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      Author’s Note


      Request to the Reader


      Please read only one chapter per week. (One visit a week with my friend Zhao is more than enough.) Think about it a bit. Let

         it stew. Play with the ideas. Then go on to the next chapter.

      


      The pathway to proﬁtability? It lies in fully understanding the customer.


      Proﬁt from the Art


      As you read, continually refocus on the implications for your organization. Make notes. Discuss with colleagues. Here are

         some questions to get started:

      


      •   Which of these proﬁt models are at work in my business? Can I identify others?


      •   How does proﬁt happen in my competitors’ businesses?


      •   What can I do in the next ninety days to intensify my organization’s focus on proﬁtability?


      •   Which proﬁt models would enable us to maximize proﬁt this year?


      •   Is my organization aligned to capitalize on the proﬁt models in my business?


   

      Prologue


      September 21. Steve Gardner sat quietly in a forty-sixth-ﬂoor ofﬁce in downtown Manhattan.

      


      It was 8:15 on a Saturday morning, and the ofﬁces of Storm and Fellows were nearly deserted. Steve would normally have been

         asleep at this hour, or perhaps sipping a ﬁrst cup of coffee while skimming the Times in his cramped Soho apartment. Despite four and a half years of working at the midtown headquarters of a multinational conglomerate,

         he’d never fully shaken the nightowl lifestyle of his undergraduate days, to which he happily reverted on weekends.

      


      But today was different. Early Saturday morning, he’d been told, would be his only opportunity to meet David Zhao —”the man

         who understood how proﬁt happens.” Through determined effort and a lucky connection or two, Steve had worked his way to the

         fringe of one of the circles in which Zhao was known. So he had some inkling of the unique knowledge that Zhao possessed.

      


      Suddenly the ofﬁce door opened, and Steve rose.


      “Good morning, Steve. I’m David Zhao. Thanks for accommodating me by coming here at this hour. It’s quiet, and I ﬁnd the view

         conducive to doing a little bit of thinking. I see you like it, too.” He gestured toward Steve’s chair, which had been turned

         from its place alongside the ornate oak desk to face the harbor view.

      


      Steve smiled. He quickly decided he liked this man. Zhao was a small, slender, slightly rumpled ﬁgure in a brown check jacket,

         khaki trousers, and battered loafers, resembling more a history professor at some little New England college than an astute

         businessman. His round face, topped by an unruly longish mop of coarse hair more gray than black, seemed almost unlined until

         he smiled, when a network of ﬁne creases suddenly radiated from his deep brown eyes.

      


      “It’s a great view,” Steve agreed. “But I’m surprised you have an ofﬁce here at Storm and Fellows. I didn’t know you were

         a lawyer.”

      


      Zhao laughed. He took his seat behind the desk, and Steve pulled up his own chair. “Not exactly,” Zhao remarked. “It so happens

         I have a law degree from a previous life, but I don’t practice law anymore. I consult to Storm and Fellows on industry structure

         and other business issues related to antitrust law. They let me have this spectacular ofﬁce, they pay me handsomely, and they

         basically leave me alone most of the time. But when they call on me—even if it’s only once or twice a month—I have to be very,

         very good. Tens of millions—sometimes hundreds of millions—are at stake.”

      


      Steve was intrigued by Zhao’s apparent openness and complete ease with himself. Maybe I would be, too, thought Steve, if I worked only a couple of times a month. What a deal!


      “You look impressed,” Zhao commented. “You shouldn’t be. I’m fortunate in being able to spend most of my time focusing on

         what interests me most.”

      


      “What interests you most?” asked Steve.


      “Oh, a few things. For example, investing. When I left my economic research ﬁrm, they handed me a nice nest egg. I realized

         I’d better ﬁgure out what to do with it—for the beneﬁt of my wife and kids, if nothing else. So I made myself a student of

         the discipline of investing, and only recently have I graduated to some reasonable level of proﬁciency. It was both harder

         and more rewarding than I antici-pated—and, oddly enough, I’m not talking about money.”

      


      “How long did you feel clueless?” asked Steve.


      “Out of ten years that I’ve been studying investing, I was lost for the ﬁrst nine.”


      “Why did it take so long? Doesn’t investing use the same set of skills as business analysis?”


      “That’s a good question,” Zhao responded. He was warming to Steve. “Look at it this way. Imagine a great lab scientist—a research

         cardiologist, let’s say. Suppose that one day you learn you need a triple coronary bypass. Are you going to let the lab guy

         perform the operation?”

      


      “Never. I’d want a great surgeon—the more experienced the better.”


      “Naturally. Now, say the lab guy, who knows cardiology inside-out, decides to become a surgeon, because the compensation is

         ten times greater. How long do you think it would take him to learn?”

      


      Steve pondered. How long does a doctor’s internship and residency usually last? He couldn’t remember. “Five or six years?”

      


      “Maybe. More like ten for my taste. I’m completely risk-averse, you know.”


      “I get it,” Steve replied. He didn’t really. He wondered where all this was leading. “So what’s the key to really mastering

         some new skill—like investing?”

      


      “A ridiculous degree of persistence,” Zhao answered. He paused, as if to mark a transition, and then leaned forward across

         the desk. “So tell me,” he said, “what brings you to see me today?”

      


      Where to begin? “At a cocktail party, someone introduced me to a man named Otto Kerner. I told him I had to learn about proﬁtability.

         And Mr. Kerner told me that if I wanted to learn about proﬁt, I ought to meet you.”

      


      Zhao smiled. Kerner was Zhao’s closest friend. A senior partner at Storm and Fellows, he was the person responsible for connecting

         Zhao to the ﬁrm. At age eighty-ﬁve, he still came into the ofﬁce every day, even if only to spend half the afternoon chatting

         with Zhao.

      


      “An introduction from Otto Kerner is like gold in my book,” Zhao remarked. “But tell me—why do you have to learn about proﬁtability?”


      Steve paused. Why, indeed? Because proﬁt is the lifeblood of any organization…. Because the ultimate purpose of business is to create proﬁts for shareholders…. Somehow, he sensed, the clichés he’d repeated in the workplace, and even in business classes he was now taking at night,

         wouldn’t work so well with David Zhao.

      


      “It has to do with my job,” he ﬁnally responded. “I work in strategic planning at Delmore. It’s a big company with a great

         history. And being in the planning department is a good opportunity for me. I get to look closely at all the various industries

         we’re in, which is almost like getting a business-school education on the job. But as you probably know, the company hasn’t

         been doing very well lately. Proﬁts are ﬂat, and the stock price has been stagnant for about eighteen months.”

      


      “For two years, actually,” Zhao remarked.


      “I guess you’re right,” Steve said. “You must follow the stock.”


      “I ﬁnd Delmore—interesting is the right word, I suppose,” said Zhao. “And you’re in strategic planning there. Tell me, Steve, what sort of strategy

         do you plan?”

      


      Was that an amused glint in Zhao’s eye? “What I do is more like research—studying potential mergers, acquisitions, spinoffs,” he responded, immediately feeling that

         his answer sounded lame. “But I want to contribute more. I want to learn how I can help the company get out of the doldrums.

         Does that make sense?”

      


      “Why not?” Zhao answered. “But Delmore has been in business since 1904. It has revenues of $18 billion a year from forty different

         businesses. Surely the wise men and women who run the ﬁrm must know all about how to make proﬁts. Or do you suppose they need

         Steve Gardner to teach them that?”

      


      Steve reddened and sat for a moment in silence. He was thinking about some of the disturbing things he’d heard and seen around

         the ofﬁces at Delmore in the last six months. About the company-wide strategy conference that was rescheduled twice, then

         postponed indeﬁnitely, with no explanation as to why, causing rumors to swirl in the corridors… about the resignations of

         three members of the executive committee, all within four weeks of one another… about the disparaging tone of recent comments

         by Wall Street analysts about Delmore and the defensive tone of the company’s public responses. And just this past week, people

         were whispering that the long-expected layoffs in three divisions would be a lot bigger than anticipated. Life at Delmore

         was feeling very different than it had when Steve joined the company.

      


      Steve took a deep breath. “I guess I’m not necessarily convinced that the wise men and women at Delmore do know what proﬁtability is all about,” he ﬁnally admitted. He looked Zhao in the eye, wondering how he would react.

      


      Zhao merely turned his head slightly to stare more closely at Steve. A long moment passed. “Honesty,” Zhao commented. “I don’t

         run into it very often.”

      


      Another pause, as Zhao stared out the window. Finally, he turned to Steve.


      “If you really want to learn about proﬁtability, I’m willing to teach you,” he said. “But there are several conditions. First,

         we’ll meet most Saturday mornings between now and next May. Second, every lesson will last exactly one hour. And I’ll expect

         you to spend time between lessons reading and otherwise preparing, which will take about four hours per week. Is that acceptable?”

      


      Steve bowed his head slightly. “Yes, it is.”


      “Good. There’s just one more thing. Did Otto tell you that I charge a fee?”


      “No. How much is it?”


      “A thousand dollars per lesson.”


      Steve sucked in his breath. Then his shoulders dropped. He looked away, frustrated and angry. He was tempted to speak his

         mind—or to simply storm out of the ofﬁce.

      


      But instead, he simply said quietly, “I can’t afford that.”


      Zhao laughed, cutting the tension. “Of course you can’t,” he replied. “I’m not asking for the money now. You can pay the fee

         when you’re able to—if you ever are.”

      


      Steve didn’t know whether to feel relieved, embarrassed, or guilty. He thought about the usual three-digit balance in his

         bank account. “I might not be able to pay you for ﬁve or six years. Maybe longer.”

      


      “I know that,” Zhao answered, a playful grin now spreading across his face. “Luckily for you, I’ve decided you’re good for

         it.”

      


      Steve’s mood turned to puzzlement and mild annoyance. Zhao, he felt, was being condescending, perhaps toying with him. What makes Zhao think I’ll ever pay him a penny? he thought. Maybe I’ll take all his lessons, absorb all his ideas, then walk away and never see him again.


      “Do we have a deal?” Zhao asked.


      Steve paused. “Yes, it’s a deal.” Zhao reached across the desk, and the two men shook hands. And suddenly Steve sensed that

         he would never simply walk away from Zhao… that one day he would pay Zhao his total fee… and that Zhao had known all this before Steve himself did.

      


      Zhao smiled as if he understood. “Very well then,” he said. “Let’s get started.”


   

      1 Customer Solution Proﬁt


      Zhao and Steve sat at the small table in the corner of Zhao’s ofﬁce. Zhao grabbed a yellow legal pad from his desk and placed

         it at the center of the table. In the upper right-hand corner of the top page, he wrote and circled the number 1.

      


      “These pads have forty sheets,” he remarked. “When the course is over, we should have two left.”


      Zhao reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew a sterling silver writing implement with which he drew three quick strokes

         and a zero, like this.
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      Zhao tossed the pad over to Steve and began to speak.


      “I’ve thought a lot about proﬁtability over the years, and studied a lot of companies that have found ways to achieve it.

         Hundreds of companies, no two exactly alike. Understanding the details that make a company unique is critical. It’s easy to

         make general statements that sound convincing. But business consists of speciﬁc cases. What we need are general principles

         that are sturdy enough to ﬁt speciﬁc cases. In thirty years, I think I’ve found a handful.

      


      “Over the next several months, we’re going to look at twenty-three ways a company can make a proﬁt. I call them proﬁt models.

         There’s nothing sacrosanct about the number twenty-three. We could talk about twenty-four proﬁt models, or maybe thirty. But

         for now, I’ve picked out twenty-three that I consider especially interesting and important. And one of the twenty-three is

         Customer Solution Proﬁt.”

      


      “What’s that?” Steve asked.


      Zhao was about to reply, “Hold your horses,” but he didn’t. Instead, he paused a moment, then said, “Let me tell you a story

         about Factset, a company in a very simple business. It sold ﬁnancial information to money managers.

      


      “The story starts in 1989. Back then, in my economic research days, I was working with a software company that got into the

         information business. They were a bunch of rock-and-rolling ﬁnancial buccaneers. They acquired a small ﬁrm—I’ll call them

         Data House—that sold ﬁnancial, corporate, and economic information to money managers, investment banks, corporate libraries,

         commercial banks, and professional service ﬁrms. Not a bad concept, but one that called for smart execution to generate consistent

         proﬁts.

      


      “Unfortunately, their execution was sloppy. After two years of 30 percent revenue increases, they found sales growth hitting

         the wall. Customers started churning, and proﬁts plummeted. Eventually, the math got real simple. You didn’t need a calculator

         to measure it: Proﬁtability was zero. The managers of the business broke up into warring camps, able to agree on nothing.

         The mood inside the company was becoming desperate. Then desperation turned into paralysis. Other than acrimonious debate,

         nothing much got done.

      


      “Being around the company made me very uncomfortable. Conﬂict was everywhere, and I hate conﬂict. I was the facilitator at

         one meeting where three warring factions sat in separate corners, arms crossed, speaking to me and trying to ignore one another.

         When they did exchange words, they spat comments past each other rather than having a real conversation. Ever been in a meeting

         like that, Steve?”

      


      Steve squirmed, recalling last Tuesday’s budget session. Nor was last Tuesday unique. “A few times too many,” Steve answered.


      “Sorry to hear it. I hate those kinds of meetings—I just hate them.


      “Then, at one of their strategy sessions, the marketing manager said something that captured my attention. She said, ‘What

         I’d like to know is how those SOBs at Factset have been able to outcompete us in the information business. What are they doing

         differently? How can they handle $24 million worth of business with a staff of thirty-six people, while we do $40 million

         with four hundred people?’

      


      “I sat up straight. ‘Wow!’ I thought. ‘How can there be that huge a difference?’ I realized that if we could answer that manager’s

         question, we’d understand why Data House was in trouble and what we could do about it.

      


      “So I set out to ﬁnd the answer. I interviewed dozens of customers to get a sense of how Factset operated. Piecing together

         fragments of information from all these conversations, I eventually put together a clear picture of how Factset had designed

         their business. Here’s what I learned.

      


      “The business information marketplace in which both Factset and my client, Data House, were operating involved close to a

         thousand major customers. But within that arena, to maintain a strong growth curve, Factset needed to capture only twenty

         new customers per year. Knowing this, they developed a powerful approach to make that happen.

      


      “Once Factset identiﬁed a company as a potential customer for their information services, they’d send a team of two or three

         people to work there. They would spend two or three months, sometimes longer, learning everything they could about the customer—how

         they ran their business, how their systems worked (and didn’t work), and what they really cared about. Based on this genuine

         knowledge of the customer, Factset then developed customized information products and services tailored to the speciﬁc characteristics

         and economics of the account. Once they landed the account, they spent a ton of time integrating their product into the customer’s

         systems. During this process, Factset’s revenues were tiny and their costs were huge. If you looked at a monthly P&L for a

         particular account, you’d see they were losing a ton of money. Costs of $10,000 might be charged against revenues of $3,000.”

      


      Zhao grabbed his yellow pad and pointed to the simple drawing he’d made. “See these lines?” he asked Steve. “These are two

         axes and a breakeven line.”

      


      “So the axes,” Steve mused, “must represent time and proﬁt.”


      “You’re right,” Zhao agreed. Then he handed the pencil to Steve. “Show me what Factset’s proﬁt curve looked like for the ﬁrst

         three months of a typical new account.”

      


      Steve drew the curve. It was simple.
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      Zhao nodded. “That’s it. But then things would begin to change. After three or four months, Factset’s products would be woven

         into the daily ﬂow of the customer’s operations. Their software would be debugged and working ﬁne. Now Factset didn’t need

         three people working full-time on the account. One person could maintain the service, probably part-time. And as the word

         spread among the client’s employees about how powerful Factset’s data was and how effectively Factset’s service had been customized

         to their speciﬁc needs, they began taking more and more advantage of it. Factset’s monthly costs fell from $10,000 to $8,000,

         while monthly revenues started to grow, from $3,000 to $5,000 to $12,000.

      


      “Draw me what happened.”


      Steve thought for a moment, then drew a continuation of the curve.
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      “You got it. That was the Factset secret. Beautifully simple, no?”


      “I’ll say. Did you tell your client?”


      “Of course.”


      “Did they start to follow the Factset model?”


      “They tried.”


      “And did it work?”


      Zhao sighed. “You might say so. They went from losing money to a 10 percent operating proﬁt margin.”


      “So their proﬁts rose from zero to four million dollars?” Steve asked.


      “Exactly right.”


      “What were Factset’s margins?”


      “How much do you think?”


      “Hmm. Hand me that calculator.”


      “No, do it without the calculator,” Zhao answered.


      “Can I at least use pencil and paper?”


      Zhao nodded.


      Steve grabbed a pencil and began jotting down numbers. Let’s see, he considered. Twenty-four million dollars in revenue generated

         by a staff of about forty people. How much would payroll costs be? These folks would probably be well paid. Some might make

         just sixty or seventy thousand, but a bunch would be in six ﬁgures. Steve seemed to recall hearing that beneﬁts usually amounted

         to about 50 percent of salaries. So even well rewarded, the people would cost no more than, say, $200,000 apiece, counting

         salary, beneﬁts, the whole nine yards. He multiplied. That makes eight million in payroll.

      


      “How much would overhead be?” Steve wondered aloud.


      “Use 10 percent,” Zhao suggested.


      “Okay, ﬁgure 10 percent of revenue for over-head—$2.4 million. Then there would be licensing fees for the rights to the information

         being sold. Those might amount to another 10 percent. Throw in a few more points for other costs… I’ll guess 40 percent operating

         margin—about ten million bucks, all told.”

      


      Zhao smiled. “Very, very close.”


      “So Data House came nowhere near what Fact-set accomplished.”


      “That’s true.”


      “I don’t get it. You laid out the whole plan for them, didn’t you? Are you saying that Data House didn’t choose to follow

         the winning strategy, even after they knew it would work?”

      


      “About right.”


      Steve shook his head. “Wow. I guess that must have been one of the worst organizations you’ve ever encountered. Did you ever

         work with any other company that simply refused to be successful?”

      


      “Actually, it happens all the time. I can give you the complete recipe for the secret sauce, and the chances are good that

         you still won’t use it.”

      


      “That’s strange. Why visit the doctor, then ignore his advice?”


      “It’s a bit of a mystery. There’s probably no one reason why people seem to prefer failure to success. We know that change

         can be psychologically threatening—that’s part of the answer. In the case of Data House, they may have realized that following

         the Factset model would have taken a lot of hard work—much more than they were accustomed to. That’s part of the answer, too.

         But I think the ultimate explanation is a simple one. To succeed in business, you have to have a genuine, honest-to-goodness

         interest in proﬁtability. And most people don’t.” Zhao leaned back and spread his hands wide. “That’s all there is to it.”

      


      Steve frowned. Can that really be true? he wondered. It’s hard to believe. But then Steve thought about Delmore. Were all of the executives there truly interested in proﬁtability? He remembered attending

         an off-site meeting with the leadership team of Delmore’s paper-making division. The division had been mired in a slow decline

         for over a year, as more and more of the market gradually shifted to competitors’ products.

      


      Yet, to judge by the content of their discussions, most of the executives were focused on things the division was already

         doing well, whose impact on proﬁts seemed to be small—incremental quality improvements and modest production efﬁciencies—rather

         than the needs of their customers. It was the kind of disturbing experience that had driven Steve to seek out Zhao’s tutelage

         in the ﬁrst place. Maybe Zhao’s right, Steve mused. Maybe some people in business just aren’t very interested in proﬁtability.

      


      Zhao sensed that he’d pushed Steve about as far as he could go in a single day. “That’s all for now. Today’s proﬁt model was

         a simple one. But what is it, Steve? What’s the idea?”

      


      Steve thought for a moment. Then he said, “Invest time and energy in learning all there is to know about your customers. Then

         use that knowledge to create speciﬁc solutions for them. Lose money for a short time. Make money for a long time.”

      


      Zhao smiled. “You have it. But here’s another question. Can you be proﬁtable without knowing the customer?”

      


      Steve hesitated. He thought about Delmore’s paper division. The executives there didn’t seem very clued in about their customers…

         but the division was still proﬁtable, at least for the moment. “I think so,” Steve ﬁnally answered, “but I’m not sure.”

      


      “Think about it,” Zhao said. “Come back at the same time next Saturday. I’ll have some breakfast for us. Bagels, juice, and

         coffee, okay?”

      


      “Sure, ﬁne.”


      “Great. We’ll talk about pyramids.”


      “Pyramids—like in Egypt?”


      “Not exactly.”


      “Any assignment?”


      “Yes. Think about Factset’s proﬁt curve. And then think about where else the Customer Solution Proﬁt model might apply. Make

         a list of the possibilities.”

      


      “Okay,” Steve said. “But I don’t think that’ll take four hours.”


      Zhao chuckled. “Actually, it could.”

      


      “Okay, I guess. See you next week.”


      “Right.”


      Steve left. Zhao went back to his desk and sat quietly for a few moments, gazing out the window. It was after nine o’clock,

         and a few of the ﬁrm’s junior partners with Monday morning deadlines to meet could be heard stirring in the halls outside.

      


   

      2 Pyramid Proﬁt


      September 28. It was raining—a drenching, miserable New York rain heavy with the chill of autumn. Three hours past dawn, the nearly empty

         streets were still almost as dark as night. At ten minutes before eight, wet and feeling cold, Steve stuck his head into the

         doorway of Zhao’s ofﬁce. The overhead lights were off, leaving most of the ofﬁce dark except for a warmly lit circle of yellow

         light diffused by the brass lamp on Zhao’s desk. Zhao was sitting there, dressed in the same check jacket he’d worn the week

         before, his head bent over a legal pad, eyes veiled with concentration as he wrote line after line in his meticulous black

         script, slowly, methodically, unpausing, gradually ﬁlling the page. It was fascinating to watch him working in such pure and

         unbroken silence.

      


      Two minutes passed. Zhao reached the bottom of a page, ﬂipped to another, and began to cover it with ink. Five minutes passed.

         Steve’s eyes began to adjust to the near-darkness. He noticed the big windows streaked with moving rivulets of rain, and the

         faint gleam of the glass dial fronting the quietly ticking clock on the wall behind Zhao. Steve began to feel restless and

         a little embarrassed. When would Zhao come up for air? How much longer could he keep working without even a pause? Should

         Steve interrupt him? Would Zhao be annoyed to realize that Steve had been standing there, watching him, all that time?

      


      Suddenly a gentle buzzer sounded. For the ﬁrst time, Steve noticed the small, black Braun alarm clock at the corner of Zhao’s

         desk. Zhao looked up, pressed the off button on the clock, and noticed Steve.

      


      “Come in! Sit down!” he greeted Steve. “It’s good to see you.” He rose and ﬂicked a wall switch, ﬁlling the ofﬁce with cool

         ﬂuorescent light. The rain-gleaming windows turned into opaque walls in which the blurrily reﬂected images of Zhao and Steve

         and the ofﬁce could barely be discerned.

      


      “I didn’t want to interrupt you—” Steve began to apologize.


      “You didn’t,” Zhao laughed.


      “Didn’t you know I was here?” Steve asked, really curious.


      Zhao pursed his lips and shrugged, in a half answer that was no answer. “Did you think about Factset and the Customer Solution

         Proﬁt model?” he asked.

      


      “Yes.”


      “Where can you apply it?”


      “Practically everywhere, I think.”


      Zhao smiled. “As a matter of fact, you’re right. Let me see your list.”


      Zhao studied Steve’s list. It named ﬁve businesses.


      Customer Solution Proﬁt—
potential applications


      Industrial plastics


      Auto parts


      Telecommunications equipment


      Consumer ﬁnancial services


      Stock exchange


      “No,” Zhao remarked, “you can’t do it on a stock exchange. A stock exchange is an auction, a pure auction. There’s no relationship-building

         there.”

      


      Steve began to protest, but Zhao raised his hand for silence.


      “This is good work. I want you to keep thinking about this, and next week bring me your list of situations where it will not work.

      


      “By the way,” Zhao added casually, as if it were merely a matter of idle curiosity, “is Delmore in any of the businesses you’ve

         listed here?”

      


      “Sure,” Steve answered. “All of the ﬁrst three—plastics, auto parts, telecommunications equipment. That’s how I knew to list

         them.”

      


      “I see,” Zhao replied thoughtfully. “And how powerful are the businesses Delmore has created in each area?”


      Steve was familiar with the numbers. “Sales in plastics and auto parts have drifted downward over the past year,” he responded.

         “And so have proﬁts. Of course, the management says that’s purely a matter of the business cycle. They expect revenues to

         bounce back early next year, assuming the economy perks up. As for telecommunications equipment, it’s been growing pretty

         fast—over 25 percent a year, compounded, over the past ﬁve years—with impressive margins. Tom Kennedy—the CEO, you know—likes

         to point to telecom as the big success story at Delmore.”

      


      “And what do you think, Steve?”

      


      After a just-noticeable pause, Steve answered, “Honestly? I’m not sure I buy the logic behind our management’s optimism.”
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