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1. Seventy-Five

Let me show you the machine.

Not the one we built. The one you’re running right now.

You have an IT department. Or an IT budget. Or an IT problem wearing an IT department’s name badge.

Either way, this is the machine: seventy-five people.

Count them with me.

Three helpdesk tiers. Ten people in tier one, answering phones, resetting passwords, telling someone to

restart their computer. Five in tier two, handling the things tier one can’t fix. Three in tier three, the deep

water, the stuff nobody else wants to touch. That’s eighteen.

Network operations center. Twelve people staring at screens in shifts, because the network doesn’t

sleep and neither do the alerts. Add the overnight rotation and the weekend coverage and the guy who’s

on vacation that week. Twelve.

Systems administrators. Eight of them. One for the servers, one for the storage, one for the

virtualization, one for the backups, one for the email, one for the identity system, one for the thing

nobody remembers setting up in 2017, and one who just started and is trying to figure out who set up

what in 2017.

Network engineers. Six. The routers, the switches, the firewalls, the WAN links between offices, the VPN

that works most of the time, the wireless that doesn’t cover the corner of the warehouse.

Security team. Eight. The SOC analysts, the vulnerability people, the compliance person, the one who

writes the reports nobody reads until the audit. They cost more than everyone else and they know it.

Database people. Four. Application support. Six. The desktop team that actually walks the floors. Five.

Then the managers. A manager for the helpdesk, a manager for the NOC, a manager for the sysadmins,

a manager for the network team, a manager for security. Five managers who spend their days in

meetings with each other about the tickets their teams are drowning in.
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Directors. Three. A director of infrastructure, a director of operations, a director of security. Their job is

meetings. Meetings with the managers. Meetings with the vendors. Meetings with each other. Meetings

about meetings, I’m not kidding, there’s a pre-meeting before the quarterly review meeting.

VPs. Two. A VP of IT and a VP of security, or one VP of IT and one “chief of staff to the CIO.” Pick your

flavor. Same cost.

CIO. One. The one who presents the budget to the board and explains why the thing that cost seventy-

five salaries still has a ticket queue three weeks deep.

Seventy-five.

Now watch what those seventy-five people do on a Tuesday.

Tier one gets a ticket: the finance server is slow. Tier one looks at it, can’t figure it out, escalates to tier

two. Tier two looks at it, suspects it’s a network problem, hands it to the NOC. The NOC checks the

monitoring, sees nothing red, hands it back. Tier two opens a bridge call. The sysadmin joins. The

network engineer joins. Somebody says “storage,” so the storage admin joins. Now there are six people

on a call about a slow finance server.

The storage admin finds it: a disk is filling up. The log files from the finance application are eating the

volume. The application team gets called. The application team says the logs are fine, that’s how the

app works, talk to the vendor. The vendor gets called. The vendor says you need to upgrade to the new

version. The new version needs a new server. The new server needs a change ticket. The change ticket

needs the change advisory board. The change advisory board meets next Thursday.

It’s Tuesday. The finance server stays slow until next Thursday.

Meanwhile, in the security team: a vulnerability scan flagged four hundred “critical” findings. The

vulnerability people triage. Most are false positives. Some are real. The real ones get tickets. The tickets

go to the sysadmins. The sysadmins are on the bridge call about the finance server. The tickets sit. The

compliance person writes the report. The report says patching is on track. Nobody reads the report until

the audit.

The directors are in a meeting about the ticket queue. The managers are in a meeting about the bridge

call. The VPs are in a meeting about the budget. The CIO is in a meeting with the board explaining why

the thing that cost seventy-five salaries still has a ticket queue three weeks deep.

You know what I’m describing? You’re nodding. Because you’ve lived it.

Here’s the math nobody shows you.

Seventy-five people. Average loaded cost — salary, benefits, taxes, insurance, the laptop, the desk, the

training, the turnover — call it what you want. The number isn’t the point. The shape is the point.

The shape is a pyramid. A wide base of people doing work, a shrinking middle of people managing the

people doing work, and a narrow top of people meeting about the people managing the people doing

work.
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The shape is meetings. Every layer of that pyramid generates meetings. The managers meet. The

directors meet. The VPs meet. The bridge calls. The change board. The war rooms. A meeting isn’t free.

A meeting with twelve people for an hour costs twelve hours. The org has, on a quiet week, two hundred

hours of meetings. On a loud week — an outage week, an audit week, a vendor-renewal week — five

hundred.

The shape is the ticket queue. Work enters at the bottom and climbs. Tier one to tier two to tier three to

engineering. Every handoff is a translation. Every translation loses something. The ticket that started as

“the finance server is slow” becomes “investigate performance degradation” becomes “storage capacity

issue” becomes “pending vendor upgrade” becomes “change board next Thursday.” The ticket aged two

weeks. The problem never changed.

The shape is rebuilt work. The NOC builds a dashboard. The sysadmins build a different dashboard.

The security team builds a third dashboard. Three dashboards, three versions of the truth, nobody trusts

any of them. The network team documents the network in a spreadsheet. The spreadsheet is from 2021.

The network changed in 2022. Nobody updated the spreadsheet. The new hire updates it. The new hire

leaves. The spreadsheet rots.

The shape is turnover. Every time a person leaves, knowledge walks out the door with them. The

backup process that only Dave understood. The firewall rule that only Priya could explain. The

workaround for the finance server that only Marcus knew. Dave leaves. Priya leaves. Marcus leaves.

The knowledge leaves with them. The replacements rebuild it, badly, from tickets and spreadsheets and

guesswork. This happens constantly. It’s not a bug in the machine. It IS the machine.

Let me put illustrative numbers on it, because I want you to feel the weight.

Model it out. Seventy-five loaded salaries. Even at modest numbers — and enterprise IT is not modest

— you’re looking at millions of dollars a year. Millions. Every year. Forever. Because the machine

doesn’t get cheaper. It gets more expensive. Every year there’s a new tool to buy, a new certification to

pay for, a new compliance requirement that needs two more people.

And the tools! I haven’t even mentioned the tools. The monitoring platform. The ticketing platform. The

security stack — the SIEM, the endpoint protection, the vulnerability scanner, the firewall subscriptions,

the email security. The backup software. The remote management tool. Each one with a per-seat

license, an annual renewal, a vendor rep who takes you to lunch and raises the price 8% in January.

The old machine doesn’t just cost seventy-five salaries. It costs seventy-five salaries plus a vendor

ecosystem that feeds on the machine. Every vendor sells to the shape. The shape needs tools for each

layer. The tools need people to run them. The people need managers. The managers need meetings.

It’s a beautiful business model. For the vendors.

Now the meeting math, because this one makes executives uncomfortable.

Take a quiet week. Two hundred hours of meetings. That’s two hundred hours of salary — of the most

expensive salaries in the building, because meetings skew upward. The directors meet. The VPs meet.

The managers meet. The bridge calls pull six engineers off real work for two hours.
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Two hundred hours a week. Ten thousand hours a year. That’s five full-time people doing nothing but

sitting in rooms talking about the work instead of doing the work.

On a loud week — outage, audit, renewal — double it. Ten people doing nothing but meetings.

You’re paying for a conference center that occasionally fixes computers.

And the ticket queue. Let me show you the queue’s real cost, because nobody measures it.

A ticket sits for three weeks. During those three weeks, the person who opened it works around the

problem. They build a spreadsheet instead of using the system. They email files instead of using the

share. They develop a workaround, and the workaround becomes the process, and the process

becomes “how we’ve always done it.” The ticket finally gets resolved — maybe — but the workaround

stays. Forever.

Multiply that by a thousand tickets a year. The company accumulates workarounds like plaque in an

artery. The official systems and the real processes drift apart. New hires learn the workarounds, not the

systems. The IT department thinks everything is fine because the ticket got closed. The business is

running on duct tape and nobody knows.

That’s the hidden tax of the queue. Not the waiting. The workarounds.

Now, I want to be fair. Those seventy-five people are good people. They’re smart. They work hard. The

problem is not the people. The problem is the shape.

The shape was built for a world that doesn’t exist anymore.

It was built for the world of the 1990s and 2000s, when every company had to own everything: the

servers in the closet, the phone system on the wall, the software on the disk. When IT meant building

the machine and then keeping the machine running. When the only way to watch the machine was to

hire people to stare at it.

That world is gone. The servers are in the cloud. The phone system is software. The software updates

itself. And the shape — the seventy-five-person pyramid — is still standing there, staring at screens,

sitting in meetings, climbing ticket queues, rebuilding work, walking out the door with all the knowledge

in their heads.

You’re paying for a shape, not a result.

Here’s what I want you to hold onto, because the whole rest of this book hangs on it:

Seventy-five people is not a capability. It’s a cost structure.

Capability is what happens. Cost structure is what you pay. The old way confuses the two. It says: we

have seventy-five people, therefore we have enterprise IT. But the ticket queue is three weeks deep.

The audit is a fire drill. The knowledge is in people’s heads. The meetings eat the week.

What if capability doesn’t require the cost structure?

What if the staring at screens — the watching, the monitoring, the 2 a.m. alerts — doesn’t need twelve

people in shifts, because the watcher never gets tired and never blinks and never quits?
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What if the ticket queue doesn’t need three tiers of handoffs, because the thing reading the ticket

already knows the network, the servers, the storage, the logs, the 2017 thing nobody documented, and

it starts fixing before the human finishes reading?

What if the meetings don’t need to happen, because there’s no translation loss when the same mind

sees the whole picture at once?

What if the knowledge doesn’t walk out the door, because it was never in a person’s head in the first

place?

I’m not selling you a tool. I’m asking you to look at the shape and say it out loud: this is what we pay for,

and this is what we get.

Seventy-five people. A pyramid of meetings, queues, and rebuilt work. Knowledge that evaporates every

time someone resigns.

That’s the old way. That’s the cost.

Now let me show you the other shape.

2. The Rookie’s Question

I am not an engineer.

Let me say that again, because it matters more than anything else in this book: I am not an engineer. I

never wrote a line of production code. I never sat in a computer science lecture. I am a network

engineer by trade — twenty-four years of hands-on work, cables and routers and the 2 a.m. calls — but

the building, the architecture, the theory of how systems think? Nobody taught me that. I figured it out

because I had to.

I’m from Delaware. Small state. People underestimate Delaware. They think it’s a rest stop between

New York and Washington. It’s not. It’s a place where you learn to do the work yourself because there’s

nobody else around to do it.

So when I looked at the seventy-five-person machine from Chapter 1, I didn’t see it the way an

enterprise architect sees it. I didn’t see reporting lines and service levels and governance frameworks.

I saw a plumbing problem.

Let me explain. A network is plumbing. I mean that literally. Data flows through pipes. Sometimes the

pipe leaks. Sometimes the pipe bursts. Sometimes the pressure drops and everything slows down. And

when something leaks, you don’t convene a committee about the leak. You don’t open a ticket and

escalate it through three tiers of plumbers. You find the leak and you fix the pipe.

Twenty-four years. That’s what I did. Find the leak. Fix the pipe. Repeat.

And here’s what twenty-four years of leak-fixing teaches you: the problem is almost never the pipe. The

problem is that nobody watches the pipes.
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Companies build these beautiful org charts. Boxes and lines. Seventy-five boxes. And they think the org

chart IS the organism. They think if you draw enough boxes and connect them with enough lines, the

company will work.

But the org chart isn’t the organism. The org chart is a drawing of an organism that doesn’t exist.

An organism is alive. It breathes. It heals. It notices when something is wrong and fixes it before the

thing breaks. Your body doesn’t open a ticket when you cut your finger. It doesn’t escalate to tier two. It

doesn’t wait for the change advisory board. It just heals. Because the healing is built into the design, not

bolted onto the side.

That was the rookie’s question. The whole book, right there in one sentence:

What if the org chart isn’t the organism?

What if you stopped drawing boxes and started building something alive?

Now, here’s the part where I tell you something true about credentials, because somebody reading this

is going to say: who is this guy? A network engineer from Delaware is going to tell me how to run

enterprise IT?

Yes. And here’s why.

The credential is the result.

I don’t have the degree. I don’t have the alphabet after my name. I don’t have the consulting firm’s logo

on the slide deck. What I have is the thing working. The system runs. It runs at night while I sleep. It

watches things I can’t watch. It fixes things I can’t fix. It does the work of the machine from Chapter 1

without the machine.

That’s the credential. Not the paper. The proof.

And the proof came from the rookie’s advantage: I didn’t know what was impossible.

Every expert in enterprise IT knows the machine from Chapter 1 is the only way. They were trained on it.

They were certified on it. They built careers inside it. They have every reason to defend it and no reason

to question it. They can’t see past the shape because the shape is their whole world.

I didn’t have a shape. I had a problem. The problem was: how does a small company — zero revenue,

starting from nothing, just me and a few people — do the work of seventy-five?

I couldn’t hire seventy-five people. I didn’t have the money. But I had something else. I had the new

tools. The artificial intelligence, the automation, the systems that don’t sleep. And I had twenty-four

years of knowing where the leaks are.

So I asked the rookie’s question: what if the org chart isn’t the organism? And then I started building the

organism.

I remember the night the question arrived. Not the exact date — I don’t keep a diary of revelations — but

I remember the feeling. 2 a.m. A client’s network down. I’m on the phone, walking a junior tech through a

firewall rule, and I’m thinking: I’ve done this exact call forty times. Forty times, same problem, same fix,

same 2 a.m.
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And I thought: why am I still doing this? Not why is the network down — networks go down, that’s the

job. But why is a human being — me, awake at 2 a.m., forty times — the mechanism for this fix? The fix

is known. The steps are documented. The pattern is obvious. Why does this require a person?

That was the first crack. The rookie’s question didn’t arrive as philosophy. It arrived as exhaustion.

Here’s what twenty-four years in the field gives you that no certification teaches: you see the patterns.

The same outages. The same misconfigurations. The same “we’ve never seen this before” that you’ve

seen seventeen times. The work is not mysterious. It’s repetitive. And repetitive work performed by

expensive, tired humans at 2 a.m. is not a profession — it’s a failure of imagination.

But the industry calls it a profession. It built careers on it. It built certifications on it. It built the entire

seventy-five-person machine on the assumption that this work REQUIRES humans — requires the

pyramid, the shifts, the escalations, the meetings.

Nobody questioned it because everybody inside it was too tired to question it. They were too busy being

the mechanism.

I was the mechanism. For twenty-four years. And I’m grateful for it, because the mechanism learns

things the architect never will. The architect designs the network on a whiteboard. The mechanism is

under the floor at midnight tracing the cable the architect forgot to document. The mechanism knows

where the bodies are buried, because the mechanism buried them.

That’s the rookie’s advantage nobody talks about. The expert knows the theory. The rookie — the one in

the field, in the dark, at 2 a.m. — knows the reality. And when the reality contradicts the theory for the

forty-first time, the rookie asks the question the expert can’t: what if the theory is wrong?

What if the org chart isn’t the organism?

Delaware taught me the rest. Small state. No big tech campus. No army of specialists down the hall.

When something breaks in Delaware, you fix it yourself, because the specialist is two states away and

the client needed it fixed an hour ago. You learn to be the whole team. You learn that one person who

understands the whole picture is worth ten people who each understand a slice.

The seventy-five-person machine is built on slices. Each person knows their slice. Nobody knows the

whole pie. That’s why the bridge call needs six people — because the knowledge is distributed across

six heads, and the problem doesn’t respect the distribution.

What if one mind knew the whole pie? Not a human mind — a human mind can’t hold it, that’s the whole

problem. But a system could. A system that never sleeps, never forgets, never quits, never has a bad

day. A system that holds the entire picture — the network, the servers, the security, the history, the 2017

thing — all at once, all the time.

That’s not replacing people. That’s replacing the slices with the pie.

People hear this and they think I’m anti-human. I’m the opposite. I’m pro-human. Humans are for

judgment, for vision, for the 0.1% — the call that needs a person. What’s anti-human is using people as

monitoring screens. As ticket routers. As the 2 a.m. mechanism for a fix that’s been documented forty

times. That’s not a job. That’s a waste of a human being.
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The credential is the result.

I want to say this carefully, because it’s the most important paragraph in the chapter. In the old machine,

the credential comes first: the degree, the certification, the title, and THEN you’re allowed to have

answers. The credential is the permission slip.

I flipped it. The result comes first. The system works. It watches. It fixes. It verifies. It runs at 99.9% while

I sleep. That’s the credential. Not the paper. The proof.

And the proof is checkable. You don’t have to believe me. You don’t have to trust the rookie from

Delaware. Watch the organism work. Look at the stream — the live data, five-second currency, not a

slide deck. Look at the leaks it found. Look at the pipes it fixed. The result is the resume.

This is the message for the ants. You don’t need the permission slip. You need the result. Build the

thing. Make it work. Let the work speak.

The experts will say it’s impossible. They said that about every rookie’s question in history. The taxi

companies had the data. The hotels had the data. The data said the old way was the only way, because

the data was collected inside the old way.

Step outside the shape, and the data changes.

That’s what I did. I stepped outside the seventy-five-person shape and asked the rookie’s question. And

then — because asking isn’t enough, because wonderings are the stop sign and imperatives are the

order — I built the answer.

The answer is what we call the Corporate Function Model.

But before I do, I want you to sit with the question for a minute, because the question is more important

than the answer.

Every big change in business started as a rookie’s question. Somebody who didn’t know the rules well

enough to obey them.

The taxi companies knew you needed a fleet. A rookie asked: what if you don’t need the fleet?

The hotels knew you needed buildings. A rookie asked: what if you don’t need the buildings?

The enterprise IT world knows you need seventy-five people. I’m the rookie asking: what if you don’t

need the seventy-five?

Not because the work goes away. The work is real. The watching is real. The fixing is real. The

knowledge is real. All of it has to happen.

But the people-shaped container for the work — the pyramid, the meetings, the handoffs, the knowledge

walking out the door — that’s not the work. That’s the container. And containers can change.

This isn’t supposed to WOW the giants. Let me say that straight, because it’s the whole philosophy of

this book in one line: this isn’t supposed to WOW the giants, this is to inspire the ants.

The giants have their seventy-five people. They have their budgets and their VPs and their quarterly

reviews. I’m not writing this for them. They’ll come around or they won’t.
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I’m writing this for the ants. The small company with three people and a big problem. The IT manager

who knows the machine is broken but can’t say it in the meeting. The owner who pays for seventy-five

salaries’ worth of managed services and still waits three weeks for a ticket. The rookie who doesn’t have

the credential but has the question.

If you’re an ant carrying ten times your weight: this book is for you.

The credential is the result. Watch what the organism does. Then decide.

The next chapter is where we start building. The foundation. The part nobody sees. The part that makes

everything else possible.

Roots first. Always roots first.

3. Workers, Layers, Rings

Every organism starts with the parts nobody sees.

A tree doesn’t start with the branches. It starts with the roots, underground, in the dark, doing the work

nobody photographs. That’s why the foundation of our model is named for my father, George. The

internal ops engine. The roots. The work nobody sees.

Let me walk you through the bottom three levels of the Corporate Function Model. Workers. Layers.

Rings. This is the foundation. Get this right and everything above it stands. Get it wrong and nothing

above it matters.

WORKERS.

A worker does one thing. That’s it. One job. One task. One piece of work, done completely.

A worker watches a server. A worker reads a log file. A worker checks a backup. A worker scans a

firewall rule. A worker answers a question. A worker writes a report. One thing.

This sounds simple. It’s not. Simple is the hardest thing to build.

In the old machine from Chapter 1, nobody does one thing. The sysadmin does eight things. The

network engineer does six things. The security analyst does twelve things. Everybody does a little of

everything, which means nobody does anything completely. Context switching eats the day. The ticket

about the firewall gets interrupted by the call about the server gets interrupted by the alert about the

storage. Nothing finishes. Everything is half-done.

A worker does one thing. When it’s done, it’s done. Completely. Then the worker does it again. And

again. Forever. Without getting tired. Without getting interrupted. Without quitting and walking out the

door with all the knowledge in its head.

Here’s the part that matters: a worker is not a person. A worker is a function. A piece of the system built

to do one job perfectly, every time, on schedule, without fail.
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Think of it like this. In your body, a red blood cell does one thing: it carries oxygen. It doesn’t also digest

food and fight infections and think thoughts. It carries oxygen. Billions of them. Each doing one thing.

And because each does one thing perfectly, the body lives.

That’s a worker. One thing. Perfectly. Forever.

Let me show you a worker in action, because abstract is the enemy.

It’s 2:47 a.m. A backup job fails. In the old machine, here’s what happens: the failure generates an alert.

The alert goes to the NOC. The NOC tech on shift sees it, acknowledges it, and — because it’s 2:47

a.m. and there are forty other alerts — puts it in the queue for the morning. Morning comes. The backup

admin sees the ticket. The backup admin investigates. The backup admin finds the cause: a disk filled

up. The backup admin clears the disk, reruns the job. Total elapsed time: seven hours. Total human

attention: forty-five minutes spread across two people and a shift change.

In the organism, here’s what happens: the backup worker — the one whose single job is watching

backups — sees the failure at 2:47 a.m. and one second. It checks the cause. Disk full. It checks the

disk. Log files. It checks the log files. Safe to clear. It clears them. It reruns the job. The job succeeds. It

records everything: the failure, the cause, the action, the result. Total elapsed time: four minutes. Total

human attention: zero.

The layer above the backup worker saves the life of the incident. Next month, when a different disk fills

up on a different server, the layer remembers: last time it was log files, here’s what we did, here’s what

worked. The worker doesn’t start from zero. It starts from experience.

The ring above the layer verifies: did the backup actually complete? Is the data restorable? The ring

doesn’t trust the “success” message — it checks. It runs a test restore of a sample file. The file restores.

The ring records the verification. Now it’s not just done — it’s proven.

Nobody woke up. Nobody opened a ticket. Nobody had a meeting about it. The client finds out in the

morning report: backup failed at 2:47, resolved at 2:51, verified at 2:53. Four minutes. Zero humans.

Proven.

That’s one worker. Now multiply it by every function in the operation. Every server watched. Every log

read. Every backup checked. Every firewall rule scanned. Every certificate monitored for expiry. Every

disk watched for capacity. Every service checked for health. Each one a worker, doing one thing,

perfectly, forever.

In the old machine, that coverage took twelve people in shifts. Twelve salaries. Twelve humans staring

at screens, missing things, handing off at shift change, losing context.

In the organism, it’s workers. They don’t take shifts. They don’t hand off. They don’t lose context,

because the context is saved in the layer — the soil — every single time.

LAYERS.

Now stack the workers. Put management between them. That’s a layer.
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A layer does two things. It manages the workers under it — tells them what to do, when to do it, checks

that they did it. And it saves life.

“Save life” is our phrase. Let me explain what it means.

In the old machine, work happens and then it vanishes. Dave fixes the finance server. Dave knows what

he did. Dave leaves. The knowledge is gone. The work happened, but the life of the work — what was

learned, what was tried, what failed, what finally worked — died with Dave’s resignation letter.

A layer saves the life of the work. Every action a worker takes is recorded. Every decision is logged.

Every result is stored. Every failure is kept, because the failure teaches. Every fix is kept, because the

fix is the asset. The layer doesn’t just manage the doing — it preserves the meaning of the doing.

Nothing managed is forgotten. That’s the rule of the layer. Nothing.

Think of a layer as the soil around the roots. The roots do the growing. The soil holds the memory of

every season — what was planted, what grew, what died, what the ground needs next year. Without the

soil, the roots have nowhere to grow. Without the memory, the work has nowhere to land.

We built eleven layers. Eleven. Each one managing its workers, each one saving the life of everything

its workers do. The foundation is deep because the building is tall. You don’t put a skyscraper on a slab.

You dig.

RINGS.

Now the protection. The verification that never sleeps.

A ring watches a layer. It checks the work. It verifies the results. It catches what the layer missed. And it

never, ever sleeps.

Here’s why rings exist: trust, but verify. Actually, no. In our model it’s simpler than that. It’s verify, then

verify again, then verify again.

Our standard is 99.9% self-sufficiency. Read that number carefully. Ninety-nine point nine percent. That

means the system runs itself — watches, fixes, reports, heals — 99.9% of the time, without a human

touching it. The 0.1% is the human. The judgment call. The thing that needs a person.

You don’t get to 99.9% with good intentions. You get there with testing and layers upon layers of

checking. Every layer catches what the last one missed. The worker does the work. The layer checks

the worker. The ring checks the layer. Another ring checks the ring. Down and down and down, until the

chance of something slipping through is smaller than the chance of a human catching it on a good day.

We built eighty-two rings. Eighty-two. Each one a circle of verification around the work it protects. Each

one running constantly. Each one recording everything it sees, because rings save life too — the life of

the watching, the history of every check, every catch, every near-miss.

Let me put this in plain words, because the numbers can make your eyes glaze over.

Eighty-two rings means: there are eighty-two separate watchers, each checking a different part of the

operation, each one running all the time, each one writing down what it sees, each one able to raise the

alarm the instant something is wrong.
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In the old machine, the watching was twelve people in a NOC, in shifts, staring at screens, missing

things because humans miss things. Eyes get tired. Attention wanders. The 3 a.m. alert gets

acknowledged and forgotten.

A ring doesn’t have eyes. It doesn’t get tired. It doesn’t have a 3 a.m. It just watches. And when it sees

something, it doesn’t open a ticket and wait for tier one. It acts. It fixes. It records. It moves on.

And here’s the beautiful part: the rings talk to each other. When one ring catches something, the others

learn. The verification network gets smarter every day. Not because somebody trained it in a classroom.

Because it lived through the thing and saved the life of the experience.

And here’s the beautiful part: the rings talk to each other. When one ring catches something, the others

learn. The verification network gets smarter every day. Not because somebody trained it in a classroom.

Because it lived through the thing and saved the life of the experience.

Let me give you the ring version of the 2 a.m. story, because the rings are where the magic hides.

Same night. 3:12 a.m. A different server. The monitoring worker reports everything green — CPU fine,

memory fine, disk fine, services responding. Green across the board.

But a ring — the one that watches for patterns, not just thresholds — notices something. The response

time on the database queries has been climbing for six nights. Not enough to trip an alert. Not enough

for a human to notice. Just a slow, steady climb. Two milliseconds a night. Twelve milliseconds over the

week.

A human wouldn’t catch it. The NOC tech sees green and moves on. The trend is invisible at the

threshold level.

The ring sees it because the ring doesn’t look at thresholds. It looks at life. It has the history — every

query time, every night, saved by the layer — and it sees the shape of the curve. The curve says: in

eleven days, this crosses the line. In eleven days, the application slows down. In eleven days,

somebody opens a ticket.

The ring doesn’t wait eleven days. It investigates now. It finds the cause: a database index fragmenting,

a little more each night. It rebuilds the index. The curve flattens. The ticket that would have been opened

in eleven days never exists.

Nobody knows. Nobody needs to know. The morning report says: prevented incident, database index

rebuilt, response time restored. The client never felt a thing.

That’s a ring. Not watching for red. Watching for the shape of trouble before it’s trouble. Verification that

never sleeps means prevention that never sleeps.

Eighty-two of those. Each watching a different shape. Each learning from every night. Each saving the

life of what it sees.

In the old machine, prevention was a senior engineer with twenty years of experience who “just had a

feeling” about the database. When that engineer left, the feeling left with them. In the organism, the

feeling is in the ring. It doesn’t leave. It compounds.
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That’s the foundation.

Eighty-two rings. Eleven layers. Countless workers, each doing one thing perfectly.

Nobody sees this. The client never sees a worker. The client never sees a layer. The client never sees a

ring. Just like nobody sees the roots of the tree. But the tree doesn’t stand without them.

This is the George level. The internal ops engine. The roots. My father’s name is on this part of the

system because my father taught me that the work nobody sees is the work that matters most. He

worked his whole life in the background. The foundation. The quiet part. The part that holds everything

up.

When I named the internal engine after him, I wasn’t being sentimental. I was being accurate. The roots

are George. They always were.

Now the foundation is set. The roots are in the ground. The soil holds the memory. The watchers are

watching.

Time to grow upward. Time for the parts with gravity.

4. Planets, Universes, Nebula

The roots are in the ground. Now the tree grows up.

A tree has a direction. Roots go down. Everything else reaches for the light. In our model, the upward

levels have gravity — they pull the work toward purpose. Workers do. Layers manage. Rings protect.

But somebody has to decide what the doing is FOR.

That’s where the planets come in.

PLANETS.

A planet is a director. Not a person with a title and a corner office. A function with gravity.

Let me explain gravity, because it’s the whole idea.

In space, a planet’s gravity holds its moons in orbit. The moons don’t fly off into the dark. They don’t

crash into each other. They circle the planet, each in its path, because the gravity organizes them.

In our model, a planet does the same thing to the rings and layers below it. It holds them in orbit. It gives

them direction. The security rings, the network rings, the monitoring rings — they all orbit a planet that

says: this is what we’re protecting, this is the standard, this is the mission.

In the old machine, the director was a person in meetings. The director of infrastructure spent the day in

conference rooms, reading reports that were already old, making decisions about things that happened

last week. The gravity was slow. By the time the direction reached the workers, the situation had

changed.
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A planet’s gravity is instant. The direction flows down through the rings and layers at the speed of the

system. No meeting. No report. No game of telephone from the director to the manager to the team lead

to the engineer. The planet decides, and the orbit adjusts.

Here’s a plain-words example. The security planet sees a new threat pattern — say, a type of attack

hitting companies in our region. In the old machine, this becomes a security bulletin, a team meeting, a

ticket queue, a patching schedule, a status report. Two weeks.

In our model, the security planet updates its gravity. Every ring in its orbit knows immediately. The

workers start checking for the pattern. The layers record what they find. The verification tightens. The

whole security apparatus shifts in minutes, not weeks. And it saves the life of the shift — what was seen,

what was done, what worked — so the next time, it’s faster.

Planets are directors with gravity. Not directors with calendars.

Let me show you gravity in a second scenario, because the threat example was security and I want you

to see it in plain operations.

A client’s business is growing. They’re adding people — ten new hires next month. In the old machine,

this triggers a process. HR tells IT. IT opens tickets. The sysadmin creates accounts. The network team

provisions ports. The security team assigns access. Somebody forgets the VPN. Somebody else forgets

the printer. The new hires start Monday; three of them can’t log in until Wednesday. The tickets get

closed. The lessons don’t get learned. Next quarter, same thing.

In the organism, the growth planet — the one whose gravity is the client’s business trajectory — already

knows. It saw the hiring pattern in the HR system. It saw the capacity trend. It started preparing two

weeks ago: accounts staged, access mapped to roles, the VPN profiles built, the printer queues ready.

The layers saved the life of every previous onboarding — what was missed last time, what the new hires

actually needed on day one versus what IT thought they needed.

Monday morning, ten new hires log in. Everything works. Not because somebody rushed on Friday.

Because gravity pulled the preparation into orbit weeks before anyone asked.

That’s a planet. It doesn’t react to the business. It orbits WITH the business. The direction flows down

before the need becomes a ticket.

Now, here’s the part the old machine can’t replicate: planets adjust each other’s gravity.

The security planet says: lock it down. The growth planet says: move fast. In the old machine, that’s a

fight between the security director and the operations director, resolved in a meeting, documented in a

compromise nobody likes.

In the organism, the planets negotiate gravitationally. The security planet tightens verification on the new

accounts. The growth planet accelerates provisioning. Both happen. Neither waits for the other. The

universe — the body they both live in — stays balanced, because the planets are in orbit around the

same center: the client’s interest.

No meeting. No compromise memo. Just gravity, doing what gravity does.
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UNIVERSES.

Now zoom out. A universe is a department. But not a department the way the old machine means it.

In the old machine, a department is a box on the org chart. The IT department. The security department.

The operations department. Each box has a budget, a headcount, a VP, and a border. The borders are

the problem. The network team won’t touch the server. The server team won’t touch the application. The

application team won’t touch the network. Every border is a place where work stops and tickets start.

A universe is a whole body. Not a box. A body.

Think about your body again. You don’t have a “heart department” and a “lung department” with a border

between them. The heart and the lungs work together because they’re part of one organism. The blood

carries oxygen from the lungs to the heart to the muscles. No tickets. No handoffs. No border disputes.

A universe is a department that works like a body. The network planet, the systems planet, the security

planet — they don’t sit in separate boxes throwing tickets over the wall. They orbit together inside one

universe. The universe is the VP level. The whole function. Infrastructure as one living thing. Security as

one living thing. Operations as one living thing.

The old machine had departments that were really just collections of teams sharing a budget line. Our

universes are departments that are really organisms — every planet in gravitational relationship with

every other planet, all moving together, all serving one purpose.

Here’s what that means in practice. A client’s network slows down. In the old machine, that’s three

departments: network, systems, applications. Three ticket queues. Three managers. One bridge call.

In our model, it’s one universe. The infrastructure universe sees the whole picture at once — the

network planet, the systems planet, the application planet, all orbiting together, all sharing the same

view. The slowdown is diagnosed from every angle simultaneously. The fix comes from wherever the fix

lives. No borders. No handoffs. One body, healing itself.

Here’s the deeper cut. Universes have memory that departments don’t.

A department in the old machine remembers what its people remember. The network department knows

what the network engineers know. When they leave, the department forgets. The new engineers rebuild

the knowledge from scratch, and they rebuild it differently, and now the department “knows” something

different than it knew last year. Departments have amnesia with a budget.

A universe remembers everything, because the layers below it save life. Every incident. Every fix. Every

pattern. Every near-miss the rings caught. The universe doesn’t just hold the planets — it holds their

history. When the infrastructure universe faces a slowdown it’s seen before, it doesn’t diagnose from

scratch. It remembers. The diagnosis starts from experience, not from zero.

That’s the difference between a body and a box. A body learns. A box just holds things.

And universes talk to each other the way systems in a body talk to each other — through the

bloodstream, not through tickets. When the security universe sees a threat pattern, the infrastructure
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universe knows instantly. Not via an email. Not via a ticket. Via the shared life of the organism. The left

hand knows what the right hand is doing because they’re the same body.

In the old machine, the security team finds a vulnerability and opens a ticket for the infrastructure team.

The infrastructure team puts it in the queue. The queue is three weeks deep. The vulnerability sits.

Everybody did their job. Nobody secured anything.

In the organism, the security universe sees it, the infrastructure universe feels it, the fix flows like blood

to the wound. No ticket. No queue. No three weeks.

NEBULA.

Now the top of the living system, just below the doctrine and the humans. The nebula. The C-level. The

cloud.

A nebula is where stars are born. In space, it’s a vast cloud of gas and dust where gravity slowly pulls

matter together until — ignition — a star lights up. Strategy works the same way.

The C-level in the old machine was a person. The CIO. One human being, sitting in meetings, reading

summaries of summaries, making decisions based on information that had been filtered through five

layers of management. By the time the truth reached the top, it wasn’t the truth anymore. It was a

presentation.

The nebula is the cloud where strategy condenses. All the information from the universes below —

every planet’s gravity, every ring’s verification, every layer’s saved life — rises up into the nebula. And in

the nebula, patterns form. Not because somebody wrote a report. Because the density of information

reaches the point where the picture becomes clear on its own.

Think of weather. A cloud doesn’t form because somebody decided to make a cloud. It forms because

enough water vapor gathered in one place, at the right temperature, and condensation happened. The

cloud is the inevitable result of the conditions.

Strategy in the nebula works the same way. Enough truth gathers in one place, and the right move

condenses out of it. Not a guess. Not a gamble. Not a gut feeling from a CIO who read half the briefing

on the way to the board meeting. The move that the data demands.

And here’s the key: the nebula is honest. It can’t spin. It can’t hide a bad quarter behind a good slide

deck. It can’t blame another department, because there are no departments — there are universes, and

the nebula sees all of them. The truth is the truth. The numbers are the numbers. The leaks are visible.

That’s why the nebula sits just below the doctrine. Because strategy without doctrine is just ambition.

The cloud needs the law above it — the thing that says what we stand for, what we won’t do, where the

line is.

Which brings us to the God Code. And the God Door.

But before we go there, stand back and look at what we’ve built.
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Workers doing one thing perfectly. Layers managing and saving the life of everything. Rings verifying

without sleep. Planets pulling it all into orbit with gravity. Universes holding the planets as one body. The

nebula gathering all of it into strategy.

Roots, trunk, branches, reaching for the light.

The tree is almost complete. But a tree without sunlight is just wood. The growth — the branches

reaching outward, the future — that’s the Corey level. My son’s name is on the growth of this system,

because he’s the reason it exists. The tree I’m planting that I’ll never see the shade of.

And the sunlight — the thing that feeds the growth, the exposure, the leads, the clients, the market

seeing what we’ve built — that’s the Chrissy level. My sister’s name. Marketing. The sun.

Roots: George. Branches: Corey. Sunlight: Chrissy.

Family isn’t decoration in this model. It’s the architecture. The people I love most are the forces that hold

the system together, because love is the only thing I trust to never quit.

Two levels left. The doctrine. And the door.

5. God Code, God Door

Every company has rules. Almost none of them have a door.

Let me explain the difference, because this chapter is about the two highest levels of the model before

the humans — and they’re the two most misunderstood.

GOD CODE.

The God Code is the doctrine. Not the policy manual. Not the employee handbook. Not the three-ring

binder of procedures that sits on a shelf and gets updated once a year by somebody in compliance.

The doctrine is the law of the organism. The thing that doesn’t change when the situation changes. The

thing that’s true at 2 a.m. during an outage and true at 2 p.m. during a board meeting.

Every living thing has a code. Your DNA is a code. It doesn’t negotiate. It doesn’t make exceptions. It

says: this is how we build a human, every time, no matter what. The God Code is the DNA of the

company.

Here’s what’s in ours. I’m going to give it to you straight, because doctrine that needs a paragraph to

explain isn’t doctrine.

We learn, we fix, we adjust, we scrub, we move forward to the next.

That’s it. That’s the operating loop. Six steps. Every failure goes through all six. We learn what

happened. We fix what’s broken. We adjust so it doesn’t happen again. We scrub — we clean out the

rot, the workaround, the thing we tolerated. And we move forward to the next. No blame. No meeting

about the blame. No report about the meeting. Learn, fix, adjust, scrub, move.
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99.9% self-sufficiency. That’s the standard. Not a goal. Not an aspiration. The standard. The system

runs itself 99.9% of the time. If it doesn’t, that’s a failure, and failures go through the loop: learn, fix,

adjust, scrub, move.

Nothing managed is forgotten. Every action saved. Every lesson kept. The system never makes the

same mistake twice, because the mistake is in the soil now, feeding the next season.

The human deliverable: hold it, sign it, pay for it. Anything the system produces for a client must be

something a human can hold in their hands, sign their name to, and pay money for. Not a demo. Not an

experiment. Not a promise. A deliverable.

Zero-revenue discipline. Exact totals and my approval before any spend. This one is personal. When

you start with nothing — no money coming in, just the work and the belief — you learn the value of

every dollar. That discipline doesn’t go away when the money comes. It’s in the code now. It’s DNA.

These aren’t suggestions. They’re not values on a poster in the break room. They’re the code. The

system enforces them the way your body enforces breathing. Automatically. Without a meeting.

That’s the God Code. The doctrine. The thing that makes the organism what it is, no matter what

happens to it.

Let me show you the code under pressure, because doctrine is easy when things are calm.

A major client. Big contract. Their biggest revenue quarter. Their system goes down on a Monday

morning — not our system, theirs, the one we’re still mapping in the early rungs of the engagement. The

client’s CEO calls. He’s losing money every minute. He wants us to do something fast and unsafe:

bypass the verification, push an untested fix, get them running.

In the old machine, this is where the code breaks. The engineer knows it’s unsafe. The account

manager knows the client is angry. The VP knows the contract is at risk. Somebody makes the call. The

unsafe fix goes in. It works — for three days. Then it corrupts data. Then the real outage begins. Then

the lawyers arrive.

In our model, the request hits the God Code. The code says: layers upon layers of checking. Nothing

skipped. The human deliverable must be something they can hold, sign, pay for — not a gamble. The

code doesn’t know it’s the biggest client. The code doesn’t know it’s the biggest quarter. The code

knows the standard.

So we tell the CEO the truth: we won’t push the untested fix, because the untested fix is how you turn a

Monday problem into a month-long problem. Here’s what we’ll do instead: the safe fix, verified at every

layer, with the rings checking the rings. It takes longer. It’s the right thing. And when it’s done, you’ll hold

the result, sign it, and pay for work that actually worked.

That’s the code under pressure. Not a poster. A spine.

And here’s what happens next, because this is the part the old machine never gets: the client

remembers. Not the outage — everybody has outages. They remember that we said no. That we chose

the standard over the shortcut. That we protected them from their own urgency. That memory becomes

trust. That trust becomes the next contract, and the one after that.
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The code costs you the shortcut. It buys you the relationship.

Zero-revenue discipline is the same story. When you start with nothing — no money coming in, just you

and the work — every dollar is a decision. Do I buy the tool or do I build the workaround? Do I spend on

the ad or do I spend on the server? There’s no budget to hide behind. There’s just the truth: can I afford

this, and does it move the work forward?

Most companies lose that discipline the moment money arrives. The budget becomes a permission slip.

Spending becomes someone else’s problem. The leaks start — the unused licenses, the vanity tools,

the “strategic” expenses that produce nothing.

Our code doesn’t let the discipline expire. Exact totals and my approval before any spend. Not because

we’re cheap. Because every dollar spent without scrutiny is a leak, and I’m a plumber. The G-CFO

watches the money pipes the way the rings watch the servers. A subscription auto-renews that nobody

uses? That’s a leak. The door catches it. The code says no.

People think discipline is about saying no. It’s not. It’s about saying yes to the right things with both eyes

open. When the code approves a spend, it’s because the spend earned it. That’s a better yes than any

budget ever produced.

GOD DOOR.

Now the door. This is the one people don’t get, so let me take my time.

Every company has rules. Rules say what you should do. Rules are written down. Rules are enforced by

people. Rules get bent. Rules get exceptions. Rules get forgotten.

A door doesn’t say what you should do. A door decides what gets through.

Think about your front door. You don’t have a rule that says “burglars should not enter.” You have a door.

The door doesn’t negotiate with the burglar. It doesn’t make exceptions. It doesn’t forget. It’s either open

or closed, and you decide.

The God Door is the gate that everything passes through. Every action the system takes. Every

deliverable it produces. Every change it makes. Every dollar it spends. All of it goes through the door.

The door checks against the code. Does this action match the doctrine? Does it serve the standard?

Does it produce a human deliverable? Is the spending disciplined? If yes, the door opens. If no, the door

stays shut. No appeal. No override. No “but this time it’s different.”

Why does a company need a door and not just rules?

Because rules are enforced by people, and people get tired. People get pressured. People make

exceptions for the big client, the urgent deadline, the quarter that’s about to close. Every exception is a

crack. Every crack is a leak. And I’ve spent twenty-four years fixing leaks. I know how they start. They

start with “just this once.”

The door doesn’t do “just this once.” The door doesn’t know what quarter it is. The door doesn’t care

how big the client is. The door checks the code, and the code is the code.
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Let me give you a plain-words example. A client wants us to cut a corner — skip the verification step to

hit a deadline. In the old machine, this becomes a discussion. The engineer pushes back. The manager

overrides. The director approves the exception. The corner gets cut. The verification gets skipped. Six

months later, the thing that wasn’t verified fails, and nobody remembers the exception.

In our model, the request goes to the door. The door checks the code: 99.9% self-sufficiency, layers

upon layers of checking, nothing skipped. The door says no. Not because a person said no. Because

the code says no, and the door enforces the code. The client gets the truth: we don’t cut that corner,

here’s why, here’s what we do instead. Hold it, sign it, pay for it.

The door protects the company from itself. From the pressure. From the urgency. From the slow erosion

of standards that kills every good operation eventually.

I’ve watched “just this once” kill companies. Not in a dramatic way. In a slow way.

It starts with the small exception. The verification step skipped because the client was in a hurry. Nothing

bad happened — that time. So the next time, it’s easier to skip. Then it becomes the unofficial policy: we

skip verification for urgent clients. Then someone new joins, and they think skipping verification IS the

policy. Then the thing that wasn’t verified fails at the worst possible moment, and everyone acts

surprised, and nobody can trace it back to the first “just this once” three years ago.

The door breaks that chain at the first link. There is no first “just this once.” The door doesn’t know how.

It checks the code. The code says the verification happens. The door stays shut until it happens.

Is it slower? Sometimes. Is it frustrating? Sometimes. The client in a hurry doesn’t want to hear about

the door. But the client in a hurry is the same client who’ll thank you later — when their competitor, who

took the shortcut, is explaining a data breach to their board.

The door is the reason we can make promises. Anybody can promise “we’ll take care of it.” The door

makes it true. It makes it true on the easy days and the hard days, for the small clients and the big ones,

when nobody’s watching and when everybody is. A promise enforced by a door is a promise you can

build a business on.

Here’s the deeper truth: the door is what makes trust possible.

When a client hires us, they’re not trusting me. They don’t know me. They’re trusting the system. And

the system is trustworthy because the door exists — because there’s a gate that no pressure, no

deadline, no dollar amount can push open when the code says shut.

That’s worth more than any certification. Anybody can get a certification. A certification says you passed

a test once. The door says you pass the test every time, on every action, forever.

The God Code is what we believe. The God Door is what keeps us honest about it.

Doctrine without a door is a poster on the wall. A door without doctrine is just a wall. Together, they’re

the reason the organism can be trusted with a client’s business.

Now look at the whole model, bottom to top.
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Workers do. Layers manage and save life. Rings verify without sleep. Planets direct with gravity.

Universes hold it together as one body. The nebula condenses strategy from truth. The God Code is the

DNA. The God Door is the gate.

And above the door? The humans.

Five of them. Plus the bridge.

That’s the next chapter. That’s the whole thesis of this book. Everything I’ve shown you — the roots, the

trunk, the branches, the doctrine, the door — exists to serve five people.

Seventy-five down to five. Let me show you how.

6. The Five

Seventy-five people. That’s what the old machine needs.

Five people. That’s what the organism needs.

Not five people doing the work of seventy-five. Five people doing the work of five — because the

organism does the rest. The workers do. The layers manage. The rings verify. The planets direct. The

universes hold. The nebula strategizes. The code governs. The door guards.

The five humans sit at the top of all of it. The G-C level. The God-Code level. The humans the whole

organism exists to serve.

Let me introduce them.

THE G-COE.

The Chief of Everything. That’s me. The founder. The human being who carries the vision and the

responsibility.

People hear “chief of everything” and they laugh. It’s not a joke. It’s the truth of a small company: when

you start, you ARE the chief of everything. The sales, the tech, the billing, the vision, the 2 a.m. worry.

The title isn’t vanity. It’s honesty.

But in the organism, the G-COE has one job: direction. Not management — the layers manage. Not

verification — the rings verify. Not operations — the organism operates. Direction. Where are we going?

What do we stand for? What’s the next mountain?

The G-COE is the human being who looks at what the nebula condensed and says: yes, that’s the way.

Or: no, we’re going this way instead. The machine proposes. The human disposes. Strategy is

computed. Vision is chosen.

And the G-COE carries the discipline. Zero-revenue discipline. Exact totals and my approval before any

spend. That’s not a policy — it’s in the God Code, the door enforces it, but the human being at the top

lives it. I started with nothing. No money coming in. Every dollar was a decision. That never leaves you.

It’s in the DNA now.
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THE G-CFO.

The money truth. The plumber’s invoice.

Every company leaks money. I mean that the way I mean everything in this book: literally. Money leaks

through the pipes. Overpaid vendors. Unused licenses. Services nobody uses. The subscription that

auto-renewed for the third year and nobody noticed. The “enterprise discount” that’s actually more

expensive than the small-business price.

The old machine has a finance department. People who close the books, run the reports, manage the

budget. They see the money monthly. Quarterly. In arrears. They see where the money WENT.

The G-CFO sees where the money IS. Right now. The organism tracks every dollar the way the rings

track every server — constantly, without sleep, without forgetting. The G-CFO doesn’t read a report

about last quarter’s leaks. The G-CFO watches the pipes in real time.

And when the plumber finds a leak — network, data, money, efficiency, security, those are the five kinds,

and money is one of them — the G-CFO is the one who writes the invoice. Not the invoice we send the

client. The invoice the truth sends us. Here’s what the leak cost. Here’s what the fix saves. Here’s the

number. No spin. No “strategic investment.” The number.

The plumber doesn’t point at the drip. He fixes the pipe. But first he shows you the water bill. That’s the

G-CFO.

THE G-CIO.

The master of the machinery. The human being who understands the organism the way a conductor

understands the orchestra — not by playing every instrument, but by hearing all of them at once.

In the old machine, the CIO was a meeting-attender. A budget-defender. A presenter of slides. The

actual machinery was five layers down, behind three directors and a change board.

In the organism, the G-CIO sits directly above the nebula. The strategy condenses from truth, and the

G-CIO reads it raw. No summaries of summaries. No filtered reports. The whole picture, all the time.

The G-CIO’s job is the machinery itself: is the organism healthy? Are the workers working? Are the rings

catching? Are the planets’ gravity aligned? Is the code being enforced? Is the door holding?

Twenty-four years of network engineering taught me this: you can’t manage what you can’t see. The old

CIO couldn’t see. The G-CIO sees everything, because the organism shows everything. Every worker’s

action. Every layer’s memory. Every ring’s verification. All of it, visible, in real time.

The G-CIO doesn’t manage the machine. The G-CIO IS the machine’s human eyes. And the machine

does the rest.

THE G-COO.

Forward motion. The one who makes sure the organism doesn’t just run — it advances.

Running is maintenance. The workers watch, the rings verify, the layers save life. That’s the heartbeat.

But a heartbeat isn’t a journey. The G-COO is the journey.
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The engagement rungs — that’s the forward motion made concrete. The Look: the free leak audit,

where we show a prospect what’s leaking in their pipes. The Map: where we chart the whole organism

of their operation. The Fix: where the plumber fixes what’s broken. The Build: where we construct their

version of the organism, 0% to 100%. The Stream: where their data starts flowing — five-second

currency, ten-minute full updates, carve the stream, fill it with water, find the leaks. The Run: where they

operate at 99.9%, and we run it with them.

Drink from the stream, not the bucket. That’s the G-COO’s mantra. The old machine gives you a bucket

— a report, a snapshot, a quarterly review. Stale the moment it’s filled. The organism gives you a stream

— live, flowing, always current. You don’t dip a bucket in once a quarter. You drink from the stream

every day.

The G-COO keeps the stream flowing. New clients onboarding. Existing clients advancing up the rungs.

The organism growing — not by adding people, but by adding capability. Forward motion, every day,

without the meeting overhead, without the ticket queues, without the seventy-five.

THE FIVE ENGINEERS.

Now the bridge. The five Business Grade AI engineers.

“Business Grade” means something specific. It means: not demos, not experiments — deliverables a

client can hold.

The AI industry is full of demos. Beautiful demos. The demo works in the conference room, on the

vendor’s laptop, with the vendor’s data. Then you buy it, and it doesn’t work on your data, in your

environment, with your problems. The demo was a magic trick.

Business Grade means the magic trick is over. What the engineers build must pass the human

deliverable test: can the client hold it, sign it, pay for it? If the answer is no — if it’s a demo, a pilot, a

“proof of concept” that never becomes a concept — it doesn’t ship. The door says no. The code says no.

The five engineers are the bridge between the organism and the client. The organism is powerful but it’s

ours — our workers, our layers, our rings. The client needs THEIR organism. Their workers watching

their servers. Their rings verifying their operation. Their stream flowing with their data.

The engineers build that. They take the model — everything in Chapters 3 through 5 — and they

construct the client’s version. 0% to 100%. At 0%, we build the whole organism for them. At 100%,

we’ve mapped it, found the leaks, and it’s running at 99.9%.

Five engineers. Not fifty. Not a professional services army that bills by the hour and never leaves. Five

people who build the thing, prove the thing, hand over the thing. Hold it, sign it, pay for it.

Let me show you what Business Grade looks like in the field, because the phrase needs a picture.

A prospect — a company in the Tri-State Region, Delaware, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, fifty people,

growing fast, IT held together by one overworked admin and a managed-services contract that costs

them every month and delivers a ticket queue. They agree to The Look: the free leak audit. We come in

— the organism comes in — and we look at everything. The network. The data. The money. The

efficiency. The security. Five categories of leaks.
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The Look produces a document. Not a slide deck. A document they can hold. It says: here are your

leaks. Here’s the network segment that’s one failure from down. Here’s the data nobody’s backing up.

Here’s the money — the licenses you’re paying for and not using, the services that auto-renewed, the

exact dollar amount leaking every month. Here’s the efficiency drain — the workarounds, the manual

processes, the hours. Here’s the security exposure.

They hold it. They read it. Some of them get quiet, because nobody ever showed them the leaks before.

The old machine doesn’t find leaks — it staffs around them.

Then The Map. We chart their whole operation as an organism-to-be: where the workers go, where the

layers sit, where the rings watch. Another document. Hold it, sign it, pay for it — the map is a fixed-

scope engagement with our canonical rate of $175 an hour, managed tiers at $125, $175, $225 per

machine per month depending on what they need, and a 30-day warranty on everything we do because

we stand behind the work.

Then The Fix. The plumber fixes the pipes. Then The Build — 0% to 100%, their organism constructed

by the five engineers. Then The Stream — their data flowing, five-second currency, ten-minute full

updates. Then The Run — operating at 99.9%, with us running it alongside them.

Every rung produces something they can hold, sign, and pay for. No demos. No experiments. No “phase

one discovery workshop” that bills forty hours and produces a PDF nobody reads. Deliverables. That’s

Business Grade.

Here’s why five is enough: they’re not starting from scratch. The organism already exists. The workers

exist. The layers exist. The rings exist. The code exists. The door exists. The engineers aren’t inventing

— they’re instantiating. They’re taking the living system and growing a new one for each client, the way

you grow a new tree from a cutting, not from a seed.

That’s the 75-to-5. That’s the whole thesis.

Seventy-five people in the old machine: helpdesk tiers, NOC shifts, sysadmins, network engineers,

security teams, managers, directors, VPs, and the CIO explaining the ticket queue to the board.

Five people in the organism: the G-COE with the vision, the G-CFO with the money truth, the G-CIO

with the machinery, the G-COO with the forward motion, and five engineers building Business Grade

deliverables that clients can hold, sign, and pay for.

The work didn’t go away. The watching happens. The fixing happens. The verifying happens. The

directing happens. The strategizing happens. All of it, 99.9% self-sufficient, layers upon layers of

checking, nothing managed forgotten.

It just doesn’t take seventy-five people anymore.

It takes an organism. And five humans at the top of it.

Now, I know what the giants are thinking. The CIOs with their seventy-five-person orgs. The consultants

with their frameworks. The vendors with their per-seat pricing. They’re thinking: this can’t work. You can’t

replace people with… whatever this is.
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They’re right about one thing. You can’t replace people.

We didn’t replace people. We replaced the shape.

The people in the old machine were good people trapped in a bad shape — a pyramid of meetings,

queues, handoffs, and evaporating knowledge. We didn’t eliminate the work they did. We built an

organism that does the work the way a body does it: automatically, constantly, without meetings, without

tickets, without forgetting.

And we put five humans at the top. Not to do the work. To direct it. To own it. To be accountable for it in

the way only a human being can be accountable.

The credential is the result. Watch the organism run. Watch the stream flow. Watch the plumber find the

leaks — network, data, money, efficiency, security — and fix the pipes.

7.5 billion flavors of ice cream vs. a new dessert. The industry keeps making new flavors of the same

old org chart. New titles. New frameworks. New certifications. Same pyramid. Same meetings. Same

ticket queues.

We’re not another flavor. We’re the new dessert.

This isn’t supposed to WOW the giants. This is to inspire the ants.

If you’re an ant — a small company, a rookie, an IT manager who knows the machine is broken, an

owner paying for seventy-five and getting a ticket queue — this is for you.

The tree is planted. The roots are George. The branches are Corey. The sunlight is Chrissy.

We learn, we fix, we adjust, we scrub, we move forward to the next.

Come drink from the stream.

7. The Look

Call a plumber.

I mean any plumber, anywhere in the Tri-State, for anything. A drip under the sink. A water heater

humming a song it shouldn’t hum. A toilet running like it’s training for a marathon at 3 AM. Call the

plumber and watch what happens, because I’m about to show you the entire front door of my company.

He shows up in the van. Work boots. Coffee in one hand, toolbox in the other. He goes straight to the

problem — on his knees, flashlight in his teeth — and he looks. That’s the whole first act. Eyes and a

flashlight. No speeches. No slide deck. No “let me tell you about our comprehensive residential water-

flow optimization framework.”

Then he comes up from under the sink and tells you what’s wrong in words your grandmother would

understand. “The washer’s shot. The pipe’s fine, the washer’s shot.”
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Then — and this is the part that matters — he tells you what it’ll cost before he touches a wrench. The

number comes before the work. Always. You say yes, he fixes it. You say no, he shakes your hand and

leaves, and you keep the piece of paper with the number on it.

Then he fixes it. Shows you the old part — look, there’s the dead washer, right there in his palm. Writes

three lines on the invoice. And leaves your floors dry.

That’s it. That’s the whole ancient ritual, and it has worked since pipes were invented, because it’s 

honest. The plumber doesn’t make you buy a map of your house before he’s allowed to look at the sink.

Now call an IT company.

Go ahead. Call one and tell them something’s slow, something’s leaking, something smells wrong in the

basement of the network. Here’s what happens: they don’t come look. They schedule a discovery call.

Then they propose a comprehensive infrastructure assessment. That’s a phrase I want you to say out

loud, because it sounds like it means something, and it means you’re about to pay somebody to tell you

what you already know — something’s wrong — in a three-ring binder you’ll never open again.

The assessment takes six weeks. It costs more than most of the repairs it’s going to recommend. By the

time the binder lands on your desk, it’s obsolete, because networks are living things and six weeks is a

lifetime. And here’s the beautiful part: the assessment never fixes a single thing. It points. It points at

drips. Seventy pages of pointing.

The industry turned the front door into a toll booth. You pay to find out what’s wrong. Then you pay again

to fix it. Then you pay a third time when the fix doesn’t hold, because nobody wrote you a warranty in

plain English.

I spent twenty-four years watching this from the basement with a flashlight, and one day it hit me the

way all the good ideas hit me — plain: we’re plumbers. A network is plumbing. Data flows through it like

water. When it’s leaking, you don’t need a digital transformation consultant. You need a working man

with a wrench, except the wrench is knowledge and the pipes are invisible.

So I built the front door the way a plumber would.

It’s called The Look. And it’s free.

Here’s how The Look works.

We come in — me, my people, the AI workforce watching over our shoulders — and we look under your

sink. Eyes and a flashlight. We look at the network the way a plumber looks at pipes: where’s the water

going, where’s it pooling, what’s dripping, what’s about to burst.

And here’s the thing you need to hear, friend: everybody’s leaking somewhere. That’s not an insult.

That’s plumbing. A building with zero leaks doesn’t exist. A network with zero leaks doesn’t exist. If

somebody tells you theirs is perfect, they’re either lying or they haven’t looked. The only question is

where, and how bad, and what it’s costing you while it drips.
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We look for five kinds of leaks. There are only five. Everything wrong with any network on Earth fits in

one of these buckets — and I use the word “bucket” on purpose, because by the end of this book you’ll

flinch when you hear it.

Network leaks. The pipes themselves. Slow connections, dead zones, the switch in the back closet

that’s been blinking red since 2019 and nobody knows what it does. The Wi-Fi that dies in the corner of

the warehouse. Water pressure problems.

Data leaks. Water pooling where it shouldn’t. Files in places they shouldn’t be. Backups that stopped

running on a Tuesday and nobody noticed. The important stuff sitting in exactly one place, which is the

same as sitting in no place.

Money leaks. This one’s my favorite, because it’s the one nobody looks for. You’re paying for water

you’re not drinking. Licenses nobody’s using. Services you outgrew two years ago still billing every

month like a faucet left running. Subscriptions stacked on subscriptions. I have seen companies pour

thousands of dollars a year straight down a drain they didn’t know existed, and the plumber’s the first

person who ever told them.

Efficiency leaks. The drip that gets mopped every day instead of fixed. The same password reset, the

same ticket, the same workaround, week after week, because nobody ever fixed the pipe. Your people

are mopping. They’re good at mopping. They shouldn’t have to mop.

Security leaks. The lock on the basement door that’s been picked twice and nobody told you. The door

standing open. The window with no latch. This is the leak that floods the whole house — and it’s almost

always the cheapest one to fix, which tells you everything about why it never gets fixed. Nobody looks.

Five leaks. That’s the whole inventory. When we’re done looking, we hand you the paper.

And the paper looks like a plumber’s invoice. I’m serious. Not a binder. Not a “comprehensive

assessment.” Three lines:

Here’s what’s wrong. Here’s what the fix is. Here’s what it costs.

Fixed quotes before work starts — that’s a rule, not a courtesy. You see the number before you say yes.

You say no, we shake hands, you keep the paper. No charge for the looking. The Look is free the way a

plumber’s estimate is free, and for the same reason: the estimate isn’t the product. The trust is the

product.

Now let me tell you what The Look is not, because honesty about the edges is part of the trade.

It’s not a penetration test. It’s not a six-week forensic excavation. It’s a surface audit — that’s right in the

name, “surface leak audit,” because a plumber doesn’t tear open your walls on the first visit. He looks at

what’s visible, he finds what’s findable, and he tells you straight what he didn’t look at, too. “I didn’t open

the walls, friend. If you want the walls opened, that’s a different visit, and I’ll tell you what it costs before

we start.” That’s the rule again: the number before the wrench. No surprises. Surprises are for birthdays.

And it’s not the industry’s version of “free.” You’ve seen their version. The “free network assessment”

that’s actually a sales funnel wearing a trench coat — a junior rep with a script, forty-five minutes of
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leading questions, and a “proposal” that was written before he walked in. The assessment isn’t free; 

you’re the product. They need your signature to make their quarter.

The Look has no script. There’s nothing to upsell because there’s no funnel — there’s a ladder, and

you’ll meet it in the next chapter, and the first rung is free whether you ever climb to the second. I don’t

need your signature to make a quarter. I need your trust to make a customer. Different math. Better

math.

Here’s another thing The Look is not: it’s not scary. I say that because half the business owners I meet

are afraid to let somebody look. Not of me — of what I’ll find. They’ve been running the shop for fifteen

years on a prayer and a sticky note, and they know — they know — there’s something ugly under that

sink, and they’d rather not know how ugly. So they don’t call anybody. The drip keeps dripping. The

money keeps leaking. The basement door keeps standing open.

Friend. Let me put your mind at ease the way I’d put it at ease across a diner table at 6 AM: I’ve seen

worse. Whatever’s under your sink, I’ve seen worse — I’ve worked in worse, at 2 AM, in basements that

smelled like things I won’t describe in a book my son might read. There is no leak so embarrassing that

it shocks a plumber. We don’t do shame. We do pipes.

And here’s the secret the fear doesn’t want you to know: the looking is the relief. Every single time —

every time — the business owner reads the paper and exhales. Because the vague dread of

“something’s wrong and I don’t know what” is ten times heavier than a list that says “here’s what’s wrong

and here’s what it costs.” The list has edges. You can hold it. You can decide. Dread has no edges.

Dread just sits on your chest at 3 AM.

The Look turns dread into a list. That’s worth more than free. That’s priceless, and we give it away,

because that’s what plumbers do.

Now, every industry veteran reading this is having the same thought, so let me save you the trouble of

saying it out loud: Louis, you’re giving away the diagnosis. They’ll take your paper and hire somebody

cheaper to do the work.

Sure. Some will. Here’s what I learned in twenty-four years: the customer who takes my free diagnosis

to a cheaper wrench was never my customer. And the customer who watches me find the leak nobody

else found, in plain words, with a fair number attached — that customer doesn’t shop the number. They

hire the plumber.

The best salesperson in the history of business is a leak you can see with your own eyes. I don’t need to

convince you of anything. I need to show you. There’s a difference, and the whole IT industry forgot it

somewhere around the time they invented the discovery call.

And here’s the part the veterans really hate: the 30-day warranty. Every service we do carries a thirty-

day warranty. If the washer we put in drips, we come back and fix it free. That’s not a promotion. That’s

what a warranty is. The industry acts like a warranty is a gift. A plumber would laugh you out of the

driveway. Of course you come back. You did the work. It should hold.
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People ask me what’s the catch with The Look. They ask it suspicious, like I’m running a con. “Free

audit, huh? What’s the catch?”

The catch is I think you’ll hire me.

That’s it. That’s the whole catch. I’m betting that when a working man shows up, looks under your sink,

tells you the truth in plain words, and puts a fair number on paper before touching a wrench — I’m

betting you’ll say yes. And if you don’t, you still got the truth for free, and the door’s still open, and I sleep

fine.

The plumber doesn’t point at the drip. He fixes the pipe.

But first — first, before the wrench, before the invoice, before anything — he takes a look. Free. On his

knees. Flashlight in his teeth.

Every engagement we will ever do starts the same way. With The Look.

The mat’s out. Come on in. Let the IT plumber take a look.

8. Drink from the Stream

It’s 2 AM and I’m staring at a dashboard.

Not our dashboard — theirs. A client’s, from the before-times, back when I was still the guy they call

when it breaks. The screen is full of numbers and graphs and little green check marks, and every

number on it is stamped yesterday. The backup report is from yesterday. The security scan is from

yesterday. The ticket summary is from yesterday. I’m sitting there in the blue glow at 2 AM, trying to

make a decision about right now, armed with information about yesterday.

That’s when it landed, the way these things always land on me — not as a thought, as a picture. I was

reading yesterday’s newspaper to decide whether to carry an umbrella today.

Here’s the thing about a dashboard. A dashboard is a bucket.

Somebody went down to the river — the live, moving, endless flow of what’s actually happening in your

business right now — and they dipped a bucket in. They carried it to you. They set it on your desk. They

charged you for the trip. And by the time you drink, the water’s stale. It’s warm. Somebody else’s hands

have been in it. If you want more, you wait for the next trip.

The whole technology industry runs on buckets. They take the stream and they bucket it. Last month’s

knowledge, packaged. Last quarter’s report, bound. They sell you the bucket by the seat, by the license,

by the subscription tier, and they call it a product, and you drink stale water and thank them for the

bucket.

I’m not in the bucket business. I’m in the stream business.

“Drink from the stream, not the bucket.” That’s not a slogan. That’s the product. That’s the whole

company in nine words, and this chapter is me showing you the water.
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First, the carving. “Carve the stream, fill it with water, find the leaks.” That was the build order, and it’s

still the order of everything we do.

Carving the stream means building the channel — the shape of the thing, where it runs, what it carries.

For a client, the channel is their business: every machine, every wire, every account, every dollar

flowing through the pipes. You can’t watch what you haven’t mapped. So we carve first. The channel is

the shape of the watching.

Then you fill it with water. The water is the live data — what’s happening, right now, still moving. Not

yesterday’s report. Not last month’s scan. The backup that ran this morning. The license count today.

The login from a strange place four minutes ago. The water never stops, because the business never

stops.

Then you walk the banks looking for leaks. Because every stream has them. A leak in the stream is a

gap in the watching — a machine that went quiet, a report that stopped flowing, a corner of the business

the water doesn’t reach yet. And here’s the part that makes it alive: the stream finds its own leaks. It

notices when a tributary goes dry. It says so, out loud, in plain words. A bucket never tells you it’s empty.

The stream tells you the moment the water stops.

Carve the channel. Fill it with water. Walk the banks. That’s not a project with an end date. That’s a river.

It runs.

Let me tell you what the stream feels like from the customer’s side, because that’s the part the bucket

companies never show you — the morning.

You come in. Coffee. The shop’s waking up. And there’s the leak report — not a dashboard you have to

go visit, not a portal with a password you forgot, just the report, where you’ll actually read it, in words

you’ll actually understand.

“Overnight: nothing urgent. Two things you should know. Your backup ran clean at 2 AM — that’s eleven

straight days. And one of your machines hasn’t checked in since yesterday afternoon — probably just

asleep, but we’re watching it.”

That’s it. That’s a Tuesday. No action needed. Go run your business.

Then Wednesday: “Money leak found. You’re paying for a service nobody’s opened in four months.

Here’s the number. Want us to cancel it? Reply yes.”

Thursday: “Security note — somebody tried your email password from a new device in another state.

Blocked. Wasn’t you, we checked the pattern. You’re fine.”

Friday: “Weekly roundup. Three leaks found, three fixed, one waiting on your yes. Total found money

this month: [the number]. Floors are dry. Have a good weekend.”

Read those again. That’s not IT. That’s a plumber who lives in your walls — quietly, politely, in plain

English, telling you about your own house. You didn’t log in anywhere. You didn’t decipher anything. You

drank from the stream with your morning coffee, and it took ninety seconds.
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Compare that to the bucket morning. You remember the bucket morning — you lived it for years. Log in

to the portal. Password expired. Reset the password. Answer the security questions. Stare at the

dashboard. Twenty widgets. Three of them red, and you don’t know what the red ones mean, so you call

the helpdesk, and the helpdesk opens a ticket, and the ticket sits in the queue, and by the time anybody

looks at it the red widget turned green on its own and nobody knows why.

The bucket morning costs you forty-five minutes and teaches you nothing. The stream morning costs

you ninety seconds and tells you everything. That’s not a feature difference. That’s a life difference.

Multiply it by every morning, every employee, every year. That’s what stale water really costs — not the

subscription. The mornings.

Now the heartbeat, because a stream without a pulse is just a ditch.

The stream has two rhythms, and they do two different jobs.

Every ten minutes, the full picture. What’s happening, what’s changing, what needs human eyes. Think

of it like a nurse doing rounds — the full workup, bed by bed, chart by chart, on a schedule you can set

your watch to. Slow enough to understand. Regular enough to trust.

Every five seconds, the pulse underneath. The quick check. The fresh sip. The glance at the monitor

between rounds. Not the full workup — just: is the heart still beating? Five seconds. Fast enough that

nothing hides for long.

You don’t stare at the monitor all day. That’s the point everyone misses. The bucket companies want you

staring — they built you a prettier bucket and called it “visibility.” The stream is the opposite. You live

your life. You run your business. The stream keeps the watch, and when something changes, you know.

The nurse doesn’t stand over the bed all night. She does her rounds, she glances at the monitor, and

she knows.

Ten minutes for the understanding. Five seconds for the trust. That’s the heartbeat. That’s the currency

the stream trades in — not reports, not dashboards. Currency. Freshness you can spend.

So what does the customer actually get? Not a login to a dashboard. Not a bucket with our logo on it.

They get the one thing nobody in this industry has ever given them:

Leak reports in plain language.

Here’s what I mean. The old world gives you this: “Vulnerability scan completed. 47 medium-severity

findings. See attached CSV.” Forty-seven findings. A spreadsheet. Good luck.

The stream gives you this: “Tuesday, your backup stopped running. We restarted it. Here’s what

happened, here’s what we changed, here’s the old part.” Or: “You’re paying for forty-one licenses and

thirty-three people work here. That’s a money leak. Here’s the number it’s costing you every month.” Or: 

“Somebody tried to log in to your email from a place you’ve never been. We blocked it. You’re fine. Go

back to work.”
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Read those again. Notice what’s missing. No jargon. No “synergistic threat-vector remediation.” No

binder. Just a plumber’s invoice, written by the river itself: here’s the drip, here’s the fix, here’s the

number.

That’s what “the stream is the product” means, and I need you to feel the difference, because it’s the

whole bet of this company. A bucket gives you what was true. A stream gives you what is true — right

now, still moving. The bucket is a photograph of the river. The stream is the river.

And here’s the part that makes the old guard nervous: the stream doesn’t care how big you are. A five-

person shop drinks the same water as a five-hundred-person company. The river doesn’t check your

employee count before it flows. The bucket companies built their whole pricing model on the size of your

bucket — more seats, bigger bucket, bigger bill. The stream just… runs. You kneel at the bank and drink

what you need, when you need it, and there’s always more coming.

A bucket company sells you water. A stream company teaches you where the river is.

Think about what per-seat bucket billing really is. Every employee is a mouth, and the bucket company

charges you per mouth — whether the mouth is thirsty or not. Hire ten people, buy ten buckets. Let five

go, keep paying for ten until somebody remembers to call and argue about it. The bucket doesn’t care if

you drink. The bucket cares if you pay.

The stream doesn’t count mouths. It just flows. Drink when you’re thirsty. That’s it. That’s the whole

pricing philosophy, and it terrifies the bucket industry, because their entire business is selling you a

bigger bucket every year whether you’re thirsty or not.

I know which one I’d rather drink from. I’ve drunk from both. The bucket water was warm, and somebody

else’s hands had been in it, and the invoice came monthly like clockwork whether I was thirsty or not.

I want to tell you about the quietest moment in this whole build, because it’s the moment I knew the

stream was real.

We had the channel carved. We had the water flowing — the ten-minute rounds, the five-second pulse,

all of it. And I was sitting there watching it the way you watch a campfire, just… watching the summaries

go by. And one of them said, in plain words, that a watcher had gone quiet. One of our own tributaries

had dried up — a feed we’d built, that had stopped feeding, that nobody had noticed.

The stream caught it. Not me. Not a human doing rounds. The river noticed its own bank was leaking,

and said so, out loud, in English.

I sat there a long time. Because that’s the moment a system stops being a tool and starts being an

organism. A tool waits for you to notice it’s broken. An organism tells you. It says: I’m leaking, right here,

come take a look.

We fixed it in minutes. The stream went back to flowing. And I thought: this is it. This is the thing the

bucket companies can never sell, because you can’t package it. You can’t dip self-awareness into a

bucket. It only exists in the flow.

Drink from the stream, not the bucket.
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And if your stream is leaking — well. You know who to call. The plumber’s already at the bank, flashlight

in his teeth, and The Look is still free.

9. The Ladder

I’ve had the same conversation a hundred times, and it always starts the same way. A business owner

— Tri-State, ten or fifty or two hundred people, doesn’t matter — sits across from me and says some

version of this:

“We’re fine. We don’t need… all that.”

And “all that” means whatever they think I am. They think I’m the binder. They think I’m the seventy-five-

person machine from chapter one, shrunk down and priced up. They think hiring me means ripping out

everything they have and starting over, signing something enormous, and getting a lecture about digital

transformation.

So the first thing I do is put them at ease. I tell them about the ladder.

There’s a ladder, I say. Six rungs. Zero to one hundred percent. You don’t climb it all at once, you don’t

climb it on my schedule, and — here’s the part that always gets the laugh — there’s no prize for the top

and no shame at the bottom. You get on where you are. You climb when you’re ready. Some folks camp

on a rung for years and they’re some of my favorite customers.

Then I walk them up it, rung by rung, in plain words. Let me walk you up it too.

Rung one: The Look. Zero percent. The free surface leak audit. We come in with the flashlight, we find

the five leaks — network, data, money, efficiency, security — and we hand you the plumber’s invoice.

What’s wrong, what the fix is, what it costs. Free. You keep the paper whether you hire us or not. That’s

the whole rung. Most people start here. Everybody’s welcome here.

Rung two: The Map. We draw your pipes. Every machine, every wire, every account, every

subscription, every leak — on one map you can actually read. No jargon, no binder, a map. Here’s your

house, here’s where the water goes, here’s the red X where it’s dripping. Most businesses have never

seen their own map. Their IT grew like a weed — a wire here, a server there, a guy in 2019 who “set

something up” and then left. The Map turns the weed into a drawing. You’d be amazed how many

decisions get easy once you can see the pipes.

Rung three: The Fix. We fix what’s leaking. The invoice from The Look becomes the work order. Fixed

quote before we start — the number comes before the wrench, always. Thirty-day warranty on every

service — if our washer drips, we come back free. This is the rung where the mopping stops. Remember

the efficiency leak — the drip that gets mopped every day instead of fixed? The Fix is the day somebody

finally fixes the pipe instead of handing your people another mop.

Rung four: The Build. We build it right. Not patches on the old pipes — the system, rebuilt the way it

should have been built the first time. The channel gets carved here. This is the rung where we stop
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fixing the house you inherited and start building the house you actually want to live in. Bigger work, fixed

quote, same warranty, same plain words.

Rung five: The Stream. The water runs. The channel we carved gets filled — the ten-minute rounds,

the five-second pulse, the leak reports in plain language landing where you’ll actually read them. This is

the rung where IT stops being something that happens to you and starts being something that watches

over you. You stop thinking about it. That’s the whole point. The best IT is the IT you forget you have,

because the stream is doing the remembering for you.

Rung six: The Run. One hundred percent. We run it. All of it. Five humans at G-C level, the AI

workforce underneath them, the 99.9% self-sufficiency standard holding the whole thing up. You don’t

have an IT department anymore — you have a stream, and a plumber, and five people who answer the

phone. The seventy-five-person machine from chapter one, replaced by five humans and an organism.

That’s the top of the ladder. That’s the whole thesis of this book, standing on one rung.

Six rungs. Zero to one hundred. The Look, The Map, The Fix, The Build, The Stream, The Run.

Now let me tell you about the two customers who taught me what the ladder really is. I’m going to tell

them the way I remember them — composites, the hundredth conversation distilled — because the

specifics belong to them and the lesson belongs to everybody.

The first one is the zero-percent client. I love this guy. Let me tell you about him the way it always goes.

He’s got a shop. Eight employees, maybe ten. Been in business twenty years. His “IT department” is a

kid who comes in on Fridays — nice kid, means well, knows just enough to be dangerous. Nothing’s

documented. The Wi-Fi password is on a sticky note. The sticky note is famous. Everybody in the shop

knows the sticky note.

He calls me because something’s slow. I do The Look — free, flashlight, the five leaks. I hand him the

paper. And the paper says what the paper always says: a couple of network leaks, one money leak that

made his eyebrows go up (he was paying for two internet connections and using one — a faucet

running straight into the dirt), a security leak that made his eyebrows go way up.

And he looks at the paper, and he nods, and he says: “Okay. Fix the internet thing. Just that one.”

Just the one. Rung three, one pipe, and then he climbs right back down to zero and camps there.

That was three years ago — in the way I remember it. He’s still at zero percent. He calls when

something drips. I come look. He picks a pipe. I fix it. Fixed quote, thirty-day warranty, see you next time.

And here’s what the industry would tell you about him: he’s a bad customer. Low revenue. No contract.

No “recurring revenue stream” — there’s that word again, stream, and they don’t even know what it

means. The industry looks at my zero-percent guy and sees a failure to upsell.

The industry is wrong. He’s one of my favorite customers on Earth.

Because the ladder has no shame in any rung. Zero percent is a valid address. He gets the truth for

free, he pays a fair fee when something needs fixing, and he knows exactly where I am when the next
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drip shows up. He’s not “a lead I’m nurturing.” He’s a customer. Right now. At zero. The ladder isn’t a

funnel — it’s not trying to squeeze everybody to the top. It’s a ladder. You stand where you stand.

Every time he calls, the conversation starts the same way: “Louis, it’s dripping again.” And I laugh,

because of course it is. It’s plumbing. There’s always another drip. That’s not a failure of the model. That

is the model.

The second one is the hundred-percent client. Hers is the longer story, so settle in.

She came in at The Look like everybody does — free, flashlight, the paper. But her paper was red. Not a

drip — a flood. Her business had grown fast, the IT hadn’t grown at all, and the gap between the two

was where all five leaks were having a party. Network leaks slowing everybody down. Data leaks —

backups that hadn’t run in longer than anyone wanted to admit out loud. Money leaks — oh, the money

leaks. She was paying for software by the seat for people who’d quit two years earlier. Seats for ghosts.

Efficiency leaks — her people were mopping full-time. And the security leak… let’s just say the

basement door wasn’t just unlocked, it was open, with a welcome mat.

She looked at the paper for a long time. Then she said the sentence I’ve heard maybe a dozen times in

my life, always from the same kind of person — the kind who’s done waiting: “Fix all of it.”

So we climbed. The Map first — and the map was a horror show, wires like spaghetti, and she laughed

when she saw it, because seeing it was such a relief after feeling it for years. Then The Fix — the floods

first, the drips after, fixed quotes, warranties, the mopping stopping one pipe at a time. Then The Build

— the channel carved, the system rebuilt right. Then The Stream — the water filled in, the ten-minute

rounds, the five-second pulse, the plain-language leak reports landing in her inbox like clockwork.

Then The Run. One hundred percent.

And here’s what a hundred percent looks like, in the way I remember it: she stopped thinking about IT.

That’s it. That’s the whole story. Not fireworks — forgetting. She used to start every Monday with the IT

dread — what’s broken, who’s complaining, what’s it going to cost this time. Now Mondays start with

coffee. The stream watches. The leaks get found and fixed, and the invoice reads like English, and the

five humans at the top of the organism answer when she calls — which is almost never, because there’s

nothing to call about.

She went from drowning to dry floors, one rung at a time, on her schedule, with a fixed quote before

every wrench. Zero to one hundred. Not because I pushed her up the ladder. Because the ladder was 

there, and every rung held her weight.

Here’s what I need you to understand about the ladder, because it’s the opposite of everything the

industry taught me.

The industry builds funnels. A funnel is wide at the top and narrow at the bottom, and its whole job is to

squeeze. Free assessment at the top — squeeze. Discovery call — squeeze. Proposal — squeeze.
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Contract — squeeze. Everybody comes out the bottom the same shape: locked in, billed up, and quietly

resentful.

A ladder isn’t a funnel. Nobody gets squeezed. You climb at your pace, you rest on your rung, you climb

down if you want to — I’ve had hundred-percent clients climb down to The Stream during a slow year,

then climb back up when business came back, and nobody blinked. The rungs don’t judge. They’re just

there, holding weight.

And here’s something the funnel people never understand: the conversations between the rungs are the

best part. The zero-percent guy calls me in November and says, “Louis, that money leak you found —

the two internet connections. My brother-in-law’s shop has the same thing, I told him to call you.” He’s

not a rung. He’s a neighbor. He sends me neighbors. The hundred-percent woman — she sends me

everybody. Not because I squeezed her. Because the floors are dry and the invoice reads like English

and she tells people at dinner parties. You can’t buy that. You can’t funnel that. You can only earn it, one

fixed quote at a time.

That’s the ladder’s real engine, and it’s not in any business book: dry floors talk. The plumber who

shows up, tells the truth, charges fair, and warranties the work — his customers are his sales force, and

they work for free, because telling your neighbor about a good plumber is one of the oldest human

pleasures there is.

Meet the client where they are. That’s the whole doctrine of the ladder, and it’s the whole doctrine of the

company, and if you want the truth, it’s the whole doctrine of my life: we learn, we fix, we adjust, we

scrub, we move forward to the next. The ladder is that sentence with rungs on it.

Zero percent gets the truth for free. One hundred percent gets dry floors forever. Every rung in between

gets exactly what it says on the tin — the map, the fix, the build, the stream — fixed quote first, warranty

after, plain words throughout.

You get on where you are. You climb when you’re ready.

The ladder’s not going anywhere. It’s holding weight as we speak.

10. The New Dessert

There’s an ice cream shop my boys love — I’m not going to name it, because this isn’t about them, it’s

about the freezer. You walk in and there’s the wall. Forty-seven flavors. Forty-seven tubs in a row under

the glass, every color God and chemistry ever made, and my boys stand there the way kids have stood

in front of freezers since freezers were invented: paralyzed by choice, drooling, absolutely certain that 

somewhere in that wall is the perfect one.

And here’s the thing I noticed, standing behind them with my wallet out: it’s all ice cream.

Chocolate, vanilla, strawberry, mint chip, cookie dough, the one with the candy bar in it, the one with the 

other candy bar in it. Different colors. Different names. Different little plastic spoons for tasting. But
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underneath — milk, sugar, cold. Every tub in that freezer is the same dessert wearing a different

costume.

Now walk into the managed-services industry. Same freezer.

Everybody’s selling ice cream. One product. Endless flavors. Let me walk you down the aisle, because

I’ve tasted all of them in twenty-four years:

There’s the “we answer fast” flavor. The “we’re local” flavor. The “we’re not local, we’re everywhere”

flavor. The “AI-powered” flavor — that’s the new one, the seasonal special, and everybody’s scooping it

right now. The “enterprise-grade” flavor, which tastes exactly like the regular flavor but costs four times

as much. The “boutique” flavor, the “white-glove” flavor, the “we’re like family” flavor.

Oh, and my personal favorite: the “proactive” flavor. Every tub in the freezer says “proactive” on the label

now. Proactive this, proactive that. You know what proactive means in the freezer? It means the ticket

queue has a new name. It’s still a queue. You’re still in it. But the tub says proactive, so it costs more.

And the “single pane of glass” flavor — that’s a good one. One dashboard to rule them all. One bucket

to hold all the other buckets. It’s buckets all the way down, friend, and every bucket has a per-seat price.

Different tubs. Different spoons. Same ice cream underneath: the ticket queue, the per-seat billing, the

contract with the auto-renewal, the “comprehensive assessment,” the seventy-five-person machine from

chapter one with a different logo on the van. Milk, sugar, cold.

Seven and a half billion people on this planet, and the technology industry looked at all of them and

said: let’s make ice cream. One dessert. Endless flavors. And they fight over flavors — my chocolate

beats your vanilla, my AI-swirl beats your blockchain-chip — while the customer stands in front of the

freezer thinking the thought my boys have never once thought, because they’re kids and it’s ice cream:

I don’t want ice cream. I want dinner.

I’m not making another flavor. I’m making a new dessert.

Here’s the test I use, and you can use it on anything — a product, a company, a pitch, a whole industry.

If you can describe what you’re building by saying “it’s like X, but better” — it’s a flavor. Faster tickets?

Flavor. Cheaper seats? Flavor. Friendlier support, shinier dashboard, AI sprinkled on top? Flavors,

flavors, flavors. All melting.

If you have to invent the sentence — if people tilt their head and say “wait, what?” — you might be

making a dessert.

So let me say the sentence, and watch for the head-tilt:

We run the company that took seventy-five people to run, with five humans and an AI workforce.

Wait, what?

Yeah. That’s the dessert. Not a better ticket queue — the absence of the ticket queue. Not a cheaper

seventy-five-person machine — the absence of the machine. Five humans at G-C level, the AI
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workforce underneath them, the stream flowing, the leaks getting found and fixed, the 99.9% self-

sufficiency standard holding it all up. The organism.

Because that’s what it is — not a product, not a service, an organism. Let me tell you the difference,

because it matters.

A product sits there. You buy it, it ages, it goes stale — it’s a bucket. A service is a person doing a thing

for money — valuable, but it sleeps, it quits, it has a bad day. An organism lives. It watches. It

remembers. It heals.

The organism remembers every mile. Every leak ever found, every fix ever applied, every dead end

ever walked into — recorded, in the layers, forever. The industry’s dirty secret is that it rebuilds the same

dead end twice a week: the same outage, the same misconfiguration, the same “we’ve seen this before”

that nobody wrote down. An organism doesn’t do that. It remembers the dead end, it warns you before

the cliff, and it forces forward instead of repeat. That’s not a feature. That’s a metabolism.

Let me put that in plain words, because it’s the whole product promise in four words: forcing them

forward vs. repeat.

The freezer world runs on repeat. Same ticket, same outage, same Monday-morning dread — repeat,

repeat, repeat — because nobody wrote it down, nobody remembered, nobody was forced to move

forward. The ticket closes. The knowledge evaporates. Next month, same ticket, different tech, same

shrug.

The organism doesn’t do repeat. It can’t. The layers remember, the rings verify, the stream reports —

and the next time that dead end appears on the road, the organism says we’ve been here, turn now.

Forcing forward. Not suggesting. Not recommending. Forcing — the way a good plumber forces the

issue: “Friend, I’m not patching this pipe a third time. We’re replacing it today.” That’s not upselling.

That’s a metabolism that refuses to go in circles.

The organism refreshes itself. Rings and layers, rebuilding, re-verifying, re-learning — constantly. The

giants do it too, on their own servers, five times a day — “they are refreshing their rings and layers,

huh?” Even the biggest machines on Earth don’t trust yesterday’s water. They live in the stream. We just

built the stream for the ants — for the shop with eight employees and the famous sticky note, who could

never afford the giant’s plumbing but gets the same fresh water.

The organism finds its own leaks. Not just your leaks — its leaks. A watcher goes quiet, a tributary dries

up, a silo goes stale, and the stream says so, out loud, in plain words. A flavor can’t do that. A flavor sits

in the tub and melts. The organism tells you when it’s bleeding.

And the organism runs on five. Five humans. That’s the part that makes the flavor-makers angriest,

because their whole business model is headcount — more seats, more techs, more tiers, more

meetings about the tickets. Five humans at the top, G-C level, with an AI workforce that never sleeps,

never quits, never has a bad day, and remembers everything. Seventy-five salaries of watching,

remembering, fixing — done by an organism that fits in five chairs.
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That’s not a flavor. You can’t get there by iterating the ice cream. Nobody ever invented a new dessert

by asking “how do we make the ice cream better?” You get there by walking out of the freezer aisle

entirely.

Now let me tell you the scary part about serving a new dessert, because Volume 1 told the personal

version and this is the business version, and they’re both true.

Nobody orders it. They can’t — they’ve never heard of it. You set it on the table and say “trust me,” and

then you stand there while they take the first bite, and the silence between the bite and the verdict is the

longest silence in business.

Every flavor-maker in the world will tell you you’re crazy while you’re standing in it. “Just make ice

cream,” they say. “Ice cream sells.” And they’re right — ice cream sells. It’s safe. The customer knows

what it is. The investor knows what it is. The industry analyst has a whole taxonomy of flavors with

market-share pie charts.

A new dessert has no pie chart. It has a table, a plate, a “trust me,” and a silence.

Let me tell you about that silence, because I’ve stood in it, and it’s the loneliest place in business.

You set the plate down. The customer looks at it. They look at you. And in their eyes you can see the

whole freezer aisle behind them — every salesman who ever promised them a better flavor, every

binder that went stale, every “proactive single pane of glass” that turned out to be a bucket with a new

label. They’re not deciding whether they like your dessert. They’re deciding whether to trust again.

That’s a heavier bite than any flavor ever asked them to take.

And you stand there. You don’t pitch. You don’t fill the silence with features, because the silence is the

pitch — the quiet confidence of a man who knows what’s on the plate. Your hands want to fidget. Let

them. Stand there anyway.

Then they taste it. And the silence changes shape — from suspicion to surprise. The head tilts. “Wait…

what is this?” And you smile, because that’s the sentence. That’s the one you were waiting for. Not “it’s

like X but better.” Wait, what?

“Where has this been all my life?”

That’s the only review that matters. Not the analyst’s quadrant. Not the competitor’s teardown. The

customer, at the table, after the silence, asking where it’s been all their life. Every flavor in the freezer is

fighting for a slightly bigger slice of the pie chart. The new dessert doesn’t want a slice. It wants the 

table.

But here’s what the flavor-makers don’t tell you: the freezer is melting. All of it. The ticket queues are

three weeks deep everywhere. The assessments are obsolete before the binder cools. The seventy-five-

person machine costs seventy-five salaries and still misses the leak that floods the house. The

customers aren’t standing in front of the freezer drooling like my boys — they’re standing there thinking I

don’t want ice cream, I want dinner, and they don’t say it out loud because nobody’s ever offered them

anything else.
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Until somebody does.

The new dessert is a bet. It’s the bet that people are hungry for something they haven’t tasted. It’s the

bet that “the IT service you were promised” isn’t a flavor — it’s a different meal. And it’s the bet this

whole book is making: that a rookie non-engineer from Delaware can set a new dish on the world’s table

and hear, after the long silence, the only review that matters.

“Where has this been all my life?”

Let me bring it home with the sentence from Volume 1, because some sentences are load-bearing and

this one holds up both books:

“7.5 billion flavors of ice cream vs. a new dessert.”

In Volume 1, that was philosophy — a working man’s cosmology, said under the Delaware sky. In this

book, it’s strategy. It’s the whole competitive position in one line. While everybody else iterates sideways

— a little faster, a little cheaper, a little more “AI-powered” on the label — we walked out of the freezer

aisle.

The flavors will keep fighting over the freezer. Let them. There’s plenty of freezer. We’re not in it.

We’re at the table, setting down the plate, saying “trust me” — and standing in the silence, because

we’ve stood in it before, and we know what comes after.

The dessert is served. The organism is alive. Five humans, the AI workforce, the stream flowing, the

leaks getting fixed, the invoice reading like English.

Don’t order a flavor. Taste the dessert.

11. The University

Somebody asked me the question at a table in the middle of the build — I don’t remember who, I

remember the question, because it’s the question under this whole book:

“Louis. Great. Five humans. Which five humans?”

He had me. Dead to rights. Because here’s the problem nobody wants to say out loud: you can’t hire for

a new dessert.

Think about it. The whole industry trains flavor-makers. The certifications, the courses, the career

ladders — all of it teaches you to scoop faster, smile wider, and upsell the seasonal special. Nobody’s

teaching the organism. Nobody’s teaching the stream. Nobody’s teaching “the plumber doesn’t point at

the drip, he fixes the pipe” as a professional standard. The schools are freezer schools. They graduate

freezer people.

So if the company runs on five humans, and the industry can’t produce those five humans, there’s

exactly one move left.

40 / 47



You grow them yourself.

That’s why there’s a university inside the company. Not a training department — a university. Henschel

University. And this chapter is the course catalog, the admissions pitch, and the reason it exists, all in

one.

Here’s the founding insight, and it’s pure ants:

The credential is the RESULT, not the degree.

Say it again, because the whole education industry just felt a chill: the credential is the result, not the

degree. In the freezer world, the degree comes first — you collect the paper, then you’re allowed to

touch the pipes. In our world, it’s backwards, the way it should be: you touch the pipes, you fix the leaks,

you run the stream — and the paper describes what you already did. The diploma doesn’t predict the

plumber. The dry floors predict the plumber, and the diploma just writes it down.

Henschel University is built on that sentence. It’s a training hub with one job: take a human being — any

human being, any background, any age — and teach them to run the organism. The AI engineering

course is six modules, start to finish, and it doesn’t teach you to use the tools. It teaches you to think like

the stream: carve, fill, find the leaks. We learn, we fix, we adjust, we scrub, we move forward to the next

— that’s not a poster on the wall, that’s the curriculum. Every module ends with a result, not a test. You

don’t pass by memorizing. You pass by doing — by finding a real leak and fixing a real pipe, with the AI

workforce at your shoulder and the layers remembering every step.

Let me walk you through the six, plain as I can.

Module one: the pipes. What a network actually is, taught the plumber’s way — water, pressure, flow.

No jargon without a translation. You come out of module one able to look at any business and see the

plumbing. That’s the foundation everything else stands on, because you can’t find leaks in pipes you

can’t see.

Module two: the five leaks. Network, data, money, efficiency, security — the whole inventory from

chapter seven, taught hands-on. You learn to spot each one the way a plumber spots a bad washer: by 

look, by feel, by the sound the system makes when something’s wrong. By the end, you can walk into

any shop, flashlight in your teeth, and write the invoice.

Module three: the stream. Carve, fill, find the leaks. You learn to build the channel, fill it with living water,

and walk the banks. The ten-minute rounds. The five-second pulse. The leak reports in plain language.

You don’t just learn what the stream is — you build one, a real one, and you watch it catch its first leak,

and I promise you, the first time the river tells you something you didn’t know, you’ll feel what I felt at 2

AM watching the campfire.

Module four: the organism. The rings, the layers, the memory. You learn why the system remembers

every mile, how the dead ends get recorded, what “forcing forward vs. repeat” means in practice. This is

the module where students stop thinking like technicians and start thinking like tenders — gardeners of

the invisible. It’s the hardest module. It’s the one that changes people.
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Module five: the trade. The plumber’s way of doing business, as a profession. Fixed quotes before

wrenches. The invoice in plain English. The thirty-day warranty as a point of honor. How to tell a

customer bad news. How to tell a customer good news without sounding like a salesman. How to show

up at 2 AM. This module isn’t technical at all, and it’s the one the freezer schools could never teach,

because they don’t believe any of it.

Module six: the run. You run it. A real stream, real leaks, real customers, the AI workforce at your

shoulder and the five humans watching over yours. It’s the apprenticeship — the journeyman phase.

You don’t graduate module six by passing. You graduate by running — by keeping the water flowing and

the floors dry, for real, where it counts.

Six modules. Pipes, leaks, stream, organism, trade, run. From “what’s a network” to “I run one.” That’s

the course. That’s the whole thing.

Certificates and points along the way — because human beings run on progress you can see. Every

module earns its certificate. Every result earns points. And at the end of every year, the top point-

earners get rewarded — real rewards, not a pizza party. The people who found the most leaks, fixed the

most pipes, kept the most streams flowing — they get recognized like what they are: the reason the

organism lives.

And at the end of it all: the shield diploma. With the college background.

Let me tell you about that diploma, because I designed it the way I design everything — plain, proud,

and real. It’s a shield — not a rectangle, a shield — because what we’re training isn’t employees, it’s

protectors. The people who stand between the business and the flood. And behind the shield, the

college background — the ivy, the stone, the weight of it — because here’s the thing the freezer schools

don’t want to admit: a plumber who can run the organism outranks a graduate who can only describe

one. The background says: this is real education. The shield says: and it’s for something.

You hang that on a wall and it doesn’t say “I sat through the course.” It says “I keep the water flowing.”

Now, why would a company that runs on five humans build a whole university? Wouldn’t five hires be

cheaper?

Sure. If you could hire them. You can’t. But that’s only half the answer. The other half is the mission —

and the mission is the whole reason this book exists.

“Inspire the ants.”

The ants are the ones the freezer schools never wanted. The guy in the truck at 6 AM. The woman with

the shop and the prayer. The kid with the laptop in the town nobody’s heard of. The rookie non-engineer

from Delaware with a phone that can’t spell his company’s name — me. The industry looked at us and

said: you’re not technical enough, you’re not credentialed enough, you’re not our kind of people. And

then it sold us buckets at enterprise prices.
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Henschel University is the door. “The giants built walls. We build doors.” That’s not a headline — okay,

it’s a headline too, a damn good one — but it’s the policy. The university takes the ant and teaches the

ant to run the organism. Not to admire it. Not to buy a flavor of it. To run it.

That’s why the front door of the university is free. The Ants Initiative — the founding track, zero cost —

takes you from zero to living the stack. Zero to living the stack. Not “an introduction to concepts.” Not a

webinar. The stack — the real one, the stream, the rings, the layers, the plumber’s invoice — lived in,

hands on, from nothing to running. Free. Because the ants were never going to get here through the

paid door, and the whole point is the ants.

Think about what that means for the company. The five humans at G-C level — the top of the organism

— they’re not hired from the freezer. They’re grown in the university. They came up through the

modules. They earned the points. They hold the shield diploma. They learned the doctrine the way you

learn a trade: by doing it, shoulder to shoulder, leak by leak, until it’s in their hands.

And below the five — because the organism is bigger than five chairs — there’s an army of ants who

went through the university and went back out into the world: into client companies, into their own

shops, into towns nobody’s heard of, running streams of their own. Every graduate is a plumber. Every

plumber finds leaks. Every fixed leak is proof the model works. The university isn’t a cost center. It’s a 

spring — it feeds the river.

Let me tell you what the freezer schools do when they hear about this, because it’s funny and it’s

instructive.

They ask about accreditation. I’m serious. The first question, every time: “Is it accredited?”

And I say: by whom? By the people who accredited the seventy-five-person machine? By the institutions

that taught three generations to sell buckets? My diploma’s credential is the result. The dry floors. The

stream flowing. The leak found and fixed at 2 AM while the freezer graduates were asleep. You want to

accredit that? Come watch.

The second question is: “But can an ant really…?” And they trail off, because they hear how it sounds.

Yes. An ant really can. I’m the proof — a rookie non-engineer who built the organism standing in his

socks at 3 AM. The credential is the result, and the result is this: the stream, the company, the book in

your hands. If the university had existed when I started, I’d have been its first student. Instead I had to

build the school and be the student at the same time, which — let me tell you — is a hell of a way to get

an education, and I don’t recommend the schedule, but I recommend the diploma.

So here’s the course catalog, plain as I can make it:

Henschel University. Six modules. AI engineering — the real thing, the organism, the stream, the

plumber’s trade applied to the invisible pipes. Certificates and points as you go. Yearly rewards for the

top earners — the best leak-finders, the best pipe-fixers, the best stream-keepers. And at the end, the
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shield diploma with the college background: proof you can run what took seventy-five people, with five

humans and a river.

And the front door — the Ants Initiative — is free. Zero to living the stack. No tuition, no gatekeeping, no

“you’re not our kind of people.” If you’re willing to learn, you’re our kind of people. That’s the whole

admissions policy. That’s the whole point.

Why does the company that runs on five humans need a university?

Because the five aren’t the ceiling. They’re the seed. The university grows the five, and then it grows the

five hundred, and then it grows the five thousand — ants, every one of them, trained to run the

organism, carrying the stream out into the world like water in their hands.

The giants build walls. We build doors. And behind this particular door, there’s a classroom, a shield on

the wall, and a river running through the middle of it.

Come on in. Class is in session. The Look was free — the learning is too.

12. The Shade, Part Two

Look up.

If you read Volume 1, you know what comes next. The night sky over Delaware. The field behind

somebody’s house. The whole thing spread out like God’s own blueprint. That’s where the cosmology

arrived — the Sun, the stream, the plumber, the ice cream, the tree, the ants — all of it, in plain words,

between sessions, with my eyes cooling off the screen.

This is the last chapter of the business book. And I want to end it where the life book ended: under the

tree.

Because Volume 1 planted a tree. This book grew one.

In Volume 1, I told my son Corey: I’m planting a tree in which I’ll never see the shade.

I meant it as a father. I meant: I’m building something whose cool I won’t live to stand in, and that’s not

sadness, that’s belief — belief that the ground will hold, that the rain will come, that somebody I love will

be standing there years from now and that’ll be enough.

But here’s what I didn’t know when I wrote that letter: the tree wasn’t just the family. The tree was the 

company. The tree was the organism. And everything I told my boy about fathers and planting turns out

to be everything I know about business, too.

So let me tell you about the planting — the enterprise version.

You plant an organism the way you plant a tree: you don’t assemble it, you put it in the ground and tend

it. Carve the stream — that’s digging the hole, shaping the earth, giving the roots somewhere to go. Fill

it with water — that’s the first deep watering, the live data soaking in, the ten-minute rounds and the five-
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second pulse like rain on schedule. Find the leaks — that’s walking the rows every morning, checking

for the broken branch, the dry patch, the thing that’s not thriving, and fixing it before it spreads.

Nobody plants a tree by describing it. You plant it by planting it. Hands in the dirt. And nobody builds an

organism with a binder. You build it by carving, filling, walking the banks — we learn, we fix, we adjust,

we scrub, we move forward to the next. That’s not a methodology. That’s tending. The doctrine is just

gardening, applied to the invisible.

And then — this is the part the business books always skip, because it can’t be put in a spreadsheet —

you wait. You tend, and you wait, and you trust the ground. The stream doesn’t become a river in a day.

The rings don’t learn the dead ends in a week. The five humans don’t become G-C level in a quarter. An

organism grows on organism time, and organism time is slower than launch time, and every founder has

to learn to sit in the shade-that-isn’t-there-yet and believe in the green that’s coming.

Tending has a rhythm, and I’ll tell you ours, because it’s the most unfashionable thing in this whole book:

one major update, then backup, then launch — and then stop. Working hours. The tree doesn’t grow

faster because you stare at it. The stream doesn’t flow cleaner because you never sleep. You tend, and

then you go home, and you let the organism do what organisms do overnight — which, in our case, is

literal: the stream keeps the watch while we sleep, the rings refresh, the layers remember, and the

morning leak report is waiting with the coffee. That’s not laziness. That’s trusting the planting. The

founders who can’t stop tending — who dig up the seed every morning to check the roots — those are

the ones whose trees die.

I sat in a lot of not-yet shade during the build. 3 AM, socks, kitchen table, the whole cosmology arriving

at once — that was planting. Every leak found, every pipe fixed, every rung of the ladder held — that’s

tending. This book — that’s writing the care instructions on the back of the seed packet, so the next

planter knows what worked.

Now the handing. Because a tree you plant and keep is just landscaping. A tree you plant for somebody

is a legacy.

Corey is the branches. That’s not poetry, that’s the org chart — in the company, everything forward-

facing, the growth, the reaching, the becoming, is named after my son. The branches don’t grow for

themselves. They grow for what’s next. They grow so somebody else can climb. They grow for the

shade they’ll throw someday on people the planter will never meet.

One day — not soon, there’s a lot of tending left, and the working-hours pact says we go at a human

pace now — one day I hand him the organism. Not the company. Listen to me: not the company.

Companies can be sold, companies can fail, companies are things. I’m handing him what my father

handed me, translated: a way of being.

Show up. That’s the first one. Two in the morning, the stream’s leaking, everybody else asleep — you

show up. Not because somebody’s watching. Because that’s what the roots do. Roots sit in the dark and

hold the whole tree up, and nobody photographs them, and without them nothing stands.

45 / 47



Tell the truth, especially when it costs you. The invoice that reads like English. The fixed quote before

the wrench. The leak report in plain words even when the news is bad — especially when the news is

bad. The stream doesn’t flatter. It tells.

Don’t wait for permission. The train leaves. The dessert gets served to whoever’s hungry, not whoever’s

credentialed. The ants don’t get an invitation from the giants — they build their own door. I was a rookie

non-engineer with a phone that couldn’t spell my company’s name, and I didn’t wait until I was ready.

“I’m at the age where I will no longer doubt myself… it’s time to go.” That sentence built everything in

both of these books. Doubt is a habit, not a fact. Put it down.

And the last one — the one underneath all the others, the one this whole business book has been

walking toward since chapter one:

Build for the ants.

Let me show you the tree now — the enterprise, full-grown, the way I see it when I look up.

The roots are George. My father, Bucky — the German name, the dark hair and dark eyes, the crest. In

the company, George is the internal engine: the ops, the foundation, the work nobody sees. The layers

remembering every mile. The rings refreshing, re-verifying, refusing to rebuild the same dead end twice.

Roots don’t do interviews. Roots hold.

The branches are Corey. My son, the future, the green reaching up. In the company, Corey is the growth

— the clients climbing the ladder, zero to one hundred, the stream flowing out into the Tri-State and

beyond. Branches are the proof the roots are working. They’re the part people see. And they grow for

what’s next.

The sunlight is Chrissy. My sister — the most talented out of all of us, and I’d say it to her face and have.

In the company, Chrissy is the marketing: the light, the warmth, the exposure. A tree in the dark is just a

stick. Sunlight turns work into growth. She takes what’s real and makes it visible.

And the water — the water is the stream. Carved, filled, the leaks found and fixed, the ten-minute

rounds, the five-second pulse. The river the whole tree drinks from.

And the fruit — because a tree this well-tended fruits — the fruit is the plumber’s invoice. Plain words.

Fixed quotes. Thirty-day warranties. Dry floors. Businesses that forgot what IT dread felt like. Ants who

looked at the organism and thought: well, hell, if he can do it…

And here’s the thing about fruit: it’s not for the tree. The tree doesn’t eat its own apples. Fruit is for

whoever’s walking by — for the neighbor, the stranger, the ant on the road who didn’t plant anything and

is hungry anyway. Every leak report in plain language is fruit. Every fixed quote before the wrench is

fruit. Every shield diploma on an ant’s wall is fruit. Every morning a business owner drinks from the

stream with her coffee and gets on with her day — that’s fruit, dropping off the branches, free for the

taking.
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A company that only feeds itself is landscaping. A company that fruits — that feeds the road — that’s an

orchard. That’s what we’re planting. Not one tree. An orchard. Rows of them. And every ant who goes

through the university and plants one of their own — that’s another row.

Roots, branches, sunlight, water, fruit. George, Corey, Chrissy, the stream, the invoice. The father

holding, the son reaching, the sister shining, the river flowing, the work done.

You can run a company on spreadsheets. I’d rather run one on a tree.

Five humans.

That’s the thesis of this book, and I want to say it once more, plain, before the shade closes over us: a

company that took seventy-five people to run — the tiers, the NOC, the managers, the meetings about

meetings — run with five humans at G-C level and an AI workforce that never sleeps. Not by working

harder. Not by cutting corners. By building the organism instead of staffing the machine. By drinking

from the stream instead of carrying buckets. By fixing pipes instead of pointing at drips.

The 75-to-5 isn’t a layoff story. God, no — nothing in this book is about less. It’s about alive. Seventy-

five people drowning in tickets is less alive than five people tending a river. The machine needed

seventy-five because the machine forgot everything every night. The organism needs five because it 

remembers.

Run it with five. Five humans, an organism that remembers, a river that never stops. Teach the ants to

run it after you.

I’m going to end this the way Volume 1 ended — with the sentence. The load-bearing one. The one that

holds up both books, the life and the business, the tree and the organism, the father and the founder:

“This isn’t supposed to WOW the giants, this is to inspire the ants.”

The giants are fine. They have their keynotes and their stages and their seventy-five-person machines,

and they’re welcome to all of it. They build for the history books.

We built for the ants. The guy in the truck at 6 AM. The woman with the shop and the prayer. The kid

with the laptop in the town nobody’s heard of. The rookie non-engineer from Delaware who stood in his

socks at 3 AM and decided it was time to go.

Plant the organism. Tend it — learn, fix, adjust, scrub, move forward to the next. Hand it to the next

generation. And trust the shade you won’t see, because the planting was never about you standing in it.

It was about the ants standing in it. Years from now. The cool of it on a hot day. Somebody’s kid looking

up at the branches and thinking: well, hell. If he could do it…

Look up. Then look down. Then get to work.

Inspire the ants.
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