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Praise for Finding Fortunato

“I love chocolate stories almost as much as I love chocolate makers, and this is a good one. It’s the swashbuckling, cinematic version of what it takes to be an international entrepreneur. It’s not just about the chocolate; it’s about a journey we can all choose to go on.”

—Seth Godin, New York Times Bestselling Author, Linchpin and The Song of Significance

“A wonderful international business adventure about chasing dreams, never giving up, and the power of win/win relationships.”

—Jon Gordon, Bestselling Author, The Power of Positive Leadership

“This is the Indiana Jones of chocolate stories! Dan and Brian’s heartwarming story and the entrepreneurial lessons of tenacity and value creation make for an incredible combination—like cacao and sugar. Adam does a fantastic job of keeping the book tight. This is a feel-good story meant for the modern day.”

—Craig Ballantyne, Author, The Perfect Day Formula

“Throughout history, humans have sought the origins of beginnings. The discovery of the rarest cacao at the headwaters of the Amazon River is a journey of such exploration. Finding Fortunato, from cacao tree to chocolate, will take you on an adventure.”

—Paul Edward & Crystal Mier, International Chocolatiers; Founders, Chef Rubber; Philanthropists; and Explorers

“Being part of the greatest cacao discovery of our generation bears responsibility for the owners of the land in the ‘Jurassic Park of cacao’ and the unique genetic material. Crafting the best chocolate from it is a sensual gift to the world. I am proud to be part of this amazing story.”

—Franz Ziegler, Award-Winning Author and World-Renowned Pastry Chef

“It is rare to read a story that truly transports you to a world of indulgence, intrigue, and adventure. So beautifully written . . . as if I walked every step of the jungle and tasted each bite along with the author. I wanted more.”

—Janice Feldman, Founder, JANUS et Cie, and Winner, ICON of Industry Award for Hospitality
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CHAPTER 1

ME

You don’t get to choose your family. Mine are entrepreneurs. It’s a unique kind of fate. Your parents, loving though they may be, are around less, and you’re left to figure out life on your own more than other kids. You see daring attempts at audacious goals and have a front-row seat to the crushing defeats that often come with bold risk-taking.

My dad, Dan Pearson, is a serial entrepreneur who has suffered more than his fair share of defeats. Now age eighty-three, he is a world-class authority on bouncing back.

The extraordinary thing about my dad is that he was right so often, but the cash results didn’t reflect it. In the 1970s, he started one of the world’s first cattle investment funds. He and his partners were making money hand over fist until the fateful day President Richard Nixon, responding to hyperinflation, instituted severe price controls on beef. The fund was wiped out.

In the 1980s, he reconstructed the historic Horton Grand Hotel in downtown San Diego’s Gaslamp Quarter district. He helped my mom build a theater next door in another historic building. Both buildings still stand as monuments to his rightness. The property is worth millions today. Our family should still own it, but alas, my dad lost it through a combination of bad luck and misplaced trust in a dishonest investor.

Losing the hotel was a crushing blow for our family. Until then, my free time as a child was largely spent roaming the hotel. When I was hungry, I went to the kitchen and got a fresh blueberry muffin from the chef. When I was bored, I went outside to play with my brother, Brian, and his friends, who worked as valets. For dinner, I sat in the bar and ate happy hour food. My parents usually worked late.

At school, I was smart but disruptive. The constant refrain at the dreaded parent-teacher conferences was “Adam is so capable, if he would just apply himself!” It was hard to get fired up about worksheets and deskwork after roaming your dad’s hotel and eating happy hour food for dinner. Walking the floors of our hotel, talking to the staff, learning how things worked—that was my sweet spot. I believed I was going to take over the place someday. I needed to be ready. Too bad it wasn’t in the cards.
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When I was eleven, we lost the hotel. Its construction had been timed to coincide with the opening of a new convention center in downtown. Unfortunately, the convention center got delayed by several years.

Dad tirelessly fought the good fight. He raised extra equity and lined up additional credit, which he personally guaranteed. He promoted day and night to attract guests. He did everything possible to keep the hotel alive. Through sheer grit and hustle, Dad survived until the convention center was on the verge of completion. A little longer and we would have made it. But ultimately, Dad had no choice but to declare personal bankruptcy and walk away.

I recall a particular time standing with my dad in front of the hotel shortly before we lost it. We looked up at this beautiful creation that he had built brick by brick, and he was overwhelmed with satisfaction that his share in the hotel was worth about $10 million, and someday he would leave it to me and Brian. Two years later, at age fifty-five, my dad was washed out and nearly broke. He had worked on that project for fourteen years.
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Five months before losing the hotel, tragedy struck one of our family’s best friends. Azim Khamisa was an investment banker my dad met while working on financing for the hotel. Azim and my dad are soul brothers to this day.

Azim had two children, Tariq and Tasreen. One morning we got a call. Tariq had been murdered. He was only twenty years old. Tariq was a college student with a job delivering pizza. As part of a gang initiation, a group of teenage wannabe gangbangers called in a fake pizza order. When Tariq refused to hand over the pizza, Tony Hicks, a fourteen-year-old, gunned him down.

The case got a lot of press. The gunman would be the youngest person ever tried for murder as an adult in California. Azim did something astounding. He forgave the shooter and spoke at trial on his behalf. He felt Tony was a victim too, of a society where kids had to find belonging in gangs. He implored the court to try Tony as a minor, but to no avail. Tony pled guilty as an adult and was sentenced to twenty-five years to life in prison.

When Tariq was murdered, my family became Azim’s emotional crutch. Supporting our dear friend during the tragedy was the right thing to do. Unfortunately for our family unit, the loss of the hotel, my mom’s loss of the theater when the hotel changed hands, and the emotional toll of helping Azim cope with his only son’s murder started blowing my parents’ marriage apart.

My dad needed to figure out what he was going to do with his life. He needed to grieve and find a path forward. His solution was to retreat to a solitary cabin in the mountains alone four days a week. He’d come home on Friday morning, spend the weekend with us, then take off for the mountains Monday morning.

Bless my mom. She stayed strong. Looking back, I can’t imagine how hard it was on her. Like most youths, I was totally oblivious to anyone’s feelings but my own. She was a rock, never downbeat, just kept on keeping on even though, as I learned later, she was completely torn apart.

After a long stretch, my dad came back and asked me if I’d like to go live near the beach where most of my school friends lived. I was going to a middle school in Point Loma, a San Diego beach community. I was thrilled by the idea. There was one catch. My mom wasn’t coming with us. At age fourteen, this is how I found out that my parents were getting divorced.
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I started drinking and abusing substances around age twelve. But when my parents officially got divorced and I went to live with my dad, things really went off the rails. Just about every day from age fourteen to twenty, I got stoned multiple times per day, including before school, and binge drank on the weekends. I became a burnout.

Train wreck that I was, I did have some redeeming qualities. I was smart, and I got good at relating to people and winning them over, from interacting with so many different types of people in the hotel.

I used these skills to cheat my way through middle school and high school. I made friends with kids who got good grades, and they let me copy their homework. In exchange for letting me copy their work, I gave my studious friends free weed and told them where they could buy beer as minors.

I took my SAT still drunk from the night before and somehow scored well enough to get into a college. Apparently, some of that stuff I’d copied was still hanging around in my brain. I went to college and earned good grades, even though the daily substance abuse continued.

I was kicked out of college during my junior year for disturbing the peace. Too much partying. Too much fighting and blatantly ignoring the rules. Not enough self-control. In truth, I felt I had nothing to live for—no purpose. I only got good grades because I didn’t want to look like a loser to my friends.

Little did I know that the reason for turning my life around was waiting for me in Peru, of all places, where my dad and brother had started a new business a year and a half earlier. First, though, the college required me to do a stint in rehab if I wanted to return to school.

I spent two weeks in a downtown skid row detox center sweating it out with crack, heroin, and meth addicts. Going through rehab helped me a lot. I knew I didn’t belong there and that I needed to change. The problem was I had no clue about who or what I needed to morph into.




CHAPTER 2

DAN

My dad, Dan, was born in Fort Wayne, Indiana, in 1939. His father, Victor, passed away from Hodgkin’s disease at age thirty-three, when Dan was just four years old. Victor was the star and savior of his family, one of eight children raised by an abusive, alcoholic single father after their mother died. Victor singlehandedly led his clan out of destitution and breathed life into the family line. He became a trained chef and went on to open several restaurants called Vic’s Diners, famous for their pies and homey midwestern hospitality. Just come on in, sit down, enjoy yourself. Have some pie and coffee and stay a while, you hear?

Vic was successful enough to buy himself an airplane, build an eleven-room house for his wife and kids, and give his siblings seed money to start their own businesses. They became a successful family of Indiana entrepreneurs, owners of restaurants and lumberyards.

When Victor died, the family was devastated. Their hero had fallen. Who was to lead the family now? Everybody started talking about four-year-old Danny as Vic’s heir apparent. He was to be the next golden boy, the family’s next great entrepreneur, as they figured any son of Vic Wick would have to be. Starting at age four, Danny planned to grow up and be like Vic. He wanted to get rich before the age of thirty-three, the age when Vic died. Secretly, Danny believed he might not live past that age himself.

Dan grew up playing basketball, baseball, and football. He was elected high school class president four years in a row, a first for any student at New Haven High. He was driven to succeed. He had a successful college career, graduating with top grades and serving as president of his fraternity. After graduating from college, Dan was accepted into and graduated from Naval Officer’s Candidate School. He served during the Vietnam War on the USS Ticonderoga, an aircraft carrier.
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While in the Navy, Dan fell in love for the first time. He and Nancy Curren met at a Christmas party while his ship was docked in San Diego. The two had a brief, passionate affair and made plans to elope after dating for only a few months.

Dan was scheduled to ship out soon and the idea of being separated without being married was too painful. At the last moment, Nancy revealed their wedding plans to her mother, and Nancy’s mother persuaded her to wait. Young love turned to heartbreak. Dan shipped back off to war, unmarried, and the two went their separate ways.
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After completing his naval service, Dan went to law school. He quickly realized he’d rather hire lawyers than be one. He switched to business and completed coursework for his master’s degree. One of his business professors was working as a consultant putting together a pilot cattle investment project for a large company, and he asked Dan to work on the project with him.

After working on the project, Dan and a group of friends raised a round of capital and started their own cattle investment fund, one of the first in the United States. After four years of making big money, a brokerage firm wanted to take them public. Just as they were putting final touches on the initial offering, President Nixon, confronted by raging inflation, scotched their plans by freezing the price of beef without freezing the price of feed.

The partnership started losing a million dollars a month and was wiped out within eighteen months. By age thirty-four, Dan’s fortune had dwindled to a modicum of cash that he literally stashed under his mattress. From flying high to nearly broke.

This was a devastating blow. Dan had planned to have children with his love, Nancy, but the war prevented that. Instead, he showered all his love and attention on the business. The business was his child, and now it was dead.
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In 1974, Dan and one of his partners used the money under the mattress to buy and sell equipment parts that were in short supply during the inflationary economy. Soon, the money grew into a small nest egg, enough to fund a trip around the world. Over the next six months, Dan traveled throughout Europe and Asia on a mission to grieve and discover what to do next with his life.

While walking down the street in India, a yogi approached him out of the blue, took him into a monastery, and revealed to him that learning to meditate was his ordained path. The yogi taught Dan traditional Hindu transcendental meditation. Dan stayed with his teacher for three days learning to meditate, then continued with his trip.

Once back in the United States, Dan felt compelled to continue with his spiritual development. He spent eighteen months in an ashram in California. The ashram provided a stripped-down studio apartment, and rice and vegetables to eat. The tenants meditated most of the day, ate together, and received teaching from the ashram’s gurus. After eighteen months of meditation and simplicity, Dan felt ready to take on his future.
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He headed back to San Diego with little money in the bank. It was the late 1970s. Dan was in his late thirties. Up to this point, his story had been one of loss. He’d lost his father young. He had lost the girl he loved. He’d made a bundle of money and lost it all. But through spiritual work and meditation, Dan had learned that loss is acceptable as long as you use it to evolve.

I’ve never studied the Hindu religion, but I grew up hearing about it from my dad. The essential tenet is that we are all souls going through a process of evolution. We live, die, and are reborn. If we lived well and evolved in our previous life, we’ll have a better life in our next incarnation, filled with more control and more power. The process continues upward until a soul reaches a state of perfection and melds back into oneness with God.

This belief in the soul’s evolution assuaged Dan’s pain of loss. After all, if you believe in eternal evolution, what happens in this life is just one part of a much grander journey. Meditating twice a day, a practice he continues to this day, helped Dan get ready for his next adventure.
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Driving home one day after a lunch meeting, Dan made a wrong turn and ended up in downtown San Diego’s historic Gaslamp Quarter district. When he stumbled on the scene, downtown was in the early stages of redevelopment. There were plans for a massive new shopping mall next to the Gaslamp Quarter.

Dan saw opportunity. He networked with Gaslamp building owners and learned that there were tax credits for repairing and upgrading old buildings, but no banks were making those loans in the Gaslamp.

Dan became the district’s finance officer for a year, convinced several banks to make loans, and discovered that the federal government was making second loans at very low rates to rehab old buildings. After a year, he started his own business, Gaslamp Quarter Enterprises.

Languishing on the site of the planned mall, a sole ghostly presence, was the Horton Grand Hotel, an historic landmark built in 1886. Everything else had been flattened. The Historical Society would not let it be taken down, and mall construction couldn’t start until it was gone.

Staring at the hotel one day, Dan saw a solution—a most novel one. He could take the hotel apart brick by brick, piece by piece, and rebuild it on another site in the district. Dan brought the idea forward, and all parties bought into it. The Historical Society asked Dan if he would be willing to take down another 1886 hotel, where Wyatt Earp once had lived, and incorporate it into the project as well. Dan agreed.

Under Dan’s supervision, with a state-issued bond, a loan from the city, and private investment capital, the old hotels were dismantled and artfully woven into the reconstructed Horton Grand Hotel. It reopened in 1986, on its hundredth anniversary, in the middle of the still decrepit and blighted district.
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Early on in his Gaslamp saga, Dan was introduced to my mom, Kit Goldman. Kit was a producer and actress who had a theater company. She was smart, talented, driven, and beautiful. Her troupe was performing in small, rented venues downtown, and she wanted to build a theater of her own in the Gaslamp Quarter. Kit saw Dan as a good prospect to help her.

After they were introduced, as if by divine intervention, they started running into each other everywhere. They began dating and fell in love. Kit was a thirty-four-year-old single mother, with an eleven-year-old son, my brother, Brian. She had outgrown the relationship she was in and had all but given up on true love. As a symbol of her disillusionment, she’d had a tubal ligation, which made my birth an extreme long shot.

It was July of 1979 when Dan and Kit met. Six months later, with Dan wanting to experience life up close and personal in the Gaslamp Quarter, he, Kit, and Brian all moved into the Grand Pacific Hotel, a beat-up Victorian flophouse that Dan and some partners had bought. After eight months with the colorful reprobates in the Grand Pacific, they moved into a house my dad owned and had been renting out in Golden Hill, the rough, rundown neighborhood adjacent to downtown where I would spend my younger years.

The two wanted a child together. Kit met with a doctor about reversing the tubal ligation. It was a long shot. The odds of her getting pregnant were just 10 percent. In 1982, sitting around the dinner table at her mother’s house, Kit made the announcement. She was pregnant with a baby boy. Dan would become a father for the first time at age forty-three. Brian would be a big brother at age fourteen. Kit would have a second son.




CHAPTER 3

BRIAN

From a very young age, my brother, Brian Horsley, was forced to take on challenges. Our mom and Brian’s father, Dave Horsley, were divorced when Brian was three. As a four-year-old, Brian flew frequently by himself from San Diego to Sacramento to visit his father. Visitation arrangements were that Brian would spend one weekend a month, and summers, with Dave.

This put Brian on airplanes, flying alone, nine to ten times a year. In the beginning, Brian had to lie about his age. The age requirement for flying alone then was five years old. When asked how old he was, Brian fibbed to get past the gate, hugged Mom goodbye, and flew off to see his father.

It wasn’t only flying back and forth between cities as a little boy that taught Brian to be resourceful. Brian was primarily raised by our mom, Kit, one of the hardest charging, highest-energy people you will ever meet.

Kit’s mother, Sybil, was a part-time actress and lover of the arts. Since childhood, Kit dreamed of putting on her own shows. Raising a son by herself wasn’t going to keep her from chasing that dream. She began producing theater around town when Brian was six years old.

Being a single mother, Kit often brought Brian right along with her to the theater, exposing him to the freewheeling and flamboyant characters in the theater scene. Sometimes he was a latchkey kid, on his own, free to roam.

Kit and Brian lived at the beach. It was the era when skateboarding was breaking into the mainstream, a magical time for Brian and his buddies, who spent every minute they could skateboarding down the boardwalk or at pop-up skateparks.
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Then, when Brian was eleven, Kit and my dad got together. Brian not only had a new stepfather, but he was forced to say goodbye to the beach and say hello to their new home in a fleabag downtown hotel. He traded knee boarding on the boardwalk, side by side with the Pacific Ocean, for riding his bicycle down skid row, side by side with junkies.

Instead of starting junior high school with his elementary school buddies in a laid-back beach environment, Brian enrolled, friendless, in what was then one of the most rugged urban schools in the city, Roosevelt Junior High.

Coming into Brian’s teenage years, it was decided that the living arrangements with his mom and dad would be reversed. Kit figured it would be healthy for a teenage boy to spend more time with his father. Brian would live with Dave full time and visit Kit and Dan one weekend a month and summers.

Brian was now forced to adapt to his father’s rapidly changing conditions. Dave Horsley moved around a lot. When Brian entered ninth grade, Dave, a nature lover, decided to buy land in rural Idaho.

Brian started at a new high school in ninth grade, the first of three high schools he would attend before flunking out in the twelfth grade.

In Idaho, Dave decided to test his hand at entrepreneurship, and he brought Brian in as a junior partner. Dave went to taxidermy school and learned how to stuff dead animals.

Folks were hunting enthusiasts in Idaho, and it seemed like there would be a decent clientele. The two built out an office, bought all the gear, and hung up their shingle. Brian went to school during the day and helped his dad with taxidermy in the afternoons and evenings.

A huge recession hit during their first year in business. Hunters decided to save money by staying home. Dave couldn’t make rent or service the loans he’d taken out to get the business going. While Brian was in San Diego for the summer, Dave made the decision to flee Idaho for his brother’s home in Fresno, California.

When summer ended, Brian learned he would not be going back to Idaho, but to Fresno. He’d start at a new school in the fall, again. In Fresno, Brian found his father in bad shape in every way imaginable. Dave had failed at business, he was broken, and he didn’t know what to do next. I saw my dad go through the same struggle, so I can easily imagine what that was like.

In Fresno, Brian’s grades started to slip. He had finally reached a level in school that required some real effort. Before that, Brian had always skated by on superior natural intelligence.

As most dads would do, Dave started ragging on Brian, telling him over and over that he needed to get his act together. Brian ignored his father, and instead of buckling down and working harder, he went in the opposite direction, focusing less on school and more on drugs and partying.

After two years in Fresno, Brian was informed over the summer that his dad had taken a new job in Long Beach, California. Brian would be forced to switch high schools yet again, this time for his senior year. Years of change and moving and struggle culminated in Brian abandoning any pretense that he cared about school. Substance abuse spiked dramatically, and he was on the verge of becoming a high school dropout and drug addict.

In the throes of Brian’s breakdown, Dave had a come-to-Jesus meeting with him and suggested that he join the army. Dave made a heartfelt apology for his shortcomings as a parent and told Brian that there weren’t any better options. Brian views this as Dave’s best parenting moment. Dave admitted his own mistakes and gave Brian guidance that could put him on the best track available.

In a last-ditch effort, driven by how much he’d let everybody down, Brian completed his course work to graduate during summer school, after which he enlisted in the army and headed to basic training in Georgia.
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In the army, Brian learned work ethic, teamwork, and how to follow rules. He got the structure that had been missing from his life. He learned how to fight, use weapons, and be an acute observer of his environment.

After three years in the military, Brian moved back to San Diego and enrolled in City College with his GI bill. He moved in with roommates and worked as a valet at the Horton Grand Hotel. Two years later, after earning an associate degree, Brian decided to study political science at San Diego State University. However, the California State University system was in a budget crisis. There were staffing shortages, and Brian couldn’t get the classes he needed.

So, he did what any normal person would do: loaded up his bags and went backpacking throughout Southeast Asia for a year. His trip took him to Thailand, Vietnam, Cambodia, and many other places. Picking up and taking off on an adventure like that comes naturally for Brian and me, the children of entrepreneurs.
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After the trip, Brian assessed his options and decided to finish his studies at the University of California Riverside where they had the classes for his major. Brian graduated two years later with straight As and moved back to San Diego.

He came back to a very different scene in San Diego than the one he had left three years earlier. Dad’s very public loss of the hotel, and Mom her theater, had taken a huge emotional toll. Their marriage was falling apart. I was eleven years old, listening to gangster rap all the time and failing miserably in school. Our friend Azim’s son had been murdered.

Brian’s army training, education, and maturation from traveling abroad prepared him to step in and help. He took over as executive director of the Tariq Khamisa Foundation, a nonprofit organization Azim had launched in honor of his son.

After a good stretch at the foundation, managing fundraising drives and teaching at-risk, inner-city kids how to avoid violence, Brian decided it was time to move on.

Brian signed on as a project manager overseeing installation of highspeed internet in big office buildings across the country. Being on the road, meeting clients, overseeing installation teams, problem solving, and building and fostering relationships to grow revenue were all things Brian did extremely well.

During this period, Brian was in a steady, long-term relationship with someone he cared for deeply. He was making very good money. Yet something was nagging at him deep within his soul. He had an entrepreneurial spirit, and the idea of working at a big company as an employee for the rest of his life tormented him. Brian quit his job and decided to chase his entrepreneurial dream.
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My dad describes the years after losing his hotel as crossing the bankruptcy desert. He knew it would be impossible for him to get financing or raise a round of equity until he rebuilt his credit. He also knew with absolute certainty that he would start another business as soon as he could. He just had to bide his time.

When I graduated from high school in 2001, my dad had finally crossed the desert. He announced to me triumphantly one afternoon that he was getting back in the game.

He was a sixty-two-year-old man who hadn’t done business in quite a while. His previous two businesses were roller-coaster rides that ultimately failed. Yet there he was, brimming with enthusiasm and confidence, ready to jump back on the roller coaster to see where it would take him. My dad has done many things to make me proud. He’s lived a rich life filled with unique achievements. But the moment when he told me he was going for it again made me prouder than just about anything else.




CHAPTER 4

PERU

The idea of going to Peru or living in Peru never would have crossed our minds. We had no previous connection to Peru and had never thought of Peru for any reason. I’m certain that I couldn’t have pointed out Peru on a map. Yet we were Peru-bound.

When Dad came out of bankruptcy, Brian quit his job, and they decided to go into business together. Brian worked nights as a bartender to make ends meet while they figured out what kind of business to start. They had no idea whatsoever what they were going to do. They only knew that they wanted to do it together.

They read public lists of recently granted patents. They researched different industries. They scoured Dun and Bradstreet. They talked to the chamber of commerce. They networked with the local branch of the World Trade Organization. They shook every tree and looked under every rock trying to find an opportunity they believed in.

After nine months of strenuous research, they found it: air filter cleaners. You read that right, air filter cleaners. My dad had waited seven long, grueling years to come out of bankruptcy. This was to be his final grasp at glory. And what did they decide to pursue? Again, air filter cleaners.

I came home from college during winter break that year and was accosted by Dad and Brian. They excitedly sat me down on the couch to watch a video. They slid the VHS into the VCR (remember those?) and made me watch a promotional video about air filter cleaners. Once the video was over, they asked me what I thought. I told them that I had absolutely no idea what they were trying to tell me.

They laid it out. Mines—for example, gold mines—deploy behemoth trucks that haul hundreds of tons of dirt per trip. It’s a very dusty business. Air filters keep dust from getting into the motor and destroying the cylinders. On such a big truck, the air filters are very big and very expensive. Given the constant dustiness of the work, air filters need to be replaced frequently.

The technology that Dan and Brian were so excited about alleviated the problem of having to replace air filters. With a simple little attachment to a truck, mine maintenance departments could cut a huge percentage off the time spent replacing air filters. Mines could also pocket tremendous savings by reducing the number of air filters that needed to be purchased.

Dan and Brian had spoken with the manufacturer and worked out a deal. The manufacturer would grant them exclusive selling privileges to any mine they signed up. The air filter cleaner was a new technology with patents, and the manufacturer agreed to never sell directly to the customers we brought on board.

There was just one teensy, tiny, little problem to overcome. None of us had any idea how to sell stuff to a mine. Thankfully, Azim Khamisa, the dear friend whom our
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“I love chocolate stories almost as much as I love chocolate makers,
and this is a good one. It’s the swashbuckling, cinematic version of
what it takes to be an international entrepreneur.”

—SETH GODIN
New York Times Bestselling Author, Linchpin and The Song of Significance
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How a Peruvian Adventure
Inspired the Sweet Success of a

Family Chocolate Business
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