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INTRODUCTION





I’m an ideas person. I’m not interested in details; I’m all about the big picture. So in March 2013, when I launched a print magazine into a highly unstable, fractious market where magazines were dropping like flies, I’m pretty sure people thought I had no idea what I was doing.


To the outside world, it may have seemed like a crazy, uncalculated, and unthinkably risky move. But to me, launching the Collective Hub™ was just another disruptive play based largely on gut and intuition; something I’d wanted to do for a while and finally felt that the timing, for me, was right.


Even though I didn’t have any experience (read: zilch) in the industry, even though no one on my team at the time did either, these were just minor details.


It’s the way I love to do life—to disrupt, challenge, inspire, and flip just about anything flippable on its head. I love to be purposefully counterintuitive on almost every level. When you say zig, I say zag, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.


I’ve been running my own businesses for over a decade, and I’m being sincere when I say that even when I hate it, I love it. Business is in my veins and in every part of my DNA. I wasn’t one of those lemonade-selling kids on the front lawn (possibly because we lived miles from anywhere, so I spent my days riding my horse and putting on plays for the family), but when the time came to run my own show, my blood was pumping with a desire to play a big game and build a platform of good in the world.


Before I launched the magazine, I was—and still am—a serial entrepreneur. I brokered sponsorship deals for the likes of Barry Humphries, the Wiggles, and Cirque du Soleil; ran a public relations agency; founded a marketing company; and dabbled in property, among other things. I wear the badge of serial entrepreneur proudly.


Then, after publishing my first book in 2004, I redirected my marketing and sponsorship skills to the world of book publishing, with just a hint of experience to draw on: a one-day self-publishing workshop and a one-day publishing workshop—yep, that was it!


But before long, I’d authored a ton of books and my company had published more than four hundred books for others.


As a self-confessed, slightly crazy entrepreneur who spends a good deal of my life in meetings, at events, and increasingly in front of people on the stage or on TV, I am always talking to people—thousands every week in some form or another. I love hearing their stories and sharing mine. And there is one question I am asked over and over again, consisting of five little words: How do you do it?


How do you launch a business in a completely new industry? How do you forge ahead when others are retreating? How do you find a yes when everyone is saying no? How do you keep the faith on the tough days, and plow forward when the shit is hitting the fan? How do you make your entrepreneurial dreams come true?


These pages are my response to that: my brain dump, my thoughts and philosophies on business that hopefully go some way to explaining how, as an entrepreneur proudly pushing the limits, I go about business and this thing we call life.


I’m no expert. But after many years of owning my own businesses—some successful and some fairly spectacular failures—what I can offer is a smorgasbord of my own experiences that I hope will resonate with you and help you navigate your own situation. While I talk about the magazine’s journey and the business lessons to draw from it, this book is not the complete magazine tell-all—that will come when we’re a little older.


These pages are written through the filter of my heart—less so from my head. They’re about passion and desire, making a lasting impression on this world. This book is designed to make you think and to encourage you to dig deep—to stay on target, to back yourself, to remain true to your ideas. Because honestly, no one else will. And when you’re $300,000 into an idea and a little unsure just how far or even if it will fly, you’ll need to draw on those reserves.


I hope that after reading this, you feel inspired to take risks, disrupt, be passionate, find your purpose, surround yourself with an awesome team, and never give up. I know unwaveringly in every single cell of my body that absolutely anything in this world is possible. Anything. Absolutely anything. Yes, it is.


Getting words onto a page is not usually an issue for me, and when the passion is pumping and the juices flowing, my hands can hardly keep up with my brain. The philosophies shoot out of me at warp speed. Then my team—God love them—took me aside and said the text needed more of “me” in there, with more stories, anecdotes, and the actual stuff that has formed these philosophies over many years.


Well, that was hard—mostly because I take what I need from the past, learn from it, and move on very quickly, living in the present and harnessing the future. Most of what I do now is intuitive, so it’s tricky to reverse-engineer my whole way of thinking in order to unpack the processes.


But I knew it would be worth it to go there, because I wanted this book to be soulful, punchy, profound, and poetic. I want every single sentence to evoke emotion in you; I want to elicit heartfelt tears in one paragraph, and in the next, have you so angry and in so much pain that you want to scream from the rooftops and run out and make massive changes in the world.


Personally, I have been through plenty of peaks and troughs, including some very dark periods in my life marred by depression, estrangement from my family, a failed marriage, and a not-so-pretty love affair with alcohol.


As a result, it has been my purposeful, conscious mandate to live a full, deep, rich, soul-satisfying, and successful life for the Lisa who almost didn’t make it.


For those who are just like the old me, who are searching for a beacon of hope to spur them on in their quest to make a mark on this world—business or otherwise—and for those riding the wave of life high and wide, relishing the adventure, and soaking up every morsel of helpful advice they can find to be the best version of themselves—to all these people, I say, life is a choice.


I believe we all have a choice to make at every single turn. People tend to overthink things and for a multitude of reasons hold themselves back—be it through fear (of failure or of success), self-sabotage, feelings of inadequacy, or a whole host of other emotions. But we create our own realities and are ultimately responsible for what happens in our lives. Of course bad, unexpected stuff still happens, but it’s how we choose to deal with the darker moments that makes all the difference.


And it’s the rockier parts of our journey that make us stronger, more self-aware, more passionate, and ultimately, more grateful. So as the words start to roll out of me, this is the backdrop against which I write.


We are not our past. We are not just our stories. But they do shape and define our future and make us the people we are today. When we choose to see the positive in people, good things and great situations start to happen.


Every single one of us has the possibility to be extraordinary and really shake things up. So as you read, I hope something stirs within you to be more renegade, disruptive, and confident; to be a game changer, a thought leader, a rule breaker, and a style maker. After all, is there any other way? Let the business—and life—revolution and movement march on.
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BELIEVE








To succeed in business—hell, to succeed in anything in life—you must have an unwavering, insatiable, tenacious belief in yourself. You have to be able to back yourself, to harbor that kind of unbridled passion for winning that will stop at nothing until you reach your goals.


This is crucial. It’s more than crucial. It’s really the only thing that matters—more than your ideas, more than your products, more than your backers and funders and supporters. Because even with all of those, you will get knocked down thousands of times, over and over. You will have the door slammed in your face and you will hear the word no so often, you’d swear you were asking a toddler to get into his car seat every two minutes.


When we interviewed Jennifer Dulski from the petition-hosting website Change.org—she also spent many years at Yahoo and Google in senior roles—she put it quite eloquently: “Some days are sunny and other days are stormy.”


To handle rejection—and the nonstop obstacles that are thrust in the path of all unsuspecting entrepreneurs—you need to find a way to equip yourself with the resilience and the tools to move forward. You’ll need the day-to-day good stuff, like tenacity and drive, but even that won’t count for much if you don’t believe deeply in yourself; you must have an almost irrational self-belief that propels you forward, despite any chaos or failure around you.


As the author Marianne Williamson so powerfully puts it in A Return to Love: “Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. . . . We ask ourselves, Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous? Actually, who are you not to be? . . . Your playing small does not serve the world. . . . And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same.”


If you want to move fast and be nimble and flexible, you need to learn to rely on yourself first and foremost, instead of waiting around for the approval and external validation of others. It’s true, what we entrepreneurs say: If you wait to do anything by focus group, you’ll be waiting a ridiculously long time. And for those of us who are instant-gratification junkies, that just doesn’t cut it.


Sometimes you just have to back yourself and move forward, taking advice only from people you deeply trust and whose opinions you respect and value. It’s about taking personal responsibility for your own growth and never ever giving up on the ideas that you feel genuinely have merit. You simply can’t afford to if you want to take any ground or have any kind of serious impact.


When I decided to start a magazine, my marketing director and I began meeting with people. With marketing materials created for something that didn’t actually exist (vaporware, I like to call it), we hit the phones and the pavement and we hit them hard. We had just over a hundred meetings with corporate head honchos, top media buyers, some of the nation’s most successful entrepreneurs—basically, any key influencers or decision-makers we felt could partner with us to get the project off the ground. Few Australian corporations were left unturned!


We were both certain that we had a killer idea, but it was an epic mission. Even with our absolute and unwavering belief that we had a product the market was ready to support, the metaphoric door slamming, email avoidance, and downright noes started to wear a little thin. But we kept brushing the dust off our well-worn entrepreneurial sleeves, and we kept going.


After stalking the then chief marketing officer of a major Australian bank for at least three months, late one night I sent him a tweet. I had exhausted all the other platforms, and I knew he was a prolific user of social media. Within about four minutes I had a reply: “How about 2 pm tomorrow?”


Then I was momentarily filled with pure terror. In fact I can feel it still; as I write this, the emotion comes flooding straight back. The thing was, we’d had so many noes and I knew in my heart that this bank and their campaign at the time, which was all about empowering people to dream and be the best in life that they could be, was the corporation to get on board. Their messaging was a perfect alignment, and if they said yes, it would open incredible doors. But what if they said no?


It was almost easier to run the other way. I could handle other setbacks, but to get a definitive no from them? That would have been a massive blow. I almost didn’t want to have the meeting, because it meant I would have my answer, one way or the other.


In fact, for the briefest moment, I actually considered not going, canceling the meeting. Madness, I know. But sometimes when you are on that knife’s edge of make-or-break, the pain can be almost unbearable, even for the most positive among us.


Of course I sucked it up. I drew on every last bit of resolve and self-belief. With everything I had in me, I forced myself to walk through the doors of the unknown. I put on my best clothes—the ones that made me feel most confident and grounded me in the energy I needed to bring—and I went to the meeting.


I talked with a man I didn’t know—the man, the one who could change everything. A man who directed the bank’s marketing budget, the top dog. A man who, forty minutes into the conversation, turned to me and asked how much money I needed.


I threw a figure at him—a good one that would be enough to get us seriously moving—and he agreed. He agreed! With three simple words that I will never forget, “We’ll do it,” the Collective Hub™ was officially born.


Inside my head, a full marching band was under way, an entire cheering squad—my brain could hardly contain the excitement and exhilaration of that moment! But I sat completely composed, as if that kind of thing happened for us every day, and then I thanked him and left his office. I put my dark sunglasses on and walked into their elevator—and then I burst into tears.


They began to flow like a river once dammed up whose waters had finally been released; it was a massive outpouring of emotion, relief, gratitude, excitement, and validation.


My marketing director was waiting in the foyer, as we had another meeting lined up straight afterward. I couldn’t talk. I just ushered her outside, and once we were there, she gave me a big hug. “Oh, it’s okay, we’ll be okay,” she said kindly. She thought we’d received yet another no, and she knew how crushing this one was.


I turned to her, the tears now in full flood—there may have even been a few wretched, emotional sobs—and choked out, “It’s okay; he said yes. He said YES! HE SAID YES!”


He could have said yes to $5,000 or $500,000; the amount was irrelevant. What mattered was that finally my dogged, irrational, tenacious self-belief had paid off. Someone saw the vision and got it. Our idea was validated, not by just any old backer, but by one of the biggest banks in the country.


And now, just as important, I was accountable to someone bigger than me. Sometimes that’s all it takes to kick things off at the next level. I had someone who believed in me and the dream I had for the magazine, and I wasn’t going to let him down.


To paint a picture of the extent of the self-belief I really needed at that time, I went back to my journals. On a particularly tough day, about two months out from launch, this is what I wrote:
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At around this time, we had just moved into new premises, as our other office was being renovated for eighteen months. The day we moved in, a water pipe burst. We were told we’d have to move out again because they needed to gut the entire building. It was absolutely the last thing I needed; you could say that the challenges were coming from every direction.


We managed to hold them off for six months, but moved offices temporarily before we launched. We had five months in another location, and although the whole experience was incredibly stressful, it ended up being a blessing in disguise, because we didn’t have to pay rent during that time.


It was a reminder that while I couldn’t control everything that was happening, I could control how I reacted to it. Some people get into business and then expect others to support them and propel them forward, when the plain truth is that you need to do that for yourself. The buck always stops with you. While I suddenly had one of the biggest banks in the country in our corner with the magazine, it was still up to me to make this thing happen. It was still up to me to make the project they had just invested in a success.


When it gets hard, you are still the one left holding on to things—both good and bad. I laugh now, but there have been times when I’ve seen staff members leave the company to go on to other opportunities and, truth be told, I wanted to walk out with them! You can leave, I thought. I’m stuck here.


So how do we get self-belief embedded deep into our souls, into the very marrow of our bones? Because saying we need this is one thing, but building belief in ourselves is entirely another matter.


We are surrounded by external noise, people offering well-intended advice and opinions on what to do and when, or how not to be and why. You need to differentiate advice that is smart and relevant enough to take on board from the stuff that you need to let float on by.


I can speak only from my experience and the personal development I’ve engaged in, but I believe a certain level of self-belief is with you from birth and is fostered or quashed as you grow into an adult.


As your belief in yourself grows over time when you achieve and do well in situations, it’s almost as if you subconsciously build a file of intelligence on yourself that proves you’re capable and clever, that your gut instinct can be trusted and your ideas will stick. An email from a friend that spurs you on, the feeling when you walk away from a meeting and know you’ve completely nailed it, the moment you step back and know you handled a staff situation well and have learned from less successful attempts in the past. These are all small moments of validation that get stored in your self-belief bank, ready for you to draw upon when you feel your own supply dwindling.


My very first business was a sponsorship agency. I flung the doors open wide on October 22, 2001, with two secondhand desks (both with broken legs, which I propped up with telephone books) and a PO box at Sydney’s prestigious Australia Square, which I picked to sound swanky. I still have the same address all these years later, although I’ve only physically been there once; that entire time, our mail has been redirected.


I moved a phone from my living room to my “new office”—one door away in the spare bedroom—ordered some business cards, and stocked up on Post-its. Voilà! I was open for business.


Unfortunately, I launched about five weeks after the fateful terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001. It was possibly the worst time to be rolling up my entrepreneurial sleeves. Trying to procure money during such an economic downturn caused my father such heart palpitations that it was the only time I’ve ever seen my tough, strong, and incredibly confident father cry.


And in hindsight, he was right. I landed some hotshot clients (I had solid experience, but I also had the gift of gab), but corporate dollars were not forthcoming for them, no matter how hard I tried or where I turned for sponsorship. So I ate a lot of cans of spaghetti and baked beans during those first few months.


It would have been flat-out easy to walk away. I was lucky in that I had a few job offers, should I ever have wanted to work for an employer again, but I didn’t. Looking back, I don’t remember ever entertaining that thought, even when there wasn’t enough cash in the bank to pay for the next taxi to the next meeting or the bunch of flowers required to say thank-you to a client.


Sure, I had some blind optimism to thank for the decision to keep forging ahead, knowing success was just around the corner, but the bulk of my behavior centered around a deep, resolute belief that I had the right combination of skills, personality, experience, and ideas to create a valuable market proposition.


So I banged on more doors, scheduled more meetings, made more pitches, and generally worked my behind off until the validation of my own self-belief finally showed up. With every deal I achieved and new client that I signed, my bank of self-belief grew.


An unexpected break came when the editor of Marketing magazine offered to publish my thoughts in a letter to the editor, after I sent a rather abrupt retort to him regarding an article from one of his staff that suggested sponsorship could be brokered only in the traditional gold, silver, and bronze way. Never having written much before, but passionately believing in my views, I furiously banged out a thousand words of literary brilliance and well-structured argument—I hope you’re picking up on the sarcasm—and hit send.
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