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Why gives the dream a voice.
Cost gives the dream a life.



CONTENTS

THE GAME

Before the Game Begins

Law I — The Law of the Price

Law II — The Law of the Arena

Law III — The Law of the Players

Interlude — What the Judges Could Not See

Law IV — The Law of the Relics

Law V — The Law of the Blade

Law VI — The Law of the Mirror

Law VII — The Law of the Lock

Epilogue — The Lantern and the Controller

Final Seal

AFTERWORD

The World You Are Willing to Build

AFTER THE GAME

The Map

A Note Beside the Controller

The Map You Left on the Table

The Seven Laws

Seven Laws to Carry

Seven Laws at a Glance

The Architecture of Cost

The Four Gifts and the Work They Learned

The Three Tests of the Work

The Law Behind the Story

The Covenant Axiom

The Carried Why

The Four Ways Cost Moves

The Mirror

Seven Questions for the Mirror

The Cost of Borrowed Why

How to Carry the Story

APPENDIX

Universal Operator Law™

ABOUT THE BOOK AND AUTHOR

Author's Note — Esha & Zara

About the Author

FOR TEAMS AND ORGANIZATIONS

MORE FROM THE AUTHOR

Coming Next

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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A leadership parable in seven laws

[image: A child holding a Controller faces a closed door with light shining beneath it.]
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BEFORE THE GAME BEGINS
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THE CONTROLLER

Every beginning flatters you.
Only the second step tells the truth.
The story does not begin in the desert; it begins in the dark.

Before the game began, there was a closed door and a child holding a Controller. A thin line of light slipped beneath the door. It made the beginning look complete. It showed her a world larger than the room and let her love it before it asked anything of her hands.

For a while, the dark seemed less certain. The screen waited without speaking. The room held its silence around her. The dream whispered that beauty might persuade the hinge to become merciful.

But doors are stubborn things. They open for hands, not for admiration.

Somewhere beneath the floor, the old room gave a small wooden sigh. The child looked at the light a while longer. Then she looked down at what was already in her lap.

The Controller did not shine or make a promise. It simply waited, plain and warm in her hands, as if the smallest object in the room might ask the largest question.

She was not yet building the world. She was discovering whether the world would answer a hand.

Her fingers tightened around the worn plastic. She could still set it down and keep the dream safe from failure. Nothing would test it. She could go on believing the door might have opened someday.

Her thumb moved before her fear could finish speaking.

It found the hard edge of the button and waited.

For one quiet moment, nothing moved: not the screen, not the room, and not the small breath she held. The door remained closed. The plastic remained warm. The glass returned only the faint shape of a child holding something small and plain.

The screen was where the game waited. The room was where the choice would answer.

The Controller waited beneath her thumb, the door before her, and the dream inside her.

Then her thumb pressed down with a quiet click.

A pale line crossed the screen and held there. The door did not open, but the screen was no longer empty, and the room no longer held the same silence.

Wanting had left the safety of the voice and entered the weight of the hand. The first press had not opened the world. It had made the next choice hers.

The dream had become heavier.

The game had begun.

[image: Close-up of a child’s hands holding a plain worn Controller as one thumb presses a button; a narrow line points toward the closed door.]
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LAW I — THE LAW OF THE PRICE
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THE SEED / THE EMPTY CHAIR

Every dream asks for a seed,
and the seed kept safe feeds no one.
Across the country, a single page was placed before the children. At the top stood four dangerously simple words:

Life is a Game.

Beneath them waited one question:

How should it be played?

The children answered with maps, rules, bright screens, and worlds crossed by the idle press of a thumb. For a little while, the country was full of children explaining life to adults. The adults smiled, because imagination is easy to admire before it asks anyone to pay.

Weeks passed. The projects were gathered, the screens went dark, and the contest thinned until only four names remained: Esha, Noah, Leo, and Zara. The country had asked a broad question. Now four children would have to answer it with more than clever words.

Before the guides were announced, Noah raised his hand.

“Is the game meant to be played alone?”

The Guide looked at the four children, then at the rows of waiting chairs.

“No,” he said. “Nothing worth building remains alone for long.”

The children relaxed, but only until he continued.

“But the first cost belongs to the one who dreams. Another hand may help you carry what you have begun, but it may not choose for you before you begin.”

After that, the room did not become loud.

It became careful.

When the guides were announced, help arrived quickly for three of them.

Esha received a master of words, a man whose voice made an ordinary sentence sound as though it had been waiting to become music. Near his chair rested a small covered Lantern, though Esha listened too closely to the why he placed in her hands to notice it.

“Start with a why, Esha. Rules tell the feet where to stand; why gives the heart a place to go. Shape your why into awe, child, for wonder travels farther than obedience ever will.”

Esha listened, and the room seemed brighter, not because the road had shortened, but because it had been given a reason.

Noah received an architect of balance, a man who carried his papers in a perfect stack and looked first toward the smallest children.

“When a table tilts, Noah, the smallest plate feels the fall first. Count the quiet hands. Dignity begins where no child must shrink so another may feel full.”

Noah nodded, and the air around him seemed to settle.

Leo received a captain of power, a man whose smile made locked doors appear embarrassed by their hinges. He placed one hand on Leo’s shoulder and spoke as though waiting were surrender dressed in manners.

“The world does not crown the patient hand, Leo. It crowns the hand that refuses to wait. Move before the room agrees, and the room may call your speed destiny.”

Leo smiled, and for a moment even the slower children felt the comfort of a world where hesitation could be cut away.

Esha turned toward her guide. Noah sat straighter beside the architect. Leo leaned closer to the captain. Each of the three now had someone beside them.

Beside Zara’s name, there was only empty space.

At first, she thought the list was unfinished, as though the missing name might still appear. Beside her table stood a plain wooden chair, its back turned slightly toward the room.

Zara stared at it.

The chair did not look cruel.

That made it worse.

Another child brushed past, and one wooden leg scraped the floor. The sound was small, but Zara felt it across her chest. Her hand covered the blank space beside her name, as though that might keep the room from seeing what it had done.

She checked the page after lunch and again when the final bell rang. By then, her fingers had pressed a bend into its edge, and the blank space had become the only thing she could see.

No one shouted at her, no teacher frowned, and no child laughed. The hallway kept moving, and the chair remained beside her like a question no one wished to ask.

No one had to be cruel when the list did the work for them.

Three children had been given guides.

Zara had been given an empty chair.

[image: Zara sits alone beside an Empty Chair while three other children meet their guides.]

She carried the paper home without folding it.

At the kitchen table, she laid it down and pulled it back toward herself, shielding the blank space with one hand. Across the room, the Controller waited on
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