string of local newspapers as well as a major Toronto daily, spoke at a career seminar on campus. If any of us were really serious about working as a reporter, he suggested, we should call him for a summer job. He answered his own phone.




Not sure whether he was serious, I gathered up my courage and introduced myself to him after his talk. Then I followed through with a phone call a few weeks later: again, I was thinking, why not? True to his word, he did pick up his phone, and after receiving my resume and a few sample stories, he wound up giving me a real job at theMarkham Economist and Sun, the local weekly newspaper in a small town about twenty miles outside Toronto. I bought a junk heap of a car and drove myself there every day.




If I had stopped to evaluate the fact that there were about seventy-five equally interested students at Doug Bassett’s lecture, many of whom were surely smarter, better-looking, and more talented than I was, I wouldn’t be sitting where I am today. Any employer will tell you that the number of people who actually follow up on initial inquiries or expressions of interest in a job is shockingly low.




Score one for the “I can’t do it” brigade. It’s large enough without having you in its ranks! Join the “Why not?” club, and stay there.




Think of the great achievers who never would have accomplished anything if they had spent too much time thinking about the perfectly sensible reasons why they shouldn’t have done something. Why did Ted Turner think we needed another network, CNN, when the Big Three networks served up news just fine? Why did Ben and Jerry think people would buy ice cream with those groovy names, when we already had so many other choices?




Or consider the story of Larry Page and Sergey Brin, the geniuses behind Google, who quit graduate school to start their own company. Their lack of business savvy was a plus. They went live on the Internet, for instance, before hiring a Web master; so while giant competitors like Yahoo were filling their home pages with stock quotes and sports scores, Google had nothing but a search box and a logo at the start. Some people would have been terrified by this lack of bells and whistles. But asking themselves, “Why not?” Page and Brin went ahead in their quest to help people get information as quickly as possible. Now Google sees 200 million searches a day and has entered our vocabulary as a verb. Their focus paid off in creating one of the most successful companies of the dotcom era.




Are there ideas to be explored, resumes to be written, phone calls to be made that could lead you where you want to go? Get on the phone, on e-mail, or to the post office. If you ask, somebody might say, “Yes, come on board.” If you ask with enough conviction and frequency, someone will definitely answer in the affirmative sooner or later.






By now you’ve turned your inner fear into your most potent weapon. You’re afraid not to succeed, so you keep trying until you do.
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Embrace Your Inner


Canadian: How to


Turn Your Negatives


into Positives










The Joys of Being Canadian—Really!




It’s no accident that Canada produces all the best comedians: Mike Myers, Dan Aykroyd, Jim Carrey, Martin Short, and a host of others. We’re accustomed to all the jokes about the vast snowy tundras and the Mounties and our funny accents and our low-key affect. We know how to laugh at ourselves, and we do!




An unremarkable teenager, I grew up in a rambling old house my parents had snapped up for $47,000 in an old downtown Toronto neighborhood called Rosedale that had seen better days. My parents were planning to renovate what had once been a rooming house that hadn’t encountered a new coat of paint in decades. My mother, father, sister, brother, and I moved in from the suburbs, an adventure I enjoyed greatly until I entered the sixth grade at my new school, where I discovered that my good-girl grades and studious ways made me decidedly uncool. I was the geeky girl in the front row with her hand up, waiting to be called on by the teacher.




Coming from outside the city, I had all the wrong clothes: jumpers instead of skirts, saddle shoes instead of loafers, and the ultimate horror hair—a short, stringy, center-parted bob with bowl-cut bangs. My fellow sixth graders knew an easy victim when they saw one. Having come from a place where my next-door neighbor was my best pal and everyone wanted to be the teacher’s pet, I was totally unprepared for the pack of mean girls I encountered.




Walking home from school every day, I was trailed by two or three whispering classmates who were close enough behind me so that I could hear their every nasty comment. It was their daily sport.




So I immersed myself in books and magazines. Every day when I finally got home from class, I’d curl up on the couch and read. I may not have had any friends for a while, but at least I could escape for a few hours into the pages of history books, novels, and magazines, especiallySeventeen, the only teengirl magazine at the time. Ever since my mother had given me a subscription, I lived for the monthlyplonk! announcing the magazine’s arrival in our mailbox.




I read every word on every thick, glossy page, and even pored over the pages and pages of ads. Most glamorous of all, I decided, would be to live life like Katie and Lacey, the daughters of Eileen Ford, the founder of the famous Ford modeling agency, who resided in a townhouse with models in an apartment above the agency. Manhattan was worlds away. My parents had gone there on their honeymoon, but they warned me that now it had become a scary, crime-ridden place.




With sixth grade mercifully behind me, I moved on to a middle school where the other students accepted me more readily. I addedGlamour andMademoiselle magazines to my list of monthly must-reads.




Fast-forward to my postcollege years, by which time I’d switched my focus from magazines to newspapers. Then I went to law school for a year at the behest of my lawyer father: it was like trying to fit a square peg in a round hole. My major joy in life was running around at night covering events for a suburban bureau of theToronto Star newspaper, then racing back to my student apartment to type up my story and phone it in to a desk editor at the paper (this was all pre-laptop, of course)—all this while juggling my legal studies. Working for a paper that was humming 24 ? 7 was my idea of an exciting job!




When it came time to hunt for a summer job, I applied to every major newspaper in southern Ontario and landed a position as a reporter for theOttawa Citizen in Canada’s national capital. They had interviewed over two hundred applicants for eight slots. The only one who wasn’t a journalism major, I stood out and was asked more questions than the others: How did I have time to work for theToronto Star and still go to law school? What were my plans? Being different gave me an advantage, I realized, and I had apparently impressed the recruiters by showing that I could handle long hours, multiple tasks, and plenty of stress.




Later I found out that many of the journalism majors had never even written for a college newspaper or any other publication; they just went to class and did their assignments, which demonstrated little initiative or enthusiasm, qualities that I learned later are highly valued by potential employers.




Overachievers Are Called That for a


Reason






If you go over the top on your assignments in order to show what you can do, assuming that you will be judged harshly, you are compensating in a way that inevitably puts you ahead of the pack.
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