
OBJECTIVES

 
Create true aspiration

To move away from function, quality 

and affordable messaging that was once 

synonymous with the brand, and instead 

inspire through style and substance, to be 

perceived as truly aspirational.

 

TARGET AUDIENCE

Men of substance

A sense of worth has become more 

important with age. Success is less about 

the materialistic, but more about the 

substance behind who he is - where he’s 

been, and more importantly, where he’s 

headed. 

STRATEGY

To help lead his journey to 
greatness, whatever the path

To connect on a deeper level and spark 

a reaction. To have something relevant 

and provocative to say, that provokes him 

to develop, learn and grow, when he is 

seeking self improvement. 
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CAMPAIGN PERIOD: FEBRUARY - JUNE 2013

STRIVE. 
GREATNESS  

RARELY COMES EASY



The  
Campaign.

STRIVE. 
           
Research had shown that the 
Boag’s audience was moving from a 
materialistic life to one of substance, 
thus a content-led solution was 
created to bring this to life. 
 
Editorial explored in-depth subject 
matter around self-improvement, 
providing long-term support on our 
audience’s road to greatness. This 
in-turn led to the creation of the 
platform ‘Strive’.

‘Strive’ provided pertinent and 
provocative editorial pieces with 
relevance to the audience.  
Regardless of what form ‘Strive’ took, 
or on which device it was accessed,  
it fed self-discovery, personal  
development and growth of  
the discerning gentleman. 
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Online ‘Strive’ section

Bespoke creation of branded custom 
section ‘Strive’ within Executive Style 
facilitated the rapid generation of an 
engaged audience. Four custom content 
pieces every week, provided coaching to 
the modern man across a range of topics. 
Articles such as ‘10 of Life’s Great Journeys’, 
‘From Army to ASX’ and ‘Stand Up and be 
Counted for Fitness’, were featured in this 
new section, and was soon established  
as a favourite amongst the Executive Style 
audience. 

Good Weekend ‘tales’

Inspirational tales extended into Good Weekend 
through a weekly column with Peter Munro, 
who offered relatable first-person accounts of 
the male milestones that have altered his life. 

GREATNESS 
rarely comes easy
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Advice from a parent to their children can 

never be underestimated, says Peter Munro.

WHEN MY TWO daughters were born, 

they each looked like me. I expect that 

was so I didn’t toss them over a cliff or 

pawn them out. My youngest girl came 

out big and bald and blue, like a Smurf 

sumo wrestler. But she had my eyes.

As they grew they increasingly 

resembled their mum, which is a good 

thing, given that being a girl with facial 

hair and abnormally large calves would 

probably make it difficult to get a date, 

a free business-class upgrade or a 

swimwear modelling contract. 

My eldest daughter arrived five years 

ago with thick black hair, and would 

have been named Fonzie, in honour of 

Henry Winkler, except for her good 

fortune of being born 

without a penis. 
Instead, we called her 

Olive, thus depriving 

her of a cool 
catchphrase and the 

dream of one day 

jumping over a 
confined shark 

on water skis. They have never 

been anything but 

girlie girls, with little 

interest in air rifles, 

monster trucks or 

Germaine Greer. 
They like bunnies, 

dalmatians and 
sausages. Olive likes 

Julia Gillard and Tony 

Abbott and expects 

they will marry each 

other soon. Every man 
apparently wants a son, to terrorise with 

his own unrealised dreams of sporting 

glory and to barbecue meat together. 

But I like having daughters, even though 

I don’t really understand them.

As a father of two young girls, I am 

supposed to worry about the increased 

sexualisation of women and how entire 

industries are dedicated to making them 

feel they are not thin enough or pretty 

enough, that their shoes are tatty and 

that their skin is dehydrated and drawn. 

In truth, my daughters terrify me every 

time they go to the toilet or ask for a 

ponytail. They are sweet and beautiful, 

except when they are horrid. Little girls 

just want to be loved. And so I love 

them, knowing that is enough for now.

I blame them for my wrinkles, receding 

hair and the fact I cry more than I used 

to. A dad I know, whom I shall call 

Mr Jenkins, because that is what 

I call him, once wept while watching 

a car-insurance commercial about a 

workaholic dad and his daughter. I now 

well up every time I watch Toy Story 3. 

I suspect I get upset, in part, by the 

thought my children will one day live in a 

world that is foreign to me. They will 

grow, love and lose all on their own, and 

at times will seem like strangers. There 

will come a day when they no longer 

need me – and that’s a good thing, I 

guess. The ungrateful buggers. I only 

hope they will still pop in for a cup of tea 

and biscuits – or to give 

me money. “Don’t wear socks in 

the rain,” was the only 

piece of advice Arthur 

Fonzarelli received from 

his dad. Here’s what I’d 

tell my daughters if they 

ever listened to me:

•  Boys are simple. 
They like football, 

cars and clichéd 
generalisations. They 

make a lot of noise, 

but most don’t mean 

any harm.•  You’re never too old 

to have teddy bears 

on your bed. Unless 

you’re 24 or older, by 

which time it is weird. 

•  Find a job you love – 

or at least one that is 

well paid and you

   don’t loathe. Don’t become a coal 

miner, Japanese whaler or magazine 

columnist writing about his children – 

there’s no future in it. 

•  Don’t worry so much about making 

friends. Daddy never had any friends 

and look how he turned out. On 

second thoughts, scratch that. 

•  Don’t dream of being famous, in case 

it happens. 
•  Don’t listen to dad’s music; find your 

own anthems.
•  Don’t trust anyone who uses the word 

“misogynist”, as it is likely they don’t 

know what they are talking about. 

•  Respect yourself and your body. 

•  Be happy and healthy, though not 

necessarily in that order. 

 “I like having 

daughters, even 

though I don’t 

really understand 
them.”
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Despite being cursed with inordinately large 
calves, Peter Munro has learnt to fight his  
fears and count his blessings.

NeediNg to shift cities recently, I 

hired the biggest Polynesian removalist  

I could find. While he carried the fridge 

up the stairs, I walked ahead lugging the 

vegetable crisper. I turned around to see 

he had stopped short and was looking 

at my legs. “Those are the biggest calves 

I have ever seen, bro,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied. “You too.” 

He looked at me sadly and then 

picked up my refrigerator again. For a 

moment we had shared the pain of 

many men in a skinny-jeans world.  

We simply don’t fit in.

I inherited three things from  

my father: an irrational 

love of baked-beans-

in-ham sauce, minimal 

chest hair and meaty 

calves. It’s in my 

genes, as it were. 

For some years my 

chunky legs were 

considered an asset. 

Several weekend 

cyclists, the ones  

who wear tight lycra  

at cafes with their legs 

open and dark groins, 

have offered me rides 

based only on the  

heft of my pins. I was 

once an oak tree in  

a school play.

But things change.  

I was trying on jeans 

recently when the 

shop assistant raised 

the “issue” of my 

“Samsonite calves”  

and pointed me 

towards a rack of 

discounted harem 

pants. I have been refused entry to 

several inner-city hipster joints.

All because I don’t have legs like  

a lady. All this effort goes into sculpted 

stubble and flat buttocks, but no one 

seems much bothered with what’s  

well below the belt.

After paying my newly acquired 

Polynesian friend in cash and beer,  

I asked him what was wrong with the 

world. “People fear what they don’t 

understand,” he said.

I once met a man who was afraid of 

ants. He had not been on a picnic for 

years. Even the smell of ants – especially 

that sharp acidic waft you get from 

crushing them between your fingers – 

was enough to give him a rash.

Fear is a funny thing. It can gag you  

if you let it. I know a guy who likes 

jumping out of planes in a special 

jumpsuit that helps him fly through  

the sky like a loony sugar glider. “I was 

scared s…less when I started and that’s 

what drove me towards it, conquering 

the fear; this scares me so I want to  

do it,” he says.

I am afraid of jumping out of a plane, 

spiders, and jumping spiders. The only 

way I intend to leave  

an aircraft is by the 

front door after 

dragging my oversized 

carry-on luggage past 

all the empty seats in 

business class. Don’t sit 

me in an emergency 

exit row. The plane 

could be floating 

upside down in the 

Bermuda Triangle and I 

will stay seated with my 

belt tightened fast.

Fear has stopped me 

from doing many 

things in my life, like 

bungee jumping or 

writing a book or telling 

people when I am in 

love or unhappy.

Fear is good when  

it diverts you from 

playing in traffic or 

putting your face in a 

fan. But there have 

been plenty of times  

I have let fear stop  

me from trying to be a better man, 

whatever that might mean.

The fear of failure is big and meaty. 

But perhaps being a good guy means 

simply having a go.

I figure you have two options in life. 

Embrace being average, be content  

with the fact you will never win a big 

award, walk a red carpet, have small 

calves or change the world.

Or have a go and be happy to fail, 

because you probably will. But that’s 

okay. Just keep going. You have two legs, 

big or small, to help you on your way.

“I inherited  
three things from 

my father: an 
irrational love 

of baked-beans-
in-ham-sauce; 

minimal chest hair 
and meaty calves.”

Tablet Quiz

Further reinforcing the ‘Strive’ notion, 
we re-engineered a Good Weekend 
staple, in the form of a tablet quiz. 
The questions conveyed the struggles 
endured by mystery men, with the 
answers revealing some of the world’s 
greatest successes.
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FOR FURTHER INFORMATION PLEASE CONTACT 

Senior Account Manager Yarna Halton on 02 8596 4510
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Radio Series
           
The reach and depth of the video series was 
extended into eight radio stations nationally, 
playing to its story-telling strengths. 
With each interview, host John Gibbs uncovered 
the sense of calm and purposefulness within 
each of these men, igniting the feeling within 
our audience that greatness sits within us all, 
but it takes spirit, strength and perseverance to 
unlock it. 

Video Series

A video series was commissioned to juxtapose the 
practical mentoring with poignant real stories of 
Trevor Crecknell, Peter Baines, Dorjee Sun, Pat Farmer, 
Larry Vogelnest and Duncan Chessell sharing their 
extraordinary tales of resilience, resourcefulness 
and fortitude on their road to greatness.

Online Brand Engagement

The campaign was supported with brand display
advertisements revealing Boag’s ‘Greatness Rarely
Comes Easy’ messaging. Most notably was the very 
first use of Parallax scroll gutters, custom-created 
by Fairfax. This allowed us to reinforce the journey 
narrative, with the Boag’s story transpiring as the 
user scrolled.
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SMASHING 
RESULTS

1,591,648 PIs

45,684 video streams

Average dwell time: 2 mins:51 secs

1,853 article comments

6,834 social shares across 65 individual articles
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