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      Introduction


      This is a story about a kid from North Dakota who went to MIT on financial aid and dropped out, four years into a five-year

         master’s program, to turn a class project into a new high-tech company. The kid was not a straight-A student. In fact, he

         got a B on the class project. But he was excited about the device he had built and had the sense that he might be able to

         do something with it, maybe, if he talked to the right people.

      


      As it turned out, the kid was right. Three years after Pehr Anderson dropped out of MIT to start NBX Corporation the little

         Ethernet telephone prototype had grown into a ninety-person business that was eventually acquired by 3Com Corporation for

         approximately $90 million.

      


      I wrote this book because I am intimately acquainted with the story of NBX Corporation and because I believe that people can

         benefit from reading about some of the things that Pehr, his cofounders, and entrepreneurs like them go through when struggling

         to build their companies. I was engaged to Pehr Anderson during the time that he, Chris Gadda, and Alex Laats were starting

         NBX, and I am married to him now. My position as Pehr’s fiancée gave me a unique vantage point from which to view the entrepreneurial

         process.

      


      At the time that Pehr decided to drop out of school and start NBX Corporation, my student loans were beginning to come due,

         and our joint finances were rather strained. When I first heard that Pehr wanted to drop out of school and start a company,

         I became extremely frustrated, since I was doing my best just to make rent payments on our extremely modest apartment. I didn’t

         believe in playing the lottery, and I certainly didn’t believe that the strange little device that Pehr and Chris had wired

         together was ever going to turn into a multimillion-dollar success story.

      


      When Pehr tried to tell me about the amazing future of NBX Corporation, I would go into the other room, spread the month’s

         bills out on my desk, and try to figure out whether we would be able to pay them. Pehr would follow me to my desk and try

         to distract me from this reality by telling stories about the other Ethernet telephone company—which was not as good as his,

         of course—that had already been sold for $150 million!


      That sort of talk made me uncomfortable, because it seemed to me that Pehr had moved way beyond simple pie-in-the sky dreaming

         and into the land of pure insanity. When he started talking like this, I would shut my eyes and plug my ears and wait for

         him to go away.

      


      Fortunately, when Pehr got into one of these moods, there was a place where he could go.


      About once a month Pehr would get an E-mail from a man named Joost Bonsen, asking him to come to a bar on the MIT campus known

         as the Muddy Charles Pub for some beer, pizza, and informal conversation. Bonsen’s networking events were good for Pehr because

         they gave him a chance to wave his arms and float his ideas in a relatively safe environment. The other people that Bonsen

         invited to this event were entrepreneurs, too, and they knew that the boastful talk was an important part of the entrepreneurial

         process. And some of them—a fair number of them, actually—suspected that Pehr’s company might wind up being as successful

         as it eventually proved to be.

      


      The Muddy Charles Pub isn’t a pretentious place. Its charter doesn’t allow advertising of any kind (or even hanging a sign

         out front to let people know where it is), and the people who come to the pub like it that way. They like sitting in the heavy

         oak chairs, buying forty-cent bags of Cheez Doodles, and entertaining one another by sticking plastic finger puppets (shaped

         like Kenny from the South Park television show) into the jaw of a Victor mousetrap.

      


      During the day, people come to the pub to eat dollar slices of pizza, drink eight-five-cent cups of Budweiser, and watch the

         sailboats float past on the Charles River. Evenings aren’t much different: People go there to play cribbage, do group-oriented

         homework assignments, or tell gossip about the people who work there. The pub’s manager, Joe Contrada, tells me that the woman

         checking IDs in the entryway had to get a replacement last week so she could take one of her experiments up in the zero-gravity

         airplane. And it looks like they’re going to have to get another bartender soon, because the woman who brought me my ginger

         ale has just gotten her Ph.D. in aerospace engineering, and she is about to join the faculty.

      


      On most evenings, the pub is the kind of place where janitors and engineering professors can sit elbow to elbow and shoot

         the breeze. But one evening each month, when Bonsen sends out his invitations, the pub is transformed into a place where folks

         who are trying to decide whether to quit their jobs and start new high-tech companies can ask entrepreneurs what it’s like

         on the front lines.

      


      Bonsen holds his networking events at the Muddy Charles Pub because the beers are cheap, the atmosphere is conducive to enthusiastic

         conversations, and the bar has been a second home for entrepreneurs ever since it began in the late 1970s. “This is not a

         new thing for us,” Joe Contrada tells me. “It’s always been a great place for people to hang out and talk about baseball,

         their love lives, or how they are going to make their next million. And it’s all very parallel. You always do your best stuff

         when you’re comfortable and not under pressure to do something that has a very tiny vested interest. You have a little bit

         more brainstorming, a little bit more ‘What if?’ kind of stuff.”

      


      Because Bonsen’s goal is to make entrepreneurs feel comfortable about what they are doing, he goes out of his way to ensure

         that the people he invites are truly interested in sharing their stories. All too often, Bonsen tells me, a person who does

         not understand the rules of entrepreneurial etiquette will try to profit from the experience of others without saying what

         they themselves are hoping to accomplish.

      


      “Somebody says, ‘I have this great idea,’” Bonsen says. “Well, what is it? ‘I can’t tell you.’ Well, all right. Hmm. When

         faced with this, I usually try to be charitable and say, ‘Well, okay. No problem, no problem. What’s the general area that

         you are trying to address?’ And then they look at me kind of blank. ‘Well, what do you mean?’ For example, is it industrial

         or agricultural? And they say, ‘Well, I can’t tell you; that would give it away.’

      


      “You know, please.


      “Sometimes I’m harsh, and I’ll tell them, ‘Don’t waste my time.’ Other times, I’m much kinder and I say, ‘Listen, I’d be happy

         to think about this further. Send me a one-page summary of what you’re up to.’ And the fact is, that’s a useful thing for

         anybody to do. But it’s especially good advice for somebody who I think has been smoking a little too much of the Jamaican

         stuff or has a natural supply, intracranial. Under these conditions I say, ‘Well, put it on one page—not very much, just the

         essentials—and send me an E-mail.’ Ninety-nine percent of the time they don’t send me anything.”

      


      Another criteria Bonsen uses to decide whether or not to add a new person to his mailing list is whether or not the idea seems

         as if it would be theoretically possible, given the current state of science. “I see people who say, ‘I’ve got this great

         new idea: I’m going to build antigravity boots,’” Bonsen says. “And I think, ‘Well, okay, are you bringing anything to the

         table here?’ And they say, ‘No, I’m an artist, but I have this vision.’ And I say, ‘Come on, what the hell are you bringing

         to the table? Vision? That’s not vision; that’s delusion!’

      


      “Maybe eventually, in the future, after plenty of research and a few scientific breakthroughs, somebody will figure out how

         to do this. But I am highly dubious that some artist with a vision or some business weenie with a business plan will have

         cracked the nut of antigravity and be ready, for a mere two million dollars first round, to solve this problem and ship antigravity

         boots. Bullshit! It’s just not going to happen.”

      


      When Bonsen asks the alleged antigravity-boot manufacturers to send him a one-page summary describing their plans, “They write

         up one paragraph that says, ‘I propose to bring the world this earthshaking technology that will literally lift humanity.

         I’m a visionary. I can see humanity elevated already.’

      


      “Aah, yes,” Bonsen says. “You are indeed a visionary. Yes. You have visions.”


      Bonsen’s elaborate screening processes are important because they allow him to introduce new entrepreneurs to the specific

         technologists, venture capitalists, and corporate lawyers with whom they’re likely to share common interests. But even more

         importantly, they allow Bonsen to keep tabs on the progress of various individuals and to encourage technologists to make

         their own connections.

      


      Bonsen knows that, in general, the scientists and engineers who hang out at the Muddy Charles Pub aren’t all that great at

         networking. In fact, many of the folks on his mailing list need to be coaxed out of the lab and eased down to the pub in the

         first place. But Bonsen also knows that if he gives the technologists a short list of people that they absolutely must meet

         and provides them with specific reasons why they should overcome their shyness and attempt to strike up conversations, some

         rather important connections will eventually be forged. Therefore, to ensure that his events will be much more productive

         than a regular cocktail party, where the barriers between people who are not introduced to one another yield a situation “where

         all you do is talk about bullshit,” the self-described “venture catalyst” positions himself in the pub’s narrow doorway and

         provides instructions to every person who comes by.

      


      “What I’m trying to do at my events,” Bonsen says, “is orchestrate serendipity—boost the odds that some great connections

         actually occur so that the people leave better off than they were before. If I can help people concentrate on things that

         are more important and have greater odds of success, I can maximize human progress—at least in my own small way.”

      


      To help speed up the pace of human interaction, Bonsen might say, “Listen. So-and-so is in that circle, and so-and-so will

         introduce you to everybody else in that circle. If I were you, I would go up to him and say, ‘Joost suggested that I talk

         to you about what I’m doing.’”

      


      When Pehr Anderson was wandering around the MIT campus, trying to figure out what to do with his idea for a new kind of telephone,

         three separate people told him to look up Alex Laats inside MIT’s Technology Licensing Office (TLO). Like many of the would-be

         entrepreneurs who hang out at the Muddy, Pehr was too shy to go up to Laats and introduce himself after only one or two suggestions.

         But the third time somebody told him to talk to Laats, he took the advice. It’s a good thing that he did: Laats had already developed a

         significant trust relationship with a venture capitalist named Charles Harris, who has a habit of providing seed financing

         to new high-risk companies. And Harris had already developed a relationship with an executive headhunter named Chuck Ramsey,

         who has made a career out of pairing bright young technologists with top-notch CEOs.

      


      By overcoming his shyness and forcing himself to share his Ethernet telephone idea, Anderson was able to create the trust

         relationships that were necessary for the formation of a successful company.

      


      When Pehr started talking with people about his Ethernet telephone idea, he had a few things going for him. He was a highly

         skilled engineer, and he knew that he had stumbled upon a great idea. But he was also lucky: He made the right connections,

         and he developed trust relationships with the right people. Unfortunately, many other technologists are not as lucky as Pehr

         was.

      


      Part of the reason why Bonsen makes such a big deal about keeping the paranoid schizophrenics and the antigravity-boot visionaries

         off his mailing list is because he understands what can happen when you trust the wrong people.

      


      This is what happens: Your company breaks down from the inside, everybody’s feelings get hurt, and people who used to be very

         excited about forging ahead in new areas of technology get jobs in the basements of big, impersonal labs and never, ever,

         talk about what happened.

      


      “It’s difficult for technical people to know whom to trust,” a research scientist told me under the cover of anonymity during

         lunch at a seafood restaurant. After the scientist made this statement, he stood up, looked around the restaurant, and then

         went on with his story. “If you don’t have the experience to know what is good or not, it’s very easy to get screwed.”

      


      The research scientist wanted me to know, and to put in my book, that it is very hard for a highly trained technologist with

         no business experience to figure out whether a person who says he has certain business connections actually has them and whether

         a given business deal is actually fair. “This stuff isn’t obvious,” the scientist emphasized. “A lot of this stuff isn’t written

         down, and the process is still a bit mystifying to me. I know you have to talk to people, but people aren’t always forthcoming

         with information.”

      


      Part of the reason why I decided to put this book together was to provide scientists and engineers with the kind of business

         information that isn’t always forthcoming in casual conversations. But another reason I wrote it was to illustrate how these

         barriers can be overcome through examples from NBX and other companies.

      


      My goal was to find out what works, and what doesn’t work, from the people who know: venture capitalists, entrepreneurs, chief

         executive officers, technologists, and spouses of the above. I was interested in studying the relationships that provide the

         foundation upon which new companies are built. I was interested in learning why some relationships worked well and why others

         fell apart. Finally, I was interested in finding out how people decided whom to trust and how they came to the realization

         that their trust had been misplaced.

      


      To answer these questions, I interviewed more than 150 entrepreneurs, venture capitalists, corporate lawyers, and high-tech

         employees over a period of two and a half years.

      


      I tried to get a diverse group of men and women from various ethnic and socioeconomic backgrounds. I interviewed people in

         small cafés and fancy restaurants, in corner offices within tall Boston skyscrapers and in dimly lit start-up warehouses.

      


      I interviewed a software guru in Bellevue, Washington; a medical-records entrepreneur just outside New York City; and a research

         scientist in Palo Alto, California. But I mainly concentrated on people in the Boston area.

      


      I interviewed a nineteen-year-old college student who had been in the country for less than two years and an eighty-two-year-old

         banker who could trace his ancestors back to the Mayflower. In the process of conducting these interviews, I learned all sorts of different things. The nineteen-year-old told me that

         when he is making the transition from student to entrepreneur, he puts on a special cap. The eighty-two-year-old told me that

         if a person has served as the captain of a nuclear submarine, it means he is level-headed.

      


      Some of the stories made me laugh out loud; others defied all attempts at categorization. But all the stories took me inside

         people’s minds and taught me things that I would never have been able to figure out on my own.

      


      To supplement the information I was getting in my informal chats at the Muddy Charles Pub and my formal interviews in cafés,

         offices, and living rooms, I started going to early-morning networking breakfasts, late-night networking dinners, Saturday

         seminars, and everything else I could think of. I signed up for events at the MIT Enterprise Forum, I helped coordinate events

         at the MIT Founder Forum, and presented some of my research at Richard Shyduroff’s Entrepreneur’s Club.

      


      As my research progressed, I got a job inside the Sloan School of Management, creating a written record of Ken Morse’s “E-Lab”

         Entrepreneurship Class. And so I spent a semester writing down every single word that was uttered by professors, guest speakers,

         and students as each attempted to convey what he knew about high-tech entrepreneurship.

      


      I went to these seminars not only to find out what the speakers had to say but also what the people in the audience were trying

         to learn.

      


      The thing I discovered after sitting through countless hours of question-and-answer sessions was that entrepreneurs and would-be

         entrepreneurs really just wanted to hear other entrepreneurs tell their stories. No press-release mumbo jumbo, no holier-than-thou

         crap. Just the facts.

      


      People wanted to hear someone say that when you get out of a situation that you truly detest it really does feel as if the weight of the world has been lifted off your shoulders and you really do start to walk taller. They wanted to hear, in as much detail as possible, what it felt like to go through a bankruptcy and

         how exactly a person could bounce back—fiscally as well as emotionally. Finally, they wanted to know what specific things

         entrepreneurs would do differently if they had the chance to do it over again.

      


      Some of the people I interviewed for this book were much better off for having quit their jobs and tried their hands at high-tech

         entrepreneurship, while others were worse off for having had the experience. But all of them were glad that they had the opportunity

         to take matters into their own hands.

      


      One woman told me that six weeks after she resigned from her job, “my colitis went away, and I’ve never had it back. It was

         just the stress of the job and all of that.

      


      “Don’t tell me that I’ve never had stress, now, running my own firm. But there is something about being in control of your

         own destiny and being able to make choices. I’ve had ups and downs in my business, but I just knew that I was the one who

         was to be depended on.”

      


      I’m not going to tell you that quitting your job and trying your hand at entrepreneurship is a surefire cure for colitis,

         and I’m certainly not going to tell you that following the advice laid out in this book will help you to become a multimillionaire.

         But I will say that if you’ve made up your mind to start your own company, there are some things you can do to avoid making

         mistakes that have already been made.

      


      Some of the stories contained in this book will frighten you, others will teach you valuable lessons, and still others will

         make you laugh. But all of them will help you draw your own conclusions about what is “normal” within the crazy, mixed-up

         world of high-tech entrepreneurship.

      


   

      Chapter One


      THE ENTREPRENEURIAL MIND


      A year ago my husband and I took a train ride through Germany’s Rhine River valley. As I looked out the window at the gorgeous

         scenery, I noticed a curious event going on in the seat across from me. A four-year-old girl had dropped her ticket between

         the slats of the train’s heating unit, and this carelessness had caused her mother to become extremely frustrated. The four-year-old

         was not at all sorry about dropping her ticket, but the mother was fighting back tears. She pressed her hand against her forehead

         and tried to avoid looking at her daughter.

      


      A cyclist in a nearby seat noticed the woman’s duress and removed a tool kit from his backpack. After a short conference with

         the woman, he began to disassemble the heating unit. While the cyclist labored over the air grate, the four-year-old pouted.

         “It’s not my fault,” she seemed to say. “I didn’t do anything wrong.” She made her hands into fists and kicked the side of

         the train.

      


      Although the cyclist tried every screwdriver in his tool kit, he wasn’t able to extract the fallen ticket. After fifteen minutes

         of tinkering, he reassembled the heating unit and went back to his seat.

      


      The situation was eventually resolved when the ticket taker came around to collect our fares. He took one look at the angry

         four-year-old and let the family ride.

      


      As I watched the scene play itself out, I began to feel sorry for the girl’s mother. It must have been devastating to watch

         one’s four-year-old drop an expensive ticket down an air vent. To have the child stage a tantrum about it must have been simply

         unbearable. Next time, I thought, the woman would have to do a better job of teaching her four-year-old to hold on to her

         ticket. Or perhaps she would learn that it’s a bad idea to put train tickets into the hands of four-year-olds.

      


      After the group had left the train, I asked my husband, Pehr Anderson, whether he had noticed the ticket incident.


      “Of course,” he snapped. “I could hardly ignore it.”


      I told him that I felt bad for the woman, since the lost ticket must have represented a significant financial hardship. I

         was glad that the ticket taker had allowed the family to ride, anyway.

      


      “Eurail shouldn’t be issuing paper-based tickets,” Pehr retorted. “The airlines have switched to electronic ticketing. I don’t

         know why the trains are still using paper.”

      


      I was surprised by Pehr’s reaction, since it reminded me so much of the expression I had seen on the four-year-old’s face.

         Pehr shared the four-year-old’s view that the lost ticket was not the girl’s fault. The system was broken, and it needed to

         be changed. The little girl had done the world a favor by pointing this out.

      


      “Do you have any idea how impossible it would be to convince every train station in Europe to switch over to an electronic

         ticketing system?” I asked Pehr. “You’d have to negotiate with representatives from all sorts of different countries, and

         none of them would speak English as a first language.”

      


      “Paper-based tickets are obsolete,” Pehr grumbled. “There’s no reason to make people carry around paper tickets.”


      I thought about how difficult it would be to convince Eurail to change its ticketing system and how easy it would be to simply

         purchase another ticket. In my mind, there was no question about the better option. If riding Eurail meant keeping track of

         a paper ticket, then I would figure out a way to keep track of a paper ticket.

      


      But then, I’m not an entrepreneur.


      Instead of trying to change the world to meet my needs, I’m perfectly willing to alter my behavior to meet the world on its

         terms. When I encounter unpleasant situations, I try to resolve them quickly and then go on to other matters.

      


      When the ticket problem was resolved, I opened my travel book and read about different places we could go for dinner. “There’s

         a really famous cathedral in Cologne,” I told Pehr. “Maybe we should look at it.”

      


      But Pehr was not interested in thinking about an ancient cathedral. Instead of being happy that the ticket situation had resolved

         itself, Pehr spent the remainder of the train ride scribbling notes onto his Palm Pilot. The ticket incident had provided

         him with an amazing entrepreneurial opportunity, and he was determined to figure out how much it was worth.

      


      Pehr had no interest in worrying about something as boring as eating, since that was not the sort of problem that could be

         permanently solved. “We eat, and we get hungry again,” he said. “If we fix the ticket problem, no one else will ever have

         to worry about losing a paper ticket.”

      


      Instead of helping evaluate the different restaurants in my guidebook, Pehr suggested that we grab a bag of doughnuts and

         jump back on the train. The little girl did not have the resources she needed to bring electronic tickets to Eurail, but Pehr

         might.

      


      Or he might not.


      I wasn’t kidding when I told Pehr that it would be just about impossible to convince Eurail to adopt an electronic ticketing

         system. Pehr isn’t European, and he doesn’t even live in Europe. It would be better to leave the ticket opportunity for someone

         else.

      


      But that didn’t matter to Pehr. Pehr didn’t care whether or not he would actually be able to transform the way Eurail handled

         its ticketing. What he cared about was that he had found a problem that needed to be fixed. It didn’t matter whether Pehr

         would solve the problem or move on to something closer to his area of expertise. What mattered was that the problem existed.

      


      When I told Pehr that I couldn’t understand why he was spending so much time worrying about something that had nothing to

         do with him, he scowled. “You’re no fun,” he complained. If he had been back in Cambridge, hanging out at the Muddy Charles

         Pub, he would have received lots of praise and encouragement for his amazing ability to notice that Eurail was broken. But

         Pehr wasn’t at the Muddy Charles Pub. He was stuck in a foreign city with a person who was not an entrepreneur, and his idea

         was not being encouraged. Frustrated, he scribbled the last fragments of his idea onto his Palm Pilot.

      


      As Pehr wrote, I found a place for us to have dinner.


      Throwing Teddy Out of the Pram


      Entrepreneurs are like that. Instead of worrying about visiting historical landmarks and figuring out what to have for dinner,

         entrepreneurs try to figure out how they can change the world. A normal person would be satisfied with sampling the local

         cuisine and posing for a photograph in front of the ancient cathedral, but the people who start new high-tech businesses are

         different from normal people. It’s not enough for them to touch a building or sample a recipe that has stood the test of time.

         Entrepreneurs aren’t satisfied until they have made a lasting impact on their surroundings.

      


      Unfortunately, this overwhelming desire to change the world can be extremely frustrating when it manifests itself on a daily

         basis.

      


      A year after Pehr and I returned from Europe, I went out for a cappuccino with a man named David Gill. Gill is the head of

         the innovation and growth unit at London’s HSBC bank, and he’s seen hundreds of entrepreneurs struggle through the early phases

         of starting a new high-tech company. “The ideal entrepreneur is not the kind of person that you’d want as a personal friend,”

         Gill tells me. “The phrase we use in England is ‘throwing Teddy out of the pram.’ If they don’t get their way, they get very

         upset. Without realizing it, they tend to be manipulative.

      


      “Entrepreneurs have to be completely driven by vision, such that they only see what they want to see. Sometimes businesses

         go off the rails because they have a CEO who can’t see some of the warning signs, but that’s why there needs to be a team

         of at least two. You need the ‘Genghis Khan’ CEO and the ‘safe pair of hands’ CFO.

      


      “The CFO is the guy who looks after the numbers and tends to the casualties. He’s the person who smooths things over after

         the great general chair comes through. And often you couldn’t reverse the roles. The guy who is a superlative number two is

         probably never going to be a Genghis Khan.”

      


      I try to picture following Genghis Khan around on the fields of battle and counting the number of people he’d killed. I imagine

         it would be rather exhausting. Following Genghis Khan around would mean putting up with extremely unpleasant living conditions

         and pulling all sorts of wacky stunts. It would probably be something like traveling with Pehr around Europe and trying to

         convince him to trade doughnuts for a decent dinner.

      


      Far from the Maddening Crowd


      Making the decision to quit one’s day job and become a Genghis Khan of entrepreneurship can make a person extremely lonely.

         “It’s like suddenly going off to college when all of your friends stay in high school,” entrepreneur Carol Gebert tells me.

         “Suddenly it seems that there are only about three people in the entire world you can talk to. You can’t share the entrepreneurial

         experience with people around you because they don’t understand.”

      


      Gebert and I were sitting in her kitchen in Cambridge, talking about her experience starting an “e-business infrastructure

         provider for the pharmaceutical industry” called Central Dogma. As Gebert described her plans for bringing the benefits of

         large-company vertical integration to the myriad of emerging biotech start-ups, I noticed a gleam in her eye that seemed vaguely

         familiar. The gleam spoke of stubbornness and intelligence, of mischief and curiosity. It was the same gleam I had seen in

         the eyes of Pehr and the unruly four-year-old.

      


      “Do you really want to know what it’s like to start a new high-tech company?” Gebert’s eyes seemed to ask. I leaned forward

         to hear what she had to say. As I listened, I began to feel as though I were being challenged to a game of chicken.

      


      “Before you can become an entrepreneur,” Gebert instructs, “you’ve got to look deep inside yourself and overcome certain existential

         issues. Your ability to withstand adversity is directly related to your ability to understand those existential issues.

      


      “It takes a lot of ego to start a new high-tech company. It takes so much self-confidence that sometimes you even start to

         wonder whether it’s delusion. The very first thing you have to decide is whether or not you believe in yourself. Are you following

         a vision, or are you being deluded? Can you decide, deep down, that you’re going to go for it? Or are you just dabbling? Because

         if you’re dabbling, what’s the point? It’s just a hobby for you. You’re not on the road to becoming an entrepreneur.”

      


      Gebert first started down the road toward becoming an entrepreneur when she was a postdoctoral researcher in Boston University’s

         molecular biology department. Her first experience with the entrepreneurial process involved getting together with a friend,

         talking about starting a company, and filling notepad after notepad with amazing ideas. But after six weeks of “dabbling,”

         Gebert realized that she wanted to progress to the next level. And that meant quitting her day job and working on the company

         full-time. As long as Gebert and her partner were fully employed as biotechnology researchers, their business idea was going

         to remain a hobby. And that wasn’t good enough for Gebert.

      


      Gebert was serious about starting a company, and she hoped her friend would demonstrate an equal level of commitment. But

         Gebert’s friend wasn’t willing to give up his safe job at the lab and take a risk on a high-tech start-up. He was proud of

         the work he had done to earn his position and saw no reason to walk away from what he had. More importantly, he didn’t enjoy

         the entrepreneurial process as much as Gebert did.

      


      “Every time there was a little bit of adversity, my friend would get downhearted,” Gebert remembers. “He would say, ‘This

         is not clear. It’s only going to work if it’s really simple and clear.’” Gebert’s friend didn’t understand that starting a

         company involves discovering new and better ways to get around some extremely difficult problems. “Every time you come up

         against adversity, you’ve got to find some way around it,” Gebert says. “If it’s easy, then it’s likely that someone else

         has already come up with that idea.”

      


      Gebert tried to convince her friend that the little difficulties and frustrations were all part of the fun of starting a new

         enterprise, but her friend didn’t share Gebert’s passion for risk taking. Besides, Gebert’s friend wasn’t interested in changing

         the world. If he had been on the train with Pehr and me, he would have been more than happy to check out the cathedral and

         help me look for a decent place to eat dinner.

      


      When Gebert realized that her coworker wasn’t going to join her, she had to reevaluate her own level of commitment. It had

         taken years of hard work to earn the position of postdoc at Boston University. Founding a new high-tech start-up would take

         even more hard work, and there was no guarantee that the enterprise would be successful. Was Gebert actually willing to walk

         away from everything she had worked for to start from scratch for the second time?

      


      As Gebert pondered these issues, she tried to consider her predicament in a much larger historical context. There might be

         only three people that Gebert could talk to about her experience, but history books are filled with people who took gigantic

         risks and came out on top.

      


      “When William the Conqueror crossed from Normandy into England, the first thing he did was burn all the ships,” Gebert says.

         “His troops had to either fight to the death or win. I think the same thing happens in business. If you’re really going to

         go all the way, then you must close your exits. You must create a situation where you can’t go back.”

      


      Given the ease with which high-tech professionals can acquire new jobs, I have a hard time imagining how Gebert could reproduce

         the commitment level of burning one’s ships. But for some people, the potential embarrassment of having to admit defeat is

         a powerful motivator. “When you resign from your job and tell everyone around you that you’re going to do this, you start

         to really commit yourself,” Gebert explains. “I hate admitting I’m wrong, so for me it was more of a psychological decision.”

      


      Whenever Gebert starts to feel downhearted about her business, she imagines being harassed by a jealous friend. “I thought

         you were going to start a business,” the friend taunts. “Eeh! You’ve given up! You’ve gotten a job!”

      


      “I don’t think so,” Gebert retorts.


      Branded for Life: Start-ups and Navel Piercings


      Making the decision to commit oneself fully to a new and uncertain enterprise can catapult a person into an entirely new psychological

         zone. And once a person has decided to take such a leap in her professional life, she may find it necessary to make similar

         adaptations in other parts of her life as well.

      


      “When you reach that point, you start to listen to those little pieces of advice that everybody has been telling you all these

         years,” Gebert reflects. “Is your marriage really so good? Is your health really so good? You’ve got to look inside yourself

         and figure out whether there is anything else you’re deluding yourself about. Some people take up jogging or lose weight or

         face childhood trauma issues, or whatever. I’ve heard of people changing their style of clothing or getting a tattoo.”

      


      Gebert’s decision to go for it professionally prompted her to make her own unique statement. “I pierced my navel,” she says

         proudly. “The reason I pierced my navel was because I had been asking myself why I would want to give up a fairly safe track

         that was not going to lead to ten million dollars but was going to lead to a decent lifestyle. When I examined that question,

         I came down to the fact that I would never forgive myself if I didn’t try.

      


      “For me, the definition of hell is to be old and to say to yourself, ‘Geez, I could have been great, and I should have been

         great, and I would have been great except that I couldn’t take the risk.’ I couldn’t live my life like that. I pierced my

         navel to remind myself, for the rest of my life, that there is no reason other than the fact that I am compelled to try. And

         compulsion itself is a good enough reason to do something.”

      


      What Happens When the Lights Go Out?


      While Carol Gebert was deciding to start Central Dogma, Owen Johnson and John Immel were launching Internet consulting companies

         in different parts of Cambridge. Johnson and Immel started their companies as undergraduates at MIT and Harvard, respectively.

         Both enjoyed a rapid increase in the demand for their consulting services, and both were obliged to move out of their university-sponsored

         housing shortly after they received their diplomas. When the time came to establish new corporate headquarters, both entrepreneurs

         chose to move their growing businesses into apartment-based offices in the greater Boston area.

      


      Johnson and Immel were extremely pleased that the demand for their consulting services continued to grow and grow, and both

         entrepreneurs worked extremely hard to manage their growing businesses. Both became so engrossed with meeting their customers’

         needs that they forgot about how much they were straining the electrical systems of their ancient apartments.

      


      On separate days during the hottest parts of the summer, both Owen Johnson and John Immel blew fuses.


      Johnson’s fuse blew in the middle of a standard workday. “The house didn’t have a breaker box; it had an old-style fuse box,

         so we had to hunt down fuses at a local hardware store,” Johnson remembers. “We found one old and dusty box of fuses that

         looked like it would work, and we were lucky that it did.”

      


      Realizing that the company’s ever-increasing fleet of computers had exceeded the capabilities of the old house’s electrical

         system, Johnson and his coworkers rearranged their office layout so that the computers would draw from different electrical

         circuits. But this solution was only temporary: After the power outages occurred several more times, Johnson resolved the

         situation by installing a proper breaker box and hoping for the best.

      


      “Luckily, power wasn’t an issue that winter,” Johnson recalls.


      The lights went out on John Immel while he was interviewing a prospective hire. He had just turned on the air conditioner

         when the house went dark. Immel was a bit surprised to have the lights go out during the middle of an interview, but he tried

         to appear nonchalant. “I guess we’ll have to go downstairs to find the fuse box,” he said.

      


      Before coming to interview with Immel’s company, the candidate had never set foot in a high-tech start-up. He had spent his

         entire professional life inside a major corporation, well shielded from the peculiarities of start-up life. Since he had no

         experience with young companies, he had no way to evaluate whether it was normal for an apartment-based Internet consulting

         company to experience a power outage during the hottest part of the summer. All the interview candidate knew was that he was

         dripping with sweat, he could barely see, and John Immel had just invited him to go down to the basement to hunt for a fuse

         box.

      


      The candidate was surprised, but he was also curious. So he followed Immel down the stairs.


      As he approached the darkened basement, he started to feel skeptical about the job he was walking into. When Immel stumbled

         around the dusty basement in search of the fuse box, the candidate had a chance to evaluate some of his own existential issues.

         So this is what people mean when they say that start-ups are wacky, the candidate thought. He hadn’t expected the job to involve stumbling around a darkened basement, but that’s exactly what

         happened.

      


      As Immel searched, the candidate tried to gauge whether he wanted to deal with the rigors of start-up life.


      In the end, he decided he didn’t.


      I did not spend four years in college, two years in grad school, and four years inside a major corporation so I could wander

            around a basement in search of a fuse box, the candidate thought. He was annoyed, and he was hot, and he was frustrated. He didn’t see the light at the end of the tunnel

         in the same way that Johnson and Immel did. There was no gleam in the candidate’s eye. When he looked around the darkened

         basement, he saw nothing but darkness.

      


      If he had been on the train with me and Pehr, he would have borrowed my travel guide, taken out his cell phone, and called

         ahead to make reservations.

      


      At a high-tech start-up there is no such thing as making reservations. The kind of person who is comfortable with the experience

         of entrepreneurship lives his life from minute to minute. A person who needs the security of a well-constructed itinerary

         would be better off inside a well-established corporation.

      


      When the interview candidate stared into the blackness of Immel’s basement, he became much more comfortable with his present

         job. The big company might not give him any stock options, but at least they provided electricity.

      


      When the lights were back on, the candidate thanked Immel for his time.


      And then he left.


      And that was fine with John Immel.


      At a high-tech start-up, it’s extremely important for every single employee to feel comfortable dealing with things like blown

         fuse boxes. And it’s far better to discover this during one’s job interview than after one has made a serious commitment to

         the new organization.

      


      Making Educated Guesses


      The personality traits that make a person feel comfortable taking a risk on a high-tech start-up are very similar to those

         that make one comfortable with other forms of gambling, including blackjack. And at MIT, the blackjack players have organized

         themselves into an underground community that is very similar to the community of entrepreneurs that exists at the Muddy Charles

         Pub.

      


      MIT’s Blackjack Team, or card-counting club, attracts new members by stapling photocopied flyers onto bulletin boards around

         the institute. While the club has no official affiliation with the institute, no one on the MIT campus bats an eyelash when

         ten or fifteen students and alumni commandeer an empty classroom and play a few games of cards. “It’s definitely not superorganized,”

         a current card counter tells me. “It’s more of a fly-by-the-seat-of-your-pants kind of thing. There is no faculty involvement

         whatsoever.”

      


      Because of the necessity of keeping one’s card-counting skills hidden from the dealers at casinos, who prefer to play with

         those people who are more likely to lose, members of the MIT card-counting club tend to keep a rather low profile, often drifting

         in and out of the club over time. “It’s not really a club,” my contact emphasizes. “It’s more of a team—a money-making venture.

         I think for most of the students it’s a way to have fun and get a little cash for school. You have to be either a dropout

         or an alumnus to make it a serious endeavor.”

      


      Serious card counters understand that if they want to get good, they must spend a considerable amount of time playing blackjack,

         practicing hand signals, and developing trust relationships with fellow team members. The trust relationships are extremely

         important in the business of card counting because the most difficult thing about playing organized blackjack is making sure

         that dealers never figure out what is actually going on. Once a casino has identified a person as a card counter, the person’s

         name and likeness are immediately circulated on something called the Griffin list, which, I am told, has the power to keep

         people out of casinos for the rest of their lives.

      


      Casinos have good reason to be wary of card counters, because if blackjack players reach a certain level of proficiency, they

         can actually tip the odds in their favor.

      


      If a person goes out onto the casino floor without any understanding of the rules of blackjack, he is likely to lose an average

         of $2 or $3 each time he lays down a $100 bet. A person who uses a technique called “basic strategy” to decide whether or

         not to request a new card is likely to lose an average of 33 cents every time he lays down a $100 bet.

      


      The game of blackjack becomes interesting, and even profitable, when a blackjack player realizes that the probability of being

         dealt a winning hand changes depending on which cards have already been dealt. If a skilled blackjack player can train himself

         to keep track of those cards that have already been dealt, he can use this information to determine whether or not he is likely

         to be dealt a winning combination in his next hand.

      


      If a blackjack player determines that all of the tens, jacks, queens, kings, and aces in a given deck have already been dealt,

         he can choose to wager a very small amount of money or avoid betting entirely. If, on the other hand, a blackjack player observes

         that a great many ones, twos, threes, fours, fives, and sixes have already left the deck, he may choose to increase the amount

         of money he puts on the table to take advantage of the fact that the cards remaining are likely to be tens, jacks, queens,

         kings, and aces.

      


      It takes a great deal of study and a great deal of hands-on training to get good enough at counting cards to tip the odds

         in one’s favor. The city of Las Vegas is itself a sizzling, smoking, flashing-neon-light reminder that the vast majority of

         would-be card counters fail miserably. But there are some people who enjoy math for its own sake and who enjoy the applied

         mathematics of casino gambling in particular. These are the people who spend weeks, months, and even years studying blackjack

         and casino gambling in an effort to determine, in any given card game, whether or not the next hand is likely to be a winner.

      


      Skilled card counters know that if they can avoid becoming distracted by the free drinks and scantily clad women long enough

         to count cards, calculate the odds of winning, and make informed decisions about how much to wager, they can tip the odds

         in their favor. Instead of losing $3 each time they put down $100, a skilled card counter can actually win money.

      


      How much a card counter wins depends on the amount of money that is being put to work and the numbers of bets that the card

         counter is willing to make. My contact tells me that in recent years the MIT blackjack team was gambling with approximately

         $1.5 million, built up from an initial investment of some $200,000. At one point the club had so much cash to put to work

         and so few card counters that they were forced to “push the max,” playing up to a maximum bet of $15,000. “You’d do maybe

         one hand of a grand to two hands of $10,000,” my contact remembers. “We had more money than the casinos would let us play

         with.”

      


      As long as the casinos are convinced that the card counters are no more than ignorant hicks taking a break from betting on

         hog futures to play a few hands of blackjack, they will do whatever it takes to keep the card counters around. My contact

         tells me stories of free food, free booze, and complimentary hotel rooms offered in the vain hope that the high rollers’ luck

         will eventually change.

      


      A skilled card counter must work very hard to convince jaded blackjack dealers that it was nothing more scientific than their

         lucky rabbit’s foot that caused them to win so much money and that they really are putting their life’s savings at risk when

         they decide to play another $10,000 hand. For if a card counter should slip up and reveal that he is being paid to make bets with a bankroll of his own and other people’s money, his card-counting career will come to an abrupt end.

      


      This is what happened to Semyon Dukach: He became so good at counting cards and won so much money that the casinos eventually

         caught on to his technique. Once Dukach’s likeness was circulated on the notorious Griffin list—a report compiled by Las Vegas

         detective agency Griffin Investigations Inc.—he had no choice but to hang up his aces and look for a new game.

      


      Dukach could still teach new kids how to count cards, and he was welcome to invest his own money in the club’s communal kitty.

         But now that he was “burned out,” the adrenaline rushes were reserved for the younger kids.

      


      With card counting no longer an option, Dukach put some of his winnings into a high-tech company called Fast Engines, whose

         mission was to reduce the amount of time it takes to reach Web sites on the Internet. And the more time Dukach spent on his

         high-tech start-up, the more he began to like it. “You can’t just make money,” Dukach tells me. “You have to feel like you’re

         doing something good for the world. I am very proud of creating this thing called Fast Engines.”

      


      The good work that Semyon did involved bringing together a group of really great people. “I had that in blackjack as well—a

         sense of team-work with the people that we went to the casinos with and the people that I trained and organized. But there

         was nothing that we really created together. It was kind of like a quick thrill. We went, we played, we made money. It was

         fun, but we weren’t creating real value. Whereas here, as a group, we can be proud of the product. We can be proud of the

         customers using the product, making their lives easier, making their Web sites faster. I mean, we have this thing that’s really

         fast, and that generates pride as well.”

      


      Dukach has reason to be proud of the work he did at Fast Engines: in March 2000, the company was acquired by Adero, Inc. for

         an amount that the company’s investors could feel very good about.

      


      It’s Only Dangerous If You Don’t Know What You’re Doing


      One bright afternoon, sometime before Fast Engines was acquired by Adero, Pehr and I ran into Semyon and his family at a Cambridge

         café. After Pehr and Semyon had compared notes about their various entrepreneurial ideas, Semyon asked us if we wanted to

         go hang gliding with him the next day. I told Semyon that I thought the sport sounded too dangerous but if Pehr wanted to

         go, I’d be happy to watch.

      


      Semyon tried to allay my fears by explaining his philosophy of risk management, which went something like this: Very few people

         die in hang gliding crashes. Problems occur when people forget to strap themselves into their safety harnesses. Thus, if a person trusts himself to perform

         a few simple safety checks, hang gliding can be viewed as a relatively safe activity.

      


      Semyon Dukach is the kind of person who can be relied upon to perform a few simple safety checks each and every time he decides

         to go hang gliding. And for this reason, the sport of hang gliding appears nearly 100 percent safe, within Semyon’s frame

         of reference.

      


      Semyon’s speech about the extremely rational, and completely safe, sport of hang gliding was enough to convince Pehr to join

         him on the mountain. But when I think about hang gliding, I imagine people who are much less rational, and much less methodical,

         than Semyon Dukach. The hang gliders in my imagination get so excited about the prospect of soaring like birds that they rush

         toward the edge of a cliff without buckling their safety harnesses. And in so doing, they mess up the sport’s otherwise immaculate

         safety record.

      


      As skeptical as I was about hang gliding, I was also a bit curious. So when Pehr and Semyon drove up to New Hampshire, I went

         with them.

      


      On the way to the cliff, Semyon explained what Pehr had to look forward to. First he would go to the hangar and learn to identify

         the different parts of the apparatus. Then he would haul his glider onto the grassy hill and practice pushing it back and

         forth. Next, he would spend a few hours learning the basics: how to start, how to gather momentum, and how to stop without

         crashing. Finally, he would haul his glider to the top, strap himself into his safety harnesses, and race toward the edge

         of the cliff.

      


      People who are good at hang gliding can travel as many as 190 miles before returning to the earth’s surface. On the first

         day, however, a student is unlikely to leave the ground.

      


      Pehr had an unexpected bonus during his first day of hang gliding: As he was rolling the apparatus back and forth across the

         side of the cliff, he caught a sudden updraft and soared about three meters. Unfortunately, Pehr’s flight occurred well before

         the instructor had given his lesson on how to land, and Pehr’s landing was a complete disaster. He bumped, he tripped, and

         he fell into the grass. Pehr did not sustain any serious injuries during his unpleasant landing, but he was held up as an

         example to his fellow students. “Let that be a lesson,” the instructor thundered. “You don’t leave the ground until I give

         the signal.”

      


      It was hard for the students to pay attention to the instructor’s advice when the sky around them was filled with so many

         colorful gliders. Off in the distance Pehr could see Semyon Dukach, circling and dipping like a lark in springtime. He looked

         as if he were having the time of his life.

      


      As Semyon soared and Pehr learned about the fundamentals, I sat in the hangar and read a book about shipwrecks. Reading about

         shipwrecks made me feel secure because I already knew what was going to happen.

      


      With Pehr and Semyon, I had no idea.


   

      Chapter Two


      MAKING THE DECISION TO GO FOR IT


      Before a hang glider can feel comfortable hurling himself off the edge of a cliff, he needs to make absolutely certain that

         he is securely strapped into a safety harness strong enough to support his weight. Likewise, before an entrepreneur makes

         the decision to walk away from his job, drop out of his degree program, or walk off the edge of any financial cliff, he must

         make sure he will be supported by an adequate financial safety net.

      


      By safety net I mean a network of people who promise to support the entrepreneur in the event that he needs their assistance.

         A well-crafted safety net includes venture capitalists who say they are likely to invest, skilled workers who say they are

         likely to come on board as employees, and potential customers who say they are likely to buy the product or service.

      


      A few months after the hang-gliding excursion, I am sitting in a café in Kendall Square, asking Vanu Bose how he made the

         decision to start the software radio company known as Vanu, Inc. I am trying to get Bose to agree that before a person can

         feel comfortable making the decision to leave his job and start a new business, he needs to make sure that his safety net

         is strong enough to support his weight. But Bose does not think you can say “entrepreneurship” and “safety” in the same sentence.

      


      “During the first few years of a high-tech start-up, there’s no such thing as a safety net,” Bose tells me. “You don’t want

         to create a veneer that everything is okay, because if you’ve hired smart people, they’ll see through it. You have to acknowledge

         the problems, explain what you’re going to do, and challenge people to have a positive outlook. But if you think about it

         too much, you’ll never do it.

      


      “I know a lot of people who think that they will start businesses but never do. They are kind of standing on the edge of the

         cliff looking down. They think there might be something really good down there, or it might just be jagged rocks and they’ll

         get wrecked. And so they line up on the cliff with a whole bunch of their buddies, and they’re all sort of going, ‘Well, I’ll

         jump if you jump.’ Nobody wants to jump, because it is a highly risky thing and there is a very high probability that you

         will fail.”

      


      I remind Bose that although he might talk about the importance of not overanalyzing the situation and simply going ahead and

         taking the leap, he actually did spend a great deal of time preparing himself to become an entrepreneur. He watched his father,

         Amar, start the stereo-equipment company that bears the family name. And in the process of eating a normal family dinner,

         he learned a great deal about entrepreneurship. For example, if Bose ever asked his father about a business decision, “it

         was never just an answer; it was always this complete lesson on all of the things he had considered doing,” Bose reflects.

         “My dad would explain why he made this decision, what would have happened if he had made another decision, and what were the

         risks. I didn’t think of it as a learning experience at the time, but clearly a lot of my philosophy comes from that.”

      


      The technical training that Bose undertook before deciding to start Vanu, Inc. involved a Ph.D. dissertation in exactly the

         same field in which he is working to grow his company. And in the process of being a good Ph.D. candidate—sharing his research

         in the form of white papers— Bose developed quite a reputation. “Software radio isn’t a big area,” Bose says, “and we were

         the de facto experts. Because of the papers we had written, both Raytheon and Boeing called us up and said, ‘Hey, we want

         to learn about software radio.’”

      


      Within a few months of starting his company, Bose was able to sign a contract with Boeing, which gave him an opportunity to

         have in-depth discussions with potential customers. And Bose’s reputation has given him a leg up in other areas as well. “I

         have never called a venture capitalist; they have all called us,” he admits. “We’re in a very fortunate position.”

      


      If an entrepreneur has spent his entire life learning about the process of starting a new high-tech company and if he is recognized

         as the de facto expert in his particular field, it might be okay to wake up one morning and make the decision to jump off

         the entrepreneurial cliff. But even with a prefabricated safety net of the kind that Bose apparently stumbled into, he still

         found it necessary to add a few links to his network of business contacts.

      


      After deciding to start Vanu, Inc., Bose spent some time at the Muddy Charles Pub, talking to entrepreneurs who had themselves

         started companies from scratch. And Bose says that this “preformation of the company phase” was extremely important. “You

         don’t have it all,” Bose says. “Nobody has it all. But it really comes down to having faith in yourself.”

      


      Internet entrepreneur Rosaline Gulati agrees. “Part of your safety net is your ability to believe in yourself,” she says.

         “You have to believe that if things fail, you’ll be able to get up and do it again. Then it doesn’t matter if your business

         fails—you’ll move on.”

      


      Don’t Jump Until You’re Ready


      Even when a hang glider knows his sport, has the cliff picked out, and has the enthusiasm to go ahead with the jump, he may

         choose to delay his jump until the right gust of wind comes along. Likewise, even with the perfect idea, an entrepreneur should

         hold on to his financial support system until certain critical factors are in place.

      


      The founders of Akamai Technologies spent eight months putting together a business plan, bringing in their first trial customers,

         and building the first part of their network before quitting their jobs and filing their official incorporation papers. And

         this preformation stage played a crucial role in the company’s eventual success. “There was a lot of work that went into building

         that company before it had a name and was a corporation,” remembers Akamai cofounder Jonathan Seelig.

      


      Before the company was incorporated, Seelig spent a great deal of time inside the office of MIT professor of applied mathematics

         Tom Leighton, hanging out with other entrepreneurial-minded folks and trying to figure out what the company was going to do.

         “We’d all show up with our backpacks from class, make a pot of coffee, and work through ideas about how this was going to

         develop as a business,” Seelig remembers. “And then we’d go away, and each person would try to pull together their pieces.”

      


      The ongoing conversations in Professor Leighton’s office allowed a wide variety of people to add their two cents’ worth. But

         as the conversations turned from abstract discussions of how Akamai was going to change the world to specific explorations

         of how the folks in the room were going to help the company meet its objectives, the group became smaller and smaller.

      


      Having worked in the telephony industry previously, Seelig understood that if Professor Leighton’s mathematical algorithms

         could reduce the so-called worldwide wait by routing and replicating content over a large network of distributed servers,

         he was likely to make a great deal of money. And because Seelig had already developed a network of business contacts in thirty

         different countries, he was able to bring something to Akamai that some of the more casual brainstormers were not. “Just knowing

         who you’re trying to get in touch with, without needing to dig up a bunch of stuff, was a tremendously relevant asset,” Seelig

         remembers. “Also, having done business in a lot of different places around the world is a pretty big asset, because a lot

         of people are not used to getting on airplanes, flying twelve hours, and trying to do a deal in a very different cultural

         and business environment.”

      


      To further differentiate himself from the folks who simply stopped by Leighton’s office to shoot the breeze and drink a cup

         of coffee, Seelig began to take trips for Akamai. “Not the same kind of destinations that I have now,” he emphasizes, “but

         I was getting on planes and going to meet people.”

      


      Apparently, Seelig’s knowledge of the international telephony industry, coupled with his willingness to take trips, was enough

         to convince the folks in Tom Leighton’s office that he was serious about becoming an entrepreneur. And when the time came

         to officially start the company and decide who among the wide circle of casual coffee drinkers was going to be counted as

         an official cofounder, Seelig’s name was on the roster.

      


      “A lot of people came in and out of those discussions over time,” Seelig remembers, “and in the end we wound up with a core

         team of people who could really believe in this and say, ‘Here’s the idea of how we’re going to execute this and make it a

         big business.’ That ended up being Tom and [applied mathematics graduate student] Danny [Lewin] and I, who were sort of that

         core nucleus that said, ‘Okay, time to make this a company and really go with it.’”

      


      Don’t Burn Your Bridges Before You’re Ready


      When Gary Culliss was thinking about creating an Internet search engine that could harness the power of human intelligence,

         he was extremely cautious about weighing his various options. To ensure that he would be able to take advantage of the degree

         he was earning at Harvard Law School, Culliss went through the school’s standard interview process, pitching his legal skills

         to a variety of different law firms. Simultaneously, Culliss began to hang out in places like the Muddy Charles Pub, talking

         to MBA candidates and establishing a variety of trust relationships.

      

OEBPS/images/9780759527126.jpg
Secrets, Strategies, and Stories from
America’s High-Tech Entrepreneurs






