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SUCCESS

To laugh often and love much
To win the respect of intelligent people
and the affection of children

To earn the appreciation of honest critics
endure the betrayal of false friends

To appreciate beauty
To find the best in others
To leave the world a bit better
whether by a healthy child,
a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition

To know even one life has breathed easier
because you have lived.
This is to have succeeded.

[Often attributed to Elisabeth-Anne Anderson Stanley]
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Friend,

The reason for this book is simple. I want to share the
knowledge we have gained since starting TOMS, and
from the amazing group of entrepreneurs and activ-
ists I have met along the way whom I have learned so
much from. Their stories, as well as mine, are told in
this book with the aim of inspiring, entertaining, and
challenging you to start something that matters.

In addition to sharing the lessons learned, 50 per-
cent of my proceeds from this book will be used to
support inspired readers through the Start Some-
thing That Matters Fund. It is my dream that this
commitment and this book will be the catalyst of
many more organizations and projects making a
positive impact on the world.

Thank you for joining us in this great adventure.

Carpe diem,

Blake

July 7, 2011
Colorado Mountains

Be the change you want to see in the world.
—MAHATMA GANDHI

g n 2006 I took some time off from work to travel to
|| Argentina. I was twenty-nine years old and involved in
@ my fourth entrepreneurial start-up: an online driver-
educition program for teens that used only hybrid vehicles
and wove environmental education into our curriculum—
earth-friendly innovations that set us apart from the com-
petition.

We were at a crucial moment in the business’s develop-
ment—revenue was growing, and so were the demands on
our small staff—but I had promised myself a vacation and
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wasn’t going to back out. For years I’ve believed that it’s
critical for my soul to take a vacation, no matter how busy I
am. Argentina was one of the countries my sister, Paige, and
I had sprinted through in 2002 while we were competing on
the CBS reality program The Amazing Race. (As fate would
have it, after thirty-one days of racing around the world, we
lost the million-dollar prize by just four minutes; it’s still one
of the greatest disappointments of my life.)

When I returned to Argentina, my main mission was
to lose myself in its culture. I spent my days learning the
national dance (the tango), playing the national sport (polo),
and, of course, drinking the national wine (Malbec).

I also got used to wearing the national shoe: the alpar-
gata, a soft, casual canvas shoe worn by almost everyone in
the country, from polo players to farmers to students. I saw
this incredibly versatile shoe everywhere: in the cities, on the
farms, in the nightclubs. An idea began to form in the back
of my mind: Maybe the alpargata would have some market
appeal in the United States. But as with many half-formed
ideas that came to me, I tabled it for the moment. My time
in Argentina was supposed to be about fun, not work.

Toward the end of my trip, I met an American woman in
a café who was volunteering with a small group of people on
a shoe drive—a new concept to me. She explained that many

kids lacked shoes, even in relatively well-developed coun-

tries like Argentina, an absence that didn’t just complicate
every aspect of their lives but also exposed them to a wide
range of diseases. Her organization collected shoes from do-
nors and gave them to kids in need—but ironically the do-
nations that supplied the organization were also its Achilles’
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heel. Their complete dependence on donations meant that
they had little control over their supply of shoes. And even
when donations did come in sufficient quantities, they were
often not in the correct sizes, which meant that many of the
children were still left barefoot after the shoe drop-offs. It
was heartbreaking.

I spent a few days traveling from village to village, and a
few more traveling on my own, witnessing the intense pock-
ets of poverty just outside the bustling capital. It dramati-
cally heightened my awareness. Yes, I knew somewhere in
the back of my mind that poor children around the world
often went barefoot, but now, for the first time, I saw the
real effects of being shoeless: the blisters, the sores, the
infections—all the result of the children not being able to
protect their young feet from the ground.

I wanted to do something about it. But what?

My first thought was to start my own shoe-based charity,
but instead of soliciting shoe donations, I would ask friends
and family to donate money to buy the right type of shoes
for these children on a regular basis. But, of course, this ar-
rangement would last only as long as I could find donors; I

‘have a large family and lots of friends, but it wasn’t hard to

see that my personal contacts would dry up sooner or later.
And then what? What would happen to the communities
that had begun to rely on me for their new shoes? These
kids needed more than occasional shoe donations from
strangers—they needed a constant, reliable flow.

‘Then I began to look for solutions in the world I already
knew: business and entrepreneurship. I had spent the pre-
vious ten years launching businesses that solved problems
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creatively, from delivering laundry to college students to
starting an all-reality cable-TV channel to teaching teenag-
ers driver education online. An idea hit me: Why not create
a for-profit business to help provide shoes for these children?
Why not come up with a solution that guaranteed a constant
flow of shoes, rather than being dependent on kind people
making donations? In other words, maybe the solution was
in entrepreneurship, not charity.

I felt excited and energized and shared those feelings
with Alejo, my Argentinian polo teacher and new friend:
“I'm going to start a shoe company that makes a new kind of
alpargata. And for every pair I sell, I’m going to give a pair of
new shoes to a child in need. There will be no percentages
and no formulas.”

It was a simple concept: Sell a pair of shoes today, give
a pair of shoes tomorrow. Something about the idea felt so
right, even though I had no experience, or even connections,
in the shoe business. I did have one thing that came to me
almost immediately: a name for my new company. I called
it TOMS. I’d been playing around with the phrase “Shoes
for a Better Tomorrow,” which eventually became “Tomor-
row’s Shoes,” then TOMS. (Now you know why my name is
Blake but my shoes are TOMS. It’s not about a person. It’s
about a promise—a better tomorrow.)

I asked Alejo if he would join the mission, because I
trusted him implicitly and, of course, I would need a trans-
lator. Alejo jumped at the opportunity to help his people,
and suddenly we were a team: Alejo, the polo teacher, and
me, the shoe entrepreneur who didn’t know shoes and didn’t
speak Spanish.

We began working out of Alejo’s family barn, when we
weren’t off meeting local shoemakers in hopes of finding
someone who would work with us. We described to them
precisely what we wanted: a shoe like the #lpargats, made
for the American market. It would be more comfortable
and durable than the Argentine version, but also more fun
and stylish, for the fashion-conscious American consumer.
I was convinced that a shoe that had been so successful in
Argentina for more than a century would be welcomed in
the United States and was surprised that no one had thought
of bringing this shoe overseas before.

Most of the shoemakers called us Joco and refused to
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work with us, for the hard-to-argue-with reason that we had
very little idea of what we were talking about. But finally we
found someone crazy enough to believe: a local shoemaker.
For the next few weeks, Alejo and I traveled hours over un-
paved and pothole-riddled roads to get to his “factory”—
a room no bigger than the average American garage, with a
few old machines and limited materials. :

Each day ended with a long discussion about the right
way to create our alpargata. For instance, I was afraid it
wouldn’t sell in the traditional slpargata colors of navy, black,
red, and tan, so I insisted we create prints for the shoes,
including stripes, plaids, and a camouflage pattern. (Our
bestselling colors today? Navy, black, red, and tan. Live and
learn.) The shoemaker couldn’t understand this—nor could
he figure out why we wanted to add a leather insole and an
improved rubber sole to the traditional Argentine design.

I simply asked him to trust me. Soon we started col-
laborating with some other artisans, all working out of dusty
rooms outfitted with one or two old machines for stitching
the fabric, and surrounded by roosters, burros, and iguanas.
These people had been making the same shoes the same way
for generations, so they looked at my designs—and me—
with understandable suspicion.

We then decided to test the durability of the outsole
material we were using. I would put on our prototypes and
drag my feet along the concrete streets of Buenos Aires with
Alejo walking beside me: People would stop and stare; I
looked like a crazy person. One night I was even stopped by
a policeman who thought I was drunk, but Alejo explained

that I was just a “little weird,” and the officer let me be.
Through this unorthodox process, we were able to discover
which materials lasted longest.

Alejo and I worked with those artisans to get 250 sam-
ples made, and these I stuffed into three duffel bags to bring
back to America. I said good-bye to Alejo, who by now had
become a close friend: No matter how furiously we argued,
and we did argue, each evening would end with an agree-
ment to disagree, and each morning we’d resume our work.
In fact, his entire family had stood by me, even though none
of us had any idea what would happen next.

L]

’d set 10,000 shoes as the milestone number when we’d

go back to Argentina and give away the promised shoes to
the children in need. When we hit that number I decided to
take my parents, my brother and sister, Jonathan the intern,
and several good friends who had been supporting TOMS
by spreading the word around Los Angeles.

ntin Ve jice where it all began. From left to -
, Liza, Hajime, and Allie. This whole ¢
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Once in Argentina, I rejoined the crew—Alejo and the
shoemakers—and together we rented a large sleeper bus
with a spacious storage area for our hundreds of containers
of shoes. We started in the greater Buenos Aires area and
then drove eighteen hours to the northeastern part of the
country, going from village to village, some nights sleeping
on the bus, other nights renting rooms in small motels. We
spent ten days traveling through Argentina, driving from
clinic to school to soup kitchen to community center, hand-
placing 10,000 pairs of shoes on kids’ feet.

The children had been told we were coming, and our
local organizers had informed us of the needed shoe sizes.
The kids, anticipating a new pair—or their first pair—of
shoes were so eager for our arrival that they would start clap-
ping with joy when they spotted the bus rolling into town. I
broke down in tears many times. Ob, my God, 1 thought, #his is
actually working. At each stop I was so overcome with emotion
that I could barely slip the first pair of shoes on a child with-
out crying with love and happiness. Just nine months ago, this
started with a sketch in my journal and now we were about to
provide 10,000 pairs of new shoes to children in need. This
is when it really hit me that a simple idea could have real im-
pact, and that a pair of shoes could create so much joy.

When distributing the shoes, we tried to be very orga-
nized, asking the kids to line up according to their shoe size.
If they didn’t know it, they could step on a foot-measuring
scale drawn on the back of a cardboard box (my mom came
up with that idea). But the whole time we were all so over-

come with emotion it was almost impossible to be business- -

like.
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I remember one village that looked like a trash dump.
Everything was broken down: The houses were barely
standing, the streets filled with broken glass and garbage.
But the kids were joyful, swarming around us, laughing and
playing and thanking us with such sincerity that, once again,
we were all overcome with so many emotions. I remember
looking at my mom and dad and seeing them in tears, and
that just made me cry more, which, when they saw me cry-
ing, made them cry again. I'd never really understood the
expression “tears of joy” before. Now we all did.

On the facing page is what I wrote in my joumai that

day.

§f hen I returned from that first Shoe Drop, I was a
§ different person. I also realized that TOMS wasn’t
going to be just another business for me. It was going to be
my life, in the best sense. Each of the four other businesses
I'd started were satisfying in different ways, but this one pro-
vided me with a sense of fulfillment unlike anything I'd ever
felt before. All at once it made a living for me and everyone
who worked at TOMS, it brought me closer to the people
and places I loved, and it offered me a way to contribute
something to people in need. I didn’t have to compartmen-
talize any of my life’s ambitions: personal, professional, or

philanthropic. They all converged in a single mission.
Once I realized this, I had to tell my partners in my
driver-education business that I wanted to be bought out,
and they soon obliged me. The sale gave me some capital
with which to hire people who really understood the shoe
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“Now, with a few industry veterans on board, we

were ready to scale up operations.
Of course, while making plans to ramp up the business,
I also started thinking about the next Shoe Drop, and the
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next, and the one after that. I'd always been determined
in my business ventures, hungry to succeed and challenge
myself to new levels. But ’m more hungry than ever now,
because the work I’m doing isn’t oh_ly for myself and the
TOMS family but also for the millions of children around
the world whose feet sorely need shoes.

here is something different in the air these days: I feel
it when I talk to business leaders, give speeches at high

school and college campuses, and engage in conversation
with fellow patrons at coffee shops. People are hungry for
success—that’s nothing new. What’s changed is the defini-
tion of that success. Increasingly, the quest for success is not
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the same as the quest for status and money. The definition
has broadened to include contributing something to the
world and living and working on one’s own terms.

When I started TOMS, people thought I was crazy. In
particular, longtime veterans of the footwear industry (shoe
dogs, as they’re called) argued that the model was unsus-
tainable or at least untested—that combining a for-profit
company with a social mission would complicate and un-
dermine both. What we’ve found is that TOMS has suc-
ceeded precisely because we have created a new model. The
giving component of TOMS makes our shoes more than a
product. They’re part of a story, a mission, and a movement
anyone can join.

TOMS is only one example of a new breed of compa-
nies that are succeeding at this volatile moment in capital-

“ism. The tremendous growth of TOMS would never have
been possible during my parents’ generation or even when
I was first getting started in business in the not-so-distfar.lt
past. In this fast-paced and constantly mutating world, it is
easier than ever to seize the day, but in order to do so, you

-must play- by a new set of rules—because, increasingly, the
tried-and-true tenets of success are just tried, not true.

| What you now hold in your hands is a guide to help
you and anyone who is interested start something that mfat—
ters. In this book, I describe some of the counterintuitive
principles that have helped TOMS grow from an interest-
ing idea to a company that in five years has given more than
a million pairs of shoes to children in need. And I will ?how
how you, too, can create something that will make a dlffe:r~
ence, whether it’s a nonprofit organization, your own social
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enterprise, a new business you create on the side while still
working in the mainstream, or perhaps even a new division
of your current company. You will also read the stories of
other people who started something that matters and learn
their tips on how to make a difference in business and how
to make 2 business out of making a difference. We all come
at that goal from different angles, but what all of us have in
common is a foundation on at least one, if not all, of six key
traits: These six traits form the guidelines I believe everyone
should follow to start and sustain something that matters.
This book shows you how to apply them.

"Together, these six elements offer lessons that will chal-
lenge you to look at your business and your life from a dif-
ferent perspective: They teach that having a story may be
the most important part of your new venture; that fear can
be useful; that having vast resources is not as critical as you
might think; that simplicity is a core goal in successful en-
terprises; that trust is the most important quality you bring
to your company; and, finally, that giving may be the best
investment you’ll ever make,

If you're like me and most of the people I know, you
yearn for something more than just business success. You’re
searching for meaning. You want to have the time and free-
dom to do the things you love and contribute to making the
world a better place. '

The stories that follow will show that you can earn
money, achieve personal fulfillment, and make a positive
impact on the world all at the same time. If this sounds like
the way you want to do business 4z live your life, this book
can help get you started.



