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Curriculum Vitae 

Josh Martin, Freelance Writer 
 

 

AREAS OF EXPERTISE AND INTEREST 

 

o Writing for the web 

o Humour  

o Global issues/international development  

 

o Travel/adventure writing 

o Youth audiences 

o Work-life balance and other lifestyle issues 

 

EDUCATION AND TRAINING 

 

Eight Step Editing training          2011 

Editors’ Association of Canada, Toronto, Ontario 

 

Dialogue Education training          2007 

Global Learning Partners, Toronto, Ontario  

 

Project Management training          2006 

Canadian Management Centre, Toronto, Ontario 

 

Small business training           2004 

Youth Entrepreneurship Program, Kitchener, Ontario 

 

B.A. in Development and International Studies        2002 

Wilfrid Laurier University, Waterloo, Ontario 

 

 

PROFESSIONAL EXPERIENCE 

 

World Vision Canada 

Freelance writer/content developer        2011-present 

o Write and produce weekly features for organization’s youth website 

(www.worldvision.ca/connect) 

o Wrote script for 30 Hour Famine leaders’ video 

o Wrote features for Planned Giving department’s Winter newsletter 

 

Josh Martin Ink 

Writer and Self-Publisher         2009-present 

o Write, edit, design and produce self-published books 

o Own and manage all aspects of a small business 

o Manage content and technical aspects of company website/blog 

(www.joshmartinink.com) 

 

 

  

8397 Side Road 15, RR#1,  

Rockwood, ON   N0B 2K0 

Phone: (519) 856-0919 

Email: joshmartinink@gmail.com    

Website: www.joshmartinink.com 
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World Vision Canada 

Web and Projects Coordinator                   2006-2011 

o Wrote content for the organization’s youth website  

o Managed projects from concept to execution 

o Coordinated the department’s web presence and digital engagement strategy 

o Provided strategy and planning support  

 

Canadian International Development Agency (CIDA)      

Freelance Writer                2005-2006 

o Wrote a series of articles for CIDA’s Youth Action Zone website 

 

WRITING EXPERIENCE 

 

The Leadership Studio, Muskoka Woods Sport Resort 

“More than a coin flip: Five techniques for navigating life’s obstacles”     2011 

o Essay on getting through difficult times (2,600 words) 

o To be published as part of an anthology of leadership essays 

 

Online blog (self-published) 

“Josh Martin Ink” (www.joshmartinink.com)                                  2010-2011 

o Weekly blog posts (300-750 words) 

o Topics include: simple living, humour, minimalism and making the most out of life  

 

World Vision Canada, CONNECT web content 

Multiple contributions (www.worldvision.ca/connect)             2010-2011 

o Weekly features and articles to keep youth engaged in global issues 

o Topics include: youth in action, about the issues, ideas for global action 

 

Josh Martin Ink (self-published) 

“Simple(ton) Living: Lessons in balance from life’s absurd moments”     2009 

o A humourous collection of over 50 stories (248 pages) 

o Offers advice and tips on things like work/life balance and voluntary simplicity 

 

Oak Hills Golf Club, Stirling, Ontario 

Multiple contributions                   2006-2009 

o Copy for press releases, membership packages, promotional material 

o Editorial services 

 

Plot Hinge Serials (self-published) 

“Murkworld”                      2005-2006 

o An online, interactive serial novel with weekly installments (fiction) 

o The outcome of readers’ votes and real world events determined how plot progressed 

 

Canadian International Development Agency (CIDA) 

“Josh’s Apartment” (multiple contributions)                  2005-2006 

o A series of 10 global issue-focused articles for CIDA’s youth website 

o Topics include: water, consumerism and  fair trade  
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WRITING SAMPLES 

 

1. 5 Ways to Practice Slowing Down 

[Blog post entry] 

 

2. Whipped in West Africa  

[Chapter from “Simple(ton) Living: Lessons in balance from life’s absurd moments”] 

 

3. What Burst Your Bubble? 

[Feature from World Vision CONNECT youth website] 

 

4. More than a Coin Flip: 5 techniques for navigating life’s obstacles 

[Essay from Muskoka Woods Sports Resort’s Leadership Studio publication] 

 

 

For more writing samples, please visit my website at www.joshmartinink.com  

 

 

5 Ways to Practice Slowing Down 
 

The pace of North America life can be dizzying. We try to cram activity into every minute because we 

feel we are wasting time otherwise. We live in the Age of Instant—an age of fast food and fast cars; 

high-speed internet connections for immediate access to news, weather and sports updates. And of 

course the minute-to-minute coverage of the minutia of our family and friends’ lives in one-hundred 

and forty characters or less. Speed is the name of the game. 

 

But there are down sides to this mile-a-minute pace. We find ourselves too rushed to spend quality 

time with our loved ones. We lose out on the opportunities for self-improvement when we don’t give 

ourselves the time for reflection and meditation. We fail to be present in the moment when our minds 

our racing with the next twelve things we “need” to get to. We risk burning ourselves out physically 

and mentally when we never allow ourselves the chance to rest and recharge.  

 

Slowing down takes practice and discipline. Here are some ideas to get you started.  

 

1. Reclaim the mealtime experience. Mealtimes have become akin to Formula-1 drivers making a 

pit stop to refuel. The faster you can scarf down your dinner, the faster you can be out on the 

track again. Slow down. Chew more. Set boundaries like no phone calls or TV during dinner. 

Embrace a relaxed and social approach to eating that allows for meaningful conversation and 

quality time together.  

2. Breathe. Get into the habit of taking some time to clear your head by focusing on your 

breathing. Breathe in for a count of four, hold for seven counts, and slowly blow out for eight 

counts. Repeat this four times in a row twice a day. 

3. Learn from other cultures. I’ve been raised as a punctuality extremist by my mother. So my 

travels to Africa and South America, where time and schedules are much less rigid concepts, 
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were quite challenging. However, the more relaxed pace found elsewhere in the world can also 

be refreshing, and can help us soften our obsession with time and speed. 

4. Send a hand-written letter once a month. Handwriting is fast becoming a lost art. Our 

correspondence nowadays with our nearest and dearest is being dominated by text messages, 

Tweets and Facebook status updates. Getting out a pen and paper and writing someone a 

physical letter once in a while is a fun way to slow down and engage in a more thoughtful and 

meaningful way. 

5. Go on a photo walk. How often have you speed-walked or zipped through your neighbourhood 

in your car without ever taking in your surroundings? Get to know your community a bit better 

and practice being present by taking your camera with you on a walk through your 

neighbourhood. Take your time, stop and take pictures, and force yourself to get out of your 

head and into the moment. 
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Whipped in West Africa 

Be smart, drink your wine 
 

 

“I went to the woods because I wanted to live deliberately, I wanted to live deep and suck out all the 

marrow of life…” – Henry David Thoreau 

 

Buduburam Liberian Refugee Camp, Ghana—It was two in the afternoon in the Liberian refugee camp 

in Ghana.  I had just spent the past four hours cleaning sewage drains. Looking forward to catching a 

quick catnap, I stripped down to my gotchies and crawled into my bed at the guesthouse. With the 

stifling heat and the camp loudspeakers blasting Amazing Grace at 5 am every morning, sleep had 

become a rare commodity indeed. 

 

I wiped the sweat from my brow, closed my eyes and tried to block out the sound of the mice scurrying 

along the rafters above me. The sound of the mice would prove to be the least of my worries. Just as I 

was drifting off to dreamland, the steady beat of pounding drums snapped me back to the waking 

world. 

 

I lay there for several minutes trying to block the noise out. The drumming grew louder and more 

intense. I wrapped my pillow around my head to muffle the sound but quickly abandoned that idea as 

it only served to make me hotter. Still the infernal drumming continued. 

 

After a short while, annoyance gave way to curiosity and I found myself baffled by my own behaviour. 

Here I was, supposedly totally immersed in a different culture halfway around the world, trying to 

muffle that experience with my sweat- and drool-stained pillow. How often would I have the chance to 

be kept awake by the pounding of African drums? Freeing myself from my mosquito net I jumped out 

of bed, redressed and left the guesthouse in pursuit of the drums. 

 

It wasn’t a long search. I was soon swept up in a throng of people following a troupe of performers 

around the camp. I ran into one of the local children I knew who explained to me that the performers, 

who were Liberian refugees from the camp, were practicing for a festival happening later that week. I 

was struck by the world-class performance happening in the midst of the significant poverty of the 

camp. 

 

Three drummers led the parade through the rutted mud streets; their hands thick with calluses from 

the constant beatings they administered to their instruments. The beat was top notch and their energy 

seemed endless. Rounding out this troupe of refugee revelers were dancers and a costumed man on 

stilts. Given the severely uneven ground the man with the stilts was performing on, I was very 

impressed by his confident strides as he looked down through his mask at the children milling about 

him. 

 

The atmosphere was electric. I was able to take photos that ended up being some of my favourites of 

the entire trip. As I was snapping pictures I looked up just in time to see a wave of screaming children 
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stampeding toward me. They were wide-eyed with terror and I was soon engulfed by this mob. Finally, 

over their heads I saw why they were fleeing. 

 

A man, dressed in another traditional costume and mask, was waving a long switch held overhead and 

chasing after the children. Any slow-footed child who could not get out of his path earned a whipping 

from the terrifying apparition. The man behind the mask certainly didn’t pull any punches but the 

children loved it and squealed with delight whenever he drew near. 

 

As the sea of children washed over me I realized that I should have taken my cue from them and run. 

When the flood of children was passed me, I found myself face-to-face with the whip-wielding demon 

who drew back his arm and delivered a painful switching to the back of my hand. I gingerly rubbed my 

now-welted hand and ducked back into the crowd before the demon could strike again. 

 

I continued to follow the parade of performers for a while longer. Although I didn’t fully understand 

the significance of what was going on, it was so rewarding to be a part of such a rich cultural 

encounter. I returned to the guesthouse feeling re-energized. Taking a nap was the furthest thing from 

my mind. 

 

THE LESSON:  

 

You have to take opportunities as they come. We’ve only got one chance at this life and no one knows 

how much of it we are going to get. Being whipped in West Africa was an important reminder of that 

for me.  

Carpe Diem. Seize the day. This phrase has its origins in the Latin lyric poems Odes, written by Horace 

over 2,000 years ago. Horace writes: 

 

“…be smart, drink your wine. Scale back your long hopes/ to a short period. While we speak, envious 

time will have already fled/ Seize the day and place no trust in tomorrow.” 

 

Heed Horace’s advice and place no trust in tomorrow. Stop putting off doing the things you really want 

to do and start embracing today. At the end of your life you won’t be lying there wishing you had spent 

more time at the office or in front of the TV. You’ll be remembering everything you have done and 

whipping yourself for not doing more when you had the chance. 

 

THE HOMEWORK: 

 

One way to help you be smart and drink your wine is to make a “Horace List”: a to-do list with three 

sections of the things you want to do/see/accomplish that day, that week or month, and that year. 

Include the little and big things you’ve been putting off doing, like calling an old friend, fixing the book 

shelf, playing chess in the park, going skydiving, checking out a new restaurant, etc. Commit to tackling 

as much of the list as you can. Update your list regularly and keep it somewhere visible such as your 

desk or fridge door. 
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What Burst Your Bubble? 

I was looking through some of the photos from this past summer’s Youth Ambassador trip to Rwanda, 

and this picture of Michelle blowing bubbles caught my eye (click here to learn more about the YA 

program).  

 

It got me thinking about how easy it is to get trapped in our own little bubbles, disconnected from the 

world around us and our place in it. We get so caught up in the busyness of our immediate lives—

school, family, TV, sports, boyfriends and girlfriends—that we can’t see beyond our own backyards (or 

group of Facebook friends).  

Then something significant happens. Our bubble bursts, and in pours the rest of the world.  

And it’s not always something momentous or earth-shattering when this happens. It can be something 

you read online, a movie you saw, someone you met or a trip you took with your family.  

I remember exactly when my little bubble burst.  

I had just turned 16 and was on a class trip to Taizé, France. It was the first international trip I had ever 

taken. First plane ride. First time away from my parents for any real length of time. And of course, 

being one of only two boys on the trip with twelve girls certainly added to the excitement of the trip.  
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But the thing I remember most about my time in France was sitting around a table and having a 

conversation with our French chaperone, Marc, and a German tourist we had met. The topics of 

conversation ranged from world politics to global economics. 95% of it went right over my head. But it 

was the first time in my life that I felt like I was part of a global community, part of an interconnected 

system that extended beyond my immediate surroundings. I’ve been turned on to global issues ever 

since.  

Your turn. 

What burst your bubble? Tell us about the time your worldview changed and you started seeing 

yourself as a global citizen. Leave a comment here or send us an email at connect@worldvision.ca – 

we’d love to hear from you and share your stories!  
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More than a Coin Flip: 

Five techniques for navigating life’s obstacles 
 

 

Introduction 

 

I flipped a coin. Heads I live. Tails I die. 

 

It was February, 2008 and I had just returned home from my appointment at the hospital. Diagnosed 

with leukemia, my doctor had told me I had a forty to fifty percent chance of surviving. A coin flip, 

really. The blood test I had taken had been startling to say the least. Somewhere between 4 and 11 

marks the normal range for white blood cells in a healthy man. Mine? 584.  

 

Yeesh.  

 

Standing alone in my basement office, still numb from the news, I grabbed a quarter from the desk and 

tossed it in the air. 

 

Heads. Phew. 

 

Though thrilled to have Lady Luck on my side, I quickly second-guessed the wisdom of putting my life 

entirely in the fate of a coin flip. I knew that in the end this was my fight. I couldn’t do it alone but I 

also couldn’t simply be a passive recipient of care. I needed to lead the charge in my recovery and be 

my own champion.  

 

Thankfully I had some life experience to draw from as I embarked on this race against time and my 

own body. I had learned some valuable lessons from a race of another sort; lessons in attitude, team-

building, preparation, adaptation and balance that would serve me well in the long journey ahead. 

 

 

Navigation Nightmares 

 

Rewind a few years to a time when cancer was the last thing on my mind. Replace my dark, basement 

office with a bright and sunny summer day in the heart of Ontario’s Muskoka wilderness. High spirits 

electrified the air as more than fifty, three-person teams sat anxiously in their canoes at the starting 

line. A grueling, but exhilarating, twelve-hour adventure race lay ahead of us, filled with canoeing, 

trekking and mountain biking.  

 

I was part of the aptly named Mad Martins team, along with my older brothers Dan and Damien. What 

we lacked in adventure racing experience and proper equipment we made up for in a stubborn 

gumption imprinted on our shared genes.  

 



10 

 

Sweat dripped down my face and the race hadn’t even started yet. I wiped my brow with the sock on 

my hand that served as my paddling glove (my cheapness naturally prevented me from splurging for 

actual gear). I was nervous.  

 

My last experience in a canoe had involved me flipping it not once, but twice in a matter of minutes. 

You would think my inability to paddle a canoe or read a compass would have deterred me from 

entering an adventure race that depended on paddling and navigation. But here I sat, in the back of a 

canoe, socks on my hands, map in my lap, and a compass around my neck: our team’s official 

navigator. 

 

The whistle blew and the race was officially underway. “Please don’t flip the boat, please don’t flip the 

boat, please don’t flip the boat,” I desperately prayed as I dug my oar into the chilly lake water. An 

immense weight lifted from my shoulders when I saw another team flip their canoe within meters of 

the starting line. It was nice to know that if I were to flip our canoe I wouldn’t be alone in my shame. 

There is something very comforting in the camaraderie of ineptitude. 

 

Somehow we managed to stay afloat. But that represented only the first of many obstacles we would 

have to overcome. Ahead of us lay a series of checkpoints that I, as navigator, was responsible for 

finding. . Armed with the compass, a topographical map with checkpoint coordinates, and a woefully 

inadequate understanding of orienteering, I led the Mad Martins through all manner of wilderness. 

 

It didn’t take long for my true colours to show. 

 

One significant navigational error involved a portage. The concept appeared simple enough: we had to 

carry our canoe out of one lake and into another, named Clear Lake. I steered our team to what I was 

sure was the correct spot. We made the short portage through a bit of forest and dropped our canoe 

into the water on the other side. As we paddled north, the lake became more and more marshy. 

Before long our paddles began getting caught up on reeds, lily pads and other vegetation as we wove 

our way through a murky swamp. It became increasingly clear that I had made a significant 

navigational error.  

 

It turned out that the beach I had landed us on was actually a peninsula. Yes, we had portaged out of 

one lake, across a spit of land, and right back into the same lake. Tension was growing as we fought our 

way through the swamp in an attempt to regain some of the time we had lost. 

 

Another embarrassing snafu resulted in our team trekking due north through dense brush instead of 

due west, the direction we should have been going. When we finally emerged from the woods and 

realized we were miles off our target, it knocked a bit more of the wind from our sails. To make 

matters worse, I had somehow navigated us into a bog. It was filled with waist-high grass and near-

invisible waterholes that periodically swallowed up a teammate. Talking with someone who suddenly 

vanishes into a waterhole can be quite disconcerting.  

 

Hours later (and after several more navigationally-challenged decisions), we arrived at the final leg of 

the race—a mountain bike ride along an old logging road. Tremendous relief washed over me. From 
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here it was a pretty straightforward route to the finish line. However, thinking that the low points of 

our race were now behind us proved naïve. I watched as Damien hit a rock on the road and launched 

over his handlebars like a human torpedo. He crashed to the ground and landed on his shoulder with a 

sickening, cringe-worthy thud.  

 

With true stubborn Martin pride, Damien got back on his bike and finished the final stretch—in agony 

but without complaint. Battered, bruised, but unbroken, the Mad Martins hobbled across the finish 

line—ready to sign up for next year’s race. 

 

Lessons Learned 

 

Admittedly, our trek through the Muskoka wilderness was more misadventure than adventure. But I 

took away from it five important life lessons; lessons that I would use in the medical wilderness I would 

find myself in a few years later.  

 

1. Attitude is everything 

 

Success involves the ability to laugh at yourself, shrug off difficult situations and stubbornly refuse to 

quit. The right attitude makes all the difference. The hardships of the wilderness (compounded by the 

shame of our complete incompetence), could have crushed our spirits many times during the 

adventure race. We took a beating in the Muskokas but many other teams didn’t finish at all. And, 

while we found ourselves lost, injured and bone-weary on many occasions, our positive attitude helped 

us to keep putting one foot in front of the other.  

 

After my fateful coin flip, I created a mission statement of sorts to serve as my rallying cry: I am going 

to beat this. At the very least, it’s not going to beat me. What I meant by this statement was that I was 

going to do everything in my power to win my fight against cancer. But as the second part suggests, it 

also meant that even if it did end up killing me, I refused to allow it to crush my spirit. It may kill me, 

but it would not beat me. 

 

Framing a challenge in a positive way is the first step in setting yourself up for success. As with 

anything, our perception determines whether a situation is “good” or “bad”. In the Muskokas we could 

have viewed the race as an undeniable and epic failure. Instead we viewed it as an adventure and 

something to laugh about. Similarly, in my hospital bed my mantra could have been “I don’t want to 

die.” Rather, it became “I really want to live.” It may seem like a subtle difference but it’s an important 

one for keeping the energy and drive to succeed. 

 

2. Lean on your team 

  

No one is an island. There is strength in numbers. Two heads are better than one. However you want 

to say it, overcoming obstacles happens by having the right team by your side. As rock-solid and 

positive as your attitude may be, there will be times when your motivation flags, when everything that 

needs doing overwhelms you or when you can’t see the way forward.  At those times you will need to 

lean on the strengths and support of others.  
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Having Dan and Damien on my team made it possible for me to cross the finish line. They kicked me in 

the butt when I became discouraged. I happily returned the favour when their energy and drive 

waned. After finding ourselves ridiculously lost we worked together with the map to determine our 

location. And we shared the load of required gear between our three packs. 

 

These lessons in teamwork would serve me well during my bout with cancer. Like my choice of 

teammates for the adventure race, surrounding myself with positive and motivational people made a 

huge difference.  

 

And like our backpacks, I allowed myself to share the load. Friends and family graciously offered to 

help out with household chores, rides to and from my appointments and other everyday necessities so 

I could focus on getting better. Being able—and more importantly, willing—to lean on an amazing 

support network is essential. 

 

3. Prepare, prepare, prepare 

 

Effectively navigating obstacles also depends on equipping yourself with the necessary tools and 

resources. As evidenced by the socks on my hands, the complete absence of any navigation skills and 

my inability to steer a canoe, preparation is one area in which the Mad Martins could have fared 

better. 

 

Before our clueless march into the Muskokas, we should have taken more time to prepare. Learning 

how to read a map, investing in proper equipment, getting ourselves into better physical shape, 

researching the lay of the land ahead of time—these things would have done wonders to improve our 

odds at success. 

 

Preparing as much as possible played an important role when it came to my battle with leukemia. This 

included learning as much as I could about my disease, grilling my team of doctors with tons of 

questions, stocking my fridge with the right kinds of food, and organizing and scheduling my long lists 

of appointments and medications. Being as prepared as I could for what lay ahead empowered me 

with a greater sense of control. The more homework and preparation I did about leukemia and my 

treatment, the less fear and anxiety I felt.  

 

Preparation means putting a plan of action between you and your goal. Having the best attitude and 

the best team in the world helps only if you know where you are going. And getting to where you are 

going requires that you have equipped yourself with the necessary tools to get there.  

 

4. Be flexible 

 

Kakuzo Okakura, a Japanese scholar from the 1800s, once said that “The art of life is the constant 

readjustment to our surroundings.” Setbacks and change disrupt even the best-laid plans. We need to 

learn to roll with the punches. Being flexible is as important as being well prepared. 
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Throughout the adventure race, we Mad Martins were constantly challenged to be flexible. We had to 

change direction often after realizing we had been going the wrong way, sometimes for hours. We had 

to adjust our pace after Damien’s epic bike crash. We had to adapt to ever-shifting environments as 

the terrain changed from dense brush to swampy sinkholes to battered logger trails. Change was the 

only constant. 

 

My fight with cancer also required a great deal of adaptability. Frequent setbacks made it necessary to 

constantly adjust to a very fluid and ever-changing treatment plan. My blood counts would sometimes 

crash and we would need to postpone some of my chemotherapy. A viral infection knocked me off 

course on more than one occasion. An adverse response to a particular drug would necessitate an 

adjustment to my medications. Dealing with an extremely fluid process was challenging but the ability 

to go with the flow kept me from getting discouraged or frustrated. 

  

The path to overcome an obstacle is rarely marked by a straight line. Setbacks are inevitable. The more 

responsive and open you are to changing directions the greater your chances are for success.  

 

5. Keep everything in balance 

 

Don`t forget to pause and take a break from time to time. Overcoming obstacles takes a lot of hard 

work. That means it takes a lot of energy as well. And no one has an infinite supply of energy. Balancing 

great effort with beneficial pause is crucial. 

 

In the Muskokas, Dan, Damien and I often stopped for breaks. We took off our packs to give our 

shoulders a rest. We refueled on energy bars and recharged our water supplies. Failing to rest now and 

again would have been disastrous and likely would have resulted in us collapsing from exhaustion. Our 

performance was already embarrassing enough. We didn`t need a medical evacuation added to our 

long list of blunders. 

 

Taking breaks also allowed us to regroup and evaluate our circumstances. Breaks allowed us to check 

the map (fat lot of good that did us though), take a compass reading, take inventory of our food 

supplies and talk strategy. During these pauses we could step back from the “one-foot-in-front-of-the-

other” trudge through the wilderness and take stock of the bigger picture.  

 

Similarly, while undergoing treatment for leukemia, it was all about balance. I could only bury my head 

in literature about my illness for so long before needing a break. My brain seemed to be endlessly 

obsessing about my situation so I`d often distract myself with some light reading, a movie or playing 

some video games. My friends and family were always interested to know how my treatment was 

going but we were sure to balance those heavier conversations with small talk about the weather, 

politics and whether Batman or Iron Man would win in a fight.  

 

Allow yourself the chance to recharge and re-examine things. Navigating obstacles can be a long and 

difficult process. Don`t forget to come up for air from time to time!  

 

Conclusion 



14 

 

 

It takes more than luck to navigate through the wildernesses of our lives—be it the backwoods of the 

Muskokas or a hospital room in Toronto. It’s not enough to flip a coin and hope for the best. Setting 

yourself up for success depends on so much more. It requires positive thinking, teamwork, planning, 

flexibility and balance. It also depends on discipline—the stick-to-it-ness to see things through and the 

patience to persevere even when the going gets tough. 

 

I finished the Muskoka adventure race. I beat cancer. Lady Luck played her part, no doubt. But more 

important, I think, was my decision to take charge and do everything in my power to win the day. The 

size of an obstacle is not what determines our ability to overcome it. It is our response to it that 

matters. 

 

Whatever the challenge in your life, applying these 5 principles for navigating obstacles will 

dramatically improve your odds for success. I think W. Clement Stone, a famous “rags-to-riches” 

businessperson from the 20
th

 century put it very well when he said, “Everyone who achieves success in 

a great venture, solves each problem as they came to it. They helped themselves… They keep going 

regardless of the obstacles they met.” 

 

 


