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CHAPTER 1: THE SCOOTER IN A BICYCLE RACE

​The Philosophy of the "Easy Win" 

and the Video Game Analogy

––––––––

[image: ]


Let’s get one thing straight before we go any further. If you bought this book hoping for a pat on the back, a warm cup of cocoa, and a gentle reassurance that "slow and steady wins the race," you have been scammed. You wasted your money. Burn this book—it will provide you with approximately three minutes of heat, which is likely the most utility you will get out of it.

However, if you bought this book because you are tired—tired of the grind, tired of the "hustle culture" hashtags, tired of seeing mediocrity rewarded while you sweat blood over the details—then sit down. Shut up. And listen.

I am going to tell you a secret that your parents, your teachers, and your ethical compass have been trying to hide from you since you were old enough to hold a crayon.

The race is not to the swift. The race is not to the strong. The race is to the person who figured out how to smuggle a motorized scooter onto the track while everyone else is pedaling a bicycle uphill.

This is the philosophy of Vincere Facile. The Easy Win.

You might think that title sounds cheap. You might think it lacks the dignity of "The Struggle." Good. Keep thinking that while I cash the check you were supposed to get. The world is divided into two types of people: those who want to be right, and those who want to be finished. The "Easy Win" is not about being lazy in the traditional sense—that involves sitting on a couch and rotting. No, the "Easy Win" is an active, aggressive form of intelligence. It is the tactical application of a scooter in a bicycle race.

Imagine the Tour de France.

Picture the scene. Hundreds of men in spandex, veins popping out of their foreheads, legs churning like pistons, lungs burning with the fire of a thousand suns. They are suffering. They are noble in their suffering. They are climbing the Alps, one painful pedal stroke at a time. The crowd cheers for their agony. The commentators praise their endurance.

Now, imagine you.

You are wearing a nice suit. You are smoking a cigarette (or eating a lollipop, if you’re one of those health-conscious hipsters). You are sitting comfortably on a vintage Vespa. You throttle the engine—vroom, vroom—and you casually glide past the sweating peloton. You wave at them. You might even offer them a water bottle, but you don't stop. You reach the finish line three hours before them. You drink the champagne. You kiss the podium girl (or guy). You hold the trophy.

Does the trophy say "Winner (By Scooter)"? Does the check say "Pay to the order of [Name] (Minus 50% because he didn't suffer enough)"?

No.

The trophy says "Winner." The check clears for the full amount.

History remembers the victors; it rarely footnotes the methodology unless you get caught. And the entire point of this book is to ensure you don’t get caught. Or, more accurately, to ensure that by the time they catch you, you are already too successful for them to do anything about it.

​The Myth of Noble Suffering

Why do we hate the scooter rider?

Because we are brainwashed. From the moment we enter the education system, we are fed a diet of industrial-era propaganda. We are told that the value of work is directly proportional to the amount of misery it induces. If you aren't tired, you aren't working. If you aren't stressed, you aren't ambitious. If you aren't bleeding, you aren't an artist.

This is a lie designed to keep the factories running. It is a lie designed to keep you on the bicycle, pedaling furiously, powering the generator that keeps the lights on for the people who are riding the scooters.

Look at the creative industry today. Look at the filmmakers, the illustrators, the designers. Who are the ones crying on Twitter about burnout? The ones who insist on doing everything "the right way." The ones who refuse to use templates. The ones who hand-draw every single leaf on a tree in the background of a scene that will be on screen for 0.4 seconds.

They are the martyrs of the bicycle. They want you to admire their sweat. They want a medal for their exhaustion.

I don’t want a medal for exhaustion. I want the money. And deep down, past your pretentious "artistic integrity," so do you.

​Life as a Video Game (and Why You Should Cheat)

Let’s pivot to a language you probably understand better than philosophy: Video Games.

When you play a video game—let’s say, an open-world RPG or a shooter—and you find a glitch, what do you do?

Let’s say you find a wall that, if you walk into it at a certain angle while crouching, drops you directly into the treasure room, bypassing the three hours of puzzles and the unkillable boss monster.

Do you: A) Immediately report the bug to the developers and restart the level to play it "honorably"? B) abuse that glitch until your inventory is full of gold, buy the best armor in the game, and then go crush the rest of the content like a god?

If you answered A, put this book down. Go work in a post office. You are too pure for this world, and I will only corrupt you.

If you answered B, congratulations. You understand the "Easy Win."

So why, in the name of all that is holy, do you treat your professional life like you’re playing on "Hard Mode" with self-imposed restrictions?

In a video game, using a cheat code (up, up, down, down, left, right...) is fun. It’s a way to experience the story without the frustration. It’s a way to feel powerful.

Real life is just a very high-resolution video game with terrible respawn mechanics. The "Cheat Codes" exist here too. They just look different.


	
Networking is a cheat code. It skips the "submit resume" level.

	
Outsourcing is a cheat code. It allows you to be in two places at once.

	
Templates and Assets are cheat codes. They let you skip the grinding phase of creation.

	
Lie... excuse me, Creative Embellishment, is a cheat code. It unlocks doors that your current experience level (XP) shouldn't be able to open yet.



But for some reason, when we log out of the console and walk into our studios, we suddenly become purists. We think that using a "cheat" in real life makes us frauds.

Let me tell you about frauds. A fraud is someone who promises a result and delivers nothing. A "Smart-Ass" is someone who promises a result, delivers it, but didn't suffer the way you expected them to.

The client does not care about your suffering. The client cares about the deliverable. If you deliver the video, the logo, the script, or the strategy, and it is good, nobody—I repeat, nobody—cares that you used a shortcut to get there.

Do you think the client asks the carpenter, "Did you hammer these nails in with a rock you found in the river, or did you use a pneumatic nail gun?" No. They ask, "Is the roof going to leak?"

Use the nail gun. Use the scooter. Use the cheat code.

​The "Smart-Ass" Advantage

This brings us to the core demographic of this manifesto: The Smart-Ass.

I like smart-asses. I really do. They have a spark in their eyes. A little glint of mischief. They are the kids who sat at the back of the class and realized that if they just read the summary of the book, they could pass the test without reading the 400 pages of Victorian melodrama.

The teacher called them lazy. I call them efficient.

There is a profound economic difference between being "Diligent" and being "Clever."


The Diligent Worker:




	Receives a task.

	Panics about doing it perfectly.

	Starts from scratch every single time.

	Works 12 hours a day.

	Delivers a product that is 98% perfect.

	Is exhausted, bitter, and underpaid because they charged by the project, not the hour.




The Smart-Ass (The Easy Winner):




	Receives a task.

	Checks if they have already done something similar 3 years ago.

	Adapts the old work to the new task.

	Uses a software plugin to automate the boring parts.

	Works 2 hours.

	Spends the other 10 hours drinking espresso, watching movies, or finding new clients.

	Delivers a product that is 95% perfect (the client can't tell the difference between 95% and 98%).

	Is fresh, happy, and wealthy.



The gap between 95% and 98% is where careers go to die. That final 3% of quality usually takes 50% of the effort. It is the "Law of Diminishing Returns." The Diligent Worker chases that 3% like it’s the Holy Grail. The Smart-Ass knows that "Good Enough" is usually "Excellent" in the eyes of a client who has no taste anyway.

(And let’s be honest, 90% of your clients have no taste. We will discuss them later. Bless their hearts and their wallets.)

​A Roast of the Target Audience (Yes, You)

Now, I need to address the elephant in the room. Who are you? Who is actually reading this?

I can see you.

You are probably a freelancer. Or you desperately want to be one because you hate your boss or you think waking up at 11 AM is a human right.

You are a filmmaker, a photographer, a blogger, a "content creator" (God, I hate that term), an illustrator, or perhaps a "Consultant" of some vague description.

You likely own a Moleskine notebook that is 10% filled with "brilliant ideas" and 90% blank pages that intimidate you. You probably have a subscription to the Adobe Creative Cloud that costs more than your monthly food budget. You have an Instagram bio that lists four different professions separated by vertical bars: Filmmaker | Storyteller | Dreamer | Dog Dad.

You are a Hipster. Or a Yuppie. Or whatever label the kids are using this week to describe "people who want to be creative but spend more time curating their aesthetic than actually creating."

You are lazy.

Don't get defensive. I am not judging you. I am merely observing you.

You want to be the scooter rider. But you are currently the guy on the bicycle, except you aren't even pedaling hard. You’re just coasting downhill and hoping momentum carries you to a Grammy award.

The problem with your laziness is that it is Dumb Laziness.

Dumb Laziness is not answering emails because you are "anxious." Dumb Laziness is not updating your portfolio because "it’s not perfect yet." Dumb Laziness is waiting for inspiration to strike like a bolt of lightning instead of just stealing an idea from a guy in Japan who nobody in your country follows.

I want to convert your Dumb Laziness into Smart Laziness.

Smart Laziness is answering emails with a template you wrote once and copy-paste 500 times. Smart Laziness is updating your portfolio with "fake" projects to make yourself look busy. Smart Laziness is realizing that "Originality" is just "Undetected Plagiarism."

You think you are special. You think your "voice" needs to be heard. Let me tell you: nobody cares about your voice until your voice is selling something they want to buy. Until then, you are just noise.

You need an attitude adjustment. You need to stop trying to be the "Artist" and start trying to be the "Professional." And in my dictionary, a Professional is just a mercenary who hits the target.

​The Tale of Thomas the Purist and Jerry the Cheat

To illustrate the point of this entire chapter—and perhaps the entire book—let me tell you a story. This is a true story, though I have changed the names to protect the innocent (and the stupid).

Let’s talk about Thomas and Jerry. Both were illustrators. Both graduated from the same art school in the same year. Both had roughly the same level of talent, which is to say, they were decent but not Michelangelo.


Thomas the Purist Thomas believed in Art with a capital A. He believed that digital tools were a necessary evil, but he resisted them where he could. He prided himself on creating everything from scratch.

One day, they both applied for a gig. A mid-sized advertising agency needed a storyboard and some concept art for a pitch. They needed a bustling city street scene with diverse characters, specific lighting, and a futuristic tone. And they needed it in 48 hours.

Thomas panicked. 48 hours? To do it right? Impossible. But he accepted. He sat down. He started sketching the perspective grids. He spent four hours just getting the vanishing points correct. He spent another six hours sketching the anatomy of the characters. He looked up reference photos for futuristic streetlamps. He mixed his digital colors on a palette to ensure harmony.

He didn't sleep. He drank Red Bull until his hands shook. He worked for 46 hours straight. At the end, he had a beautiful, hand-crafted illustration. It was slightly unfinished in the corners because he ran out of time, but the core was magnificent. You could see the soul in the linework.

He sent it in at the deadline, exhausted, smelling like sweat and desperation, waiting for the applause.




Jerry the Cheat Jerry also got the brief. Jerry looked at the requirement: "Futuristic City Street, 48 hours." Jerry laughed. He ordered a pizza.

Jerry opened his computer. He went to a 3D asset store and bought a "Sci-Fi City Pack" for $29.99. He dragged and dropped the buildings into a scene. He went to a stock photo site and downloaded "Diverse Crowd Walking." He opened Photoshop. He composited the photos over the 3D render. He ran a filter over the whole thing—an "Oil Paint" filter, heavily tweaked—to make it look like an illustration and hide the mismatching resolutions. He painted over the top of it for about 2 hours, adding some highlights, some "messy" brushstrokes to give it that "human touch."

Total time worked: 4 hours. Total cost: $29.99 + Pizza.

Jerry spent the remaining 44 hours of the deadline playing Elden Ring and sleeping. He sent the file in 2 hours early.



The Result: The Art Director at the agency received both files. He looked at Thomas’s file. "Nice," he thought. "A bit sketchy in the corners. Good perspective." He looked at Jerry’s file. "Wow. Look at that detail on the buildings. Look at the lighting. It looks so polished."

Because the Art Director was not an illustrator, he couldn't tell that Jerry’s buildings were generic 3D assets. He just saw "Detail." He equated "High Detail" with "High Effort."

Jerry got the job. Jerry got the contract for the full campaign. Thomas got a polite "Thank you for your submission, we loved your energy, but went in a different direction."

Thomas is currently working at a Starbucks, telling anyone who will listen that the industry is dead and that "nobody respects craft anymore." Jerry is currently in Bali, working remotely, probably using AI to generate his mood boards.

The Moral: Thomas was riding the bicycle. He was pedaling up the Alpe d'Huez. He was noble. He was pure. And he lost. Jerry brought a scooter. He cheated the mechanics of the "Art" to win the game of the "Business."

You have to decide, right now: Are you Thomas, or are you Jerry?

If you are Thomas, put this book down. Go buy a book on perspective drawing. Go suffer. I hope the applause of your three Instagram followers keeps you warm at night.

If you are Jerry—or if you want to become Jerry—then turn the page.

We are going to talk about how to build your scooter. We are going to talk about how to become a "Functional Jerk." We are going to talk about how to lie with your clothes, how to stalk your enemies, and how to spray emails like a machine gun without losing your mind.

This is not a safe space. This is a war room. And you just drafted yourself into the winning side.

Welcome to the Easy Win.

​The Trap of "Experience"

Before we wrap up this introduction, I want to address one more thing: Experience.

People love to talk about experience. "I have 10 years of experience," they say on their CVs (which, as we will discuss later, are useless pieces of paper).

Do you know what 10 years of experience usually means? It means one year of experience repeated ten times.

Most people stop learning the moment they get comfortable. They find a bicycle gear that works, and they stay in it. They grind.

The "Easy Winner" treats experience differently. We treat experience like a library of shortcuts.

I have been in this game for 30 years. I am John Crow. I have worked with big studios, small idiots, geniuses, and criminals. Do you think I survived because I am the best artist in the world? Absolutely not. There are kids on ArtStation right now who can paint circles around me. They have better color theory. They have better anatomy.

But I have something they don't have. I know who to call. I know how to frame a question so the client thinks the bad idea was theirs. I know how to invoice so I get paid upfront. I know how to look a producer in the eye and lie about a deadline without blinking.

That is the experience you need. Not the experience of how to move a pixel from left to right. That’s mechanics. That’s for the bicycle riders.

You need the experience of the Game.

The Game is played in the grey areas. It is played in the subtext of emails. It is played in the "Subject" line. It is played in the silence between the client asking for a discount and you saying "No."

This book is a map of the grey areas.

I am going to teach you how to be arrogant. Not the loud, drunk arrogance of a frat boy—that gets you fired. I’m talking about the quiet, terrifying arrogance of a surgeon. The kind of arrogance that makes a client think, "I better not argue with him, he knows something I don't."

I am going to teach you how to destroy your "Invisible Man" syndrome. If I can't see your face, I can't trust you. If I can't trust you, I won't pay you.

I am going to teach you to be cruel. Yes, cruel. To your competition. To your own bad habits. To the voice in your head that says "I'm not good enough." You are not good enough? Fine. Lie until you are.

​Conclusion: The First Step

So, grab your helmet. Actually, screw the helmet. It messes up your hair, and part of the Easy Win is looking good while you do it.

Check the fuel in your scooter. The fuel is your audacity. If you are running low on audacity, don't worry. I have plenty, and I’m sharing it with you.
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