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From the Author

Every project is its own universe, with its own rules, challenges, and opportunities. This book is not an autobiography, but it is grounded in real situations familiar to many in the world of business and corporate change. It captures experiences ranging from bold ideas and major achievements to moments of uncertainty and new beginnings. It is the story of a team that, over time, becomes much more than just a group of professionals. A book for those who understand: true transformation begins within.

 

What is this book about?

 

My goal is not only to highlight the steps of transformation but also to capture those moments when doubt feels stronger than determination, and when routine tasks turn into true tests. This is not simply the story of a successful project — it is a search for balance between performance, team spirit, and humanity. On every page lies an attempt to answer the questions: What does true leadership mean? How do you support a team in difficult times, when the most important thing is not to step back? And how do you make work not just a way to pursue ambition but also a source of deeper meaning?
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Prologue

 

“It takes just a single spark of an idea — and even the deepest darkness begins to retreat.”￼
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I walk through the park — not for fresh air or silence. Here, I let my thoughts break free. No matter how hard I try to shake off my worries, they cling to me like a flock of crows, perched on my shoulders, spreading their wings, leaving no room for simple things. Autumn rustles through the leaves, the wind tears at the treetops — sounds that usually calm me. But today, everything feels different.

Once, every project was a breath of fresh air, a challenge I welcomed with excitement. Tasks, deadlines, meetings — all of it thrilled me. The harder the problem, the greater the satisfaction in solving it. And now? I am tired. Routine challenges have lost their edge. I no longer know what I truly want.

The conversation with Mark, the CEO, won’t leave my mind: “We need change, and fast.” How many times have I heard those words — motivation, trust, conflicts within teams… Once, they were a challenge. Now, they feel like just another burden.

I sit down on a bench higher up the slope, where the whole park is visible. Autumn has wrapped the trees in gold and crimson, but for me, it is only a backdrop. Once, I believed in change. Now it all feels like a cliché: companies shift, teams fall apart, even the most resilient lose their spark. Maybe I am at that stage too.

Project members no longer seem like people to me — only functions, roles, tools: this one reliable, that one needs a push, another quickly loses motivation. When did I start seeing them this way? Perhaps that’s the root of the problem. And can I truly help people I no longer feel as my team?

I shove my hands into my coat pockets, but even that brings no warmth. Doubts are stronger than any rational explanation I might invent for myself. What will I say to them? How can I look them in the eyes and speak of change when I no longer believe those words myself?

A new project… It feels like a slap on the back. Others would rejoice at the challenge, at the chance for recognition. But me? I don’t care anymore. Just another project, another company. But for whom? For what? My drive has run dry, along with the last completed tasks.

My hand clenches into a fist. A dog runs past, chased by its owner, a young man calling out cheerfully. My eyes linger on them, trying to grasp at something real. Perhaps I should learn to take joy in simple things? But that kind of passivity doesn’t suit me. That’s not who I am.

Tomorrow, perhaps, I will decide. I know no one can force me to take responsibility for this change. Yet, at the same time, it’s a question of my own self. Am I ready to step back into the game? Do I have the strength, and more importantly, the meaning?

It’s not just a question about a new project. It’s a question about who I’ve become and who I want to be. Can I still find purpose in this? Rising from the bench, I understand: the answer will not come easily.

 

The key turns softly in the lock, and I step inside, greeted by the familiar, slightly sharp scent of ginger tea. Maya sits at the kitchen table, leaning over a magazine, but I know it’s just a pretense — she’s waiting for me. Tea, the warm kitchen, her calm presence — our quiet rituals never change.

I sit across from her. She puts the magazine aside and looks at me attentively, gently, without unnecessary words. The cup in front of me still steams, while hers has long gone cold. She stays, as if sensing that tonight I need support.

“So, how’s autumn?” she asks with a smile. I’ve always said autumn is my favorite season, when even the air seems to encourage you.

“Autumn is just autumn,” I reply, struggling to find the right words. “Golden leaves, the chill, the wind sweeping them along the alleys.”

Maya stays silent, only watching. She waits, without pressing, but showing she is ready to listen. She knows I will speak the truth.

“The offer is still on the table,” I finally admit. “But I’m not sure I want to take it. It feels like I’ve lost what once drove me.”

“And what exactly have you lost?” she asks softly. Her question makes me pause, as if she already knows the answer but wants me to say it aloud.

“Perhaps the meaning of it all,” I sigh. “I always believed I was helping teams grow, doing something important. Now it all feels like just another mechanism: project after project, task after deadline. I don’t see people anymore. Only work that has to get done.”

She leans closer, touching my hand. Her touch is warm, steadying. She has always been my anchor.

“You always said change can’t be measured only by deadlines,” she reminds me. “I remember how you used to talk about people growing in your projects. Does that still matter?”

I remain silent. She has touched the core — what once was my driving force. I recall those I mentored, those who went further even after I left a project. But perhaps that’s why I feel so drained now. How many more times can I walk this path?

“Maya, what if I’m no longer the same?” I whisper. “What if I can’t inspire others anymore? I’m afraid it will become just another project to finish.”

She smiles — calm, confident.

“I think you need this project as much as they need you,” she says. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t care this much.”

Her words make me pause. Maybe I am still capable of change, even if I doubt it now. She sees in me what I no longer see myself. And that steadies me.

I lift the cup to my lips, inhale the scent of ginger and honey — and it brings me back to simple joys. Maya has always known how to preserve that warmth, to create an atmosphere that brings me back to life. Her care reminds me: the world is not just work.

“You know,” I say softly, almost to myself, “maybe I should take this challenge. Maybe I’m not who I used to be, but perhaps this project will help me find a new way of seeing myself.”

She smiles, her eyes glowing with warmth. She knew I would say this before I realized it myself.

“I think you’ve already decided, even if you don’t want to admit it,” she encourages me. “Go and do what you do best.”

We sit in silence for a few minutes. Her words stay with me, like a lighthouse whose light I will still see, even in the dark.




Chapter 1

 

“Light is always nearby—you just need to find the switch.”￼
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I step into the company’s office on the top floor of a massive building that feels like a labyrinth of concrete and glass. Sunlight filters through the panoramic windows, but it lacks the strength to bring the space to life. The air carries a sterile mix of metal and disinfectant, as if I’ve walked into a laboratory where any deviation is a potential risk. The silence here isn’t reflective—it’s tense, suspended, as though the entire space is holding its breath.

Mark, the company’s CEO, comes to meet me. His eyes are tired, despite his effort to project confidence. He’s around forty-five; his face marked more by the strain of constant stress than by age. His smile is polite, but beneath it lies not distrust, but caution.

“Lucas, glad to see you,” he greets me, extending his hand. The handshake is firm, yet I can feel the hidden anxiety he’s trying hard to mask.

“Happy to help, Mark,” I reply. “I’ve heard you’re facing some tough challenges.”

He nods, his shoulders tightening slightly. The gesture carries more weight than he’d like to admit. This isn’t just fatigue—it’s burnout. I’ve learned to recognize it in the earliest movements of leaders who have held their organizations together for too long.

“Not the best of times,” he admits, his voice lower, as if sharing something personal. “The teams are divided, departments have lost trust in each other. People show up to work, but… the energy is gone. They’ve grown indifferent to what they do.”

I nod—I’ve seen this before. The company feels like a machine still running, but grinding; something is about to snap. Teams are buried in their own processes, drifting apart, and the sense of shared purpose is fading. I realize this project will test me deeply.

“I hope you can help,” Mark says, holding my gaze. It isn’t just a request—there’s almost a plea hidden there, one he tries to disguise. He gestures toward the corridor, inviting me along.

We head toward the conference room. On the way, I scan the office space. Glass partitions separate departments, and even through them I can see how fragmented the people are—each sitting in their own micro-world. Close in proximity, yet isolated. Their eyes rarely meet. Only the faint clatter of keyboards and muffled conversations hum in the background. The atmosphere is heavy, a kind of tension that hangs in the air like an invisible curtain separating everyone.

Mark stops by the meeting room and motions me inside. A few people are already gathered there.

The first I notice is Jess, the HR manager. She sits at the table with her notes, watching me with a welcoming curiosity. Her kind expression seems slightly out of place here, which makes it all the more striking. In her eyes I see readiness for change, as if she’s looking for a spark of hope in me.

“Nice to meet you,” she says warmly, holding my gaze. There’s energy in her look, though I also catch a trace of caution.

“Jess,” I reply with a nod. “I trust we’ll quickly find a way to work productively together.”

She smiles, and it feels good to see that motivation—rare in a team going through crisis.

Frank stands nearby, slightly detached, lips pressed into a thin line. Considerably older than Jess, he has the air of a man who has long settled into his job and values stability above all else. His gaze drifts sideways, as if he wants to keep as much distance as possible from what’s happening.

“Lucas,” I say, reaching out my hand.

Frank studies it carefully, as though weighing every inch, then slowly shakes it. His hand is as cold as his eyes.

“Frank,” he mutters with a trace of skepticism. “I hear you’re into all kinds of transformations. I just hope you realize this place is pure chaos.”

The words are meant as a warning, but I’ve met his kind before. People like Frank see any change as a threat. What it takes here is time and patience.

“I’m confident we’ll figure it out, Frank,” I reply calmly. “After all, we all want the company to become better.”

Frank narrows his eyes. I can tell he’ll be watching every step I take. I keep a pleasant expression, knowing that look will follow me for quite a while.

I turn back to Mark, who has been quietly observing all along. In his eyes there’s more than restrained hope — there’s a yearning to find someone who can bring the team together and rebuild trust.

“I know there’s a lot of work ahead,” Mark says, trying to sound convincing. “But I believe we can change course. Lucas, we’ve got a plan, and I’m ready to do whatever it takes to turn this company into a team.”

His words sound firm, yet I sense he’s reassuring himself more than me. I nod, and see his expression brighten. In that moment, a first bond forms between us — a silent promise to walk this difficult path together.

After the brief introductions, Jess invites me into her office to discuss the situation in more detail. It’s tucked away in a quiet corner, where the noise and bustle of the office seem to fade, as if problems lose their weight at the threshold. The space is orderly, everything in its place —   a mirror of Jess herself, who expects clear decisions, coherent strategies, and steady leadership from me.

“Let’s start with an analysis of the company culture,” I suggest as I sit across from her. “We need to understand the unspoken rules that shape team behavior.”

She slides a notebook across the table. A few tabs stick out from the cover; the handwriting is neat, the notes sparse — perhaps out of reluctance to be too candid in front of management. But today I see she’s ready to collaborate.

“After several conversations, I realized people lack a sense of community,” she says, leaning closer. “Departments are separated by invisible walls; everyone works in their own corner, and there’s hardly any interaction.”

I listen, sketching out in my mind a plan to explore all aspects of the corporate culture — from symbols and rituals to behavioral norms that define the company’s climate.

“Let’s start by identifying the rituals and symbols that reinforce this isolation,” I suggest. “If we can recognize and gradually shift them, it might spark interest in working together.”

Jess listens intently, taking notes. She’s ready to back the initiative, though I can tell the scale of what’s coming makes her uneasy.

“All right, I’ll prepare a survey for focus groups,” she adds. “That way we’ll find out how employees see their roles and interactions with others.”

I appreciate her precision and structure. People like Jess are invaluable in times of change — her clarity and resolve are a solid foundation.

“What do you think are the main barriers here?” I ask, probing for the root of the problem.

She pauses, tapping her pen lightly against the table.

“One of the biggest is the feeling that their voices don’t matter,” she says at last. “People just come in, do their tasks, and go home — without feeling heard or valued. They don’t see themselves as part of the company’s growth, don’t feel this place belongs to them.”

Her words confirm my suspicion: without a sense of belonging to something greater, motivation quickly fades. The first step must be giving people a chance to feel their significance.

“Understood,” I say. “Let’s start with focus group questions to dig into their motivation, expectations, and doubts. If we uncover the sources of alienation, we’ll have our first key to change.”

We discuss the format of the sessions, planning to involve representatives from every department and level to build a full picture of the barriers. Jess takes on the task with enthusiasm, and I can see it’s not just work for her — it’s a search for meaning in her role. That’s a good sign.

Before we wrap up, she looks at me as if she wants to add something important.

“You know, Lucas, I really hope this works. Because if it doesn’t…” She doesn’t finish, but her eyes say more than her words. She’s worried not only about the company, but about her place within it.

“Don’t worry, Jess. We’ll get through this,” I reply, trying to sound convincing. I’ve faced similar challenges before, but each new project brings its own surprises. And whenever someone genuinely wants change — that’s always a good sign.

We leave her office, and I pause for a moment by the window. The city lights shimmer outside — full of opportunities and challenges, much like this office itself.

Coming home after my first day at the company, I feel a strange mix of exhaustion and new energy. Despite all the doubts, it’s refreshing to work with people who genuinely want change. Ideas for tomorrow’s focus groups with Jess keep swirling in my head. But the moment I step into the kitchen, all thoughts of work are left behind.

My thirteen-year-old son, Alec, sits at the table, sulking and clearly not in the best of moods. In front of him lies a chaotic spread of textbooks, notebooks, a few sketches, and a to-do list for tomorrow — crammed to the margins and, judging by the handwriting, put together by himself. The sheer number of tasks far outweighs both his strength and his motivation.
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