BACK IN
THE DAY
17 early posts
from the
IttyBiz archives
I T T Y B I Z . C O M

Happy Birthday, ittybiz!
Well, would you look at that. IttyBiz has turned 11. That means it still likes
Disney movies (but doesn’t admit to it in public), giggles at swear words,
and eats a LOT.
In celebration of our birthday, I decided to take a little trip down memory
lane, and I’ve put together a big ol’ batch of IttyBiz posts from Back In The
Day. There are some funny ones, there are some embarrassing ones, and
there are some weepy ones.
For those of you who have been here all along, thank you for everything
you’ve made possible. And for those who are newer to the IttyBiz scene,
now you can have a little glimpse of our humble beginnings. (Who am I
kidding? Reading over these things, there was nothing humble about it!)
But before I let you dig in, I will give you one word of warning. In the
spirit of historical accuracy, I kept these posts exactly as they were…
which includes more than the usual amount of salty language. If you’re
sensitive to that sort of thing, maybe go have a coffee and come back
tomorrow. I’ll be good, I promise.
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Brand Management
at the Coffee Shop
(NOTE: This was my very first post.)
How do you tell people who you are without saying a word? Go out for
coffee!
There’s a coffee shop in my neighborhood. It’s pretty famous around
here. They just opened up two new stores in the city. They’re considered
a big deal.
Except they suck. Regular coffee costs two bucks. They are always out of
something. At no point does anyone in their employ know what kind of
bagels they have that day. I asked the owner if Viennese coffee was
flavored, and he told me that it wasn’t – it was just regular coffee from…
Vietnam.
And yet… I have never been there without at least 5 people in line ahead
of me. People love this place. They happily fork over their two bucks (we
won’t even get into what lunch costs) for a cup of acceptable coffee in a
Styrofoam cup that dribbles.
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Why? Because they like what it says about them.
You see, around here, if you don’t work during the day, there are two
kinds of places to go for coffee. There are the places you go because you
are unemployed and have nothing better to do, and there are the places
you go because you have so much money you don’t need to work. This is
one of the latter shops, and this is why there’s a lineup out the door.
Young mothers bring their preschoolers and sit on the sidewalk patio
because it says, “My husband makes enough money that I don’t have to
go to work.” Recently retired folks go there to lie about their golf scores.
Home business owners go there to network and schmooze. That’s why I
go.
When a potential client is introduced to me at this coffee shop, they are
silently being told, “She’s doing well. She is successful. She has the time
to come here when other people are out working.” The client trusts me a
little, because I go where he goes. I do what he does.
Is it worth it? In the last year, I’ve gotten over $8000 worth of business
from clients I’ve met at my local café. Considering I go there about four
times a week, at $2/coffee, I’ve spent about $416 to get over $8000, not
including future revenues and referral possibilities. Plus, I got coffee.
Roll out the clichés if you want. Like marries like. Birds of a feather flock
together. You’re judged by the company you keep. Whatever.

But what kind of company are you keeping?
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Moral of the Story:
Marketing To Alcoholics
Edition
Here’s my story.
I like red wine. A lot. I also live in Ontario, which is convenient because
we make a lot of wine here. It’s handy. Nowadays, with the whole “the
environment is really important and stuff” kick that’s been going on, wine
makers have been packaging their products in Tetrapaks.
Tetrapaks, more commonly referred to as juice boxes. Big-ass, grown-up,
boozy juice boxes. Yeah, baby. I have tasted their Tetrapak offerings and
found them worthy.
Anyway, we’re in the liquor store about a week ago and I’m trying to
decide what to get. My husband suggests we get a box of wine.
Let me press hold on this story and let you know that while I will happily
drink wine from a Tetrapak, I draw the line at boxes. Yes, a Tetrapak is
technically a box, but we’ll file that one under “spirit of the law vs. letter of
the law”. My mother used to buy white wine in a box and store it on top
of the fridge. Room temperature. I drank it one time. Not cool.
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So I look at him like he’s insane and he says it’s the same wine we always
buy and it’s way cheaper than buying by the bottle, plus we won’t have to
go back to the store later. Well, I’m nothing if not cheap and lazy, so a
box of wine it is.

Flash forward a few days.
We’d drunk the wine. It was lovely. Completely without incident.
Husband’s on his way out and he asks if we need more wine. I don’t know
how much is left and because I’m cheap, I’m going to check before
dropping another forty bucks.
Have you ever tried to see how much wine is left in a box?
The thing about cardboard is that it’s not clear like glass. It’s pretty
opaque, actually. Nobody but Superman can look at a box of wine and
know how much is in it. Shaking the box doesn’t work either because the
wine is stored in a kind of sealed bag so you can’t hear the swishing.
Let me tell you, I am nothing if not resourceful. (Also cheap and lazy.)
There’s no damn way any more wine is entering this house until I’m
absolutely certain the wine that’s already here is done. I notice that the
hole in the top of the box that acts as a handle is about the size of my
hand. I figure I’ll just stick my hand in to see how far down the wine went.

You know where this is going.
My son Jack is in the stroller. Husband has his coat on. I’m standing in the
hallway with my hand wedged in a box of wine… and I can’t get it out.
I struggle. For a while. Jack starts to whimper. I struggle some more.
Perhaps I say some choice words.
Eventually, the baby is screaming for milk which I cannot get him because
I only have ONE FREAKING HAND. My husband has stopped breathing
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he’s laughing so hard. And I am quickly coming to the cold realization
that my hand is not coming out of that box.
Have you ever tried to cut your hand out of a box of wine before? They
use really thick cardboard, the kind you can’t cut through with regular
scissors. You need something serious to cut one of these boxes. Like a
box cutter. You know, those things the terrorists use to kill people on
airplanes? And my hand just happens to be so far in the box that
the blade would hit… right around the veins in my wrist.
The actual story of getting the box off my hand isn’t very funny so I won’t
give you details. (If you ever find yourself in this situation, consider a
bread knife. That’s all I’m saying.) Just do me a favor and try to imagine
what it feels like knowing you may actually have to take your 14-monthold to the emergency room with you while you have your hand removed
from a box of wine. Imagine that for a sec.

“So what the hell are you getting at?” you ask.
There are many morals to this story.
Don’t be cheap comes to mind.
Don’t be lazy, maybe. (Don’t be greedy works too.)
These are true and wise but they’re not what you’re here for. I’ve chosen
a different — and completely topically relevant — moral.

Moral of the Story: Marketing Begins In Product
Development.
When you are building your product, think about the stupidest person
you’ve ever met. That person is your customer. Think about what
problems they could have with your product.
When you are a wine producer, you want your customers to be well
aware of how much wine they have on hand at all times. (Please pardon
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the pun.) You do not want them at home, trying to bust a move on their
wife, setting up candles and massage oils and doing whatever people
without kids do, just to find out they’re out of wine.
Create your product with all people in mind, even the stupid ones.
(Update: Since I know you’re wondering… yes, when I finally got my hand
out, I did just throw the offending box into recycling. And yes, I later
realized you shouldn’t recycle cardboard and plastic in the same bin. And
yes, when I separated them and realized there was still wine left in the
bag? I totally drank it. See: Cheap and Lazy, above.)
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why your loved ones
want you to fail
“I have an idea, but I’m not sure it’s good. I liked it, but I told my husband
and he seemed really lukewarm.”
I hate to get all cliché on your ass but if I had a dollar for every time I
heard something like this I sure as shit wouldn’t be living in Canada’s
Snow Belt when there are perfectly good beaches in Bali I could inhabit.
Let’s talk about your business idea and why your husband doesn’t
like it. (Of course, please feel free to substitute mother or sister or mail
carrier. It’s all good.)
In the time I’ve been hanging out in the aforementioned Snow Belt doing
marketing consulting, I have heard the grand total of ONE bad idea. (If
you’re reading this, it wasn’t yours. I’ll tell you right now that the creator
of the idea in question does not read this blog.)
Sure, there are lots of bad ideas in the world, but intelligent people reject
them before they hit the discuss-it-with-your-loved-ones phase and the
lame idea never sees the light of day.
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So if there are so many Not Too Bad At All ideas kicking around out
there, why are the husbands and wives and mothers and fathers and
sisters and best friends trashing them? Why all the hate?
I’ll tell you. There are a few options.

They don’t want you to get hurt.
By far the nicest reason your peeps aren’t rooting for you is because they
don’t want to see you hurting. If they shit on your home business idea
now and because of that you quit, then Big Mean Strangers can’t shit on
your idea later when it’s hanging out for the world to see.
The concept here is that you will avoid pain and suffering. The reality is
that you will not because you won’t be being true to yourself and you’ll
always wonder “What if?” Wondering “What if?” sucks far more than
being shit on by strangers ever will.

They don’t want you to succeed.
On the other hand, we have the people who don’t want you to succeed.
This is totally selfish and totally normal. Everybody feels this way
sometimes, we just don’t happen to like it when other people feel it
about us. They might not want your home business to succeed because
they’re pricks or they might not want you to succeed because they’re
insecure and afraid or maybe because they tried and failed and don’t
want to look like the loser.
In any case, too bad for them. If they’re pricks, cut the bastards out of
your life. If they’re insecure and afraid, use some of your newfound riches
to buy them some therapy for Bonus Karma Points.
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They don’t want you to change.
Along the lines of not digging success we have not digging change.
Similar beast, but not quite the same. Imagine this: you’ve been
humming along being a stay-at-home mom or dad. You have been
ostensibly happy packing peanut-free snacks in the kidlets’ lunches and
driving Grandma to Bingo for years.
Now you want to start a custom bowling ball painting company. This will
undoubtedly take up a bunch of your time. Your elderly mother and your
distracted spouse and your codependent sister are terrified this means
that they will not get the you they signed up for.
Most people suck at change. Unfortunately for them, change is both
inevitable and necessary for growth. Sucks to be them. There is nothing
you can do about this attitude other than hope to God it goes away. You
might get them with boatloads of reassurance but frankly, it’s probably a
waste of time. You have a business to run.

They don’t want to get involved.
This is probably the easiest problem to fix. A lot of people, when they
hear you’re about to embark on something new and possibly big, freak
out because they think you’re going to want them to get on the
bandwagon. This can be a practical bandwagon — they have no interest
in stuffing envelopes with you until three in the morning — or an
emotional one — they don’t care if you fail and get disappointed, they just
don’t want to be disappointed themselves.
Easy peasy. Don’t involve them. Find other help or sources of support.
There are plenty of people out there ready to roll up their sleeves or tell
you that you kick ass. Don’t waste your life begging from people who
won’t give you what you need.
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They don’t want to adjust their life view.
This is probably the most common issue. In my case, people really, really
want to think of me as the high school dropout or the pregnant teenager
or the ex-Mormon. People I went to school with viewed me as my
brother’s sister or my mother’s daughter. Maybe you’ve always been
conservative and it’s just too much of a pain in the ass to contemplate you
tying yourself to a tree named Luna to save the geckos.
(Canadians are famous for this. We have no interest in our own artists,
writers, or athletes until they’ve succeeded in the rest of the world.
Canadians believe that Canadians suck. Then when they win the Nobel
Prize we act like we’ve been their biggest fans all along.)
This one’s pretty easy to deal with, too. Do what you’re going to do.
Succeed. They will either come around, in which case you’ll feel
vindicated, or they won’t, and you’ll be so successful and fulfilled that you
won’t care. Yay!
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Ask IttyBiz: When Others
Rain on Your Home
Business Parade
Somebody I know who has a highly cool blog and home business in-themaking emailed me with a totally heartbreaking question. They emailed
in response to When Your Loved Ones Want You To Fail. I thought the
question (and hopefully answer) would help you guys, and the sender
graciously allowed me to use the question anonymously in Ask IttyBiz.
“In short: it’s not about my little blog, it’s about the home business.
You wrote a post about it – how to deal with uncooperative “loved
ones”. But it is SO hard. I need help from people, b/c it’s a new biz,
but sometimes it feels like strangers are a lot more helpful than
friends are. Some people, whom I considered as friends, tend to
disappear as soon as I ask them for something, even though I would
have helped them if they had asked me for help.
My business partner tells me not to take it personally. That a big part
of starting any biz is to receive a lot of “no’s” from people whom you
expected a “yes”. My spouse tells me not to take it personally. To
just re-categorize these people as “acquaintances” and move on.
But I DO take it personally. How do you deal with it? Do you just recategorize and move on? Do you remove these people from your
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life? How do you avoid feeling disappointed and hurt?”

My woefully inadequate answer:
“Oh, you poor thing. That sucks. It sucks rocks. I have been there. (To a
degree I’m still there but I’m making enough money that I can console
myself somewhat.)
My story, if it helps at all, is this one. Both of my parents (long divorced
and hate each other) have always known I’d do great. No problem there.
Total and unlimited source of support. My husbands (I’m on number 2),
not as much. Jamie’s great now but there were times in the beginning
when he thought I was totally mental. My in-laws were BRUTAL. And my
friends? Don’t even get me started. I had to fire my friends and get new
ones.
Here’s my theory:
The world of human relationships operates on a pecking order principal.
Like dogs in packs. Somebody’s on top, somebody’s next, and so on.
Except we’re more complex than dogs, so we have dozens and hundreds
and thousands of arenas in which we subconsciously compete.
(The media example is where one sister is the “pretty” one and the other
is the “smart” one. When one of the sisters upsets the balance of who is
pretty and who is smart, you’ve got a shit storm on your hands.)
Both of my husbands, and both of their sets of parents, have deep down
operated with the mindset that the man makes the real money. Yes, the
woman is expected to contribute financially, but the man is the real
earner. The thing is, I have a skill that pays me three figures an hour. You
just can’t make that kind of money where I live. It throws people off and
people hate what they don’t know. It fucks them up.
The real truth of the matter is that the vast majority of the people on this
planet are incredibly cynical. In your case (or my case, or the case of
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pretty much any IttyBiz owner) is that they very strongly think you will
fail. They probably don’t WANT you to fail, but deep down, they think
you will.
What does that do to them? It makes THEM look like an idiot if they “went
along with it”. If they were involved in the process, they were involved in
a FAILING process. That is bad for their ego, so they don’t bother.

The what-to-do-about-it part of the email:
Now, what to do about these not-so-helpful people.
If they’re really unhelpful, recategorize as acquaintances and never
do them a favor again. If asked why, your answer is that you’re too busy
with your business.
If they’re only mildly uncooperative, just don’t ask for help.
Especially when it comes to online biz, they don’t get it. They think of it as
a slightly dirtier version of Amway.
As far as how I dealt with the hurt, frankly, I wasn’t hurt. I took the abject
failure route through life, so everyone thought I was a complete fuck up.
Dropped out of high school, married someone inappropriate, pregnant
by 17. If I worked at McDonald’s people would have been impressed. It
was no real surprise that they thought I’d fuck this up too. I just don’t talk
to them about it anymore. I’m also buying a Mercedes to shut them all
up, but that’s just the revenge talking.
Get as much as you can out of your online peeps, and don’t discuss a
damn word about your biz with offline peeps unless they ask. If they
ask, your answer is, “It’s going great!” (You may substitute “awesome” or
“never better” if you wish.)
Put in 20 hour days if you have to but do not put yourself in the
position where you could get hurt any more than absolutely
necessary. Sometimes it’s necessary. Most times it isn’t. It’s exhausting
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and scary and you’ll think you’ll never sleep again, but it’s worth it in the
end.”

Do you guys have any advice?
If you’ve got any advice or commiseration to share, bring it on! (If you
don’t want to identify yourself, just go with “Anonymous” in the
comments so you don’t have to publicly mention that your wife was a
total bitch and wouldn’t help you with a damn thing.)
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5 Reasons You Shouldn’t
Have A Cushion Before You
Quit Your Job
Once upon a time, I wrote a post about the monetary benefits of having a
financial cushion. And I agree with myself. From a purely money
standpoint, you’re an idiot if you don’t have at least something tucked
away for when all your clients die of smallpox.
But that’s the money part of it. What about business wise? As in, business
growth-wise? From that angle, I don’t know if it’s the best idea. Here’s
why.
1. Not having a cushion lights a fire under your ass. From E-myth to
StomperNet and everyone in between advises against analysis paralysis —
what’s the absolute BEST typeface to use on the logo? Should we go with
blue or green? Does this gig contribute to my future business goals?
When you have no cushion, there’s no time for that shit. That freelance
gig you’re dilly-dallying about bidding on? That’s tomorrow night’s
dinner.
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2. You’re forced to get creative. If you want to market yourself — and
since you don’t have a cushion, marketing yourself would be a very good
idea indeed — you have to actually…think. Any idiot can buy a bunch of
ads to get people to buy their service or check out their blog or order
their book. But that’s not where the good stuff comes from.
When you have no money, you have to hustle. Your sole source of
advertising might be the shirts you just had printed for fifty bucks. You
might have to wear your cousin’s bunny suit and stand outside the radio
station holding a sign that pleads “Ask me what I do!” Hell, you might
even have to get off your ass and talk to some real, live people and ask
them for business.
3. You’re going to learn to focus. When you have a cushy start-up loan
or a quadzillion months of savings in the bank, it’s awful easy to get
distracted. I mean, look at all there is to do out there! Flickr alone could
kill a week.
But when you need work or exposure or sales, you focus like a laser. (Yes,
Mom. A laser. In air quotes. From Austin Powers.)
When you need a check in the mail sooner rather than later, checking a
blog to see if anybody responded to your witty and insightful comment
doesn’t exactly seem like the most efficient use of your time.
4. You don’t lose the fire. When you’re first starting out, you’re burning
to succeed. All you want is to get your hands in there and do it. You want
to print those goddamn t-shirts by hand if you have to. Hanging around
in your cubicle for 19 months until you feel you have enough start-up
capital is soul-sucking. Your fire goes.
If your fire goes, soon enough those hand printed t-shirts don’t seem like
such a good idea anymore, and you’re signing the line for your fifth one
percent cost-of-living raise in a row.
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5. The sooner you start, the sooner you’ll succeed. There’s a great
saying I love:

“The best time to plant a tree was forty years
ago. The second best time is today.”
These are comforting words today because you don’t have a tree. Don’t
cry over lost tree planting opportunities, I always say. (OK, no, I don’t.)
But do you think it would have been good advice forty years ago? Would
you have said, “Well, maybe now’s not the perfect time. I’ll do it when I
retire”? Not if you wanted the tree, you wouldn’t have.
I have no doubt there are countless thriving businesses run by
entrepreneurs who waited till the time is right, and I applaud them. I
don’t know much about them, though. I don’t know much about them
because they’re not making the front page of Fast Company. They don’t
tend to launch on Tech Crunch.
The ones I know about, the ones with buzz and energy and excitement
and soul, they’re the ones who took the plunge and sold their stereo to
pay for a bunny suit.
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A Marketing Lesson For
My Local Sex Shop
So I’m in a sex shop today, because that’s the kind of thing I do on a
Tuesday morning. (And they ask me why I work for myself.)
It’s fairly new, and it’s one of those women’s only deals that markets nice
things, not sleazy things. Body balms, belly dancing costumes, very lovey
dovey. It’s a good idea, and from what I can tell, business is going
gangbusters. (Do things “go gangbusters” or do they “do gangbusters”?
Is “gangbusters” really a word I should be using when discussing sex
shops?)
So I go in and it’s all pink lighting and nice displays and there is a zero
sleaze factor. There’s even a sign on the door that says, very politely, that
they don’t sell novelty items so don’t even ask. Everything is going well.
My could-be shopping experience is all good.
There is a charming little dog that comes up and sniffs my shoes and then
goes back to biting his chew toy. There is a woman behind the counter
talking to someone on the phone. The person she’s speaking to appears
to be her girlfriend. She says the F-word a lot, but in a nice way, like I do.
By all accounts, this is the kind of a place I wouldn’t mind shopping.
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So I head over to the books, the DVDs, the massage oils. There are even
locally made massage balms that come in 100% post-consumer recycled
tins. What more can you want in a sex shop? I mean, really!
I pick up a set of three of these little balms, very much like the Body
Butters that you buy at the Body Shop. These things are so classy I would
give them to my mother-in-law in her Christmas stocking. They’re
beautiful. They have little testers that smell heavenly. I’m a little bit in
love. I turn over the tin to see the price, bracing myself for something I
imagine will be terrifying.

Oh, it’s terrifying alright. There’s no price.
Hmm. Weird. I look at the other ones. No price. No price, no price, no
price. No price on the movies, no price on the books, no price on the
belly dancing bindi things. There’s a sign that says clothes and candles
are 50% off, but 50% off what, we’ll never know.
Everybody’s heard the term, “If you have to ask, it’s too expensive.”
This is true when it comes to high-end call girls and Lamborghini’s, but I
don’t think it should be true in retail stores located between a teapot
shop and a dog groomer. We’re not exactly on Saville Row here, people.
Here’s a little lesson for sex shops everywhere:

“How much for the pink vibrator?” is not a
question anyone ever wants to have to ask.
I’ve said it a trillion times before, and I’ll keep saying it until I’m dead.
Eliminate barriers to purchase.
Making me say “vibrator” in front of my toddler constitutes a barrier to
purchase. If I feel uncomfortable, I’m going to leave. If I’m going to leave,
I’m not going to buy. Bottom line.
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Lesson for everyone who does NOT run a sex shop: Have someone
impartial and inexperienced check your sales process for barriers.
Have them try to buy something from your online store. Have them try
out the Contact form on your website. Listen to what they say. You might
be surprised.
Can you dig it? Click here to subscribe to IttyBiz. Reading at work just
might get you fired.
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Marketing School, Day
One: What Is A USP and
Why Should I Care?
Welcome to IttyBiz’s Marketing School. It’s just like real school except you
can learn while naked and you can get a drink of water any time you
want. Hell, have scotch, I don’t care.
For the purposes of this month-long tutorial, I’m assuming you are in one
of four positions:
1. You have no marketing plan for your business.
2. You have a marketing plan and it sucks.
3. You have a decent marketing plan and you’re trying to improve it.
4. You run a marketing blog and you want to talk smack about me in
the comments.
So whoever you are, welcome. Today we’re going to talk about the first
thing you need to do when formulating a marketing plan. It’s important,
so I’ve put it in big red text.
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What’s Your Unique Selling Proposition?
The Unique Selling Proposition, hereafter referred to as the USP, is what
makes you and your product or service unique. What makes you different
from every other bozo out there hawking their wares? Your USP.
For example, I sell marketing services. Me and everyone else on the
planet, or so it seems. What makes me different from everybody else? I
sell marketing services to very small businesses, generally ones who have
no money. (I also have a potty mouth, which many people find charming
and endearing.)
Another example: Koopa sells abstract fine art. He takes commissions
to create something custom that matches the décor of your home. His
stuff is often given as a wedding or new baby gift. This is cool, but not
something that can’t be said about everyone who’s ever graduated from
college with a degree in fine arts. It’s hardly unique.
So what is unique about Koopa?

He’s a turtle.
(Note to people who care about this sort of thing: unless you write a blog
about turtles, writing “he’s a turtle” in header text does nothing good for
your SEO. It does look funky, however, which is why I did it.)
Your marketing has to answer one question. ”Why should I buy from
you?” The problem most people have when planning their marketing
strategy is that they answer the first part of that question – “why should I
buy?” – without addressing the second part – “from you?”
Unless you’re providing something that has never in the history of human
civilization been provided before – and to save you time I’ll tell you right
now that you’re not – you need to focus on the second part of the
question far more than the first. In the age of internet buying, your
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competition has increased about 1000-fold, if not more. You need to
differentiate yourself from everybody else.
If you are a web designer, why are you different from every other web
designer? Do you specialize in blogs? E-commerce? Porn sites?
If you are a freelance writer, what do you kick ass at? Will you write for
chicken casseroles in lieu of money? Do you type with your feet?
If you sell home-made candles, why should I buy yours? Is your wax handpoured by 12 vestal virgins? Are they edible? Are they four feet tall?
Figure out your USP. If you don’t have one, create one. Every other
marketing effort you engage in is effectively useless without this.
Know nothing about marketing? Click here to subscribe and I’ll
personally nag you all month. Then you can start your own marketing
company. It’ll be fun.
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How To Avoid The
104 -Hour Workweek
(This post is dedicated to my kick-ass entrepreneur Mom, because it’s her
birthday and she has been known to put in some pretty crazy hours.
Mom, if you’re reading this at work, go home, for God’s sake. By the way,
you don’t look a day over 52.)

What hat are you wearing right now?
The customer schmooze hat? The Accounts Receivable hat? The creative
hat? The actually-doing-what-it-says-you-get-paid-to-do-on-yourbusiness-card hat?
As a home business owner, you wear a lot of hats. Sometimes you wear
them in rapid succession. Sometimes you wear them all at once.
Sometimes you slack off and sit there, hatless, staring at your computer
screen.
How are you supposed to get it all done while still sleeping, eating
reasonably, watching an occasional movie?
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Make certain periods sacrosanct.
Plan certain activities throughout your day, and make those times
inviolable. For me, Jack is with his nanny from 9-12 in the morning. That’s
when I work. There could be an insect infestation in my kitchen and I
would just close the door and deal with it during nap time.

Have a plan for every hour.
You don’t have to stick to the plan, but you need to have one in mind. In
my house, between 12 and Jack’s nap, we all hang out and play. That’s it.
We read board books and roll around on the floor and see what happens
when you try to roll a square block. Yes, if my deadline is insane or
somebody died or my stove is on fire, we might not do this. We probably
stick to this plan more than 9 days out of 10.
The same thing applies for work. Before Jack gets up, I catch up on my
RSS feeds. Once he’s out, the first two hours are for freelance work and
the third hour is for blogging. If I’m not done my freelance work by 11, I
move on to blogging anyway and the freelance stuff has to wait till Jack’s
in bed. That way if I’m behind on one thing, I’m not behind on everything.

Let go.
You know when someone’s in a job interview and they’re asked what
their biggest weakness is, and they think they’re all sneaky by saying it’s
perfectionism because they think that’s really a positive trait? Um, it’s not.
It’s a time sucker. If you can’t do your job well without being a
perfectionist, you’re doing the wrong job. Getting an A+ isn’t much
better than getting an A and it usually takes three times as long. Go find
something better to do with your time than nitpicking about your latest
project. Everyone in the world but you knows it’s fine the way it is.

Bookend your day.
When you’re done, you’re done. Turn off the computer. Stop checking
your e-mails. Do something that is definitively not work.
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Burnout is ugly. You must avoid it.
When you structure your day properly and create a workable, likeable
system, you’ll get hours of your day back. You’ll be a more effective
worker. You’ll be less stressed. You’ll probably be a nicer person. (Not
that my Mom isn’t a nice person. She’s lovely. She’s just been known to
work too hard.)
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Identifying Your Target
Market, Or Why I Don’t
Want A Monster In My
Pants
Since I put my email address out there for all the world to see, I’ve gotten
a lot of spam. (Attention, Spambots! I can be reached at
naomi@ittybiz.com.) This is kind of funny, because I actually like spam.
When you work in marketing, it’s cool to see how others are doing it.
My favorite spam is penis spam. (How do you like that, SEO freaks?)
People who write penis spam emails are the most creative people I know.
Man, these guys really bust it out. They know everybody deletes their
emails, so they’re getting really creative. Today’s example is my favorite.
I’ll make it big so all the people at your office can read it.

Don’t miss it out! Grow a monster
in your pants for New Years!
This ain’t your father’s Viagra ad, people.
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The problem with this company’s highly effective marketing technique is
that I’m not exactly their target demographic. I’m a woman, and my
husband is in the prime of his life. We have no need for monsters in our
pants, thank you very much. Our monsters are just fine the way they are.
So what does this have to do with you, other than the fact that your life is
now better having read that classic piece of copywriting genius?
Here’s a little target demographic metaphor.
Imagine the target is, um, a target. And you’re the dude with the gun or
the bow and arrow or whatever. If you hit the target right in the middle,
you get 50 points. If you hit the outside circle, you get 10. If you aim at
50, you might get 50 or you might get 10. If you aim at 10, you might get
10 or you might get nothing.
So why are you aiming at 10?
Your target demographic is your version of perfection. These are the
people who are begging for your product or service. They have money
to spend and they want to spend it on you. Maybe they don’t know it yet,
but you do, and that’s all that counts.
Here’s an example:
One of my clients sells software for babies. (Well, it’s software for the
caregivers of babies, actually.)
From the website: Baby Insights helps families gain insight into their
newborn’s patterns. With this information, families can make
feeding/pumping related decisions as well as crucial medical decisions.
(She sells other stuff, too, but I have two more posts to write today and
I’ve got to get a move on.)
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I don’t know if she has identified a target demographic for Baby Insights,
but the average Joe would probably say her target demographic is
parents.

Sadly, Joe is wrong. Sorry, Joe. You lose.
BabbleSoft has two groups of people to whom they can market, parents
and non-parents. To save space, we’ll just talk about parents here. In the
parent category, we have:
• Mothers who are anal retentive.
• Fathers who dig all the latest technology.
• Parents who live in the US and are subject to the BULLSHIT
PARENTAL LEAVE laws, forcing them to go back to work too early.
• Parents of multiples.
• Parents who work opposite shifts.
• Parents with older kids, especially those with high needs.
• Mothers with post-partum depression. (When you’re depressed,
you need someone to think for you.)
That’s off the top of my head.
These are targets. “Parents” is not a target. If BabbleSoft were to
specifically target any one of these specific groups and market to them
appropriately, she’d have more customers than she’d know what to do
with. That’s not even getting into potential baby shower gifts, gifts from
distant grandparents, gifts from nagging grandparents, gifts from
overinvolved grandparents, etc.

Homework time!
I wasn’t planning on giving homework but I’m drunk on my own power.
Make a list of 10 potential targets. Make them really, really specific. Come
back tomorrow.
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The 6 Types Of
Blog Commenters Do You Know Them?
Over the last week, three people have called the IttyBiz helpline — well,
they emailed, but that doesn’t sound nearly as cool — asking how to
increase the comments on their blogs. Since I have been blessed with the
loudest and most prolific readers on the internet, I thought I’d take a stab
at it.
Before you can get more commenters, you need to understand why
people comment. Commenters can be split into three groups. Each of
these groups has two subsets. Hence the title. Get it?

The Emoter:
The Emoter comments because you provoked an emotional reaction in
him, and he wants to share it. You made him spit his gin out laughing or
you made his eyes get misty. You shocked him. You scared him. You
surprised him. Maybe he thought, “Holy shit, that’s GENIUS!” Basically,
you got him out of his drone-like existence for long enough to feel
genuine human emotion and he feels the need to say something about it.
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The Selfless Emoter makes a comment because he wants you to know
that your mission was achieved. Except in the most tragic of cases, a
piece is funny because the writer wanted it to be funny, and it’s nice to
hear you made someone laugh.
The Self-Centered Emoter wants to get something off his chest. This has
nothing to do with you. Maybe your piece reminded him of his long
deceased hamster Stinkie and he needs an outlet, or maybe he just wants
his friends to know he’s smart enough to get the joke. These people are
the ones who will corral you at the bus stop while you’re standing in the
cold, cold rain waiting for a bus that’s already late and whip out all 28
plastic-coated, waterproof pictures of their long deceased hamster
Stinkie because they assume you must be just as riveted by the rodent in
question as they are. (OK, maybe that one touched a nerve.)

The Dissenter:
The Dissenter comments because he doesn’t agree. These can be large
scale disagreements or they can be “You spelled Tim Ferriss’ name
wrong”. Either way, he’s coming to say you’re wrong.
The Genuine Dissenter is doing it to either contribute to the
conversation or to alert you to a mistake that might make you look like an
ass. When a loyal reader lets you know you have a typo in your headline
or accidentally posted a picture of your cat’s most recent hairball in place
of a shot of Barack Obama, he’s not being mean, he’s trying to do you a
favor. When these people disagree in the spirit of healthy discussion, it’s
often because you asked for feedback or because they think that a nice,
friendly debate makes everybody come out smarter at the end.
The Asshole Dissenter is commenting to either make himself look good
or you look dumb. He’s disagreeing because it makes him feel cooler or
smarter than you, or because he’s defending himself against a real or
perceived attack. This type of commentor can often be found ripping
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apart what you said and referring to you as “my friend” somewhere in the
comment text.

The Starfucker
The Starfucker comments because he thinks that in some way or another,
you are superior to him. He is treating you like a mini-celebrity. He almost
always says something nice, although it’s often tremendously bland and
contributes nothing real to the conversation. There’s nothing wrong with
that — it’s lovely for the ego — but when this commentor writes, “Amazing
article, blah blah blah, I’ll definitely try to incorporate this into my own
[blog, business, sex life]” you probably have a Starfucker on your hands.
The Worshipping Starfucker comments because he really, really likes
you. He has probably read your archives back to your first entry. He loves
everything you’ve ever written. He always thinks you’re right — sometimes
because you really are, and sometimes just because you’re the one who
wrote the piece. You can find these people by writing a completely
asinine post and seeing who says nice things about it anyway.
The Upwardly Mobile Starfucker wants a piece of you. He wants you to
notice him or he wants a piece of your traffic or he wants his name seen
on high-traffic blogs. He might want other people to think you and he are
friends. He is just as likely to disagree as agree, because he’s noticed that
when he disagrees, some people will comment back and address him by
name. He feels that’s one more way of getting on your radar. He is also
likely to be a big, fat bragger — he’ll find a way to weave in the name of
his blog or a marginally relevant story of his own blog or business into
the comment.
BONUS: Then there are your friends.
That’s just what they are — friends — and they defy classification.
This is probably where I should add an open-ended question to
encourage reader participation, but can we just pretend I did and you
can insert your own?
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This Just In:
Entrepreneurship Makes
You Impotent
The new Barn of Bliss – no longer a barn, but just as blissful – is a ground
floor (read: glorified basement) apartment in an oh-so-trendy
neighbourhood in Toronto. It’s the kind of kid-friendly, dog-friendly, yoga
studio rich, fountainous and park-ridden neighbourhood that makes you
either swoon or vomit, depending on your proclivities.
The area is under construction. (This is because, if you don’t know,
Canada has been said to have two seasons: winter, and construction.)
Additionally, they’re redoing our windowsills to restore them to their
delightful prewar, white washed, pansy-filled glory. Because of all of this,
you can’t move for dust and dirt.
We mop the floor every day around noon and every night before bed, we
have to use a potato scrubber to get the grime off the bottoms of our
feet. (Not joking.) We don’t have our own furniture yet, and I’m about 8
weeks behind on work in the middle of an August heat wave. But there’s
a courtyard with a fountain in it and a fantastic Starbucks and pretty
darned adorable hand-painted sign outside our door that says
“Tradesmen’s Entrance” that was probably put there in the forties and
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nobody’s thought to remove it. The front foyer has fancy art and
asymmetrical chairs and it’s very hoity toity, but I come in the tradesmen’s
entrance. Maybe it reminds me of my roots. Overall, I love this place.
But today, the power went out, and the poo hit the fan. (It was
metaphorical poo hitting the metaphorical fan, our fan being out of
commission and all.)
We went to our on-site somebody-or-other, asking why the power might
be out. “Dunno,” she says, not even looking up from her computer. (As
subletters, we are basically insects as far as she’s concerned.)
“Could it be that the previous tenant didn’t pay their bill?”
“Nope,” she mumbles, still not looking up. “They woulda hadda come
see me to get access to the power box.”
“Any thoughts on what else might have happened?”
She lets out a chesty sigh commensurate with her considerable girth and
says, “I’ll put a work order in, but it’s the maintenance guy’s day off. Don’t
know when somebody’ll come.”
Several hours pass, and we call the power company. Since our home
phone comes through our cable, and our cable is powered by electricity,
we do this from a pay phone in what is now a thunderstorm. Turns out,
yes, the previous tenant has skipped out on their bill. They can’t change
the name on the account when there’s a disconnection in place, and they
can’t turn the power back on until the balance is paid in full.
The only problem is that because of the privacy laws, they can’t tell us
what the balance is, or what account number we should pay it to. So how
do we get the power back on?
“Don’t know. You might want to check with the management company.”
This was about the time in the day when I start to freak out. I go back to
the apartment, and our charming representative is not in the office.
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Meaning to tear around in a fury trying to find her, I go in the front door
for the first time since we got here. There, stickied to the glass, is a notice
of our pending disconnection. It’s dated… the day before we moved in.
Now, with amount due and account number in hand, I haul ass to a pay
phone to call the power company and pay this stupid thing. We are off to
the races.
Except we’re not, because the time to get a work order in has passed,
and we will have to wait until tomorrow. “Sorry, ma’am.”
Now, I well and truly lose it. The weeks of virtually non-existent internet
access, the disappointed customers, no phone, no clean clothes, missing
my mother horribly, it all comes crashing in. I am standing on Yonge
Street, crying my eyes out. My shoes are soaked from the rain, and the
dirt that is perpetually coating my skin is mixing with sweat and raindrops
and rendering my eyes useless. I am crying so hard I can barely breathe.
“Are you running?” he asks me.
“What?”
“Ma’am, I can’t hear you. Can you stop running and catch your breath so I
can hear you properly?”
I am begging and pleading and imploring. I am telling him that my son
has an illness that the heat will make worse and he will scratch himself in
his sleep until he bleeds and his skin will get infected. I am telling him I
will pay whatever it costs, whatever overtime they have to pay, whatever
guy they have to bring in, I will pay it, happily, in cash if he needs it, but I
need my power back tonight.
Eventually, he caves.
He sends a work order.
The man is on his way.
I tell him to come to the Tradesmen’s Entrance.
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And now… the point!
I live a life of relative luxury. I work very little and get paid a lot. My life is
pretty close to the one people dream about when they sneak a few
stolen pages of The Four-Hour Work Week in the bathroom stall before a
meeting.
But it has its drawbacks. One of them is that you get pretty used to having
things go your way. And when they don’t, you are thrown violently back
to the way it used to be.
The on-your-knees pleading with God that the sick day you just took to
take your kid on a three-bus-long ride to the hospital again is not the one
that’ll get you fired and cancel your health insurance.
The deciding between buying food and paying bills.
The knowing that the plastic motorcycle for your little boy is going to be
the one purchase that ensures you can’t pay rent this month… but you
know the look he’s going to give you. It’s not going to be disappointment
or anger or pouting – those you could handle.
It’s going to be understanding, and resignation, and a brave face, and
those are emotions your little people shouldn’t have to know about for a
long, long time. The decision to buy it anyway and figure it out later.
The powerlessness I felt today was like a brick to the face, and who do
you tell? Who do you tell that the biggest problem you’ve had this year
was going without power for a few hours? Who can understand how hard
it was, how it was like a horrible nightmare of going back to an old life?
Who gets that?
If you’re reading IttyBiz because you dream of being A Big Deal On The
Internet and you’re beating yourself up because you’re not as good as
[insert A-List cool kid here], cut yourself some slack, OK? You want to be
like those people or these people or, God help you, me. But please
understand, we don’t live in perfect little bubbles.
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Nobody wants to talk about the scary bits, or the painful bits, or the ugly
bits. Nobody wants to tell you about the bricks to the face. And why
would they? Nobody wants to talk about the parts that hurt. We all just
want to be brave and move on.
So when it’s hard, and when it’s hurting, and when you feel like you’re
getting nowhere or more likely moving in reverse, please remember –
nobody’s got it better than you. Maybe we don’t have day jobs, but we’re
just as close to losing it as you are.
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How We Killed
Social Media
“Should I write pieces made for the front page?”
“Should I spend more time on StumbleUpon?”
“Can Twitter seriously do my blog any good?”
“What about Reddit? Del.icio.us? And what the hell is Sphinn?”

If I go four waking hours between hearing one of these questions, it must
be a religious holiday. Everybody wants to know about social media. But
they don’t want to know just anything about social media.

They want to know what they’re doing wrong.
They’re doing all the right things. They’re getting involved in the
community. They’re putting all the right buttons in all the right places.
They’re networking. They’re making friends. They’re voting up other
people’s content. They’re doing everything they were told to do.
So why is nothing happening?
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Even a few months ago, your article would get Stumbled. You’d get a few
thumbs up. You’d feel pretty good. Your article would get 5,000
visitors in a day.
Today, a comparable article gets Stumbled. You get a few thumbs up.
You feel pretty good. Your website gets a few visitors. You get a few
more thumbs up. Your article gets 5,000 visitors in a month.
What happened?
What nobody’s talking about is that you’re not doing anything wrong.
The rules got changed and we didn’t get the memo.
So who changed the rules? We did.

We exploited the loopholes.
Let’s imagine you find an IRS loophole. You make a killing, and then you
tell everyone you can find — you want to be seen as an expert, after all.
“What a cool idea!” they say, and they try it themselves. They tell all their
friends. Some get in themselves, some don’t, but soon enough, the IRS
catches on.
If one or two people exploit an IRS loophole, it becomes the IRS’s dirty
little secret. Not worth the time and money to fix it. When dozens, then
hundreds, then thousands of people exploit the same loophole —
especially after the originals publicly broadcasted how they made their
killing — it becomes worth it, and the loophole gets shut.
No killing for you. You lose.
Digg made headlines in January when they changed their algorithm,
insisting on a “diversity requirement” for submissions to succeed. Why
did they do that? Because we tried to screw the system. We said, “Hey! If I
get 200 people to Digg all my stuff, I’ll be on the front page every day. I’ll
be the Social Media King of the World!”
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Uh, did we seriously think they wouldn’t catch on?

We watered down the hooch.
Let’s say you’re having a party, and you’ve set aside a certain amount of
booze for all of your guests. When you have 10 guests, everybody gets
happily loaded and goes to bed with the wrong people and the world is
as it should be.
But imagine that each of your friends invited 10 of their own friends. Or
100. Or 1,000. Then you’ve got 100 or 1,000 or 10,000 people sharing
the original amount of hooch. No-one’s drunk, and everybody’s looking
at each other and wondering why.
What the hell did we think was going to happen?
I don’t use StumbleUpon anymore, but I still have the toolbar installed.
Clicking “Stumble” three times got me these three cream of the crop
websites:
Support Save — “For just $897 per month each, you can have a full-time
dedicated employee or team of employees with the skills you need. Your
employee(s) will have excellent English skills with almost no accent.”
Franchise Direct — “Franchise Direct’s directory provides you with a wide
list of franchises for sale and business opportunities for sale. It represents
top franchises and businesses.”
Wikipedia List of Acquisitions by Google — “This is a list of acquisitions by
Google, a computer software and an online search engine company.
Each acquisition is for the respective company in its entirety, unless
otherwise specified.”
Is this seriously the best of the Internet? The best of the best? The crème
de la crème? We added shit to the wine and then wondered why the
wine tasted like shit.
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We didn’t lose the point. We tried to screw the point.
Let’s think about the colloquial definition of “stumble upon”. When
you’re going about your business and you STUMBLE UPON something
noteworthy, so noteworthy that you think you should tell your friends, you
want to have a way to tell them. StumbleUpon gave you the opportunity
to do so. The key here was that you were going about your business. Not
paying a few thousand bucks to a marketing consultant to pretend like
you were going about your business.
How about Digg? According to their website, Digg defines itself like
this:
Digg — All News, Videos & Images.
News. Video. Images. Go take a peek at the last thing that you dugg. Was
it video? No? Was it an image? No? Was it news? I highly, highly doubt it.
Everybody’s freaking out about the bury brigades, storming around Digg
and burying what they believe to be “spam”.
“But it’s not spam!” we scream.
No? Is it news? Would Dan Rather cover it? The New York Times? Hell,
Kelly Ripa? USA Today? No? THEN IT’S NOT NEWS AND IT’S NOT FOR
DIGG.
What about bookmarking? Remember bookmarking? You’d find
something you thought was worth coming back to later, and you
bookmarked it. Del.icio.us made it possible for that to be web based, so
you can access your bookmarks from anywhere. If you wanted, you could
even give other people access to your bookmarks and they could check
out what you thought was cool.
Then people started writing posts about common factors of articles that
made the front page of del.icio.us. We noticed the headline tricks and
that the number 7 worked in the title and that if we put a “bookmark this”
button in our copy, that we could screw the system.
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Now the system is screwing us.
Is social media marketing dead? Of course not.
Will it ever be the same again? Ditto.
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Duct-Taped Breasts,
Hairy Mangoes, And New
Kids On The Block
Someone tagged me with a 7 Weird Things About You meme thing. If
you’ve been paying attention you’ll know I’m not exactly in the mood to
work lately, so I figured I’d do this instead.
1. I did not read SARK for five years because she has a book called Eat
Mangoes Naked and I find mangoes offensive. (For those of you who
are wondering what I have against mangoes, it’s that they’re hairy. Yes,
coconuts are also hairy but they aren’t hairy on the part you eat.)
2. My best friend when I was growing up was a notebook. Well, not a
notebook, a specific page in a notebook. I drew a computer on it in
crayon and I consulted it by pushing random buttons before I did
anything. I thought this made me like Penny from Inspector Gadget.
This went on for approximately four years.
3. When I was about nine, my cousin and I were listening to New Kids on
the Block together on a Walkman, each of us with one half of the
headphones. When I heard the word “sexy” in the lyrics I screamed at my
father to stop the car (which he did, in the middle of downtown Dublin)
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because we had to go to the police station and have the band arrested
for vulgarity.
4. My real dream is to write Harlequin romance novels, ideally Christian
ones. [Editor’s note: I did this, about eight years after this post was
written.]
5. I never finished high school but I am considering going back to
school for seven or more years because it would be cool to be called Dr.
[Editor’s note: I actually enrolled in university a few years after I wrote this,
but I realized giving seven years of my life to nothing but ego might not
be the best use of my time.]
6. There was a time when I was very broke and unemployable. (I’m still
unemployable, but not so broke.) I realized that the only two ways I could
make any money quickly enough — Michael was two and would eat a
person out of house and home — were stripping and waitressing. I had no
experience in either, but as I am only an A cup, I was entirely unqualified
for the former. I set on a quest to get a job as a waitress.
I figured that the only way I could legitimately have a lifetime of
experience in waitressing but no references or resume was to be from
another country. Having spent three years in England as a child, I figured
that was as good a place as any. I watched three episodes of Coronation
Street back-to-back, duct-taped my tits together to manufacture some
cleavage — yes, I totally had Michael hold the duct tape — put on a low-cut
top and set out for a job.
I had a job in a slutty pub by that evening and faked being English for
nearly six months. The jig was up when we got a new beer on tap. Bass
is a British ale, and has been since 1777. I would know that if I’d been
working in British pubs for six years. I offered a pint of it to my boss when
the new kegs were installed. Bass, by the way, is pronounced to rhyme
with ass. Not face. I probably should have known that, too. I was fired. My
now-husband will tell this story to anybody who cares to listen, ducttaped tits and all.
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7. I hate surprises of almost every variety. Nobody has every thrown
me a surprise party because they know I would actually leave.
Some bonus features: I don’t know how to drive. I was the youngest
person to ever win the National High School Science Fair. Often in
summer, I sleep with frozen peas on my feet. Sometimes I refreeze them,
sometimes I just buy more. My father thinks this is a sign of kidney failure.
Obviously.
I don’t really know how to tag people because I don’t get memes. But if
you have weirdness, you’re welcome to share it in the comments.
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Entrepreneurship:
What To Do When You're
Scared Sh*tless
Somebody (Tim Ferris? Gandhi? Princess Di?) once said that if you’re not
offending anybody, you’re doing it wrong. You’ll be happy to know, I’m
clearly doing it right.
When I clicked “Publish” on my last post, I can honestly say I didn’t know
people would be so bothered. I had no less than five snarky emails in my
inbox before the damn post hit people’s feed readers. Seriously, people
were mad. Really mad. People were mad at my word use, people were
mad that I called them cocky, people did not dig it. (For those of you who
did like it and emailed, thank you. That was very nice of you.)
Anyway, somebody else (Chuck Norris? Paris Hilton? The Will It Blend
guy?) said the following, and I think you’ll agree that it deserves some
funky red type.

The absence of fear is not courage. The absence of
fear is mental illness.
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When I got those emails, I was not exactly delighted. (OK, the
exhibitionist part of me was a little bit delighted.) Am I afraid that no-one
will come to my blog? That people will stop coming? That I won’t meet
the goals I’ve stated quite publicly to people I don’t like and who will
gleefully revel in my failure?
Of course I am. But I can’t let that water me down. I can’t let that fear
dominate my actions. I can’t let myself become one of those writers who
just rehashes everybody else’s crap.
I have to hang out, being afraid, and going about my business anyway.
I’d love to make this into a handy bulleted list with lots of outgoing link
love. Then everyone could “like” it and tweet it and I could be the linkbait
queen of the world.
Sadly, I can’t.
I can tell you what I know about fear, though. It sucks. A lot. It can
paralyze you and sicken you and leave you cold and lonely. I got
pregnant at 17 with a man who wasn’t exactly my soul mate. I dropped
out of college and people told me I would never make anything of
myself. I have been on welfare. And I run my own business.

This is scary shit, people.
So here’s my not-very-linear advice on fear.
First, acknowledge it. Get to know it. The worst thing to do with fear is
pretend it’s not there. You’re not fooling anyone, least of all fear itself,
and by denying its existence you just look like an idiot. Get to the root of
your fear. Analyze where it comes from. Find out what you’re really afraid
of.
If you think you’re afraid your business will fail, you’re not. You might be
afraid of poverty, of humiliation, of never finding happiness, but you’re
not afraid your business will fail. Figure out what the problem really is and
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stop pretending the Big White Elephant of Fear hasn’t taken up
residence in the corner of your home office.
For myself, I used to be almost constantly afraid. It’s gotten better, but
here are some things that are still on the list:
I’m afraid if I move to the country, I will become isolated. I’m afraid that
if I’m unhappy there, that will mean I’m vacuous and shallow.
I’m afraid that if we move to the city, I will be happy and Jamie will not.
I’m afraid I won’t be able to enjoy it because of the guilt.
I’m afraid of finding out five years from now that we should have had
more kids. I’m much more afraid of actually having more kids.
I’m afraid that now that I’m living my dream, I will be struck by a fatal
illness and not live to enjoy it. (The dream, not the fatal illness.) I’m afraid
that if I tell anyone that fear, then I will jinx myself and the fear will come
true.
I’m afraid that all of my gigs will fall through at the same time and I will
have to go back to working for the man.
I’m afraid people will decide that given my background (see: pregnant
teenager, college dropout) I have no business calling myself an
authority on anything.
I’m afraid my oldest son will stay a Mormon, serve a mission, and be
brainwashed to hate me.
I’m afraid if I rest, I will fail.

Guess what, folks. Fear is normal.
As bloggers, artists, writers, business owners, we are afraid. Trying to
avoid fear, circumvent fear, or remove fear is an act of futility. Fear will
not go away.
Live with fear, do your thing anyway.
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When You Feel Like A
Raging Failure
You’re not alone.
I’m typing this in bed, on the new laptop my IttyBiz readers bought me.
(By the way? Thanks for that.) To my right, on the floor, on Jamie’s side of
the bed, sit two Macintosh computers. They belong to my mother. For
those of you who are new, I’ll take this opportunity to mention that my
mother moved to Europe in 2005. I have yet to get off my ass to put them
in storage.
To my left is a floor full of books. They used to live in my busted
chipboard bookshelf, but Jack likes to play with them, taking them down
and putting them back in an order he feels is more appropriate. The last
time he played this game was about 10 days ago. The books are still on
the floor. Neither of us can get into bed from the sides, so we come up
from the foot.
Jack is covered in a rash from ankle to neck and scratches himself every
hour of the day and night. My bathtub is full of baby sleepers and cold
water where I tried, and failed, to get the blood out of his clothes. He is
crying in his room and Jamie is trying to comfort him — nothing I was
doing was helping and I am now under my covers sporting silent
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headphones, trying to drown out the noise so I can cry and type in peace.
I fear he either has or will shortly get an infection from the cuts that don’t
heal, and all the doctor does is tell us to try Aveeno. Because I guess we
never thought of that.
I missed a client call. I want to reschedule but everything is so up in the
air, I don’t even know when to tell them. I feel horrible, guilt-ridden and
sick. I feel like I’m drowning. I feel like my home business, doing what I
love, is a fabulous sparkly present and I’m stomping on it daily. I feel like
every time I fuck something up, little bits of sparkle wash down the drain
and soon I will be left with nothing. I don’t know how in the hell I’m ever
going to deliver on all of the promises I’ve made — promises I want to
keep, promises I had every intention of keeping, promises that I didn’t
think would be a problem.
There is no how-to in this post. I do not know how to dig my way out of
this. Sometimes when something is wrong, it’s helpful to pretend that the
problem belongs to someone else and you can think of the advice you’d
give them. Unfortunately, under these circumstances, my advice would
be trite and ridiculous. I would tell people to plug away, item by item, list
by list, until they had fought their way out. I think we all know that’s
delightful advice in a vacuum, but it doesn’t account for emotional states
that include bursting into tears watching Ellen give away $100 gift cards
to Trader Joes. Overwhelm does not occur in a vacuum and vacuum
advice doesn’t help worth a damn.
The only thing I really hope to accomplish with this post is this: If you feel
shitty, you’re not alone. If you feel like, now that you’ve got your itty bitty
business off the ground, you’re furious with yourself for not skipping with
glee every moment, it’s not just you. If you feel like nobody on the
goddamn planet understands what you’re going through, at least I do. If
you feel like, now that you’re at home full time, you should provide your
children with home-cooked meals and wash the sheets every other day
and only show quality, commercial-free programming on your television
and have sex with your husband six nights a week and have a floor that’s
more carpet than ground-up-Cheerio, you’re not the only one.
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Turning Weakness Into
Strength
Something about your home business is weak. I know this. You know this.
If it wasn’t weak, you wouldn’t be reading small business blogs on the
internet. You’d be somewhere in the southern United States charging
people to join your church.

Weakness is inherent. No strength exists without a
corresponding weakness. The reverse is also true.
Trying to avoid weakness is like trying to avoid fear. It is an act of futility.
Your job as a business owner, a freelancer, or frankly a human being is to
spin your weaknesses into strengths.
The first thing to know is that not all weakness is true weakness –
sometimes it’s only perceived that way. For example, in a recent post, I
mentioned that you shouldn’t use inkjet printers for your business
communications. The results look cheap.
While I maintained that most inkjet printers yielded really crappy
documents, one reader (we’ll call him Matt) brought something to my
attention in the comments section:
PAGE 53 – © 2018 ITTYBIZ.COM. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

“Can you expand on that? I have trouble telling text printed by a
quality inkjet from text printed by a laser printer. And I know printing
cost per page is lower with a laser than an inkjet. But inkjets have a
significant advantage over laser printers: Inkjet printouts are much
easier to recycle. Laser printing basically fuses the black toner to the
page, which makes it a lot harder to get rid of when it’s time to
recycle.
I try to run my business in an environmentally sound manner. But if
my using an inkjet printer instead of a laser printer for my business
communications is harming my business, then, well, I guess I have a
hard decision to make.”
Concern for the environment is certainly not a weakness. You know
that and I know that. However, you and I aren’t Matt’s clients.
Matt’s clients are Matt’s clients, and I’ll hazard a guess that most of them
didn’t read his comment. They could still be humming along, thinking
that Matt’s just cheaping out and using his Dad’s photo printer for his
contracts.
Matt’s responsibility now is to find a way to maintain both his
integrity and his professional image.

What should Matt do?
If we were to take a look at Matt’s specialties page, we’d see that his
targets are largely environmentally-minded folks. This means that they
will dig the fact that he’s doing cool stuff for the earth. They will not,
however, dig feeling that he’s playing to their heartstrings. No big “I
HEART MOTHER EARTH” signs for Matt.
Here’s what Matt could do.
In the footer of his outgoing communications – I’m talking letters, memos,
promo materials, and the like– he could include text that reads
something like this:
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“Did you know that documents printed on inkjet printers are [8 bazillion]
times easier to recycle than those printed on laser printers? Just one more
thing [Matt’s Company] is doing to protect our environment.”
Assuming the rest of Matt’s text is black, this copy should be grey. If the
rest of his text is navy, this should be a paler blue, and so on. By doing
this, he accomplishes three things.
1. He gets to mention his personal ethics.
2. The use of small, light text makes his message unobtrusive – or so
Matt’s customers’ think.
3. Marketing for Dropouts rule 71 says that everybody reads the P.S.
immediately after reading the salutation. People always shoot to the
bottom of the page. They’ll see his message first, without even
realizing they did it. They’ll then read the remainder of his copy with
an existing positive impression. To them, Matt already looks like a
rockstar and they don’t even know why.
Matt gets the sale and doesn’t look like a cheapskate.
Problem solved.
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Moral Of The Story:
Violent Snuggling Edition
Right now, I’m trying to work three jobs. “Trying”, in this context, is a
euphemism for “failing”.
Luckily, all three of those jobs are from home. Luckily, I have a
phenomenally supportive husband. Less luckily, Jack has entered that
charming toddlerhood stage in which he must be physically attached to
me at all times or he might die. Not conducive to working from home.
Earlier today, I was hiding in the kitchen and trying to get some work
done. (See: “trying”, above.) I’d been in here for about an hour, and I was
able to get a few posts edited and loaded, a few pictures chosen, with
little more than a knock at the door I chose to ignore.
All this I could probably handle — people have certainly done more
difficult things in the whole of human history. But, as many of you already
know, Jamie and I got the bright idea to have another baby.
If you have been pregnant, or have ever known someone who is
pregnant, you’ll know that when another human being spends 24 hours
out of each and every day violently snuggling with your bladder, you
pee. A lot.
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And yet, I knew I would never be able to open the ancient kitchen door
and sneak off to the bathroom without detection. I tried to keep loading
posts until I couldn’t do it anymore and was physically tasting pee. I still
couldn’t imagine the carnage that would ensue if Jack saw me sneaking
off to the bathroom, so that was out. I thought about peeing in the sink
but it was full of dishes.
I was desperate.
Again, if you know anything about pregnancy, you know that you spend a
lot of time peeing in cups. Once a month, then once a fortnight, and
finally once a week, throughout your whole pregnancy, you’re peeing in
cup after cup after cup.
I look at the cups and think very hard about peeing in one of them. After
three seconds, I realize this is ridiculous. Not because it’s unhygienic and
disgusting, or course, but because there’s not enough room in a cup. I’m
pregnant, people. Pregnant ladies make a lot of pee.
I’ll spare you the details of how the situation physically came to be but I’ll
tell you this much. I realized that the true glamor of entrepreneurship had
sparkled into my life.
I was hiding from my children in the kitchen, squatting under the
table between an iMac and a car seat… and peeing into a juice
pitcher.
And that’s when my husband walked in.

Moral Of The Story: Plan Ahead
Look at your situation. If there is anything about the circumstances in
which you find yourself that could later provoke the thought, “I fucking
KNEW that was going to happen!”, act now, not later.
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