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Prologue

Peter Profit woke up with a throbbing
headache the morning after his first night in Las Vegas. He had all
the classic symptoms of a night out on the town – dry mouth, aching
head and uneasy stomach – but he was as excited as a kid. For the
very first time, Peter had been invited to attend the Las Vegas
Profit Convention.

Profits are to businesses as touchdowns are
to football teams – the result of the entire team doing everything
right. Profits are MAGIC. Profits capture, in one metric, all you
need to know about a business. It turns out Profits are alive.

From time to time all the Profits from all
the largest firms in America get together to compare notes and have
a good time. Peter Profit was the living, breathing,
money-come-to-life profits created by Owen Enterprises. Owen
Enterprises had grown steadily for years, and Peter Profit kept
getting bigger and bigger. Finally he was large enough to be
invited to the biggest and most important Profit conference in the
world!

When Peter walked in to register for the
conference, Apple Profit was standing right in front of him. Every
small start-up firm in the world was inspired by his story. A
couple of kids in a garage founded a firm and years later they were
worth more than Microsoft, GE, or IBM. The firm and their Profit
were ever so cool. Apple Profit wore jeans and a turtleneck and
sported a three-day growth of facial hair that would do Russell
Crowe proud. Plus, Apple Profit immediately said hello to Peter and
welcomed him!

“Hi, I’m Apple – this is your first
time?”

Stunned, Peter replied, “Yes, Mr. Apple, Sir
– jeez you’re like my hero – uh, uh ...”

“Congratulations on your success and I hope
you enjoy the conference. We have a reception in my suite later.
Here, take this invitation and join us for a drink.”

Apple was then hailed by reporters and
dragged away. Peter thought he was going to wet his pants. “Apple
spoke to me! Wow! And invited me to a party???!!! This is
great!”

The rest of the day passed in a blur of
cocktails, music, food, and introductions. Peter met many other
Profits and collected so many business cards he lost track. The
biggest Profits were the most welcoming. They all praised Peter and
wanted to know more about Owen Enterprises, and how it had
succeeded in growing Peter to a level which earned him an
invitation to the conference.

Maybe their attitudes were best summed up
when Hewlett Packard Profit called him over to her table later that
night and insisted on buying him a nightcap.

“Congratulations on your success. I read a
little about Owen Enterprises in the conference packet and loved
the story. I was hoping to get a chance to get to know you a little
better,” she explained.

“Really? I am so flattered – I mean, jeez,
all the big players here have been so nice and I didn’t know what
to expect and wow ... I ... I mean uh ...”

“Relax, Peter, we all remember how hard it
was to start and how exciting it was in the beginning. Well, not
all of us. Profits like Coca-Cola, GE and some of the oldest firms
can’t remember their founding days. But for many of us, watching
Profits like you is sort of like getting a new puppy or playing
with our grandchildren. The very best years for Profits are often
the early ones when the risks seem so real and terrifying. Success
or failure hangs in the balance. You see, when firms get really
big, they sometimes forget the magic of the creation of Profits in
the first place. Then we get to meet you and all the other
newcomers and it reminds us of our beginnings. So, can you tell me
your story?”

Peter beamed, gulped, and, suddenly for the
first time in his life, felt like a grown up (even though she had
just called him a puppy)!

“I’ll try,” Peter said.
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Chapter 1 - Getting Some
Experience

After leaving college, Owen, future founder
of Owen Enterprises, worked for 15 years for Billie Enterprises, a
large and respected firm that provided consulting and analytical
services to the largest businesses in America. When Owen joined the
firm they were growing steadily. Because revenue was strong and
because management restrained the growth in overhead, Billie
Enterprises was growing. Profits were up every year. Billie Profit
was so fit she even ran a marathon! Billie Profit was the
acknowledged superstar – the Michael Jordan of the firm.

It was terrific fun in those years. Every
year revenues grew, and every year talented new, young and cute
staff (Owen was single in those days) joined the firm. Bright,
eager and ambitious staff were given outsized opportunities to
prove themselves. They had a saying at Billie Enterprises that Owen
loved – “throw them in the deep end.”

Owen was even sent to work in London after
just two years with the firm. He learned to drink wine and met real
Italians! They seemed like regular people except they lived in
Italy, spoke mainly Italian, and were actual card-carrying
Communists! Talk about cool – it was breathtaking. Owen had the
time of his life.

When he came back from London he moved
steadily up at Billie Enterprises. He spent several years in
Chicago, then was selected to open a new office for the firm in
Atlanta, and finally was promoted to Executive Vice President with
national responsibilities for a small division of the firm. It
seemed as if the good times would stretch endlessly into the
future.

But gradually something did change at Billie
Enterprises. Forty years of regular growth in revenue slowed,
stopped, and then revenue began to decline. The CMO (Chief
Marketing Officer who was responsible for revenue) began to look
old and tired. He took to using a cane! He got moody, too, and
claimed it wasn’t his fault. Neither the CMO nor the COO (Chief
Operating Officer) would take responsibility for what was going on.
It was subtle at first, but then it got worse and worse and
worse.

One day, a couple of the “best and the
brightest” senior people at Billie Enterprises quit to start their
own firm. The COO immediately put out the word that “the TRAITORS
had never carried their weight and were complaining whiners. We’re
better off without them.” (This is the direct quote from the memo!)
This seemed really confusing to Owen who liked and respected the
TRAITORS. How could they go from being great members of the team to
hated TRAITORS in one day?

Department managers began to quarrel about
“whose work that was.” Turf battles broke out all over the place.
Everyone claimed to be “really, really, really busy.” This seemed
odd since there was less work to do every year. The “Chiefs” looked
bad, but Billie Profit looked worse. Billie Profit began to look
very bad, pooped and barely able to walk up a flight of stairs.

The owner of Billie Enterprises was unhappy.
What owner could be happy watching Profits shrink every year?

Owen was sick with worry. The once generous
bonus plan disintegrated because the owner was not going to “share
the wealth” if there was no wealth to share. Morale collapsed and
it was no longer fun to go to work.

Owen ran around the company, in effect
yelling “Fire, Fire!” and tried to point out things that made no
sense to him. Owen had an MBA after all (okay, it was from a state
college and not a distinguished, exclusive Ivy League institution,
but he had gotten really good grades!) and sometimes he acted like
he knew more than the CMO or COO, and this pissed them off. (Sorry
for the bad language, but it’s true.) The COO decided Owen was a
problem, maybe the problem. Nasty meetings took place. Owen became
more and more unhappy, and then the worst thing that can happen to
a business occurred.

Billie Profit was hospitalized. She was in
critical condition. In fact, Billie Profit disappeared. The doctors
said she wasn’t dead; she had just turned into something called
“Losses.” There was an ugly red glow in the spot on the bed where
Billie had last been seen.

The doctor said, “We just need to catch a
break. Sometimes “Losses” simply disappear. Good old Billie Profit
might show up, sit up, walk, and maybe even run again.”

It was kind of like Lazarus, I guess, but no
one alive now had actually seen Lazarus get up and walk, and there
was no real proof he couldn’t walk in the first place. So a lot of
people just worried even more.

The CMO and COO could not bear the pain of
firing employees, layoffs, or forcing early retirements. They kept
waiting for a break (sort of like hoping for a turnover in a big
game when your team is losing). They hoped a big new assignment
from a client would appear. Senior management began reading their
horoscopes and even consulted with a fortune teller, to see if
Billie Enterprises’ luck would change. The situation at Billie
Enterprises continued to get worse.

Owen didn’t think the firm should embrace a
formal business plan based on wishing, hoping and luck. Luck, he
had heard, was the intersection of Preparation and Opportunity.
Wishing for luck did not seem anything like preparation.
Opportunities didn’t seem to be anywhere on the horizon and, as far
as he could see, management was not doing anything to uncover
opportunities. They were just sitting in their offices writing
nasty, scary memos.

One day, Owen resigned. He was terrified, but
he was determined to see if he could do his own thing. Many people
thought Owen had lost his mind, but he had some ideas and some ways
of doing things others simply would not consider. Owen was going to
start his own business!
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Chapter 2 - Capital

Along with the terror, Owen also felt
exhilaration. The last five years at Billie Enterprises had been a
nightmare, but he had always had a paycheck. Now he didn’t. He was
really scared. But his mind was on fire.

He knew the key to starting a business was
Capital (a fancy word for money). He knew he had to live and feed
his family, and he also had to have some money for the company he
was going to start.

[image: tmp_dc887a390d3402c775a770667b4beffa_kc4ufq_html_m55b10090.png]

It was about this time that he met the Demons
– the embodiment of the self doubts that show up and terrify risk
takers. His Demons loved preying on him at low moments. Their
opening night performance set the tone for a 25-year
relationship.

“Yeah, right,” his Demons said, “You’re going
to start a company. That’s nuts! Get a job! Earn a paycheck. Become
a Team Player. You could lose everything!”

Interestingly enough, the Demons only visited
in the middle of sleepless nights, when he couldn’t do anything.
And so he worried. He tried to remember to repeat the famous Will
Rogers quote about worry: “Worry is like making payments on a debt
that may never come due.”

Because step one was Capital (it’s always
about the money, always) and because he had to live and feed his
family, he did a really thorough job of counting his money and
investments. He counted everything – even his 401(k) and the equity
in his home. Next, he looked at the past two years of spending to
see if he could figure out what he was spending and then created a
family budget. Finally, he computed the income he had to have every
month to make sure his family could stay in their home and pay the
bills.

Sadly, he realized there was no money for the
expensive French wines he had learned to love in London. Merlot
does suck, but it was about $8.00 a bottle. He did some math and
found he could have one bottle of French Burgundy a month or 10
bottles of cheap California Merlot. “This running a company is
easy!” he thought.

Owen visited with several bankers and one of
them made the first of many stunning suggestions outside advisors
were to make over the years (but sadly the last such suggestion
from a banker).

The Banker asked, “How long do you think it
will take you to prove to yourself that you can succeed at this
before you throw in the towel?”

Owen was terrified thinking about this, but
he had talked to five or six colleagues who had started firms in
the last few years including, importantly, the TRAITORS who were
now spending winters in St. Barts. They thought 18 months was it.
“Succeed in 18 months or give it up. Get a Job. Join the Team.”

The Banker then said the stunning thing
mentioned earlier: “You said earlier that all of your living
expenses would be $4,500 per month. I think that is a little low.
Let’s make it $5,000 a month. Buy eighteen $5,000 CD’s. Have them
mature in one month, two months, three months and so forth. Tell
your wife this money will be deposited into her checking account
each month. It’s your, um, paycheck,” chuckled the Banker. (Bankers
are sick actually.) “Put the rest of your “moola” in the company.
That’s your capital for Owen Enterprises.”

Really, Bankers look rational enough all
suited up, but they are just like the junkies on the corner looking
for their next fix. All the junkie wants is the drug and all the
banker cares about is the money and something called “collateral,”
which you never have when you actually need it.

Owen was stunned. This was really going to
happen. He was going to do this! He was now a






CAPITALIST
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Chapter 3 - Definitions
Are Important

Now that he was a business owner and a
capitalist, Owen thought he should do some research on what that
really was. How was it different from being a man or an employee or
a sports fan or a golfer or a Dad?

It turns out a capitalist is one who invests
Capital into a business with the expectation of getting a return.
The return was divided into two very important piles:

•Profit – Owen could already envision me (a
cute baby all warm and cuddly) long before he actually saw me in
the flesh.

•Appreciation – presumably if Owen succeeded,
the business would grow in value. Growth in value is directly
proportional to the Profit, so growing Profit grows value.

The amount of Capital thing was an important
constraint. Owen realized he had limited Capital and he should risk
it wisely.

Several years earlier a man he respected (who
had struck out on his own and bought a golf course – oh, how Owen
envied him for years!) called early one Sunday morning not to
invite him to play golf, but to borrow money. He wanted to borrow a
lot of money. He had a “problem.” The bank loan was due and he was
“a little short”. (Funny how the guy who wants to borrow your money
is always only a little short and will pay you back real
soon!).

Owen lent him the money, but only after
getting a lawyer to draw up binding papers (the first of many
occasions when an attorney saved his bacon). At the signing, the
guy told Owen “I was always undercapitalized – I knew it from the
beginning.” It’s sort of like a pilot who admits, “We always knew
we didn’t have enough fuel!”
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Now, years later, when Owen thought about
this story he knew the moral was:

OVER Capitalized = Good

UNDER Capitalized = Idiot

He was painfully aware that every penny he
had in the world was invested either in CD’s to care for his family
or in Owen Enterprises (he already had a name for his firm!). That
money had been invested in the stock market during the 80’s and it
was making a pretty good return of 10% or so per year. He wanted to
make a return on his Capital – that is the goal of any business, to
make a fair return on Capital (look it up; it really is in every
book on business).

When he thought about it carefully, he
realized he was taking a bigger risk with his Capital in his own
firm than he had been taking by investing in P&G, IBM, or
Coca-Cola. He believed he should get returns that were
proportionate to the risks he was taking. He thought his returns
should be greater than 15%. This was very exciting so he opened a
bottle of Merlot and announced his goal out loud! The Demons were
his only audience, and they just laughed and laughed.

Owen vowed to use his Capital wisely, to
ensure that he had enough and to make certain he earned a reward
proportionate to the risk he was taking. This would limit what he
could do, but he thought he had enough Capital to accomplish his
goals.

Then he went to sleep and for the first time
in a long while the Demons did not wake him. It turns out that
Demons can be controlled by good, sound decisions and then you
sleep like a baby (and sometimes after an especially good day
sugarplum fairies even show up)!
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Chapter 4 -
Strategy

(This is really, really, really, really
important.)

When Owen woke up the next morning he was,
once again, petrified. Sure he had quit his job, counted his money,
apportioned it wisely (using great advice), learned he needed to
make a handsome return, and made a decision to always have plenty
of capital. A lot of hard work had gone into all of this.

But frankly, what was he going to do to make
this money? The Demons were amused. They produced accounting
statements showing that, thus far, his Profit was negative (bright
red in fact), and they harped on the fact that all he was doing was
wasting time and money thinking about “strategy.” They even made up
an inane song he couldn’t stop humming:

“Where is your paycheck? Where is your
paycheck?”

Incidentally, the Demons never really
disappear. No matter what happens, they are lurking like savage
wolves waiting for any doubt or uncertainty to crop up. Suddenly
there they are – gleefully singing...

“Oh yes, you’re the great pretender.
Pretending ...”

For whatever reason, during the day Owen was
calm and intense. He had read every business book on startups he
could find. Some of the advice was worthless, like:

“Do something unique”

This advice would work well for Steve Jobs,
Thomas Edison, and other genius inventors, but it was of little
help to mortals like Owen.

Other advice seemed more useful:

“Discover a niche”

A niche product or service is one not many
people currently want and, therefore, no other companies pursue,
because there is not much money in the niche today. However, it
might be a growing need in the future.

Owen spent some time thinking about the niche
strategy. He even flew to Chicago to try out a niche offering idea
on his best former client (and dear lifelong friend). This client,
T, (thinly disguised to protect him) heard Owen out one day over
beers at lunch. This was a long time ago when drinking beers at
lunch was what you did if you were a responsible professional (all
the rest of the business world got ripped on martinis). The screen
play and dialogue would go something like this:






EXT. CHICAGO ITALIAN RESTAURANT (no Commies
in view)

Owen and T are seated at an outdoor table talking.
Owen is squinting in the afternoon sun.

Owen: “So T, I’m thinking I should have a
niche for Owen Enterprises and my idea is to specialize in
consulting among the aging population of consumers – folks 60 and
over and ...”

T’s body language and tone indicate he is dismissive
of the idea and thinks Owen is wasting his time.

T: “That’s a great idea Owen, why don’t you
call the firm Geriatrics R Us? Can I get another beer? No, actually
I want a double martini.”

Owen: “You don’t think specializing in work
on the fastest growing segment in the universe is a good
idea!!?”
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BAM. Owen, pissed at T, slams his beer down on the
table, which is precariously balanced on an uneven slate tile
floor. The table rocks like there has been an earthquake and a full
pitcher of beer gushes over the two of them – all suited up.

T calms down after his martini is served.

T: “Why don’t you just do what you used to do
for me? You were really good at that!”

This was brilliant advice but the
alcohol-induced haze Owen was enjoying caused this thought to be
lost for some time. It did resurface later, but T never got full
credit – until now.

Owen caught his flight home (smelling like a
beer distillery, which the other passengers seemed to notice with
disgust), all the while thinking dark thoughts about T. All his
hard work on a niche had gone to waste and he would still wake up
tomorrow without a strategy.

Hundreds of hours and conversations later he
was still frozen with fear. Nothing had happened (other than the
fact that all the Demons now had names and some very irritating
offspring). He just kept spinning and could commit to a
strategy.

Months passed, no money was coming in, and
all he had done was talk to bankers, accountants, lawyers,
competitors, and old friends on the client side like T (most of
whom drank less at lunch, at least). Tired, alone, and frightened,
he turned on the word processing program he used in those days to
have a conversation with his only ally – the Toshiba laptop.

He typed some fateful words:

It’s time to do something!

(Owen was proud of this sentence – it seemed
like progress). Like a flowing river, this led immediately to:

I should do something I know how to do!

(I swear this is a completely true story with
no dramatic embellishment). The next sentence was completely
obvious to Owen.

The only things I really know how to do are
things someone has paid me to do in the past (Thanks, T!).

“Wow,” he thought, “What am I really good at?
What types of things do I love doing?”

Excited, he retrieved his old records from
fifteen years of work with Billie Enterprises and began to
carefully document all of the consulting projects with which he had
ever been involved. There were about 1,500 of them. It was tedious
and time-consuming. But in the end, he discovered a niche he loved
and, apparently, as T had said, one that he was good at.

The good news was that the competition sucked
at this type of work, and Owen thought it was a growing niche. The
really good news was that his Capital was more than adequate to
tackle this strategy. Sadly, he forgot T was mainly responsible for
all of his future success. (Note - alcohol is a Demon too!).

That was it. He had Capital and a strategy.
The Demons were in full retreat (at least for one night). Owen knew
what he was going to do.
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Chapter 5 - Now Owen
enterprises Is Open for Business

Oddly, the terrifying nights were not yet
over, because there was no sign of any revenue. He sent
announcements to all the prospects he could think of – nothing
happened. No sign of Peter Profit, no clients, no employees,
nothing. The phone was not ringing. Fortunately, no one had
invented video games for office computers yet, and, being afraid of
heights, Owen was not tempted to take a flying leap. So he spent
all of his time trying to remember how to stir up business.

The Demons had a couple of parties; Owen lost
sleep and couldn’t find a golf game at the country club. Even his
two-year old at home was beginning to think the old man was a
loser.

Owen made a list of every single contact he
had ever had on the client side of the business – a total of 165
names of people he knew who might plausibly be a potential source
of revenue. He ranked them in order using 3 variables:

1. Total budget they had influence upon.

2. Likelihood they would call him back.

3. How happy he would be if they did (real jerk = 10%, sweetheart
of a guy = 100%).

By multiplying these numbers together and
ranking the prospects on the total, he prioritized his prospect
list.

Then he remembered what Bob Salesguy, the
wise, old sage from Billie Enterprises who had sent him to England
and taught him how to build a business, always said, “Call people
who have budgets for your services, take them to dinner (buy fine
wine!), and beg for a chance. Really beg – on your knees, tears in
your eyes – promise the moon, show pictures of the adorable
children (by this time there were two, including a real cute little
girl). Just beg for a chance.”

And so he did. He got on planes, and did the
begging in person (begging on the phone is pathetic). Fly, fly,
fly. Spend, spend, spend (it turns out the Demons fly with you and
really have a ball on road trips).

Beg, beg and really, really, really, beg.
Then he would rush back to the office to sit close to the phone (in
those days they had to be plugged in using stupid wires so he
actually had to sit in the office hoping some client would
call).

Still nothing – no luck (but notice the
Preparation). The Demons were having a field day. More than once he
started to call the old boss to see if he could rejoin the
team.

One day the phone did ring. It was JS – an
old friend and former client from a Fortune 500 firm. He told Owen
about a problem he and his firm had, and they had a long talk about
alternative ways of solving this problem.

Owen finally said, “Well, JS, good luck with
your problem.” Owen thought JS was just picking his brain – he
couldn’t imagine a Fortune 500 firm would entrust an important
project to a one-man band. Normally they wouldn’t, but JS loved
Owen, wanted to give him a shot, and had the authority to do
whatever he wanted.

Then Owen heard the most astonishing sentence
anyone had ever said to him.

“Jeez, Owen, do you want to bid on this or
not?”

It had been so long since he had heard that
question, he didn’t really know what to say or do, but,
fortunately, desperation is an ally.

The proposal Owen wrote stands as his best
work ever (there is nothing comparable to the terror of losing
everything you have in the world as a source of motivation). He
sent it off and then raced back to the office to sleep by the phone
in case JS wanted to discuss some aspect of it at six o’clock in
the morning (that was silly since JS never woke before nine
o’clock). Finally, thirty-six long hours later, the phone actually
rang and Owen Enterprises was awarded its first project!

Owen immediately opened some Merlot and
summoned the Demons (silly, actually, since it turns out the Demons
never expect an invitation, they are always there just waiting) and
bid them farewell for good. Owen thought the hard scary work that
excited the Demons was done. The sad truth is that the hard scary
work is never done and the Demons are always there just
waiting.
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Chapter 6 - Cash =
Oxygen

The next morning, Owen arrived at the office
and constructed a “To Do List.” Because he had no staff, the list
was long, including such things as:

1. Write the project plan.

2. Find subcontractors to do their part of the contract.

3. Visit Staples to buy Post-it Notes, pens, a stapler etc. (there
really wasn’t anyone to delegate anything to at this point).

4. Take out the trash.

5. Go to the school play tonight.

6. Get a haircut.

7. Call Mom.

8. Go to FedEx to pick up envelopes and try to figure out how to
use them.

9. Send a bill to JS.

10. Hire someone to do parts of the job I am not equipped to do
(the vast majority of the work, actually).

11. Shave at some point today.

12. Coffee.

13. Computer lesson today at 10:00.

14. Lunch with George.

You get the idea. In any new job the “To Do
List” is essential. You really don’t know how to do the job yet,
and it’s important to figure out your new priorities. It’s like
having your first child. It turns out “feed the baby” takes
priority over everything else and babies come equipped to “help”
you understand this. Did you ever try doing anything else when the
kid was hungry?

Owen was born to run a company and he proved
it to himself that very morning. Item #9 on the list was a clear
cut #1 priority (and honestly, it was at least that far down the
list). Cash is to a business as oxygen is to your body. (Owen used
to say “as blood is to your body,” but you can survive even a very
nasty wound for a lot longer than you can hold your breath!)

He created his very first invoice that
morning, rushed to FedEx (Oxygen, remember) and paid to send the
invoice for $37,500 to an actual Fortune 500 company!!! Hanging out
with bankers was beginning to rub off on Owen.

When he checked this item off the list, Owen
thought about what to do next, but his mind would not let go of the
oxygen thing. What else could he do about cash?

“Ring! Ring! Ring!” JS’s phone in Atlanta was
ringing.

“Hello?” JS said in a slightly annoyed tone
because he had not had his morning Coke yet. It was way too early
to be calling JS.

“JS, it’s Owen. I just sent the pre-bill to
you, ahh, ahh, okay?” Owen knew it was okay, but still couldn’t
believe Owen Enterprises had an actual Receivable.

“Yeah, sure, of course, you know that,” said
JS, still annoyed. Then came some deadly words, “But you should
know we are notoriously slow payers.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/319397
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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