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Poseidon

By Trey Dowell

“Gentlemen, we are a marketer’s wet dream.” 

Julian watched four venture-capitalist heads bob up and down in agreement.

“Pure Amazonian rainfall, captured directly from the forest canopy and funneled through a four-square-mile network of our lightweight, recycled plastic trays. The perfect geography of this valley, which allows all of the captured water to be fed downhill into progressively larger pipes as the network converges. A bottling plant with our patented filtration system here in the narrow basin of the valley. No pumping or energy-sucking hydraulics, which allows for the plant to be almost completely solar-powered. Raindrop-shaped bottles specifically designed to compost thirty percent faster than our competition’s packaging.”

Julian ambled around the long table, gesturing as he spoke. He felt the finish line of a day’s worth of presentations pulling him forward—which made the rainforest heat and humidity penetrating the makeshift conference room almost bearable. 

“That’s just the easy part. Keep in mind, the plant employs local labor exclusively—from neighboring villages within a ten-mile radius. We pay a generous wage, and the workers are happy to help in any way, regardless of their specific role. For example, our shop foreman knows the forest terrain better than local jungle guides, and personally helps with exploring new sections for tray placement.”

He nodded to Manolo, standing in the corner, dark eyes studying their well-dressed guests.

“I’m sure you’re aware how much lip-service is paid to the concept of ‘win-win’ in business today. Well, I assure you, it’s not just a marketing slogan here. Gentlemen, our little enterprise might be the only four-way ‘win’ in the world today. It’s profitable even at our current low volume, it’s good for the local economy, and since we siphon less than four percent of the daily rainfall and generate virtually no emissions, we redefine the term ‘green’.”

“That’s three wins,” Osterman said. “What’s the fourth?” He was the best-dressed and smartest of the bunch. Appropriate, since he owned the firm.

Julian smiled.

“The customer. You want satisfaction? Think about the American consumer—the guy looking for a guilt-free way to buy something even more expensive per gallon than the gasoline he pumps into his SUV. How would he respond to an alternative that makes him feel better about the world, the environment, and himself? Hell, if the advertising highlights everything we’ve talked about, consumers will react like we’re bottling God’s tears down here. I’d wager they’ll pay MORE for a product like ours, but even if they don’t—our cost structure is low enough to compete with the big boys at their own price level. We depend on only two resources.”

He threw out a strategic pause, which Osterman gobbled up. “And those are?”

“Gravity and time. I promise you…it will rain today. And it will rain tomorrow, and the day after that. The massive storage tanks up on the valley ridge are going to fill up. And unless gravity decides to take a vacation, those big feeder pipes outside will flow that water right down into the basin, straight to us. Gravity and time. They’re not running out anytime soon, unlike many of the natural springs around the world our competition owns. You want competitive advantage? I can’t give you a better one. All we need is a little help to take our existing moneymaker and push it into the global market. Your investment…” Julian checked himself. “…potential investment, pardon me—would allow us to expand the facility, double our employee count, buy additional solar capability, and quintuple our production.”
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