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HONEYMOON

Five months. That’s how long it took for Jude Cousins’ en-

trepreneurial passion and excitement to fade into anxiety and

panic. While it was true that he had never started a company

before and didn’t know exactly what to expect, five months

just seemed like too short of a honeymoon to Jude.

To be fair, Cousins Consulting wasn’t really a company.

Just a consulting practice operating out of a spare bedroom

in Jude’s home. No employees. No politics. Just Jude, his

passion, and three clients. Two of which, unfortunately,

were already in jeopardy.
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HATCH

For the seven years prior to starting his consulting firm, Jude

had received nothing but encouragement and recognition

in his career, which only served to magnify his frustration

as an entrepreneur.

After a brief and unsatisfying postcollege stint in jour-

nalism, Jude took a job in the marketing department at

Hatch Technology, a fast-growing company that developed

financial software for consumers and small businesses. Be-

ginning his career at Hatch as a copy editor, Jude gradually

worked his way through every department in the market-

ing division, with detours into product management and

operations.

As a result of his work ethic, humility, and general

curiosity about whatever he was doing—not to mention

the rapid growth of the company—promotions came fre-

quently for Jude. At the age of twenty-eight, four years

after joining Hatch, he was named director of corporate
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communication, reporting directly to the company’s vice

president of marketing.

Jude’s career trajectory, though impressive on its own

merit, was all the more amazing given his relative lack of

passion for technology. Not particularly inspired by the char-

ter of enticing people to buy software, he knew that the se-

cret to his success had everything to do with his insatiable

passion for learning. As Jude liked to tell his friends, he

felt like he was being paid to go to business school.

And being just one level removed from the senior ex-

ecutive team meant Jude was constantly exposed to chal-

lenges related to every aspect of running a company, from

strategy to structure to management. All of which fasci-

nated him.

Still, he was not content to have his education limited

to one company. So Jude began volunteering to sit on a

variety of advisory boards for small but growing companies

in the area, all of whom were happy to have someone of

his talent providing advice, especially when that advice was

free of charge.

Jude was eagerly soaking up everything he could—and

forming strong opinions about how he would run a com-

pany, which he had come to believe was the ultimate goal

of his professional life. Anyone who knew Jude assumed

he would one day be a CEO.



SMOOTH SAILING

n a personal level, Jude’s life certainly seemed to be head-

ing in the right direction.

He and his wife of three years, Theresa, were hoping

to start a family as soon as possible. They had recently

bought their first home, a small but attractive rancher in

Orinda, just over the hills from the San Francisco Bay.

Though not wealthy, they were financially more secure

than ever, and more important, had amassed a close-knit

collection of friends in the area. They were involved in their

local church, and were quick to help friends, neighbors,

and family members who needed a hand.

From a day-to-day professional standpoint, Jude had

everything he needed. Between his responsibilities at Hatch

and the variety of companies he was being exposed to as an

adviser, he had no complaints. His work was interesting

enough, and his workload, though substantial, was manage-

able. Jude certainly had no intention of changing his career.

Until the merger.
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BATCH

Though it had been announced to the press as a “merger

of equals,” anyone with a sense of the market knew that

Hatch Technology was on the losing end of the acquisition

by its slightly larger competitor, Bell Financial Systems.

Carter Bell, the company’s brash CEO, had a much higher

profile in the industry and wasn’t about to lose control of

his corporation in a merger.

But because he didn’t want to rock the new boat too

soon after the deal was closed, he chose to build something

of a Noah’s Ark management team: two heads of sales, two

heads of marketing, and so on. As a result, the seeds of dis-

content were planted within the new organization, which

would cleverly be called “Batch Systems.” Employees

would later joke that the name combination should have

been reversed and called—Hell.

Fortunately, market analysts seemed to like the merger

more than Batch employees did. So Jude and his col-

leagues gladly watched the stock price rise with every
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painful passing week after the merger papers had been

signed.

As for Jude, his duties and title were divvied up be-

tween him and his counterpart from Bell, so he took on a

slightly diminished role as director of advertising. After

overcoming his initial disappointment in the change in title

and responsibility, Jude accepted his new situation. In fact,

he began to like the arrangement, which gave him more

time for his wife, his golf, and his advisory boards.

Maybe this is just what the doctor ordered, Jude tried to

convince himself.



POLITICS

With every week that passed, Jude found it harder and harder

to get things done. Meetings were longer and more frequent

than ever, and required increasingly more political dexter-

ity. Back-channel deal making seemed to be taking over

as the primary means of communication and decision mak-

ing, with finger-pointing running a close second.

Jude was honest enough to admit that Hatch hadn’t

been a perfect company before the merger; without look-

ing too hard, departmental skirmishes and divisional com-

petition could certainly be found. But since the merger,

infighting had risen to a new level entirely. Attention had

shifted drastically inward, away from issues like customers

and competitors and toward battles over budgets, titles, and

responsibility for mistakes.

And while it could be expected that these feuds might

develop between employees of the two former companies,

new levels of intercompany conflict were rising in other

areas too. There was the headquarters versus field office
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split. And sales versus engineering. And even within mar-

keting, turf wars were as ridiculous as they were damaging.

Perhaps the most unbelievable example occurred more

than two months after the merger. The forum for the travesty

would be a leading trade publication, Technology Today.

Hatch had always maintained a strong advertising pres-

ence in the publication, as had Bell. During a meeting of

the new marketing departments, Jude proposed a new

coordinated approach to advertising, one that would allow

Batch to double its overall coverage, but with a more fo-

cused, consistent message about the new company’s com-

bined product suite.

After a short presentation of the new ad strategy, com-

plete with mockups of the artwork and ads themselves,

Jude was relieved to see a roomful of heads nodding and

to hear a chorus of “looks good” and “sounds fine to me”

from his colleagues.

Two weeks later, Technology Today hit newsstands.

Pages forty and forty-one contained Jude’s ads, highlight-

ing Batch’s new suite of products and the discounted prices

available for customers who chose to buy them together in

bundles.

Unfortunately, page twenty-eight contained an unre-

lated ad for Bell Technology, with no mention of Batch at

all! Not only that, the prices for the old Bell products had

actually been reduced to a level below those of the com-

bined set, which would only encourage customers to buy

them separately.
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Though not prone to anger, Jude was livid. That the

same people who had sat in front of him and agreed to the

new strategy had then gone back to their product divisions

and decided to execute their own campaigns independently

was bad enough. That they had the nerve to cut their prices

at the expense of the new company’s well-being was be-

yond comprehension to him.

But what disturbed Jude most of all was the reaction of

his boss, the head of marketing, and the other executives.

Nothing.

He had expected an onslaught of frustration and

anger—perhaps directed at him—but experienced none of

it. No phone calls, e-mails, stops by the office to ask, “what

went wrong?” Nothing. How could that be? Jude wondered.

And that’s when it dawned on him: someone up there

was behind it all. The people who had come to Jude’s

meeting and politely nodded their heads were not to blame.

They were mere minions. The real problem was at the top.

Still, Jude had to find out for himself. So he went to his

boss and asked if anyone had noticed the problem, and

whether they were upset. The marketing VP sighed, shook

his head and explained that these kinds of redundancies

and overlap were natural following a merger, and that Jude

wouldn’t be blamed for it.

Though he was certainly glad to be out of harm’s way,

relief was not Jude’s dominant emotion at that moment. It

was a loss of respect for management, and a nagging con-

cern about the future of the organization.
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“Maybe this is just how big companies work,” he ex-

plained to an incredulous Theresa that night over dinner.

“I guess I’ll just keep my head down for a while, do the

best I can in my piece of the world, and immerse myself

even more in my extracurricular stuff,” as he had come to

refer to his advisory board activities.

But Jude was smart enough to realize that avoidance

and denial would probably not be the best course of action

for him, and that problems don’t usually go away on their

own. And besides, he did not have the patience to stand

by and watch things unravel.

So, with the security of a nice little nest egg in hand—

thanks to the rising stock price—Jude decided to go sniff-

ing for another job.



SEEDS

Given the growing economy and his network of friends in

the industry, Jude was unsurprised at how quickly he had

a full slate of interviews, and at how many of them yielded

offers. But what did surprise him was how much he was

enjoying the job-hunting process.

Every interview gave him an opportunity to learn about

another organization, another market, another set of chal-

lenges. And though he couldn’t quite convince himself to

join one of those companies—especially with so much

Batch stock still to be vested—every time Jude turned down

an offer, the seeds of a new idea started growing in his

head. Realizing that he would never find the variety he

wanted in a regular job, he began to wonder if he shouldn’t

be a consultant.

For the next couple of months Jude continued inter-

viewing and feeding his interest in consulting. But each

time he started to seriously consider it, he’d get sucked

back into his day job by an urgent project, and the idea
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would go dormant. Jude would later refer to that nine-week

period as “the longest year of my career.”

And then it happened. The company’s stock, defying

the chaos that was driving its employees crazy, hit a level

that was three times the merger price. Now Jude’s nest egg

began to feel like a full-grown bird; even if he didn’t stay

long enough for all of his options to be vested, he’d have

the stock equivalent of two years’ worth of salary. And so

he decided the time was ripe for a change.



THE LEAP

ingerly broaching the subject with Theresa, Jude was

shocked by her reaction.

“Well, normally I would support you without reserva-

tion. You know that.”

He nodded, and she continued.

“But now that I’m speaking for two of us, I’m going to

have to be a little more careful.”

At first it didn’t occur to Jude what his wife was refer-

ring to. And then it hit him.

Theresa was pregnant.

After a half hour of quiet celebration and considerable

hugging, the conversation shifted back to his career.

Theresa made the conditions of her support clear. “As

long as there’s a solid plan for health benefits, then I’m all

for it. I know you’ll do well.” she assured him. “Especially

if you’re passionate about this.”

Jude trusted his wife’s instincts more than anyone’s, and

he could not deny his passion for what he was about to do.
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So the next morning he announced to his boss that he

would be leaving, and after seventy-two hours of counter-

offers and hand wringing, Jude jumped.

But freedom would have its costs.
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LOW-HANGING FRUIT

After a weeklong sabbatical during which he set up his home

office and a baby’s room, Jude dove into his new venture

head first.

Determined to avoid the common entrepreneurial mis-

take of overindulging in naming his company and designing

a logo (it was 1995, so a ebsite wasn’t really necessary),

Jude focused his efforts instead on finding customers. Even

Theresa was surprised when it took Jude just four days to

fill his dance card with three paying clients, plus another

pro bono.

Though he sold himself as a general consultant with

expertise in marketing and operational effectiveness, it

seemed clear to Jude that his ability to land clients had

more to do with what he called the three Rs: his reputation,

the relationships he had with executives, and the rapport

he developed during sales calls.

With a slate of paying customers on board, Jude finally

gave in and spent a few hours thinking about the peripheral
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details of the firm. Following his wife’s advice, he settled

on the name Cousins Consulting. Though not creative at

first glance, it appealed to them because of its double

meaning. Jude had been telling Theresa about his aspira-

tion to have a family-like relationship with his clients. Not

an immediate family member, maybe, but someone close

enough be trusted. Like a cousin.

Then Theresa came up with a simple but professional

logo for Jude’s business cards, letterhead, and invoices.

Cousins Consulting seemed official.

It wasn’t the trappings of his new firm that really ex-

cited Jude, though. It was the variety of clients he would

be working with.



CLIENTS

THE MADISON HOTEL

Jude’s first call had been to Dante Lucca, GM of the Madi-

son, San Francisco’s oldest, largest, and most prestigious in-

dependent hotel. Jude had been a valuable and versatile

member of the company’s advisory board for a little over a

year, and Dante was more than happy to take him on as 

a paid consultant.

After buying the historic but worn landmark five years

earlier, Dante had overseen a massive and expensive ren-

ovation of the three-hundred-room facility, restoring it to

its position as the jewel of Nob Hill. He also received some

recognition within the industry for flattening the manage-

ment structure of the hotel and taking a hands-on role that

was rare for an owner and general manager.
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For the first three years after the physical renovation

and organizational restructuring, business at the Madison

boomed. Recently, however, occupancy had begun to drop

slightly in the face of mounting competition from upscale

chain hotels. And to make matters worse, there were rumors

that employees were entertaining overtures from organized

labor, threatening the Madison’s stature as one of the few

remaining nonunion hotels in the city.

Dante hired Jude hoping he would be able to provide

him with advice in the areas of market positioning and strate-

gic clarity, and anywhere else he could add value to the hotel.

JMJ FITNESS MACHINES

Contrasting with the metropolitan world of the Madison

was Jude’s second client, JMJ Fitness Machines, a manu-

facturer of high-end consumer and institutional exercise

equipment. JMJ’s headquarters and manufacturing plant

were located in Manteca, a small town sixty miles east of

San Francisco, in the agricultural San Joaquin Valley where

Jude had grown up.

The company’s CEO, Brian Bailey, had been a longtime

board member at Hatch, and had come to know and re-

spect Jude during his rapid ascent there. He had even qui-

etly tried to hire Jude at one point, though he couldn’t quite

convince him to move to Manteca. Still, in the course of just

three or four interviews, the two developed a remarkably

close relationship.
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At JMJ, Brian was trying to figure out how to reduce his

company’s costs to compete with cheaper labor overseas,

but without hurting quality or productivity. He wanted Jude

to help him.

CHILDREN’S HOSPITAL

Not only did Brian hire Jude on as a consultant, he referred

him to a customer and old friend. Lindsay Wagner—not to

be confused with the actress who played the Bionic Woman

on television—was president and CEO of the Children’s

Hospital of Sacramento. She had been a pediatrician for fif-

teen years before making the jump to administration and

working her way up the corporate ladder.

Lindsay’s reign as head of CHS was just four weeks old,

and she wasn’t initially prepared to bring on a consultant.

But after a few hours with Jude, she decided he was just

the kind of resource that could help her as she made the

transition to her new role.

CORPUS CHRISTI CHURCH

Finally, Jude agreed to help Father Ralph Colombano, pas-

tor at Corpus Christi Church in Walnut Creek, California. Fa-

ther Ralph had married Jude and Theresa when he was a

staff priest at a different parish, and had recently been as-

signed to run Corpus Christi.

When pressed by Theresa, Jude found it hard to decide

which of his clients excited him most. The hotel would be
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interesting because—after years of corporate travel—he

could relate to the business from a customer viewpoint.

Though he had attended advisory board meetings and an

occasional wedding reception there, Jude had never spent

the night at the Madison and was looking forward to get-

ting a more in-depth, behind-the-scenes look at what made

the place go, or in this case, what was holding it back.

The hospital in Sacramento interested Jude for a few rea-

sons. First, the sheer complexity of the business intrigued

him. And he found the round-the-clock, mission-critical na-

ture of the operation both fascinating and overwhelming

compared to the relatively stable business of selling soft-

ware. Most compelling of all, however, was the fact that

Theresa was about eight months away from giving birth, and

Jude was anxious to learn more about the process that she

would be going through.

And of course, Jude was happy to work with Father

Ralph at Corpus Christi because it would be a great op-

portunity to give back to the Church and to an old friend,

something Jude had always wanted to do but never un-

derstood how he could contribute. On top of that, Jude had

always wondered how churches operated between Mon-

day and Saturday.

But beyond any of those clients, it was the fitness

equipment company out in the valley that captured Jude’s

interest most of all. Not only was the business problem

there a substantial one, but Jude had always been strangely

fascinated by industrial manufacturing, where concepts like
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quality and product management seemed so much more

tangible than in the world of high tech. And over the years

Jude had come to admire Brian Bailey’s straightforward ap-

proach to management; he was eager to see it from an in-

side perspective.

Exactly how Jude would ultimately add value to these

clients was still somewhat unclear to him. But based on 

his advisory board experience and his observation of the

parade of consultants hired by Hatch over the years, he

was confident that he would be able to justify the cost of

his services. Still, Jude wondered if he wasn’t overlooking

something.



CANDY

For the first three months Jude was a kid in his own little

candy store. In any given week he might find himself walk-

ing the factory floor at JMJ, touring the operating room at

Children’s Hospital, or taking Theresa with him to do “cus-

tomer research” at the Madison.

More than the novelty of these activities, Jude loved the

process of observing real business problems. And trying to

solve them. Whether he was talking to clients, interviewing

their customers, or observing their operations, Jude was a

happy man. He even admitted to enjoying their meetings.

“I think I was made to be a consultant,” he told his wife on

more than one occasion.

As is so often the case with people who love their

work, Jude succeeded wildly. In those first months alone,

he found ways to make meaningful contributions to almost

every one of his clients.

At the Madison, he convinced Dante to shift marketing

dollars away from business travelers and focus instead on
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upscale leisure travelers. While large chain hotel competitors

could certainly woo away executives looking for cheaper

rates and more sophisticated in-room technology, Jude ar-

gued, they couldn’t offer high-end visitors to San Francisco

the atmosphere and uniqueness that the Madison did. Jude

encouraged Dante not to compete on price but to relish his

hotel’s status as an upscale, even pricey, destination.

In Sacramento, Jude helped an overwhelmed Lindsay

put together a simple management radar screen that she

could use to monitor the success of the dozens of initiatives

under way at the hospital. This allowed her to avoid spend-

ing unnecessary time on many projects that seemed urgent

but weren’t actually all that important. He also started doing

weekly calls with her, to give her a chance to vent and talk

through sensitive issues that she couldn’t discuss with her

staff.

Because of his fresh, naive perspective and his un-

abashed enthusiasm for manufacturing, Jude was able to

identify a few redundant processes at JMJ that experienced

plant managers had overlooked after years on the job. His

willingness to ask simple—sometimes almost embarrassingly

simple—questions, and his lack of condescension and pre-

tension, earned him the trust of the factory supervisors, who

were more accustomed to cocky management consultants

from the high-priced Ivy League firms. As a result, they were

more willing to listen to his suggestions and ideas.

As for Corpus Christi, Father Ralph had decided to wait

a few months before bringing Jude in. The church was in the
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midst of a few personnel changes and thought it would be

best to begin any new initiative after things had settled down.

All in all, Jude felt that Cousins Consulting could not

have been doing any better after one quarter in business.

Revenue was fairly strong. Clients seemed genuinely happy.

Theresa liked her husband’s more flexible schedule, espe-

cially now that she was almost halfway through her preg-

nancy. Jude was having the time of his life and wondering

why he hadn’t gone into consulting sooner.

And then life got interesting.



BREATHE

he first piece of news that Jude received was the biggest

shock of all. He would never forget that moment.

He was standing next to his wife, who was lying on a

table at John Muir Medical Center. As a nurse rubbed some

kind of gel on Theresa’s extended stomach, Jude couldn’t

resist analyzing the actions of the doctors and nurses around

him and wondering how he might be able to help Chil-

dren’s Hospital become more efficient. And that’s when he

heard the phrase that he would never forget.

“Wow.” The nurse had a tinge of shock in her voice. She

was moving a wand over Theresa’s midsection while look-

ing at a monitor that neither Jude nor his wife could see.

“What’s wrong?” Jude and Theresa almost shouted in

unison.

The nurse frowned, focusing on the screen and slowly

turned the large monitor so that the couple could see it too.

Suddenly, her frown morphed delightfully into a smile. “Do

you see what I see?”
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Theresa and Jude studied the moving image on the

green monitor, unable to understand what they were look-

ing at. And then Theresa began to cry. “Oh my, Lord.

There’s two.”

Now Jude looked closer and saw what his wife did.

Two babies. Coming in and out of focus as they squirmed

and moved. “Twins,” he whispered. “Wow.” He hugged his

wife and wiped the tears of joy that were streaming down

her face.

Jude would later describe his feelings in the moment

as mostly excitement, mixed with a measure of panic. His

anxiety stemmed from the realization of double-duty feed-

ings and burpings and diaper changes. The loss of sleep

that people had been predicting for him, and that he had

largely waved off as hyperbole, was now starting to sound

formidable.

At no time, however, did Jude even think about the fi-

nancial implications of twins. Especially when everything

was going so well in his new consulting practice.



INVADING THE NEST

The day of the big announcement had been a blur for Jude.

Between helping Theresa deal with her own emotional

roller coaster, calling family members to tell them the news,

and figuring out how to transform the baby’s room into a

babies’ room, he had no time to read the paper or watch

the news. Which was why he was so surprised when he

picked up the next morning’s newspaper and learned about

one of the largest stock market dips in five years.

The writer of the article assured investors that “the cor-

rection was not as widespread as had once been feared.”

Jude was relieved. Until he kept reading. “The impact is

being felt primarily within the high-tech community.”

Jude scanned the rest of the article and then looked at

an accompanying chart on the inside page of the business

section. With a chill in the pit of his stomach he read the

names of the companies that had been most adversely af-

fected. Fourth from the top was Batch. It had lost more than
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30 percent of its value in one day. Jude’s nest egg had

shrunk considerably.

But the market has a way of rebounding after a one-

day fall, and Jude was hopeful. Which was why he was

so disappointed when Hatch lost another 20 percent by

noon the following day.

And if that weren’t bad enough, Jude found that he

might have actually contributed to the exacerbation of his

own financial difficulties. An article in the next day’s Wall

Street Journal profiled the companies hit hardest by the

market correction. According to the story, one of the fac-

tors that pushed Batch’s stock further down than most of

the others in the industry was the ongoing loss of key 

talent just below the senior executive level, especially in

engineering—and marketing.



SNOWBALL

Jude was not the kind of guy to panic about work. He had

watched his father, who owned a grocery store for thirty

years in Modesto, negotiate the inevitable ups and downs

of being an entrepreneur. He had survived a difficult career

change when he left his journalism job in Chicago to come

back to California and dive into technology with no con-

tacts or experience. And he talked Theresa into going out

with him against the advice of her friends.

So Jude decided he wasn’t about to let an extra baby

and a financial setback get him down. But that was be-

fore he learned that Theresa would probably be having that

extra baby, as well as the original one, a month ahead of

schedule.

“That’s pretty standard for twins,” Lindsay reassured

him, right before she explained that she was going to have

to cut Jude’s retainer in half, “at least until next year’s bud-

get gets finalized.” She estimated that it would take no more

than two months to wrap that up.
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But then the worst news of all came.

While Jude was driving back to the Bay Area from

Sacramento, Brian Bailey called. He was in a good mood.

“Jude, I just wanted to call and thank you for the work

you did with the assembly team earlier this month. We’re

going to take what we learned there and apply it in design

and procurement, and I think we’ll be able to save con-

siderable money before the end of the year. I knew you

were good, but I didn’t expect it to be so easy.”

Jude was relieved to get some good news, until Brian

continued.

“So let’s wrap up your consulting gig at the end of the

month. Send us any receipts that are outstanding, and we’ll

have you paid up on the last day.”

Jude was stunned, but didn’t want Brian to hear it. He

responded as though he expected Brian’s call all along. “No

problem. I’ll get everything over to you tomorrow.”

Still, he wasn’t about to let a client go without a fight.

“I do want to ask if there is anything else you think I can

do for you.”

The lack of immediate response from Brian suggested

that it hadn’t occurred to him before, and more important

for Jude, that he was considering it.

“No, I can’t think of anything. Did you have something

specific in mind?”

Now Jude was caught off guard, but recovered in time

to come up with something. “Well, I was thinking about
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marketing, for one. And I’m not sure where you stand in

terms of sales operations.”

Brian responded immediately, and politely. “Nope. We

just finished a marketing review and brought in a new guy

from one of our competitors. And sales ops is already hum-

ming. I really think we’re doing fine in those areas.”

The last thing Jude wanted to convey was desperation,

so with an air of confidence bordering on indifference, he

closed the conversation. “Great. Let me know if there is

anything else I can do for you.”

“I’ll certainly do that. You did a great job for us. And

keep in touch.”

Jude assured him that he would, hung up the phone,

and decided that maybe this consulting thing wasn’t such

a good idea after all.



ANALYSIS

The way Jude saw it, he had two problems. First, he needed

more clients. That was a no-brainer. Though he had enough

money to pay the bills for six months, beyond that he had

been counting on the Batch stock to rebound, a hope that

was fading a little more every day.

Second, he needed something to sell to those clients.

As obvious as that seemed, up until now Jude hadn’t

felt the need to be so specific. As an advisory board mem-

ber, he didn’t have to focus his advice in one partic-

ular area. And he certainly had no trouble landing his

clients—not to mention adding value to them—without a

clear service offering, other than a general aptitude in

marketing and operations. But he never suspected that

keeping those clients would require an explicitly defined

program.

Even as a marketing executive, Jude had prided him-

self on being something of a generalist. He thought that his

well-roundedness would serve him well as a consultant, al-
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lowing him to avoid being pigeonholed. Suddenly he was

desperate for a pigeonhole, but he couldn’t seem to find one.

After a week of painfully unproductive brain-racking,

Jude was beginning to feel that he had made a mistake. I’m

going to be providing for a four-person family soon. Am I

crazy? Deciding to give up, he broke the news to his wife

over dinner.



SECOND WIND

Theresa would hear none of it. “Come on. Tell me that you

haven’t enjoyed working more during the past few months

than in the last five years combined,” she told her husband.

Jude admitted it was true, but countered, “Yeah, I’d

probably like being a cowboy too, but that doesn’t mean

it’s what I should do.”

“That’s not true.”

Jude was confused. “So you think I should be a—”

“You’d be a miserable cowboy.” She smiled, forcing a

laugh from her husband.

“But you’re a great consultant. You said it yourself, you

were made to be one. Just because you’ve had an early set-

back doesn’t mean you should go back to Hatch or Batch or

whatever it’s called now with your tail between your legs.”

He gladly agreed with his wife and decided to rededi-

cate himself to making his consulting practice work. Little

did he know that he would be back at Batch sooner than

he expected.

40



EXPLORATION

Determined to power through the problem, Jude did what

he would advise any other businessperson to do. He asked

his customers what they wanted.

What really kept them up at night? What made them

mad? What made them want to quit sometimes? What they

would give their left leg to change?

He talked to Lindsay, Brian, Dante, even Father Ralph,

as well as a handful of other executives he knew. He re-

corded the conversations and took as many notes as he

could. He listened to the tapes and pored through his note-

books, looking for something that would qualify as a com-

pelling, universal need.

A few of the executives mentioned quality. Most

didn’t.

Two of them talked about labor problems. But that was

largely a union issue for the hospital, and a concern for

Dante if things didn’t go well at the hotel.
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And all of them referred to technology challenges, but they

already had plenty of consultants focused on that, and Jude

was neither skilled at nor interested in doing technical work.

It was only when Jude was going through his notes for

the third time that he spotted it.

“Of course,” he murmured to himself. “There it is.”



DISCOVERY

Dante had mentioned it twice. Lindsay referred to it using a

variety of terms on three different occasions. Father Ralph

almost used a curse word when he mentioned it. A num-

ber of the others had called it by name. Everyone but Brian

had complained about it at one time or another.

Silos.

Some called it departmental politics, or infighting, or

lack of divisional cooperation. But as he thought back on

those interviews, almost every one of them used the silo

word at some point during the conversation.

Lindsay described the problem at Children’s Hospital

where doctors and staff members seemed to be almost at

war at times. At his hotel, Dante couldn’t get the front of-

fice staff to cooperate with housekeeping and maintenance.

Father Ralph surprised him most of all when he explained

that the Parish Council and the Parent-Teacher Committee

were at odds over how to use the school facilities during

weekends.
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And then Jude thought about Batch. Headquarters ver-

sus the field. Sales versus engineering. Hatch versus Bell.

Silos.

It had been right in front of him all along, and yet he

hadn’t realized just how universal the problem was, and how

much pain it caused CEOs and their companies. Slowly, Jude

was convincing himself that this silo thing was exactly the

issue around which he needed to build his practice.

Now all he had to do was find a solution to the silo

problem—something he felt confident he could do given

his experience at Batch—and convince his clients to give

him a chance to help them implement it. The second part

of the challenge seemed like it would be more difficult,

so Jude decided to start there.



SALES

Jude’s first call was to Dante Lucca. He was still a paying

client, and so Jude felt like he could more confidently sell

him on the idea to see how he would react.

“Are you kidding?” the hotelier responded. “If you can

help me get these people to work together, I’ll double your

retainer.”

Jude hoped Dante was serious about that statement.

Lindsay at Children’s Hospital was no less enthusiastic

than Dante, but was still hampered by her financial plan-

ning process. “I would love nothing more than to have you

help us deal with the rift between doctors and nurses and

admittance. But first I have to get my budget finalized and

approved.” Then she paused, reconsidering. “You know,

I’m the CEO of this darn hospital. Let me see if I can shift

around some discretionary funds so you can start sooner.

Give me three weeks to figure it out.”

Notwithstanding the delay at the hospital, Jude felt like

he had hit the jackpot with the silo issue. But he needed at
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least one more client. He considered calling Brian at JMJ

Fitness, and then decided against it. He didn’t mention any-

thing about silos, he reasoned.

Then something occurred to Jude that was either com-

plete genius or stupidity. What about Batch?

On one hand, there was no doubt that the company

had problems with departmental infighting. And Jude knew

the organization inside and out.

On the other hand, the executives were probably not

too happy with Jude, especially after the infamous news-

paper story about the brain drain at the company. And even

if they could see beyond that, would they view Jude as

being credible? Or would he be an insider, a prophet in his

own back yard?

Torn, Jude turned to Theresa.

“You should definitely talk to them. What’s the worst

that can happen?”

Jude winced. “They can strip me of any semblance of

self-esteem that I have left, that’s what can happen!”

Theresa smiled, knowing her husband’s sometimes mo-

rose sense of humor. “Okay, but other than that?”

Now Jude laughed. “I know. I know. All they can say

is no. They probably won’t even laugh in front of me.

They’ll wait until I leave.”

“I don’t think they’ll laugh at you. In fact, I think there

is a better than 75 percent chance they’ll hire you.”

“How can you say that? Did you forget that I quit? And
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now they’re in the toilet financially. Don’t you think they’re

going to be just a little pissed at me?”

Theresa shook her head emphatically. “No. I think

they’re going to see you in a different light now. You’re an

outsider. And remember, you broke up with them. Having

you back, even as a consultant, would probably be some-

what redemptive. And misery loves company.”

Jude thought about it for a moment. “I don’t know.”

“Come on. I’ll bet you fifty bucks they say yes.”

Slowly, Jude seemed to be warming up to the idea.

“You know, I’m sure Brian Bailey would be willing to tell

them how I helped him at JMJ.”

Sensing an opening, Theresa pushed a little further.

“And you’ve got nothing to lose.”

“Other than my self-esteem.” Jude countered.

“And fifty dollars.”



PUSHING FORWARD

ude was surprised that he had little trouble scheduling a

meeting with Carter Bell.

Because he hadn’t really forged a personal relationship

with the new CEO before leaving the company, Jude was

taken aback by Carter’s warm response and apparent en-

thusiasm during their brief telephone call. This certainly

wasn’t the brash caricature of a man that he had expected.

Jude wondered if the company’s recent slide had humbled

him a little.

And though he couldn’t decide whether it was Brian’s rec-

ommendation that opened the door for him, or if Theresa’s

theory about misery loving company was correct, Jude was

already starting to feel like there was a chance he might

lose his $50 bet.

Unfortunately, as quickly as Jude was able to arrange

the meeting, it wouldn’t take place for ten days because

Carter was leaving for an analyst road show to convince in-
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dustry experts and investors that the company was headed

in the right direction.

Undeterred, Jude decided that the time lag would give

him a chance to develop and test a solution to the silo

problem. He would start at the Madison.

After giving the situation a good deal of thought, Jude

decided to propose to Dante a two-pronged approach to

breaking down the barriers between the facilities depart-

ment, which included housekeeping and maintenance, and

the guest services group, comprising everyone from the

valets, bell staff, and concierge team to the clerks checking

people in and out of the hotel at the front desk.

Part one of the proposal would be a partial redesign of

the compensation plans for the departments, placing greater

emphasis on hotel-wide goals like customer satisfaction,

and on overall company performance, revenue, and prof-

itability. Jude had little trouble convincing Dante and his

human resources director to do this. In fact, they thought

it was a great idea. Though he didn’t say so, Jude couldn’t

believe they hadn’t considered it before.

The second part of the proposal would involve a session

with as many of the employees from the two departments as

possible. This was also an easy sell. But implementation

would be a different story entirely.



TRIAL RUN

Sixty-five employees representing the two divisions streamed

into one of the medium-sized banquet rooms on the first

floor of the Madison. (A handful couldn’t attend because

they had to keep the place running.) As they settled in, Jude

was surprised at how congenial the mood in the room was.

People were laughing and interacting with one another as

though they were about to see a movie. It wouldn’t last.

Flanked by his director of facilities, who oversaw

housekeeping and maintenance services, and his front of-

fice VP, who managed everything from the front desk staff

and reservations agents to the concierges and bell staff,

Dante kicked off the session. “The reason we’re here today

is to improve the working relationship between our de-

partments. We’re not here to point fingers or rehash the

past, but rather to create a better experience for our guests,

and for ourselves, by breaking down any barriers that might

be holding us back.”
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Though everyone was certainly paying attention to their

owner and GM, no one reacted in the slightest. Dante then

introduced his consultant.

“Jude Cousins has been a member of our advisory

board for a few years, and he’s going to be leading today’s

session. I’m sure that this is going to be a productive and

fun exercise.” Dante’s tone of voice didn’t really indicate

that he was sure of that, but rather that he merely hoped it

would be true.

With that, Dante and his executives left the room, turn-

ing control over to Jude.

As soon as they were gone, Jude noticed a subtle but

undeniable change in the body language and facial ex-

pressions of the employees seated in front of him. Beyond

the handful of people he caught rolling their eyes in mild

disgust after their leaders left, he was most surprised by the

sudden lack of attention and respect that they seemed to

be giving him.

Feeling like a sheep thrown to wolves—or a substitute

teacher left alone with a roomful of angry fifth graders—

Jude knew that if he didn’t get things started quickly and

compellingly, he might be eaten alive.



EXERCISE

Jude kicked things off by doing something that he hated

to do, but that he thought was critical for what he was

trying to accomplish. “Okay, I’d like half of the people in

the room to switch tables with someone from another de-

partment. I don’t want you all sitting with people you work

with. That means half of the room should be getting up and

moving to another table.”

At first no one moved.

“Come on, I’m serious. Choose two or three people at

your table to move, and have them take their stuff with them.”

Slowly, people started to stand and gather their things.

After almost five minutes of minor chaos, the room had

been rearranged and Jude was ready to go, albeit with a lit-

tle less credibility after pushing them outside their com-

fort zones so quickly.

“Okay, I realize that many of you already know each

other, but I’d like to take the next 15 minutes to have you

introduce yourselves. But rather than just saying your name
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and job title, I want you to answer one more question:

What’s the worst job you’ve ever had?”

He paused to let it sink in. “But it can’t be the one you

have now.”

Everyone laughed.

“Okay, go ahead and get started.”

Again, it took some time for people to warm up, but

within minutes the room was buzzing with discussion and

more than occasional laughter. Jude was feeling pretty good

about the situation, but he knew he was barely out of the

starting gate.

When everyone finished their discussions, Jude gave

them their next instructions.

“Now, I’d like each table to take a half hour to come

up with a list of all the things that prevent you from doing

your jobs the best way that you know how. It could be any-

thing and everything. And don’t worry about editing or cat-

egorizing your answers. I don’t care if it’s apples, oranges,

pears, or monkeys. Just get it all on the flip charts.”

He motioned to the easels spread around the room.

“Appoint someone on your team to do the writing, and

someone else to be your spokesperson when you’re done.”

More interaction and laughter ensued, and Jude would

have bet all the money in his wallet that the silo problem

at the Madison had been overblown. He would have lost

that bet.

When the flip-charting had ceased, Jude went to each

of the tables and asked the spokesperson to report their
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findings, and ten minutes later he had a list of two dozen

issues taped to the walls. It had been less than an hour

since the session began, and the group had already iden-

tified their problems.

Jude then called for a break and spent the next few min-

utes grouping the various issues into five natural categories.

1. Excessive delays in getting rooms clean for arriving
guests

2. Bad information from the front desk about
priorities for guest rooms

3. Last-minute surprises about large groups checking
into the hotel at the same time

4. Unwillingness of front desk and concierge
employees to pitch in outside their specific job
responsibilities during busy times

5. Poor treatment of housekeeping staff by front 
desk crew

As Jude looked at the list he’d created, it became clear

that the battle lines for the next part of the session had 

been drawn.



DIVISION

When the room filled up again following the break, Jude no-

ticed something that he hadn’t expected: everyone was

back in their original seats.

The housekeepers were sitting together, as were the

bell staff and the front desk clerks and the concierges. As

much as he didn’t want to, Jude made them return to the

tables where they were sitting before the break, something

that they found even less appealing this time.

By the time they were reseated, he noticed that almost

everyone in the room was already reading his five-point

summary. Thankfully, many of them were nodding as if

to say that’s right. Those are the issues.

And so he began. “Are there any questions about this

before we start the next part of today’s session? Because

what we’re going to do now is focus on finding solutions

to these problems.” Just as he was about to move on, a lone

hand in the back of the room went up.
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It was a front desk supervisor, a tall woman with her

blonde hair tied up in a tight bun. “Are you going to let

us pick which of these issues we work on?” She didn’t wait

for an answer. “Because I’d like to do the first one,” she

said, referring to the slow turnaround of clean rooms.

Jude noticed more than a few of the housekeepers

rolling their eyes.

“No. I’m going to assign the issues randomly to your ta-

bles, so that we give every issue attention.” He then made

the assignments.

For the next half hour, employees brainstormed solu-

tions to the various problems. Jude encouraged everyone

to weigh in, even if their jobs were not directly related to

the issues being discussed.

When it came time to report back, the results were

not pretty.

Regardless of where they were seated, it seemed as

though housekeepers only saw the world from a house-

keeping perspective, front desk clerks from a front desk

perspective, and so on. And no one was terribly diplomatic.

At one point, a front desk supervisor actually suggested

that the hotel replace many of the housekeeping staff and

hire “hungrier” people for the job. A concierge recom-

mended that the housekeeping and maintenance staffs be

reorganized and report directly to the head of the front

desk. This was met by a smattering of boos from some of

the housekeepers in the room, and prompted a maintenance
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worker to complain that the bell staff called the house-

keepers maids, or worse yet, toilet scrubbers.

Everyone pointed a finger at one of the other depart-

ments, convinced that they were the cause of the hotel’s

problems, and that they only cared about their own part of

the hotel and nothing beyond.

At this point, Jude certainly had a vivid picture of the

silo problem. Unfortunately, the session so far had only

served to reinforce the barriers between the departments,

and Jude needed to salvage the day. So he took a risk.



ROLE PLAY

Iwant everyone to go back to your original tables and sit

with the people you work with,” he said. This time he

didn’t have to urge them to move. When they were settled,

he explained the next exercise.

“I want you,” he pointed at a table full of bell staff, “to

pretend that you’re housekeepers.” One of the older ladies

in the back of the room yelled, “You mean maids!” The

room burst out into laughter.

Then he pointed to another table, this one filled with

housekeepers. “And I want you to pretend that you work

at the front desk.”

One by one he went to each table assigning them a role

that would be particularly different for them than their reg-

ular jobs. Then he explained. “When I call on you, I want

each table to be as stereotypical as possible about describ-

ing the problems from your perspective. But play it straight.

I want you to really assume the roles I’ve given you.”

Nervous laughter filled the room.
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Jude pointed to the housekeepers who had been as-

signed front desk roles. “What is the problem around here?”

After a brief pause, one of them spoke up. “Those

housekeepers are just too slow and lazy. They don’t care

about guests. All they want to do is get through the day and

get home. They don’t understand the pressure we’re under

down here.”

A number of people laughed, and a few even ap-

plauded, at the accurate depiction of what a front desk

clerk would probably say.

Jude couldn’t turn back now. “What about you house-

keepers?” He pointed to the table full of bell staff.

A tall young man with a goatee spoke with an affected

feminine voice, playfully mimicking a housekeeper. “Yeah,

but why should we work hard, anyway. We don’t get many

tips. And even if we bust our butts and turn our rooms

around quickly, no one really appreciates us. It’s no won-

der two of our best housekeepers left last month. And no

one ever helps us. You’d think one of the guys in the mon-

key suits standing downstairs might come upstairs every

once in a while and vacuum or something.”

The room howled with laughter, and the housekeepers

burst into spontaneous applause.

Jude pushed on, looking at a table full of maintenance

workers pretending to be concierges. “What do you think

is the real problem?”

After a considerable delay, one of the older guys spoke

up, nervously. “Well, we sit down here in the lobby and
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watch the whole operation, and we think the problem is all

about communication.”

“What do you mean?” Jude asked.

“Well, those front desk clerks,” he pointed to the table

full of housekeepers, “they don’t talk to the people upstairs,

the housekeepers, until there’s an emergency. And by then,

it’s too late. And when the emergency’s over, they don’t

even think to go upstairs and say thank you. It’s like they’re

too good or something.”

The maintenance man paused, and then continued with

more passion.

“And when they call the maintenance guys to fix a toi-

let or something, they act like they’re second-class citizens.

I mean, it’s bad enough that we, I mean they, have to fix

toilets. It only makes it worse when they look down at

them. Heck, we’re the ones who have to keep this beauti-

ful hotel in good shape.”

No one laughed this time. The maintenance man

blushed.

Jude thanked him, and continued going around the

room until every table had a few opportunities to speak.

When he finished, he asked a question he hoped someone

would answer.

“So, what do you guys think about all this?”

Silence.

Until one of the housekeepers, a Hispanic woman

named Estela, raised her hand and waited to be called on.
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When Jude nodded to her, she explained. “Actually I think

we’re all trying pretty hard.”

That was it. And it was enough.

Jude looked at his watch and realized that he was ten

minutes over his allotted time. He thanked everyone for

their patience and participation, and assured them he

would be sharing his observations with the executive team

the following day.

As the room emptied, Jude couldn’t deny that there was

a sense of goodwill in the air that he attributed to more

than just relief that the session had ended. Still, he didn’t

have as much information as he wanted, so he asked the

managers of the various subdepartments to stay behind for

a few minutes.

The four supervisors overseeing housekeeping, mainte-

nance, the front desk clerks, and the concierges and bell staff

moved to the table at the front of the room. When everyone

else had gone and the doors were closed, Jude began.

“So what exactly is going on around here?”



HIGHER-UPS
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fter a pause, the front desk supervisor spoke. “Basically, a

lot of these people just don’t like each other. I mean, the

facilities people upstairs come from very different back-

grounds than the guest services people down here, and

they have different interests. It’s the same in every hotel I’ve

worked at.”

The housekeeping supervisor nodded her head in

agreement, although Jude wasn’t sure she really believed it.

The head concierge was shaking his head. “Wait a

minute. I’ve worked at hotels where there wasn’t so much

tension between the departments. And I don’t think this is

about people not getting along or being different. Hell, half

of my bellmen play soccer with the maintenance guys on

the weekends.”

“So what’s the problem, then?” Jude wanted to know.

The concierge shrugged. “I honestly don’t know.”

Jude looked up at the list of topics written on the flip-

chart. “Okay, let’s take one of these issues. How about last-
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minute surprises around large groups coming into the hotel.

What’s causing that?”

The front desk supervisor didn’t hesitate. “Well, we used

to have all-staff meetings prior the arrival of a big group,

and that gave everyone a chance to ask questions and hear

from Dante and the other executives. But about six months

ago we stopped doing that.”

Jude was curious. “Why?”

The front desk supervisor shook her head. “I’m not sure.”

“I am.” It was the concierge supervisor again. “People

complained about them, and so Dante decided to let each

department do their own updates.”

“Who complained?” Jude wanted to know.

The concierge hesitated before answering. “Well, I

should probably take the Fifth on that one.” He looked at

his peers as if he wanted their approval. “Let’s just say

that it wasn’t us, and leave it at that.”

As much as Jude wanted to say, “Who, then?” he backed

off, guessing that it was someone on Dante’s staff.

Looking at the list again, he asked, “Where does the lack

of respect issue come from? And how big of a problem is it?”

The maintenance supervisor responded first this time.

“I think it’s fairly typical for the guest services people

downstairs to see us,” he motioned to himself and the head

of housekeeping, “as being less important than they are. It’s

not good, but it’s not completely unique to the Madison.”

“And what about the less-than-flattering terms people

use to describe one another.”
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The maintenance head laughed. “I think that’s pretty

standard too.”

The front desk supervisor nodded in agreement. “But

there is one difference here.”

“What’s that?” Jude wanted to know.

“Now I’m going to take the Fifth.” Everyone laughed.

“Come on. Give me something,” Jude urged them.

The head of housekeeping said cautiously, “Let’s just

say that those terms aren’t only used by employees.” Again

Jude decided not to push further.

Changing the subject, he asked the big question: “Why

is customer satisfaction falling?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” the concierge countered. “If the bell

staff and the front desk people and the housekeepers and

the maintenance guys aren’t communicating with each

other, don’t you think that the guests are going to notice?

Rooms aren’t ready on time because no one downstairs

tells anyone upstairs which rooms they need first. Some-

one’s TV isn’t working and they call the front desk to com-

plain. And when the maintenance guy can’t get there in

less than three minutes, the guest calls back to the front

desk and the clerk down there blames the maintenance

guy, which makes all of us look terrible. You can’t hide this

stuff from guests. They’re going to notice.”

No one argued with the monologue.

The maintenance supervisor jumped in. “And then the

CFO tells us to cut the number of maintenance guys we

have, to reduce costs, and the assistant general manager
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wants us to reduce the amount of time it takes to respond

to a guest issue. And of course, Dante tells us to take as

much time with the guest as possible to ensure that the

problem is addressed and that they’re happy. And at the

end of the day all we get is grief from the front desk about

why we aren’t doing enough. I’m about to lose my third

employee this year because of this.”

“Who’s leaving?” the front desk manager wanted to know.

“Raymond.”

“Not Raymond. He’s your best guy up there.”

“The best ones always leave first,” the concierge replied,

resignedly.

Jude felt he finally had enough information. So he

thanked everyone for staying behind to help him, and left

for home.

That night he went through his notes and put together

a summary of his observations and a handful of specific rec-

ommendations for addressing the issues that separated the

departments and kept them from working together. As good

as Jude felt about the recommendations he would make to

Dante and his team the next day, he was anxious about how

to present it to them, and how it would be received.



BLOW UP

hen he arrived for the meeting, the hotel’s executive team

greeted Jude warmly.

Dante was smiling. “I heard things went well yesterday.”

His assistant general manager chimed in. “Everyone I

talked to really enjoyed the session. Even the cynical bell-

men said it wasn’t bad. And coming from them, that’s a

huge compliment.”

Jude was now feeling a little more confident in what he

was about to do. After a few minutes of polite banter, he

went to the flip chart at the front of the room and began

his presentation.

“I don’t want to take up too much of your time today.

I’ll just quickly summarize what I saw yesterday and what

I think can be done to improve the cooperation between

facilities and the guest services group.”

The executives seemed ready and eager to listen, so he

dove right in. “The first thing I’d like to say is that there is

definitely a problem between the departments, and it’s hurt-
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ing the hotel and will continue to do so if you don’t do

something about it.”

In a subtle but undeniable way, the mood in the room

shifted. Curiosity and openness on the faces of most of the

executives seemed to transform into mild defensiveness.

Only Dante seemed to be excited by Jude’s declaration.

“Tell us what you think is causing this.”

Clearing his throat, Jude explained. “Well, for one, it

seems like they’re receiving different messages from you

about what’s important.” He hoped that would be enough.

It wasn’t.

“What kind of messages?” the front office VP asked in

a way that indicated she wasn’t going to be open to what-

ever the answer was.

Jude decided to start with the least inflammatory ex-

amples. “Like the issue of late checkouts versus getting peo-

ple in their rooms when they arrive. Front desk people don’t

seem to know where to draw the line around that issue, and

the housekeeping folks are put into a lose-lose situation.”

“I don’t think that’s necessarily fair.” She responded as

soon as Jude had finished. “My people know what their

priorities are. That sounds like an excuse from the house-

keepers more than anything.” She seemed to suddenly re-

alize how defensive she sounded. “But I suppose it

wouldn’t hurt to clarify things a little.” She didn’t sound like

she meant it.

The head of facilities winced a little at her remarks. “I

don’t know. I think that there’s more confusion than you
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might be aware of. We’d certainly like your front desk peo-

ple to stop telling everyone they can stay as long as they

like. I mean, we have to decide who we’re more willing to

piss off. A guest arriving or one leaving. We can’t perform

miracles up there.”

The front desk VP seemed ready to launch into an ar-

gument with her colleague, then turned to Jude. “Any-

thing else?”

Jude looked at his notes. “Well, there are a few dozen

issues actually. Where do you want me to start?”

Dante jumped in. “I’d like to hear more specifically

about how you see all of this hurting the hotel.”

Jude took a breath. “Well, for one, you’ve lost some

key employees, which is stretching people too far and

sending a bad message to everyone left behind.”

No one commented, so he continued.

“It’s also creating a great opportunity for the unions to

move in. I mean, if your employees don’t feel any sense of

unity or commitment to each other, they’re going to be

more likely to look for it somewhere else.”

Jude still couldn’t tell exactly what the executives were

thinking. He decided they were either in disagreement with

what he was saying, or disappointed at the environment

they had allowed to take root.

He pressed on. “And of course, there’s the guests. As

the managers told me yesterday, it’s impossible for all of

this not to affect them. I don’t think you’re going to fix your
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satisfaction problem until you get your people working

together.”

In a slightly challenging tone, the CFO asked Jude,

“So what do you recommend?”

Jude hesitated, looking down at his notes. “Well, the

first thing you might want to consider is try a job rotation

program.”

A few of the executives were frowning now, which Jude

mistakenly interpreted as a sign that they didn’t understand

what he meant. “If you give people a chance to spend time

doing one another’s jobs, then they’ll—”

Dante interrupted. “Yeah, we understand the idea. We

tried it last year.”

Jude was surprised. “How did it work?”

The front desk VP answered somewhat sarcastically.

“Well, based on what you learned yesterday, how do you

think it worked?”

Dante broke in to clarify the issue. “Actually, I think it

was pretty well received,” he said. “But obviously it didn’t

change behaviors. What else do you think we need to do?”

“I think you should rethink your orientation program

for new employees. Provide a better understanding of 

how the hotel works from a bigger-picture perspective.

Give everyone a sense of how they contribute to the whole

operation.”

No one seemed particularly impressed by the idea,

though the head of HR wrote it down.
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Jude continued. “And I’d recommend going back to

having all-hands meetings, especially around big groups.

I’m kind of surprised that you stopped doing that.”

The room groaned.

The head of facilities explained. “We just didn’t think it

was helpful anymore.”

“Why not?”

“I think we just felt like we could do it within our own

departments, and that we didn’t need to waste everyone’s

time pulling together a large meeting.” He seemed less than

convinced about his rationale.

“You have anything else for us?” This time it wasn’t

Dante, but his CFO, who was asking. His tone seemed to

suggest that nothing mentioned so far had been particularly

insightful.

“Have you ever considered pooling tips and sharing

them with people in supporting roles?”

The reaction from the executives—a mixture of laugh-

ter and rolling eyes—made Jude feel like he had just asked

a group of college deans to consider revoking tenure among

their professors.

Slightly wounded and embarrassed, Jude decided to try

to convince them anyway. “It just seems to me that there

are plenty of people in the hotel who make a big difference

to customer satisfaction and don’t get much of a bonus

for day-to-day heroics. When they see others doing the

same amount of work, or less, and getting rewarded for

it, I can see how they’d get discouraged a little.”
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Dante shook his head. “Sorry, my friend. That’s been

a problem in this industry since money was invented, and

it’s not something we’re prepared to take on right now.”

The CFO looked to Dante and jokingly asked, “How

much are we paying this guy, anyway?”

The head of facilities piled on. “Are we actually paying

him? I thought this was free.” Everyone laughed.

Though he knew they were just teasing him, Jude felt

stung enough by their remarks that he needed to respond.

Letting his pride get the best of him, he made a decision

that he would regret.

“There is actually another issue that we haven’t talked

about yet, but that I think may lie at the heart of your silo

problem.” He paused. “And it has to do with you.”

That got everyone’s attention. Any lingering smiles from

those who had been teasing Jude began to fade.

“I think you could set a better example for everyone in

terms of how the departments interact.”

That was just too theoretical for Dante. “Set an exam-

ple? How so?”

“Well, for one, it would probably be a pretty good idea

if no one in this room was ever heard to call the facilities

crew ‘the toilet scrubbers.’”

Two of the executives tried to avoid laughing, while the

others seemed embarrassed.

The front office vice president was bordering on in-

credulous. “Don’t take this wrong, but you used more than

a hundred man-hours of our employees’ time yesterday,
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and your recommendation is that we stop calling each other

names? I certainly hope we’re not paying you too much.”

She smiled as though she were suddenly trying to twist her

insult into a joke, but no one bought it. And they certainly

weren’t laughing.

Jude was about to respond by pointing out that it was

only one of four recommendations he had made and that

he had seven more pages of notes outlining the problems

at the hotel and that if the executive team didn’t want to

hear anything that they might be doing wrong then maybe

they shouldn’t have asked him to. . . .

But before he could say a word, Dante jumped in.

“Listen, I think Jude makes a good point here. It would

be a good idea if all of us were more careful about the

things we said in front of our employees. Even though we

all get along fine and know that we’re just joking with one

another, it can send a bad message.”

No one responded.

Dante decided to bring the entire session to an early

close. “I want to thank Jude for his time and effort yes-

terday, and recommend that we take a good look at his

suggestions. Getting an outside perspective on our prob-

lems, even if it merely confirms what we already know, is

helpful.”

Ouch. Jude would have preferred that Dante had just

said, “Okay, this wasn’t very insightful or useful, and

frankly, we’re not going to be implementing any of it. But

thanks anyway.” And while he understood that Dante
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wanted to rescue his consultant from a school of sharks

smelling blood in the water, he would have liked him to

show a little more support for him while the front office VP

was taking potshots.

As the executives filed past him and out the door, Jude

felt a bizarre sense of failure, one that he had never expe-

rienced as a professional.



FALL OUT

When everyone else had left, Dante shut the door and turned

toward Jude, smiling in a forced kind of way. “Well, that

was certainly interesting.”

They laughed a little painfully.

Jude felt a mix of emotions. First, he was frustrated by

the team’s immaturity. He also felt a little betrayed by Dante

for not allowing him to address the defensive barrage he

had just received, though he certainly understood his mo-

tivation for ending the discussion. But more than anything

else, he was embarrassed.

“Listen, Dante, I’m sorry that I—”

Dante held up his hand. “Don’t apologize. It’s fine.” He

took a breath as he considered the situation. “I mean, I wish

you would have brought up the executive name calling

stuff earlier, because it sounded like you were sandbagging

us a little. But we needed to hear those things, and some

of my staff members were way out of line. I’ll talk to them

about it.”
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Though he felt better, Jude couldn’t help but consider the

implications. “I can’t possibly have credibility with your team

now, can I? I’d understand if you ended our agreement.”

Dante shook his head. “Listen, I don’t want to over-

dramatize what just happened. But I’m also not going to

lie to you. This is the team that I have to work with every

day, and you’re just a consultant. So if push comes to

shove. . . . ” He didn’t finish. “But you’ve still got a few

weeks left on your retainer, right?”

Jude nodded.

“Let’s take a look at the situation then, when things

calm down.” Dante patted Jude on the back and walked

him to the front door of the hotel. “You gave me some

things to think about today.”

Jude thanked his client and went home, more than a

little concerned about the future of his business—and his

family’s financial situation. He couldn’t deny that he was

desperate. But desperation is sometimes a great motivator.





PART THREE

❖

Rally





THE DRAWING
BOARD

One week. That’s all the time Jude had to make a break-

through because that’s when his next workshop was sched-

uled to take place at Children’s Hospital. He immediately

became almost obsessed with figuring out the “silo thing,”

as he and Theresa came to refer to it, reading everything

he could get his hands on having anything to do with orga-

nizational politics.

But Jude would not find his answer in any book. It

would find him, in a more frightening way that he could

ever have imagined.
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ALARM

Jude did not sleep much after the debacle at the Madison.

In fact, he had not been sleeping well ever since Brian

called to announce an end to his consulting assignment at

JMJ. Now, in addition to his financial worries, Jude couldn’t

stop thinking about the silo problem. Add to that his wife’s

growing discomfort at night, and it wasn’t much of a sur-

prise that Jude was awake when it all started happening.

It was 4:32 A.M. Jude would not forget that. Theresa had

been shifting and groaning off and on throughout the night,

which wasn’t completely new given the size of the babies

inside her and their increasing penchant for kicking. But

something was different on this night, and more than an

hour before Jude’s alarm usually rang, Theresa sat up in

bed, wincing in pain.

“Are you okay?” Jude asked.

Theresa nodded. “Yeah, I think so.” She wasn’t convincing.

And then they saw blood on the sheets.
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Realizing that she was in no position to walk, Jude

called 911—and said a prayer while they waited.

Seven minutes later the ambulance was out front, and

twelve minutes later they were well on their way to John

Muir Medical Center, which was just eight miles from the

Cousins’ new home.

For a moment Jude wondered how he and Theresa

would get home from the hospital, given that they were

arriving in an ambulance. But his logistical concern disap-

peared when Theresa’s pain increased. As the EMT min-

istered to Theresa, Jude held her hand and smiled, trying

to reassure her.

In minutes, they arrived at the emergency room, and

the EMTs rolled Theresa through the wide doors, where

they were greeted by two nurses and an administrative

attendant of some kind.

Jude described to them what had been happening, and

the administrative person asked him questions about

Theresa’s condition and personal information. Name, ad-

dress, insurance, and related issues.

Theresa was now in the ER, where doctors and nurses

were calmly but intensely sprinting around, taking her tem-

perature and pulse and a dozen other diagnostics related

to her and the babies. All the while, a nurse was explain-

ing to Jude what was happening, though he wasn’t di-

gesting much of it, lost instead in watching his wife’s face

and praying harder than he had ever prayed in his life. And
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then the doctor turned away from Theresa to speak to her

husband.

“She’s fine for now, and the babies are too. But I’m call-

ing in Dr. Andrew Luke from the birthing center to take

over. He’s on site and will have a better idea of what to do.”

Without having to be told, one of the nurses was on the

phone and Jude could hear her. “Hi, this is Jean down in

ER. We need Luke right away. We’ve got a woman a little

over seven months pregnant with mild bleeding. Thanks.”

Five minutes later Dr. Luke arrived. He spoke to the ER

doctor for a minute, and then went right over to his new

patient.

“Hi, Theresa.” Smiling at her and taking her hand, he

looked over at the babies’ heart monitors and the ultra-

sound computer screen that had just been set up. After no

more than fifteen seconds, he nodded his head at Theresa

and looked around the room, settling on Jude.

“Are you her husband?”

Jude nodded but couldn’t seem to say anything.

In a quick but reassuring way, he explained, “I’m Dr.

Luke. Everything looks fine right now. But we’re going to

take your wife to surgery just in case.”

“In case what?” Jude asked, a little more abruptly than

he had intended.

“In case we can’t keep the babies from coming.”

Jude froze. “You mean from being born?”

Dr. Luke smiled, and then turned toward one of the

nurses. “Let’s get into the O.R. right away.” One of them
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went to make a phone call, while another logged on to a

computer. “And call Dr. Schmitz and ask him to meet me

there in ten minutes.”

As people scattered, one of the nurses yelled across

the room with an edge to her voice, “Janet, get back over

here! We need to order a magnesium drip and start a new

IV!” Jude looked over to where the nurse had yelled, and

saw another nurse, who most certainly was Janet. With-

out the slightest reaction to the abrupt order, she quickly

and unceremoniously made a telephone call, apparently

to the O.R., while simultaneously preparing some sort of

document.

“What’s a magnesium drip?” He asked the question to

no one in particular.

As Janet hung up the phone, she calmly explained that it

was something that could help a woman hold off giving birth.

Within minutes two nurses or orderlies—Jude didn’t

know what the terms really meant—came into the room,

moved Theresa onto a gurney, and began to roll her toward

an exit in the emergency room. At the door, a man dressed

like a security guard took over for one of the nurses, who

disappeared after brushing Theresa’s hair from her eyes and

saying, “You’re going to be fine.”

Before Jude knew what was happening, two more

nurses appeared, one of whom was monitoring a machine

that they rolled beside Theresa, while the other was filling

out forms and directing what little traffic was in the hall-

ways at 5:15 A.M.
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Jude quickly moved alongside his wife’s entourage to

be with her as they proceeded down the hallway. He held

her hand as they gracefully and speedily moved her to

the elevators, then up to the fourth floor and over to the

birthing center.

As they emerged through the doors, a nurse dressed in

a flowery pink blouse greeted them, smiling. “Hello there,

Theresa. You doing okay?”

Jude watched as his wife, in pain, smiled and nodded

her head at the matronly yet angelic nurse. Who is this won-

derful woman? Jude remembered wondering for a split sec-

ond before being led to the doorway just outside the

operating room, where he was stunned by the bright lights

and relative starkness of the facility there. After changing

into his surgical scrubs, he was inside the operating room

and with Theresa again.

A long minute later Dr. Luke entered, now dressed for

surgery. Ignoring Jude for the most part, he went straight

to Theresa, smiled at her in a way that said “I’m excited to

be here with you,” and turned to one of his nurses and

asked, “Has Dr. Schmitz arrived yet?”

At that very moment another man entered. His hair was

disheveled, and he was wearing a different color outfit from

the others. They smiled at one another before Dr. Luke

replied, “Well, here he is now.”

“Hey there, Andy,” Dr. Luke greeted his colleague be-

fore turning to Theresa. “And how are you doing?”
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Looking no more disheveled than Dr. Schmitz, Theresa

smiled back at him. “I’m okay.”

“Well, you’re about to have two little girls.”

“But I’m only seven and a half months—”

He interrupted her, smiling. “We do this all the time.”

He patted her hand, asked the nurse to call the anesthesi-

ologist, and the process began.



REGROUP

At 5:45 A.M., Dr. Luke and Dr. Schmitz delivered the tiny

Cousins twins, doing a Cesarean section. Nurses quickly

cleaned up the three-pound babies and took them imme-

diately to the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit next door.

Dr. Luke and Dr. Schmitz assured the parents that all

had gone well, and that they’d be able to see the babies

shortly. Theresa was wheeled off to the recovery room, and

as soon as she was gone, Jude fell into a chair outside the

NICU. He looked at his watch, which read 5:57 A.M.

He was amazed. Everything, from the moment they

woke up in bed until now, had happened in less than

ninety minutes. Life would never be the same.
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For the next three days, Theresa remained hospitalized just

fifty feet from where her babies, Hailey and Emily, were

being watched around the clock.

Her pediatrician and the head of the NICU explained

that the babies would have to stay for at least three weeks.

During that time, parents were encouraged to come in and

touch them for a few hours a day, but given the girls’ early

arrival, they wouldn’t be ready to be held or fed like later-

term babies for a week or so. Even then, there was only so

much Theresa and Jude would be able to do. The thought

of being at home without the girls was an unpleasant one

for the new parents.

When it came time for Theresa to be discharged from

the hospital, there was confusion as to which department

was responsible for releasing her, and who would be billing

the insurance company for what. Given Theresa’s emotional

and physical exhaustion, this was particularly trying for her,

and she was cranky about the chaos. After more than an
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hour of delays and phone calls, she was finally cleared to

leave.

When he and Theresa arrived home and caught their

breath, Jude quickly came to the conclusion that he should

work as much as he could while the girls were in the hos-

pital, both to take his mind off his worries about them

and to get his business on track so that he could spare a lit-

tle more time when they finally did come home. And be-

sides, Theresa’s mother would be staying with them for the

next month, so there really wasn’t much to do around 

the house until the babies arrived.

Jude had originally postponed his session at Children’s

Hospital when the girls were born. Now he decided to try

and reschedule it, and was glad that Lindsay was able to

pull the event together just a few days later than origi-

nally planned. Jude now had five days to figure out how to

make this silo session better than the last one.



WHERE YOU’D
LEAST EXPECT IT

Jude and Theresa decided they would make three trips each

day to the hospital to be with the girls. In the morning and

at night, they would go together. At noon, Jude would go

while Theresa slept, and she would later visit in the after-

noon to help with the feedings.

As Jude drove to the hospital for his first solo visit with

his little girls, he couldn’t stop thinking about his early

morning arrival there in the back of the ambulance. Though

it had taken place less than a week earlier, it seemed like

months had gone by with all that had happened since then.

When he parked his car, instead of going to the birthing

center via the normal entrance, Jude decided that he would

first stop by the emergency room and thank any nurses or

doctors who had been there to help Theresa.

As he walked into the admitting area, the panic that

Jude had felt on that frenetic morning a week earlier over-

whelmed him. He began recalling the details of that crazy

morning.
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The calm of the EMTs. The speed of the receiving nurse

at the door. The decisiveness of the doctors. The respon-

siveness of the nurses and staff. Processes were followed,

decisions were made, mistakes happened and were cor-

rected immediately.

It was a bizarre and beautiful mix of chaos, coordina-

tion, and communication. And it worked.

Suddenly something occurred to Jude. Most of those

people came from different departments.

And that’s when it all clicked.



FLESHING IT OUT

Later that night, after another evening session of watching

the girls and saying a tearful good-bye to them, Jude drove

his wife and his mother-in-law home and went into his

office to work. He knew there was no way he could sleep

until he gathered and organized his thoughts around his

new theory.

The next morning, as soon as he left the hospital after

the first visit of the day, he called Lindsay to run his idea

by her. But rather than just blurting it out, he thought he

would take a more subtle approach that would test his the-

ory without biasing his client.

“Okay, other than the problem between the nurses and

the admissions department, what other groups in the hos-

pital struggle with this silo thing.”

Lindsay didn’t hesitate. “You name it. Doctors versus

nurses. Administration versus doctors. Management versus

hourly staff. I think everyone around here sees themselves
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as members of their own department or clique, more than

part of the hospital as a whole.”

Jude decided to go fishing. “Is there an example where

it’s not a problem?” Lindsay didn’t respond right away, so

Jude baited her just a little. “Are there any departments or

places in the hospital where people don’t seem to care about

what department they’re a part of, but work together like a

team?”

This time Jude tolerated the silence, giving his client a

chance to think it over.

“No.” She finally decided.

Jude was disappointed. Until Lindsay continued.

“Other than the ER, I don’t think there’s a single part of

the hospital that—”

Jude interrupted. “What did you just say?”

“I said that I don’t think there is anywhere in the hos-

pital that the silo issue isn’t a—”

He interrupted her again. “You said other than the ER.”

“Well, yeah. But the ER doesn’t really count. It’s a dif-

ferent animal entirely.”

Jude was suddenly excited. “What do you mean?”

“Well, that’s the one place in the hospital where there

are relatively few departmental issues. But that’s true in any

hospital, I think. Certainly in the ones where I’ve worked.”

“Why is that, do you think?”

“I don’t know,” she said, as she pondered the question.

“I guess there’s no time for it.”
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Suddenly Lindsay started to back off her answer. “But now

that I think about it, I do remember times when there were petty

arguments in the ER about budgets and resource sharing.”

Jude was determined to salvage his discovery. “You mean

doctors and nurses in the emergency room arguing about

which department should pay for supplies or equipment?”

“No. Not in the ER itself. I’m talking about during bud-

get sessions and administrative staff meetings.”

“Why do you suppose it never happens in the ER

itself?” Jude was hoping for a specific answer.

Lindsay paused for a moment. “Because no one with

a heart and a brain would even think of bitching about de-

partmental stuff while someone is lying there bleeding right

in front of them. Emergencies tend to do that to people.”

That was exactly what Jude wanted to hear.



PROCESSING

As the proud and tired parents sat next to their tiny sleeping

daughters in the NICU, Jude explained to Theresa his ex-

perience in the ER that morning and his conversation with

Lindsay.

Though Theresa was not the most focused of audiences—

not surprising, given her environment—she made one

particularly lucid suggestion. “You should call Brian What’s-

his-name. The CEO at the fitness machine company.”

“Why?” Jude wanted to know.

“Isn’t he the guy that said he didn’t need your help with

the silo thing?”

“Yeah. And I’m finished with my work there.”

“Did you ask him why?”

Jude was now just a little impatient. “Yeah, and he said

that they just hired a marketing guy and didn’t need any

help in sales—”
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Theresa interrupted her husband. “No, did he tell you

why they didn’t have a problem with silos? Maybe you can

learn something from him.”

Jude wanted to argue with her, just to avoid having to

say, “I never really thought of that.” But he couldn’t. “You

know, that’s probably a great idea. I hate when you do that.”

They laughed quietly and turned their attention back to

Emily and Hailey.



SECOND LOOK

rian was in his office when Jude called.

“Hey there, Jude. What’s new?”

“Not much.” Jude said reflexively. And then, catching

himself, he explained, “What am I saying? Actually, my

whole world is new. Theresa gave birth to our twin girls

four days ago.”

“I thought she wasn’t due for another couple of months.”

Brian seemed genuinely concerned. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, the babies are fine, although they’ll be in the

hospital for at least three weeks. They need to get their

lungs stronger and get bigger. But everything looks good.”

“Well, thank God. I appreciate your calling to let me

know.”

Jude hesitated. “The reason I’m calling is actually about

work.”

Brian laughed. “I can’t believe you have time to work

right now. What does your wife think about that?”
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“She’s fine. Her mom’s here and we’re doing shift vis-

its to the hospital. Not much else we can do right now.

Anyway, I’d like to come by and see you tomorrow for a

few minutes. I want to run something by you.”

“Let me see.” There was a pause. “Yeah, it looks like

I’m open tomorrow before nine o’clock, and then from

noon to three.”

“How about if I come by at noon?”

“Great. Oh, by the way. Where did your wife have the

babies?”

“At the hospital.”

Brian laughed. “Yeah, I figured that. You must be tired.

I mean which hospital.”

Jude laughed too. “Oh. John Muir in Walnut Creek. And

yeah, I’m exhausted.”

“Has she checked out yet?”

Jude thought it was a funny question, but didn’t hesi-

tate to answer. “Yeah. She’s home.”

“Good. Well, both of you get some rest. I’ll see you

tomorrow.”

Jude was looking forward to it.



SCHOOL

Jude arrived at Brian’s office the next afternoon, thanked

him for the beautiful arrangement of flowers that he had

sent to Theresa that morning, and dove right in. He decided

to be as direct as possible.

“Okay, I want to know why it is that you don’t think

you have a silo problem around here.”

“It sounds like you’re not sure I’m telling the truth.”

Brian smiled.

Jude was a little embarrassed and backpedaled a bit.

“No, that’s not what I meant. But do you think it’s possible

that there is more infighting down there,” he motioned to

the window overlooking the factory floor below, “than

you’re aware of?”

“No I don’t. But if I’m wrong, I’d like to know so I can

fix it.” Brian paused for a moment, then dropped his open

hand firmly on the desk. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you

go down there and find out for yourself?”

Jude was a little puzzled. “What do you mean?”
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“I mean go down there and talk to people. Ask them

what they think. Talk to anyone in any part of the organi-

zation. Most of them know who you are, so they won’t be

bothered by it. And feel free to ask them in a way that they

won’t know what you’re looking for. I don’t want them

sugar-coating their answers.”

“Are you sure?” Jude was a little hesitant.

“Yeah. Why not? I don’t think you’ll find anything, but

I’d like you to try. Heck, I’ll even pay you your hourly rate.”

Jude shook his head and laughed. “No, you don’t have

to do that. But I’ll definitely take you up on your offer.”

“Okay then. Come back in two hours and let me know

what you learn.”

Jude checked his watch, and headed for the door. “See

you at two o’clock.”



SNOOPING

ude felt like a plainclothes police officer as he roamed the

company’s halls and factory floor asking questions.

Deciding that it would be best not to bias the people

he interviewed, Jude always asked the same two open-

ended questions first: “What’s going on that’s good? What’s

going on that’s not so good?”

While it was certainly true that a few of the more junior

people seemed less than comfortable telling a relative

stranger anything meaningful about the company, most of

the people that Jude talked to were happy to indulge him.

And not just on the positive side of things.

Some complained about the budget being too tight.

Others thought that the plant needed expanding. Still others

wanted to reduce the number of products being manufac-

tured. All in all, however, Jude confirmed what he already

knew: Brian ran a pretty tight ship.

Only when people had finished responding to the sec-

ond question did Jude begin to probe in a more direct way.
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He might ask a factory floor worker, “How do you like

working with people from finance?” Or he’d ask someone

in sales, “Do you think that marketing is doing enough to

help you sell products?” He got nothing that would indicate

a silo problem.

Jude then began asking a host of more direct, some-

what desperate questions that he thought might elicit some

indication of departmental stress. “Which department do

you dread working with the most?” “If you had to take re-

sources from one department within the company, which

would it be?” Most of those questions provoked looks of

confusion more than anything else.

After more than ninety minutes, Jude decided to stop.

He went back to Brian’s office with a sense of disappoint-

ment and admiration. “Okay, I give up.”

Brian teased him. “But you’ve still got a half hour.

Maybe you missed something.”

“No. I just want to know the answer.”

“What answer?”

“How you do it. What’s the secret?”

Then Brian said something that Jude didn’t want to

hear. “I don’t know.”

“Come on,” prodded Jude. “Just tell me.”

Brian smiled. “I’m serious. I don’t know. It’s just how it

is.” He seemed to be searching for an answer on the ceil-

ing. Then he looked directly at Jude. “Hey, I’ve got an idea.”

Before Jude could ask him, Brian explained. “Why don’t

you try to figure it out? I mean, I’ll let you hang around
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for a while and observe things. I’d like to know why we’re

different from other companies so we can make sure that

we keep doing whatever we’re doing.”

Normally Jude wouldn’t have been so enthusiastic

about taking on an unpaid project, but he thought this

might be exactly what he needed.

He was right.



CLUE

Jude spent the next three days driving back and forth be-

tween his home, the hospital, and the JMJ facility in Man-

teca, which gave him plenty of time to think.

During those three days, he observed two executive

meetings, one focused on operations and another more strate-

gic in nature. He also spent three hours on the factory floor

where he watched people work, paying special attention to

the various departments represented there. He even went to

the parking lot to see when people arrived, who they went

to lunch with, who stayed late, and where they parked.

Then one day while he was in the break room getting

coffee, he found a brochure of sorts that provided the

breakthrough he was looking for. It was a brief history of

JMJ, from its founding twelve years earlier to the present.

Thumbing through the booklet, Jude found a chart de-

picting the company’s annual revenue and profit. The trend

was moderately positive for the first eight years, until the fol-

lowing period when revenue was cut in half, and profits
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dropped even more drastically. One year later, both indi-

cators had jumped, and the trend for the following three

years since then was nothing short of amazing.

Jude couldn’t find any mention of the downturn, so

he went to see Brian. Unfortunately, the CEO was already

gone, so Jude had to wait another day to have his questions

answered.



HISTORY LESSON

After his morning visit to the hospital, where his daughters

were already showing signs of progress, Jude went straight

to Brian’s office.

“Have you figured it out yet?” Brian genuinely seemed

to be hoping that he had.

“Not yet,” Jude replied, “but I have a few questions

for you.”

Brian laughed. “This is starting to sound like an episode

of Columbo. Ask away.”

“What happened to the company four years ago?”

“You mean the crisis?”

Jude was confused.

“You don’t know about that?” Brian was surprised.

Jude shook his head.

“Wow. I guess it still seems like it happened just yes-

terday, and that everyone knows about it.”

Brian went on to describe what everyone at JMJ had

come to refer to as “the Fire Drill.”
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“A health club in Los Angeles had purchased fifteen

treadmills from us,” he said, “and one of its customers, a

minor celebrity, had a serious accident while using one of

them. The story hit the press, the health club blamed us,

competitors took advantage of the situation, and our lawyers

gave us the horrible advice to avoid making any public

statements that might hurt us in court.

“Within a week, customers began canceling orders and

returning recently purchased equipment. Sales dried up,

and we were staring at a major layoff, and possibly a shut-

down within six months.”

And that’s when Brian made the most enlightening

comment of all. “You know, sometimes I think that was the

best thing that ever happened to this company.”



PUZZLE PIECES

Jude thought he might be able to predict what Brian was

going to say next, but he wanted to hear it straight from his

ex-client just to make sure he wasn’t imagining things.

“I pulled my team together in the boardroom and told

them that we had six weeks to restore our reputation. That

meant we had to demonstrate that our products were safe, to

rebuild our reputation in the market, to fix our relationships

with key customers, and to rebuild morale down there.” He

pointed to the manufacturing floor. “And we had to avoid

a nasty lawsuit with that game show host.”

“And?” Jude wanted to know what happened.

“Well, we sent two of our techs down to LA and found

out that the health club had installed the machines incor-

rectly. That was no surprise, because we knew the equip-

ment was safe. And then we took a risk that our lawyers

didn’t like. We ran full-page ads in the four biggest trade

publications, telling the whole story. We sent copies of

those ads, blown up to three times their normal size, to
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every person that we had ever had contact with at every

client that had purchased one of our machines over the pre-

vious five years.”

Jude’s eyes went wide.

Brian laughed. “Pretty crazy, huh? But you know whose

idea that was?” He didn’t wait for Jude to answer. “One of

our quality control technicians. A twenty-two-year-old young

lady. Heck, we decided that the only way to salvage morale

was to get everyone involved, even a little pissed off, about

what had happened to us. They came up with ideas that

none of us up here would have had the courage for.”

“I guess you won the lawsuit then.” It was a question.

“No, we settled it. For something like twenty thousand

dollars.”

Jude was confused. “But I thought it wasn’t your fault.”

“It wasn’t. But we would have wasted so much time

and money fighting it. I know it’s wrong, but unfortunately

that’s how the legal system works these days, especially

in California. But we didn’t really care at that point, because

we were so busy handling the increase in orders that had

already started to come in just a few weeks after the ads

went out. Heck, we even decided to pay the settlement for

the dopey health club in LA when they agreed to buy their

next twenty-five machines from us.”

Jude was now starting to get excited. “Tell me the truth,

Brian. Before all that happened, was there a silo problem

around here?”
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Brian thought about it. “Well, I once had to fire a few

department heads because they didn’t seem to care as

much about the company as they did about their own lit-

tle fiefdoms. If that’s what you mean, then I suppose we

had some of that.”

“What about before you arrived?”

Brian nodded. “Yeah, I remember hearing about a

time when the executive offices and marketing depart-

ments were located in a different building from the fac-

tory because the head of marketing thought his people

should have a more ‘professional’ work environment. And

before I came, the incentive trips were limited to people

in the sales organization, but I made it a company-wide

thing. Some of the salespeople weren’t too happy about

that at first.”

“And since then? Any of that kind of stuff ever pop up?”

Brian thought hard. “Not really. Except maybe when

things are going too smoothly. That’s probably when I see

people start to turn inward a little. But ever since the Fire

Drill, we’re pretty much together.”

Jude thanked Brian and headed for the door.

“So I guess you’re thinking that the Fire Drill had some-

thing to do with us not having a silo problem.”

Jude smiled. “I’ll get back to you on that.”



CRAMMING

Jude was convinced that the next two weeks would deter-

mine the fate of his consulting career. During that time he

would try to distill everything he had learned from Brian

into an actionable solution and design an effective session

for Children’s Hospital. If that went well, he’d go back to

the Madison for a second try, and then be ready for Carter

Bell at Batch.

That was the plan, anyway. But as Jude was learning

more and more every day, things don’t always go as planned.
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OPPORTUNITY CALLS

Just as he pulled his car into the parking lot at the hospital

for his evening visit with the twins, the phone rang. Jude

recognized the area code and prefix as a Batch number.

It was Carter Bell’s assistant.

“Hello Jude, I’m calling for Carter. His trip has changed,

and so he won’t be able to meet with you next week.”

Before Jude could get too disappointed, she added,

“But he could fit you in tomorrow at nine o’clock.”

Without really thinking about what he was saying, Jude

responded, “That would be great.”

“Okay, we’ll see you at nine tomorrow.” And she

hung up.

Before he knew what had happened, Jude had an

entirely new dilemma on his hands. What am I going to 

do now?
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ONWARD

s he sat down next to his wife to watch their babies, Jude

explained what had just happened on the phone.

As usual, Theresa reassured her husband. “Listen,

there’s no way that you could have turned down that ap-

pointment. Who knows how long it would have been be-

fore you could get back on his calendar?”

Jude agreed, and decided it was time to stop thinking

about work and focus on his daughters. These visits usu-

ally had a dual impact on Jude.

On one hand, they calmed him by putting life in per-

spective and helping him realize that his business issues

were not as important as he might make them out to be. On

the other hand, they reminded him of his financial respon-

sibilities to his family. As usual, the effects canceled each

other, leaving Jude to go home no more nor less stressed

than when he went in.

At midnight, Jude was still trying to figure out exactly

what he would say at Batch the next day, and by 5 A.M.
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he decided that it was either coming together or he had lost

his ability to assess the quality of what he was doing. What-

ever the case, he had to wrap it up so he could grab a

shower, get to the hospital, and be over at Carter’s office

by nine.

Though he was tired and not completely confident of

what he was about to cover, he took some consolation from

the fact that he certainly knew Carter’s business, and the

nature of the Batch organization. That would prove to be

more important than even Jude could have imagined.



CARTER

Entering the Batch offices for the first time since leaving

the company didn’t feel as strange to Jude as he thought

it would. But then again, he was coming back to meet with

the CEO. Unfortunately, whatever friendly vibes Jude had

felt from him on the phone seemed to have disappeared by

the time the meeting began.

“So, what did you want to talk to me about?” Those

were the first words out of Carter’s mouth when Jude sat

down in the leather chair across the desk. And before he

could respond, Carter continued. “I’ve got just fifteen min-

utes before my next meeting.”

Jude did his best not to seem flustered by the tone of the

conversation, or by the shortened time period that he would

have to work with. In fact, he decided that he would have

to abandon whatever fears he had, and get right to the point.

“Here’s the deal. I think Batch has a huge silo problem,

and that it’s costing you in many ways. I just don’t see
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you turning things around until you eliminate the depart-

mental politics that exist. People are so internally focused

that customers are being ignored, and competitors are hav-

ing their way with you.”

Carter was quick to respond. “I am so tired of hearing

about that. Everyone thinks that—”

Some combination of exhaustion and courage prompted

Jude to interrupt his former CEO. “Listen, if you think I’m

making this up, all you need to do is talk to the people two

levels below—”

Carter cut him off. “Making it up? What are you talking

about? I’m not in denial here. This problem is everywhere.”

Jude was relieved, and wasn’t quite sure how to redi-

rect his passion. Luckily, Carter continued.

“It’s been almost a full year since the announcement of

the merger, and I’m still hearing people talk about Hatch

Systems and Bell Technology. You’d think that with the

stock in the toilet people would stop caring about their old

company and focus on making the new one work.”

Jude waited until he was finished before diving in. “I’m

a little surprised. I figured by now that the Bell and Hatch

problem would be less of an issue. If anything, I’d have ex-

pected you’d have new silos altogether.”

“Are you kidding? Have you forgotten about the adver-

tising crap that went on? Heck, people are still complaining

about me not giving enough responsibility to ex-Hatch peo-

ple, or vice versa.”
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Jude was starting to feel that Carter was confiding in

him, so he pushed a little. “So this is among your staff

members too?”

After a brief pause, Carter nodded his head. “Yeah.

Which is why I’ve replaced about half of them in the past

three months.”

This was a surprise to Jude, who had found it too

painful to follow any news about the company after aban-

doning his hopes of a rebound.

“How has that worked out?” Jude asked, trying to dis-

guise the fact that it was the first he had heard of it.

Carter thought about it. “Well, I definitely swapped out

the right people. And I’ve finally cut my staff down to a

manageable size.”

“How are they working together so far?”

“Well, we brought in a guy to do team building, to help

us become more of a, well, a team, I guess.”

“How was it?” Jude asked, expecting the worst.

“The guy was great, actually. At least that’s what I

thought at the time. I felt like we made a bunch of progress,

and everyone else did too. No one bitched about it at all

and I would have sworn that we’re as tight as any team I’ve

ever worked with. No more passive-aggressive B.S., and al-

most none of that back-channel gossip that you probably

dealt with when you were here.”

“So what went wrong?”

Carter shrugged. “I don’t know. In spite of all the im-

provement we made as a team, the silo stuff is still there.
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People in marketing are still complaining about engineer-

ing. And sales thinks marketing isn’t doing enough to move

products. The list goes on and on.”

“And you’re sure that people on your staff aren’t just

hiding the personal politics better?”

Carter thought about it, and then nodded emphatically.

“Yeah. These people genuinely like each other, and they

don’t hold anything back. That’s something I’m good at sens-

ing. This isn’t a petty group of people anymore. They really

want to succeed, and they don’t care who gets the credit.”

“You’re sure about that?” Jude had to know.

“Yes, I’m sure. Why? You don’t believe me?” Carter

seemed just a little agitated now.

Jude didn’t want to lose him. “No, no. It’s not that. I

think you probably know what’s going on. It’s just that if

what you’re saying is true, then I think I might know how

to help you.”

Carter now seemed to shift his attention away from

his own problem and toward assessing the consultant sit-

ting in front of him.

Jude continued, feeling a new surge of confidence,

which mixed nicely with his desperation. “In fact, I’m pretty

confident that I can.”

He could sense that Carter believed him, and appreci-

ated his directness. The sales call was almost over and an

exhausted Jude was ready to get out of there. In minutes,

he could be out the door with another paying client on 

the books.
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And then the phone rang. Carter picked it up and spent

the next two minutes in a fairly intense conversation. When

he hung up, he turned to Jude. “Okay, it’s time for my

meeting. What does your day look like today?”

Jude was a little taken aback. “Well, at noon I’ve got

to be at—”

Carter jumped in. “Nothing till noon?”

Jude shook his head.

“Good. Come with me.”

Before he knew what was happening, Jude was fol-

lowing Carter Bell across the hall and into the boardroom,

where the executive team was waiting. There were just

seven of them, three of whom Jude had never seen.

Trying to appear as confident as a sleep-deprived man

can, Jude couldn’t help but think to himself, What have I

gotten myself into?



REAL TIME

Carter wasted no time. “Okay, everyone. I know we’re sup-

posed to be talking about our budget today, but I’m going

to mix things up a little bit.”

He turned to Jude, who was now seated at the end of

the table near the white board. “You all remember Jude

Cousins, who ran advertising and other related programs

for us when Zachary was still head of marketing. He’s going

to spend a half hour helping us figure out how to get rid

of these damn silos that I’ve been complaining about for

the past six months.”

The CFO spoke first. “Does this mean we’re not going

to be doing the budget today, because my people have

been working for the past three nights to—”

Carter interrupted. “Frankly, Dan, I don’t know if we’re

going to get to the budget. And please don’t take this

wrong, but I wish you’d stop referring to them as your peo-

ple.” He turned to one of the other executives. “Or your

people. Or yours.”

119



120

Silos, Politics, and Turf Wars

The room was a little stunned by the direct but gentle

reprimand, which continued. “I mean, they’re our people,

and we have got to stop thinking about our departments

all the time, and which one gets more money and head-

count and. . . . ”

He didn’t seem to know how to finish the sentence.

Turning back to Dan, he said, “And besides, what use is the

budget conversation if everyone’s just going to be lobby-

ing for their departments? I mean, Jude is right.”

Jude wanted to stop the rambling CEO right there, but

it was too late.

“We aren’t going to turn this thing around as long as we

keep working in these silos. And you know, it’s not our em-

ployees’ fault. It’s ours.”

The head of sales, whom Jude knew fairly well from his

days at Batch, raised his hand but didn’t wait to be called

upon. Smiling at Jude with a look of mild surprise, he

asked, “Did you say that?”

Before Jude could respond, Carter answered. “No, I did.”

The sales VP turned his attention to the CEO. “Come

on, Carter. We’ve come a long way in the last few months.

I honestly think we’ve eliminated most of the stuff that peo-

ple used to pull in terms of pointing fingers and talking be-

hind everyone’s backs.”

One or two others nodded their agreement.

Until the head of engineering spoke. “Then why aren’t

we making any progress? And why are our people still so

frustrated with each other?”
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Carter held up his hand to put an end to the discussion.

“And that is exactly what we’re going to talk about today.”

The room was suddenly quiet. Carter looked toward

Jude and sat down. All attention shifted toward the for-

mer employee from marketing.



BLIND PASSION

ude stood and went to the white board, not knowing ex-

actly how to begin. He decided to start with a question.

“Has anyone here ever worked for a company in crisis?”

After an awkward pause, the head of sales spoke up,

smiling. “Well, I’d say this isn’t exactly a picnic we’re in the

middle of here.”

The room laughed hard at the gallows humor. Except

Carter.

Jude continued. “No, I mean a real crisis. A ‘ship-is-

about-to-go-down’ kind of crisis.”

Another moment of silence, broken finally by the CFO.

“I was part of an organization once where everyone was

pretty convinced the ship was about to go down.”

Jude prodded him. “What was the situation?”

With a straight face, he explained. “I was in the Navy

in Vietnam. Our boat hit a small mine and was about to 

go down.”
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The room broke out into laughter again. Even Carter.

Jude laughed with them and pushed on. “Okay, how

about a business example?”

Now that the room had lightened up a bit, the answers

were more forthcoming.

The head of sales raised his hand. “Years ago I worked

for a kitchen appliance manufacturer in the Midwest. We

sold a ton of ovens and stoves. And then trade policies

changed and foreign manufacturers with cheaper labor

started introducing less expensive models, and our mar-

ket share tanked.”

“Okay. What did you do?”

“Well, at first we sulked, and then we talked about try-

ing to reduce our costs. But we quickly realized that there

was no way we could compete on price.”

Jude noticed that the other executives seemed gen-

uinely interested in this classic business case. He didn’t

want to lose them. “Keep going.”

“So we decided we had to reposition our brand and our

company for the high-end, premium market where we

could protect our margins. And we had to do it in less than

a year, or we would be toast.”

“And?”

“Well, I’m sure some of you have a DeWitt stove or

oven in your homes right now.”

Many of them nodded, impressed by the personal con-

nection to the story.
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“We transformed that company in six months.”

Jude was ready to take over the lesson again, glad to

be feeling less anxiety than when he started. “Okay, why

do you think you were able to do that? I mean, most com-

panies I know wouldn’t be able to reposition like that in

six years.”

The sales VP responded without hesitation. “We didn’t

have a choice.”

“Exactly.” Jude was coming alive. “It was a crisis. A ral-

lying cry. A crisis brings out the best in companies.”

The CFO chimed in. “That’s true. When I look back at

my career, the best work we did was usually when our

backs were up against the wall.”

Now Carter had a question. “So are you suggesting that

we create a crisis?”

Jude paused, as if he were considering the question.

“Well, if that’s the only way to rally people, then yeah.”

The room was surprised by the answer, and Jude could

feel their respect for him slipping away. Which was what

he wanted.

“But I don’t think that’s the smartest way to do it.”

Carter seemed relieved.

Jude continued. “I think a company should find a way

to rally people around a common cause before a crisis

hits.”

Now he had their attention and was about to move for-

ward. Until the chief legal counsel spoke up. “You know,”

she said, “every crisis doesn’t lead to nirvana. Sometimes
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the ship really does sink. I’ve worked at two companies

where crises tore the place apart.”

Jude was starting to feel like he was in a boxing match,

caught with a surprise punch from an opponent he was

about to knock out. He paused, trying to collect his thoughts.

And then it occurred to him. “That’s right. A crisis has

as much power to tear an organization apart, even create

thicker silos, as it does to tear the silos down and unite peo-

ple. It depends on what the executive team does with it.”

“What does that mean?” Carter wanted to know.

Jude turned to the head of sales. “Well, what did you

guys do at the appliance company?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, how did you turn the company around?” Jude

couldn’t believe he was standing in the boardroom at his

old company, grilling one of the executives who had in-

advertently caused him to quit his job eight months before.

What a difference it makes to be an outsider, he thought

to himself.

The sales VP thought about the question. “I don’t know.

We did a lot of things.”

Jude was patient. “Yeah, but what were the big things?”

After a long three seconds, the VP explained. “Well, I

guess the first thing we talked about was redesigning the

products, especially the look and feel and operating fea-

tures. And we had to rebrand the company to reflect the

new market we were going after. A new logo, new collat-

eral, different advertising.”
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Jude was learning on the fly now. Instinctively, he went

to the white board and wrote “Redesign the Product” and

“Rebrand the company.”

“Go on,” he politely urged his former colleague.

“Well, we had to reprice everything too. And then do a

big campaign with our distributors and wholesalers who

would be representing us in stores. That was huge.”

Now Jude wrote “Repricing” and “Distributor Education.”

The VP of sales was now staring at the white board,

thinking about the situation. “Oh yeah. We had to teach our

employees to think about and talk about our business dif-

ferently. We did a massive retraining.”

After Jude wrote “Retraining” on the board, he asked,

“Anything else?”

“Well, yeah, there were hundreds of other things we

did. But those are the biggies. I think everything else fell

into one of those categories. In fact, now that you’ve got

me thinking about it, we had a list that looked something

like that, and we used it as our agenda at every meeting for

almost a year. I think there were about eight or nine things

on it, but I can’t remember what else.”

Things were starting to click for Jude now. He could

feel his adrenaline pumping. “So what about you?” He

asked the team, more loudly than he had intended. “What

would this look like for Batch?”

Carter smiled, almost laughing at the enthusiastic young

consultant. “Whoa, Trigger. What are you talking about?”
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The others laughed too. Even Jude smiled, surprised by

his own exuberance. “Well, I’m thinking that there’s no rea-

son for you not to have a short list of major topics like this.

I mean, pretend there’s a crisis.”

The executives in the room were caught somewhere

between skepticism and buy-in, neither pushing for or

against what Jude was saying.

Then Carter stood up and went to the board, prompt-

ing Jude to take the CEO’s seat, which was the only empty

one at the table.

“I have an idea. What was the rallying cry for you guys

at DeWitt?” he asked, looking at the sales VP.

“Survival.” He said, laughing. “Survival through repositioning.”

Carter wrote the phrase on the white board above the

other five. “So, all of this other stuff is how you defined sur-

vival, then?” It was both a question and a statement.

“Right.”

“Without that rallying cry, though, it would have been

impossible to know what the five building blocks were.

Right?”

Now everyone nodded.

“So what is our rallying cry?” After a pause, he contin-

ued. “That’s not a rhetorical question. I want everyone to

take a stab at this right now. If DeWitt had to survive by

repositioning, what is it we should be focused on.”

Jude could not have been happier. Carter was not only

getting it, but he was even helping Jude figure it out.
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The CEO walked over to Jude and handed him the

marker. “You take over, boss. I want to think about this.”

Jude went to the board while Carter resumed his seat.

After a full two minutes, Jude could see the writing

coming to an end, so he called the question. “Okay, what

do we have?”

The CFO went first. “I think we have to rationalize our

expenses and eliminate redundancy.”

Jude wrote it on the board, then turned and pointed to

the head of engineering.

“I think we need to eliminate unprofitable products and

focus on the ones we think have a future.”

Jude captured it and turned to the head of sales. “I want

to figure out what our new value proposition is, and get

our messaging clear.”

Next was the head of marketing. “I agree with that.

Honing our message is critical.”

The VP of customer service agreed with her colleague in

engineering and supported the product cleanup, while the

legal counsel went with expense reduction and rationalization.

Finally, Carter weighed in. “I like all of those. And I’d

add something about staffing. I think we have some key

positions to fill, and some poor performers and cultural mis-

fits deeper in the organization to deal with.”

When Jude finished writing, he addressed Carter, who

looked puzzled. “What’s wrong?”

“What do you mean?” The CEO seemed surprised by

the question.
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“You’re frowning.”

Carter smiled, not realizing that his facial expression

was giving away this thoughts. “I don’t know. I guess I was

hoping that there would be one big, clear thing.”

Everyone in the room was staring at the white board now.

And then Jude saw it. The ideas everyone had been

proposing were actually the building blocks. The rallying cry

itself was something different.

“I think I see it.” He said calmly. Going to the white

board, he drew a box above the answers that he had just

recorded there. “All of the things you’ve been saying are the

building blocks. The rallying cry itself is something like this.”

In the box he wrote, “Complete the merger and launch the

new company.”

Stepping back he waited for a reaction. It came from

the CFO. “I think that’s it.”

No one else said anything for a few long seconds.

Then Carter said, “Yep. That’s what we have to do.”

The others all started to nod, and Jude felt that they

were not merely agreeing with their CEO but buying in to

the validity of the answer.

Then the CFO raised his hand. “What’s the time frame

here?”

No one responded right away so he clarified the ques-

tion. “I mean, when should we expect to have this all done?”

“I don’t know,” Jude replied, genuinely unsure of the

right answer and eager to hear what the executives in the

room thought. “What makes sense?”
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“Isn’t there a general rule of thumb about this?” Carter

asked. “Like a year?”

Jude frowned. “That’s what most companies do. But I

don’t think there is any real logic behind that other than the

typical planning cycle and financial schedule.”

He waited to see if anyone would push back, then con-

tinued. “I mean, I think the time frame around this stuff

should depend on what you think is required, realistic, and

meaningful in your industry.”

The head of human resources raised her hand and

spoke up. “Yeah, in a start-up I was involved in, we thought

about things in terms of weeks and months, but when I

worked at a university, it was always about a year or more.

Things moved much more slowly in academic circles. I

think we’re probably somewhere in between.”

That seemed to make sense to everyone. Carter pushed

the group for their thoughts. “So what should ours be? What

would be acceptable and realistic, given our business?”

The head of sales jumped in first. “I think we can do

this in a month. It’s been more than a year since the damn

merger was finished anyway.”

The CFO countered. “I’d like to agree with you, but the

fact is we haven’t addressed some of these things at all yet,

and it’s going to take much longer than that. I say we give

ourselves a year.”

“A year?!” shot back the sales VP.

Jude polled the room for their thoughts and received

a variety of answers, most of them between three and six
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months. He then looked to Carter. “Okay, there’s no right

answer here. What’s the call?”

Carter thought about it for a quick second, and de-

clared, “Five months. That gives us till the end of the year.

If that’s a little aggressive, then good.”

Everyone in the room nodded assent.

It was clear to Jude that they had all bought in to the

time frame, and that his theory made sense. And that’s

when it dawned on him that he no longer felt tired.



REALITY CHECK

As happy as Jude was that the team was buying in to the con-

cepts that he was just figuring out himself, he decided that he

should push them a little further to make sure it would work.

He went to the white board, erased what was already

there, and rewrote it all in words that made more sense:

Complete the Merger and Launch the New Company

• Eliminate redundant expenses

• Eliminate redundant products

• Fill key roles/replace cultural misfits

• Refine messaging and value proposition

“So, if we rationalize our expenses, pare down our

product line, clarify our messaging to the market, and fin-

ish hiring and firing, will we be confident in saying that we

have finally put the merger behind us and are now a sin-

gle new company?”
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No one nodded at first. Like Jude, they were studying

the chart and thinking.

Jude rephrased the question. “Is there anything that’s

missing? If all we do during the next five months are these

things, will we look back and call it a success?”

Immediately the CFO replied. “No way. We have to

make our numbers.”

The head of sales agreed. Carter looked at Jude as if to

say yeah, what about the numbers?

Jude was momentarily shaken. Before he could respond,

the chief legal counsel chimed in. “Yeah, and we have to

deal with the two lawsuits we talked about last week.”

The human resources VP added, “And we’ve got per-

formance reviews to do, and management training.”

Jude felt as though the validity of what they had been

working on so far was crashing right in front of him. How

could we have missed all of these critical activities? As hard

as he tried, he couldn’t figure out how to fit them in with

the rallying cry.

Fortunately, Carter bailed him out. “Wait a second. All

of that is what we do for a living.”

People seemed confused so the CEO continued. “Those

are the things that we’ll always be doing. We’ll always have

to make our numbers, and deal with lawsuits, and do an-

nual performance reviews and training. And for that mat-

ter, advertising, accounting, product development, and

company picnics.”
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Jude finally figured it out too. “So those are the ongo-

ing operating requirements. But this other stuff,” he mo-

tioned to what he had written on the board, “is unique to

this five-month period, because after that, it either goes

away or becomes standard.”

Carter added to Jude’s explanation. “And sure, if we

don’t do the ongoing stuff, none of this matters. But if all

we do is focus on that, we never really make any progress

as an organization.”

Slowly, one by one, the executives seemed to be get-

ting it. But more obstacles were yet to be discovered.



TEAM NUMBER ONE

Just as the team seemed ready to finalize the model on 

the board, the legal counsel raised her hand. “I still don’t

understand where I fit into this. I mean, none of that stuff

up there falls under my area of responsibility.”

The room was quiet as they pondered her question.

The head of human resources wanted to make her feel

included. “Sure you do. We’ll need legal help around the

messaging. And I’m going to need your help dealing with

difficult employee terminations.”

That seemed to mildly placate the chief lawyer. Then

Carter jumped in. “Wait a second. I don’t think I like your

question.” There was a slight hint of annoyance in his voice.

Everyone looked at Carter, confused.

“This is not about figuring out how to accommodate all

our functional areas. I really don’t care about your depart-

ments or titles or functional responsibilities. I want all of us

focused on what’s important, regardless of where it falls

in the organization.”
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He looked at the legal counsel. “And that means I want

you, as a member of this team, to be just as involved and

interested in what we’re doing around products and mar-

keting as you are around legal issues. That’s why I put you

on my staff. Not because you’re a good lawyer, but because

you can contribute across the board.”

Jude wished he were recording the session, but decided

there was no way he would forget this. He added to Carter’s

explanation.

“And the next rallying cry might have a distinctly legal

component, but that won’t mean that everyone else in the

room won’t be involved.”

The head of engineering made a rare comment, but an

insightful one. “It’s almost like we need to disregard our

titles when we’re together, and then put our functional hats

back on when we go back to work.”

Everyone was nodding in an “ah ha” kind of way.

“Where did that come from?” the CFO teased.

As everyone laughed at the joke, Carter looked at Jude

and nodded his head. “This is good.”

Jude had never enjoyed being a consultant more than

in that moment. Now all he had to do is figure out how

to make a living at it.



BACK TO EARTH

Carter decided it was time to get back to the regular agenda,

and thanked Jude for his help. The team graciously joined

in with a quiet chorus of “nice job” and “this has been re-

ally helpful” and even “good to see you again.”

As the CEO walked him to the door, he said, “I’ll be out of

town for about five days starting tomorrow. When I get back,

let’s talk about what I need to do to make all of this stick.”

Jude agreed, said good-bye, and left. He hoped that

Carter would be open to bringing him on board as a paid

consultant, and not merely content to have picked his brain

for an idea. Determined to ride the emotional high from the

meeting, Jude rededicated himself to having a great session

at Children’s Hospital the next day, and even trying to get

his foot back in the door at the Madison.

But first, he needed to see his girls. After forty-five min-

utes of gazing at his daughters, Jude explained the day’s

events to his wife. She then reminded him of their wager.
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“So, I think I’ll take my fifty dollars in the form of a nice

dinner. How about Lark Creek?”

He agreed. During dinner they talked mostly about the

progress their daughters were making and when they

would most likely be coming home. But for a few min-

utes Theresa indulged her husband’s need to get his mind

around the next steps in his company.

Jude had figured out that he would need three clients

paying him on a regular basis to sustain the business. And

if he could find a project here and there to supplement that,

and then gradually raise his fees, the business would be

in good shape by the end of the year.

Theresa wasn’t worried. Jude attributed this to her focus

on the girls and her unbridled optimism about her hus-

band’s abilities. Unfortunately, he wasn’t as confident as she

was, and he knew that without Children’s Hospital, the

number of regularly paying clients in his stable would cur-

rently be zero.
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PART FOUR

❖

Moments
of Truth





TEST NUMBER ONE

Jude spent much of that evening preparing for the next

morning’s session with Lindsay and her team. By the time

he arrived in the conference room at the hospital, he was

feeling pretty confident that his theory was more solid than

ever. But that confidence was offset by the reality that a

new group of executives could change everything.

As soon as the team of eight was seated around the table,

Lindsay introduced Jude and succinctly explained the reason

he was there. “We need to start working as a hospital, and

not as separate departments that happen to share a building.”

Everyone seemed to be in agreement with the goal.

Jude then went to the front of the room and asked the

group a series of questions about their behavior as a team.

How comfortable were they in being open with one an-

other? How much did they engage in honest debate? That

kind of thing.

After an awkward few minutes, the team opened up.

Soon enough Jude came to the conclusion, as Lindsay had
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suggested he would, that there were no blatant personality

clashes among the group and that the silo issue was prob-

ably more structural and organizational than interpersonal.

So Jude moved to his pitch.

First, he asked them for examples of crisis situations

they had been in, and for the next ten minutes helped them

come to the realization that teams often perform at their

best when their backs are up against a wall.

He told the group about his wife’s emergency room ex-

perience, which not only was helpful in driving the point

home, but seemed to help them come to know Jude as a

person rather than just a consultant.

As the lesson was beginning to take hold, out of no-

where Jude asked a rhetorical question of the group, one he

decided should be a staple of his workshops in the future:

“Why wait for a crisis?”

It was as though he had just told them about electricity.

He continued, with more enthusiasm than he had yet

demonstrated to a group of clients. “Why not create the

same kind of momentum and clarity and sense of shared

purpose that you’d have if you were on the verge of going

out of business?”

That set off an outbreak of nods and raised eyebrows

from the suddenly engaged audience. Now that he had

them where he wanted them, Jude decided to get right to

the meat of his session and asked the $64,000 question:

“What is the single most important accomplishment that this

team needs to make in the next six or nine months?”
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The chief medical officer, who oversaw all doctors in

the hospital, responded first. “That depends on who you

ask. The nursing department is going to have a different an-

swer than administration or marketing.”

Lindsay looked at Jude as if to say and that is exactly

the problem.

Jude was happy to be able to address the issue right

away. “Okay, I understand that every department has dif-

ferent areas of focus and expertise. Which is a good thing.

But what is it that you need to be focused on for the good

of the entire organization? Regardless of your departmen-

tal role.”

Nothing. It was as though the question had been asked

in a different language.

Jude tried another approach. “How about this? Take off

your functional hats and think about yourselves as generic

leaders without ties to any one department. If I were to

come back here next year, what is the most important thing

that you would want to be different about the hospital?”

That seemed to spark a few ideas in the minds of the

executives.

The chief nursing officer went first. “I’d like to see

morale improved. If we don’t have a more motivated work-

force, I don’t see how we’re going to be able to sustain the

levels of care that we need. And we don’t want any union

problems like they had in Stockton.”

No one seemed to disagree, but the chief medical of-

ficer countered, “Don’t get me wrong. I’d love to increase
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productivity and morale too.” No one was quite sure that

he meant it. “But frankly, I’d rather see us invest in our clin-

ical technology. If we fall behind in that area, none of the

rest of this matters.”

The chief nursing officer rolled her eyes while the chief

operating officer, a small man wearing a bow tie, spoke for

the first time that day. “Listen, if we don’t fix the infra-

structural problems around here then we’re going to lose

half my people. Everything from billing to scheduling to 

e-mail is a mess. But every time the docs say they need a

new machine, they get it because we’re afraid they’ll take

their business to another hospital.”

Now that it was clear that everyone was firmly en-

trenched in their own areas, Lindsay was starting to get

frustrated.

“Does anyone here still think we don’t have a problem

with politics?” She snapped.

The chief medical officer took issue. “This isn’t about

politics. It’s about doing what’s right for our patients.”

“And don’t forget our doctors.” The nursing head chimed

in sarcastically.

“Yes, and our doctors.” He politely acknowledged.

“Without them, our patients aren’t going to be too happy.”

“And the nurses don’t play a critical role in that?” she

asked, calmly.

“Well sure, but even a great nurse can’t help a patient

who doesn’t have the right equipment.”
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The head of human resources sighed, and then made a

declaration. “I am so tired of hearing about whether nurses

or doctors are more important! Who cares? We need both.

And for that matter, we need accountants and cafeteria

workers and janitors, and yes, even human resource ad-

ministrators.”

In a rare moment of comedic solidarity, the doctor and

nurse looked at each other as if to say, “Do we really need

human resource administrators?”

The HR head started to get a little emotional now. “Lis-

ten you guys. Every time one of my people comes to one

of yours,” she motioned to the heads of doctors and nurses,

“and asks them to do something that isn’t directly about a

patient, they treat them like they’re a child. They come back

to me completely demoralized, which is ridiculous, because

all they’re doing is their jobs. If you don’t think we’re doing

the right things in HR, then tell me and we’ll take a look at

it. But if you don’t think we should be doing anything at

all, then please, put me out of my misery and fire me so I

can go somewhere where people understand the value of

good management.”

She paused, and everyone thought she was finished.

Then another thought seemed to cross her mind and she

continued, with even more emotion now. “You know, just

because my people didn’t go to medical school or cut pa-

tients open for a living doesn’t mean they don’t care about

patients. It’s just that the way they care about patients is



146

Silos, Politics, and Turf Wars

to take care of the people who take care of those patients.

It wouldn’t hurt us to acknowledge that from time to time.”

The last statement hit everyone in the room where it

needed to. No one spoke for a long five seconds.

Before the next phase in the turf war could begin, Jude

jumped in to redirect the conversation a little. “Okay, I

want everyone here to take off the departmental hats

you’re wearing.” Going around the room one by one he

explained. “That means you’re not a doctor, you’re not a

nurse, you’re not an administrator, you’re not an HR per-

son, and you’re not a community relations or communica-

tions or whatever it is you’re in charge of kind of person.”

They laughed at Jude’s inability to remember the external

affairs title.

“You’re all now wearing a hat that says ‘Executive of

Children’s Hospital of Sacramento.’ That’s it.”

He paused to let it sink in, and then reframed the ques-

tion for the group. “Which of the things you’ve described so

far, or maybe something you haven’t mentioned yet, has to

be done in order for the hospital to give itself the best chance

of achieving its long-term goals?” He looked down at a piece

of paper sitting on the table in front of him. “It says here that

your five-year goal is to become the best hospital in Sacra-

mento, and one of the top ten pediatric hospitals in the coun-

try. Right?”

They all nodded without hesitation, making it clear to

Jude that they were both clear and on board.
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“Okay, good.” Jude was relieved to have agreement

around something. “So what is the biggest impediment to

that happening, in terms of the next year or so?”

Everyone was considering the question when the chief

operating officer weighed in. “It has to be patient support

services. That’s our biggest Achilles’ heel. I think we’re

strong in terms of medical technology and quality of doc-

tors and nurses, but we’re dropping the ball when it comes

to old-fashioned customer service and communication.

It’s all too confusing and disjointed for patients.”

Amazingly, everyone slowly started to nod.

The chief nursing officer went first. “I actually agree

with that. I mean, we can always improve in terms of clin-

ical stuff. But it’s the hand-offs and follow-up that we stink

at. And frankly, we’ve all seen the surveys. That’s what peo-

ple remember most about their experience, whether they’re

here for surgery, birthing, or just testing.”

The doctor countered. “I’m just uncomfortable taking

my eye off of clinical technology.”

The head of external affairs jumped in. “Are you wear-

ing your doctor hat or your executive hat?”

Reluctantly, the doc admitted, “Okay, it’s my doctor’s

hat. But I still don’t want to—”

Now Lindsay interrupted him. “Listen, we’re not going to

let this hospital ignore clinical care. But we’re going to have

to make difficult decisions and trade-offs sometimes. And I’d

prefer it if we could figure out those trade-offs together.”
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After a brief moment of silent consideration, Lindsay de-

clared a temporary answer. “Okay, let’s assume that patient

service is it. Then what?” The question was directed at Jude.

He wrote “Patient Service” on the board and said, “Every-

one write down two or three or four things that we would

need to do to turn this situation around.”

The head of marketing raised his hand. “So what do

you call that?”

Jude didn’t seem to understand the question, so the

marketing VP clarified. “Is that a goal or an objective, or

what is it?”

Jude looked at the white board as though the answer

were written on it somewhere. “I don’t know. I guess I’d

call it a—” he paused, “a theme. Or maybe a thematic goal.”

Three of the people wrote down his answer and Jude

decided it was probably the right label for what he had

been previously referring to as the rallying cry.

Jude continued. “Okay, everyone write down the hand-

ful of things that need to happen if we’re going to accom-

plish our thematic goal of improving patient service.”

Then the CFO raised his hand. “You want numbers?”

“No. Definitely not. All I’m looking for are big fat cat-

egories of things that need to be accomplished. Keep it as

general as you can. We’ll deal with numbers later.”

The executives went to work, completely focused on the

exercise now. Jude decided that none of them were evalu-

ating him or what he was doing; they were thinking about

the business. Which was all he could ask for at this point.
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After three or four minutes, Jude surveyed the room,

pointing to each executive for a response. By the time

everyone had spoken, Jude had written four different sub-

ject areas on the board:

• Better patient throughput

• Integrated clinical information systems

• Improved case management

• More joint planning

As they studied the various areas, Jude asked, “What’s

missing? If we did everything on this list, what could still

cause us to fail in terms of patient satisfaction?”

“Oh wow, we forgot something huge.” It was the CFO.

“What about outpatient scheduling and communication.

Isn’t that where we always seem to get dinged?”

He had definitely hit a nerve.

“Yeah, that one will kill us if we don’t do something

about it soon,” added the head doctor, much to everyone’s

quiet delight.

Jude put it on the list and stood back for a moment to

let them soak it all in.

Then he decided not to wait for someone to ask the

next inevitable question. “Now, I bet some of you are think-

ing, What about our day jobs? Rest assured that we’re not

forgetting about the fact that we have to continue doing

surgery and treating patients and paying bills and collect-

ing insurance.”
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The muted laughter and smiles on the faces of some of

the executives made it clear that they were indeed thinking

the same thing.

“Those tasks are and will always be critical. But if that’s

all we’re thinking about, then every month and every quar-

ter and every year that goes by won’t make this a better

hospital.” Jude made a note to himself to thank Carter for

providing some of the language he was using.

“All makes sense to me,” declared the head doctor en-

ergetically. “This is right on target.”

The look on the faces of the people around the table

was one of momentary shock. Jude would later learn that

the chief medical officer was the team’s cynic, someone

who rarely acknowledged a good idea that wasn’t his own.

They couldn’t believe he had been so enthusiastic.
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hat’s next?” asked Lindsay. “I like it too, but it seems like

we need more clarity than that.”

Jude was glad that she was doing the pushing, and not

her staff. He didn’t want them to see her as rooting for him.

“The next step is twofold.” He pointed to the white

board. “First, figure out how to measure each of these areas.

And then come up with a short list of ongoing operational

objectives that you need to track in addition to this stuff.”

“How exactly do we track it?” the COO wanted to know.

“Do we need an online tool or something?”

Jude shook his head. “I don’t think so. The key is re-

viewing it during your staff meetings. This should become

your scoreboard or your grounding tool for every meeting.”

Lindsay frowned, not quite on board yet. Jude could

see she wasn’t getting it, so he continued his explanation.

“Every time you get together for a meeting, you should

start by asking yourselves how you’re doing in regard to

these areas.”
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“You mean, we should go through all the metrics?” she

wanted to know.

This was new territory for Jude, so he was going

with his gut now. “No, I’m thinking that you should keep

it more qualitative than that. It seems like when you

start with data people’s eyes glaze over and you lose

them.”

The head of marketing agreed. “Either that or they get

so wrapped up in the details that they lose sight of the big-

ger picture.”

Lindsay wanted more evidence. “Let’s try it right now,

without the data, and see how it works.”

Jude smiled and turned to the white board. “Why not?

Okay, let’s use a simple way of evaluating these areas. How

about rating them one through five?”

Lindsay shook her head. “No. Even that gets confusing.

If we’re going to keep it simple, let’s keep it real simple.

How about green, yellow, and red? Green for ‘on track,’

yellow for ‘not quite there or not quite sure,’ and red for

‘definitely not where we need to be.’”

Jude was happy to try it. “All right, let’s start with the

first area. How would we rate our current situation in terms

of arrivals and departures?”

For the next ten minutes, the team went through the

five topics, reporting their assessments and then trying to

arrive at a general consensus around the final color rating

for each area:



153

Moments of Truth

Better Patient Throughput yellow

Integrated Clinical Information red

Improved Case Management yellow

Joint Planning yellow

Outpatient Management red

“Shouldn’t at least one category be green?” the CFO

wanted to know.

Jude shrugged. “Well, if something is in good shape

or on track or ahead of schedule, then yeah, it would be

green. And that will probably be the case in some situa-

tions. But because we’re just starting out, it makes sense

that everything is red or yellow.”

As the team studied the chart, Jude decided something

was missing. “You know, let’s go ahead and add the stan-

dard operating categories so that we have all the big stuff

in front of us.”

“Have we decided what those categories are?” Lindsay

asked him.

“No, let’s do it now. We shouldn’t have more than four

or five, I would think.”

The team then had a fifteen-minute discussion and set-

tled on the following areas for ongoing measurement:

• Occupancy of Beds

• Clinical Outcomes
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• Operating Income

• Staffing Ratios

• Cost per Discharge

Jude wrote them on the board and looked back at the

original five categories. “Let’s see. What should we call

these things that define the thematic goal?” He looked to

the group for a suggestion.

“I like what you called it before,” the head of nursing said.

“What was it, big fat categories of stuff, or something like that?”

Jude laughed. “Well, maybe we need something just a

little more descriptive.”

The chief medical officer saw an opportunity to come

up with an original thought. “Why don’t you call them

Defining Objectives? That’s what they do, give definition to

the thematic goal.”

No one objected, and Jude liked it as much as anything

he could think of. “Okay, so we’ve got a thematic goal,

defining objectives, and then the standard operating ob-

jectives.” He looked at the board.

With a sense of passion he challenged the team. “Some-

one tell me why this shouldn’t create the context for every

staff meeting you have.”

After a pause, they began shaking their heads as if to

say I don’t see any reason not to.

Lindsay spoke next. “Tell us again exactly how this is

going to solve our silo problem.”
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Before Jude could say anything, the CFO jumped in.

“Because now if anyone argues for something that’s good

for their department or functional area but doesn’t have a

meaningful impact on any of these things,” he motioned to

the board, “then we’ll all be able to explain why it shouldn’t

be a priority.”

The chief nursing officer added, “And to be honest,

now that we’ve clarified this, it would be much harder for

me to even think about lobbying for the nurses at the ex-

pense of what we’re trying to do overall.”

“I don’t think it’s going to be quite that easy.” It was the

COO, in a tone that was challenging, but not bitter. “When

we go back to our areas and get bombarded by our peo-

ple with what they want and need to do their jobs, I think

it will be hard not to go back to the way things were

before.”

Jude agreed. “You’re right. And that’s why we need to

keep coming back to this.”

Lindsay was suddenly fired up, and spoke out with

more force than usual. She seemed to be responding to

what her COO had just said. “Then let me be very clear to

everyone here. You should all go back to your direct re-

ports and tell them what we’re focused on here. We need

to help them understand what our priorities are, and why

we can or can’t do some of the things they want.”

She paused for a second. “Heck, why can’t we announce

this to everyone in the hospital?”
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Jude thought about it for a moment. “Well, we’d have

to do it in a way that made sense.” He was trying, unsuc-

cessfully, to find a reason why it wouldn’t be a good idea.

“But I guess there’s no reason not to. It would create the

context for everyone to think about doing their jobs a little

differently.”

“And it would connect them to the rest of the hospital,”

agreed the head doctor, “instead of just their area.”

There was no doubt in Jude’s mind that Lindsay and her

team were, to a person, excited about what they had just

accomplished. The CEO called for a break, and asked the

CFO and Jude to stay behind.
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hen the room was clear, Lindsay spoke first. “Okay, this is

really good stuff. But we’re going to need help making it

stick.” She turned to the CFO. “How much can we afford

to pay Jude?”

He hemmed a little. “First, I agree that this is great. And

it’s worth whatever it costs.”

Jude could feel the “but” coming.

“But we’ve still got to get the budget approved, and

right now, I’m afraid we only have about half his retainer

covered.” He turned to Jude. “I’m sorry, but I think that’s

the best we can do right now.”

Feeling the need to be more gracious than his check-

book would have liked, Jude reassured them. “I under-

stand. Timing is everything sometimes.”

Lindsay jumped in. “But there is something else I can

do. I’m going to call a few of my friends, the CEO of Stock-

ton General and St. Mary’s Hospital in Fresno, and tell them

about what you’ve done here. And I know a woman who



took over that automobile manufacturing plant in Fremont.

And she probably has plenty of budget for this.”

The CFO nodded. “A few of my vendors could use your

help, if they’re willing to admit it. Like Hiett Linens, the

company that provides our uniforms and sheets. I can prob-

ably arrange for a meeting with them.”

It wasn’t money, but it was probably more valuable

over the long term, so Jude thanked them enthusiastically.

The second half of the session was spent fleshing out

the details of each of the defining objectives. Dates, met-

rics, specific criteria for determining when something would

be finished.

At the end of the afternoon, Lindsay thanked Jude and

announced that it wouldn’t be the last time the team would

see him. They actually applauded, which Jude found sur-

prisingly uncomfortable. But he’d take it—and use it as a

source of confidence during his next sales call, where he’d

need every bit of support he could find.
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hen Jude arrived home that evening he told Theresa about

the success he’d had, as well as his temporary financial set-

back at the hospital. All in all, though, he was happy.

Uncharacteristically, Theresa seemed unable to focus

on what he was telling her. Finally, she explained why.

“The girls are making progress faster than the doctors

thought they would.” Then she started crying, and not in a

joyful way.

“That’s great! What’s wrong?”

“They’re going to be coming home more than a week

early. In five days.” She paused. “I just don’t know if I’m

going to be able to handle it.”

Jude hugged her. “Are you kidding? You’re going to do

fine. You’ll be a natural.”

She argued back gently. “I’ve gotten so used to having

those wonderful nurses and doctors taking care of the girls

that I’m afraid for them to leave there. I almost wish they’d

keep them for another week. Is that terrible for me to say?”



Jude laughed, consolingly. “No. It’s not terrible. It’s nor-

mal. Don’t worry. I’ll be here to help you.”

“But you’ve got so much to do at work.”

“No. When the girls come home, I’m taking two weeks

off completely to be here and help with the transition. And

we’ll have your mom around too. Listen, I’ve just got to get

a couple more clients firmed up by then.”

Jude was wondering just how he was going to pull that

off, when he looked down at his wife and noticed she had

fallen asleep. That’s when it dawned on him how tired she

must be after almost three solid weeks of uncertainty and

intensity. He too was on the verge of exhaustion, but knew

that he needed to keep his energy level up for just another

five days if he was going to get some momentum before

shifting to full-time parenting for a while.

Not that he had any illusions of that being easier. But

somehow, at that moment Jude longed for the challenge of

all-night feedings and round-the-clock diaper changes. Any-
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thing to avoid going back to the Madison.
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ven by the tone in his voice during the initial phone call,

Jude could tell that Dante’s feeling toward his consultant

had changed since that disastrous presentation. He wasn’t

rude or particularly cold, but he was certainly a little more

distant.

Still, he agreed to meet later that day, which would give

Jude an opportunity to convince the CEO to give him an-

other shot at his team. It wouldn’t be easy.

Dante wasn’t ready to have Jude address his staff again.

Not quite yet. “Listen, Jude. Maybe it would be better if you

just told me what you’d like to do, and I could relay it to

the team.”

Jude was torn. He knew that if given the chance, he

could bring them around. But he also wanted to respect

Dante’s situation. After all, a consultant shouldn’t be a rea-

son for a CEO to risk losing credibility with his team.

So Jude obliged and dove right in.



First, he talked about the power of a crisis, which Dante

found very easy to relate to. And when he said “Why wait

for a crisis?” he knew he had him hooked.

Then Jude challenged him to think about what his the-

matic goal would be. Dante threw out a few ideas. Effi-

ciency. Repeat business. Clearer marketing. None of which

seemed like the right idea.

Jude encouraged him to think in terms of broader is-

sues. “What do you want to see happen during the next

nine months?”

Then it dawned on the CEO. “I want us to regain the

momentum that we once had. I don’t want us worrying

about the competition and reacting to them. I want us to

have a plan and to be enthusiastic about it. To go on the

offensive.” Dante had convinced himself.

Jude then pushed him to think about the defining ob-

jectives and the standard operating objectives, but Dante’s

head was starting to spin a little. Finally, he said, “Okay, let’s

have you come back tomorrow to take us through this.”

Jude should have been ecstatic. He would have his

chance at redemption after all. But once he’d accepted the

reality that it wasn’t going to happen, he’d actually felt re-

lieved to be off the hook and let Dante make the presen-

tation. The resurrected thought of having to stand in front

of the Madison staff again was suddenly unwelcome to Jude.

But I’m his consultant, and I guess this is what con-

sulting is all about, he thought to himself as he booked the

meeting for the next day.
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In addition to agreeing to do the meeting, Jude went so far

as to suggest to Dante that he not say too much about what

they had talked about the day before. He didn’t want to

bias the group, and he thought it would be better if they

learned about the theory from the beginning.

Thankfully, Dante did kick off the meeting by saying,

“Jude is back today, and he has some very interesting ideas

to go over with us. He’s been a helpful member of our ad-

visory board for the last few years, and I think we’d be

crazy not to fully utilize him now as a consultant.”

Even without mentioning the previous week’s debacle,

everyone knew what Dante was talking about.

Jude went to the front of the room feeling like a con-

vict standing in front of a parole board. “Okay, I’d like to

talk to you about that silo problem again.” He swallowed

hard. “I still believe that the responsibility for those silos

lies in this room.” He paused, letting the comment sink
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in, then continued. “But I think I’ve figured out exactly how

you can address it.”

The front office VP didn’t even give Jude a chance to

go forward. “So you’re coming back here to tell us what

we’re doing wrong again?” She was as bitter now as she

had been before, as though no time had passed since the

last session.

Jude was conciliatory. “No, I didn’t mean it that way,

and I’m not saying that you guys are doing something

uniquely wrong. And I admit that I made some mistakes last

time, but I’m learning. I just want to show you something

I’ve discovered recently that I think most organizations can

do to reduce politics and interdepartmental conflict.”

She wasn’t about to accept his apology. “But you’re say-

ing that we’re political. What makes you think—”

Dante interrupted. “Hold on a second, Mikey. I’ll tell

you right now that I do think we’re political. Maybe not

in the overtly manipulative way that most people assume

politics works. But we’ve certainly got different agendas. I

don’t know what it was like for you in high tech, but every

hotel I’ve ever run had politics. And now I’m starting to re-

alize we’re the only people who can put an end to it.”

Mikey was tough. “Yeah, but when someone comes in

here and tells me that I’m being political, I just think that—”

Again Mikey was interrupted. But this time by the head

of operations. “Come on, you’re the most political person

here. Everything is about your department and your people.



165

Moments of Truth

Whenever anything goes wrong, it’s never something that

you or your staff did. It’s always our fault. Just once I’d like

you to admit that you screwed up.”

Jude was feeling a strong mix of emotions. First, he felt

bad that the session had already drifted out of control.

But he also felt a sense of relief that he wasn’t the center

of controversy for the time being, and that some semblance

of truth seemed to be seeping into the room.

Mikey looked as though she was about to explode, and

then she just shut down. Nothing. She folded her arms and

turned back to Jude as if to say, Go ahead. Which he did.

“Okay, I think that the challenge at the hotel is com-

pletely avoidable, and that it’s not a matter of personali-

ties but just a lack of shared direction.”

The looks on the faces of some of Mikey’s colleagues

seemed to suggest that personality was definitely at play,

but Jude had a point to make and didn’t want one per-

son’s issues to cloud his lesson. So he pushed on with his

planned talk.

By now, Jude was pretty comfortable with the silo lec-

ture. He explained the power of crisis. He asked the ques-

tion, Why wait for a crisis? He introduced the concept of

the thematic goal and the defining objectives and the stan-

dard operating objectives.

Oddly enough, everyone seemed to get hooked by dif-

ferent parts of the model. The head of facilities immedi-

ately clicked with the crisis analogy. Most of the others were



convinced by the thematic goal and the defining objectives.

The CFO wasn’t quite on board until the standard operat-

ing objectives were included. Everyone, with the exception

of Mikey, had been won over.

When the session ended, Jude gladly and graciously ac-

cepted a little ribbing from Dante’s team. “Hey, this was a

little better than last time,” was how the CFO put it. Jude

knew that his standing at the hotel was on firmer ground.

More important, he felt strongly that even if Dante didn’t ex-

tend his retainer, his work might lead to real progress at the

hotel, and that it would work in other organizations too.

For the first time since starting his company, Jude felt

certain that he would be a consultant for the rest of his

career.

166

Silos, Politics, and Turf Wars



LOOSE ENDS

A

167

few days later Carter called to say that his trip had been ex-

tended and that he wouldn’t be able to meet with Jude for an-

other two weeks. He assured him that he had every intention

of following up, and he even mentioned thematic goals by

name, which gave Jude confidence that he was serious.

For the next few weeks, Jude stayed home with his wife

and baby girls, losing himself in the trials and joys of early

parenthood. Admittedly, he checked e-mail between late-

night feedings, but he didn’t worry about his business. Not

that the financial arrangements had been completely ironed

out. But Jude knew that his business depended less on

his convincing his current clients to sign on for a long-term

engagement and more on the effectiveness of his ideas.

Within a month, Jude’s client list included Batch Tech-

nology, Children’s Hospital, the Madison, the automobile

plant in Fremont, and another hospital in Fresno. Each of

them encountered meaningful though varying degrees of

success in eliminating their silos.
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Batch had the greatest level of success, propelling the

firm back up onto the technology wave that it had caught

early on. Carter and his team finally put the merger behind

them, and then used the skills they had developed to rapidly

acquire and integrate two additional firms. And when oc-

casional signs of territoriality arose, Carter always went back

to the thematic goal and the defining objectives to refocus

the team on its collective, common interests.

Children’s Hospital struggled at first to bring doctors,

nurses, and unions together, but with Lindsay’s persistence,

it would become one of the twenty best pediatric facilities

in the country. Eventually, Lindsay would move on and es-

tablish a name for herself as a turnaround specialist.

The CEO of the Fremont automobile plant would be-

come Jude’s favorite client. Kathryn Petersen was a hard-

working executive with a modest background. She had a

knack for building teams, and would provide Jude with an

education in that area that would prove to be useful in

his work with clients, as well as in the consulting firm that

he would eventually build.

The Madison overcame its short-term problem with the

front desk and housekeeping teams, part of which could

be attributed to Dante’s firing his difficult head of services.

However, his diminishing patience with the day-to-day chal-

lenge of managing interpersonal issues would finally lead

him to sell the hotel to one of his chain competitors and

buy a series of smaller bed-and-breakfast inns in the Napa

Valley.



One of Jude’s greatest challenges and most rewarding

experiences would be his work with Father Ralph at Cor-

pus Christi Church, where he would learn that silos in

churches can be particularly difficult to dismantle, but that

the clarity of mission there can be a powerful motivator for

doing so.

JMJ Fitness continued to be successful under Brian

Bailey. From time to time Jude took on a small project there,

but more often than not, he felt he was learning more than

he was contributing. Nonetheless, the relationship between

client and consultant remained strong for many years.
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y the one-year anniversary of the founding of Cousins Con-

sulting, Jude’s practice was as varied as ever, allowing him

to be the generalist he wanted to be. Still, every engage-

ment seemed to involve, in some way, the idea of rallying

executives and their employees around a thematic goal and

destroying silos.

Jude’s business grew rapidly through word of mouth

and strong client references. Over the course of the next

three years, the firm had grown to seven consultants and

two office staff. Jude leased a small office over a bank just

three miles from his home, and went home for lunch with

Theresa and his three daughters as much as possible.

On the eighth anniversary of the firm’s founding, Cousins

Consulting had grown to more than fifteen consultants and

five staff members handling marketing, finance, and client

support. Vertical markets had been established in health

care, technology, education, and nonprofits.
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And then one day it happened. It was during a staff

meeting.

Jude asked for input about how to allocate marketing

dollars for the upcoming year. One of his health care spe-

cialists responded first. “We think it’s about time that we re-

ceived our fair share of the budget.”

Jude frowned. “Excuse me?”

The consultant started to repeat himself. “We think it’s—”

Jude interrupted him. “Who is we?”

“Me and Fred. We think that the health care vertical de-

serves more money this year.”

And there it was. The first real silo to sprout at Cousins

Consulting. Though he was tempted to dive in and crush it

immediately, Jude decided to let it sit there in the open for

a moment so he could appreciate it in all its destructive glory.

Then he crushed it.






