


“OK, guys,” Aaron addressed the crowd with the calm authority of a seasoned military
commander, “here’s the game plan for the next couple of months: group training has been a huge
success—the per-hour revenue of personal trainers across the country has gone up fivefold by
convincing clients to work out in groups—think boot camp or CrossFit—rather than one-on-one
with their trainer. Next up, nutrition is going to be the new wave—food, food, and more food will
be the hot topic for the next couple of months. We’re going to start with done-for-you nutrition
lessons designed by Clint, with all the current buzzwords like ‘metabolism’ and ‘holistic,’ and all
that.

“Gym owners will buy these and then charge their clients, their clients’ friends, and new
prospects a small fee to come to a nutrition workshop. Keep in mind the big picture isn’t the
workshop revenue, guys, it’s the upsells and conversion of new clients”—because FCG got paid
monthly royalties from gym owners’ revenue—“which is why our corporate strategist (Liotta) is
going to teach the gym owners to hit their KPIs, to ensure they sign up more members.”

Everybody jotted the bullet points as the Puppet Master continued pontificating the fitness
industry’s upcoming trends.

“Next, we’ll crescendo to Precision Nutrition’s thousand-dollar nutrition certification course for
trainers. Nothing is being sold to the consumers here. The idea is to certify personal trainers as
nutrition experts.”

“A nice side effect of this,” Jason chimed in, in a jokey tone, “is that their clients will be even
more inclined to listen to their advice, which, of course, will be to buy our nutrition products and
food.” Everyone laughed.
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“Well, off the top, a lateral franchise farming system would level the playing field for
government subsidies. A day-trading firm that bundles genuinely organic commodities into things
like exchange-traded funds would help bridge the price gap between organics and nonorganics. Of
course, getting money out of politics by reversing Citizens United would chop down Monsanto’s
lobbying power, and then—”

“Whoa, man . . . I have no idea what the fuck you just said.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “I know. I’m just glad you picked up when I called.”

“I’m not going to lie. I was pretty pissed at you for a while. But once I heard about what Jason
did to you, I realized it wasn’t your fault.”

“I’m just glad you’re back,” I said before giving him a handshake hug. “Now we can move on to
our next venture.”

“We did the fitness thing. We did the food thing. What do you have in mind next?”

I didn’t even have to think about it. “I’ll tell you what we’re going to do: spread the message.”

—

“We’re going to start with an experiment,” I said to the sea of people sitting below the stage
looking up at me. “Your best friend has just returned from the doctor and he has just been
diagnosed with type 2 diabetes and is at serious risk of a heart attack. Now your friend doesn’t
know a thing about nutrition, so he’s relying on you to help him make smarter choices. So you’re
going to help him pick out his breakfast by looking at a few different food labels.”

I pressed the clicker and the projector switched on.

“Not a huge difference between these two, but one number should jump out at you, and your
friend’s life hangs in the balance here, so we’ve got to make the best choice possible. May I see a
show of hands if you would pick the one on the right for your friend?”

Zero hands went up.
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“Now, I could put up a good argument as to why the one on the left might be the better
choice,” I said as the audience laughed, “but let’s take the fun out and give your friend one more
option.”

I changed the slide again.

“Now, keep in mind your friend is a diabetic, so excess sugar, aka carbohydrates, can be very
harmful to him.”

When I asked to see hands, the audience once again uniformly agreed on the one on the left.

“Well, let’s see what you’ve chosen for your friend to eat for breakfast this morning,” I said,
and pressed the clicker.
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“Y’all are some shitty friends,” I joked as the room roared with laughter. “I hope I don’t ever
need your help picking out my breakfast.

“But, to be fair to you, judging by the label alone, yes, dog shit would be healthier than a
banana for a diabetic to eat, but, obviously, if you take away the labels, then choosing breakfast for
your sick friend becomes a no-brainer.”

I pressed the clicker one last time.
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