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Foreword


Data and analytics is a topic that many companies deal with. Not for nothing is data referred to as the oil or gold of the 21st century. The right information at the right time can make all the difference. And data-based decisions or business models offer completely new opportunities.


Accordingly, there is a vast amount of technical literature on the subject of data, reporting, business intelligence, advanced analytics, etc. These reference books are well-founded, informative and instructive, but often also dry and theoretical.


This is where "Data for the Tiger" is meant to stand out from other technical books. The development of a data culture is not explained here using complex technical terms, but embedded in a story, to be precise, in a fable.


The best thing about it is that it is not a technical or scientific treatise. This book is data culture wrapped up in an animal story that will make you wonder, sympathise, empathise and smile.


This means that this fable reference book is not only suitable for data and analytics experts, for whom it nevertheless provides many suggestions and impulses on how they can improve their data and analytics offerings.


"Data for the Tiger" can equally be used to convince colleagues and data and analytics users from the business units of the benefits of a data-driven company.


The central thesis of this book is that the path to becoming a data-driven company is a long journey, which I would like to take you on with the help of a vivid story in a clear and exemplary way.


As on every journey, there are different ways to reach the destination. The animals discover the world of data step by step and develop a little further with each chapter. I have chosen the order of these developmental steps in a way that I consider purposeful from my experience. But of course it is also possible to follow the path in a different order. In the end, it is always about where you currently stand in your company, what your most important objectives are and which steps offer you the greatest added value at the moment.


Now join the animals of the jungle on their journey through the world of information and experience how a parrot, an elephant, a dolphin and their many companions develop a living data culture in their threatened jungle.
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Introduction BARC


Since its foundation in 1999, BARC has been helping managers to make the right decisions on the successful use of data and analytics. The range of services includes studies, events and consulting: BARC user surveys, software tests and analyst assessments in blogs and research notes give you the confidence to make the right decisions. With its independent research, BARC gets to the heart of market developments and puts software and providers through their paces, so that you can be given valuable impulses on how to turn data, analytics and AI into added value and successfully transform your business.


Leading minds and companies come together at their events. BARC conferences, seminars, experience-sharing circles and online webinars bring information, inspiration and interactivity to more than 10,000 participants every year. Through the exchange with peers and the overview of trends and market developments, you receive new impulses for your business.


The BARC Advisory Practice is all about turning your company’s requirements and needs into future-proof decisions. BARC provides you with holistic concepts on the basis of which you can successfully implement your data and analytics strategy and culture as well as architecture and technology. BARC’s goal is not to become a long-term implementer with you. Rather, BARC complements your teams with research and experience-based expert input and accompanies you in the successful use of data and analytics, from strategy to optimised data-driven business processes. This includes data strategy and data culture, software selection, architecture, organisation, review and optimisation of the status quo as well as design thinking and use cases.




Part 1


… in which the animals of the forest set the first course for a data-driven jungle in the face of threats to their habitat.




The Dark Threat


The silverback pricked up his ears in concern. He had never heard sounds like these before. They were different from the calls of the animals, unnatural and oppressive. He could not grasp the threat, but he felt it in his enormous chest.


With gentle eyes, he let his gaze wander over the nervous family group. The female gorillas cradled their offspring in their arms and looked around the jungle uneasily. The juvenile males, who otherwise drummed confidently on their chests, avoided his eyes and yawned uncertainly.


Sadly, the gorilla closed his eyes. It could not go on like this. He went to his son, a big, strong gorilla of 13 years. The first grey hairs ran through his black fur. Soon he would be old enough to start a family of his own. But today it was time to teach him to take responsibility.


"Come with me, my son. We have to get to the bottom of this."


"Yes, father."


And so the two gorillas set off, leaving their terrified family behind.


The two gorillas struggled on all fours through the densely overgrown jungle. The muffled sounds grew louder and louder.


"Father, there is a river ahead."


The silverback stopped and straightened up. Searchingly, he looked around. The trees were tall, but too far apart.


"We have to cross it on foot."


He broke off a thick branch and carefully checked the depth of the water. The river was not deep, but it was raging fast.


"Are you strong enough, my son?"


"Of course, father. I can do it!"


Cautiously, the gorillas groped their way to the riverbank and stepped into the cool water on two legs. With a strained grunt, they braced their muscular hind legs against the strong current.


The boy swayed and his father prepared to support him with his strong paws. But you will do it alone, he thought proudly. Shortly afterwards, the silverback and his son climbed to the saving shore on the other side and continued their way through the dense undergrowth of the jungle.


The sounds became louder and louder. It was rhythmic. Unreal. As if from another world.


"What can it be, father?"


"I don’t know, my son. I’ve never heard anything like it here in our jungle."


"Do you think it’s evil?"


The silverback smiled good-naturedly. "No creature is evil by nature. We all just strive to preserve our habitat and our species and to find enough food. And everyone has found their own way to achieve this goal. Fangs and claws, cunning or strength, speed or deception. Many creatures have different talents than us gorillas. But that doesn’t make them evil."


"I understand that, father. But that doesn’t sound like an animal looking for food."


Worried, the silverback closed his eyes. "I know, my son," he murmured softly. "That’s why we have to reveal the secret."


Cautiously, the two gorillas stalked the deafening noise. They sniffed, listened, and took in their surroundings with all their fine senses. There was an acrid, heavy haze in the air. A smell they could not identify. It seemed artificial and did not fit at all into this jungle.


Slowly they felt their way through the undergrowth, heading unerringly for a towering group of trees.


"Up there," the silverback decided. "We have a better view from there."


The gorillas grasped the tree trunks with their four hands and feet and spread their big toes. They climbed nimbly into the treetop and settled on massive branches that could easily support their impressive weight.


Angrily, the silverback bared his teeth. "Humans!" he growled. A tear ran down his hairy face and dripped from the tree to the ground. His son yawned in bewilderment and stared at the trail of devastation with wide eyes.


He could not count the number of human beings. No family group had such an enormous size. They swarmed in groups, carrying loud, smelly objects in their hands.


"They must be wizards."


"Yes," whispered the silverback. "Not even an enraged elephant can cut down a tree trunk in such a short time."


It was a depressing sight. The trees were bending like blades of grass in the wind. And within a few minutes, humans had cut a deep swath.


"They are destroying our jungle!"


"But what for?" cried the son.


"None of us understands humans."


With a loud rumble, colossal creatures thundered towards them. Their shiny coloured skin reflected the sun, and in the midst of the creatures sat humans.


The young gorilla trembled. "What is that?"


"I don’t know, my son," the father replied, having to watch the gigantic creatures punching holes in the earth with brute force. "I don’t know …"


Suddenly, loud shouts rang out. The silverback’s eyes flashed in horror. The humans waved their hands and pointed excitedly in the direction of their treetops.


"They’ve spotted us."


"What should we do, father?"


Then the humans pointed long staffs at them.


And a deafening bang sounded.


Practical application:


Already in the first chapter, the animals of the jungle are threatened existentially.


The modern business world is also teeming with external influences that can pose an existential threat to a company.


Competitors threaten the business habitat, new competitors push into rapidly changing markets, disruptive innovations replace established industries with new technologies and business models.


There are many examples of these rapid developments.


When was the last time you went to a video store? And when was the last time you streamed a movie?


Did you buy your last electronics item from a specialist retailer, or on an eCommerce platform on the Internet?


When did you last insert a CD into a CD player?


Disruptive innovations have always existed. The car replaced the horse step by step. Steam technology once revolutionised the means of transport. But disruptive innovation has never been more fast-moving than in the age of digitalisation.


For companies that do not adapt to these new circumstances, digitalisation can quickly pose a threat. Companies whose business model is based on traditional ways and not on digital technologies are particularly vulnerable.


The two gorillas in our story are completely at a loss in the face of the new situation. Act differently from the brave gorillas. Be prepared!


What opportunities arise in your industry from digitalisation? Where can you become more efficient through the use of digital technologies or optimise your customer offerings? Which new markets or customer groups can be opened up digitally?




The Wake-up Call


The parrot looked up. A distant whirring sound reached his ear. It did not sound like a swarm of bees, but more piercing and dangerous. Puzzled, he waggled his head. If he listened carefully, he could make out other sounds. A dull rumbling.


Worried, he let his eyes wander over the trees. Concentrated on the fine vibrations of the branch on which he was sitting. Nothing but the gentle sway of the wind. He looked up at the sky. No flocks of birds. No panicked attempts to flee. No sign of a tremor in the earth.


"But what on earth makes such noises?" he muttered to himself. He tapped his right shoulder with his left wing. "If this parrot doesn’t figure it out, the animals in the jungle will die in stupidity. That’s how it is!"


The parrot swung over the high treetops of the jungle, whizzed through the air and followed the source of the noise. He delighted in the colourful bromeliads that grew high in the treetops of the rainforest. Sucked the scent of the mahogany trees into his nose. "How beautiful it is here. Worthy of a magnificent parrot like me," he rejoiced happily.


The sounds became louder. He approached quickly. "Now let’s see who’s up to no good …" The words stuck in his throat. The gruesome sight left the parrot speechless, which was extremely rare. With trembling feet, he landed in the nearest treetop and stared at the deep aisle that stretched as far as the eye could see in front of him. Never in his life had he seen such devastation. Dying trees. Destroyed nature. Churned earth. Boundless destruction …


"Who … who is capable of such a thing?" No animal in the jungle would do such a thing.


Then his sharp eyes spotted a crowd of humans in the distance, digging the ground armed with tools. "Humans," he growled from the depths of his soul that it almost sounded like the growl of a tiger. "I should have guessed …"


His eyes sparkled. He had to do something. The jungle had to know about this danger. And who better than me to warn the world!


Energetically he opened his wings and soared into the air, circled for a brief moment above the swathe of doom, and flew away.


His first target was the gorilla’s family, who lived closest to the site of the unimaginable events. Had they not yet noticed the impending disaster? Were they ignorantly living so close to the abyss? The parrot had to talk to the silverback. He was caring and wise. Together with him, he could discuss how to proceed.


When he reached the camp of the gorillas, he first sat down on a branch and got an overview of the situation. The sight tore his heart apart. The young were clinging tiredly to their mothers’ fur. The large, otherwise strong apes looked hungry and emaciated. A sad shadow of their former selves. There was no trace of the mighty silverback.


Upset, he settled down in the middle of the rocky clearing. The blank stares of the gorillas were directed at him.


"I need to speak to the silverback urgently."


His wife, the oldest female gorilla of the family band, slowly approached him. Her voice was warm but strangely feeble. "He is not here. We lost him."


"Lost?"


"Yes, lost." A lone tear trickled down her fur. "Many days ago, he set out with our eldest son to get to the bottom of the noisy mischief."


Trembling, the parrot hung on her every word.


"They never returned."


"It’s the humans! The humans are destroying our rainforest!" the parrot cried excitedly.


"We know that," sighed the gorilla lady. "They are already very close. We have seen it."


"We have to do something about it."


"We can’t. Our territory is already mostly destroyed. Our journey ends here."


The parrot shook his head vehemently. "But it doesn’t have to! We’ll find a way. But first we need to get out of here!"


"But where to?" the lady gorilla complained. "This is our home. We can’t leave here."


"But then you will all die!"


She nodded sadly. "It has already started. We can hardly find enough food."


"Then come with me. The jungle is big. We’ll find you another territory."


"We are all sick. We are starving. Too weak for a long journey into the unknown. And surrounded by precincts that do not provide us with the habitat we need."


"What does that mean?"


The female gorilla closed her eyes wearily. "That it ends here for us."


With a tear-veiled look, the parrot swung into the air. "I will carry the word into the jungle! I will round up every animal in this forest! And I will not rest until we find a solution!"


"I wish you every success, brave parrot," whispered the lady gorilla, looking after him sorrowfully. "I’m afraid it’s too late for us."


Practical application:


The animals of the jungle are caught completely unprepared by the disaster that humans are causing with their forest clearance. They had no information, could not see the threat and therefore could not prepare for it.


If they had known about the approaching humans with their machines and guns, it would have been possible to take precautions. Perhaps the gorillas would have been relocated when they were still strong and vigorous, instead of having to search for a new territory half-starved and without their wise leader.


Anyone who is poorly informed will not be able to survive for long, even in the fast-moving business world. Complete and correct information is an indispensable basis when you have to make important decisions. Act from a position of strength by always steering the fortunes of your company in a well-informed manner! Only if you know and understand the changes in the markets or your customers’ expectations can you adapt your business model to new developments in your industry.


Data plays an increasingly important role in this. This fable will show you how to harness your company’s data and use it profitably.




The Jungle Conference


And so the parrot flew tirelessly through the vast land. He spotted the well-camouflaged chameleon in the tall green grasses. In the dry steppes at the edge of the rainforest, he stopped the sprinting cheetah. He even ventured across the water, seeking out the dolphin in his lagoon.


On the way back into the jungle, he reported to the indignantly trumpeting elephant, informed the growling bear in his cosy den and even woke the slumbering sloth.


In the swamps, he met the jaguar, and at the edge of the forest in the bush savannah, he had a long chat with the old rhinoceros. Not far away in a river in the savannah, he finally found the hippopotamus.


In the treetops, the parrot fluttered to the playful monkeys before sharing the news with the snake dangling from a thick branch.


The parrot told them all what he had seen with his own eyes. And he brought the depressing news of the gorillas’ demise. Stunned, the animals hung on his every word. They listened deep inside, and as unbelievable as the story sounded, they felt that it was the dark truth. In the end, they all agreed to meet in the heart of the jungle for a conference of animals the likes of which had not been seen for ages.


Now only one was missing: the unrestricted ruler of the forest. The king of the jungle. The most supple and powerful animal of these realms. The parrot had to pay his respects to the tiger.


From a lofty height, the parrot spotted the striped muscles creeping silently through the dense vegetation. Cautiously, he approached from above and sat down on a gnarled tree stump at a safe distance.


The tiger’s sharp eyes took hold of him. The parrot felt goosebumps prickle under his colourful feathers. But he remained stoically seated. This matter was far too important!


"What brings you here?" The tiger’s voice was rough and smoky. The parrot’s guts tightened at the sound of it.


"We have seen the dying of the gorillas."


The king of the jungle furrowed his tabby brow. "The dying of the gorillas? You speak in riddles."


"It’s the humans," the parrot blurted out. "They are destroying our rainforest. And the gorillas were the first to get it. The old silverback is dead. And the others won’t survive much longer."
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