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“He lives way out on the fringe of everything. You don’t get to the position of being able to help the vast number of people that he can help by being normal. He cares about people who don’t have what he has. This is a guy who is walking a tightrope between reality and craziness on one hand and is enabling, on the other hand, people to have a life. Shoes and sub sandwiches? Awesome. Music and charity work? Angel wings.”

—DAVE SCHOOLS, Widespread Panic 

“In this moving story, George Boedecker rebounds from a fractured childhood to create an invention that catapults him to CEO global stardom. On the journey to Crocs’ success, George is inspired to channel his heart through the power of community and philanthropy. And he does it all—his way.” 

—PAULA DUPRÉ PESMEN, Oscar-nominated, Grammy- and Emmy-winning filmmaker and founder, There With Care

“Every founder thinks they’re contrarian. George Boedecker actually is one. A funny, honest, and surprisingly moving look at what it takes to build something the world isn’t ready for—until, suddenly, it is.”

—ROBERT S. CASTELLINI, cofounder, Sentinel Wealth Management

“I f***ing love this guy. . . . He’s addicted to amusement. He’s just looking for trouble all the time.”

—TODD SNIDER, American singer/songwriter

“Beyond his skills as an entrepreneur and author, George has the gift of music. As a singer his interpretation of classic hits takes them to another level. A champion of the outlaw sound, he delivers raw emotion like no other. Truly a multitalented Renaissance man.”

—DAVID PRESTON, former senior director at BMI

“A twisted cross between Steve Jobs and Hunter S. Thompson. Pure entertainment.”

—DUANE TRUCKS, Widespread Panic

“A tremendous character.”

—NEAL CASAL, Blackfoot, the Cardinals




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

George “Boe” Boedecker, Jr., has lived at a speed that most of us don’t attempt even for a day, much less a lifetime. He is an entrepreneur and humanitarian as well as the principal founder and creative force behind Crocs, Inc., where he served as CEO for two and a half years. During his tenure, Crocs grew from a tiny startup into an industry giant. Once deemed the fastest growing footwear company on the planet, George’s success at Crocs culminated in the largest IPO in the history of the shoe industry. The original Crocs model is still their bestselling product and has generated billions of dollars in sales and millions of units sold.

George takes particular pride in his philanthropic accomplishments, including the 2006 creation of the Anthony H. Kruse Foundation through an endowment left to him by his good friend and business partner. In 2009, George consolidated all of his charitable endeavors into one entity, the Boedecker Foundation, which helps fund nonprofit organizations that inspire positive change around the world, and has allowed him to make a meaningful difference in people’s lives.

As if that’s the whole story . . .
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To my children and grandchildren, and to anyone who has found their feet in a pair of Crocs.




Will Bloom: Unbelievable.

Ed Bloom (his father): The story of my life.

—Big Fish




AUTHOR’S NOTE

This is how I remember it. Some names and minor details have been changed to protect the privacy and dignity of certain individuals.






MAN OF INVENTION

A few nights after we took Crocs public, there was a big party over at the Farm, the sprawling place in Colorado, between Boulder and Gunbarrel, that I shared with Jen. So many people from the company were there, talking, laughing, drinking, smiling, celebrating. About ten thirty, I told Jen I was disappearing for a little while, and in ten minutes she should gather everyone around the swimming pool.

I went inside the house, changed, then slipped out and climbed the side of the pump house. I waited until I could hear everyone in place, the chatter muting for the special something about to happen, though they had no idea what. I hopped onto the roof and everyone looked up. They pointed, clapped, whooped. It was partly for me, partly for us and the historic occasion: The initial public offering we’d just pulled off was the biggest ever for a shoe brand, raising over $200 million. A dozen of the people scattered below, men I’d known since childhood or high school or my time at Domino’s or Quiznos or the country club, were particularly giddy. Earlier that day I’d bought each of them an Audi A8, a $200,000 car.

Anyone who had laughed at us at the boat show when they first laid eyes on our bizarre shoes with the thirteen holes, or scoffed that a shoe smudge on Scotty’s boat could give me the twinkle of an idea, or thought our invention was ugly and cheap and the death knell of Western civilization: Whatever, dude. I never really cared what people thought, but now, just days after our epic IPO on February 8, 2006, I really didn’t have to pay attention to it.

This was the apex. But also it wasn’t. It was the same, just more, a lot more. A lot more. I had enjoyed success before. I was no stranger to hard work. Or knowing what people wanted. Or constant selling and tinkering. Or sacrificing time away from the family until I got it right—the job, not always the family. And I was certainly no stranger to having fun. Lots of it, all kinds. The money from the IPO was not going to change me, I told myself, though it allowed me to buy a dozen cars for a total of $2.5 million in a morning, if the urge hit.

Standing on the roof of the pump house, looking out at everyone ringed around the pool below, I soaked in the cheers. We were drunk on victory. I assumed the classic pose you do in that outfit: legs spaced, hands on hips. I lifted both arms to wave, setting off another round of whoops, then returned my hands to their proper position. I looked down at the symbol on my chest.

I didn’t take the Superman costume off for a week.






Lesson 1

DO NOT LISTEN TO ME*

(*But If You Do, Then Don’t Be Offended)

And those who were seen dancing were thought to be crazy, by those who could not hear the music.

—often attributed to Friedrich Nietzsche



I thought I’d be dead by now, so you probably shouldn’t bother with me.

Since I’m not, here goes.

I’ve been behind bars eleven times but never convicted of a felony, not once. That might be a record.

I took a company public. I turned a dozen friends into multimillionaires. Some of the closest ones didn’t have the money to invest at the start, so I put it up for them.

I sang with Ronnie Milsap, sang at Tipitina’s in New Orleans, sang with Widespread Panic in front of a full house at Red Rocks.

I partied with Fleetwood Mac, delivered pizza to Joe Montana, kidded around with Robin Williams. I have three-star generals on speed dial. I raced cars at the Charlotte Motor Speedway. I was in the witness protection program, more or less.

I’ve enjoyed the company of more beautiful, intoxicating women than I can count. One thing I can count: I’ve been around the world twenty-eight times.

I always wanted to take the last shot, and I hit it more than once. I wanted to coach college basketball, so I quit my life for a while to do it. I believe I own Keith Richards’ first Fender guitar, as well as one of Prince’s last guitars, though I can’t be sure. I usually threw the last punch.

On my fiftieth birthday, my older daughter, Brianna, wrote, “You’ve done more in your fifty years than most people have in five lifetimes.” I have it framed on the wall in one of my dozen houses, more or less—another thing I can’t keep exact count of.

I live at crazy speed, but I’m still here. And with all those accomplishments, there are . . . things. Other things. Of course there are. How could there not?

I lost so many friends. Through death, I get—that’s unavoidable. But the ones who turned their back? Or altered the story? Or hopped off the gravy train because they felt they were owed more gravy? Or got all holier-than-thou? One of my friends banned me from all his restaurants, including some favorite Boulder hangouts. To be fair, that rejection I deserved.

The love of my life and I have not been together for decades. The woman I was most serious with, post-Elizabeth, once joined a lawsuit against me.

Two of my three kids live practically within walking distance, along with three of my five grandkids, as well as dozens of friends and colleagues, yet I feel alone a lot of the time. Big man on campus, life of the party, CEO, Man of the Year: If you heard the songs I sing and the way I sing them, you’d get a different opinion.

I lied to an officer of the law that Taylor Swift was my girlfriend, and got roasted for it by TMZ. The show Entourage invited me to play a TMZ paparazzo, which I did, of course.

I shouldn’t have threatened to slit the throat of my brother-in-law days before I stepped down from the board of a company on the verge of going public. Never mind my position; I probably shouldn’t have made the threat regardless. Okay, definitely not. I thought I was protecting my sister.

The curse of addiction found the family I grew up in, though I thought I myself was spared.

To repeat: I should be dead by now.

I tell my kids, “Do as I say, not as I do.” Maybe it’s hypocrisy. It’s also love. Times change.

I invented Crocs, by popular opinion the ugliest shoe in the world and one of the most beloved. It’s the bestselling non-sneaker brand on the planet. I gave the shoe its name. It was my foot we used for the original molds. I decided it needed thirteen holes, no more, no less. I figured out how to get them onto the feet of a good chunk of the world: Close to one billion pairs of Crocs have been sold and many millions donated. Everyone considered it a fad when we first took off; did the same when we went public (Nasdaq: CROX); did the same when director Mike “Beavis and Butt-Head” Judge had every character in his movie satire Idiocracy wear Crocs—a very funny film about the end of intelligence, good taste, and fine footwear. Yet it’s been two decades and Crocs is bigger than ever—more hated, more loved, never out of fashion. Don’t be surprised to find a mini Crocs keychain in your next McDonald’s Happy Meal. Can you name another brand—of anything—that could pull off partnering with Pringles, Frida Kahlo, Bad Bunny, and Balenciaga? (Not all at once—though we should try that too.) People mistook us for a trend. A generation has grown up and we’re still here. The beautiful side of ugly.

Of course, when the origin story got written, some people crawled over each other to take credit. Stories in local papers, national ones, Wikipedia—in English, so you can’t blame it on the translation. As far as I know, the Chinese have not taken credit for the shoes, though they have produced millions of knockoffs. A lot has been said about my creation—and about me—that isn’t true.

We tend to think lies are more interesting than the truth.

Not in my experience, they ain’t.
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No doubt you’ll wonder which parts of my story are true, which are exaggeration, which are proof I’m crazy. Continue only if you like complicated. Had I grown up in the age of smartphone cameras and social media, I shudder to think where I’d be and what possibilities would no longer be available to me. I have no filter, though I’m not sure whether I was born that way or if it developed due to circumstance.

You can look at me and my life from different angles. That’s true of everyone. Maybe my story is a cautionary tale about money. After all, being crazy rich is probably the fantasy that people have more than any other, more even than the one about not dying. That’s my reality. I can use money for comfort, access, opportunity—but never happiness. But you already knew that, cliché to end all clichés.

Another universal fantasy: how great it would be to have so much money, you could help anyone you want, whenever you want, in a way that would change the trajectory of the person’s life—a loved one or maybe the stranger you overheard in a bar whose six-year-old needs an organ transplant. Growing up, I knew that empathy would be a survival tool, occasionally bestowed on me and eventually coming from me. Now, I get to be a guardian angel every day, if I want.

Maybe mine is a story of living with no brakes. My reality is other people’s dreams. I act on things most people wouldn’t or can’t. I say things most people wouldn’t, at least not in public. If I witness certain behavior—bullying, stupidity, desperation—I can’t look away, especially if I’ve had a few. No one tells me what to do, not even me.

Mostly, I miss the friends I’ve lost.

I’m not looking for anyone’s pity. No one wants a woe-is-me from someone worth nine figures or more. I would never have had the patience to listen to rich-guy, sad-sack storytelling when I was stealing milk as a ten-year-old. So what if I buy a Rolls in the morning—my fifth overall, three of them Silver Clouds—and spend my evenings eating a bologna-and-cheese sandwich and drinking beer while strumming a guitar and writing songs about heartbreak? Big fucking deal. One of the main reasons I’m getting this all down, here and now, after years of resisting, is to see if there might be some healing following so much destruction, for me and for others. But I honestly don’t know if I’ll get past the what to the why, to whatever lies underneath. There are probably too many whys. Though I am curious to answer this question:

Am I the one who changed, or are they?

I don’t know how hard it will be to answer. It won’t be easy for you, that’s for sure. I can be tough to get along with, an “acquired taste,” the kind of person who, after fifteen minutes with me, you might say to yourself, Life’s too short, fuck this guy. A hurricane, not a breath of fresh air. Since I was little I’ve filled notebook after notebook with poetry and sad songs and business ideas, but I also use vulgar language that probably reads as insensitive. Totally un–PC. I tell off-color jokes. I “make fun” of the Special Olympics and sometimes call people “retards,” while also helping to fund the organization (the Special Olympics Tennessee, if you’re the IRS). I may say things about women that sound like toxic masculinity, and I’ve bought abandoned churches and turned them into domestic shelters for battered women. I believe chivalry should still be a thing. If you think one act is compensation for the other . . . too easy. I treat people as they come, but at times I also sort them into the groups they belong to. Is that profiling? I sure hope so. It makes life, and especially business, so much easier.

Do I deserve slack because I make jokes about everyone?

On the other hand, you might find my story—and me—a joyride. The kind of person who, after fifteen minutes together, you might say to yourself, Holy shit! Tell me more! I rarely sleep (a little more now than I used to). The jet (hired, not owned; too much of a pain) is always fueled and ready to go. These days I keep myself fresh with weekly IV drips for energy and an immunity boost, and no one talks up the virtues of stem cells more than I.

Do I deserve admiration because I respect everyone but true bullies?

It probably doesn’t help my case that some of the people who’ve had enough of me knew me for years. The Boulder Country Club, where I was full golf member #368 for decades, chose to send me the following via certified mail, August 29, 2005:


Dear Mr. Boedecker,

Having reviewed the circumstances of your most recent infractions, and given your prior history with the Club, the Board has decided to suspend you, [and] prohibit all use of Club facilities, as a member or a guest . . .



If you want a bonus lesson on how to lose friends, here you go:

Get a lot of money. Live life a little too hard. Possess the need to make people happy, plus the inability to say no. Stir and serve.

There came a point when friends—“friends”—called out of the blue, and I started counting in my head until the other shoe dropped.

“Hey, I’m in a bit of a pickle . . .”

“George, look, you think you could loan me . . . ?” (Or “Boe, look . . .” I answer to both.)

They knew I was an easy mark. I knew they knew. I still couldn’t say no.

Then there were—are—those who never leaned on me. Never changed toward me. Jeff. Coach Hofman. Steve. My boat captains. Jen Stapleton, my Agent 99. Don Lococo. Gogi. Billy. My kids. Elizabeth.

I don’t think money changed me. Too much money does what too much alcohol does: makes you exactly who you are, just more so. My giving heart got more giving. My desire to say yes got stronger. My love of fun had more outlets. My resentments and disappointments grew harder. My circle got bigger, and then, eventually, smaller. It’s all there in the music.

I should not have threatened my brother-in-law. There were many bars in Mexico I probably never should have entered. I never should have brought Ms. Swift into this. But who thinks you should be remembered by just your worst moments? (The tabloids, that’s who.) I’ll hold orphans in need of school, medicine, clean water, an actual breakfast every day—and yes, shoes— on this side, my DUI and those eleven arrests on the other. DUIs are bad, I know that. Terrible—worse than terrible. Fortunately, no one was hurt.

For a particular kind of person, that apology won’t be enough.

Boys didn’t learn emotional intelligence when I was growing up, certainly not in a motherless household with a father almost incapable of even small acts of kindness toward his sons. Asking for help was for pussies. I’m glad I lived long enough to teach my own kids a different lesson. I could tell you all day that I wish I had been taught differently, but that sounds like rationalizing. Or whining. You’re dealt a hand, then you have to play it.

At a certain point, some people stopped laughing at my jokes, and I wondered: Is it me or is it them? They wanted me for my money or my associations—until they didn’t. They held judgment when it suited them—then didn’t when it didn’t.

But when they thought they could rewrite the past—say things happened that didn’t, say things didn’t happen that did—that’s where I draw the line. Their word against mine? LFG!

While there are a number of reasons why you’d think my version is not reliable: See what follows. I saw things I shouldn’t have. Experienced things I wish I hadn’t. I haven’t shared the biggest humiliations yet. Not even close.

Whose account is more likely to be true, theirs or mine?

[image: ]

My story is a kind of litmus test.

White savior routine or someone trying to ease the difficulty of impoverished children in Zambia and Mexico? Life of the party or drunken asshole? Visionary or glorified shoe salesman? A man of contradictions or just a man?

The demons and angels have been fighting it out my whole life.

I will try not to tip the scales in my version. I won’t let myself off the hook. I have no patience for bullshit—from others or myself—so this book will not be some polished, heroic version of my life up to now. I’ve accomplished a lot. I’ve fucked up a lot. I’m sure there are lessons in it. This is not a book you’d find in the Thought Leadership category (mostly BS anyway) or in the Business Best Practices category (ditto) or in Corporate Memoirs, unless it was reshelved there by someone with my sense of humor. I will not put a veneer on what happened—the good, the bad, the misunderstood. Sugarcoating is the same as lying. Some of what I say may contradict other things I say, sure. Who doesn’t do that? Most of what’s in here is true. Actually, I believe it’s all true—I just can’t claim to have a perfect memory.

I confess: Maybe the success of Crocs and the prestige and notoriety and especially the crazy money had something to do with my nearly destroying myself. I can’t help but think of the roulette wheel of life: I wanted a good boat shoe, simply that, so I walked into a Tommy Bahama store in Miami and asked if they had what I was looking for. They did not. Thanks, Tommy. If the answer had been yes, Crocs might never have been created. You would be reading something else right now.

I hesitated to write this book. My son, Barron, thought it could help. I’m not so sure. After I ditched Boulder, where I mostly grew up and Elizabeth grew up and the place we mostly raised our three kids—Brianna, Sophia, and Barron—I moved to Nashville, home to so much great music and so many great musicians, a place I’d always been drawn to like a magnet. I was happy there, or at least happier. I made my music. I made new friends. I had my charitable foundation. I had other projects. Why the fuck did I need to write a book?

But Elizabeth found some of my notebooks from high school and college, back when I wrote nearly every day. There were letters and songs. My story doesn’t scare me anymore. Honestly, it never did—though a lot of it, especially the origin parts, probably belongs in the Horror section. Barron says my life reminds him of the movie Big Fish, about a fabulist with the greatest stories in the world that can’t possibly be true and then—spoiler alert!—after he dies, turn out to be true. More or less.

I’m not dead—yet. Live and learn. This is what happened to me.

More or less.




Lesson 2

RULES, SHMULES

Tom Monaghan, founder of Domino’s: Don’t sell Diet Coke!

Me, new employee (thinking): Guess I’m selling Diet Coke!


It was the year I became the Milk Thief.

Back when milk was delivered to your door, I stole from the porches and side entrances of customers on my paper route who were away on vacation.

I realize that’s more than breaking rules but in fact breaking the law. Hear me out, though. I couldn’t afford it myself. I was hungry. The milk would have gone bad.

Some of it I drank. The entrepreneur in me got the bright idea to simply give some of my stash to Scott, one of my older brothers, in exchange for him not beating me up. I used the bottle caps to get a discount at the movies. I returned the empties to the owners’ porches so they could get the nickel for the return. It’s not as if I didn’t understand fairness.

They had no idea that I was the one stealing their milk. They knew me only as an enterprising, disciplined paperboy. My forty-eight-house route in Boulder was my first successful business, where I learned or taught myself many of the principles that work at any level: Fortune 500, mom-and-pop, lemonade stand, doesn’t matter. Right before Christmas, I left a greeting card inside the screen door of each customer. I had the card lined in plastic to look special; lamination cost me a couple of cents per card, but the impression it made on the recipient was worth way more. I included a stamped envelope addressed to me, with a second card made out from them. I didn’t need to say another word. I got tips from all but three homes. I averaged $12 per subscriber, for over $500 in holiday tips. If your product is something you have no control to make better, like a newspaper, then you, the seller or distributor, better find some way to stand out. The product won’t. Me, I became the polite go-getter, when I wasn’t doubling as the Milk Thief.

I was ten years old.

I never shared my holiday card trick with my friends. They wondered how come I was so often flush with cash and could purchase anything a ten-year-old wanted. I didn’t care that I got it by brownnosing, and honestly it wasn’t really even brownnosing. It was simply being aware of what makes people respond. To achieve specialness, all you have to be is 5 percent more special than the next guy. That’s it. If the option is X versus a slightly better version of X, why would you ever choose regular X? Even 2 percent better does it. Comparison is everything. A bear approaches the campsite of two friends preparing for bed. One of them quickly sits up, grabs his sneakers, and frantically starts tying the laces. His scared friend says, “It’s no use. You can’t outrun him.”

“Don’t have to,” says the other. “I just have to outrun you.”

To even the score, sometimes you have to be creative. I lost my twenty-four count box of Crayola crayons in grade school, or maybe someone stole it, so I stole a crayon—just one, never more than that—from each box of my classmates. It was never the same color, so by the time I was done, I had my own full set again, and each of them was missing one color. No one noticed that I was the only kid with a complete set. All I lacked was the box.

I was eight years old.

I was always working and hustling, finding ways to earn money. I gradually expanded my paper route from 48 houses to 220. When I was fifteen, I “found” an empty keg abandoned behind Liquor Mart, a wholesaler. When I brought it to get filled, I didn’t have to shell out money for the deposit on the keg, just the tap; pay for the beer, host parties, and charge. I knew an opportunity when I saw one. At my high school graduation, I hired a junior to wear my robe and receive my diploma, because I was too busy pouring beer at a buck a pop on a hill just behind where the ceremony was taking place—this time, not just serving fellow students but restless parents too.

My first truly serious “career track” employment was working for Domino’s Pizza, starting at sixteen years old, first as a delivery boy. It wasn’t full-time except during summers. I was a teenager doing other things at the time—going to school, playing basketball, singing in bands, throwing parties, finding other ways to make money, falling in love—but Domino’s was an opportunity and a constant. The company saw promise in me, so years later, after some failed attempts by me at college and other jobs, I was shipped off to what they called “the college of pizza,” in Ann Arbor, Michigan. Why not try it? Apparently I wasn’t business school material, like some of my friends, and I needed money, a track. Elizabeth and I were on a brief break, which made me miserable. Hopefully her too.

At Pizza College I learned how to take orders, make pizza, calculate profit and loss, run a store, and a lot more. (I already knew how to deliver pies.) I was being groomed to become a franchisee. Tom Monaghan, the brilliant, incredibly successful founder of Domino’s and a rule breaker himself—he invented boxes that kept pizza hot longer and could be stacked more easily, and he focused his deliveries on college campuses—probably didn’t notice me until my third day there. That morning, I saw him out running with a bunch of bodyguards, so I sprinted over and joined him. For whatever reason, the goons left me alone.

“What are you doing?” Mr. Monaghan asked.

“Running with you, sir.”

I did it every morning.

That winter, when it was time for me to “graduate” (with honors!), I looked forward to being assigned a favorable location. But Mr. Monaghan found me partying in his office—with a future franchisee? a secretary? the memory is cloudy—so, as punishment, he offered me the “gift” of Ypsilanti, site of the first Domino’s location, to run a store there. Ypsilanti was a shithole—sorry, at least it was back then—ten miles from Ann Arbor. As a boy from Colorado, where the snow comes at night and melts during the day, I had to buy galoshes to deal with the constant Michigan slush. I quickly helped turn a losing store into a profitable one.

Many friends from home had graduated from college (I had wanted badly to go to University of Colorado Boulder but didn’t get in—their loss), and they were now in business school. Some of them joked about me having graduated from Pizza College and what the hell was I doing with my life? It’s one thing to deliver pizza and wear the goofy blue shirt with the domino logo and name tag when you’re sixteen, but in your early twenties? The ribbing went on for months—until the day a couple of friends came to me, wondering if they could borrow money for B-school tuition, because I was the one killing it, once again flush with cash my friends didn’t have.

That’s right: A Domino’s pizza delivery guy subsidized business school tuition for more than one of his hometown buddies. No loan terms were discussed because they weren’t loans. Just money given to friends because they needed it, and I needed them.

I could underwrite them because certain things came naturally to me—math, calculations, projections, algorithms, anything with numbers; I remembered every address from my paper route days, every single one from pizza delivery. Years later, at a party in Aspen during the week of the annual Comedy Festival, I impressed Robin Williams by recounting both of his home addresses where I had delivered his pizza. He squinted that great Robin Williams smile. “I’ll give you a thousand bucks and get you drunk the whole weekend to forget those,” he offered.

And then there were things that did not come naturally to me, like possessing the sense of calm and comfort that comes from having anything close to a normal family life. Even 500 miles from a normal family life.

After several months on and off in Ypsilanti, I found myself sitting across from Joe Romano, Mr. Monaghan’s right-hand man at Domino’s and the person who taught me more about business than anyone. He was ready for me to try bigger things. He gave me the option of turning around the fortunes of a failing store in Vancouver, San Francisco, or Honolulu. “I should warn you, though,” he said, “there are already 346 pizza stores in San Francisco.”

It wasn’t a hard choice. “San Francisco,” I said.

“You want a town that already has 346 pizza stores?”

“That just tells me that people there eat pizza. I can’t be sure about the other two.”

After formal training in Dallas, Texas, I headed to San Francisco, where I figured out quickly that the problem wasn’t with the customers or the location but the guys running the Domino’s there. They had no idea what they were doing—and they had also graduated from Pizza College. I “got” it. I would work harder than they ever had, true, even sleeping at the store many nights. But I wanted to increase my edge, my odds for success. I took temporary second jobs at local eateries and chains, like Big Boy, to see how the competition did things, for better or worse, a trick I learned while working at restaurants in Boulder when I was younger. Do two or three shifts at a rival and then disappear, armed with intel.

In San Francisco, I secured a small location, nine hundred square feet upstairs, nine hundred in the basement. No Domino’s had done a walk-in basement to store the dry goods, but I didn’t see why not. And nine hundred square feet up top was fine because we had no seating, even though most pizza places had at least a couple booths.

But I needed totally fresh ideas, not a tweak here or there. As you may have guessed by now, from early on I
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