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For my Queen.

You saw the actual person before I could.

For my daughters.

The first fruits belong to you. They always did.

"Meraki: to do something with soul, creativity, and love.

To put something of yourself into what you do."

Greek

"A Lord tries to be the source.

A Leader knows they are just the wire."

Chapter 1
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This book is a true story.

Everything in it happened. The cafeteria. The Xerox machine. The potluck. The Demise. The text message sent to the wrong person. The dinner table in Athens. The morning walk with Blue. All of it.

Some names have been changed. Not to hide anything, but because some of the people in these pages did not choose to be in a book and deserve the privacy of not being searchable by name. The situations are real. The lessons are real. The internal experience is as honest as I could make it, which is to say: more honest than was comfortable, less honest than the full truth, and more honest than any version of myself that the professional years would have allowed into print.

I want to say something about what this book is not.

It is not a condemnation of the institutions I worked inside. The people I worked with were, on the whole, people doing their best inside systems that were not designed with the full flourishing of the people inside them as the primary objective. The systems were what they were. The individuals were often excellent. The two things can be true simultaneously.

It is not a blueprint for everyone to quit their jobs and start a company. The pivot I made was right for me at the point I made it. Your pivot, if you need one, will look different because your accumulation is different and your foundation is different and the thing the whisper is saying to you is particular to your life and not to mine.

What it is: an honest account of twenty years spent learning the difference between the power that crushes and the power that serves. Between the leader who makes himself indispensable and the leader whose greatest achievement is becoming unnecessary. Between the mask and the face.

I wrote it because I needed to account for those years honestly before I could move forward from them cleanly. I am sharing it because the accounting turned out to contain things I wish someone had said to me when I was twenty-two years old standing at a copy machine with foam headphones on and a very incomplete understanding of what the gift I had been given was going to cost.

If you see yourself in any chapter of this story, I hope what you take from it is not the specific events but the arc. The arc is: the gift is real, the cost is real, the erosion is not erasure, the pivot is available, and the life on the other side of the honest accounting is worth the difficulty of getting to it.

The mantle fits when it is yours to carry. The work of this book is finding out which parts of the weight are actually yours.

Adam McClarin

2025
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Author's Note

On truth, changed names, and what this book is and is not.

PART I: THE ORIGINS

Chapter 1: The Curse of the Lord

Junior High. A cafeteria. The first taste of the gift and the birth of the identity that would follow for twenty years.

Chapter 2: The Father's Shadow

Mr. Towe. The rehabilitation center. What I learned watching a great man give everything to the work and come home with nothing left.

Chapter 3: The Mother's Fire

The community room. The Councilman. The physics of power that is asserted rather than given, and what it cost to inherit both parents at once.

PART II: THE CORPORATE CRUCIBLE

Chapter 4: The First Mask

Sears. The Demise. Michael and Craig. What it means to protect people in a way that prevents them from ever protecting themselves.

Chapter 5: The Dangerous Blur

BJ's Wholesale. The Adjudicator. A text sent to the wrong person. The disciplinary meeting that became a life.

Chapter 6: The Golden Handcuffs

The choice between the relationship and the role. Micro Center. Texas. Best Buy. How reasonable decisions become an unreasonable accumulation.

Chapter 7: The Battleship Trap

Maria and the back office. Jax and the numbers that protected him. The moral framework that replaced moral consideration with metric consideration.

Chapter 8: The Silent Scream

Burnout as values misalignment. The bathroom. The performance of wellness. The warning signs nobody puts on the list.

Chapter 9: When Work Comes Home

Athens. The Parthenon. An inventory variance. What the geography of attention costs the people who share your table.

Chapter 10: The Erosion of Self

The empty vintage bottle. The things that left. Erosion is not erasure.

Chapter 11: The Empathy Drain

Stephan and the well full. Viola and the well empty. The Mimic. Bridge empathy versus cycle empathy.

PART III: THE RETURN

Chapter 12: The Pivot Point

Lakeshore Learning. The top-ten store. The whisper. Walking away while winning.

Chapter 13: My Rebirth (The Detox)

The five-thirty alarm with nowhere to go. Blue. The existence question. The five stages of leaving what you needed to leave.

Chapter 14: Meraki (The Return of Soul)

Marcus. The flow state. The Architect of Dreams. The Sherpa's library.

Chapter 15: The Mantle Is Still Being Carried

The journey is not over. What the mantle actually weighs when it fits. For you, wherever you are in the arc.

Chapter 16: Meraki is Love: 2025 and Beyond

Identity crisis to identity clarity. Reiki, meditation, faith as foundation. VeloxSync. The books. The daughters. The porch.

END MATTER

Acknowledgments

The people who held the light while I found my way back.
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Adam McClarin is the founder of Meraki is Love LLC and the creator of the Soulful Tech brand.
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Books are not written alone. They are written with the help of everyone who was present for the life that generated the material.

My Queen. You have been in this story from Chapter 5 and you have been in my life longer than this book can hold. You saw through the performance at the softball game. You saw through the professional mask in a disciplinary meeting that was supposed to be fifteen minutes and became two hours and became everything. You have watched every version of me that has existed since that afternoon and you have loved the actual one without requiring the performance. I do not have adequate language for what that has meant. This book is the closest I have gotten to finding it.

My daughters. The curriculum I am giving you is different from the one I received. I know that. I am paying attention to what you are absorbing by watching me and I am doing the daily work of making sure what you see is worth seeing. You are the reason the pivot was not optional. You are the reason the first fruits stay home. You are the reason the mantle fits now.

My father, Mr. Towe. You gave everything to the work you believed in. I did not fully understand the cost of that until I had paid a version of it myself. The judgment I used to carry about those dinner table silences has become something that I can now only describe as love for a man who gave what he had and came home with the rest. You taught me more than you knew.

My mother. You taught me that intelligence is a weapon and that silence is complicity and that no one can stop you if you are prepared and you are not afraid. That lesson has gotten me into rooms I had no business being in and gotten me in trouble in rooms where the lesson did not appreciate being demonstrated. Both of those outcomes were worth it. Thank you for the fire.

My brother. You have been the pressure valve, the Steel Therapy partner, the person I could say the things to that could not be said inside the building. You know all the versions. You liked the actual one better too. Thank you for holding the space for him while the others were running the show.

Marcus, Bishop Dingle, Dr. Parker, Andrea, and every client who trusted me with their vision when I was still figuring out what mine was. You are the Sherpa's library. The work that exists because you brought your dream to someone who finally had enough of himself available to help make it real. Thank you for the flow states. Thank you for the summits.

Stephan. You became a medical professional. The lighthouse was pointing the right direction after all.

Michael and Craig. You showed up every day. You worked in the dark and the dust without complaint. I should have done more than protect you. I should have prepared you. I carry that. I hope the next leader in your path did what I did not.

Blue. Good boy.

And to the version of me who stood in the AT&T lobby at seventeen with the foam headphones on and the Memphis rap playing and the particular arrogance of someone who has just been told that people will follow him: I would have told you to hear the whole prophecy. To hold the gift and the warning at the same time. To know that the Lord is not the destination. But you would not have been ready for that. You needed to learn it the long way. Most of us do.
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Adam McClarin is the founder of Meraki is Love LLC and the creator of the Soulful Tech brand. He is a solo full-stack developer, UX/UI designer, AI and LLM engineer, and published author whose work sits at the intersection of technology, human-centered design, and the conviction that the best things built with technology are built by people who are genuinely present in the building.

Before founding Meraki is Love, Adam spent twenty years in operational and management leadership across retail, wholesale, educational retail, and nonprofit environments. He has led teams ranging from a handful of warehouse workers clearing out a space nobody else wanted to touch, to full retail management operations in the top percentile of company-wide performance. The Weight of the Mantle is the account of what those twenty years actually cost and what they were actually building toward.

Adam holds two master's degrees in cybersecurity/information systems and business administration. He holds the CISSP certification, the Azure AI Engineer certification, and multiple Anthropic AI certifications. He is the author of The AI Prompt Playbook, Whispers of the Veil, and The Crimson Key. The Weight of the Mantle is his fourth book.

He is a trained Reiki practitioner whose daily spiritual practice of meditation and energy work is the foundation that the rest of the work is built on. He is the builder of VeloxSync, a B2B HR and performance intelligence platform powered by the Ei-Core AI engine, and of VeloxSync for Education, which serves K-12 educators at the intersection of AI capability and genuine pedagogical care.

He is a husband and a father who comes home actually home.

You can find his work at merakislove.com and schedule a conversation about your own project at calendly.com/hello-merakislove/new-meeting.

Soulful Tech. Technology built with intention and purpose.
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Chapter 1: The Curse of the Lord
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It was a Tuesday. I remember Tuesdays had a particular restlessness in that cafeteria — not Monday's dread, not Wednesday's midpoint calm. Tuesday was the day the tension had been building long enough to need somewhere to go.

The noise was a physical thing. Shouting, trays clattering, the screech of chairs dragged across linoleum. The air was thick with humidity and whatever was passing for food that afternoon. Rectangle pizza, I think. The kind with the orange grease pooling in the corners. I was chewing slowly, watching the room.

Not because I was afraid. Because I was fascinated.

The crews were already split across the room the way they always were. The Albanians on the left side, posture tight, eyes scanning every corner. The Italians near the windows, all performative bravado and loud laughing. The neighborhood kids in the middle, the ones who had learned to survive by belonging to nothing specific. Three separate pressure systems sitting twenty feet apart in a room with no ventilation.

I could feel it before anything happened. There is a frequency that a room gives off right before it breaks. A held breath. A stillness under all the noise. Most people in that cafeteria were tuned to a different station. They just wanted to eat their pizza, get to fourth period, and survive the afternoon.

I was tuned to the frequency of the break.

I leaned to my left. A few words, barely a whisper. Not a lie exactly. More of a suggestion. A question about what somebody said about somebody. Nothing heavy. Nothing that could be traced back. I watched the kid next to me stiffen. I watched his eyes cut across the room. I watched the message travel without me ever standing up.

What happened next took about ninety seconds and involved approximately forty people, a thrown tray, two overturned chairs, and teachers blowing whistles from every doorway.

And in the center of it, calm as Sunday morning, I stepped in.

I pulled people apart. I put my hands on shoulders and spoke with a low, steady authority that somehow cut through the chaos. "Chill. It's not worth it." I was the voice of reason in the storm I had engineered. I became the hero of the drama I had written, and nobody in that room knew it but me.

I was thirteen years old. And I felt like a god.

I did not know it then, but that afternoon was the birth certificate of something that would follow me for the next twenty years. Something seductive and useful and dangerous in equal measure. Something I would give a name.

The Lord.

The Unusual Boy

I always felt like I was operating on a different system than everyone around me.

Physically, I stood out whether I wanted to or not. Tall, broad, the kind of kid who takes up space before he even decides to. In the nineties, having a physical presence meant something. It could get you in rooms or get you targeted. Usually both. But beyond the body, there was something inside me that felt genuinely foreign to the world I was growing up in.

The kids around me were emotional. They fell in love and got wrecked by it. They formed loyalties based on feeling. They reacted. To a girl who looked at them a certain way, to a slight from somebody in the hallway, to the weather, to the mood. They lived in the swirl of it and that swirl was everything to them.

I was watching the swirl from the outside.

I did not have many genuine emotional bonds in the way most teenagers understood them. My connections were process-driven. I studied people the way a scientist studies a system. If I do X, they will do Y. If I say this, they will feel that. If I create this condition, they will make this choice. It was not cold, not exactly. I did not dislike people. I found them genuinely fascinating. But I was engaged with them the way a chess player is engaged with the board, not the way a friend is engaged with another friend.

On the outside, nobody would have seen any of this. I was the guy who floated between groups. The easy laugh, the one who knew everyone's name, the one who could walk into the Albanian table or the Italian table or the neighborhood kids and be accepted by all of them without being claimed by any. I wore the costume of belonging. But I never felt like I was inside the play. I always felt like I was standing just behind the stage, watching the mechanics.

By high school, I had two close allies. BJ and Rahiem. From the outside we were inseparable, a unit, three guys locked in. But I knew the architecture of what we actually were.

BJ was the pretty boy. 360-degree waves that he sat under a durag for hours to maintain. Crisp plaid shirts. He smelled like Cool Water cologne and moved through the world on the fuel of female validation. That was his engine. A girl looked at him wrong and his whole week changed.

Rahiem wanted to possess. Every person, every situation, he needed a claim on it. He talked constantly about power but he was always reacting to something, always moved by desire.

I was driven by design.

Friday nights, we would be on the corner deciding where to go. BJ would suggest something. Rahiem would counter. They would both look at me. I would let the silence sit just long enough. Just long enough for them to feel the weight of it, to feel that the decision had not been made yet and that the person who would make it was me.

"Nah," I would say. "We're going to the party on 4th Street."

And that was it.

They thought we were hanging out. I was practicing. I was running low-stakes simulations on the only people who trusted me completely, refining the tools I did not yet have a name for. I set them up with girls not because I cared about their love lives, but because I wanted to see if I could make the match happen. I orchestrated our social calendar the way a general moves troops on a map. They felt the fun. I felt the mechanism.

I felt profound isolation inside all of it. Not loneliness. I was never actually alone. But isolation in the truest sense: the feeling that no one around you is operating on the same frequency, that you are watching a movie the rest of the audience is living in.

The Fortress of AT&T

Then came the summer that gave it all a name.

I landed a summer job in the old AT&T building in Manhattan. Getting there meant leaving Brooklyn every morning, descending into the subway at one end of the city and ascending on the other side like coming up from a transition chamber. I had foam headphones pressed against my ears and a Walkman loaded with a mixtape. The rattle of the train, the flickering overhead lights, the smell of the underground, all of it faded behind the music. By the time I walked out of the subway and into the canyons of steel and glass, I was someone different. Or trying to be.

The AT&T building felt important in the way that lobbies of certain buildings do. Cool marble floors. Security guards who stood without fidgeting. Elevators that whispered open and closed like they were keeping a secret. Everything about it communicated that the people inside were doing something that mattered.

The reality of the actual job brought me back to earth quickly.

My department was not the executive floors I had imagined. It was a floor full of blue-collar workers, the men and women who built and maintained the telecom infrastructure for the New York City housing projects. These were people with calloused hands and sensible shoes, people who talked about unions and overtime and the weekend. They sent me for coffee. They gave me grunt work. I was a summer kid, temporary help, a tourist passing through their daily grind.

The work was data entry and copying blueprints for NYCHA buildings. Standing at a Xerox machine for four hours at a stretch. The shhh-clunk of the paper feeding through. The smell of warm toner that gets into your sinuses and stays there all day. It was the specific purgatory of being young, capable, and bored.

But even there, something woke up.

I did not know the other summer workers well enough to remember their names. We were all interchangeable as far as the company was concerned. But I noticed something almost immediately: there was no system. People were duplicating effort. Files were being collated in the wrong order. The workflow was a mess of habit with no logic holding it together.

I did not wait to be asked. I started organizing. "You collate, I'll staple. Stage the piles here, we cut the time in half." I delegated without authority and people accepted it because the logic was obvious and the alternative was hours of unnecessary work.

Nature abhors a vacuum. I had been filling vacuums my entire life without knowing that was what I was doing.

The Prophecy of the Potluck

My manager was a woman named Shawn. She was short, fierce, and a person of color like myself, which meant something in that corporate building. In a sea of white faces in upper management, she had built her authority from the ground up and made no apologies for where she stood. She walked with a heavy stride and eyes that were always checking, always calculating. But she said good morning to the summer help like we were real people, which was more than most did.

Everyone respected her. More to the point, everyone feared her. That combination is rare. Most people who inspire fear do not have the competence to back it up. Shawn had both.

The potluck happened about six weeks into the summer.

The entire department set it up in the break area. Trays of fried chicken, potato salad, empanadas, rice and beans. The smell reached the hallway and worked on us immediately because we were teenagers and teenagers are always hungry. Everyone was invited, including the summer help, which was a generous gesture in a world where we were mostly invisible.

But right when the food was ready, a large project landed. A mountain of blueprints that needed to be copied, sorted, and filed by end of day. It was the kind of task that could take four hours with the crew we had.

The other summer workers were already heading for the food. One of them looked back at me. "Come on, Adam. It's free food."

I stopped them.

I did not order anyone. I sold them. I painted them a picture of how the next two hours were going to feel if they went for the food now. The work hanging over them. Watching the clock. Half-eaten plates and the anxiety of an unfinished pile waiting back at the machine.

"But if we knock this out right now," I said, "we walk in there as finishers. We eat in peace. We walk in there as the people who handled it."

Three summer kids and one full-time employee stayed. We worked like a pit crew. I set the pace and kept the energy up and we finished a four-hour job in ninety minutes. When we walked into that break area, sweating but done, I felt something I had not felt before in a professional setting. Not the cafeteria rush, which was chaos-driven. This was clean. This was earned.

Shawn had been watching.

She called me into her office later that afternoon. My stomach dropped the moment she said my name across the room. The "Lord" persona vanished and what replaced it was just the kid from the projects who suddenly thought he had overstepped. I had organized people without anyone asking me to. I had delayed my own break and taken others down with me. I sat across from her desk preparing to be corrected.

She studied me for a moment. "Adam. Why did you stay?"

I told her exactly what I had told the team. That finishing first meant eating in peace. That it made more logical sense to absorb the discomfort up front.

She nodded slowly. "I've been watching you, Adam."

"Did I do something wrong?"

"No," she said. Then a pause. "You're doing something dangerous."

The air in that office changed.

She leaned forward. She told me that people would follow me. That they would listen. That I had the ability to make people move. She said it the way you say something important, not with enthusiasm but with weight.

Then her voice dropped. "But be careful. That gift can be abused. You have the ability to lead, but you also have the ability to control. And if you use it for the wrong reasons, you will destroy people."

It was not a compliment. It was a prophecy delivered by a woman who had seen enough to know the difference between the two.

I heard exactly half of what she said.

I heard: people will follow you.

The warning in the second half? I tucked it away like a document I would get to later. Later never came. Not for a long time.

The Birth of the Lord

I took the subway home that evening with Shawn's words moving around in my chest like something alive.

In my headphones it was Three 6 Mafia. Not what most New Yorkers were playing in the mid-nineties. While the city ran on Biggie and Jay-Z and Wu-Tang, I was deep in Memphis rap. Tear da Club Up. Sippin on Some Syrup. Their music was heavy and dark and saturated with imagery I had no real-life relationship with, violence and possession and a certain contempt for restraint. But it resonated with something in me. It was the sound of power without accountability. It was the inner world I could not show in the cafeteria or the corporate hallway.

The outer Adam was jovial, organized, the peacemaker, the one who got things done without making it political. The inner Adam needed that dark, gritty soundtrack to feel balanced. The two halves did not make sense together. But they were both real.

On that subway ride home, the bass rattling the foam against my ears, I thought about what Robert Greene would later put into words in his 48 Laws. His 27th Law: Play on People's Need to Believe to Create a Cultlike Following. Greene understood something ancient about human beings: people desperately need to believe in something larger than themselves. They need a narrative that makes their suffering meaningful. They need someone who speaks with certainty when everything feels uncertain.

I had been doing exactly that without knowing it had a name. When I stood in front of those summer kids and said "we can do this," I was not asking for their opinion. I was creating a reality. I was offering them certainty in a moment of ambiguity. I was making them feel like protagonists in a story that mattered.

And I was the author of the story.

I needed a name for what I was. Not a job title. Not a role. Something that captured the feeling of total authority over a small world. The feeling of being the system that ran the other systems.

Lord.

In my mind, sitting on that rattling train moving through the dark under Brooklyn, I was the Lord.

I would carry that name, and the identity it attached itself to, for two decades. Through warehouses and boardrooms and performance plans and corporate battlegrounds and the slow erosion of everything that actually mattered. The Lord would get me into rooms, get me results, get me respected and feared in equal measure.

And eventually, if I did not find a way to put him down, he would have taken everything from me.

Why Young Men Reach for Power

I want to stop here and be honest about something, because this book is not going to be useful to you if it only tells you what I did without telling you why I did it.

Young men reach for power because they are drowning in powerlessness. That is the root of it. You are old enough to understand that the world is broken and that people in it suffer. You are smart enough to see the machinery of how things work. But you are not yet old enough or credentialed enough or positioned enough to do anything about it through legitimate channels.

Your parents still control your curfew. Teachers dictate your schedule. Employers tell you what you are worth. Society hands you a picture of success and tells you to get in line and wait your turn. And if you are a young Black man from the projects in Brooklyn in the nineties, the line is not even moving and everybody you admire is trying to figure out how to cut it.

So you find spaces where your voice carries weight. Small spaces at first. A cafeteria. A corner. A copy room in a building where they treat you like furniture. You find the vacuum and you fill it, not because you have been asked to, but because being the one who fills the vacuum means you are not subject to it.

The problem is not the reach for power. The reach is human and understandable and in many cases it produces real good in the world. The problem is what happens when the power becomes the point. When you stop asking what you are building and start asking only who is following. When control becomes the outcome instead of the tool.

That is the curse.

Not the gift. The gift is real. The gift is the ability to see the current in a room, to understand what people need before they say it, to create order from chaos and momentum from stillness. That gift, used right, can change organizations. It can change communities. It can change lives.

The curse is that the gift feels exactly the same whether you are using it to serve people or to control them. The intoxication is identical. That is the part Shawn was trying to tell me. That is the part I was not ready to hear sitting across from her in that office with my teenage chest still vibrating from having gotten people to move.

The Mindstate Today: Your Life Has Value

I am writing this from the other side of that identity. But I want to be precise about what that means, because it is not what most leadership books say it means.

I have not killed the Lord. I keep him. I keep him the way you keep a powerful tool in a locked case, accessible when necessary, put away when the work is done. He still shows up when I need to move a room, when I need to create certainty under pressure, when I need people to trust that the plan is real before the evidence arrives. That part of me did not need to be destroyed.

What changed is what I understand my life to be for.

For a long time I operated as if my value was entirely external. As if I existed to produce outcomes for other people, to fill vacuums, to be useful, to be the person everyone else turned to when they needed a decision made or a problem solved or a room calmed. My identity lived entirely in what I could do for someone else. And that felt noble for a while. It even was noble for a while.

But noble is not the same as sustainable. And it is not the same as true.

Here is what I know now that I did not know at thirteen, or at twenty-five, or at thirty-five:

Your life has personal value. Not because of what it produces. Not because of what you lead or what you build or how many people follow you. Just because it is yours.

There is a version of servant leadership that becomes its own kind of ego trap. The trap looks like sacrifice. It looks like devotion. It looks like the man who is always available, always solving, always absorbing the weight so others can stay dry. I wore that version for years and I called it virtue. But underneath it was the Lord in a different costume. Still needing to be the architect. Still needing to be the one the room depended on.

Real maturity, the spiritual kind that I did not have access to as a teenager with Three 6 Mafia in his headphones, looks like this: choosing your family on purpose. Not as a fallback when the corporate game runs out of road. Not as the thing you get to after you have given your best energy to everyone else.

As the first thing.

I am allowed to be, in the best sense of the word, selfish about my family. About protecting that space. About keeping my first fruits for the people who actually need me to be whole, not just functional. That is not a failure of leadership. That is the most honest act of leadership I have ever committed.

The Lord always needed an audience. He needed someone to witness the power. He needed the room to need him.

I no longer need that. I have learned to find meaning in the moments nobody applauds. The conversation with my daughters that goes nowhere in particular and means everything. The ordinary Tuesday evening that is not a performance of anything, just a life being lived by people who matter to each other.

Shawn told me I was doing something dangerous.

She was right. But the most dangerous thing I did with the gift was not the cafeteria fight or the potluck or the years of corporate maneuvering. The most dangerous thing was spending decades believing that the gift was the point. That being the Lord was the destination.

It was never the destination. It was the curriculum.

And the lesson it was always trying to teach me was this: you are enough without the audience. Your life matters on its own terms. And the people sitting at your table at home, the ones who see you without the mask, those are the ones worth leading well.
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The Leader's Playbook: The God Complex Audit
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Many leaders suffer from a mild or severe form of the God Complex without recognizing it. We mistake control for leadership and dependency for loyalty. The following audit and exercises are designed to help you check your own ego before it checks you.

Case Study: The Client Who Knew Best

I coached a client — call him David — who was a brilliant tech founder. He hired talented people and then refused to let them work. He rewrote their code. He sat in on every marketing meeting. He told himself he was maintaining quality. His team told their recruiters something different. His turnover rate was 40%.

I asked him: "If you went into a coma for thirty days, would your company survive?" He smiled and said no. He thought that proved his value.

I told him it proved his failure.

We set up what I called Blackout Days. He was not allowed to check in, not by email, not by Slack, not by asking someone who had checked in to give him an update. The first day, he had a panic attack at 11am. But the team stepped up. They solved problems differently than he would have. They made different decisions. Some were better. Some were worse. All of them were real, and all of them were theirs.

David had to learn that his value was in building the machine, not in being every gear inside it.

The Ego Audit: Be Honest With Yourself

Check the boxes that apply. No one is grading this but you.

[ ]  Do you feel a quiet satisfaction when a project struggles because you were not involved?

[ ]  Do you regularly say "it's just faster if I do it myself"?

[ ]  Do you feel anxious when your team is succeeding without your direct input?

[ ]  Do you use information as currency, holding back details to stay necessary?

[ ]  Do you feel personally betrayed when an employee leaves for a better opportunity?

If you checked more than two, you are operating from a Lord Mindset, not a Leader Mindset. That is not a condemnation. It is information. Use it.

Three Exercises to Cage the Lord

1. The Listening Tour

For one week, walk into every meeting with a notebook. Your only job is to ask questions, not give answers. You are allowed to speak no more than 10% of the time. The silence that follows your restraint will feel uncomfortable. That discomfort is the point. You are breaking the addiction to being the solver.

2. The Credit Audit

Look at the last three wins your team achieved. Who got the credit publicly? In your next communication to leadership or the wider team, name the specific individuals who did the work. Do not mention your own role. Notice how it feels. That feeling, wherever it sits in your chest, is data.

3. The Service Act

Do a task that is beneath your title. Make the coffee. Clean the whiteboard. Organize the supply closet. Do it when no one is watching. Not as a performance of humility. As a reminder to yourself that leadership is a role you play, and service is the identity you build.

Reflection Questions

When did you last
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