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Prologue
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The Ones Who Hold Up the World Without Our Noticing

Some gestures make no noise. Some footsteps leave no visible trace, yet they mark the ground so that others can walk.

That is how ants live. They don't lead from the center. They don't seek recognition. But they hold up entire ecosystems while the rest of us look the other way.

This book is called Fourmi because that is where its soul comes from: from what can't be seen but holds things up, from what goes unnamed but endures.

Ants are architects of balance. They dig the earth and aerate it. They scatter seeds that make new cycles possible. They recycle what others leave behind. They change their surroundings from below. They don't work to be admired. They work so that life can happen.

That, to me, is what it means to build something.

Building as an invisible act, as a commitment to what doesn't yet have a shape, as a giving that doesn't calculate rewards.

Ants teach without speaking. They cooperate without hierarchies. They build without pretension. And that is how they taught me that starting something isn't about competing; it's about accompanying. It isn't about climbing; it's about holding up. It isn't about having; it's about offering.

Every page of this book is woven from that intuition: that what matters doesn't always shine, that what transforms isn't always named, that true knowledge isn't hoarded but handed on. Like a leaf, like a seed, like an impulse.

When the work comes from the heart, the reward arrives without demands. The money comes, yes, but as a consequence, not a motive. As a companion, not a master.

Fourmi is an invitation to look at the world from below, from the fertile ground where ideas are prepared in silence. It is a tribute to those who build without applause, who share what they know without fear, who start things as an act of love and trust that real power lies not in noise but in the invisible things that make everything work.

This is where that journey begins. Not to teach. To keep you company. The way they do. From the small. From the gesture. From purpose.

Fourmi means “ant” in French (/fuʁmi/).
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How to Persist with Purpose in an Imperfect World

This world is not perfect. It has dark places, fears that won't go away, limits that challenge us. But everything I love is in it.

And that love — for what we do, for the people around us, for what we dream — is what pushes us to do better. To build. To move forward. Even if sometimes in silence. Even if no one else notices.

Success is uncertain, and the steps are not always sure. Even so, it's better to try than to spend your life running from failure.

Ants live in the invisible, but what they do is immense. They don't stand out for their size or their noise but for the steadiness with which they move. They walk without seeking approval, guided by an inner logic that understands progress isn't always celebrated... but it always transforms.

This book was born of that philosophy.

Fourmi is an exploration of how to persist with purpose in the midst of imperfection. It speaks of entrepreneurship as an intimate and cultural act. Of redesigning yourself as an ongoing process. Of working from the small to build the deep.

You won't find magic formulas or universal recipes here. What you'll find is an invitation to look at yourself honestly, to walk with intention, and to improve without ceasing to be yourself.

Each chapter is a stretch of road. From the love that drives you to the character you choose to inhabit. From the humility of starting from zero to the boldness of leaving a mark.

The ant doesn't just represent a path; it embodies a philosophy of life. It doesn't give up. It doesn't doubt its strength. It doesn't wait for the world to be perfect before doing what it came to do.

Throughout this book I'll share lessons that come from design, from art, from entrepreneurship, and from my own journey. From the cultural projects that nourish me to the questions that still have no answer.

Because I believe there is always a chance to make a difference. And that difference is built step by step, the way ants build.

I didn't write this to teach. I wrote it to share. So that whoever reads it might recognize themselves along the way and — perhaps — find an impulse to take their next step. Whatever it may be.

Fourmi isn't about perfection. It's about progress. About moving forward with purpose, with emotional weight, and with inner beauty. Like the ants. Like you. Like me.
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To Clara, for walking beside me through more than three decades of honest steps. For your patience, for the way you look at things without judging, for that love that holds steady even when the world shakes. The love we share is part of the soul of this book.

To Mariana and Nicolás, because beyond any achievement, what I admire most is who you are. Being good people in a world that sometimes forgets how... is an act of courage. Follow the path that speaks to you truthfully, and trust what you carry inside: it will always be enough.

And to my eight dogs, who neither judge nor promise... they simply are. In their gestures I find tenderness; in their silence, peace. In their daily company, the certainty that love also walks on four legs.

This book is dedicated to you, because if Fourmi is about moving forward without making noise, you have been my most constant reason not to stop.
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Fear

Now that I've reached maturity and know there is less road ahead of me than behind, I find myself surrounded by questions. Has my life been worth it? Did I truly pursue what I believed in? Is this the beginning of the end... or the rebirth of new purposes?

I like to think it's the second. That I still have things to do. That age is not a barrier but a perspective. Because the years don't only pile up experience; they bring wisdom, too, and memory. I learned that you have to know sadness to understand joy. That being alive means accepting every dimension of existence.

If I could go back to the moment it all began — not the one in the photographs, but the one that left a mark without leaving a trace — I would carefully approach the boy I was, look him in the eye, and say quietly:

“There are two things I'd like you to know early on. First: not everything and not everyone deserves your energy. Second: even when fear, doubt, or absence show up... you're going to be all right. Because you'll learn to walk with yourself, and that will always be enough.”

Because fear came first. Before dreams, before willpower. The fear of not understanding, of not belonging. The fear you don't cry over, because you're trying to look strong in front of the adults who demand toughness. That was my starting point: the dread that goes unnamed but defines you. That's how my story began. Before any company, before any achievement.

My memories are fragments. Incomplete images. Scenes that come and go like badly printed postcards. My grandmother's yard in Santiago, the winter cold, and a bell that announced visitors. I'd been told my father was coming to see us, and I was waiting. I don't remember seeing him. I don't know if he came. I only see myself there, playing, expectant. The atmosphere was tense. But I, a child, was somewhere between joy and intuition. Something was wrong, though I couldn't have said what.

Soon after, my mother told me I was going to live with my father in Chuquicamata. It was like closing my eyes and opening them in another world. I was boarding a plane alone, bound for Calama. It was my first flight, my first trip without anyone. But I wasn't afraid. I was happy. I was going to be with him. I didn't know it would be the last day I'd see my mother for a long time. Or that, in fact, I wouldn't have any more memories of her from my childhood. Not one image. Nothing. As if she had never been there. As if my story began only with him.

When we landed, I did feel afraid. Suddenly my feet were heavy. My breath came short. My heart was pounding. It was the altitude, it was the anxiety, it was my body warning me that something was changing. I came down one of those open-air
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