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Welcome to the world of ‘The Me Myth’
Me, me, me – welcome to the battle cry of the modern world. When
did we become such a self-obsessed race? Tom Wolfe called the
seventies the decade of ‘me’. Have we become any less self-absorbed
in the last 30 years? Not really. If anything we have become more
self-centred with most of us living, to some degree, with the very
limiting belief that the world revolves around ‘me’.
Most of us are desperately seeking a sense of peace, spirituality,
contentment and satisfaction in the midst of a crazy and chaotic
world. We are looking inwards for the answers. But are we finding
them?
Not really. And every day we are bombarded with messages reinforcing this idea that the world revolves around ‘me’.
Messages telling us what to eat, what to wear, what type of car to
drive, the friends we should have, where we should live, the people
we should marry (and divorce), and what imperfections we have and
what we should be doing to fix them.
This massive amount of information has a significant impact
on us. We feel constantly overwhelmed from the minute we drag
ourselves out of bed till the moment we collapse back into the same
spot at the end of the day. And rightly so. For many of us, this
bombardment has become a way of life and it’s all we can do to tread
water. The notion of getting a life, in any shape or form, seems to be
a dream that is slowly fading away.
I’m not just talking about getting ahead with money or material
possessions. I mean in all aspects of our lives, including our sense
of wellbeing, our health, our spirituality, our relationships and our
passion for life. Who the hell has time to appreciate everything we
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have when we are so busy processing this mass of information telling
us what to do?
It all leads to a sense of ‘over-analysis paralysis’, a condition where
we get overwhelmed with information, options and demands that
are all about ‘me’. We become confused, we lose direction and we
struggle to achieve clarity in our lives, which ironically are the things
we spend so much of our time and energy looking for.
But the single most powerful impact that this over-analysis
paralysis can have is a sense that we are no longer in control of our
lives, and that, to me, is the greatest tragedy for any person.
Most of us desperately crave to become better people, it’s part of
being human. We want to feel contentment, love, passion, energy
and excitement every day. But when we live in a constant state
of over-analysis paralysis, becoming a better person is lost in the
struggle to survive.
My advice in this book is really very simple. There comes a time
for each and every one of us, when we need to step up and take
responsibility for our lives. A powerful place to start is by accepting
that the world doesn’t revolve around ‘me’. It may seem like a
contradiction in the world of self-development and growth, but the
less time you spend thinking about ‘me’ and the more time you spend
getting on with living, the greater your life will become.
We need to overcome our own over-analysis paralysis, ignore the
communication bombardment, let go of the self-scrutiny, and stop
beating ourselves up over our shortcomings and the shortcomings of
those around us. It’s time to get on with life!
In other words, stop thinking and start doing. Getting on with
living is the greatest self-development tool we can ever have. Like
most profound realisations, the concept is simple. If you live in the
world of ‘The Me Myth’ it is impossible to have a rich, rewarding and
joyous life. Simply shift your focus outwards instead of inwards and
you open yourself to a world of miraculous opportunity.
It sounds like a piece of cake, doesn’t it? And I am sure you’re
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thinking that I couldn’t possibly understand how complicated your
life is. The demands that you have, the issues that you are dealing
with, the responsibilities that you are trying to cope with and the
fear of loss that you battle every single day of your life.
Well, you’re right, I don’t know the challenges you face, but I
have had plenty of my own over the years. In fact, I started life with
nothing but challenge. I was abandoned as a baby when I was only a
few months old and that set the stage for the next 40 action-packed
years.
I have spent a lifetime trying to prove to the world that I am
worthy of existing. I have had to deal with tragedy at the most
intimate level. I have tried to kill myself slowly through self-abuse
and workaholism. But, at the same time, I have spent every year
trying to become the best man I can possibly be. I have achieved
things that no one believed I could and I have not only come to
peace with my past, but I have learnt to use it to thrive, prosper and,
most importantly, to help others to set themselves free from the
chains that tie them to their old stories and beliefs.
Throughout The Me Myth I will share my journey with you. We
all have a journey with many twists and curves, perhaps even the
odd pothole and breakdown, but the quality of our lives today is
really about the decisions we make along the way. In my journey
I made the decision not to be a victim and to get on with living
rather than over-analysing every little part of my life. By doing this
I have had some big insights into myself and people in general. The
realisations for me have been quite amazing and I am sure they will
be for you too.
There is no doubt that parts of this book will cause you to reflect
on your own life and the way you have reacted to past experiences.
Hopefully you will be better able to understand why you react to
certain situations in a particular way today. I never claim to have all
of the answers, but I very honestly open up about my life and my own
realisations for all to see. Some of it isn’t pretty, but all of it is real.
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I hope that, as you share my journey, you will have your own
realisations and moments of clarity. But mostly, I hope that when
you put this book down you will feel a growing sense of excitement
about the life you can have – the life you deserve.
We all have endless possibilities, but they can only be realised if
you understand that you are the one in the driver’s seat. It’s time to
take control, get on with living and love the journey.

How to get the most out of The Me Myth
I am not that much of a traditionalist when it comes to writing a
book. I tend to write so that you can open one of my books at any
page and get some insight or information that is relevant to you right
then and there. I believe that just as certain books end up in our
hands when we need them, so the right information jumps out of a
book when we need it. So what I am saying is that you don’t need
to read The Me Myth cover to cover to get it. It’s not a process, it’s a
way of living.
You will notice several themes running through The Me Myth.
These are what I consider the fundamentals of behavioural evolution.
We all have certain repetitive behaviours, both good and bad. The
objective is to change the bad and do more of the good. This will
require some internal soul-searching and, even though that is what
we need to move away from, to get there we have to go backwards
to go forwards. Bear with me, and I promise the journey will be
worth it.
I ask you to take a moment to read the quotes at the end of each
chapter. Please don’t just glance at them; close your eyes and think
about what is being said. The simplest of ideas are often the most
stunningly profound.
I have included ‘Key points’ in each section just to make sure that
I get my message across in a clear and simple way. I have also asked
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a few questions and made suggestions in each section that can be
used to help you overcome your own battle with living in ‘The Me
Myth’.
Reading a book like this is a journey, just like our lives are a
journey. We can read a chapter today that doesn’t really impact on
us a great deal, then we might read it again a month later and feel
deeply inspired or moved. What we need at any one time in our lives
changes. I hope that you will keep The Me Myth close by for many
years to come and that in times of need you will open it at the perfect
page for what you need right then.
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1

Where we come from
doesn’t matter – where we
are going does
I don’t have a birth certificate and I’m not completely certain when
or where I was born. I do know that I started life in Melbourne in
early 1966, but I wasn’t registered as being alive until December 1975.
How does someone in Australia not have a birth certificate? Well,
let me share some of my early days with you.
For some reason my parents left my older sister, Wendy, and me
with an old lady, Winifred, who used to live up the street from us. I
was about six months old and Wendy was about 18 months old. Our
parents never came back and we started living with Winifred.
I have an enormous amount of respect for this selfless woman in
her seventies who took us in. She had no reason to look after two
small children, other than some sense of duty and compassion.
Winifred was born in 1896 in London. She had moved to Australia
as a teenage girl, chasing the man she loved. She had never quite
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forgiven Australia or Australians for the life that followed. She’d lost
all of her brothers in various wars, she’d lost two husbands (again to
war), she’d had a breast removed due to cancer as a young woman
and her family had disowned her the minute she’d left England.
We lived a surreal kind of life with Winifred. Although she
looked like a petite, well-groomed granny, she was a compulsive
kleptomaniac, constantly filling her pockets at the shops and making
us kids wander the streets at night stealing things from people’s front
gardens.
We lived an isolated, gypsy-like existence constantly moving
around the working-class areas of North Perth, with a prim and proper
public face that hid the darker side of our world. Winifred talked to
herself incessantly, and I always remember those conversations were
angry, bitter and hateful. She was filled with resentment towards the
world for all she had suffered – and it had to erupt.
She would scream at Wendy or me, inches from our faces, spittle
flying, as she told us how much she hated us, how filthy and disgusting
we were, and how she wanted us dead. She would drag us around
the house by our hair, she would beat us with lumps of wood. I lost
track of the number of times I was woken in the middle of the night
as she attacked me with a shovel or a walking stick, screaming at
the top of her lungs. She threw boiling water on us, stabbed us with
scissors, smashed our heads into walls and doors, and bashed us with
anything she could get her hands on.
We were always covered with bruises, cuts and burns, with clumps
of hair missing. As a grown man I struggle to understand the fear this
little old lady brought out in me, but as a child she terrified me.
To escape I started to wander the streets of Perth. I remember
knowing exactly when the deliveries were made at the shops close by
and I would treat the milk and bakery deliveries as my own personal
smorgasbord. I was out and about at all times of the night.
There were a number of brothels close by as well. I didn’t really
know what they were, but the ladies were very friendly towards me.
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They all had large busts and smelled really nice. They would take
me to a room out the back and give me big cups of hot chocolate and
generally make a fuss of me. It was a kindness that I wasn’t used to
and I was scared by it, but at the same time I craved it. In all the time
I lived with Winifred she only ever kissed me once – the day Gough
Whitlam, the then Prime Minister of Australia, was sacked.
From my various safe hide-outs I would watch drunken men
swagger across the road to the brothels and re-emerge in about half
an hour. I assumed they were all going in to get hot chocolate, and
I guess in many ways they were.
Eventually the welfare became involved. One day during swimming lessons at our primary school I took off my shirt, revealing a
big cut on my stomach and arm from where Winifred had attacked
me with a pair of gardening shears. I had bruises from head to toe
and countless half-healed injuries. The headmaster asked me what
had happened. Winifred had always told us to say, ‘I fell down in
the garden,’ but the headmaster didn’t believe me for a second. The
welfare was called in to investigate the suspected abuse.
They inspected the house where we were living, they brought
in psychologists to interview us, doctors gave us medicals and our
teachers gave statements. Winifred reacted to all of this ‘fuss’ with
anger and bitterness. She blamed it on Wendy and me for being ‘evil’
children.
The welfare laid down rules and conditions for her to follow.
Tough things, like I had to be able to sleep on a bed inside the
house. We had to wash daily and if there was any further evidence
of violence we would be sent to live in an orphanage.
Of course nothing really changed. Many years later, when I read
the welfare reports, it was clear they didn’t know what to do with us
if they took us away from Winifred. They tried to find our parents,
but that proved fruitless. Foster parents were thin on the ground and
far less likely to take in two battered and emotionally scarred kids.
So they left us with Winifred for a while longer.
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A short time later, things flared up badly. Winifred went on
a rampage, attacking me with a metal rake, and she knocked me
unconscious. At the same time distant relatives of Winifred’s who
couldn’t have children expressed interest in adopting us. Finally
Wendy and I were taken away and put in emergency care.
After a few stints in various forms of shelter, we finally ended up
in Sydney with new parents. But it wasn’t to last. Our foster mother
died from a terrible and aggressive form of cancer not long after
we arrived in Sydney. And our new daddy lost the plot. This was
understandable, but his actions were not forgivable. He started to
abuse Wendy. I knew something was going on, but I was too young
to really understand it fully. So as a budding teenager I took my anger
and headed elsewhere.
I went to a very big and very rough school, Asquith Boys High,
north of Sydney. I wanted so badly to fit in that I would do just about
anything to belong. I started smoking, drinking and taking drugs.
Smoking was the easy part. On my first day at school I looked for the
toughest kid I could find and asked him if he wanted a cigarette. This
opened a number of doors to the rough part of town for me.
One day Wendy told me about what was happening at home. I
was furious. I confronted our foster father about it and we had a huge
fight. I left that night and never went back.
Drinking became a huge part of my life. With the various groups
that I hung out with, we always drank. I snorted lighter fluid with
some, I smoked dope with others, I took LSD with some of the older
fellas, then hashish, speed and ultimately I even smoked heroin, just
once, but enough to know that it existed and what it felt like, and
to know that I liked it.
I stole a car to learn how to drive. Not a great idea, particularly as
it was a manual. My fleeing from the scene involved bunny hopping
up the hill. Very impressive, I must say. I hung out with friends and
we broke into houses and stole things. I started growing marijuana
and selling it at school (my entrepreneurial streak started early).
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Today I look back at those times and I cringe. I can’t believe that I
did those things and I am ashamed that I did.
I knew that my life was heading down a predictable path. Soon I
would either end up in jail, dead in a car wreck or lying on a trolley
in a hospital emergency room with doctors thumping my chest.
One Friday afternoon I was standing at the end of the driveway
of the house where I was living, waiting to get picked up for a night
of partying. I had long since moved away from my foster father and,
fortunately, a wonderful woman called Val had taken me in and
provided a safe haven for a number of years. Throughout my life
there have always been a few angels close by and I think of them
often.
It was quite a spiritual moment for me as the late afternoon clouds
split and the sun started to slide behind the hills. Pondering what
was happening around me, it was easy to see the road that so many
people follow. I saw Winifred kill herself with bitterness and anger.
I saw friends kill themselves with self-loathing in the forms of drug
and alcohol abuse, and I saw far too much violence from people
who were tragic and lost and looking desperately for someone to be
angry with. I was on the verge of heading down one of these dark
paths myself.
I realised right then and there that I had the power to choose my
way in the world. I didn’t have to follow the predictable path that
I saw so many others on. I was in control and I could change if I
wanted to. I knew I expected more out of life and I believed in myself
enough to have the confidence to do it. This was incredibly profound
for me and I knew that now was the time to break away from the
world unfolding around me and to be my own man.
So that is exactly what I did. From that day on I have tried my
best to live my own life, changing what needs to be changed and
becoming a better person in any way I can. Sometimes it’s been hard,
other times very easy.
Now, I have given you a very compressed version of the first 17
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years of my life. There is a lot more stuff to share, some of it will
come out in other chapters, some will stay locked in my head for the
time being. But I have been very open and very honest with you.
Today I am an international bestselling author. I have a pile of
books sold in over 50 countries around the world. I live in Cairns,
north Queensland, right on the Great Barrier Reef with a lovely
American lady called Debra Ruth Lawson. I travel the world presenting to organisations, sharing my experiences and giving advice
on how to build powerful, ethical and successful businesses. I have
been lucky enough to do some amazing things in the first 43 years
of my life and I can’t wait for the next 43 years. I have a huge list of
incredible things that I intend to get done before I die.
I have shared my story with thousands of people at conferences.
When they see me bounce up on stage, they see a somewhat portly,
successful-looking, educated man in his early forties. They assume a
lot. When they hear about my background they are often shocked.
‘How did you overcome this hard start to life and become the man
you are today?’ they ask. But mostly they are inspired because I share
a very powerful message. Where we come from doesn’t matter, where
we are heading does.
How many people live their lives bound by the chains of their
past? Yes, it is absolutely horrible to be on the receiving end of
violence, or rape, or neglect, but we all have the ability to choose
whether we will learn from these experiences and move on, or be
chained to them, destined to live a life of fear, anger, inadequacy
and despair.
The years are whistling by and as you get older they will go even
faster. Are you still being held prisoner by events from your past?
If you are, perhaps today is the day to stand up, take a deep breath
and let them go. You are in control of your life, you are the one who
decides where you’re going, not some deep, dark past that is no longer
relevant. We all have a truly incredible opportunity to live the life we
want and, when we do, nothing makes you feel more alive.

6 The Me Myth

‘The more time we spend living yesterday the less time we have
for living today.’

Key points
1. We all have a history, some of it we are proud of, some we are not,
but what you were is not who you can and will be.
2. You have to let go of the past to embrace the future. Too many
people live in yesterday and they are destined to stay there until they
make the decision to change.
3. Life does not have to follow predictable paths. You are not
destined to failure because of what happened in the past, unless you
believe that.
4. Living as a victim is a sad, hollow, lonely life. We all have the
choice to live the life we want.

It’s time to change your Me Myth
What part of your past are you hanging onto?
What price have you paid so far for holding onto this belief?
Are you really ready to let it go?
So what is stopping you?
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Write one sentence and read it out loud as often as you can, saying
what you are letting go of and what will change in your life when you
let go of it. This will give you the motivation to let go of something
from the past that is still holding you prisoner today.
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2

Put a pea under your
cushion, Princess
The greatest threat to living a rich life is complacency. The more
comfortable we are, the more likely we are to accept things that are
just not right. As we get older we seek comfort, or status quo, and we
are willing to compromise ourselves to keep it.
We start to make mental calculations about situations, like being
in a job we hate or in a relationship that has run its course. When
we start to think ‘It’s easier to stay in this job, even though I hate it’
or ‘I’m retiring in ten years so why leave now?’ or ‘I’m not happy in
this relationship but it’s easier to stay in it than find someone else’,
our alarm bells need to start ringing.
I am not suggesting that you should throw in your job at the drop
of a hat, but you should be honest with yourself. Ask yourself why
you are staying if you really don’t enjoy what you do or the company
you are working for?
The same applies to relationships. We all know they take work,
there are ups and downs and challenges, but sometimes a relationship
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simply runs its course and needs to end. I met a married couple
recently who live in the same house but have completely separate
lives, right down to different bedrooms. They both date other people
and, in reality, they don’t even like each other any more. They say
the charade is for the sake of their children who they don’t want to
put through the distress of a divorce. Really?
A divorce can be devastating with long-term effects. But is it
really better to stay together, living a lie? What kind of message
does this send the children about loving relationships and honesty?
Wouldn’t they prefer to see their mother and father happy?
The truth is that this couple is too comfortable in the scenario
they have created, despite its difficulties. It is easier to stay with
what they know than to leave and face the unknown and start a
new life. As human beings we learn to get comfortable in even the
most unusual and unfulfilling situations, mainly because we have
certainty in staying where we are. It can be incredibly scary to break
away, to make the changes and to get uncomfortable, but once you
do, you can start to feel the blood pumping through your veins again
and your passion for life coming back.
Do you remember the fairytale about the princess and the pea?
The queen hides a pea under a pile of mattresses to see if it causes
the princess discomfort. I believe we all need to put a pea under our
cushion to stop us from becoming too comfortable with our lives.
It’s nice to be comfortable, but our greatest growth as human beings
comes when we are challenged.
The achievements that I am most proud of are the end result of
me getting uncomfortable. I was terrified of public speaking, as most
people are (statistically most people would prefer to burn to death),
but I pushed through my fears and made myself get up and talk.
Today I present to large groups of people all over the world. I still get
nervous, I still feel uncomfortable and there are times I look at the
door and think about making a run for it. But I have learnt to turn
the fear into excitement and I absolutely love public speaking now,
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even if I have butterflies. It has become a real passion of mine and
this passion has enabled me to make it a rewarding career travelling
the world.
Making yourself uncomfortable often precedes great accomplishments. People rise up and do great things when they are challenged
because necessity makes them. So why not get uncomfortable more
often?
When I came up with the idea for my first book, 101 Ways to
Market Your Business, I spoke to a number of people in marketing
about it.
Many of them told me, ‘It’s really hard to get published, so why set
yourself up for disappointment? Best to just let the idea go.’ It’s true
that writing a book takes a lot of discipline, creativity and hard work,
and many books are rejected. The easiest thing for me to do, the most
comfortable thing to do, would have been to put the manuscript in
the bin and just get back to life as normal. Fortunately, while their
comments did make me question my dream, they also motivated me
to succeed. But it told me a great deal about people’s attitudes and
their fears. Several books later, I am very glad that I didn’t listen to
those people and stay comfortable.
I know how hard it is to move out of your comfort zone, even when
the situation you’re in is hurting you. Growing up with Winifred was
not a great experience. But when you live in a strange situation you
don’t really understand why it’s strange, you just accept it. My friends
at school went home to a mother and father, but for some reason I
didn’t. There were other differences too.
I didn’t brush my teeth until I was about eight or nine years old.
Winifred had false teeth, so she wasn’t concerned about things like
oral hygiene and even though we learnt about it at school it didn’t
seem to apply to us. Likewise we only had a bath once a week and we
took it in turns using the same water. I was always last, so you can
imagine how clean I was.
I wasn’t allowed to sleep inside the house. I had to sleep on a
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mattress on the veranda, no matter how cold it was. I remember
being so scared on wild winter nights, shivering and hearing footsteps
with every gust of wind. I was locked outside on a soggy old mattress
like a dog, often without even so much as a blanket. Ironically we
had a number of dogs over the years and they all slept inside.
After a while I wasn’t scared any more, I just accepted that was
where I slept and that was that. When I grew older I realised that
Winifred had a hatred and distrust of men and, even as a young boy,
I was put into the same category.
We moved house often. Wendy and I used to hate it. We had to
load up shopping trolleys and push them up the road to wherever
the next house was. I suspect we moved because the houses became
filthy, covered in dirt and grime, and packed to the rafters with huge
amounts of stolen stuff.
Winifred’s son, Uncle Ted, lived with us from time to time. He
was a giant of a man and he scared me a lot. He’d been a prisoner
of war in Burma in World War II and I don’t think he ever got over
the experience. Mind you, he got a job at the Swan Brewery as a
beer taster, which seemed to suit him just fine. Unfortunately he
took his work way too seriously, working pretty much all day every
day tasting beer.
When he stayed with us he lived inside the house and Wendy
and I would sleep with Winifred in her room. I was so glad to be
inside that I didn’t ask any questions. My biggest memory of Uncle
Ted was of his stubbly face and the stale smell of beer on his breath.
I never trusted him.
But despite all of the problems, when the welfare finally became
involved, Wendy and I were absolutely terrified at the thought that
we would be taken away from Winifred. All of the abuse and all of
the violence amounted to nothing when faced with the possibility
of being taken away from her. And I found this confusing.
Although she certainly had her down side, Winifred had provided
a roof over our heads, we were always well fed and clothed, and there
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was a strange kind of certainty in living with her. Wendy and I lived
in fear of Winifred dying. We both wanted her dead in many ways,
but our fear of what would become of us outweighed our hatred of
her.
We wanted to stay in a situation that really was not good for us
because we were scared of what change would mean. Change brings
uncertainty in many different shapes and this creates fear if we are
in a vulnerable place emotionally. We generally just think of how it
will affect us (remember, it is all about me!), without giving a second
thought to those around us.
It wasn’t just us who were scared at the thought of change. When
the welfare finally did take us away Winifred went wild with rage.
I would have thought Winifred would be glad to see us go, but she
was clearly distraught and dealing with her own uncertainty about
the future. As I get older I realise that she was scared of being old
and alone.
When we left Perth and moved to Sydney with our new foster
family I was worried – who would look after Winifred? But we went
to Sydney anyway, and a few years later, she was found dead. She had
been dead for several weeks before her body was discovered.
Things didn’t change for Wendy and me overnight by any means,
but once we were out of the situation with Winifred we could see
that life didn’t have to be lived the way we were living it. We didn’t
have to live in fear, we didn’t have to be scared all the time and we
had the right to be treated in a certain way. As strange as this may
sound, I certainly didn’t feel like this growing up. So leaving was a
confronting option, but it was the best choice. I learnt then that
change is not a bad thing. This became a very significant factor
in the coming years, to the point where I craved change and the
challenge to grow.
When I talk about challenging ourselves, it doesn’t mean we
all have to climb Mount Everest. For some people challenging
themselves is simply taking a different route to work or trying a
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different type of food. That’s good. What is most important is that
we challenge ourselves in any way that we can, both big and small.
I have encountered so many extraordinary people in my life,
many of whom you will get to meet in this book. They all share
one magnificent trait – they have big peas under their cushions.
They don’t let themselves get too comfortable and they never accept
second best, in themselves or those around them.
Getting uncomfortable means that we stop focusing inwards on
our fears, our perceived failings and our shortcomings and get on
with the task at hand, which is living a full life.
‘You know you are alive when you surprise yourself by doing the
things you (and others) never thought you could.’

Key points
1. The greatest way to grow is to be challenged. If you don’t have any
challenges – find some.
2. Being comfortable is nice, but there is a price to pay. We only get
to live this life once, so why not make it count?
3. Look around you for examples of people who constantly challenge
themselves. They are the best examples of the benefits that come
from challenging yourself.

It’s time to change your Me Myth
Ask yourself if you have become too comfortable with life?
What have you been putting off because you are just too comfortable?
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Find someone who seems to always challenge themselves and
ask them about their life and their levels of joy, satisfaction and
contentment. Then ask yourself what is stopping you from doing the
same?
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When did you stop having fun?
Sometimes it seems that when you mention the word ‘fun’ and put
it in the same sentence as ‘life’, the room lets out a collective sigh,
indicating the feeling that another cliché has just left somebody’s
mouth.
Well, I for one think that we need to spend a lot more time
revisiting this particular cliché because it has never been more
relevant than it is today. Somewhere along the line we have all
become far too serious, particularly at work. It seems that the line
between being professional and having a good time has become like
the Great Wall of China – big, bold and completely useless.
I could have become the most miserable bastard on the face of
the planet and blamed everyone for everything that has happened
in my life. However, somewhere along the way, I learnt to laugh out
loud, and often, and I have absolutely no doubt that this has saved
my life.
There was an incident that I think triggered my fun gene. I was
about six years old, sitting on the bus and going into the city with
the old lady to do some shopping. We arrived at our stop and, having
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been taught good manners, I waited for the other people to get off
and then headed out the door. Just as I was getting off the last step
(which was a big step for a little fat kid with short legs), I thought I
heard the bus driver say something to me so I turned as I was making
the leap to the ground.
Then things turned ugly. The driver had released the mechanism,
which closed the front door at exactly the same time as I turned to
see what he said. The door clamped shut on my right ear and I was
suddenly stuck on the outside of the bus, which started to pull away
from the curb. The doors were solid metal and the driver couldn’t see
me on the outside of the bus, but my little legs were going 100 miles
an hour as we started to drive down St Georges Terrace in the heart
of Perth. People started screaming and waving at the bus. I imagine
I must have looked like one of the Three Stooges.
After what seemed like hours but in reality was just a few seconds,
the driver slammed on the brakes (which didn’t really help my ear
one little bit), opened the doors and I fell to the ground, sobbing and
clutching my ear.
I vividly remember looking up at a sea of adults standing around
me with looks of fear and concern on their faces. Then one of them
burst out laughing. This spread like wildfire and in no time at all,
the entire crowd, including the bus driver and the old lady, were
all belly-laughing as I sat on the ground nursing my injured pride.
It didn’t take long for me to start giggling as well and, even though
it felt wrong, after all everyone should have been deeply concerned
and lavishing me with sympathy, it felt so much better than sitting
there feeling sorry for myself.
There is something very Australian about laughing in times
of adversity. Many nationalities don’t get it. Some feel that we are
almost irreverent, but I think it is a form of stress relief. We laugh,
we have fun, we make fun of each other, no matter how terrible the
situation may be, but all the while we grow closer as a result. As any
Australian knows, we only make fun of people we like. So if you
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are getting to know some Australians and they start teasing you or
making fun of you, that is a good sign.
I went to India to see my Indian publishers a couple of years back.
I met so many people who were not just poor, they were wretched.
They literally had nothing and they looked like skeletons. But the
thing I saw the most in India was smiles. Everyone smiled, all the
time. Small children smiled, mothers with arms full of babies smiled,
old men smiled, Indians living in the gutter smiled. I even think the
cows were smiling.
Whilst I like to think that was the result of my magnetic
personality, I actually think that there is an air of positivity and
optimism in India. It seems out of place in such a poor country,
especially when you come home to a modern, western country where
we all have so much and yet so many people seem so unhappy.
People choose whether they will be happy, miserable, outrageous,
conservative, angry or any other emotion. Often they don’t realise
that they make this choice but they do. I think that being miserable
is hard work. Being a bit outrageous and fun is very easy.
I realise that people also choose whether or not they are going to
have fun in what they do. And without a doubt, there is a very clear
correlation between people who choose to be happy and those who
have a lot of fun doing what they do.
There are so many rewards for choosing to have fun in life. For
starters every interaction is so much more rewarding, even something
that seems as mundane as ordering a coffee.
I learnt this first-hand at my local coffee shop. As was my ritual I
strolled in around 7 am, said a cheery hello and had a chat with my
local coffee dealer, a man by the name of Michael. We did this early
morning ritual every day for several years and one morning he came
up to me for a chat and told me he was leaving. Michael went on to
say that hearing me whistle as I walked up the corridor to his coffee
shop was one of the highlights of his day. He mentioned that I always
came in with a big smile on my face, I had a cheeky comment or two

What do you mean it’s not all about me? 161

to make and I sincerely asked how he was doing on this fine day.
Michael told me that my early morning visit was the best part of
his working day and I put him in a good mood, which he passed onto
everyone who came into the café.
How did I feel after he told me this? I felt both humble and proud.
I was lost for words, but it reminded me that being nice to people,
having fun with them and just saying a big hello with a nice smile
on your face, always comes back at you. But, and of course there is a
but, most people wander around looking like undertakers when they
should be bounding around like puppies.
We get miserable going to work because we are supposed to be
miserable. We don’t leap into our favourite coffee shop and scream
hello every morning because everyone else will be standing there
looking like they are at a funeral and we don’t want to appear
weird.
My advice is to forget what everyone else has to say or has to
think. Step out of your comfort zone and be playful, have fun and
make the extra effort to connect with people. Like attracts like – the
more fun you have the more fun you will attract. We choose our state
of mind and we can always choose to have a positive state of mind.
We just have to want it bad enough.
There are many sections in The Me Myth that reinforce this
concept of choosing our state of mind to get the most out of life.
The problem is that if you are totally focused inward, you don’t really
care about making other people’s day, or playing with people, or just
having fun. When you start to focus outward you see a hundred
opportunities every single day to give and get love, to give and get
passion, to give and get fun.
The more you do it, the easier it gets. If it feels a bit weird at
first, don’t worry, I guarantee you will grow into it. Give it time and
people will respond in ways that will blow your mind. I have started
humming a song in an elevator only to have the lady next to me
start singing and people join in as they got into the lift. It was an
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incredible moment and we all burst out laughing when we got to
the ground floor.
Most importantly of all, don’t worry about what other people
think. I used to be terrified about that and, as a result, I would turn
my focus inwards and go through life having dull, bland interactions.
Now I just don’t care what people think. I have fun with pretty much
everyone I meet. I love to make people laugh. I love to laugh and
absolutely love making someone’s day. It is amazing just how easy this
is to do. A few sincere words, a compliment or two, laugh at yourself
or share an experience. It really isn’t that hard.
Imagine how this wonderful world of ours would be if we all spent
more time laughing, having fun and playing with the people we
encounter every day, particularly those people who are close to us
who perhaps haven’t seen us have fun for far too long.
Remember, it’s only life, it ain’t that important, with a bit of luck
we will get another go. Put your hands on your belly, shake it around,
feel the laugh start deep inside and let it come out. We all get to
choose our state, no matter how tough our lives have been or the
challenges we face. Being miserable certainly won’t help, but having
a pile of fun really will.
‘Thank goodness being miserable is such hard work. It sure
makes having fun so much easier.’

Key points
1. In the craziness of life, many of us have forgotten how to laugh.
2. Having fun should be mandatory, not optional.
3. You can have a profound effect on other people by having fun and
simply being cheerful.
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4. If it has been a while since you had a belly laugh, get back into
training. Having fun is a lot easier than most people make out.
5. Don’t worry about what other people think. Most of the time they
will join in with your fun.

It’s time to change your Me Myth
Have you forgotten how to have fun?
When was the last time you had a great big belly laugh?
Do you take life too seriously? When did you stop having fun?
What can you do to bring more fun into your life every day?
Tomorrow make a point of having lots of fun experiences with
people you meet.
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