Session 1 - Disruptive in class. 
Theres a clear delineation between what has been made by the universe and what has been made by man. In my dreams there is no difference. Not even a subtle weighted slide to one side or another. Something was created by human intent, or it wasn’t. To think of it before it comes from the hands is the first part of human creation and almost always stalled at that point in the journey of an idea being born. There is no polished process for this type of universal or man-made creation, as we are told. It somehow all starts with a huge explosion. I like to think ideas are so. I want it to be a huge explosion. I want to be part of it. I want one of my own. 
I know how small I am. I could feel it when I was a little kid – my son Jesse’s age, 4. Nap time; the light would peel through the leaves of the tress outside my bedroom window and lay down the dancing embers on my hands and I could see the rainbow of broken rays spread out on my shirt when it passed through the small cracks in the corners of my little fingers. The wind would blow the leaves, and the display would change the shape of my walls and ceiling in my room. It could have been seconds or hours. I don’t know. But the peace I felt from being so familiar with my position in the universe at such a young age also came with the elephants weight of fear for my future. Did I want to know what’s next? Or not? Was it good to know what is next or was it terrible? To know what’s next must mean that the end is near or that I’m unwilling to venture into the unknown. The unknown must be what life is for. With everything known and everything planned you might as well give up now. Right? So, exploration became the main theme of childhood. I didn’t want to know what was known, I wanted to venture into the opposite. School for me, therefore, was a structure that was meant to hold me back, I was sure. Like the lock on a door that you are unsure of if it is there to keep you in or to keep others out. I felt like school was to keep me in. The rules seemed so subscribed and benign. The idea or maintaining so much order. The idea that sitting still was something to be applauded. To see that following instructions blindly meant I was a good little boy. Is that was the universe meant for me? For me to be a piece of art made by the universe and then forced into a mold decided by humans? And the humans that dedicated their lives to the opposite of exploration? Is that who they were? The ones who thought that you should only be taught what is easy for them to teach, or for the future employers to have a say in what you should know so you could later turn it into a profit for them and a 30th anniversary gift from your boss to commemorate your captivity? It was clear to me early on this was not for me. I found myself by myself a lot of the time. I liked to draw and paint and see if I could find what I saw in my dreams, that merging of nature and human creations, of the universe and my pen. It seemed that was one thing that made sense to me then. 

I did want to fit in. I tried hard. I would mimic the tones and the faces of others and thought maybe if I laughed near by, they would like me. But I was off and I knew it and they did too. Maybe I tricked a few here and there, but I never tricked me. Everything I touched hurt. Everything I saw burned in me. Every tear I shed gushed a gallon of energy and the whole intensity of my experiences were magnified a billion times and so getting through the day was a floating euphoria or ten tons of pain. Almost nothing in between. And still, just a child. To play in circles was too simplistic for me and I couldn’t help myself but to search to see what was around the corner, in reality or in the black behind my eyes. 
I was once on a bus home from school and I was sure I saw my mother from the window. I was at once confused, I was sure I missed my stop and had sat there only thinking of it instead of acting on it and then I was off in a direction that was only the perfect opposite of comfortable. And I was sure I was lost. And it turned out just fine. As it always does. But it stung me for days. And I think of it now. I think of that. now.
MY FIRST BIG MISTAKE IN LIFE WAS TELLING ANYONE MY DREAMS. This is where the process complicates itself. It must have been a teacher at school. The content no matter, just the fact that whatever it was did not fit the program and she told. Then I was in therapy. Because a child should not dream like this. Or maybe they should but we don’t like it. So I started my journey through them trying to fix me and in a sick kind of way I wanted to see if I could convince them that I was ok and they would tell everyone that I was ok and that I could now be accepted and restart my journey in life…stand in line, be next to do what we are supposed to. Everybody clapping. But that’s not how it worked. “they tried everything” maybe I couldn’t sit still, not because of the ground-hour day repetition of “School” but because there was something wrong with me. We don’t know what, but its something. So we will try Ritalin.
I wasn’t more than 6 years old when I realized my biggest fear was becoming or remaining ordinary. 
At one point in 3rd grade I had a teacher literally put me in a chair and tie me to a pole in the middle of the class in order to make my stop disrupting class. Even if the teacher didn’t love it, the class was thoroughly engaged and thought it was funny. It was the first time I thought maybe there isn’t something wrong with me, but something very much right with me. Just a thought though, and a fleeting one. Because to this day I know I don’t really belong.
The Ritalin is for everyone else to deal with you. Not for you to deal with yourself. When a fish dies in a tank. It’s the tank. Not the fish. 
Making Art and music pulled me in. It became my best friend because I could trust it. And it would go wherever I wanted to go, no matter how terrible my choice of path to explore was, I could count on it to never lead me in circles but on a linear and direct path to where nobody else has gone before. Guaranteed. And it gave me that comfort in creating. Early when I would draw and paint, I never liked to paint still lives or exact photographs of what I saw. And in music, I refused to paly what other had played. I only wanted to make things up on my own. It was a no-no in my mind. To repeat what other had already done was the definition of wasting ones time. 
Skateboarding and Snowboarding had an instant pull on me because it was again so personal and I didn’t have to count on a team or anyone else. I have my board and the world and I was going to ride it and create my own line. I would fall hard and I liked it. The harder a trick was to land the more I wanted to perfect it. The falling 1000 times and realizing that on the 1001 try I could possibly get it… that’s what motivated me to come back for more. So I added to my lists of these kinds of things. Searching for the extreme in everything. In my art in my riding ( skateboarding and snowboarding ) . this led me eventually to the people. My people. The ones that knew that they were off and I was off but we were off together and that was ok. And that became our purpose and our bond and the tone of the future. 
I want to be clear that I wanted to follow the rules. I tried dearly. I knew it may be a bit of a prison but I saw it work well for certain people and it brought pride from their families and frankly less stress for everyone around them. At points during my formative years I wanted to submit. The conformity looked like it came with some comforts and maybe a reprieve from the pain. But there was a point where I realized, that I never would win if I followed the rules. And there were little bits of proof all around me. I was not going to make it if I followed the rules. I was only going to win if I tried to break it. But these were only small hints. It’s not until now that my confidence in this theory has gained any strong footing. At the time my confidence was faked. It was what worked. It made it look like I was doing what I was doing on purpose, when I was really scared. 
I got shit grades. I wasn’t a good student. I was focused on being a person, a creator, a thinker. I knew I was but a fraction of what oi could or should be and I needed to find out what it was asap……..But that’s not what is celebrated in the 90’s schools of the USA. Following instructions. Looking and talking the part, falling in line. 

This is when and where you start to become comfortable being by/in yourself. 
Chapter 2 – The hardest mountain to climb is the one inside your head. 
The real class for the gifted kids was survival camp. 
We are to be followers. 
Throughout my adolescence the “professionals” were always trying to figure out what would “help me” behave in school. And when I say this, I was no troublemaker in the traditional sense. I wasn’t cold cocking kids in the head and riding dirtbikes in the hallways, although that sounds awesome now… I just didn’t want to sit still through instructions, I didn’t think it was a good idea to follow those instructions, and so I subsequently didn’t get good grades. So good grades= good behavior, bad grades = bad. More frightening to everyone around you that cares, bad grades = shitty future. Crap job. Etc. 
Set aside the shit I didn’t like and lets talk about what I did like. One thing I liked was physics, but even then, the books we would be forced to regurgitate from were left over from the 50’s. No new shit. No new thinking. 
Once such push to help me was to put me in classes for the “gifted” kids. In the 80’s and early 90’s this was a great way to separate those who may be disruptive in class or unable to assimilate into a program that sounded like you were special. This helped with compliance. What I found out was that the classes for the gifted kids were really just about telling you that you are special so that you would submit. Instead of taking any talent you might have and helping to cultivate it, there were just new methods to force the same medicine down your throat. And, it was obvious. 
Why was what was “taught” in school so disconnected from the realities of like outside these bricks? No talk about hussle, challenging the game, finance, risk taking, entrepreneurial things. No talk about how to build a house, how to balance a check book, no talk about real life. AND, its not that the things that were taught were irrelevant. Far from it. BUT, the clear fact that so much of real life skills and knowledge was clearly disregarded as something to include? That was done on purpose. And even a 10 year old me could feel the cold from the gap that was left wide open. So I lost all trust. 
The same formula – go to school, get good grades, go to college, get a job in something stable and decent paying, and then what? And then… what? Are we to live in this cave looking out to the light until someone comes to get us? Can we tell stories of how things used to be and glorify how being subservient to imaginary walls made us heroic and how we suffered through even though we knew it was wrong should be how we are remembered? I want to go out with a bang. Just like how I came in. What is guaranteed is almost always disappointing. No wonder. No exploration, no changing of shape to see what happens. I know we are not here on earth for this. So then – plot the escape. 
Without guidance, the best way to learn how something is made is to take apart. Work backwards. Break it. Then fix it. That’s how you really learn. )
Like playing with fire I was drawn to taking things apart. I would find an old tape recorder in my parents basement and tear it apart, just to see whats inside. 


We are to be leaders. 
When I was 15 I made my own axe and then built my own shelter and slept in it for a week while seeing no other humans and eating berries and grasshoppers over a fire I made with flint and stone. This was not school. This was an education. A real hardcore ass kicking that took every brittle piece of me and forced it to break or for me to change shape to allow for some bend. It was a survival camp. Sold slightly differently to me upon arrival I soon realized this was a camp for troubled kids. RUN by troubled kids. The first day I was there a counselor threw a bar of soap at a kids head for keeping his bathing suit on while we all washed in the lake. We did canoe trips through northern maine where we would row for miles and hike for miles with 50lb packs and carrying the canoes over mountains. It was clear no matter how hard we were pushed it was easy to complete anything thrown at us physically. I was able to separate my pain from my body and my mind. I became confident in the idea that nothing could beat me. Or at least that if I was in the right mood… nothing could beat me. And this was the first time I found out that it hurts in your head. ONLY in your head. And so here are these kids who are struggling. And you give them your hand because you cant even feel it and you show them how much it cant hurt them. And you become a leader since you want to show that it doesn’t hurt. And so you become helpful. And now you become useful. And to be useful and in such simplicity. To help a friend push through. Just that. Feels good. and the more you start to find the edges of what hurts and what doesn’t. the more you want to scream it to your friends. Push harder my friends theres a way out. Theres a way up. Theres a promise, lets find the top. 
Someone hands you the head of a axe and tells you to make the rest of it so its useful. That’s a big shortcut you know. To really make an ake you need to make the head and the whole thing. But first, how do you make the handle? Do you use the head and the blade to find a pice of wood in the woods and then you start to shave it down and find the shape of your grip inside it? And then you need to make a groove in the top of the handle and then secure it to the head. More steps than you can imagine and then the disappointment when it has to be done 10 more times before it resembles something useful. Then it works and you become useful. and you look around and and see nothing but more trees and the floor of the earth with its moss that smells like life. And that summer I climbed mountains. That only I could have climbed.  And I paddled canoe, with a paddle I made from a tree, that I cut down with an axe, that I made in the woods. And then you start to find out why we are here and then you think back to the bricks and the shiny dark school halls that smell like floor polish and the bells that bang metal so you know where to stand and to sit like a good little boy and girl and the echoes and of whats happening outside and its all in a silhouette so you cant tell who is who. Then for the bus to take you hopefully home on the street with a name that crosses another and it is all so expected and turns out the same. But I made an axe, and I showed a friend the way. And then another. And we became leaders. 
That summer was the first time I realized that the hardest mountains to climb are the ones inside our heads. 

In second grade I wore a uniform to school. A little suit with a fake tie and a little patch on the jacket. This was the first real indication or symbol to me that this system was mean to rewire, force us in a mold, pop us out the end, predictable and amenable. Of course at that age you think this must be a vetted way. a method to help create the most amazing human beings. Why would you offer up any other way to spend each day? Especially when sitting in each room is a raw being. Full of energy and only potential. No preprogrammed biases except for the beautiful imperfections of personality. Is this To let shine the amazing creation of human kind of each of us and unleash that power on the world, unfiltered. no. The children. They start off with the power to become amazing. Its only the ones that are able to manage through captivity and escape with an intact conscience that will be able to do it. 
I looked around the room. Are you all ok with this, I wondered while looking at the other kids. Are you going to go down without a fight? I wanted to build rockets and go into space. I wanted to fly, I wanted to paint a million pictures of what it felt to cry, but no. That’s not for now… that’s for later you are told. So you’re your self, generally powerless you submit and hope you get to keep the good parts. You submit and hope you are wrong. 
There is no real action that is hyper targeted and based on purpose at this age, you cannot turn your fire into gold yet. You just need to know it is possible and never forget. 
Am I capable of amazing things? How will I know if I follow this formula you all have created, that outputs mostly robots devoid of passion and will and integrity. The only action that I have power over at this age is exploration. Explore your mind, your soul and the world beyond. So I do it with out thought. I keep exploring. 
This system is a fear based one. The idea is to guarantee results. I get it. Safe, clean, expected results but devoid of the potential extraordinay.  This is good for those who are fine waiting for the end. For life to happen to them, and then retire and talk about the weather until they settle back into the dirt from which you came without legacy. Not even a mark. 
I mention these things now not as a pity play or to make myself feel special. The truth is that I wasn’t special at all. It took every bit of perfect accident to make it so I was just stubborn enough to remain a child forever. Every being starts out special. It’s the hammer that turns them into the brick of cheese. I only talk of these things now not to wallow but to think of where I came from from a tactial position and how to execute my most challenging ideas….as I find it most important to approach everything I do in my creative and business endeavors from a childs point of view first. Before the watered down and battered view of a brain pushed through the pasta maker. 
And the fear. My son. how can I guide him without forcing him into a box. How can I help to nurture his bright spirit and spicy ways instead of falling into the safety trap. You have seen it.; The bird, once caged, finally the door – wide opened. And the bird sits in the cage. Escape not even a twitch away but no need now. Because even if free physically, the mind has been forged by those bars and no doors. 
The fear is why the system works…or it did for some time. It was there for the basics of decency and formation of the most basic of functions so at to not fall out and bowl down your neighbors with your ideas or your ways. The idea is that this way you don’t end up in jail, or dead too young, and maybe a trade where you trade your time for some money and stay out of the way those in charge. It’s a good deal really. It comes with no pain for those who buy in early. And its safety. The comfort of the conformity. The solace of the crowd. 
I cannot sit still. I want to leave a mark. Even if it’s the mark of my failure on the side of a mountain that I hit at 1000 miles an hour. Since we came in with light. Since we came in with the fire. I want to go out in the fire. No mediocre slip and fall in the kitchen for me. No sir, im going out in flames. And my son. He will explore. If nothing else, he will know when he is old, I never let anyone shape him into someone else.  Most importantly; I will never tell him to sit still. 
I spent most of my time growing up in New York and spilt time in Vermont. The city and mountains maintained a perfect backdrop for ideas and in sync with my explorative spirit. 
The city was bright and alive and never still and the people you noticed were the ones on the top or the bottom. It was ALL man made. The speed and the hustle and banging and honking and stillness only in the waiting between your turn and theirs. And the art and the music and mayhem and all so dirty it was beautiful. There were rules but breaking them were ok. As long as you stayed in your lane. 
Vermont was where my mind opened fully and I felt that this must have been when my previous spirit was from. I built tree houses and snow forts I could see for miles and the seasons changed every day in my heart and the smell of the spring before heat then the leaves then the ice and the cycle so clear, but never the same. And I was by myself a lot. I found the sub-silence for the first time there. The stillness that comes with real peace only comes when the only thing moving is the time passing. And the birds are slow motion and sound is just wind through the grass and the crickets. Sub-silence; better that silent. Pure silence is creepy. sub-silence is where simply existing becomes incredibly clear. 
And we rode the mountain in the snow and explored the trails and rivers and woods and almost never another soul. Unless a deer or a rabbit or a fox, who would know it was you by the look in their eye. And I learned how to drive he tractor and use a chainsaw and build things. Building things…. Making things. In this place is where I decided I needed to make things. We all need to make things. It is the action. Maybe not a purpose as I was maybe 10 or 12 by the time the revelations came but I needed to make things. 
Then back in the city as beautiful and how friendly it was to my soul I could see myself drifting further from the expectations of most. Who, by then would be interested more in a video game or some gossip, than building a go kart and riding into the woods to say hello to the deer. 
By the time high school came I was deep into art and playing guitar and making music. That was almost half of me. The other half was physical art. Snowboarding and skateboarding. At that time, the late 80’s and nineties, These were counterculture activities. This was a culture revolution Now they are a bit childish and mainstream so you have to think back.  But the snow was in Vermont and the concrete in NY so I made friends. It’s the first time I felt like I fit in because none of us did. We were exploring together. Pushing hard to see what we could do before hurting ourselves. There was no youtube to tell you what was possibly. Only massive nuts and a creative mind could get you the first part, and the landing….that was through perseverance and pain. But it happened. The big tricks were landed and most of the firsts. 
Session 4. 
Expanding on session 3. 
Living 2 lives. The one in the city. The one in the woods. The one with human organized chaos and the one with nature determined chaos. All chaos. That’s the beauty they both share. The one in anonymity while within the crowd the one where you are you even without a name. 
The city. From above the forced grid and one-way everyway. The flow of energy not only from the volume of people moving here and there but mostly from the people who used to be. At night even more that day it its humming. Electric. The marks they left and now condensed into a single hall here and there at the Guggenheim or the Met. The deep hole bar where new jazz is crying or a lightpost being painted in the park. Here is where the input can be confused for output. So buyer beware. You need action here to make it. Posing witness is not participation. An opinion is one step back. One must fully commit. And its easy to see why so many people live within these types of city structures around the world and simply because they live there they think they are integral. You are just passing through. Don’t pass through. Leave a mark. 
The woods. Oh the woods are breathing. The arteries of rivers crawling and punching and shaping every rock nobody will ever see. Look left and right and no one. Even in the sleeping seasons, the most beautiful grays and browns you would have never thought could sing. But they do. And all you have to do is listen. And here to listen is to participate. And here to simply listen is to be integral. And then you feel it. The energy comes up from between your toes and into your soul and the mountains look down and beg you up and its all so clear this is where it started. But this is output. And the input is within only your head as you can listen or you can walk by. And the energy in not from the crowd but from how what used to be is palpable. The smoke in the fall from the house over the hill smells the same now as you know it did in 1790. And the farms and the fields and the people still here even a hundred years parts will be greeting you like its still yesterday. This is for output. 
So many times I moved to different places. Even if for a short time. But California pulled me and I spent 20 years there and even there I needed to shift my weight from city to beach and mountains and desert. Shift my weight to make sure I kept balance.  
Don’t stand still. Put yourself in different places often. A creative person needs to never get stuck finding that their roots held them in. 
only a tree thrives being in the same place forever. 
So here is why it matters; no matter where you go, there you are. I used to joke with my wife that if we move to a new place I am still going to have to bring myself with us. So we will all have to deal with me, no matter where we are. And I joke, but its true. 
Still. You need to find at least 2 places that have completely different worlds and vibrate between the two. Its needed for creativity. Staying in one spot too long will rot the perspective out of you. 

Session 5
Taking things apart. 
The more you take things apart, the more confident you become in putting them back together. You need to break things and then fix them yourself to find out who you are. If you really want to take something fun apart, take apart electronics from the 80’s. Like a home stereo unit or a reel-to-reel recording machine. This was the hayday of mechanical and electronic innovations. Japan did it best at the time. These things became monolithink metal and wood sculptures with little knobs and lights that would convert your living rrom into a nasa control room if you let it, and just looking at them was just as fun as listening to them. After school when no one was looking I’d go up into my parents attic to explore and I would find these relics. A satellite of yesterday. I Would take them down to my room and I would take them apart, just to see what was inside. Lots of screws and funny smells from electronic components. No heart, no brain, no magic. I kept digging; what I was looking for was not inside but what I found was incredible. These were simple machines that humans made to extend their reach toward meaning. The more of them I took apart the more I realized they were mostly the same. The more of them I took apart the more I found where they could have been better. I didn’t care. I was forced to. I had to think of it. And that’s when it hit me. These are not made from gods or santa claus. These are made by people and if they can make things then I can make things too. 
As I grew older I liked to ride dirtbikes and build go carts. These were the things that made us superheroes. A machine to supplement the limits of your body and take you to freedom at speed. I would take them apart and improve them. Try and break it and do it again. It was a pragmatic and creative endeavor at the same time. Things can always go faster, louder, stronger if you will them to be. I was never satisfied and there was no end. 
The curiosity. How far can you go? How fast can you go? What limits are there really. What is achievable when you see it before you do it, or if your vision is even stronger than proof then you chase it forever. 
This is when I realized that if you want to build empires, you need to do it yourself. Nobody is going to do it for you. 
Session 6. 
Even though I knew I would eventually build my own businesses and brand at some point in my life there was a moment when I felt like I had no choice but to do it and do it now. After attending art center college of design for transportation design ( car design ) I found myself with $200K in debt and a job that payed me half of what I was getting paid in my previous career, without a degree. Its not that I didn’t love what I was doing but it was clear to me that this industry was VERY corporate and there was going to be a low ceiling. I watched people every day grinding each others character to get a foot ahead and it was all for what? When you have everyone competing with each other instead of competing with the market you know there will be no innovation, just political wrangling, and I had no time for that shit. If im going to fight, its going to be over something big, not a title on a business card. Part of the challenge was that there was a whole crew of super talented people that were making amazing things and I was welcomed into that crew and I learned allot about advanced R&D and how to make very difficult things. That felt special to me considering we were and are living in an era where making things is very hard concept for people to grasp. Most people think making a website is making a thing. Most people think that design is choosing tiles from a catolog for their kitchen. 
There were times in my automotive carrer where I would dhave engineers laugh at my ideas and say “I cant make that”… and they would laugh.. I would say, Whats funny? Your inability to make something should get you fired, not celebrated. Very confusing. My favorite was when you would have a team of executives evaluating one of my car designs and then they would talk about how its pretty cool but its not something their factory could make. It wouldn’t fit into the assembly process of there would be other challenges that would make it, as my Japanese bosses would say, “maybe no way”. 
The idea that a factory is made to tell you what you can make is fucking rediclolous. The first factories we built around an amazing idea, a thing that someone wanted to make a lot of. That was the purpose of the factory. The purpose was not to limit you to the shit you made yesterday. 
So the reality of going into car design was always one that gave me a bit of comfort because it was difficult and I liked difficult things, but it was difficult in ways I didn’t want to be involved with within a period of about 3 years. Eventually I stopped learning things and became all about politics and if I didn’t do something, I was going to put someone in a headlock, so I needed to re-evaluate. The situation was clear to me though. If I wanted to go big, it wasn’t going to happen like this. 
So, I had to make moves. It was in my hands and no one was going to take me to the top except for me and I became sick with this reality that I was going to have to jump if I wanted to get to the next level. The financial pressures of the loans really had me searching my soul for what I was going to do. 
Session 7 
I just cant sit still. its just eating me alive. I’m bubbling over. The dreams of machines in the night. I wake to the knocking, they need to come out. It’s a birth of an idea and it need to come to life. I simply have no choice, I need to make this thing. And now; No eating no talking, Just doing. And for days im refining it in my head before anything goes to paper. At the dinner table, in the car, at the beach. And everyone around me knows whats happening. I’m brewing. And sometimes not present for days. And this cycle continues. And then I put it to papewr with sketches and renderings  and then I build in in CAD and then I refine it and work it and make it alive….Why do I need to make this shit? Am I scared to leave nothing behind? Is it to see how hard I can push myself? Am I doing everything to leave a legacy of more than just a freak of character? Is it because I know I ca do it and if I don’t ill be failing simply by making a choice to skip this exit on my way to mediocrity?  
It’s burned in on me. A desire and a need to play with fire. To see if I can do it. To know if I don’t, I will be done. And this is why I started ever little project. Every business. And now here I am with the skills required not only to climb the mountains but the mountains themselves that I will climb. So I cant go back to a “normal” job. No matter how sometimes when im bouncing off the bottom and wallowing in the self doubt I tell myself “get a normal job. Its stable”…but I’m not stable an the job will know it. And it wont last long. So here we are with a choice. Fill up will ideas and passion so much that you sink to the bottom or find a way to put these things out into the world and cut the teather and maybe find some freedom and some blank space to rest in my head for a while until the next wave. 

Operating like this you are going to find youirself very much alone. Alone in the truest form. Alone in the sence that you once maybe even had supporters or helpers along for the ride and they may even have believed along with you that this was a noble journey and maybe they did it because they belived or because they could profit. But the biggest of adventures come with traversing some of the darkest paths and that’s when they start to drop off. And that’s when the doubt you felt miles ago really starts to become heavy. When you look around any you are the only one there. The journey has taken to many victims. The dream was great for them when it was easy and even when it was hard a little, but this is the dark side of the moon. This is when you say what the fuck did I just do. Why does it feel like im going in circles. Did my friends disappear because this is a bad idea? Or did their feet simply hurt and ill find them sitting happily waiting for me when I come back down? 
Im sure I saw this tree before. Im sure I saw this bend in the path before. This is the same dark that comes in dreams when you scream and cant hear yourself screaming. And you are sure you have been here before but its terrifiying and you wonder why would your take yourself back here again when you know its not good for your soul. 
This is the part in any venture that is the dark side of the moon. Where you lose all communications. The silence is violent. And the trajectory you are on just doesn’t feel right. But you are in the capsule now. Getting out now will kill you. You need to grab ahold of the stick and start flying or this will be it. You will be lost to the dream like so many. 
This is where you find out how strong you are. It so easy to give up. To simply disappear. But no. You like to paly with fire. Its on and its surprising how little fuel it takes to keep the dimmest light of confidence burning in a situation like this. They always say “don’t give up”. That’s sounds like cheese and crackers compared to what it takes to continue on a path you are making yourself while walking on it. 
In the midst of all of this you remind yourself that if you crash and burn it will be very public but you don’t give a fuck what anyone thinks. And that one is soooo difficult to get to because you always care what people think. Even just a little. And when you are young its even harder. But this is what happens, you fuck up big enough, and the wounds scar over and you do it loud enough, and you find out that nobody gives a fuck. And through that, you don’t give a fuck. And its magic. But this attitude has to be maintained. Its slippery in the direction of caring too much. 
You are now the one that is hungry and broken and once you find out that being hungry and broken is what builds legends, you will start to be ok with others seeing your scars, and you will never be weighed down by their opinions of you. You will know that the most difficult of things are the things most worth it. And that’s why you stand here alone. Broken and hungry. 
And you will fuck it all up more than once. You will build a business at the right time and then fuck it because of some tactical failures. Or you will build something perfectly and the world isn’t ready or the finances aren’t right. The reason wont matter but the failure will and you want it to be spectacular. Because the harder you hit, the quicker you learn. 
When you look to the sky and the vultures are circling, you know you are doing it right. 
Everyone will tell you then that they know you would fail. That they knew you would never make it, that you suck in general and only Steve Jobs did great things. Then is the time when you see that giving a fuck what people think who have never attempted to build anything….does not matter. This is why you need to fail hard at least one time. A big success first out of the gate? Its either a lie or its subsidized and when the tough times comes it wont last long. 
This is why the haters are key. The more they hate, the more you are headed in the right direction. And when you look around, and there are only haters left, you know you are getting closer to the gold. Keep digging. 
So how do we define success when you merge art with business? Going broke is not success, going big is. But how big before you possibly scramble your values to get there. And when. Is there a way to use one business to launch to the next? Like clear platoues where you need to settle and shift tactics or business all together? I have done it when I needed to. 
In 2008 when still working at honda and 3 years out of art center college of design I finally had my crazy “belt watch” concept built and ready for production (we will call it the belt watch for now so I don’t have to name the company. ) I had started this thing after graduating in 2005. I would work late through the night ( with the support of an amazing wife) and it would consume my thoughts even when I was trying to “relax”. It took me 3 years to make a working model and line up the specifcs for the patent. This was to be the first product for the WILBUR brand. I spent tons of money on credit cards to make it to this point and that with my 200k in debt from art center. I created the whole brand concept and a deck to get investors. Well – then 2009 hit and the world was ready to shit the bed. Everyones house was worth 4 dollars and their 401k were filled with gumballs and I was asking for millions to start a brand with one watch and a target customer willing to spend $20k on a watch. I was laughed out of any meeting I was able to get. So, I had to sell the concept and take the loss. The loss was that it wasn’t going to be my brand, but the win was that it was going to get made and I was going to get paid. The truth is that I made that watch and after I helped the company I sold it to make it, they had no fire left since I was the creator and so it had so much success until it finally sizzled out as there was no follow through and no real brand built. BUT, that thing was nominated for serious awards and I made moy money back and then some from the investment I made in building it. I was also able to pay off a good chunk of my student loan payments with the royalties AND I because cloiser to the watch workd from the inside…so there was value. Do I still regret selling it to this day. A little. But then what would have happened if it was never made. So this is where I traded the ladder for a soild step. Would I have my brand, NO. Did I have my name on the watch. No. Would I have to start again, yes. Would I have some sort of foundation to build on in some sort of way, yes. And that’s the important part. There was a survival element to this that couldn’t be ingored. Did I quit? No. Did I fail. Yes. And on I went walking on hot coals to make sure I was human. This became the first big disappointment in needed to turn into rocket fuel. This became the clarity that comes from having to start over after years of hard work. And knowing that if I did nothing but stay in my stable job I would never find out what I was capable of. And not finding out is scarier than falling flat on my face at 600 mph. 
I built the belt watch with a bunch of aerospace engineers I found through a friend that were doing crazy shit up in the desert in California. I had gone to Switzerland and shown around the concept to a couple of factores to help with r&d and they laughed at me. They told me this wasn’t real watchmaking. That optical sensors and batteries and microprocessors don’t belong in real luxury watches. So I was forced to look elsewhere. When I found these guys in the desret they told me, we love this, but we have no idea about how to make watches. I said GOOD! that way you wont tell me “how it is supposed to be done”. This way we will keep the conceot pure and execute as it was dreamt up I knew that the guys I sold it to were already doubting the watch since they let everyone elses opinion drown out any confidence they had and I knew that If I didn’t stay to protect the conecot from them, they would just turn it into another watch like everything else. So, I needed to be onboard at least to get this done, and then I would go to media scrums and other watch shows with the guys I sold the watch to. When we would do inerviews about the creation of the watch I would get so excited that the guys I sold to would get very upset that no one wanted to talk to them about the watch. Eventually egos banged and that was that. I wasn’t going to sit around watching my art become someone else’s mid life crisis pill. But I needed to at least see the thing through, so it didn’t get fucked before it was on the market. But this is where I learned the real value of brand. And this was when I realized no matter how cool or innovative this watch was, the company would never be a brand. And I was happy to let it go with a good footing to start over and let them drown in their own egos. 
This is not to bitch about the state of this. I was 25 years old or something and I was making shit. That’s what I wanted to do. Like this? No. But heading in the right direction, sure. 
I had done my little tshirt brand in high school and other bs false starts in pubescent storms but this one had me get over the fence and into the yard at least and it got me knowing that if I had the righ resources and the right conditions I could do this and I was going to no matter fucking what. 

This is where the difference between building a business and building a brand comes in. Building a brand is building a business with a character. That’s creating a living thing with a personality and a way of interacting with everything and everyone around it. Now, when you are an artist that create things for yourself, when you are a designer you are supposed to design for other people. You are supposed to be a problem solver and hopefully a pragmatic one at that. Is supposed to be technical and essential. Not emotional and spicy. And even in design school they would tell us, “you need to be solving a problem people can understand”…” you cant just say something is cool – because cool isn’t enough”. And I bought in. I would fak ethe story and the problem and water down the “inspiration” references, so that when I would present my ideas it didn’t just look like I was creating art, but I was creating something for a certain group of people with a problem to solve and a focus group full of donut holes. And I went along with this for years. It was the only way to sell anything internally at the car companies. They needed “proof” that your idea was good. Not just your gut feeling. And that’s when I hit me that design is for products that are needed not wanted. And definitely not desired. What “problem” does a brand new Ferrari solve? Makes you feel like a fucking super hero. That it? That enough? That’s “cool”. So it goes on and on so the administrative folks can check some boxes and make sure the designer don’t make things that don’t fit in the box. 
Well, this is what happens when you sell to the gatekeers INSTEAD of the customers. Because the customers want COOL. They want to be cool. The problem you are solving is turning them into superhearos like the Ferrari does and then its all clear. SO, it has to be done through a brand. The product can be cool as shit but if the brand sucks – the people behind the brand suck…it wont matter how cool the product is and it will never get the love it deserves. This is when I realized that people should love you lik they loive the product and so you should treat them like kings and quessns and if they get what you make from you heart and your sul and they support that, then they should get the utmost respect in return. And what I mean by that is not bowing doewn to all of their “needs” …. But doing what you do best which is to create as an artist and gibve them the purest most honest version of what you can create. Wrapped in integrity and hospitality beyond all standards. Then keep it up. 
A friend of mine owned a gallery in San Diego. At one point during covid I even sold my watches through the gallery and we took my sketches and blew them up and made huge artwork out of them and the technical drawings became the base for multimedia paintings and the watches were put on pedistals like scutplure and it all made sense to me because this was it. On the day I was setting up the gallery space for the WILBUR exhibit a gentlemen came in the gallery and I heard him say something like, I need something that is 42” wide and mostly blue. Do you have something like that? … He didn’t see a piece of art that made him feel something and then decided he needed it and then found a home for it. He had a home and wanted to find a piece of art for it. What is the likjely hood that dude has a heart? So it continues with the watch world. People ask, how many hours did it take to make that watch or where did the steel come from, what country was the dial made in. This is coming from decades of brands telling customers what they should value. Not the customers demanding something with soul and truth. So the customer regurgitates the questions that really come from a script of the decades of swiss marketing that justify the pieces and are devoid of any real meaningful emotion. So you can imagine if it all hit the same in the art world. If someone asked where the paint was manufactured for a painting of the canvas stretcher wood….what tree did it come from and how old was the tree. This is not only a terrible brainwashing that needs to be overcome. There is a void to fill where the lobotomy was done. Across the board. 
So for me I decided to make this the truth and the journey. To make mechanical art from my sould because that’s what people deserve and we will break down the walls and this will be epoic and I cheered myself on and then reality hits Again and again but you need to learn where to give. And I do not give…
We are making toys for adults. We are not curing cancer and saving lives. Why cant this be fun? Why does it have to be so painful? Someone else is alreadymaking the boring shit. Cant it do the fun shit?

I approached graphic design the same way when I was 18 and in college the first time. I wanted it to it to be fine art so badly and it was begging for it. It was at the time when everything had been typeset by hand and there had been generations of designers who never once pushed the key on a computer even just to turn one off. Then the power tools showed up. Right in the middle of school for me. They allowed for experimentation that would otherwise nr expensive an ddestructive, there was a way to leave earth now and it was in the form of a desktop computer and early versions of photoshop and desktop scanners. I remember going to the cafeteria and coming back to the dorm with a fish I took from the kitchen and I scanned it in to my scanner and the printed it out an dthen put Letraset letters on top in a fury and they were broken and sratchy and unintelligible an then I took a photo of it and that became the result of a poster about a swim club that was assigned to us the day before. The instructors had no idea how to even evaluate this mess. Was it clear communitaction? No. If the swim club was a client iof mine would dio expect them to pay for this? No. Was it awesome. YES! And on and on it went like this. And I made the content art with an accent only I could throw on it. And sometimes you could read the copy and sometimes not and I didn’t care. Because it felt right. And as I did more of it and wanted to make it balanced I would find the means within myself to tone it to do its multiple jobs. One for the viewer, one for me. And again I was told that It shouldn’t be me and frankly I agreed but I was having too much fun and I was breaking windows and making noise and other around me were doing the same and it was a club of misfits and somehow it made sense in our little corner of the world and I felt like I had purpose for a small bit of time… and then I got a job and reality kicked in and it was not art in this room afterall. So this is where I just said, instead of insulting th people who are innocent victims of my childish artist outbursts… I will just make art, that looks like it should be commercial art / graphic design and that will be what it is. It wont be a magazine or a road sign or a pizza menu or whatever. It will be the album cover for the songs of my life. 
And this is what happened when I made cars and this is what happened when I made guitars and this is what happened when I made boats ands shoes and drones and refrigerators and eventually watches. The thesis became; make this art. live with the basic rules of the thing it most resembles, BUT strip it of the bullshit and the uniform its stupid little industry wears and the script they all follow and the briefcase and notepads and Microsoft teams and safe little hole and then break it all down from the inside out. And lets hope that’s ok, with at least a few supporters. So I can survive this – better yet, thrive. Because I KNOW im not the only one that is sick and tired of the bullshit, and ready for sume superhero shit an danoither take and another angle and a forward scout to find another direction. 


Session 8
If you have something profound to say, but you say it while standing in the middle of times square, no one will hear you. And if they do, they wont listen. But if what you are saying in plastered on a billboard behind you, they will listen, and even more, if a celebrity is on the billboard and saying what you just said, it becomes gospel. 
Even more, if you stand there in a suit and hold a red book in your hand while saying it, or you stand there with a bright red running suit on while holding a baby in the same outfit, what are you saying now. How much does it twist before it gets to the ears of someone receiving the message?
When I was “a kid” and I would go out with my sister and her friends, I found it much easier to meet girls. Much more than when I would go out with a bunch of sloppy dudes. Why? Because when you go out with a bunch of girls and they accept you as part of the group, outside perception for other girls is that you have been preapproved. 
Who says what is more important than what is said. 
In college #1 ( my first try ). I started off in fine arts. One of my classes was a ceramics class Our instructor had a famous Japanese ceramic artist come to the school for a couple days workshop. The artist sat at the wheel spinning little vessels, bowls and such while the instructor would drool and pointed out how perfect the fingers were placed and how much water was used and how the artist worked the wheel. Everyone stood around in a circle while he worked. After the artist was done they put the works from the day in the kiln along with the students work to get fired. At night, after the firing the student assistant took all of the pieces out of the kiln and put them on the shelf with all of the other pieces. The whole room was lined with large wooden shelves where all the students finished and work in progress was placed. The next class session the instructor had us all sit in a circle for some education time. The artist had gone but had left his work for us. The instructor wanted us all to discuss the work of this famous artist and soak up the knowledge and genius from our two day mute encounter. After sitting us all in a circle he reached carefully for on of the artists pieces on the shelf and he held it like a baby. He rubbed it like a pervert as he talked about how amazing this work was. How this was the representation of an artist that came from six generations of ceramic geniuses and that this type of knowledge is only available from the history of Japan and because of the specific way the water is filtered and the clay is mixed and the sun and the fields and the culture of Japan and how special it was that we were around this guy while he played with his mud in front of us and how this is why this guy sells these little bowls for $1000 dollars and on and on. 
Then a freshman girl from the back of the room said, Mr. Eller, that’s my piece. 
Another time, when I was a young art director at an advertising firm in NY, we had a difficult client that felt like they wanted more control over the creative process. The CEO of this fashion brand told us how he had been working with a famous photographer who had been showing them some graphic design comps for some ads and that this guy made DKNY huge and that this guy made Tommy Hilfinger huge, so we should take his input and maybe he could give us some ides on how to create a better campaign. The CEO’s wife agreed. She said this guy knows fashion better than anyone and that she could tell the first time she met him because of his handbag. 
So our director said ok in fear of loosing the client. Over the next week we tried to make contact with this amazing photographer who never returned our calls but we tried. One of the directors put his name on one of the workroom doors even, so he could have a place to “feel at home” in our agency “while he helped”. The room happened to be the room I had put up all of my prints for the campaign that we  had been working on for these people. The walls were plastered with ideas. 
A week later I am walking past this room when I see our director standing in the room with the client and his wife. I walked in. See, I told you this guy is a genius, the CEO said while pondering one of the prints on the wall. Eyes wide open the director looked at me as to say, “they just showed up, I have no idea how they got in here.”. They had shown up unexpectedly and when they saw the photographers name on the door of our workroom they helped themselves in. They thought it was his work. In fact, it was work I had done weeks before….AND…they had seen it already!!!!!!!!!!! 

When I was a designer at Honda, I had one and initial stage of internal design competition for a honda civic proposal. We would always work on proposals here in the US and then they would work on proposals in Japan. Even though we are the biggest market for the civic globally an Japan had almost no market, the Japanese design executives made the decisions on how things went down. This was one of my first “design competitions” at Honda. This was maybe 6 months after I started there. We made our concept car based on my design and I flew to Japan with my car and we brought our team to present it. When I got there the room was filled with executives walking around in little white jackets with their hands behind their backs looking over the two proposals in the room and the documents and sketches and renderings on the walls behind each. At once the higher executves entered the room and the others took shelter in the corner. One of the big executuives at the time cm over and pointed at our car. Which team did this one? Someone said..USA team. He said, ok. You can remove it from the room now. And you can guess which proposal they went with. This was not rare. This happened all the time after this. Everyone was ok with it. I was told it was part of the job, that this is just “how it works”. I said, fuck that. Why would you purposely disregard something that could be good for the company? Because at big company, politics is more important than anything else AND the product will sell no matter what. WHY? Because of brand power. 
These are all experiences that proved to me that once you shift from art to business, there is only brand to hold any of it together. Because it wont work other wise. When the world is in a rut the brand will hold up the company. When the customer is confused about a product choice, the brand will nudge them. When a client has no fucking idea what they are doing, they will defer to the comfort of what they know. It’s a big load of bullshit and why its so hard to try to make business from art. BUT, IT IS the biggest payoff if it works and it has been proven in history. Ferrari, Supreme, etc. These are brands that could put wheels on dog shit and sell at fat margins. But all you see is the shiny side. The upside. The initial struggles and stubborn refusal to budge from ones integrity and soul is what made these thing happen. And it was through storms that they held strong. So the shit part is the part that matters. Not the rest. 
And this is where we talk about how important it is to protect you castle with a moat. You need to know that anything outside that moat, although it is yours, should be flexible space for making adjustments to the world around you, and the part inside the moat is non-negotiable. 
And this is the part where we talk about not giving a fuck what people think. We hear this a lot. How you will be free once you remove yourself from peoples opinions but that is not necessarily the end-all-be all here. You want to be non-negotiable with your sould and your purpose within the boundaries of your moat. But outside it you DO need to care. 
Being an awesome person is a requirement when you are breaking rules all the time. You want to avoid friendly fire at all costs and keep the shrapnel out of the range of the innocent. You need to follow through with the principles of being a solid community member, doing right by everyone around you. Being a leader. Being an example. Being the first to respond to a tough situation. Giving back. Even when the world around you wants to push you down. Even when you are lonely and things are not working out. Pulling someone out of a ditch. Joining a non-profit board. Going to town meetings. Talking to the janitor. All of these things are the type of person you need to be to pull of the impossible in this day and age because when the timing is off for everything else your foundation is what hold everything up. And this is the same for brand. The brand is not an uniform that covers the real you. The brand is the bones. The bricks. The foundation of everything. 
So how do you chose who to listen to and how do you chose what to give a fuck about and not? After my near-death experience I noticed a profound shift toward not giving a shit what anyone thought about what I said. I would say what I wanted to where and whenever I wanted. I looked at it like a good and potent filter. If I said something and someone didn’t like it, fuck em. If they got it, maybe we could be friends. But I never changed my inner beliefs for anyone and I never posed like I did. This that stand next to you when you talk, no matter what you say, those are friends. The ones who look off or walk away or choose when to stand next to you. They are the general public. And you will only find 2-3 people in your entire life who will stand next to you no matter what. 

And if you look around and think about how many people do what they say they will do, act with integrity and leadership, etc. Its frankly a lower percentage than is honorable. AND if that’s how those people behave, and they work for brands, then that’s how the brands behave. And worse. When you get groups together then tend to fall to the least common denominator so the brand takes on those traits. 
Look around you any any moment and realize this fact; Half of the people around you are below average. That is whatever you are measuring at the moment, within this little test group. And its real and it has to be taken into account in everything you do. Half of all doctors are below average. Half of all teachers are below average, half of all mechanics are below average. 
So the expectation when someone is dealing with you for the first time is that it’s a coin flip. And you don’t ever want that. The first time anyone ever meets you you want them to know you are above average. And now. Do you care what they think? No. what you care about is what YOU THINK, your family thinks, the ones who love you and the 2-3 that stand next to you no matter what. So. YOU NEED TO CARE WHAT YOU THINK. And this then carries through everything you do from the people you hire to the way you build your business to the investors you choose. Because the brand is you. And if all that means is that you are true to your integitry, that’s good. but it means you cannot involce anyone else that doesn’t share those values. 
When I was in advertising and we didn a lot of brand work we would have teams from companies come in ad say, we want to be known as innovators and leaders in such and such industry. I would say, are you? Because if you are not, you should find a different angle. Because that may work for a short term project but it wont work for a long term brand and it wont build you a billion dollar brand either. 
Eventually, the customers and fans will personify your brand more that you or your company does. This happens because they are the ones out representing your brand and that just hits harder because they are out in public doing their thing. 


Session 9
I shouldn’t be here. I fought the devil and I won. Buy a slim margin, but I won. 
My son was just 5 months old. My wife and I had started the WILBUR brand in 2019 with every bit of savings we had. Then pushed through the global mayhem in 2020 and then I launched to the world collapsing and my product stuck at global ports and delays in manufacturing and everyone concerned with dying and on not buying watches. I was forced to get investors because retailers were too scared to buy and my son wouldn’t sleep and I couldn’t sleep and im talking to people in Switzerland and hong Kong in the middle of the night and making business adjustments left and right and on the fly and it was a firestorm. And I’m working out to keep physically fit and pushing hard and everything hurts. But I told myself. Don’t be a pussy. The hurt is in your head. Push through. This pain is what legends are made of. 
I collapsed in the hallway outside of our bedroom. They call it the widowmaker. Cardiac arrest. My heart stopped 6 times between the hallway and the hospital and the paramedics broke six ribs on the way to the hospital to restart my heart and even then I ended up showing up to the hospital with no pulse. It started in the middle of the night and I could tell what was happening. Just pressure everywhere. Not pain so much but odd bits of pressure and I was sure it was just another panic attack. I told my wife it was wrong but just panic and until I heard her talking to the phone and telling them I was having a heart attack I couldn’t know why she might have said such a thing. And even the paramedics didn’t get it. I didn’t look like those that have heart attacks. They even asked me if I did meth or smoked crack. And when they showed up I was laying there on my bed pretending everything was going to be ok. And they put the ekg on me. And when they told me I was having a heart attack is when it hit me. I’m done. And they rolled my down my long hallway and I passed all of the photos on the wall and all of them were family. And I wasn’t ready. I couldn’t leave my son like this. And then I collapsed. My wife and son watched from the driveway as they did cpr on me. They told her it wasn’t good. When she arrived at the hospital they met her with a family therapist. The doctors didn’t know what was happening either. And I was fighting for my life. My head was being pushed deep underwater and I could not catch a breath. I would come up again and the words fell into me and I though I heard them mention that they could give up on me and I begged them to fight with me and I breathed in like I was gathering fire to spit. And the light would pour in the voices all over and I remember the air mask and my hand hurt from the fight. There were times of in and out. There were times I was sure I was going to win and times where I was most simply and pathetically begging for my life. Whatever was fighting me was only one thing. The devil. 
I was never sure if I believed in god. It was right now I needed god to believe in me. 
And my son was sitting with me and holding my hand. And he told me things and I told him things and he sat on his mothers lap and they were there with me. And without them sitting next to me I would have been done. And it wasn’t until many days later that I found out that my son was never in the room. But he was there with me and he will know that. When I woke I felt like I had been crushed by a herd of elephants. There were holes im my arms and the beeping. The tube was down my throat and they had me tied down so I couldn’t pull it out. 
The dr. told my wife I had no oxygen for a long time. So, if I survived I would probably have brain damage. But when I woke, I was the same asshole I was before. Defiant and ready to unleash on the world but I was broken. Really broken. Even my eyesight had fallen off a decent bit during the event. 
All I could do was tell her im sorry. My angel. My truest supporter and my soulmate. I had put her through this and that hurt more that the heart. It felt like I had broken a promise to her and I knew it would be impossible to climb out. And the months beyond this were not ones of triump but ones of recovery that was brutal. I couldn’t even have a phone conversatuion without hanging up midway through just because itmade no sense to be having this conversation. 
They tried to get me to stay another few days in the hospital but I just wanted to get the fuck out. After 5 days of dragging carts and wires to try not to shit on myslef and dreams of my faileures and how I was now broken for life. And all for what? Because I couldn’t stop. 
They told me I couldn’t walk out of the hospital. They said my oxgen levels were low and I needed to be pushed out in a wheelchair. My wife was going to pick me up and there was no way I was going to be pushed out to her in a wheelchair after what shed been through. Im walking out of here. Well they let me. And it was intense. The sun hit me and I thought I would melt like a vampire and the 60 feet to the car was 5000 and it took ever bit of me to drag myself into the seat. And I said it again. I’m sorry. And I had never meant it so much in my life. 
The months after were rehab and talking to old timers who had had six heart attacks and 10 stents. Stents on top of stents and the whiskey they made in their basement since they really didn’t care anymore. And the blood tests came back like I had been boiling on mars and so I went to cancer specialists because they were sure I had some kind of blood cancer. And in the end I had a stent and some shitty jeans that helped to lead me here. And there was no cancer but I had submitted to it after all of the visits and blood and needles and doctors and that smell of the hospital and it was now part of me. 
I had been a hero for not going to the doctor for 10 years. I was fit doing crossfit and eating like a dinosaur. I was tough and even at 45 I looked 35 and that was enough. But no. I needed to hit the wall at 1000 miles an hour and just barely make it out. 
And I was grateful. 
For the first three months I couldn’t even go for a walk without feeling like I was going to fall over. I couldn’t lay in bed and start to fall asleep because I was sure I would die. I was sure my brain was fucked and I was dizzy and paranoid and I felt weak and shame because not I am a weak father and shit husband and I probably shouldn’t even be here and maybe im not even here. Maybe I died and this is an illusion. Maybe I did and they are deciding what to do with me now and how could my wife live with me now. Now that she saw me weak and broken. And my son. A broken father to bring a kid into this world at 45 years old? 
Every time my ass itched I was sure iwas dying. A toe cramped or an eye twitched and I was sure I was done. Even after a few days of being home the fire department came by to check on me bvacuse they said it was a miracle I lived. They wanted to shake my hand before they went off to buy lottery tickets. They even told me I fought them in the ambulance. 
I was grateful
and there were visits to the hospital even a couple years later where I was sure I was done and even now, I sit here in the woods, an hour from any hospital thinking, what is that pain in my chest. 
I am grateful
And I don’t think I have changed but I saw things. And I know things now that I didn’t know. So something is different but I don’t know what, and if anything left me, or anything was lost, it was not my passion or love of desire for greatness, so I climb on. 
Its so easy to die. 
Its so easy to give up. 
No wonder people do it all the time before their stop. 
Not me, fuck that. I’m not done yet. 

I can promise you two things now. There is a devil. And he is not me. 
So I know im here for good things. And great things. And that is my promise now to finish what I started. 


Session 10
I have been in almost every corner of the design and creative world. I ve worked for small graphic design and branding firms, large ones during the 90’s hayday of the web boom. Ive been a creative director at a NY ad agency. Ive designed products at Porsche when I got an internship and scholarship during school, Ive tought car design in college and worked designing production cars at Honda and then Racecars and crazy vehicle concepts while in charge of the advanced design / skunkworks studio at Honda. I started a lifestyle brand when I was fifteen, a graphic design consultancy in the late 90’s and then build an electric scooter / motorcycle brand with Chinese investors in the late 2010s and then I built WILBUR watch co. In and out and around all of this I have done countless projects from crazy guitars to pens to golf products and then even crazier shit for military contracts such as drones and other things I cant talk about. But im still an artist and always will be. Ive just become better at business. 
In the late 2010’s I decided I needed another rbreak from corporate car design to try to pursue one of my dreams that had been sitting on the launchpad for  while. I was living in downtown los angeles at the time and it was gritty. I used to ride around town on my old school rigid panhead Harley like a lunatic until my other friend litterlly exploded one of his nuts on his handlebars when t-bonning a lady in a crvc. Not sexy. So I thought a lot about alternative vehicles at honda and it was clear we needed something fun and cool for urban dwellers that wasn’t lame. The lime rental scooters and all were the rage at the time. I like style so I wouldn’t be caught dead on one of those things. Everyone that rode one of those things looked like they had massive poles up their asses and they all had annoying packpacks. So I put together some designs ranging from small motorycles to mopeds and scooter type of vehicles that had a vibe more like Harley. I called it Brave Labs and its mascot was a Skeleton with wings and a motorcycle and it said Welcome to the rebellion underneath it. The scooters had big fat tires and sat ow with big bras like a chopper and yes they had a bit of corn to the style but that was the point. That was the first product I proposed for the brand. I frankly was trying to use this as a stepping stone to bigger things so the idea was to build op the company and sell it at some point. I hav ideas for power controllers and gps speed control and all kinds of other tech that could make for a good acquisition. There was passion from the “this gives me some room to breath while I build this” but not really much for the product. I just knew it would sell and I would dhave fun with the brand and the marketing. I needed  a million dollars to do it. Through some friends I had met some Chinese guys that were in the automotive space at the time and they were getting involved in all types of EV projects. I knew that anything different wouldn’t get me funding in the US, so I pitched the idea and quickly ( too quicky ) these guys jumped on the investment. I had seen it before. I knew what the risks were and the world had been talking about it for some time. But I knew the worse that could happen was that the project woulr fall apart and be stillborn. So I took the money and put together a team and off we went. And it wasn’t long after we made the first set of scooters that we were asked for the technical drawings and then not too long after that where there were at least 3 other versions of what we had designed out on the road. 
At one point I went to meet with the investors in Beijiing and I literally walked into a replica of my office. Big glass doors with the Brave Labs “A” logo on the glass doors. The big aluminum receptionist desk, the big Brave Labs logo on the wall and all the people in the world at edesigns and computers doing god knows what. And I knew then it was over. Now, I skipped over a lot of the parts when I creatined ghost servers internally so that our own investors goud never get to the latest thing we were working on and how I created multiple sub-businesses to protect us from them, etc. So there was a little fight. But not one worth getting to sideways about and I was frankly spending 90% of my time dealing with the investirs and not building the company so I knew it was a bad deal and I was ready to move on. So I sold the rest of it to the current investors. Not the exit I wanted, but frankly with how sloppy the deal went down and for only 18 months of mayhem it was a good learning experience in raising money, investor relations, corporate security and structuring and moving too fast. I spent more time with my lawyer during this time than anyone else. That gives you a good idea. 
When you are making something like this it is more important that it doesn’t kill your customers than its cool factor. And I was interested in cool factor. So it was fine for me to ditch this thing and move on. 

PT 2. 
I don’t look at other peoples work for inspiration. I invent things. 
What does it mean to become legendary? Is it the search for legacy? Am I trying to become immortal? It’s the fear of never seeing what my true capabilities are when unleashed at 100% or am I lying to myself? Am I afraid to leave nothing behind but bones. 
I am afraid to leave nothing behind but bones. And there is no turning back now. 
The path forward for me must be the hard one. Because I wont survive the other ones. The other ones are guaranteed and simple. Regret will consume me and spit me out. I need to climb the mountain whose peak keeps rising. The one ill never reach. Because the other options drain the soul and that is good as death. 
So here we are rolling the dice. Again and again. 
Theres a map that shows where most people die when they do while climbing Everest. Most are almost to the top. Clear thinking would tell you the obvious, that these people died because of oxygen sickness and altitude and dehydration issues, and sometimes injuries make evacuation impossible– most likely. But we all know what we are capable of under extraordinary circumstances. Maybe, digging deeper, its more obvious that when the top is within reach we will do anything to put in one more step, reach a little father. And maybe that step is just one too many, and that reach an inch too far. Because your mind had the strength and the stamina but your body did not. 
So down on earth we find the other limitations other than altitude and lack of oxygen. Down here it’s the resources and funds to build what we want, or simply to pay the next bill. And the stress on our family and friends as we drag them through each storm. These are the things that most people use as excuses to not push themselves. External. Real, yes. I have many project that have gone nowhere because I needed to pay rent and student loans before I could do anything else. And there are risks I couldn’t take knowing that my family was in the blast radius. 
I don’t know where to start, I don’t know what to do, I don’t have any skills. I don’t have any money, I don’t know the right people. It’s bullshit. You don’t have the passion and the clarity to know that there is no other path to greatness than the one furthest from safe and familiar. And everyone has a different definition of greatness too. That’s cool. Just don’t pretend there is something holding you back external to yourself. And you may be born simply not wired for this. If that’s the case. I envy you. Because this shit hurts. 
It pulls on me in every direction. I think about my gravestone in the future and I need it to say that I was a great father and husband and son and brother. I don’t care what it says about the rest. But don’t I owe it to everyone around me to push it? So I can make them proud. So my son can see what it takes? So they too know how far WE can go?
Is my biggest fear to be ordinary? I teach my son to love the ordinary. The river and the birds and the mountains and the woods and throwing stones in the puddle by the fence near the horses. All ordinary on paper but extraordinary when diving your soul to it. Even the darkest and rainiest of days my son tells me… This is the most beautiful day Daddy. Hes 3. He knows better than I. He needs to bring me there. I love it. 
I moved from Los Angeles because I wanted to live amongst the ordinary. I wanted to live amongst “normal” people. I never wanted to lose perspective. I live now where the weather is hard and the seasons change daily. Its real and is visceral and it keeps me tethered to the ground while I launch myself into space everyday. And nobody knows. And I like that.  


 
Session 12
This will be a story of triumph whether I win or lose. 
Through my obsession with all things “machines”… I got the bug a few years ago to learn how to fly. I thought a lot about the principles of flying when I deal with my business now. One of the main principles is this: Aviate, Navigate, Communicate. These are the priorities in order especially for when something goes wrong. And this can be applied to almost anything. First fly the fucking plane, then figure out where you are going, then talk about it / communicate. 
Learning to fall / crash is the most important thing you can do when you know you will be pushing limits of any kind. When I was skateboarding and on big ramps trying sketchy tricks, there was a huge percentage of confidence gained from what I knew I could do if something went wrong. Between trying to save a big fuckup or knowing how to fall to minimize injury, these things are huge. Same on motorcyles, same on skis. Knowing how to fall is key. 
As a kid my father would always make us do at least 2 hours of chores every weekend before we would be allowed to do anything else. This was anything from chopping wood to installing new door handles to fixing things around the house. This was problem solving 101. We weren’t shown how to do it, we had to figure it out ourselves. Confidence came not from doing it correctly every time, but from doing it incorrectly and having to come up with ways to fix it. Ways that aren’t in the instructions. And ways under pressure since we didn’t want to show our dad we fucked up. 
Once you start falling hard you start to navigate the moments before it happens again with a sort of clarity that comes from living like a stunt man. Where falling down becomes literally part of the job. A split second spreads out like a week in your head between coming off and hitting the ground. You really start to find yourself with plenty of time to arrange your hands like so and roll your back and protect your head and square your feet, while noticing every little crack in the curb you will miss with your teeth by a millimeter all before you hit the ground – and every time closer and closer to how you planed. Sometimes you even have time to notice what a nice day it is. 
With my endeavors now I treat them the same. I am a stunt man….I aviate, I plan for the fall, and if possible, I fix it before I hit the ground. AND, if I hit hard, I hit hard. All I can do is be prepared for it and adjust as necessary. Coming off a motorcycle is about as pure as it gets. Coming off a business / brand you poured your soul into over years and years? That’s a more intricate and longer-lasting hit. And its not just you. Your family is on this one with you. And it needs to be handled with nuance and courage. Because just like a plane, it takes longer to hit the ground, so you have more time to think about it. 
Build a business from your art. Take your passion and put it out into the world, take the heat and the hate. The forwards and backwards. Take everything you saved and put it all on black. Open yourself to that world. Watch the vultures circle. And you will hit some widshear, and it will throw you sideways and how you handle that will either throw you into the mountainside or you will adjust simply – the way your training set you. It it will happen over and over again. And even in the calm air you will be waiting for the first jolt to shock you awake, and you will fight the urge to say maybe this is it, maybe I don’t have it, maybe im not made for this, I cant think clearly and that split second isn’t layout out nicely in front of me to make a plan and I will hit the mountainside for sure this time, and it will be over. 
Once art becomes a product it becomes a business and if done right, a brand. That means the product is earth and everything else you will need to not just consider but contend with is the universe. 
International distribution contracts and currency conversion. Chargebacks from people buying your product online with stolen credit cards. Then the stolen watches showing up on Ebay for a 3rd of the price you have them listed for, so now your sales slump and its not until you find your product listed on Ebay that you know why. Legal help to get Ebay to take down the listings. Someone you hire sues you because you gave them a 3 month contract and then they sucked at their job so after 3 months you didn’t renew the contract they agreed to in the first place. A screw came loose and someone writes a novel online about how you and your product are the worst thing to ever happen to them. Someone else agrees its terrible. UPS doesn’t like the box your product ships in so now your insurance company won’t insure the shipments. Someone at customs in Italy thinks it would be fun to scam you so they call you from their personal cell phone and tell you you need to send them $10K or they wont release your product shipment into the country. 
That’s the shit that happens between here and the moon. The universe is waiting. Protect for the downside. Prepare for the fall. 
Session 13
I dream of machines. 
There is you and then there is you with a rocket strapped to your back. There is no in between. There are humans with their naked selves stripped of all that they have created. Raw animal. And it is an amazingly capable animal when finely tuned physically. Stock, No options. Then you start adding the superhero tools. A Kawasaki Ninja H2 motorcycle will propel your body to 209 miles per hour. You can have one and ride it to get burritos for $32 grand. Ponder that for a second. Every little kid knows the power of the machine when they see it. 2 year olds will drool over it while it sits still without even knowing what the capabilities are. My love for speed and power machines was born in me. When I got my first dirt bike I couldn’t sleep for 3 days straight I was so excited. When I was six I got a go kart and I stayed up for 24 hours straight just to build it and get it running. And then none of it was good enough. I needed faster. More power. Better. 
You ever see one of those metal marble machines? The marbles flow through beautifully crafted chrome rods that are curved and dance around in waves and spirals while marbles flow down and around like a bobsled racer. Clicking gears reset the mechanisms and return the marbles to the top again and the thing is just alive. It’s a park without the screaming. 
The Saturn five rocket first used in 1967; 6.5 Million pounds at takeoff. Almost 1million gallons of fuel. 10 seconds to 100 miles per hour. Straight up. 
Hypercars. Motorycles. Jets. Rockets….Superhero tools. Theres a reason we all fly in our dreams. Theres a push to make the human to go faster, further, better. But its in us. Its part of our instinct. The physical realities of our raw animal are limited. Those who wish to ignore the fundamentals simply toss the words technology and progress and innovation around because the truths are too hard to swallow. We are never going to get to the top of the mountain because there is no top. And, the technology will survive, we wont. 
But that doesn’t stop me. The smell of racing fuel and rubber. The sound of a screaming banshee v10 f1 car. 
These are the things we are drawn to because we too are machines. And the connection to these machines is ancient. The architecture of the gods. The shapes of what we wish we were. The boundaries that live only in the black behind our eyes. The excuse is that we use this things to explore our world and the cosmos but the truth is that this is to explore the depths of our conscience. Deep inside. 
And then there are toasters and tweezers and tanning beds and toilets and other things that are made in similar ways, but don’t get confused. Its not the same. There is no way to truly rationalize the exploration of the depths in our minds. Only 5% of our worlds oceans have been thoroughly explored. How much of your mind has been explored? 
So the machines are not an addiction. Its beyond obsession. Now I dream of machines. And I make what I see in my dreams. My WILBUR brand is that. That’s it. 
Now they want me to “dumb it down” so “everybody gets it”….want it real? Everybody gets it. They just don’t want to. Because that would mean they would have to wander beyond the place in their minds that Beyonce and Morning coffee hang out. 
A shark and a dolphin look really similar from a distance. Once you know their potential and their personality, that’s when the subtlety of their shapes makes sense. But even a toddler up against the glass at the aquarium, with no real understanding of the potential of a shark knows it is foe an dolphin friend. 
So you need to surround yourself with a team of only those who have wandered into the black in the back of the mind. If they haven’t done so or worse, aren’t willing to. You will never convince them. Beware of someone who refuses to look behind that door. 
My art in the early days was all paint and drawing. The machines found me in those works with gears and nuts and bolts. With the blueporints and dimensions and numbers and angles and all of this was a manufacturing of the feeling of where there stuff comes from. Not what it is. I would scan in an old technical drawing of a door latch I found in an old book and then I would print it out large on a canvas and then I would paint over it and sometimes it would be technical and sometimes I would fall apart on the canvas and rage on the thought that I was so lost in why this made sense to me. And then I would paint layers of parts that looked like they were fresh from the machine and it was there that stopped. And it was there that the watches came to me. And it started to find and organized pattern of layers of technicality and emotion that I was sure I could harness into something that I could not only produce but it would live and it would sing and it would be based on the simple rule that it needed to tell time, and strap to your wrist. That’s it. No other rules. Because that’s what we are fighting; Time and the machines. 
I became obsessed with watches in the early 2000’s when I was at Art Center. By the time the phones started taking over and could tell you what time it was, it meant that the days of watches generally being a tool to tell time and that was its main purpose was over. Now it was time to take back the idea of time and make it human again, this was the time to make living, breathing pieces of mechanical art. It was from this time over 20 years ago now that I fell into a mine in my head and I haven’t been able to escape. Only now do I try to shape it so it can be consumed. So I can use it to survive. 
Mechanical watches are powered by springs. Springs. And if maintained correctly they could essentially run forever. Somone just needs to remember to wind them. 
When I was about 15 years old I designed a logo for a local snowboard shop. In exchange they gave me a $500 snowboard and about $1000 worth of gear. That was 30 years ago. Good deal for a fifteen year old considering I maybe spent 2 hours on the logo. Now I would have created the logo and then licensed the specific design to them for a period of time and then changed to compensation based on certain performance metrics….but that’s for another time. Here’s when I learned that I could make real money using a skill that most people told me would lead me nowhere. 
But skills are one thing and emotions are another, and if they aren’t working together, then it isn’t art. Same with machines. You can put a bunch of parts together, but if it doesn’t come alive, it doesn’t move you. If it doesn’t move you its not art. 
And there were times I did everything I could to just get on the tracks that I was told would take me to where I was supposed to be. I tried to do my homework, I tried to go to college, I tried to get a normal job. I was jealous of those who could do it. 
This is ok with you? You guys are cool with this? 
And because of this I put myself in some desperate situations. The first time I dropped out of college I moved to Vermont and I lived like a piece of trash in someones attic we rented for $300 bucks a month – me and 3 other clowns. I had trouble making ends meet. And what I thought would happen ? – I think at that time it was more about escaping something, than reaching for a specific thing. And most in this predicament are young and haven’t shifted from being against something to being FOR something. And this is when I realized that if I was going to rebel, it better be through the reaching for something that fits, than being focused on shedding what doesn’t. 
When you get the phase where your rebellion is simply the defined result of you doing what you want to, that’s the sweet spot. 
 If you get comfortable, your done. 
Session 14
Go all the way or don’t go at all. 
When I first started the WILBUR brand I had to make a decision. Do I go with the funds I have and make something that I have to compromise on the vision and execution of, or wait. I knew I didn’t have to compromise on the brand because well, I am the brand. Art is no compromise; Design is a lot of compromise. Beyond the realities of manufacturing 1 thing, making 2 or more of the same thing now turns into a challenge of multiplying proportions. Then you have to think about how someone assembles that thing, how much time it takes and how to avoid potential issues, and even more, how do they repair it if and when needed. This now starts to bend your art into a product. Where you draw the line is where this thing becomes a success or a regret. A great designer knows where that line should be. A good designer is willing to let that line be wide. A bad designer doesn’t know the difference between one side of the line and the other. 
I only like to make things that are difficult. I see no reason in making easy things. But, if the idea is to break down the journey into bite size pieces, then sometimes you have to start with what you’ve got and make moves from there. By the time I started the wilbur brand I had 7 new timepieces designed and had done basic studies on costs and timelines and resources needed to complete them. Only 1 fit into my budget at the beginning and it really wasn’t my most challenging design, it was the least. 
When you have Swiss Trust fund money like a lot of the newer Swiss watch brands have, you have the luxury of what to start with and how to creating marketing partnerships, etc. I’m not that guy and I wasn’t in that position with WILBUR. People want to see you make something AND sell it, before they will even pretend to support you from the business side of things. SO, I started with a watch that I knew I could make with the money I had, and I was going to build momentum from it and build up from there. That is counter to normal practices. Most of the time luxury brands start with their halo projects – the stuff at the very top - because it draws a crowd and then they do mass market product later once the founder is walked off a plank in the interest of shareholders need for volume. But I didn’t have this luxury. I didn’t have the time or the money or the industry support. So I started with what I had and told an honest story. A year into selling I took on investors. This allowed me to make my LEO watch which cost over $1m to develop. I had designed that watch in 2014 and had been trying to get help to make it since then. So. I had to launch the brand into the world with a product that was cool, but not where I wanted to take the brand. After another year I had my dream product completed and was selling it, but now I had the retailers and industry people confused. Because I didn’t follow the specific rules they wanted me to. Why would I start with an entry level watch an then release a $35K wrist rocket? Because I did what I had to do. Its called hustle. Its reality. And im not ashamed of having the climb the mountain while I build it at the same time. 
So, what do you do if your dream outweighs your resources? Focus on aim, focus on trajectory. This way, even if when you pull the trigger you land halfway to your target, you are now halfway to your target. 
Now, if you have the resources, and you don’t go all the way, or youvhave the resources and you aren’t willing to go all the way right off the bat, don’t do it at all, you are not built for this. 
Build a rocket that can go to mars and then figure out how to fuel it. If people see you halfway there, they may be willing to give you the gas to go all the way, maybe. 

I had taken on investors in the past and littererally ever one made it more difficult for me to maintain the trajectory of my vision. Maybe I had the money in the bank but boardroom tension soon spills out and fears and expectations start to clash and harden on the operations floor. This means you not only have to fight yourself and the market, but you have to manage and sometimes fight your own financial supporters. It sucks. No matter how tight you plan, the journey is always different from everyones perspective. I’m interested in building epic brands based on the integrity of my art and willingness to be open and awesome to my customers, my investors want more consistent cashflow. I want to build up the brand so that the brand itself have massive value in the future. If than means holding off and not allowing discounts on products during slow periods and not sacrificing brand integrity for short term gains, that’s me. But when you have some decent money in a business like this and you are unfamiliar with building brands and you are used to more transactional business, you may say to me: I don’t give a fuck about brand. Sell more inventory faster, so we can get returns faster. Now try to create amazing shit with this kind of hammer haning over your head. Covid forced my hand because I was selling direct to customers a year into the business and I wanted to switch to more retail and distribution focused sale. I figure that would give me more time to focus on creating crazy shit instead of dealing with warranty emails and shipping delays. So I took on investment. 
Now we are 5 years in and I am looking for more investment. Current investors don’t like that I want to head in this direction, and new potential investors won’t give me the time of day. So here we go again. Voted American brand of the year, Global customers in 30 countries, new LEO watch in inventory, happy collectors all over, huge buzz in the watch media - very decent margins, and doing most of the work myself. But we are asking someone to share a vison and when the industry is headed in one direction and I am headed in the other, I hear crickets. I cant even get feedback on my deck right now. So on I grind. 
Why? Because really….Im not making watches…but because that’s the basic description of the product, im forced to play on that field. And it will happen to tons of founders that create new things. They will need to fit in at least some kind of box, and you’ ll go along to get the help but its pretty ridiculous. Especially when the help seems to never come. So here it is, if the investment simply keeps the lights on for longer, don’t take it. Only take it if it helps you get to the next layer if the empire you are building. 
Other side note: One thing I like to do to make myself feel like I’m not on fire is to put one foot in something cool while the other is on fire. I will almost always have another project going on even if its not huge. 
Other side not: Give things away – create good vibes. Join boards build non profits. 


Session 15
Bring on the hate:
When I stared my career in art and design it was the 90’s. People were more focused on life then, No one was spending all day taking pictures of their fish lips and putting it online yet. Nobody was spending an evening in front of the computer shitting on everyone yet. There were seasoned critics that could be trusted to a degree and things that were created had to go through some sort of curation process so garbage rarely floated to the top. When I was a young musician wannabe it was the days of people saving up an entire summer of work money to buy a day in the studio to make a demo tape for their band. Now you can steal your little brothers computer and make a whole album on Garage band without much of a sweat. AND, more importantly, without the same effort or gatekeepers. You can make garbage in the morning and have it poisoning the ears of millions by the afternoon. 
Back then we would listen to the gatekeepers because not everyone was a gatekeeper, only a few that earned the title were and they could either open the door for you or close it hard. Now every jerkoff is an expert, every mouth has a megaphone and a podcast. More people are talking now than listening and its almost impossible to tell who to listen to. The only people I listen to are the ones who have gone to hell and back in some sort of way and make a success from it. Other than that, fuck off, I’m not interested in the babble. There are more people now selling courses on how to be successful than there are actual successful people. It’s a joke out there. So. Now you need to go online and push your brand on social media and make videos and make content – when people say “make content” if makes me want to barf because it literally sounds like making shit to nake it. Making packing material. Those little foam peanuts that you use to protect the thing you send in a box. Not the thing, the space takers that fill in the gaps. Anyway – making content, doing videos, social media posts, etc. Its frankly necessary for any modern brand to do this stuff. And if you are a big part of that brand then you need t do it too. If you are doing it right, people will hate you. When they go silent, that’s when you should worry. 
I came from a genertation where we respected people that built things. Even if we doidnt like those things we respected it. If we were walking down the street one day and saw a store with some shoes in the window and we didn’t like those shoes, we wouldn’t stop our day, take a detour, go into the store, and tell the people inside how shitty their shoes were and spend a whole bunch of time crapping on it before continuing on our day…we would just move on. Now, this is what people do. They do it online, but that’s what they do. So they will tell you how you make trash for rich people or how who the fuck needs a watch anyomore and you suck,etc, and worse...you will have to trudge though this shit because you will find things that will be detrimental to your business, there will be people that do fake reviews saying they paid for product and you never sent it to them or that they bought the product and it was a scam, etc. This happens to me all the time. So, you cant just ignore the comments, you need to go through and decide what needs to be dealt with and what not. In the beginning I was dealing with online a lot. The internet is a shitty neighborhood. People that spend too much time their only do so because real life it too much for them to handle. It’s a bottom feeding mess. Every once in a while I would get a comment that would hit a nerve and after half a bottle of whiskey I would tell that person how many dicks they should eat and I would be so proud of myself an di would show it to Michelle and she would say to me, why do you give a fuck about them? What amazing thing have they done? What have they built? And she was right. I just wasn’t used to this. I grew up in a time where you got punched in the face once for acting like a douche and you never did it again. Now people get turned on by shitting on people and their accomplishments, its literally a hobby for them. So I was able to shed my defensive tactics and start to play harder and more tactfully. The more the hate came, and when I say this I mean – the right type of hate – the more it propelled my business and me into the outer orbits where the bullshit was thinner. Transcending the bullshit is key. But you need it. You need to float on it. If the hate isn’t there, your simply not doing it right. You need to strike a chord, hit a nerve, for people into uncomfortable places in their minds. If you aren’t doing that you are just making noise and eventually it will just be silence. And here’s the thing; Even if you are a straight up lunatic, there are a couple thousand people on earth who will agree with you and support you, so one you find them, the rest is noise. 
When everyone is clapping, that doesn’t mean you are doing it right. 
This is just the beginning and frankly its really the most superficial. It may be loud but its just traffic and you can ignore it. Where it starts to weigh hard is when you strat to try to get help from industry people to help you sell and grow. “Your watches are too crazy and everyone wants sane now”. “ Your watches are too big and everyone wants small now” , yoy are American and not Swiss. Nobody knows who you are. We don’t know how to sell your stuff. Your brand makes no sense…..etc etc. This is where the hate starts to turn from manageable to full on distracting to the point of depressing and you have to think to yourself, why the fuck am I doing this. And this is where you need to look hard for the flowers in the dump. The sprouts of green in the black. 
The one brick that holds it all up is you. 
Think of all that has been done to this point. What has been built from nothing. The customers that write to you and thank you for doing what you are doing. The kids that are inspired by your creations and the success so far. It hard to measure success when its in inches. But the fact that its measurable at all means it can go for miles. So that’s what keep me pushing. And the sickness. That too wont let me stop. 
So there is a process, and you are interviewing the world for positions on your team and you will have to go through a million of them before you find just one that will work, SO. You need to keep out in the crowd of hate. It keeps perspective sharp and and will fuel your unrelenting will. Then you need to find the true believers and support them right back. And then only when the trust is filled 100% - you can let someone into th ecirlce that will help you build the empire. But that’s the hardest position to fill and you should kjeep it empty for as long as you can. 
Session 16
If you want to be a great poet, don’t just read a lot of poetry. Life an interesting life. 
If you want to be a great artist, don’t just look at a lot of art. Life an epic life.
The biggest issue with creative education is that they spend too much time “teaching” about the past. They show you not what was written or painted but the things that were celebrated. And worse, the people that were celebrated. Part of this is understandable, most people that educate especially in higher learning tend to be observers and those that study and analyze. Si its only natural that they would catalog things that were important and use them to build lessons around. But the thing that’s really the worst about this is that the validation of artist as exceptional came from various sources and places and that is never really talked about. Lets be honest, there is some crap art out there and some circumstances allowed it to be portrayed as amazing and someone famous bought it at auction and then there we go to the stratosphere riding dog shit to the moon because so-and-so said so. That’s ok. As long as the creator of that art got what they needed from it, more power to them. Especially if it served as life therapy and made them a better person. Cool. 
The worst is art teachers that teach others to be art teachers. 
That’s the circus practicing the circus without ever having an audience. Ridiculous. 
So the skill based part is honing tools. Spending time learning different medium like oil paints or charcoal or pen and ink or whatever. This is really less “learning” from someone a skill that can accelerate your skill level. This is just practicing. A lot of time practicing. Throughout my time in art school I only had a couple real teachers that taught me anything that accelerated me. And none of it had anything to do with practicing or refining skills and none of it had to do with looking at more art. So it’s a bit of a scam. 
If art school were to do it right, it would look like a sanitarium before a college. 
Because you have to first be an artist and then spend a lot of time honing skills and reinventing yourself over and over. And this is hard for some college admisions person to tell. You can send in some pretty drawings and paintings you did in highschool and the admissions person says yey you are so creative and then you spend 200K to go spend a lot of time doing more drawing and painting and learning about the famous ones who are better than you and cooler than you and from a long time ago which makes them even better and the instructors like better than you and when you leave you will know how to talk about those other artists and you will know their names so you will try to convince yourself there was true value. 
But who were you when you got there and who were you when you left? Did you burn on fire when you showed up and then leave but not softly but leave the earth on 1000000 gallons of solid rocket fuel bending peoples reality around you and creating secondary orbits that leave people spinning and thinking and pulled by your gravity? Or, did you leave in a pout with a portfolio of paintings of fruit in a bowl and some debt.
You are either an artist or you are not. You are either a Builder or you are not. This is not something you find out later in life. OTHERs find it out later in your life, but you know it since day one. 
Excuses
Session 17
There will be so many excuses you will want to explode. You will lose faith in your fellow man. You will trust no one. That last part is not a bad idea. The biggest issue with building a team around your mission is that its your mission, not theirs. And even if you create a culture that makes it so that they feel like they add to the mission or even become critical to that mission, there is only one drivers seat, and you are in it. Big money will make up for most of that discrepancy, but not all of it. And especially in the beginning when the big money isn’t available on the front end, the promise of it can make a huge difference too, with the right people. It they don’t see the end, they will only see the beginning. They will be more interested in making money from you now, instead of helping you build a business that makes you all a lot more. When you ask someone to work on mostly commissions and they disappear, you know they didn’t see the end. Now there are certain things that its ok to have passion and art removed from; That’s finance and legal matters. That needs to be the best you can pay for at any given time and there is no need for them to be within your battle team in the beginning. The only ones in the battle circle is anyone that has your megaphone. Anyone that pushes out your brand message or deals with customers. These people need to be vetted harder than ever. If they become lazy, delete them, if they come with excuses, delete them, if they steal from you, beat their ass and then delete them. If they disrespect you in front of others, delete them. And most importantly – if they don’t do what they say they will do, even if it’s the littlest thing, delete them. 
This has not been my method from day one. This became necessary to avoid getting fucked. I used to give the benefit of the doubt. I used to give second chances. I used to let things slide. None of it every benefitting the mission. Ever. Cut off those who do not get it right now. You are better going to war on your own then with a bunch of people that aren’t committed, aren’t suited, or worse apathetic to your mission. They will get in your way and get you killed. Being creative requires the correct wind and angle of the sun. I don’t show up at 8 and be creative until 5. I do it at 3 or 4 in the morning and when it starts it can go for a week straight before I take a week off to recover. That’s the artists mindset. Its easy to let that cloud your judgment when it comes to people. If you are good you will get a lot of people excited about your mission and they will then mirror you and they will get hyped up and then they will work with you and then they will fuck you when things get the least bit difficult. These years of dealing with people has made me learn one thing. Nobody wants the same things as you. 
In the beginning you are at a bit of a loss. To get decent help you need to hire contractors. Employees become liabilities. People that are already busy and pros with big price tags is what you want. And, only so many will believe in you enough to drop everything else they are doing and give you 100%. So you may get 20% and they will be busy. You get what you can afford. That simple. You are going to get help that works for the moment and that means there will be inefficiencies. They will get tired of fighting along side  you and fall off eventually unless a pay day is imminent. 
I don’t care why something happens, I care that it happens. I don’t give a fuck about excuses. I care about action. 
Nobody shares your passion. Some may get close, but with your business or brand, its you and you need to know that the most valuable people with be the ones who can communicate your vision and mission to others exactly the way you do. That person doesn’t exist, so you have to find the next best thing. That won’t happen in the beginning either unless it’s a co founder or someone that has built this along side you for YEARS. In addition, that person needs to share your pace. If you move fast, they move fast. If you move slow, they move slow. You need to be in sync. Then they need to see the end. And they they need to see the end with them getting a lot of money. Its that simple. You need people that share motivations. They don’t have to share exact motivations with you, but with the rest of the team. They should be able to get by month to month, but you want to incentivize the big win so they don’t become complacent. This is a constant battle. Embrace this. Learn to read people. Lead by example.  
Making things. No competition. 
Session 18 
Making things – and here I am talking about manufacturing physical things. When making a website of a digital product you can make changes to it, improve it, adjust things on the fly. You can release it before its done. You cant do that with a physical product. I’ve seen and been asked to compromise good design for the sake of cost most of my career. That’s fine if you have no choice. If you do it because you are too scared to invest in something phenomenal because you compete on price, then that’s a different story. This is what most people do: They say they want to make something amazing, something amazing is proposed, then they do a cost analysis, then they find out if they do something amazing that it will cost more than their competitors who make basically the same thing but more disappointing, then they whittle down the concept until its no different than their competitors – to meet a price point. Then they spend the money they would have used to make a remarkable product on marketing, to try to convince people its still remarkable when its just another disappointing thing now to take up space on earth. This was my experience in the auto industry. Anything that isn’t measurable gets thrown out the window. There is no emotional value. They will make a butt ugly car and celebrate it because it has ½” more legroom in the rear compared to their competition. This creates a vicious cycle that will never end. Instead of real innovation, at the beginning of any project they start off with focus groups and rolling in 5 of the competitors cars ( that were designed 8 years ago by the way ) in to the design studio to touch and measure before anything happens. And everyone wants to know why every car these days has the personality of a toaster oven. Because the people making them have the same personality. 
In the fifties, cars had wings, not because they were cheap or because their competitors had them. They had them because space ships had them. and that made you feel awesome. 
Now it’s the same with almost every product on earth that has a “need function”. Im not talking about products that have “want functions”. Rational vs. Emotional. Once a product starts to have a rational element to it, if you aren’t careful, ALL of the emotional elements will be eventually drained from it in the interest of measuring metrics for those who refuse to be human. De risk everything until its just ants moving chunks of leaves from one end of the yard to the other to please the queen. That’s why I like to focus on the products that people “don’t need” but “want”. 100% desire. And what that means is that you hurt yourself to make something remarkable. You pull it from the depths of your mind and you forge it into something with life and meaning. That means you make whatever it is, abd you do everything to maintain the purity of the concept so that when it come out the other end of the factory, it is DESIRE that rules and it is now a living thing with character and spice and the emotion is intact. This is hard to do unless you touch every part of the R&D process. With my watches, what I do is, I design them and then I make non-working concept models. These are the most pure representations of the dream in physical form before the rational elements have to come into play. This method is great because it allows me to share the design and concept with engineers and the r&d team and through the process of breathing life into the machine, if it starts to wander too far from the original, pure concept, we pull back and start again. This way you have a reference point that is physical. Its sitting on the table. You can point at it and say, “make that”. 
There will be those that will say, if we do it this way it will be cheaper or if we do it that way its easier. Easier and cheaper are great in theory. But it’s the language of poison in my world. Even if it makes sense, letting that mentality take and president in the process will just start to rub off on everyone and everything and it will snowball. 
Make it exactly the way you saw it in your dreams and only let the reality of manufacturing, assembly, maintenance and possibly ergonomics adjust that dream. End cost will be what it will be. 
Stop looking at the competition. If you are competing that’s for a different game. If you are trying to build something spectacular it should stand on its own. Once you start making adjustments to you ideas based on what others are doing, you are not playing the empire building game. You are playing the also-ran game. Again, it will be hard to avoid peeking. The engineers will tell you, “this is how we do it all the time with this brand or that brand”. Don’t fall into the trap. That’s a laziness trap. 
There is no data on earth that will tell you what the next profound brand statement should be. 
Am I possessed?
I am obsessed with everything. 
My skin hurts. 
Yours hurts too and I feel it for you. 
Its all so heavy I can feel my body trying to dig to the center of earth. 
If just for a second to prove I can. 
The rain pelting the roof above my head will turn to chunks of meteor and drill through me and through the floor before I’m done. 
I hope there will be sparks. I hope there will be fire. 
Session 19
This is the most beautiful journey and I wouldn’t trade it for anything. 
My son woke up today and said Daddy what a beautiful day. It was foggy and rainy and cold and dark. Beautiful. He knows. 
The wins are indescribable. When I am creating, designing and making things, I am in heaven, this is maybe 1% of my time but its almost 100% of the purpose. Its an amazing feeling to be travelling form place to place from dark hole to dark hole in my head. Im on a journey every time and im never in the same place twice. Its painful and euphoric at the same time. Im growing and learing and creating all at the same time. When I’m sketching its coming from nowhere and then lines become structures and structures become foundations and foundations are built on and skycrapers are written. And I find myself on a different world and its peaceful. And its flowing. And its beautiful. 
But the first time I see one of my creations in the flesh. Heart beating with character and soul. From a seed of an idea in the back of my head to a born machine in my head. That is gold beyond gold. The feeling is insane. Usually by the time I see it im already onto another idea another project and another thing that had caught my attention. But the first moment it sits there living. That’s amazing. 
NOW…these things are wins but what they pale in comparison to are the first sale and the first customer to tell you how much they love it. THIS is it. This is the insane feeling of a win that makes you coming back for more. Its Amazing that someone would take their hard earned money and give it to you in exchange fo a crazy thing you made. 
Im grateful. 
And then when they write to you and tell you how it made their day and how much fun it is to have it and show it to friends and family etc.
Im grateful. 
AND THE BIGGEST WIN is when its sitting on the table and it catches the eye of my 3 year old son and his eye get huge and he grabs it says what the heck is this daddy! This is COOL!!! That one I will never forget. I will look to do that over and over. When a child with 3 years of experience is drawn to a thing and that thing is of your creation just like the kid is. That is a mindblowing experience. He just validated all the work the pain the effort and not for the sake of the thing. But for the fact that he just saw inside the depths of me. And he thought it was cool. 
Im grateful 
And these wins are easy to lose track of in the storm. You need to remind yourself that moving forward is for these wins, not simply to avoid the losses. 
Putting out fires isn’t nearly as fun as starting them. 
Remember the wins as the wins are why we do this. Its not all about you and its not all about others but this is laying the seeds of legacy. This is making sure you don’t just leave behind bones. 
I know for sure there will never be a top to the mountain I am building because it will never be good enough for me. But that doesn’t mean I wont have some solid peaks to give names to. Ones that I might summit alone or summit with others and those will be epic wins. Looking down from above, Not on a peak found by some distant explorer on a path worn by others, but a peak I imagined, then built, then climbed to. 

The wins have come in financial bursts as well. The feeling is always fleeting. The short lives adrenaline boost from a financial win is usually quickly smothered by the momentum toward the next challenge or dream building. 
But here’s the thing, the growth from building something on your own provides perspective and perspective provides vision. Allowing your self to wander through the paths of challenges is beyond an education, it’s a revelation. I have learned more about the nuances of business from climbing these mountains than I have from anything else. 
Do what you say you are going to do.
Deliver more than you promise.
Treat your customers like kings and queens. Hospitality rules. 
Always be grateful
Always be thankful to those who support you. Remind them often.
Don’t get down on those who don’t get it. 
Never let anyone in your boat who isn’t going to row. 
Be awesome to everyone around you at all times until they give you a reason not to. 
Give back EVERYTHING. 
Stay away from people who don’t like pizza or kids. 
In the times of pain, remember, all of this is a gift. 




Transcending the game.
Session 20
You need to count your wins based on your game. Not the game of the spectators. Because there will always be someone trying to deny you your win. 
Every day I can go pick up Jesse at school and talk to him about the purple sky and dump trucks on the way home. If I had a “normal job” I’d be waiting for permission to leave. 
Earlier today during a brain freeze I walked down to the barn and gave Timmy an apple ( timmy is my mini horse that looks like danny devito). We talked for a while and the barn smelled like time standing still. I felt the warmth of the old world telling me everything would be ok and that’s the only world I trust now. Each a bunch of mini wins. Permanent wins and clear mind if not for just a few minutes. We moved to these woods to remind us we are human. To keep us humble while we build our empires. It’s a long way from the arenas from which the typical building of things come together and when you really look, its mostly spectators and leaches and not many builders. It’s a win to be out here in the woods. The river changing shape behind the hours every hour. Every day. Clarity and grounding. 
The idea is to remember this; People will tell you that you are playing from down below and its easy to believe them. But once you start to feel the wins and know how rare they are in this form, then you start to transcend. And then you are sure you are playing from above. 

Session 21
Most people wont get it. 
When you create something truly unique, by definition, most people wont get it. That means a lot of industry professionals that you come in contact with will tell you they don’t get it. Some will leave it at that, others will tell you they can help you change it. Make it “understandable to others” .  My favortie is “I love it, but I think other people wont get it”. What that means is that they don’t get it and they never will. Remove them from your circle. I made early mistakes where I convinced myself that while I needed to be rebellious with the product and brand tone, that I should use some more standard professionalism when it comes to simplifying the brand message. This means how the brand is represented in the website and in brand books, etc. 2 years after launching WILBUR I had spent 100 grand on redoing the website, brand book, retailer pitch decks, and other communications assets, multiple times based on multiple pushes. In the end, I came full circle and went back to what I started with that I had created on my little dime. Why? Because people will try to apply big business, mass market principles to your brand because either, they cannot add to what you have already, so they want to reshape it ( for their own profit ) so that more people “get it”. But really, its so that THEY get it. That means you water down your message for the masses, that means, inherently, you lose your potent message for those who you really want to connect with. The unique people that your brand and product already will resonate with. 
So you need to become very comfortable with most people not getting it. How will you know when they do? Because they will experience your product and brand and you and immediately get it. Real believers will not require one bit of convincing. 
So, like I have said before, anyone that does not get it completely should not have a place on your team. 
Now, when you go to hire sales people or retailers or get involved with distributors you start to deal with extended teams most of which have a job that they want to go home from at the end of the day and they don’t give a shit about your brand, but they sell it to make a living and it is necessary to give them tools to help them court new customers when you are not there to do it. This means creating these brand books and guides, etc. They too will tell you that your brand book makes no sense and you need to do it again just like this other huge broing brand does, etc etc. When you hear this, ignore it and keep moving. You will eventually find those that get it. 
Not everyone needs to get it. Its part of the allure, its part of what build epic brands. A bit of mystery adds character and spice. Eventually people will start following because people like to follow. So the key here is to connect with as many people that get it AS IS or can ADD to it to make it better, and ignore the majority of the rest. A lot of people ask me about my ideas about this and talk about how there are realities to business and how can you say no to opportunities that could bring in more revenue especially in a company that is young that needs the cash. I always say, there are better ways to make immediate cash than staring a  brand. If you want the possibility of going huge in the future, you need to stick to your guns. If you want immediate cash, open a check cashing store. 

I sent my pitch deck to 622 people and had 3 respond. One person wanted to “help” me liquidate my inventory because he said the business wont work but he could make me some money in the meantime. Another wanted 20% of the company in advance to be a “sales partner”, and the other told me there were too many pages in the deck so he didn’t read it. 
This isn’t the standard “get used to dealing with rejection” you hear from all the startup guys, this is the “rejection will become the standard”. You will need to live with it or you will explode. The more successful you become, the worse this will get too. Not better. 
The first time you and your brand is introduced to anyone, they will act like you started it the day before. They will offer you all kinds of advice as though you never though this through after the last 5 years of doing nothing but this. It becomes mindnumbing. To survive this you need to just know, this is the standard. 


Session 23
Make sure everyone wins. Everyone that goes through this shit with you needs to win in the end. I’m grateful to those that trust me. I’m not greedy when it comes to sharing in the spoils. In fact, I believe you should be as generous as you possibly can. I give my retailers big margins, I give my sales people and partners big commissions. I want everyone that takes the risk with me to get paid. But this doesn’t mean people that pop up when they want to and everything is shiny and they want a ride in the Ferrari. Im talking about those who were in the trenches with you and either cared so much about your success that they were willing to do anything to help or that they beiveled you were caoable of greatness and didn’t mind the shrapnel flying because they knew it would be worth it. Either way… this will be from zero to 6 people max. 
Manifest the greatness by treating everyone you come in contact with great vibes. Even on your darkest days. 
Session 24.
Another small one on winning. 
This winter I bought a tow rope to keep in my truck. Around here in the winter, people end up in the ditch a lot. I bought it just in case. That just in case turned into me pulling people out of the ditch 4 times in a one week period. 
The feeling of accomplishment when you pull a family’s car our of a snowy ditch is unreal. I felt like I had accomplished more in that week than I had in a year. It was amazing. 
Why? because its simple. There is no gray area. No clouds or heavy weight to distort the win. It’s a clean simple win and these are needed when you are operating in the opposite of clean and simple on a daily basis. These are acts that help people you don’t know. This is something you should do often. 
I now look for this feeling often and I recommend it to anyone. Help anyone in need. Go out of your way to make someone’s day. This makes all the shit you go through otherwise make sense. This is why no matter how little time you have, you should join the board of your local library, or volunteer with kids or pull people out of snowy ditches. Highly recommend. 
Omotenashi
Session 25
The sale of your art or your thing you made is not the end of the end of the experience for your customer / collector. That is a mid-point. When you digest this concept, you start to realize that there is an immense amount of opportunity to shape the journey. From finding you and what you make to the purchase, to the enjoyment and the relationship that follows. If someone is interested in what I make at all, I count that as a win. I spend time with that person. Everybody that buys one of my $35K watches gets a personal thank you from me. Then, a couple weeks later they get a coffee table book with my sketches and crazy rants and process photos. The book has their name on the cover. And I send another personal note. Why? Because what I am selling isn’t a watch. 
When you build a rebellious brand the inclination of others is to surmise that it is a business run in a rebellious way. That needs to be cut down asap. Any time you create a brand with a rebellious feel, make sure the business side is more buttoned up than ever. Make it watertight like a beavers buthole. Ha. People like to think that artists have no business sense. So they will push that on you and it will be hard to build trust.
When I was running the advanced design studio at Honda I was constantly taking trips to Japan. One of the most intriguing concepts to me was the concept of omotenashi. This revolves around the ideas of the highest levels of service. Its hospitality at its most highest point. I believe that even an artist selling their art and a business selling a service should adopt this. And that’s what I do. Granted. Since I was a child this is how I belived you should treat people.
In Japan, you leave your hotel room and come back 5 minutes later and the room and bed are all made up and you didn’t even see anyone come or go. Its such high levels of service that its easy to not even notice it. And that’s the level of service that you should strive for. Today, most people don’t even give you a way to talk to a human being at their company. The cost is real, but the benefits are amazing, And everyone is so used to trying to smash in the right number to try to talk to a human being that dealing with any business feels like a day at the DMV. So, offer them a human to talk to. Mic drop. 
Session 26
My creative process: Step 1
I start in a storm, not in clarity. My head is full and heavy. Im digging out from underneath the rubble of ideas. Seaching for something that excites me. Im not worried about making sense of it. Im looking for purity. It’s a mining excersize from the bottom up. From the inside out. And everyone around me whats wrong and I just want to know whats right. Its all machines now. Musical instruments and motors and jet packs and satelites. 
A piano. imagine: a seat at a point, everything radiates out from there, the keys not in a line but in a semi-circle around you. The strings, some are 50 feet out. All radiating like the sun through the clouds. Some are 20 feet some are two. The keys are machined aluminum with machine marks to mimic large human fingerprints. The strings are anchored down by sculpted metal mechanisms and then stretched across pulleys made from brass and carbon fiber. There is no inside to this piano and no outside. You can see it all. Geometric hard edged thick glass chunks make up the bottom and the sides so you can see right through. The top is a piece of larger glass and then increasingly smaller peivces of glass that are held together with little metal rods. The top is open and its 30 feet tall. It looks like glass breaking upwards. And the pedals are attached with links and pulleys and cables and all the links are polished and it feels like an explosion form the center of the pianists soul pushing out beyond the confines of the room and taking down the walls around him and the sky is all that’s left. 
And, this is before a single note is played. 
Session 26_1
My creative process: Step 1
I start in a storm, not in clarity. My head is full and heavy. Im digging out from underneath the rubble of ideas. Seaching for something that excites me. Im not worried about making sense of it. Im looking for purity. It’s a mining excersize from the bottom up. From the inside out. And everyone around me whats wrong and I just want to know whats right. Its all machines now. Musical instruments and motors and jet packs and satelites. 
A piano. imagine: a seat at a point, everything radiates out from there, the keys not in a line but in a semi-circle around you. The strings, some are 50 feet out. All radiating like the sun through the clouds. Some are 20 feet some are two. The keys are machined aluminum with machine marks to mimic large human fingerprints. The strings are anchored down by sculpted metal mechanisms and then stretched across pulleys made from brass and carbon fiber. There is no inside to this piano and no outside. You can see it all. Geometric hard edged thick glass chunks make up the bottom and the sides so you can see right through. The top is a piece of larger glass and then increasingly smaller peivces of glass that are held together with little metal rods. The top is open and its 30 feet tall. It looks like glass breaking upwards. And the pedals are attached with links and pulleys and cables and all the links are polished and it feels like an explosion form the center of the pianists soul pushing out beyond the confines of the room and taking down the walls around him and the sky is all that’s left. 
And, this is before a single note is played. 
Session 27
I’m climbing around on a structure now of gears and bridges. Its all so much bigger than me. I’m floating in an atrium of solid structures and half realized forms that fall off as they become irrelevant. I build around whats making sense, I cut away, I roll off corners that are too sharp. I fold the surfaces that need a crease. The volumes weighted. The lines so thin. A balance taking shape. And then again. This here where I stand needs a rough surface, and this one needs a polished. And the light comes screaming across an edge and around an almost perfect curve, and I nudge the curve a little here and then a little there until at just the right light the sparks will accelerate and dance along the path and through your eye. This changes shape under my feet. Cant sit still. Nothing steady. I need to hang on. Make sure not to grab something my mind has deleted just moments ago or ill fall back into the abyss and lose it all. I’m putting parts together and taking them apart. I burn it down and up again. Its coming alive and then a pause. Climbing in between the structures. A mechanical diorama becomes my temporary home. I cant escape until I get it right. Im nudging and shaving and drawing lines and creating mass. The gears around and testing them spinning and how the negative spaces lean against the positive spaces as this huge world I have created starts to find its way into my hand. My tiny hand. A tiny world. A massive presence. 

Session 28 
A bunch of little pieces. 
Art is really a solo act. Ive never seen a masterpiece that was painted by more than one person. Never read an amazing book by more than one person. So how is that we are supposed to go from being solo to team. We are not. We are meant to go on this journey alone. This is the only way it works in the end. You need to be doing the math on how to figure out how to cut the bubblewrap the least amount of times and get the most amount of coverage and volume in the shipping box before you have to use more than one piece of tape. You need to watch videos on how to bury code in your website so that the bots cant attack your payment systems. You need to edit videos, you need to build display cases, you need to make invoices and deal with unhappy customers. But the best part about this is that you then know how to do everything. Maybe not perfectly, or even well, but you know how it fits into your system and you’ve touched it. This is a necessary step. Go it alone for as long as you can. 
Im finding rhythm in between the larger parts and smallest details now. Parts are starting to stay exactly where I left them in my dreams and there is still a low fog around the other components and I start to stack up options to try new things my head. Now that I have fallen in love with certain elements they stick to me. I can hang from them and it keeps me excited. I use them to anchor my panic as I try to resolve the rest. This is a dangerous place in the process for me. By this time im usually exhausted and sometime pieces start to fall from the puzzle and leave me stranded for a day or two. I’m changing shapes of things until I find it while I stare at my plate. Everyone is talking but I cant hear anything. I;m here but im a million miles away. I’m just trying not to lose the piece that took me two days to find. Im desperate now fo paper and a pen to get it down before it flies away. And then, where were you all day. In my head. Making things again. 
You will find that the ones you fight with are usually the ones who care the most. I bang heads with investors sometimes but they are some of the few that actually took risk on me. Trusted me. They gave me money to build my dream. That deserves utmost respect. 
So this is where we talk about the gatekeepers and the middlemen. There is no reason in the modern age to start your endeavor with the gatekeepers and the middlemen involved. I have tried for years to come up with ways to please the salespeople and the marketing people and the pr people just to get them to help me. When you realize that the middlemen in everything in life are ones that look backwards for proof instead of to the future, then you know that anything you do that isn’t trendy or expected will be met with lazy dismissal. So avoid them at all costs. If they come to you in the future and offer to scale you business, sure, but they will usually be the first people to tell you that you aren’t doing it like everyone else and that’s why they wont support you. I have it with retailers all the time. They tell me, “I just came back from a tradeshow and all of the watches there are small and feminine. That’s the trend” blah blah blah. What the fuck does that info do for me. It doesn’t inform my product and my design decisions, it means im wasting brain energy listening to the middlemen. Of course there will be outliers but they will be disenchanted with the indurty and thus they too are in the filed with the other black sheep that refused to bend over, so they wont be able to hep you, just comfort you. 
It's in my hand now. Finally. I can feel it breathing. I’m imagining all the ways it could have come from the depths of my consciousness and now here on earth looking up at me. And its useless in function and most potent in emotion and that is why its here. It’s a pile of dreams and pains an realities and technology 300 years old and of tomorrow and so many help to dredge this from the depths of my soul. How it could have tore me apart if I tried to get it out in any other way. Could you have ssen it if you really looked into my eyes. Is it possibly that simple? How the exit of our mind is invisible but clearly exists because here is this thing that one at once inside of me and now it is out. And the relief is extraordinary. In most cases the purity of the process feels like an exorsism. Because I am only happy that its over. I’m already on to the next thing. My head is aching again. The pressure rising. The storms are rolling in.  
Session 29
Did you know that you can find the answers to most of your questions on our website?
Your estimated wait time is longer than normal.
Agents are busy helping other customers. 
Your call is being recorded for quality and training purposes. 
Because of my automotive career I spent a lot of time driving. We drove cars on test tracks and motorycles on dirt tracks. I did some racing school a bunch as well. There are 2 things that change the game the most when it comes to performance in a racecar. Tires and Aerodynamics. When I did skip barber racing school back when I was 20. We started off in formula ford cars. These were tiny little open wheel racers with a rear engine and a four speed manual gearbox. The tires were meaty but they had tread on them and there were no aerodynamic wings on them. These cars were fun. They were lightweight and well balanced and basically felt like you were sitting on the floor with an engine strapped to your back. They were flexible and gave you lots of room to make mistakes. Forgiving. When you would start to lose the balance of the car a quick tap of the brake or a blip of the throttle would settle the car again if it got crabby. The hard cornering would give you plenty of slip and screetch for days until you lost your adhesion. There was a lot of room for learning and the edge was a bump not a cliff. The next level up are the cars with slick tires – no tread. This gave you massive adhesion / mechanical grip and every axis became dynamic beyond belief. Stopping was on purpose and violent. Turning was brain stretching. The grip in the corners was so intense that you had it clearly until it let go and when it did, it let it all go. After that is the full slicks and aerodynamic wings in the front and the back. This is the picture of a racing car in the dictionary. Six speed sequential gear box. Full fat soft slicks and brakes that could eat tires like chewing gum. These cars had no time for your thinking. There was no forgiveness. They required the finding of a rhythm while walking a tightrope at 180mph and that tightrope is 1000 feet off the ground. The grip at speed especially in high speed corners with the help of the downforce form the wings is unearthly. When slowing down from 175 to 40 mph in a tight corner and hanging from the brakes while the car slowly looses grip for the lifting of the air off the wings, and its all so connected to your body. Its an extension of your nervous system and you might as well have your veins reach out to all four corners of the car. And in the beginning you feel like a newborn baby deer just trying not to fall over and get eaten. And then the rhythm comes and you trade the deer for chetah and it all makes sense. But its fleeting and its dangerous and its only fun when its on the edge. So we do these things and then its only fitting that you get into a “normal” car and drive to the train and take the train and then get on the subway and then everyone is walking slowly in front of you and now what? I cant now be ok with this. Even with the comfort of knowing that most things have a pace that’s been eroded over time. Civilized. Civilized into oblivion. And I tasted freedom. No backing out now. 
Session 30
I just want to sink to the bottle. A shot or 10 to cut the nerve. A windsock witness to the silver sky. Cold is all to feel with this wooden spine. Of all the faces I’ve made. And im stuck with this one. Drowning in rain. Itching to climb out. Peel back this field and woods and find all the worms that have been waiting to steal from me. Steam and hot dirt. Magma of the soul. I just want to sink to the bottle. Endless bottle. 
This morning I checked in with “the team”. These guys were all at watches and wonders. The yearly jerk-off fest in Geneva for the watch industry. Every few years these get even more stale than then started off and someone starts another one. Years ago it was Basel World. It was held at a huge convention hall in Basel Switzerland and it was the treade show of all trade shows. Retailers, media distributiors all showed up. If you wanted to get a lot of business done in one spot, this was it. There were prevailing trends but there was a plethora of great innovations that were always released there. And the spirit was good. People had meetings but they weren’t overloaded, so if you were a new brand and wanted to get some good in person time with some of the right people, you could usually at least get a quick chat in. People were opened to new ideas and nobody cared about global politics. Of course there were the indoor castles built by rolex and a few others which were just massive flex moves, but in general it felt like if you wanted to go see something awesome, you would find it here. That got old within a few years and it fell apart and other shows popped up. Over time these shows have basically become worthless from a young brand persepcutive. Nobody wants to meet with you because they have their meetings scheduled way in advance and they make sure to only meet with brands and people they already know. And then it’s a way to just measure metrics and trends and second guess everything. If you want to be like everyone else it’s a great place to go get neutered. Have everyone pat you on the head and say nice try boy, but you missed the marks set by the trends this year. 
Unique is not in this season. 
We are still doing apologetic luxury left over from our hurt feelings from 2020. 
So even though “my team” knows exactly how I approach this business: I am and artist that happens to make watches. I am not a focus group watch brand waiting for instructions from everyone else., they still come tell me “the current trend is smaller watches and maybe that’s the mark you missed”. This is supposed to be “my team” they are supposed to get in the boat and row. Not backwards. 
This kind of idea that democratization of design and ideas is somehow a good idea is going to destroy what’s left of the human creative ambition. Like those who used to be musicians become the every mans pub piano fool. The idea is to let artists create based on their interpretation of the world, and if you like it, you support it, if not, you move on to someone that shares you vision. The idea isn’t to create a mayo based boredom syrum and call it gold so that everyone without a heart can feel involved in the process. 
Im sick of trying to play these games with the industry hoops to jump through. Fucking circus. This is end of the new. The crushing of the soul. Im done with this. Im moving on. 
Ive been called a sellout by my dear pure artist friends. And I will always love them anyway because they do make cool shit. 
I’m not a sellout I’m an artist that refuses to be a victim. 
Just don’t call me a sleepout and then ask for a ride in the Ferrari.
I’m learning every aspect of business and people. I study corporate structuring and sales and human behaviors and learn to recognize patterns and invest in what works. None of that changes my Art. It just makes it more powerful. These kids are putting up their art on facebook and etsy and wonder why nobody buys and why they sit broke. They don’t promote their stuff, they don’t create a brand around themselves and their art so there can be a deeper connection with those that get it, they don’t even make it easy to buy – they want you to pay them with Venmo and pick it up at their house. Theres no service, no “thank you”, and part of me wonders – are all you you scared your art may suffer if you actually taste some success? Maybe you wont have the fire anymore if you get paid. 
No. Im getting mine. I bleed in public. I and I do it with no share. Im not a victim -  Im a warrior. That’s what the best of the artists should be. It doesn’t mean watering down your soul or changing directions or making things you don’t belive in. It means packaging what you are doing so that all of the value that comes with it you can profit from. Not just financially – emotionally and spiritually. 
Every artist wants to sell their stuff. They just don’t want to have to sell their stuff.  



Session 31
Spring. We had just landed in Vermont after the trek from California. Our moving truck was still a couple of weeks behind us. You could smell the evaporated snow that had been patiently waiting under months of silence to take to the sky. The woods were reaching for the sun and the river was alive. The fog liked to hang across one bank to the other. The green was pushing its way through the blanket of leaves from last year and I could feel the spirit here. It smelled the same as when I was 10 years old. Standing in the same spot. Down the hill from the house this water mass finds its way through the path of least resistance. From our room you can hear it changing shape in the night. If you do it just right you can start across the river at the trees and it looks like the river is standing still and the woods are moving quickly in reverse. Theres those mini blinding sparks from the sun sprinkled on the tops of dancing ripples. 
Jesse loves the river. We all walked down and not a soul was around. The most beautiful places in California always had a lot of people around. Escape was never really an option even if the beauty was. We did find a few places like this devoid of human noise in the Sierras, but that’s for another story. 
He was putting his toes in the water. He has such tiny toes. Theres a creek that connects at a “t” into the big river where Jesse likes to play. The crushing at that corner makes the softest sand. He calls it the beach. 
Michelle and I like to watch him and think of when he was half the size. 
He throws rocks and giggles. 
A whole entire flock of ducks maybe two. Whatever, it was 100 ducks came running out from the creeks mouth. Their flapping wings brought a surprising thunder that brought our nerves to alert. Only their feet were in the water. Their bodies floated above. They tripped on rocks and each other but kept the throttle down. Something spooked them up the creek.  Jesse watches with the biggest eyes he could find. 99 of them turned right and settled moving up the river. One that had caught up on a rock and ended up last in line came just a split second after the others and that one turned left. Right in front of Jesse. We watched it go from full flap panic to the resignation of the thick current. It looked left and right. So did we. It got smaller and smaller as did the crowd. 
Jesse said we have to help him. At 3 years old he felt what he had witnessed. He said “not good”, “he lost his friends”. It dug a hole in me watching it occur at that moment. I don’t know if it came from the event or knowing my son just inhaled it. 
Is my instinct was fooling me? Us? Was this duck the one that now was lost? Or was it the other 99 that were? OR was it never meant to be that they would be together after this junction and nobody is lost but just where they are supposed to be. 
Why is is that we feel for the single duck as though he is the one who is lost and now hopeless and lonely when maybe the crowd was crushing him and he finally found peace. 
Its often the crowd justifies our positions. It make it feel as if flow is positive direction. Like without the protection of the crowd in the same direction, you are somehow wrong. 
Like the story of the woman who pulled the fire alarm and watched where everybody ran, and then she ran in the opposite direction and she was the only one to survive. 
I am with my art in a sense hoping I could find the crowd again to justify my comfort in the idea that I could find them if I need them and at the same time I need to never see them again. 
Now almost 1 year later Jesse asks me. He’s mentioned it a lot; if I’ve remember the duck and If I think he found his family. “Of course, buddy, his home with his family now.” Hes where he’s supposed to be. 
Session 31
The issue for the artist is that the more you practice the skill side of creation the better you get and finding out what doesn’t work and the better you get at editing your actions in advance. The fine tuning of these skills take an entire lifetime. What deosnts happen over an entire lifetime is that you cant go backwards. Backwards to when you were a child. Because thats the lens you need. The most honest place you can create from is from your young subconcious. Your years before the poison soaked in. But that’s when you had no skill. So your soul was pure but you couldn’t get it out. And then 50 years later you can get it out but you’ve been poisoned. How do we prevent this. You have to live as purely and as honestly as you can. Stay young and play like children. Never grow old. 
One of my legacies will be that I never gave up mining my soul and mind for the craziest things I could think of, and then brining them to life. Breaking the brain – hand barrier.  
I promise to seath

An anonymous mass manipulated by the energy of the collective crowd. A massive school of fish whos direction is driven so clearly, but by no one. It is nature, but not all of it. The crowd is where ideas go to die and mediocrity goes to breed. 
Anonymous. 
There is safety and a simplicity in the crowds. An ability to skirt personal responsibility and thus disconnect from your own will, discontent and passions. Simple excuses - and everyone is doing it. You can come in and out when convenient and when it goes to shit it was the “current state of things”. 
An electric blanket.
I didn’t come to the woods to be anonymous. Which some do, but the healthy ones just want to be alone. I don’t live here because I don’t like people. I live here because I don’t like crowds. I want to relate to people in the purist of ways. I crave real community. Not false ones bonded by money, uniforms and politics. I’m not interested in going for the ride. 
In the woods people go out of their way to help one another, in the city its always someone else’s job. Everyone is someone here and I like to know their names. I like to hear about their families. I like to help. There is no fucking around here, you are a leader or you are not. Your integrity is non negotiable. 
You can go sometimes a couple of days without seeing another soul. Sometimes longer without interaction. I used to be too scared to spend this much time with myself. I could wander off and I would be able to do nothing about it. I could dig holes in my head and forget where they are and fall in at any moment. I feared the worst. Not that I would be lost but that I might never find myself. 
There are those who aren’t even left with their own thoughts for more than a few seconds at any given moment. The buzz. I can see why that might be a good place to hide. I can see why the crowd could be desirable. 
Do you too want to be pulled in the correct direction without me having to calculate and execute and suffer through the insecurity of making a decision? Do you too want the spoils of the hunt to feel like yours while standing in the back? 
Its from the crowds where the most evil has been done. Because the crowd has disconnected from community it now has no heart.   
This is where I know it’s my responsibility to create. Its my duty to do it uninfluenced by the crowd. If its only my heart I can offer then I know the crowd can never steal it. 
I’m forced to talk about luxury because what I make in comparison to other things is not cheap. But I remember when the word luxury was used for anything that was new. Apartments overlooking the 110 freeway in Los Angeles – Luxury Apartments. 
And now the word luxury, just like the word design, has been thrown around so much it doesn’t mean anything anymore. 
I like to use the word exotic instead of luxury. Exotic means rare. It means its not for everyone. It means its raw and honest. And more than anything, it means NO COMPROMISE. 
You can’t have a true luxury product by itself. Just because something is expensive doesn’t make it luxury. It needs to live within a system that is a no compromise system all around. The product is one piece. There is hospitality level service and continued relationships with customers / collectors. It’s the building of a community based on shared passion for the no-compromise. 
I’m not asking for directions. Im not asking for permission. Making the craziest things and then creating a system around that allows people to enjoy it and be a part of it if they wish to. I compromise on nothing. I don’t take short cuts to make things cheaper, I don’t simplify things to make them quicker. I spend as much time designing the box the watch comes in, the display stand that looks like a rocket launch pad, the metal “ID cards” that tell the owner the serial number and when their watch was made – even that is brushed and embossed and bead-blasted and lasercut. Each of those cards cost me 10x more than a basic little paper book to put in the box – just like everyone else does. But that wouldn’t be luxury. That wouldn’t be exotic. That wouldn’t be awesome. 
Everything needs to be awesome or not done at all. 
Every watch that goes out comes in a chrome bubble pack like those on the space shuttle, each with the customers name printed on it. 
Its sad to think that at some point in the distant past, every craftsman put everything into what they made and now the excuses have become standard marketing fodder. 
I cant image how a craftsman making swords a couple thousand years ago would be told to maybe make his swords a little less the way he knows he should because then he would have a “better product market fit”. Or maybe the customer wont notice if the sword isn’t as sharp or not as ornate as long as the “price is competitive”. It would be great if this thing weren’t so heavy. Can you give me 10% off if you just make it 10% shorter? 
Maybe the swordsmith would have weekly meetings in the local castle courtyard and take several swords from other swordsmiths and find a bunch of people with nothing to do for the day and they could all sit around and find out how they could pack in all the features from the competitors but do it for less. Sound ridiculous yet? 
The competition needs to be first with yourself before you look at anything else. 
Make the best possible things you can make. Surround it with a system of service and community that matches and do not compromise. 
I get that there are mass market products that need to fit within the constraints of a world that took on a shape without regard for if its right or wrong. 
But, that doesn’t mean that we shouldt have true luxury, true exotic creation, true art as product because those who don’t understand it or cant afford it are crying. 
After covid everyone was offended by everything. Especially things that looked like they promoted or exuded wealth status. So what did the luxury watch industry do? They responded with what I call “im sorry” design and product. Boring expressions in gray and beige character that holds its head down but cost a lot. They called this “quiet luxury”. They celebrate themselves for all doing apologetic product and showing up 3 years after the response and all I can think to myself is the swordsmiths are rolling in their graves. 
I am told I don’t have the pulse because I refuse to respond and instead I act. 
Anyone that doesn’t appreciate the finer and exceptional things in life for how they feel will judge those that do because of how they look. 
Only those that don’t get it think that someone buys a ferrari because they want people to look at them and think they are special. Only a person that is sure they aren’t special thinks this way. People that buy ferrais buy them because they don’t give a shit what other people think and they know that the mass market cars are compromised based on fear and crowd-think and they don’t want a part of it. 
I’m not just here to create exotic things because it feels good. I want to keep the human spirit alive. I want to help people keep their expectations high, never settle, expect the best in everything. This is the shape of the future and I’m happy to drive us there. The scars and hits are worth it. The discouragement is worth it. They solitude is worth it. The legacy is worth it. 

Session 34 – THIS SESSION NOT FINISHED***
Now its time to learn to play with fire, my beautiful son. 
I’m going to show you how to bend the world to your will. 
I know you are itching to see what your flame can do. 
I need not push you. Help me to not shape you.  
If you want to go I will hold your hand. 
You will rech for somethinh higher. When you do you will get slapped down.
The 
You will not compromise and it will hurt. But this hurt is the hurt of the only strong men left and you will be proud to move through it. 
Look everyone in the eye when you greet them. Recognize another person s presence. 
You are never ready for this and that is why your are more ready now. 
Before the winds come at you. Before the rules of lazy and fearful men are forced on you. 
I wish not to push you but to guide you if you want to go. I don’t wish my pains on you in any way. this is a job for few and sick enough to be so stubborn not to bend and 

Session 35
TALK ABOUT MAKING A MOTORCYLE HERE. THIS SESSION UNFINISHED***
Session 36
You were put here to build things. To make a statement. To bring life to the machine. To share soul through art. To mine ideas from nothing. 
You need to know this is your duty. You are on earth for this. To change that path for anyone is to desert yourself. Don’t go missing in action. 
The pain is your fear and failure converting to fuel. 
Rise. Rise in the smoke and the fire. Know the heat is the fuel for your transformation. A daily transformation. You will never be the same. 
Share this fire with everyone. If they accept it, they were meant to, if they don’t, build your castle on the site of their doubt. The hate means you are doing it right. The critics, the birds chasing fishing boats, only exist because of your bounty. 
Love the ones that share the battles with you. 
Stop to inhale the beauty. It is more beautiful than ever when the sky is dark on every other corner. 
Don’t hide. Rest but do not retreat. Take to solid ground when you need to regroup, but do not disappear. Your sprit is needed to inspire those whose match is lit but need some help to find the wick. 
You will want to quit. If you don’t you are not pushing hard enough. 10,000 times you will want to quit. Stand up. Do not sit still. 
Remember all the love. There is real love. Even if its hard to feel it through the smoke. 
This is purpose. Purpose is a place, not a process. A place inside your head. Its not the illusive being its made to be. You don’t need a lifetime to find your purpose. Your purpose is in you. Be brave enough to stare right at it. Its right in front of you. Grab it. 
They will tell you its wrong, it off, this is not the way we do it. They will tell you to quit. They want you to quit. The same ways they did. Its so comforting for them. So you can find yourself in the cubicle next to them. They will say, told you so. 
Keep climbing those mountains in your head. Make it awesome or don’t make it at all. 
You will never reach the top, you were never meant to. Be wary of any peak that claims to be the top. It’s a false promise. It’s the devil playing games with you. 
You’ve done it before, you can do it again. 
This is you. You were born to play with fire. 


Session 37
I woke to the shutters rattling all around the house. It was too early as usual and I was filled with anxiety that matched the pace of the wind. I had been working on a watch design for days and there was something off about it and it was dragging me down all week. It was now sticking me in my back all night and I wasn’t going to feel better until I got up and fixed it. I was mad at myself for leaving it like that. I know better than to leave a creation with a thorn untrimmed. But I had no solution and now this thing was laughing at me. 
Get up. I need to think. 
Where was the solution to the problem. I know I had something close to a resolution two days ago when I was staring at the gas pump handle while standing at my truck at the gas station. Was it then? Yep. That’s it. Don’t let go. Retrace your steps. 
I see it now as I walk across the house trying not to walk into walls as the image is projected on my mind and I’m blind. Its spinning in 3D and its clear to me now. It was the way the back part of the case wrapped around the front to expose a landing point for the lugs that would make it so they look like they are floating and the sapphire crystal on the front could go all the way to the edge of the case? The transparency was going to open up room for other layers. For the fasteners to be seen coming up through the crystal. And then a gasket could sit between and that gasket could be wide, and I could cut patterns in it so it looks through the glass like a satellite component. 
I need to sit down.
Don’t fuck this up. Don’t be distracted. I need to get this out. 
The sketch is hasty and simply a record the outpouring. A map of the mayhem. So I can find my way around if my mind falls apart through this process. 
I’m building now. I like to build in 3D directly from the sketches so I can t lie to myself. This is the same way we would do this in the car design studio except now I go to the engineering software and use it the way it isn’t intended. I use it as a sculpting tool first, then a finishing tool. My ideas work in my dreams and then the reality of physics and geometry cut me off at certain passes. This is the part of the process where you find yourself going down long roads to find a dead end. Reverse, and then another. This is where I find my comfort. This is where I find my rhythm. I’m trying and breaking. Its working and its not. I’m not sure, but I do it anyway and when you find the right pace the magic happens and things start to fit.
I’m bouncing between extreme ends of rationality and emotional sculpting. Shapes without though and then checking dimensions. In through this I’m thinking am I going to find love or am I setting myself up for another week of sleepless hauntings and distraction that mutes all else. 
At this point it doesn’t need to be perfect. It just needs to be awesome. 
This is the place before I have to switch from artist to engineer. That switch I have to wait for, it cannot be forced. It can be hours, it can be days. When it hits, im on it again. The refinement stage. 


Session 37 UNFINISHED SESSION. ***
Learning survival at a young age is essential to growth. What happens by learning to survive on the minimum is that it dissolves the fears around having to rely on other people or systems. It also sets a very natural baseline. Once that has been long forgotten by most. Most people think that what the see when they look down is the bottom, but they are far from it. The bottom cant be seen. Only felt. 
Once you have learned to survive on almost nothing, go to a meeting about how many vacation days employees should get. See how that sits in your stomach. Tell me how this makes you feel? 
Survival calibrates your risk tolerances. 

Session 38 – LOS ANGELES CONT. 
This is the Wild West. Don’t let the street signs fool you, this place is not settled yet. 
Living in downtown Los Angeles was a trip. I lived there for years but I’d have to know how long for sure and for some reason I don’t bother counting the years. Every day there was shooting and sirens and screaming outside of our apartment. The energy was raw. Los Angeles was where some of the biggest ideas come to life in the world yet the microworld around us was a zoo. Los Angeles was peppered with opposite ends of hopelessness and greed. The synthetic nature of some of the people made it sometimes feel like Vegas with beaches. There was a magic for sure and some of my best friends I met there will be best friends for life. But even they weren’t from there. Nobody is born there. Nothing is born there and from the feel it’s the favorite resting place of dreams for many. Beware taking your dreams there because they can be lost easily. There ones that get it, take what they need and leave. The others will wither on the vine. Its all too obvious when you see them wandering too far from the zoo. They almost wear their inability to survive outside LA as a badge of honor. 
There would be a big piece of me missing if I hadn’t spent 20+ years in California. I’m sure my dreams made it out bigger and bolder and stronger, even if I did not. 
When we lived in Downtown we lived in a skyrise. Almost nobody talked to each other in the elevators. Girls took pictures of themselves, and people stared at their phones ( even though the service didn’t work in the elevators)
I liked LA because I could ride panhead rigid Harley Davidson on the sidewalks like a modern day mad max while signing as loud as I could and nobody would think anything of it. There was an expectation that the theater of life would spill out beyond the movies studios and make believe and there was almost no gray area between the façade and the rules. I walked around armed all the time just in case a crackhead had funny ideas while I walked to the gym at 5am. This was normal. Zombieland. 
The thing I could never escape and do not miss is the fact that the value of a human being in Los Angles is low. Third-world country low. If you know, you know. It’s a world filled with people feeding off of other people. No interaction with themselves ever. To ask them to try is to offend them purely. It’s a degradation of consciousness. A plastic people party. The uniform of the soul-less. Hold up your phone. Make that duck face. Post that picture of your ass. Repeat. If there is a god hes rolling in his grave. 
There was lots of false creativity on display. Tons of artists but not a lot of art. Musicians everywhere but not a lot of music. Lots of actors but no acting. 
Peel back the flashing lights and photo shoots. Scrape up the red velvet ropes and the sidewalk stars and its just a desert. Mabe 1 foot deep. No history. No Legacy. 
In one day alone I found a scorpion and a rattlesnake looking at me. While floating in my pool and drinking a beer. 
We are not supposed to be here.
Michelle and I were at dinner at a restaurant in the “nice part” of downtown LA. The two of us at the window next to the sidewalk on Broadway. The server came over to us and started talking at the same time a naked woman in a flash instant came flying toward the window full scream with a lions mane of hair flying everywhere. One cop checked her against the glass while another tased her and she fell to the sidewalk, shaking. Mouth wide open. Sounds of something only a wild animal would make. A calm throughout the restaurant. Another couple at the table next to us continued talking about the kardashians or something and only glanced mid-mayhem, it seemed to make sure they wouldn’t be interrupted. 
They dragged her kicking and screaming to the squad car and loaded her in like a sack of sand and she kicked at the window. 
“Chef recommends ordering several little plates as this way you can enjoy the full gamut of flavors and textures he is offering tonight” the server said like a robot and staring toward the cop car as they drove away. 
We are not supposed to be here. 
Up north of Mammoth Lakes and east of the Sierras past Bodie, there’s a drive through open pioneer land. A few hours deep. No signal. No people. Michelle and I held hands there. 
There are wild mustangs spread out wide in the hundreds. No rails. No posts. The golden hills and hot desert sand and bird songs from when the wagon trains limped. We knew we’d never see it again. Up on two and fighting. Black hair everywhere. Every foot landed and the sand by our feet would hum. The purple Sierras holding court above. 
How these animals moved was mechanical purity. Who would want to tame them. To domesticate and spiritually castrate. They were here and not there. They moved with authority. Together but alone. It was just us and them. We watched from a distance. This is their land not ours. Every small one I wondered who was its father. Did he teach him and nuture or did he not bother. Every old one I wondered if its still has its love. 
Is there one that knows something the rest of them don’t. do they know they are wild or just part of the plot. Do they think about dying. Do they think about rage. Do they dream of big things or just simply awake. And here we are standing where the earth starts to curve and back in LA there’s a girl in an elevator staring at her phone. 


Session 39.
Don’t chase anyone. 
Just like every other situation in life, don’t chase anyone. Especially in business. 
I made the mistake multiple times when I was starting different businesses but I refused to do it with the watch brand. I had learned and burned too many times. 
When you are starting off on the business side of things you will connect with certain people that you think, or they present as someone who can take you to the next level. These are either the real deal or they are the leaches, people who are more interested in making money from you, than for you and thus making money for all of you. These people are usually consultants or washed up hustlers or whatever. Mabye used to work for a reputable company and lean on that but now they are out just lingering. You will know them because they will chase you and ask you to pay for everything from trade show booths to putting your name on racecars, etc. All of which you could do yourself if you wanted to. They will almost never show you how they can help you make money or elevate your brand. They will maybe talk about it, but they wont be able to execute on it, or worse they will string you along with promises while they charge you 10% vig on a print ad in a magazine because they “know a guy”. Again, shit you can do yourself. Run when these people come near you. 
The danger is that sometimes you do the chasing and then somebody works with you because you are pushing. Maybe they just don’t believe in what you are doing. Maybe they are not in sync with you. But if it’s a relationship you have to constantly chase. You are burning energy on something that wont end well. 
I never chased any girl I was interested in. Why would I chase business I’m interested in. 
The real deal will come to you when they are ready. If they are ready. You will recognize them because they will be the ones to never offer any assistance, but they will come over to you and shake your hand when they see you. They will talk to you, but never about business. They may also hate you. Because they know you have the fire but they cant quite figure out how to make it work in their system. They even hope you fail on your own and give up so they don’t have to see you rise without them, and then they can pat themselves on the back for avoiding a fall. If you are doing it right, they are watching. 
Do not chase anybody. Sometimes people may give you the advice that you need to turn up the hustle and go push yourself on everybody. Be seen, show you are hungry. Even done tactfully, that’s for used car sales, not for real brands and definitely not for art. 
No matter how much you think someone or something may be able to help you, you will not be helping yourself by chasing them.
This whole idea is still alive because of the 90’s. Back then, you needed a record deal, a NYC art gallery, or big box retailer to take interest in what you were doing and push it. You had limited direct reach to customers and fans. These people were looked at the curators, the experts, the rainmakers. At the time that maybe be true, but they didn’t respond to being chased either. 
Now, these people are the middlemen. They have a role but you can reach millions of people with the tools of today, so the middlemen have a different role. One that should not be confused with the one of yesterday. 
So. Do not chase anybody. Expose what you do to the world and do it with fire and integrity, pause… and then let them come to you. 
 
Session 40
Bad timing is standard. 
You can only plan for things you see coming. Like blizzards and bad pop music. You cant plan for things you cant see coming. Like earthquakes and shark bites. You can plan for patterns as certain things repeat themselves, but in general, the best plan is to know it will change. 
The best plan is to know that you will get punched in the face. With something. At some point. When you are not ready. 
A cantaloupe onto your lap full of glass from a bridge while driving through rural Kentuky. 
Timing can never be an excuse for anything. 
Its always bad timing. Theres always something that shouldn’t be. Theres always something sinking or burning or shooting or leaving or closing or frightened or too slow or whatever. 
Be on time for everything. Never be late. Lean on the timing that you can control and the rest will fall where it may. 
Never use timing for an excuse and never let anyone with you use it either. If they use bad timing as an excuse for anything, walk away. 
Once you know that bad timing is standard. Everything else makes sense. 


 
Session 41 
Are you ready to risk it all? Because that’s what’s required. The definition of ALL varies, so let me be clear. Are you willing to take everything you have financially and bet it on you and you alone? That’s not ALL. That’s just the most basic of risk in business. That’s the level of risk some entrepreneurs are will to take or say they are willing to take and the hard truth is that that is the bare requirement for entry. Are you willing to add a million in debt? Ok. Next level. Are you willing to lose your home? Are you willing to embarrass yourself? Next level. 
This is not something you want to find out about yourself or even a partner half way through a risky journey. You need to trust every single cell in your body before you start this journey. Is your husband or wife ready for this?
Because ALL means risking your entire self, not just money or forgettable personal embarrassment. It means your reputation, your word, your integrity, your sanity. Are you ready to embarrass your family? Are you ready to lose it all? 
This is the first question you should be asking yourself before you go to build your empire. No other questions matter before this one. Are you ready to risk it all?
Small endeavors – fine, they come with different levels of risk that can be compartmentalized and that’s different, that’s making investments and those can be more measured. 
I’m talking about building something from your biggest dreams. 
You have to come out swinging. You cannot just put your head down and hope for the best. 
The next question: Can you be your most creative self while under this type of pressure? Can you tap into your talent under the proverbial gun?
Theres a reason they pay millions to professional athletes. Its not just because of the level of talent and rare physical ability available. Its because they don’t want them thinking about how they are going to pay for rent or put food on the table while trying to catch a back shoulder ball for a super bowl win. 
You are going to need to come up with ideas beyond ideas. You will need to execute these ideas under fire. You will need to maintain composure and pride. You will need to see the beauty through the flames. You will need to stand your ground when they all try to push you over and still show up with things that astonish. Your energy field will have to be impenetrable. Can you do that? 
This is not about fear, it’s about confidence. Its about ditching your old self and stepping into the new. Its about being able to focus in the loudest of blackness and still turning adrenaline to gold. 
Session 42. Small piece***
The proportion of a motorcycle on its own needs to be beyond pure. It needs to show you its potential before it starts moving or breathing. Then it needs to look complete with the rider on it. The correct position, mass, posture. A motorcycle is the vehicle that is the most reliant on the rider to complete the forms aesthetically. It’s the one that has the potential to turn the rider machine combination into a single being for its benefit or to the detriment of both. Its not easy to lie with the design on a motorcycle. Theres no inside and no outside and forms and volumes need to hug or dance with each other. Its heart needs to hold strong while aergonomic and aerodynamic parts dance through and around. Theres a mechanical song that needs to be written each time the machine comes to rest on the design table. It needs to be perfect because it cant be rewritten once in motion and it cant become stale after played 1000 times. 
To ride a rocket to glory. 
A violent mockery of all that’s still. 
In between a helmet 
shell is just a mind. 
The plans are riding 
a few inches behind.
Gasoline exploding 
and you become the bird.
And only animals that 
drink gasoline could be sure
a blur until the next 
and a handful of nerves.

Session 45 – The tools are here to trick you. 
After michelle and I graduated from Art Center in 2005 we were utterly burned out. We busted our asses and had buried ourselves in nothing else but car design for years.
A family friend invited us to North Carolina to ride motorcycles with a crew of them down to bike week. A nutty adventure and we needed a break – so we were in. We flew from Los Angeles to North Carolina and the summer heat sucked us out of the jetway when we landed. We were met by Michelle’s family friend and a bunch of biker friends of his and we immediately went off to rent me a motorcycle to use for the week. I had been riding crotch rockets / sport bikes for the last few years. The type of motorcycle you ride if you don’t have long term interest in keeping functional use of your arms and legs. But to me, that was the “classy” way to ride motorcycles and I was interested only in renting a Ducati or MV Agusta or the like. These guys weren’t having it. They were fully offended by even the mention of my intent on a sport bike and I was hauled of to a Harley Davison dealer and simply told – “If you are going to ride with us, you are going to ride one of these – or, you can go home”…. Understood. They had ONE bike left. A Harley deuce with pearl white paint and tassells hanging off of leather saddle bags. This one hurt. I was going to have to ride this thing with michelle on the back and I had no choice. It was on. 
After renting the bike we were told – “keep up” and the crew too off. 
We were to head back the hotel we were all staying at and the only thing I knew about it was that we arrived late last night, it was by the water, it was yellow and long and there were planted trees between it and the road in an arrangement that looked like a bad hair plug job, the rest was lost in the fog of drinking from the night before. 
Michelle and I were immediately lost. Nobody from the crew was within site 30 seconds after we left. Since it was bike week, it was where’s waldo off the start as everyone was on bikes so there was no chance for us to find these guys from a distance. 
Im never lost, im always on time, im always prepared – but instead. I was all at once out of service. 
Aside from the fact that the bike looked like a scoop of icecream, it was an amazing machine to ride. Everything was where it was supposed to be and the wind swam around our bodies like the world was made for us. The deep bass rumble of the v-twin engine allowed me and Michelle to talk to each other without screaming. She hugged me just right. A handful of throttle was enough to last a week and I was in love. 
We didn’t have “smart”phones then. We were lost but it had a different meaning. We rode at dusk for miles here and miles there in a calm stopping at gas stations and looking at maps and involving others in our investigation into where the hotel may be. We rode for hours. We both felt the same. I was sure I smelled every blade of warm grass for a hundred miles and I can smell them now. The water met the shore in ways that it only could 10000 years ago and the clouds reflected the halo of each little town from below pushing light from life between smoldering  thunder from under us.  
At first the panic from not having the tools to navigate from. And then the unfamiliar beast to move us. And then the realization that it was all just lies and everything we needed was right beneath us and right between us and there was no such thing as what was in front of us. 
And without our tools we could fix everything. 
And without our tools every shape was still perfect. 
Are you weak without you’re your inside voice? Cant we all just yell sometimes? Does everything have to come with instructions? Do we all have to use the same tools? I can create in my mind without ruining it so – with tools forced on me because that’s how it goes. Lets not pretend the systems are perfect and that maps don’t have holes and edges. 
And when we finally found the hotel hours later – pulled into the lot to the glow of a bbq grill as we were greeted with chrome and 20 smiles. 
Our family friend was standing, waiting. “I bet that was awesome, wasn’t it.” Michelle said “YES!”. I needed to say nothing. 



Session 46
Technical innovation is one thing. Emotional and spiritual innovation is another. You see the bowing down to the big brands and mentions of technical wizardry popping up in all the headlines after the big global watch shows like watches and wonders every year. But its all the same. It’s a watch escapement made now from silicone instead of metal. It’s a watch with 30 complications instead of 29 the year before. Theres technical innovation but really a lack of spiritual innovation. 
Someone writes a 4 page article all the time about an average-sized and happy-medium round steel watch with a steel bracelet and two hands rotating around a center and the dial happens to be blue this year and there is some sort of fawning and explosive excitement about this why? Because we have to come up with a way to fill the void left from years where there was something real to talk about. 
The magnetism toward the center of the wheel where things move slowest is amazing to me. The mass willingness to accept this as ok is absurd. But there is no choice now because the founders of these luxury houses and watch brands are now mostly gone. 
And who is left to carry the torch are stewards of the heritage built by a dreamer a hundred years ago. The ones who risked it all are for purpose are long gone and now the halls are filled with pretenders and “experts”. 
Theres no risk in heritage. Theres no madness in optimization. Theres no revolution in tradition. Yet, this is what those at the helm of the big luxury brands brandish now. And when the people leading these brands didn’t start them, didn’t suffer for them, didn’t bleed into the product. What’s left? An expensive reminder of what used to be. And the customers eat it up. 
So when people ask me, why didn’t you come to this trade show or that trade show, why weren’t you at watches and wonders. Because I’m not welcome there. I’m not interested in trends and I’m not interested in feeding the machines that is content on talking about a dial color on a watch because a big old brand did it. To find out that I’m not making the same thing that everyone else is making…that’s all the confirmation I would get.  
There are those protecting the conversation around heritage and craftmanship and all the things that require no risk because they are the ones driving these ships now. And questioning any of it it a threat to that stability. So a person like me being welcomed into that circle? I don’t think so. 

And now people want to know why a $5000 handbag can be pickup up on Canal street for $300. And these people think that they have unearthed something profound but the fact is that unit cost after everything else means almost nothing when it comes down to overall cost of design and development and manufacturing and distribution and all the other things that go into the production of something. Even now there are some very unique looking watches which have crazy time displays and unique architecture. The argument is – see I can get this really cool watch for 3K. Why is this other one that has similar features $30k. Because the r&d costs and headaches were absorbed by the original and the next one skipped that part and mashed together a bunch of features that were already developed and proved by someone else. 
The first person to do a double backflip on a motorcycle is a very different type of person than the second one, who saw the first person do it and could watch an online video of it over and over and mimic every adjustment in speed and angles and body position and could avoid 90 % of the work and 99% of the doubt and 100% of the pain. 
Its important to understand why this shift in the conversation of luxury is happening now. 
Its because almost nobody makes anything anymore. The founders and creative leaders are for the most part dead and gone, and everything else on earth has fallen to the curse of price over substance over quality over almost anything else. 
What nobody thinks of is the true both spiritually and technically innovative things that are created cant be made the same way everything else is made with the same guarantees. 
When it takes 8 years to develop a thing. When it takes $1million dollars. All of your savings. All of your guts and almost no previous reference to lean on, this is the difference. 
Everyone sees a watch and thinks it comes out of thin air. Nobody thinks about the first person who made one, from those materials without a factory making ten thousand others just like it. The person that had to design it and brake it and rethink it and start again. The person who had to invest everything in the tools and the machines and the years of revisions and learning the hard way. the dark way. 
Now, should we blame them for thinking this way? When the roadmap and rules and shapes and pre-approved sales and all of the things that make something easy has now become the standard, why would anyone think that someone is starting from scratch. Going the hard way. Embracing the difficult way. 
Until the hard way becomes the standard again, luxury will continue to appear to be a lie. And those of us trying to just make amazing shit the hard way? we will be shut down quickly because its easy to see why people would think that this stuff simply comes from thin air.  

Session 47
Wear your heart on your sleeve. 
Every good watch should be
A hint of kings that used to be.
A doubt to prove you and me are three. 
A can of worms 
A jar of trees 
A mechanical warrior just for me. 

I don’t care what time it is. 
Just a reminder it is passing.
An illusion of the gods 
Their horses trapped inside me
A sample of another planet 
A single cell economy 
A hammer of full clarity 
A glass full of insanity 
And now 
A symbol of a cure for me
Every good watch should be. 

Session 48 
Theres a reason why this ended up in your hand. Do you get that we met for a reason? 
Clean air doesn’t excite. You feel like you are almost standing still. Its in the turbulent air that you are reminded briefly that your body is moving at 700 miles and hour, 5 miles from the ground in a massive metal pressure bomb filled with fuel and shaped like an eagle. This is where your stomach turns and you come alive if you are willing to revert to your most basic self and admit that this is insane. 
The robots calm with their headphones on. Begging for Wi-Fi. Waiting for instructions. Then looking for baggage. 
We might not have been here if it weren’t for the madness and the persistence of humans with nothing but insane dreams. And when insane become normal you know who you are. 
I know you are ready to unleash yours. You have come to peace with the consequences and you are packed for the journey. Your are keeping it light with no one aboard that doesn’t deserve to be here with you. 
Take flight. Make it count with only integrity and passion as your fuel and the idea that taking a flight is the only way to go where you are going. And that no vehicle will do except the one you built for just you. And you are ok with them laughing and pointing and doubting and wincing because that’s the turbulence you need to keep your belly burning and your perception sharp. And you are ready to shed the layers of self doubt knowing they will return here and there because that’s what we have been programmed to do. Take flight and make it awesome as I know you can do. 
This is it. Break the barriers. It will make a big boom. Everything shakes and the world fills the room. I’m here cheering you on. I’m the one in the back not the one in the crowd. 
Now light it on fire and climb through the clouds.

Session 49. 
This is it! Its almost in my hand. It is floating above my palm and I can feel its weight. The “Flat-Six” watch that’s been torturing me for almost 8 years. The idea is born. This is pure. This is the part I do alone. There is nothing like the feeling of getting it out. Rescuing the idea from the clutches of abstract fires and insanity that has kept me caged and burning for escape for nights and nights and nights and nights. And its as potent as it will ever be. I can spin it around and show it to you. I can’t touch it yet but that’s ok. I’m soaking in it. This is the part where we safely land from the most violent of journeys. This is the part of the creative process that settles me at the next plateau where I can look out for a moment and celebrate the climb. It’s the part where the final lack of pain just feels like liquid joy. 
I have the image on the table and Michelle walks by. “that is fucking awesome she says”. That is pure joy. 

Session 51 – LIST (Break up these points and pepper them throughout the book. Do not leave them as a single page)

The best teams never doubt each other, they may have doubts about a mission or what a win might look like, but they don’t doubt each other, ever. 
Creative people have an instinct like no other. When it comes to people, don’t ignore the gut check. 
If it doesn’t hurt a little bit, its probably not worth it, 
Anyone that always proposes things to sell to you, will never make you money. 
Never bring anyone to a meeting that wont fight for you on the spot if needed. 
Anyone that breaks a promise should be deleted from your circle immediately, no matter how much you like them.
Do not trust anyone that wants to push you in a direction without first trying to understand the direction you are planning to go. 
Anyone that tells you that you are always right, is wrong. 
Do what you said you would do no matter what. 
People will get what is coming to them. Don’t be nearby when it happens. 
Never let anyone walk on you, no matter how much they may have done for you. 
Promises mean nothing. Action means everything. 
People will take advantage of you. 
Business is personal, don’t work with anyone that thinks otherwise. 
Never wait for anyone or anything. Delays are just excuses in hiding. 
Don’t nickle-and-dime anyone. Pay more but expect more. 
Tackle the biggest problems first. 
Never compromise on concept. 
Everyone sees you differently. 
Theres nothing wrong with burning bridges. 
Nobody deserves a second chance. 



Session 52 – add to one of the creative sessions***
I like to combine old school technologies with futuristic concepts because there’s a depth to a place that has been resting for a while, and like a resting dog its simply mean to move its bed. Theres a nostalgia that isn’t manufactured. It’s a sound and smell and way the air sits. These things are hard to see when everything is moving fast around you, but when you visit after being gone a while, its easy to filter the noise and find yourself standing in the same spot from 30 years ago. I like to draw lines that are years long, between one concept and another. When the need arises I can grab ahold of that line to find my way and walk along it to guide me in the most blinding of blizzards. 

Jesse – my beautiful son.
I was going to write you a letter filled with lessons and advice, but the truth is, you could already give me better advice than I could ever offer you.
You just turned four. I went to your first art show at school and could tell which piece was yours from 20 feet away, before I even saw the names. Of course I could. You’re you. Wild, electric, impossible to miss.
Last night, you told me you hate being a little kid. I told you if you wanted to, you could stay one forever.
I love how you question everything. I love how you won’t let anything go. I love how you won’t sit still. You are a leader. A champion of your own destiny. I see it already. I’m not here to shape you. I’m here to get out of the way.
Thank you for dealing with your crazy Dad. Thank you for loving me anyway.
You are already a better man than me. You love the world around you with this rare kind of consciousness that couldn’t have come from anywhere else but deep inside you. It’s in the way you notice things. The way you stay curious. The way you laugh at thunder and ask if trees have ears.
You have shown me everything I thought I lost. You saved my life.
I promise I won’t get in your way. I’m sorry if I ever try. These woods and this city—they’re yours now. Shape them however you want to. Don’t let them steal your flame.
You are the lifeform.
You are the legacy.
And I’ll follow you anywhere.

Session 43 and 44
I promise to never become satisfied on this journey. If you find me sitting comfortable your are welcome to slap me. I doubt you will ever find me in this position because the fire runs so deep but its always possible. I’ve said it before. I have no choice but to push on. 
This is the problem when passion and survival become one in the same. I will continue to dredge the purest of ideas from the depths of my soul and bring them to life as promised. Even if I have to go kicking and screaming. Even if I have to drag myself there on my final day. 
I want to learn the magic of translation from mind to hand. From hand to machine. From machine to living thing. And again. I know I’m getting closer every day but something is still missing and I’ll be searching for those pieces until I have nothing left. 
This is the designing of a creative human being looking for his best self. I started pure and everything tried to knock me off balance. Born with a heart with no scars. And here I am now banged up but stronger. And I know now for sure there is nowhere that is safe to wander. And I’m good with that.  
But ill never grow old. 
and ill always be looking for beauty and magic in everything and everywhere I’ve been told not to bother. 
I’m here to sing the song for those who need to feel it. I’m the forward scout willing to take the shot to save the rest. 
We must remember that exploration is not about how far out you go, but how far in you go. 
The first time I truly understood the implications of the act in one of the most famous photos in space shuttle history. The photo of astronaut Bruce McCandless II.
He made history in 1984 when he became the first astronaut to perform a spacewalk untethered, using a Manned Maneuvering Unit (MMU) — a jet-powered backpack. The iconic photo of him floating freely above Earth. Wildly bold and utterly terrifying. 
As and artist, a designer, a creative leader – this must be where you are willing to go. But not that far OUT…that far IN. You need to go that deep inside of your consciousness that its purely terrifying. That you are trusting you can get yourself back with full knowledge that you might not. 
I am willing and I am grateful. 
I want my family to know I did this because it was my duty and that they were my inspiration. When I leave this world I want to leave a legacy that inspires those to create purely like a child without knowledge of risk, but with the integrity of a man filled with love.
I promise to continue climbing the mountains inside of my head and if I fail I want to hit the mountainside in a hail of fire at 3000 miles an hour. No need to go out in a fog of gray abstractions. It will be clear I moved with commitment and promise. It will be clear what I left behind is permanent. The indelible mark of man that refused to be ordinary. 




