
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Lemonade

A Story of Resilience

by Marco Messina

© 2025 by Marco Messina 

All rights Copyright reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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Dedication

Lemonade is dedicated to my wife who traveled with me the long grueling trip to hell and back through my many entrepreneurial ventures experiencing cycles of catastrophic failures and thrilling successes. She gave me protection when the roof caved in, and a safety net when falls from high places came along, all with patience and steely resilience. She also helped me learn that when life gave us lemons, together we could make lemonade.

Disclaimers

This short story is the product of my fantasy, inevitably grounded in many experiences from the rollercoaster of my career as a tech entrepreneur. Any reference to real persons or companies is the fruit of the reader’s imagination. 

Sun City, AZ - November 2, 2024
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Once upon a time...
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The Good Life
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Richard Bronson reclined comfortably in the yacht’s cockpit as it cut through the Mediterranean’s sparkling blue waters. The yacht was sleek, a picture of modern elegance, with its white sails billowing softly under the skilled handling of a small crew. Sunlight glinted off the water, and a warm breeze swept through as Richard took a sip from his glass, enjoying the subtle taste of his lemonade. He glanced toward the distant shore, where small villages clung to the hills, a scenic stretch of Sardinia.

Richard’s sat-phone rang, interrupting the peaceful quiet. He answered, his voice casual, yet tinged with the satisfaction of this Mediterranean escape.

“George, nice to hear from you. Where are you?” He listened, nodding with a small smile. “That’s nice. We’ve been there a couple of times. Pretty spot,” he replied, his gaze drifting across the endless sea.

adjusted his sunglasses, half-focused on the conversation. “Yes, the weather is wonderful, the wind is great, my boat Second Act is fast, and the crew is superb. Just another day in paradise.” He chuckled.

The call continued, his voice light but thoughtful. “We planned to be here another week, then a stop in Paris at Marie’s place for two weeks. We’ll be back in Santa Barbara before going fly fishing Rio Penitente in Chile at the end of the month.” Richard listened smiling “Yes, I know. Marco is down there too, somewhere. We both discovered that Southern Patagonia is the last pristine part of the Western World and more readily accessible than Asia.”

As he listened, the horizon stretched ahead, shimmering in the sunlight, and he thought briefly of the day’s plans, but George’s voice brought him back. Richard leaned back in his seat, nodding slowly, a hint of curiosity in his tone.

“Are you sure we need to brainstorm this in person? Aren’t you pretty far along with the casting for Lemonade?” His gaze drifted to the sail above, fluttering lightly against the blue sky. He laughed lightly, “Can you get Marco to join us? He’s off somewhere in Ecuador or Peru... Chasing goats, last I heard.”

The boat rocked gently, a moment of peaceful silence before he agreed to shift plans. “Fine, I’ll change my schedule,” he said with a wry smile, “though I doubt that’ll make me popular with Marie.” He laughed, imagining her reaction.

With a final glance at the horizon, he ended the call, a small chuckle still lingering as he pocketed his phone. The yacht moved smoothly forward, the wind in its sails, and the endless blue stretched ahead.
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Chakku de la Vicuna
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The crisp Andean sky spread clear and blue over the high plain, where Marco Mekis stood amidst a lively crowd of villagers. Dressed in rugged travel gear, he blended in, his gaze following the people in their traditional bowler hats and vibrant shawls, their colors bright against the mountainous landscape. A rhythmic clanging of bells and whistles filled the air as villagers guided herds of vicuñas down from the hills into a makeshift corral. The Chakku de la Vicuna, the annual gathering and shearing, was in full swing—a scene as timeless as the mountains surrounding them.

By Marco’s side, Darla Mekis watched in quiet awe, her athletic frame relaxed but alert. Her blonde hair was tied back, and she clutched a camera, capturing the ancient tradition unfolding before them. The herders, swift and practiced, carefully managed each animal. After each vicuña was sheared, a villager would kneel, pressing their palms together in a brief gesture of gratitude before releasing the animal back into the wild.

The crowd’s energy was infectious, and Marco glanced at Darla, his eyes shining. "I told you it would be worth it," she said, reading his expression.

He nodded, his gaze sweeping over the scene, then back to her. “Absolutely,” he murmured. Just then, his sat-phone buzzed. He hesitated, then raised his voice above the festive noise as he answered.

“Hello?” Marco shouted over the line, glancing around with a grin. “George, what’s up? You have no idea where I am right now!” He chuckled, his voice full of excitement. “This place—it’s unreal! You’ve got to see it. The Chakku de la Vicuna, right here in the Andes.”

Darla chuckled softly, listening as he shared the excitement with George, her camera clicking as she caught every colorful moment. Marco was in his element, fully present in this vibrant corner of the world.

“No, I’m not hunting goats!” Marco laughed, explaining, “I’m watching a centuries-old tradition—a whole village coming together, herding and shearing wild vicuñas. It’s the Incas’ legacy, passed down, person to person. Truly incredible.” He turned back to Darla, giving her a quick nod as he described the scene to George. She grinned back, satisfied that they had indeed made the right choice to come.

But as Marco listened, his smile faded slightly, a subtle change that didn’t go unnoticed by Darla. Sensing something off, she came closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm.

“What’s going on?” she asked quietly.

“Barbie Doll, George wants us to meet sooner than planned. He wants to brainstorm in person some scenes he has in production for his movie Lemonade,” he replied, a touch of reluctance in his tone.

Darla sighed, her eyes wandering back to the bustling village. “We just got here. We’ve been planning this trip forever.”

Marco lowered his voice, knowing she was right but already resigned. “I know Doll, I know.”

Raising the phone to his ear again, Marco said, “Come on, George. Dar and I are doing the Chakku this week, then it’s Machu Picchu, Lake Titicaca, hiking Torres del Paine, then sail from Punta Arenas to Punta Arenas around Cape Horn.” His voice held a mix of frustration and regret. “Look, it’s tight, George. Winter’s almost here.”

He met Darla’s gaze, seeing her silent understanding and reluctant acceptance. She gave him a brief nod, a small show of support. He sighed, realizing he’d need to cut their journey short.

“Alright,” Marco said into the phone, his voice heavy with the weight of the compromise. “How long will it take? And where do we have to meet? Key West?” He paused, considering an alternative. “George, Key West is a logistic pain in the ass. What about Copacabana Palace in Rio? No surprises, easy in and out for all of us. Besides Richard and Marie were going to Chile anyway. It’s on their way.”

Darla raised an eyebrow, a mix of resignation and encouragement. Marco gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. “We can do two weeks,” he said into the phone. “We’ll delay Torres and Cape Horn, wrap this up, and then get back out here.”

There was a short silence on the line before Marco gave a final nod. “George, you’re busting your balls for all of us. I get it. You’re young and hungry. We’re just a little older.” He laughed, trying to lighten the mood. “But you’ll make it out to Torres one day, believe me it will still be there.”

He ended the call and tucked his sat-phone away, giving Darla an apologetic smile.

“We’ll be back, Dolly” he said. Her voice warm and reassuring. “Yes. This is just the beginning, right?”

“Right,” he agreed, his smile genuine as he pulled her close, their gazes turning back to the colorful scene around them. Together, they soaked in the sights, the sounds, and the spirit of the moment, knowing it would stay with them, long after the call to duty had ended.
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Copacabana Hotel, Rio De Janeiro, Barzil
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All had arrived around sunset, landing with a view of the gigantic statue of Christ the Redeemer atop Corcovado, backlit by the setting sun. For a brief moment, from the right angle, the orange sun had created a fiery crown around the head, a sight to behold for an instant in time, despite their jet lag. A long sleep and breakfast had revived them. The late morning sun shone bright over the poolside at the iconic Copacabana Palace Hotel in Rio de Janeiro. The white columns and elegant arches of the hotel stood in sharp contrast against the vibrant blue of the sky, while the gentle crash of ocean waves beyond the hotel grounds added a soothing rhythm to the scene. Darla and Marie had left to visit Ipanema and Pan de Azucar. Marco and Richard lounged by the pool, basking in the warmth and sipping chilled drinks as a light breeze swept across the terrace, bringing with it a hint of salt and adventure.

George, their producer and the man who had transformed their hard-won story The Patent into a successful film, sat with them, leaning back on his lounger. George’s curiosity shone through amid the lavish surroundings as he looked over at Marco and Richard. To him, they were more than the protagonists of a successful film; they were enigmas whose resilience he couldn’t help but admire.

“Guys,” George began, his tone light yet laced with genuine intrigue, “Before we get to discuss the new scenes for Lemonade, I have to ask you: how did you dream up your first story The Patent and now Lemonade?”

Marco gazed out over the glistening pool, a faint smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. This place, with its splendor and tranquility, felt worlds away from the countless boardroom battles, sleepless nights, and grueling years of building, losing, rebuilding and losing again the company he had started. The irony of finding himself here, relaxing in paradise, wasn’t lost on him.

Marco’s thoughts drifted to how far they had come. Although not obvious at the time, the hardships hadn’t been in vain. Every struggle had given them a story worth telling—and in the end, something far more valuable than success alone.
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Hell
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When It Hit the Fan

[image: ]




The old Downside Risk Bar, at Camelback and Scottsdale Roads, buzzed with a subdued energy. It wasn’t crowded—a few patrons huddled over their drinks, hunched close as if to keep their thoughts private. Marco and Richard sat at the far end, away from the neon glow of the bar's sign and its ironic warning against “downside risk.”

Marco adjusted his glass, fingers tightening around it, and looked at Richard with a seriousness that felt as if the air itself had thickened. Marco leaned in, catching the familiar glint of worry in the guy he had just recently come to know as the accountant auditing Traffic Tech Integrators (TTI) for the planned IPO. He’d seen it before at the office, crunching numbers, researching entries of unclear transactions.

“You’ve got that look again, Richard. This time you wanted to talk off-site. Why?” Marco said, his voice carrying a hint of forced lightness.
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