Chapter 7: Build on the Wins
What People Need Now
Taking a break was great. I took some time off, just relaxed, got caught up on life, and it felt damn therapeutic after months of grinding nonstop. Then my birthday weekend rolled around, a big celebration with close friends, good food, cold beers, loud laughs, and it was awesome. I’m feeling good now, like I’ve got some juice back in the tank. Was out on our farm in Windsor, VA this morning, running the tractor, prepping crops for hunting season, soaking in that quiet with the sun coming up.
That recharge got me thinking about helping folks who need it. I put it out there that I wanted to give people a hand, and four different ones hit me up quick, which blew me away. Three I didn’t really know, two were loose ties from past jobs like Fastenal, one wasn’t even connected to me at all, just heard through the grapevine somehow. It showed me something real: people, especially younger ones, are out there starving for direction, just a nudge to get moving. Spoke to this young guy in Charleston, SC, great kid, not lost exactly, but stuck in a dead-end gig with no way up, no light ahead.
His company’s overpromising and under delivering, crap you see in every industry, screws over the little guy every time. I told him what I’ve said a hundred times: best time to look for a job is when you have one, don’t quit then hunt, that’s a trap. We talked for 30 minutes, about life, options, Charleston vibes, that salty air I still remember from my days there. His dad was super grateful I took the time, said it meant a lot to see his son get some clarity. Wild part is he’s in a town where I managed a Fastenal branch years back, knew every street, every dive bar, total coincidence that hit me hard.
Two others reached out, so I shot them emails to set up calls, but they haven’t gotten back yet, might be too busy or shy. Then there’s this local family I know well, guy coached my youngest son’s football team, solid people through and through, salt of the earth. Their oldest is graduating high school, smart kid with a good head on his shoulders, plays linebacker like a tank, but he’s got no clue what’s next. They asked if I’d help him figure it out, and he’s coming by the office next Tuesday to talk it over, maybe over a Coke. Hits me hard how many folks, young ones especially, need real talk and real relationships, not just in life but in business too.

Pause and Reflect
Man, it’s wild how people are hungry for a nudge right now. That Charleston kid, the local grad, they’re reaching out because they’re stuck, and I get it, I’ve been there myself with no map. Makes me realize relationships, the real ones, are what carry you through, whether it’s life or work.
· What’s one time you felt stuck and someone gave you a push that mattered?
· How do the people you lean on shape where you’re headed?
· Who could you point in a direction today, just by listening?

Relationships Trump Everything
That need for connection flows right into how I see work every day. It’s all about making it personal, asking how are you doing, how’s your day going, did you have a good weekend with the kids or fishing. Anything other than hitting someone up because you need something from them, that’s lazy and cold. It’s gotta be more than “hey, can I get this report” or “will you do this for me,” that’s just noise, no soul. Work’s tough, so general conversation matters more than people think, builds something real you can lean on.
Nothing’s easy about it, not a damn thing, never has been in my book. Not everyone loves their job, hell, most don’t, and even if they do, you still wanna know who they are beyond the desk or the warehouse. There’s only upside in that, with coworkers, suppliers, manufacturers, whoever you deal with daily, keeps you grounded and human. I give our landscaper gloves, safety glasses, earplugs, just talk to him about his truck or the weather or his son’s soccer game, and it feels good every time. You’d think that’d be normal, but it’s not, not by a long shot, people just rush by like robots.
Having people in your corner makes everything more manageable, no question about it. Even the smallest thing, like opening a door at the grocery store for a guy with a full cart, can shift his day, put a grin on his face. Or telling an elderly lady she looks nice in that hat, doesn’t matter what it is, just something real from the gut. They might pay it forward and keep it going, like a chain reaction across town. Who knows where that ripple ends up, maybe farther than you think, maybe changes a week?
Getting My Ass in Gear
That ripple effect ties into how I’m feeling now, pushing myself too after that break. Cutting back on alcohol’s a big one after the birthday blowout, went hard that weekend with beers and bourbon, good times but heavy. I fasted Monday and Tuesday, nothing but water and lemon juice for two days straight, no food, just willpower and a growling stomach. Cleansing felt good, resets your system, clears the fog from your head and body. Eating clean now’s the key—real food, not junk—fuels you up right, feels like you’re running on high octane instead of sludge.
Then I hit the gym, Monday, Wednesday, Friday, first time in ages, hadn’t been consistent since the kids were little and life got wild. Was die-hard for years, lifting heavy, but the mind can mess with you, took a lot to drag myself there again after slacking. First day I was just showing up, felt rusty, second day I finished strong and thought, hell yeah this is it. Sore as hell, but the good kind, and eating clean keeps that energy humming, no crashes, just steady power. Feels damn good to move without dragging, like the body’s thanking me for cutting the crap and giving it what it needs.
Fixing What Hurts
Feeling good physically ties into fixing what’s broke too, keeps you in the game longer. Lower back pain’s a killer, super common, hits damn near everybody at some point, me included after years of lifting and sitting too long. People run to chiropractors, and some just string you along for cash, keep you coming back with adjustments that don’t stick. Good ones are out there, but for me, they never did much, just treatments and bills piling up. Stretching was the real fix, plain and simple, changed everything once I stuck with it.
Nobody talks about it enough, and hardly anyone does it, which is nuts when you see how easy it is. Doesn’t take long, 10 minutes morning and night can change your life, no joke, keeps you moving without that ache locking you up. Challenge is sitting still sucks, and it hurts, but you force it anyway, builds grit over time. Most guys think yoga’s some lady in a leotard doing wild poses, total bullshit, turns them off before they try. Watched Laird Hamilton on a podcast, big wave surfer, health freak, said dogs stretch first thing out of bed, and I laughed my ass off—our labs do downward dog every damn time they get up.
How I Built ISL
Fixing yourself flows into building something bigger, like a business from scratch. Starting an LLC’s easy, hit LegalZoom, couple hundred bucks, done in a day if you’ve got a name. Pick it, register it with Virginia, and you’re rolling, simple stuff anyone with a laptop can do. ISL was different, no instant cash flow like a fast-food joint or retail spot pumping out burgers or shirts, just silence at first. Took months for income, a year for real money, felt like forever some days, wondering if I’d make it or lose everything.
Retail or food, people buy day one, cash in hand, keeps you afloat from the jump. For me, I was just some crazy guy with a business card and a one-page line card hitting up old contacts from Fastenal, guys I’d sold bolts and screws to. They knew me, trusted me from back then, but convincing them to bet on a startup’s a big ask, took time to prove value, lots of nos, lots of doors slammed. Investors were key, kept me alive while I pounded the pavement, sleeping four hours a night, eating gas station sandwiches, barely seeing my wife and kids. Had to show up every day, grind it out, no shortcuts, just hustle and hope, praying for a break, bank account screaming red.
First year was brutal, cash so tight I’d sweat every bill, wondering if I’d have to fold and crawl back to a 9-to-5. Wife was a rock, but it strained us—me gone all the time, her holding down the fort, kids asking where I was. Took every ounce of guts to keep calling, keep pitching, keep believing when nobody else did. Slowly, those old contacts started saying yes, small orders at first, then bigger ones, built it brick by brick. Contrast that with a small business selling a product fast, immediate value and income, different beast entirely.
Landscaping, power washing, shootin fish in a barrel, all you gotta do is show up with some guts and a mower or hose. Not rocket science, YouTube’s got it all, anyone can learn it quick, mow a lawn, blast a deck, cash by dusk. My son and his buddies kick around ideas like that, could kill it with some hustle, cash in their pockets by sundown, no waiting around. ISL was slower, but same deal: start small, prove you’re worth a damn, grow steady, relationships with those old contacts got me through the dark days. Power washing’s big here in Virginia Beach, $350 Honda washer, a hose, and you’re rolling, low risk, high reward.
Growing Without Breaking
That grind shapes how you grow too, can’t skip steps or you’ll crash hard. Start lean, big spaces sink you with overhead right out the gate, learned that quick with ISL’s early days scraping by. Boxing gym? Garage or storage unit first, build a crew, then expand when you’ve got traction, not before, patience pays off. Don’t jump to retail in a hot spot, crushes you without a base, ISL stayed small ‘til it worked, dodging the debt trap. Overhead’s a killer if you overreach early, seen it bury others who didn’t learn.
Thirteen years in, ISL’s growing fast this year, different from last, hard to predict with government contracts shifting like sand. June to August ramps up, September’s chaos with fiscal year-end, then Q4 slows with holidays, nobody wants to work after Thanksgiving. Personnel’s the big bet, $40,000 hire’s really $60,000 with insurance, 401k, laptop, adds up fast, hits your bottom line hard. Push ‘til you’re tapped before adding anyone, can’t rush that call, takes discipline to wait. Panic hires sink you, wrong person’s a disaster, seen it tank companies overnight who didn’t plan right.
Gloves On, No Excuses
Growth’s a fight, like breaking out of a dead-end gig, takes everything you’ve got and then some. Love the work, hate the boss? Easier to jump and do it your way, carve your path with your own rules, no leash. Hate it all, want something new? Research your ass off, prep beats regret every time, no winging it, that’s for fools who fail. Family’s your backbone, mine was dialed in, wife held it down while I grinded late nights, kids asleep, kept me sane. Gotta have that support locked in, or you’re toast when it gets rough and the doubts creep in.
How bad do you want it? No half-measures, my son’s crew talks power washing, could kill it if they commit, not just dream about it over video games. Want it bad? Hit the ground running after work, build the plan, no excuses, just action, that’s the difference between talk and results. Work ethic’s slipping these days, everything’s instant, drives me crazy, kids want it handed to them on a platter, no sweat. More jobs than ever out there, yet service sucks everywhere, restaurants half-staffed, closing early, can’t find folks who’ll show up.
Seen folks panhandling on Holland Road, grit to stand there all day in the heat, that’s hustle, no denying it, takes real guts. Breaks my heart to see that kind of drive out there when there are jobs begging for workers, good ones too, steady paychecks waiting. Something steady beats that grind, but they’re stuck, no clear path forward, makes you wonder what’s holding them back. I had no choice, dad kicked me out at 18, ISL was do-or-die years later, forced my hand with no safety net. When the mirror’s all you’ve got, you dig deep, no other way, strip excuses bare, gloves on, ready to slug it out.
Savoring the Wins
Every step’s a win worth savoring, ties it all together in the end, big picture stuff. Memorial Day’s coming, not just hot dogs and beer, it’s deeper than that, real sacrifice we can’t forget or gloss over. People scroll their phones, see the highlights, not the grind behind it, all fake smiles and filters, bullshit facade. Real life’s messier, stack the wins, big or small, that’s what counts, keeps you sane through the chaos. That’s the hunt, celebrate every damn one, fuels the next fight, keeps the fire lit.

Think About It
· What’s one spot in your life where you’re stuck and need a nudge to move?
· Who’s got your back when the grind gets heavy, like my wife did for me?
· Where’s a small win you could stack today to build some momentum?
Call to Action
Pick one thing you’ve been dodging—the gym, a call, a plan. Write it down now. Then write down the smallest, most meaningful step that you can take this week to grab that win. Do it, no bullshit excuses—tag me with a picture if you want. I’ll cheer you on, let’s stack these wins together.
GET TACTICAL
[image: Bullseye with solid fill]Point Someone Forward
Give a kid or a coworker a nudge when they’re spinning their wheels. A real conversation can light up a path they didn’t see before.
[image: Bullseye with solid fill]Forge Real Bonds
Make every interaction count by keeping it human. Asking about someone’s day builds trust that lasts beyond the moment.
[image: Bullseye with solid fill]Trim the Dead Weight
Kick the habits dragging you down to feel the lift. Cutting junk clears the system and boosts energy for the long haul.
[image: Bullseye with solid fill]Loosen Up to Stay Strong
Stretch out the kinks to keep fighting fit. Ten minutes a day keeps the body ready and the pain at bay.
[image: Bullseye with solid fill]Launch Small, Win Quick
Start a gig that pays off fast and proves your grit. Quick cash from something simple stacks wins and builds momentum.
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