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Introduction


THE TEN FUTURE-PROOF BEHAVIORS THAT CREATE WEALTH


THE TWO MES


I DID EVERYTHING THEY TOLD ME TO DO—COMB MY HAIR, SCORE high on the SAT, fight my way into a good school, graduate with honors, get a job on Wall Street, work hard and ignore everything else—every whimper or complaint that might pathetically emerge on my trail to victory—until I’m rich, so very rich, and then, and only then, can I tell everyone to screw off. That was the deal, do this and get that: suffer a bit just to get what I’m really after. It was an unquestionable recipe. Doing the opposite would certainly prove ruinous.


Some might call this conventional wisdom. Others might call it listening to “Mom and Dad,” and that’s whether you were born in Bangalore or Beacon Hill. And perhaps yours isn’t even about Wall Street—maybe it’s law or medicine or whatever’s still hot in your neck of the woods. I did all this slavishly: I was a master of doing everything by the book, a golden boy, yet, in return for my efforts, one day everything went perfectly wrong.


In 2010, at twenty-three years of age I was a bond trader in New York, living the culmination of a childhood of academic strife, when I noticed that all five of my computer screens were blinking—red, red, red. Not good. Naturally, for a closer look, I took my heels off the desk, which is where they had been poised as I showed off for an intern shadowing me that day. What I saw didn’t seem possible—the market couldn’t have moved that much. Those around me one by one stood up and put their hands to their heads in disbelief. Someone shouted, “It’s all over!” All meaning life itself—the end of the world. I realized that things were about to go very wrong for me.


When you’re a trader, you lust for all things green—hundred-dollar bills, upticks, Viper Green Porsches—but you despise red. Red means you’re losing. Even when you don’t have a position on the amount of security, asset, or property you’re trading, you mourn the downticks and cheer the ups. You say a prayer for the poor joker down the row from you who has to tell his wife they’re not going to the Hamptons again this summer. Until this moment, I had never seen so much money being lost in my entire life.


And it was all from my account.


I had just shorted several hundred million dollars of bond futures into the most bull-crazy market I had ever seen. In other words: I was losing hundreds of thousands of dollars every second. Of course, I was witnessing what would later become known as the 2010 Flash Crash, a global stock market crash and bond market rally (bonds “crash up” as individuals flee from risky things like stocks to the government bond safe haven). My limit orders were triggered by the enormous movement in bond prices. I was naked, not hedged, short, and in deep trouble.


My first inclination was to reach for the wastebasket under my desk to vomit. But, as if they were presented on a silver platter from the universe, I instead saw plainly that I had two options, and I had to decide immediately:


• End life as I know it


• Trade out of it


I decided to trade out of it.


And trade out of it I did—buying spreads at God-awful prices and flipping them back at even more absurd prices to anyone who would take them. As I moved my mouse around the screen in an attempt to save my life, I asked myself a pressing question: Why was I was even here in the first place? Why hadn’t I stuck with advertising, one of my first internships, where I would be fretting over the perfect tagline for a soft drink campaign rather than facing being questioned in a court of law, potentially, for unsound risk parameters or being labeled the next “rogue trader”? I thought I was here to make money and escape my parents’ house.


By the time I returned my position to flat, my shirt was soaked through with sweat, and the intern standing next to me looked like he had seen a ghost. He kept mouthing, “What happened? What happened?” Several moments ago I was down millions of dollars. Now? Only thirty grand, or, as we high-risk traders call it, “scratch” or, better yet, a “rounding error.” I had survived somehow.


The boss “upstairs” (off of the trading floor) came down to address the commotion. “Holy shit,” he stammered, “is everything okay? Are you hedged?” I pretended to look confused and shrugged, “Yeah, of course.” When I walked into my apartment that night, I sat on a chair in my entryway to unlace my shoes. I woke up right there in my clothes the next morning.


We used to toss around a joke in the elevator on the way up to the office: “Living the dream!” we’d exclaim sarcastically, tacitly understanding we were inmates in an Alcatraz of our own design. Most of us had spent our entire childhood praying we’d end up here.


MY PARENTS SEPARATED WHEN I WAS SEVEN YEARS OLD. THEY broke the news to my brother and me in a back booth at a cheap Mexican restaurant in the low-income suburb of East Orange, New Jersey. After the divorce, I strived to be the perfect son. Attention from a parent in a chaotic divorced household, as approximately 50 percent of the population are well aware, is like gold bullion. I imagined myself as something of an adolescent Renaissance intellectual—painting, playing guitar, reading a book a week. That is, before I learned about money. And money, as it usually does, changed things.


After high school, I was accepted into Cornell University, which was part of my plan all along. I’d salivated over the prestige of a fancy diploma and the income that would come along with it upon graduation for as long as I could remember.


I loved it all, especially dragging a pony keg through the snow to save the day for a last-minute impromptu party—Holy shit, more beer! I was the social chair of my fraternity, wielding a budget in the deca-thousands monthly, responsible for more than a few outrageous parties.


In retrospect, though, I learned very little of practical value at Cornell. I remember the parties and stunts (calculating whether I could indeed jump from the balcony and land on the couch below), but I can’t recall a single class lesson that stood out—except the finance classes, which seemed like a pathetic facsimile of the real thing. Even I knew a real financier wouldn’t waste his precious time teaching a bunch of hungover slobs in a lecture hall. And this is sad, because I didn’t miss a single class like some of my more cavalier classmates, several of whom ended up not walking with me during graduation. I sat through every single one.


My dream at the time was to become rich—though I had little idea what that meant, short of imagining that more money would bring more independence and freedom—and so I dropped any thoughts of an artistic pursuit and majored instead in Applied Economics (as opposed to “unapplied economics,” I suppose), the quackery of pure academia with supply and demand curves on graph paper.


Miraculously, I scored an interview with a decent-sized bank straightaway (one that ended up among the largest after Lehman Brothers fell) with an interviewer who, with a tattered shirt and two-day old stubble, looked like he should have been committed to an insane asylum. After a minor shouting match (social norms are viewed merely as time-wasters for old traders), I passed the test and thus began my career in the belly of Wall Street, on the trading floor, trading repurchase agreements, or “repos” (otherwise known to insiders as the “asshole of the bond market”), with a crew of outcast misfits who had the ability to survive the mental onslaught of working day in and day out in the markets, which opened at the ungodly hour of 4:30 a.m. in New York.


It didn’t take long to realize that the Wall Street I was in was nothing like the Wall Street portrayed by Hollywood. Suits were stained from the late nights and everyone’s shirts were ripped at the elbows from grinding into their desk during the trading day. One out of every fifty heads was making real money. The rest, barely hanging on, were generally overleveraged penny-pinchers who lived miserable lives in cheaper suburbs with a two-hour commute to Manhattan each way. They never saw their kids. They were the living dead.


I joined an experimental group called Futures RV (Relative Value) around the corner from my first desk. And by joined, I mean I begged my way into the desk. I think the managing director who ran the thing saw pure desperation. And here, desperation usually means opportunity.


Although we were still tech dinosaurs compared to the folks in Silicon Valley, we operated far more like a software company that happened to be run by traders. A Guatemalan colleague of mine suggested he would carve up with a knife anyone who interrupted him during the trading day. He came close to it once. In this environment, I made a name for myself fast by understanding the complex technology and the micro-opportunities of trading spreads. My new MD, let’s call him Bob, caught on. Bringing me on had been a good trade.


In a few months, Bob jumped ship to another well-known investment bank, and I was his first phone call, in part because I knew spread-trading technology inside and out—these are computer-based trading systems with the ability to shift many millions of dollars at the press of a button. The best part was I could do this in a way that no one noticed by slicing huge trades into tiny slices that barely made a ripple. Bob figured, as expensive as I was—and, by then, I was expensive—hiring me would be like a cheap call option, to the extent one pays a fixed premium for unlimited upside.


I was given a “blank check” deal, as they’re known in the business, and made up a bonus number that I thought simply couldn’t be possible to attain. Also, part of the deal was that I’d be ushered in with the hallowed status of Director at this bank, which was unheard of because I was by now just entering my late twenties. They bit. When the signing bonus hit my account, I rented a new one-bedroom apartment in a famed high-rise on Park Avenue where the guitarist Eric Clapton used to live and bought a leather couch from Design Within Reach.


SEVERAL MONTHS INTO THE ROLE, MY NEW EMPLOYER SAW ME AS someone with a lot still to learn in the leadership department, and they insisted I attend a “Rising Stars” corporate conference to hone my skills. Banks, and often also large law and marketing firms, are notorious for sponsoring such large conferences for their administrative staff and younger employees to motivate them at their desk jobs or train them to effectively work together. One part cheap vacation in a bland corporate hotel and two parts voyeuristically spying to see who drinks too much at the open bar. I couldn’t imagine a worse hell on earth.


Low-level employees often view these as days off, away from their work grind—an opportunity to stay overnight at a decent hotel, eat for free, and drink their asses off. For traders, it was a risky venture that put your book, your business, at risk; created missed opportunities to make money; and compelled you to hang out with people who have no clue what you do all day long but revere you in a slightly creepy way, like an A-list celebrity.


When I was told about one particular conference, I chuckled: “Yeah, right!” But that was met with, “I wasn’t asking,” an insinuation that I’d be canned if I didn’t attend the event.


And so I dragged myself up to a conference center in Stamford, Connecticut, in a custom-made charcoal suit and black monk straps and registered the results of my Myers-Briggs analysis, a psychological assessment designed to measure and categorize different personality types. Supposedly, the personality assessment would be used to ensure I “got the most” out of the weekend. I smelled conspiracy.


The entire conference was emceed by a hyperexcitable Australian guy, some sort of professional motivator I suppose, who gathered everyone together and asked us to stand up according to personality type. I don’t recall where I scored on that assessment, but out of thousands of test-takers I was the only one who stood for the particular trait that the Aussie barked out last. The entire auditorium turned to look at me, like: “Who the hell is this guy? What a freak!”


I wasn’t interested in the presentations, I didn’t attend the happy hours, and I certainly didn’t require further motivation: what I was mostly doing was worrying about my book and how it was performing in my absence. On the second day, they had us in business formal attire searching around for clues in a grass field behind the hotel in some sick attempt at a scavenger hunt dressed up as a “business experiment.” A violent death would have been welcomed with open arms by me at this point.


By the end of the conference I had come to a scary and unexpected insight: I didn’t belong here in this freakish world of mediocre automatons. I felt as though I was sold some cheap trick in exchange for my youth and dignity. What did I want to do? For sure, I wanted to be wealthy, I knew that. But I no longer wanted to be a salaried worker, no matter how high that salary was. What was I good at? That was a very interesting question, and one that was harder to answer. People generally liked me, and I was good at making them laugh. I enjoyed “performing” for friends, telling stories and cutting up, and certainly I enjoyed the attention. I was definitely good at my job, but I hated it—so those skills didn’t make the list. There was one other thing, though: I was a pretty good guitarist, songwriter, and singer, and I loved listening to the blues, especially contemporary blues bands like the Black Keys. For these last few moments, my life looked pretty good on paper.


During my Leadership Exit Interview, my facilitator asked, “So, Nick, what did you think about the weekend? I think this group grew on you since you walked in if I had to guess.” They had all referred to me as an “asshole” during our first-impressions “Honesty Experiment.” I stated, “I’m quitting the first moment I get when I’m back on my desk tomorrow.” My facilitator simply raised her eyebrows and wrote something in her notebook.


I walked into work the next day ready to pull out of my vein the bank-salary IV that was pumping thousands of dollars into my system every two weeks. Now, walking away from a job like this in your twenties, after a relatively meteoric rise, means there’s no coming back—once I was out, I was out. On Wall Street, once you leave, you’re never allowed back. I’d be crossing the proverbial Rubicon and burning the goddamn boats.


When I tapped Bob, my MD, on the shoulder and said I wanted to talk (code for “quit” on the Street), he narrowed his eyes and asked, “Are you high?”


People thought I had lost my mind. And, to be fair, I didn’t really have a plan going forward; I just knew I couldn’t stick around and grow old and bitter on a trading floor. Many I once thought of as friends were whispering that I was a loser, a quitter, and probably a chump. Leaving the Street at the top of your game usually means you had a crack-up; no one would willingly forfeit millions of dollars like that.


My parents were apoplectic—my father especially so, telling me over veal Milanese in an Upper East Side Italian joint to take a long, hard look at what I had just done. What a waste of an education, he said, reminding me I was the first in the family to attend an Ivy League school and earn a job at a top bank. Unwrapping a sleeve of breadsticks, I started to wonder if I had made a grave mistake.


AFTER KICKING AROUND EUROPE FOR MORE THAN A YEAR, DRINKING cheap wine and recording some early music that maybe ten people listened to, I returned home to join some old friends on a road trip down South. After all, I didn’t have anything better to do. One of our stops was New Orleans. New Orleans blues, of course, is a genre all its own, a big, funky sound that incorporates elements of jazz, rhythm and blues, traditional African rhythms, gospel music, ragtime, and the brass band tradition of New Orleans.


The madness and poverty and celebration of the town transfixed me. A haunted hospital, abandoned since Hurricane Katrina, still hung over the city. I thought: I’m going to move here.


As an ex-trader, a former institutional banker, that’s ridiculous. New Orleans was a place to tell a tall tale of how you got your Rolex stolen during a bachelor party, not a place to live. But the more I thought about it, the more I yearned to try. The idea took hold and wouldn’t let go: Yeah, I can do this, and, not only that, I think I can be good enough to get rich from it.


One morning, after an all-nighter and a few hours of sleep in a creepy hotel a block from Bourbon Street, I informed my road-trip friends. “Guys,” I said, “I’m not coming back with you. You’re going to leave me here.” When they realized I wasn’t joking, they reluctantly agreed. On the way out, I swear the doorman traveled through a wall to hand me my luggage. These are the kinds of things that become commonplace in New Orleans.


Soon enough, thanks to Craigslist, I found a place to stay and put together a band. We did some covers, I wrote all of our new material, and we gradually made a name for ourselves in town, performing somewhere almost every night. At our peak about a year later, we won a local radio contest for “Best New Band,” which resulted in a gig at the New Orleans House of Blues, recording opportunities, and discussions with agents and record producers. As it turns out, a Grammy-winning producer, Dave Fortman, who broke the platinum act Evanescence, caught one of our shows and, at no cost, helped put out our first record.


The band was composed of me and an assortment of local fuckups with hearts of gold. I loved them dearly. After a heavy bout of drinking, my bass player allowed me to sleep in his closet for a day because we’d both determined I would feel safe in there. To be honest, it was actually pretty cozy.


It was that kind of relationship.


I carried the entire venture for more than two years—a noble but lavish effort that drained my bank account. By the time it became apparent that our hopes for a record deal were going nowhere, I was broke. As in, from millions down to a few thousand bucks. And, of course, when the money stopped flowing, the band fell apart. They didn’t take too well to me running a band like it was a trading desk—with nonstop work and cutthroat seriousness. I’d pace around and examine areas of the musical track and request obscure changes that I’ll swear by to this day. One time, I had the recording engineer locate a glockenspiel, something you’ve maybe seen in a high school band room, for a fifteen-second break in a track. It wasn’t for everyone.


After the heights of earning I had enjoyed on Wall Street and three years of traveling and trying to make it as a musician, I was screwed. I couldn’t even pay my next month’s rent, which was all of twelve hundred bucks—a paltry sum that looked more like my dry cleaning bill when I’d lived on Park Avenue a few years before. I had chased what I believed was my dream, I tried everything to make it work, but I had failed. It was excruciating to admit this to myself. This was it.


DESPERATE, I WAS REDUCED TO CALLING AN OLD FRIEND FROM MY New York days who designed men’s clothing for a small chain of stores with an outpost in New Orleans. Assuming I was peddling some kind of start-up or financial advisory package, she laughed and said, “You don’t know shit about fashion. What are you trying to sell them? Accounting software?” I explained that I needed a job, any job, before my landlord kicked me out, and she soberly replied, “Okay, sure, let me make a call.”


She recommended me as a sales clerk at the store, and after a twenty-minute coffee with a store manager who was about five years younger than me, there I was in New Orleans fetching shirts and shoes for customers to try on. Ironically, from my days of getting bespoke suits cut every other week at my tailor in the Flatiron District of Manhattan, I knew a ton about menswear—at least from a rich customer’s perspective. Being on the other end of the transaction was supremely humbling, to say the least. Often, I’d strike up conversation with a customer, trying to connect with them around a business or finance topic, only for them to smile and nod and gesture for me to pull a half size larger from the stockroom. Would you have listened to me either?


During my fifteen-minute breaks, I would hide out in the back, feverishly trying to figure out what went wrong and what the hell I would do next. My work colleagues used the proceeds from their efforts at the store to get blind drunk nightly in a string of local bars a stone’s throw from the storefront. Feeling high and mighty was useless, because if all those around you are drunks and losers, then guess what? You are too. This realization sizzled the back of my neck. I had destroyed my entire life.


I couldn’t go back to Wall Street—that unforgiving culture wouldn’t take me back. Music was also now a dead end. Lord knows, I wasn’t gunning for store manager at the men’s shop, where my salary would skyrocket to all of eighteen dollars an hour, four dollars more than I was making on the store’s showroom.


Still, my basic desire hadn’t changed. I needed money, and I wanted to be rich. But not salary rich, really rich. I just needed to spot an opportunity. At the present moment, looking around, it was clear there was zero opportunity for me at the store, or in New Orleans, for that matter.


But I did have a laptop.


From the breakroom, I scanned online gig listings, places where freelancers could score more than twenty dollars an hour doing creative projects like graphic design or even fractional business consulting. I saw there was a huge need for résumé writing—with tons of requests and few freelancers jumping in to fill the need. I could always write, and I’d even harbored a sick fascination for formatting my papers in school. And at one time I had been the one reviewing the résumés.


I figured if I took a few cheap gigs and built up a portfolio, I could raise my prices and focus on working only with executives—what I had once been a lifetime ago. From the breakroom, I wrote my first résumé. It turns out, I was good at it, and the market indeed was robust—within four months, I was making over $10,000 a month. So, I did what any young guy with a little money in his pocket would do.


I moved to Miami.


IN MIAMI, I LINKED UP WITH AN OLD FRIEND FROM NEW YORK, A good-natured trust-funder from the Upper West Side who, over a spicy tuna roll, said he had someone I had to meet. He introduced me to Ed.


Ed was running a massively successful digital consulting business. He wasn’t just making money, he was having fun. He was often seen peeling out of the entrance of his luxury condo building in a twelve-cylinder Aston Martin coupe. His place had $100K of modern furniture in it—the stuff you see in showrooms that makes young, urban males salivate. I wanted all that—it was far more than my buddies on Wall Street ever had. So I made myself useful to Ed, providing humor and commentary where needed during a few social events. Lord knows, I didn’t have enough cash to roll with him. Mostly, I listened, which is a priceless commodity on the plastic shores of Miami Beach.


He generously invited me to, essentially, trail him, and he taught me the basics of the digital agency business. My goal was to earn $100,000 per month, a nice round number, something Ed had ticked off his list a few years ago. Doing this would take single-minded focus, to the exclusion of virtually everything else, including any form of social life. Within six months, I generated more than ten clients, at a $10,000 per month retainer each, and hit my earnings goal. Within eighteen months, my bank account was back to where it was before I set off on my music adventure. Suddenly, I was rich again.


But there was one big problem.


I didn’t feel rich.


My agency clients treated me worse than the shoppers who made me fetch shoes in New Orleans.


I was not free by any means—having a beer with dinner or dinner out on the town was out of the question lest I curb any of the mental clarity necessary for withstanding another day of barraging questions. I was living like a monk.


Neither was I free to enjoy all the other aspects of life that I also wanted besides wealth. I wanted good health. I wanted time to go to the gym every day. I wanted to see friends. I wanted time for a satisfying love life. It turned out that it wasn’t nearly enough for me to earn $100,000 per month to the exclusion of everything else. It wasn’t worth it to be owned and used, essentially, like a donkey—whether I was ridden by my investment bank bosses or my digital consultancy clients.


And this is when my life took an unexpected turn.


I HAD BEEN AWARE OF SOCIAL MEDIA, OF COURSE, BUT I WAS THE sort of guy who might post once in a while on Facebook or Instagram—Hi everyone, I’m in Poland today! Why the fuck am I in Poland? I’d post a photo of food and get fifteen likes, two of which were from my parents. Not exactly influencer material.


What I did not realize, at all, was what I will refer to throughout this work as the leverage of social media. More importantly, and the reason why I’m writing this book, is that I did not realize until the moment I stepped away from my successful consultancy that there’s a very, very big difference—think in terms of an abyss—between being rich and being really rich.


It came to me in a flash: Ed was really rich. Whereas I couldn’t stand my digital agency business, Ed not only thrived in his but also had crafted a lifestyle perfectly suited to him, one in which he loved what he did, was very wealthy, and had time to pursue his many other interests. What worked for Ed didn’t work for me. Just as I’m sure there are a few lunatics who enjoy getting onto the trading floor at 4:30 a.m. as much as I abhor it.


Becoming Really Rich, in a nutshell, means establishing a thing—a product, a service, an artistic endeavor—that you love, that you’re uniquely good at, and that, most importantly, the market responds to. This means other people have to want what you have to offer; otherwise, you’re at best a hobbyist, at worst an ego-driven jackass pushing unwanted things onto the market. I damn sure didn’t want to be “that guy” in the band everyone felt sorry for, middling about until I turned forty.


I wasn’t Really Rich on Wall Street or with my digital consultancy because neither engaged me or brought out my best self. I had only half the equation figured out. More to the point, I wasn’t Really Rich as a blues musician—in fact, I was poor—because the market did not value what I was producing. We never sold more than a few dozen concert tickets and never made it to the cover of Rolling Stone, which was my dream at the time.


The key to becoming Really Rich, as will become apparent in this work, is to discover what you love and what you’re good at and continue to iterate until the market responds by showering you with wealth and a status bump—the two historic elements by which people in any given market respond to the value that you create and offer.


Although my arrival on social media was methodical, what happened next was pure iteration. I had listened to a short podcast with Naval Ravikant, the founder of AngelList, who explained that social media was a brand-new form of leverage in society that was both permissionless (videos go viral algorithmically when more people engage with them, not via a single gatekeeper) and scalable (copies of your videos are shown on everyone’s phone, free to the creator to disseminate). While floating around in my buddy’s rooftop swimming pool, I thought very clearly, I can do this.


I made a thirty-day bet with myself: make one TikTok video a day for thirty days, without telling a soul, and see what happens. If it doesn’t work out, no one will know; if it works out, everyone will know, and I’ll be an online celebrity. This is the definition, as I’d later learn to call it, of testing and iteration.


So after a few half-baked TikTok posts about digital nomading and digital marketing—well-worn social media paths—I came up with an idea to do what I’m good at: performing. I created two characters—the Rich Guy and Really Rich Guy—and began to explore different scenarios to illustrate the two lifestyles. I simply plopped both characters in a steakhouse setting and let them talk to the waiter. One was out to waste your time and position himself as a discerning diner; the other simply wanted to be left alone to eat in peace. Of course, both characters were me. I had lived the cranky, self-important life on Wall Street as Rich Guy, but began to see another way of doing business as I crashed, burned, and started over again, a more open-minded way with a long-term viewpoint.


The video gained millions of views overnight: the market not only liked what I was creating but also liked it in a big way. And when you’ve iterated and reiterated until something works, well, you just keep slamming that button until the market has had enough.


Within days, the themes I explored across all the major social media channels, primarily TikTok and YouTube, grew more serious in their intent. People were hungry to understand and be entertained by the differences between a rich, arrogant, usually salaryman lifestyle and a really rich, unpretentious, typically entrepreneurial one: Question your own boundaries. Apply kindness in all interactions. Consider your quality of life. Recognize that time, not money, is your greatest asset. I put the characters in challenges to show how each one would escape—one would run through walls, one would find a key and stroll out the front door.


You see, when you’re Really Rich, the future—whether in artificial intelligence or in other innovative fields to come—only grows richer for everyone. Getting the market to respond, of course, depends on your ability to iterate and reiterate your idea, product, or service, and it also crucially is a function of time. The most amazing part is, as long as you’re in the market iterating on something you enjoy, you’ll hit gold eventually. This was a far cry from the rapid, bloodthirsty competition I once called home on Wall Street. Finally, the light bulb went on for me.


WHAT’S IN IT FOR YOU


Over the course of developing Rich vs. Really Rich scenarios, I synthesized a system for how to actually become Really Rich. A system that didn’t just work for me but that would work for anyone: visionary start-up founder to mom-and-pop business owner. By producing skit after skit, and picking apart their elements like it was a science project, I ultimately forged what I present in this book: the underlying behaviors that every person can utilize to become Really Rich. You will learn how to make these behaviors your own and effectively wield them to cut your own path forward.


As children, we’re drilled with a mix of common sense and downright lies about the way the world works. I hope to provide sound reasoning behind the “whys” and dispel the misinformation that keeps many, including myself, confused and punching below their weight for many years. This isn’t some gooey message from an overly doting mother who’s terrified of you crossing the street. We will redefine common words—value, luck, kindness, and wealth among them—with new meanings. In fact, this new vocabulary will soon allow you to spot patterns all around you.


When traders uncover profitable strategies, they begin a process of “backtesting” to see how profitable the strategy would have been at various points throughout history. Would I have made money during the 2008 crash? You simply run the data through your algorithm. Similarly, I’ve backtested these Really Rich principles using the stories of friends and Gilded Age titans alike, and they’ve been proven true every time. If you pick me up and drop me in Mesopotamia, they’d still apply. After all, what good is a system that wanes in usefulness as we move forward (or backward) in time and innovation? Things certainly will be different in the future than they are today—we want a model for value creation that’s timeless. In this book, you’re going to get the goods.


Shockingly, I’ve found that these behaviors are also costless to add to your own life and require little to no education. They leverage what you already know and care about, which inherently makes you far more informed on the topic than I am. For example, offers to “pay your way” into a new business venture would fail compared to a strategy of taking the time to truly understand what the market wants in the first place. After reading this book, and internalizing the Really Rich behaviors, you will not be disadvantaged compared to any of the bravest, best-capitalized entrepreneurs.


Further, if implemented correctly, the behaviors will improve all aspects of your life: relationships, money, and connection to your work. There’s no corner-cutting or settling in the land of the Really Rich. And some of the work will be hard.


You’ll soon learn that when you create something good, the world can’t help but reward you. In fact, the rewards are so connected to what you’ve provided, you couldn’t stop them from coming even if you tried, like a celebrity escaping the paparazzi. You get paid whether you like it or not.


I’ve expressed here, as concisely as I can, the most valuable thing I can offer: a comprehensive understanding of the way people work and reward each other. Although the principles presented here are simple, they are also new and fresh, and certain passages will require a reread. Once you understand each area, you’ll see how each behavior fits together and supports the others like a lattice. Once you put it into motion, you’ll see the world through an entirely new lens that makes it less confusing, frustrating, and cold than it was before.


At its heart, the key to living a Really Rich lifestyle lies in iterating and reiterating your value-creative ideas until the market responds with profits and positive status. And anyone can do this with many of their own innate gifts, even if those gifts have sat dormant while the person works a job they hate in a town they wish they could escape. Whether you believe it right now or not, you have something we (humankind) want.


From my time on Wall Street, I learned firsthand that competitiveness—or “rich” behavior—can only take you so far in terms of experience and wealth. Rather, open-mindedness and creativity, or Really Rich behaviors, are truly unbounded. Here, we don’t wage war against our competitors or the guy who got the promotion; rather, we play our own true game against ourselves, following our passions and testing them in the marketplace for a nibble.


You’ll learn from local heroes, celebrities, titans of industry, lotto winners, and the guy who owns the beloved Italian restaurant on my block in Chicago, which is the city I now call home. All have some critical insights that prove the validity of the Really Rich model. Soon, you’ll realize why you can learn something from everyone—no matter where they are in life.


There are many roads to walk to amass wealth and notoriety, but Really Rich behavior allows you to do so creatively and proudly, without guilt, and in a way that makes the world a more interesting place to live.


Your behaviors will include the following:


• Create value. Grow rich by making someone else’s life easier.


• Give the market what it wants. The market, not you, decides what’s valuable.


• Iterate forever. Tinker and reinvent until someone starts clapping.


• Understand and appreciate that time is priceless.


• Optimize for quality of life, not a dollar amount.


• Exude kindness as an accelerant to wealth.


• Get humble to cross the boundary between Rich and Really Rich.


• Abandon rudeness.


• Ignore status because it impedes growth.


• Lean on creativity to become future-proof.


This isn’t some clickbait-worthy Top Ten list designed to stop you in your tracks. The Really Rich system is exhaustive, researched, and honed. There is no fat to trim. Further, you won’t need to search beyond this framework: it’s complete and self-contained. Anything else is sheer subject-matter information that you’ll need in order to pursue your chosen craft.


Don’t believe me?


Good.


I intend to shatter your worldview one page at a time.


Allow me to get technical for a moment. There may be a lot of criticism about social media and the unfolding artificial intelligence boom, but the truth is that the world is shifting from a mass-market economy to an economy that is customized, specialized, and economically boundless. It is a shift, essentially, from a zero-sum game to one that is non-zero-sum. In a non-zero-sum game, it’s possible for all players to win equally as big. In fact, another person’s wins end up further propelling your own success. When you win, so do I.


And although every one of the Really Rich behaviors relies on leveraging technology to some extent, each of us will take a separate path. Your map is different from mine, because we’re different people, with different dreams, different visions, and different skill sets.


Those of us, however, who find the courage to apply these behaviors to our entrepreneurial life and stick with them will inevitably become Really Rich. This is the world we live in. This book shows you how it all works.
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