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PUBLICATION NOTE 

The earliest drafts of this book began more than seven years ago. What you’re reading is 

the sharpened, expanded version, completed to accompany my current work so readers 

can see the system behind it. Nothing here is financial, legal, or tax advice; these are 

scenes, lessons, and methods that survived moves across borders and industries. 

The manuscript was first completed in December 2025 and updated in 2026 as events 

required. 

The intent is context and clarity, not solicitation. 
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FOREWORD 

I should have died three times: at birth; on a hospital bed with hepatitis when I was five; 

and in September 1974 when nights of gunfire cracked open Lourenço Marques. 

Luck granted reprieves; a plan made them useful. 

That plan was small promises with dates, bills paid on time, and early truth even when it 

stung. 

This book is a ledger of that plan – fact first, drama later. 

It begins under a star-shaped church and ends with a key left on a ledge. 

In between is the method a refugee used to make calendars behave. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 

I was born in Lourenço Marques in 1963 to a family that believed work and dignity were 

the same word. 

When the revolution forced us to leave, I learned to carry what cannot be confiscated: 

method, reputation, and the discipline of numbers you can run with a pencil. 

That discipline later became PCM, FoxyHome, and FoxySuites – and the investment 

platform I built alongside partners who think the same way I was raised to think. 

If one sentence survives me, let it be the rule I keep coming back to: Cash first, pride 

later. 

When we landed in South Africa with nothing but method and determination, it was the 

Jewish community that first looked at us and understood without a word of explanation. 

They did not need the backstory. They had their own version of it – written across 

generations, across continents, across the same abrupt lesson that a passport means 

nothing when the rules change overnight. They recognized the ‘escorraçados’ – the ones 

pushed out – because that recognition lives in their bones. That welcome changed me. I 

have been a proud and grateful supporter of the Jewish community ever since, not out of 

obligation but out of genuine respect for a people whose contribution to medicine, 

science, law, art, and the dignity of human life I have admired my whole life. The debt I 

owe that reception in Johannesburg is one I have tried to repay by never being a passive 

bystander when that community is attacked – and in the world we live in today, that is 

not a comfortable position to hold. It is the correct one.  
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INTRODUCTION 

THE DAY THE MAP CHANGED 

A safe full of gold is less valuable than a system that respects work. 

That sentence took me forty years to earn. This book is about the earning. 

It is not a memoir for nostalgia. It is the blueprint of a method forged across continents, 

collapses, and rebuilds – one that later became the operating spine behind everything I 

build and finance today. 

WHAT THE BOOK IS REALLY ABOUT (IN ONE GLANCE) 

1. Systems beat speeches. Mozambique taught me what happens when rules vanish. 

Pretoria taught me survival. Sweden taught me discipline you can run with a pencil. 

Canada taught me to make that discipline scale. The result: a system. One priority 

signal, earned dates, hard buffers, and execution that does not depend on personality. 

A book that sharpened my thinking on this: Gad Saad’s Suicidal Empathy (2026). Saad 

– a Lebanese-Jewish immigrant, professor, and evolutionary behavioral scientist at a 

Canadian university – argues that Western civilizations are progressively dismantling 

the rational immune systems that protect them: free expression, merit, the right to state 

uncomfortable facts without institutional punishment. I read that book and recognized 

the pattern I had watched destroy an economy in Mozambique in 1974. Different 

weapons, same mechanism: replace a system built on honest rules with one built on 

approved feelings, and watch what happens to the floor. The chapters that follow show 

what I built on the rubble of that lesson. Saad names the disease; this book is one 

builder’s record of refusing to catch it. 

His most concrete example – and the one I lived personally – was COVID. I am not 

against vaccines. I am against the word ‘mandatory’ sitting next to any medical decision 

a free adult makes about their own body. As a builder, I held a status that kept me 

operational and able to cross borders during the lockdowns. That status saved my 

business. But it came with a condition: the injection, or the door closes. That is not 

public health policy. That is coercion dressed in a lab coat. The WHO coordinated and 

validated that coercion at a global scale, and the institutions that should have pushed 

back – governments, universities, professional bodies – lined up to comply faster than 

they had lined up for anything in my lifetime. I watched healthy adults lose their jobs, 

their practices, and their right to participate in civil life because they asked a question 

the approved answer had no patience for. That is not science. Science is the question. 
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What was enforced was the answer, and enforcing answers is the oldest form of 

institutional power there is. Saad called it years before it happened. I watched it happen 

in real time, from a construction site that was allowed to stay open because I had 

complied, surrounded by people who had complied for the same reason I had: not 

conviction, but the cost of the alternative. A society that mistakes compliance for 

consent has lost the thread. I have not forgotten which thread it was. 

2. Cash first, pride later. Exile stripped us of illusions. My family got out because we 

carried jewels in a candy bag, not a narrative. Everything I built later – factories, houses, 

streets, and finance – follows the same operating rule: capital must be productive 

immediately. We do not wait for perfection; we eliminate cash drag from Day 1. 

3. Good positions pay twice. Early in life I learned to value assets with three doors: 

the developer door (selling the skyline), the retail door (selling the finish), the portfolio-

premium door (selling the governance). That later became the exit logic: buying 

difficulty today to sell scarcity tomorrow. 

4. Dates beside promises. In factories, on streets, and in finance, nothing works 

unless calendars match the floor. A promise without a date is theater. A date without 

discipline is a lie. 

5. Governance protects families when the weather turns bad. Soldiers emptied 

my uncle’s safe in Mozambique, not because he defaulted, but because the system 

changed. That is why every structure I build today carries first-lien security, trustee-

controlled cash, pre-funded reserves, and non-discretionary rules encoded into the 

documents. I lived the alternative. 

The other books in this series show what the rules are. This one shows why they exist. 
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THE ENTIRE SPINE OF THE METHOD, IN FIVE LINES 

Cash first, pride later. 

Dates beside promises. 

Early truth beats late theater. 

Security first, upside second. 

Build so well that when the map changes, you don’t have to. 

If you only read this one page, you already understand the heart of the book. 

If you read the book, you’ll see how every chapter became a rule, and how every rule 

became governance. 

 

The platform I have built alongside like-minded partners is rule-governed: capital, 

execution, and exits protected by first-lien security, trustee control, and non-

discretionary governance. Not because the law requires it. Because the alternative is a 

safe full of gold and a soldier with a green slip. 
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PROLOGUE 

Seven Days that Rewrote a Life 

September 7, 1974. I padded into a dim foyer and found adults arranged like furniture: 

my mother steady, my father alert, staff in sleep clothes, machine guns leaned against 

door frames. We’d always had hunting rifles. This was different. At dawn the shutters 

opened as if daylight could veto rumor. At night the gunfire returned on a schedule no 

one had approved. 

A young worker looked at my mother’s new Mercedes and told my father, ‘Soon that car 

will be mine.’ He was fired on the spot. The sentence was not about a car; it was about a 

new order arriving without paperwork. By September 13, the plan was a caravan to 

Pretoria. That morning my father collapsed, white foam at his mouth. The caravan left 

without us. 

September 14. He said he could drive. I sat behind him and watched his silhouette like it 

was a gauge. We crossed at Ressano Garcia. The border behaved. We left Mozambique 

and did not return. My Mainha and Painho stayed behind, and over many months they 

passed through Jan Smuts Airport again and again, carrying the family’s assets out of 

Mozambique to Portugal a little at a time. Each time they were in transit, the customs 

authorities let me into the international passengers’ area to see them – and each time, 

my Mainha would hug me and press a candy bag into my hands; inside were rubies and 

sovereigns wrapped in paper. Only a child crossing back to the local side could carry that 

wealth past a customs gate that would have stopped the adults who brought it. We 

converted jewels to money and bought a new Tuesday. A few pieces I kept for memory – 

because survival sometimes fits in a fist. If exile has an honest sentence, it’s this: learn 

fast. 

We learned to prize position over property – coordinates that can carry multiple futures. 

Income keeps you fed; optionality makes you free. From then on, I preferred assets with 

three doors out: the developer door when skyline math pays for land, the retail door 

when price-per-key goes rich, and the portfolio door when a platform pays a premium 

for pattern and governance. I didn’t know the words yet. I knew the feeling: hold 

optionality; sell into strength. 

What our family endured inside the city explains my posture for the rest of the book. 

When the FRELIMO government nationalized private property, soldiers escorted my 

uncle to the bank and ordered him to open the safes. A lifetime’s gold was confiscated; a 
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green slip with a weight scribbled on it left in exchange. No ride home. I built my adult 

life to prevent that kind of surprise from ever holding the pen again. 

That green slip did something else I only named years later: it picked my system for me. 

Until then, capitalism was just the background music of our life. We owned buildings 

and a farm; we did rent rounds and mortgage payments; my father chased a casino 

license; my mother shipped cotton and sold ‘capulanas’. The word ‘capitalism’ never 

came up at Sunday lunch. The rule did: 

Do the work. Pay on time. Keep your word. Try again.  

Rent rounds ended at Montepio to pay mortgages first; surplus turned into sovereigns; 

when the safe was heavy enough, part of the gold went back into cash for the next down 

payment. Rents → mortgages → gold → safes → new equity. A child could see the 

flywheel. You took risk, you kept your commitments, you were allowed another roll of 

the dice. 

When FRELIMO nationalized property and emptied my uncle’s safe with soldiers and a 

green slip, it wasn’t ‘just politics.’ It was a software change. One operating system 

deleted and another installed by force. 

Under the old one, you could argue about fairness, but the rule was at least written 

down: if you miss payments long enough, you lose the building. 

Under the new one, the rule was simpler: if we have guns and you have assets, we win. 

That is the moment I became a capitalist for life. Not because of a book – because I saw 

what happens when property, contracts, and effort become optional. 

Every other system I met later is measured against that memory. The pattern is simple: 

when effort, risk, and reward travel together, people like us can rebuild. When they split, 

only people near the microphone win. 

The version of capitalism I chose to live by has three non-negotiables that started 

forming in those seven days: 

1. Skin in the game. If you make the decision, you should feel both the upside and the 

downside. The men who emptied my uncle’s safe faced no loss if they were wrong – that 

was the problem. 

2. Rules written in advance. Confiscation by slogan is the opposite of law. From 

then on, I trusted systems where contracts, liens, and dates are dull, legible, and 

enforceable – not improvised to suit the mood. 
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3. Fast consequences for cheating. A system that punishes fraud slowly and 

selectively will eventually punish everyone else quickly and unfairly. 

There is a fourth principle I did not name as a boy because I did not have the words for 

it, but I have lived it since: the right to say what you observe, in plain language, without 

dressing it in approved vocabulary to protect yourself from organized disapproval. I 

have spent time in Georgia – a country that understands this instinctively. Georgians 

are a proud, ancient, conservative people with deep traditions and a hard-won sense of 

what belongs in the public square and what does not. They are not cruel. They are not 

hateful. They simply maintain a distinction between private life, which they respect, and 

public behavior, which they hold to a standard. I find that distinction honest and I share 

it. The civilizations that taught me the most – the Jewish community that received us in 

Johannesburg, the Georgians who showed me that tradition is not the enemy of 

progress, the early Canadian builders who measured everything in dates and liens – all 

of them understood that a culture which cannot defend its own norms in plain speech 

will eventually be unable to defend anything at all. When institutions begin punishing 

people for saying accurate things in plain language, the mechanism is identical to the 

one that emptied my uncle’s safe: power replacing rule, feeling replacing fact, and the 

floor disappearing under everyone’s feet at once. By Chapter 18 you will have seen this 

principle tested against a real institution in real time. I will not pretend it did not 

happen. I will only say that my response was the same one a boy learned at Ressano 

Garcia: close your mouth, protect your position, let the record be the record, and keep 

building. 

And a fifth – the builder’s non-negotiable, which I only named after I had built enough 

wrong ones to know what right felt like: build the bones once, to permanent standard, 

and never compromise them for the sake of the visible layer on top. Structure, envelope, 

fire separation, sound, plumbing, electrical – these are permanent from day one. The 

finish is a planned replaceable layer, not a mistake to fix later. If redoing something in 

year ten means opening a wall, it was built wrong in year one. That test – simple enough 

to fit on a hard hat – governs every building this system produces. 

Later chapters will show this spine in factories, houses, buildings, and finance. But it 

was born here, when a boy watched adults learn that a safe full of gold is less valuable 

than a system that respects work. 

When we crossed at Ressano Garcia, we weren’t just fleeing a country. We were carrying 

a method: cash first, pride later; position over property; short promises with dates; no 

surprises if you can help it. 
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Call that capitalism, call it a system, call it survival with a ledger. For me it started the 

week the map changed, and it has been my operating system ever since. 
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PART I: ROOTS & RUPTURE 

CHAPTER 1: Childhood 

 
Church of Santo António da Polana, Lourenço Marques. 

 
View from the Top (aerial view). 
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There’s a church in Polana that looks as if geometry tried its hand at grace: Santo 

António, a sixteen-point star with light that climbs the walls like a benediction. Family 

helped bring it into the world – architecture and structure in duet – which says a lot 

about the culture that raised me: beauty with a backbone. 

I was born José Carlos and early on insisted on Carlos instead. ‘Free man’ fit better than 

‘God multiplies.’ I grew up an only child who never felt alone. Behind our two-story 

house sat a working ‘hobby’ farm: pigs, cows, chickens, pheasants, peacocks, even 

turtles; fruit trees bent under mango, papaya, tangerine, guava, cashew. Sticky chins 

were a seasonal uniform. Sundays were uniforms to church, then a formal lunch served 

by staff in full dress, and afterward the cinema with Vovó, my kindergarten principal, 

where cowboy films taught plot: fall, stand, finish. 

My Mainha (Aunt Estela) and Painho (Uncle Augusto) were a second set of parents. He 

ran railways and real estate and introduced me as ‘my heir.’ She ran the household like a 

small, kind company. At a long white-oak table, Sunday lunch was ceremony – soups, 

roasts, prawns, dessert, cigarettes; hibiscus nodding outside like an audience. We didn’t 

know our last Sunday together would be in late August 1974. It was better we didn’t. 

We didn’t just own buildings; on some blocks we owned streets. Rent rounds ended at 

Montepio to pay mortgages first, then we converted surplus into British sovereigns and 

split what remained: ~10% cash, ~90% gold. When a safe was half full, we converted 

part back to cash for the next down payment. The flywheel was simple enough for a 

child to see – rents → mortgages → gold → safes → new equity. That was my first 

finance class, taught with keys, ledgers, felt trays, and the musical clink of coins. 

That flywheel carried a rule I named later: scarcity carries its own yield. When supply is 

throttled by policy, cost, and time, good positions pay you twice – cash today and more 

than one good exit tomorrow. 

My mother, Mina, shipped Mozambican cotton to England, then sold ‘capulana’ designs 

at home – the brightly printed cotton wraps Mozambican women wear, carry babies in, 

and lay on tables. My father, Zé, the youngest of thirteen, sidestepped war with a 

clarinet and landed in Mozambique, where music and work proved a decent marriage. 

With three partners, each with his own business – a tannery, a salt operation, the 

provincial Datsun distributorship – he pursued a hotel-casino license at Matola Rio and 

finally won it. Bulldozers had already cleared jungle when the map changed. I’ve been 

told the casino later opened. I never went back to see it. I prefer my memories 

unspoiled.  
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We lived with staff as neighbors, not props – twelve houses behind the farm, with 

schooling, food, and health care moving along with wages. Simeon called me ‘Little 

Boss’; I called him ‘My Man.’ We signaled each other with engraved brass bells, tones as 

distinct as fingerprints. Mine sits on a shelf in Canada; no object speaks more clearly 

about my childhood. Race was a fact, not theater. Mozambique made that easy. South 

Africa would teach me a vocabulary I wish I’d never needed. 

On certain Sundays my father flew in fresh sardines from Portugal. We’d collect them at 

the aircraft and grill by late afternoon – salt, smoke, laughter. We were tied to the old 

continent by food, ships, planes, and habits. At the Railway Club, Painho, now retired, 

played bridge as if bids could organize the future. 

 
DETA – Linhas Aéreas de Moçambique, registration CR-AIC. The Fokker Friendship 

that connected Lourenço Marques, Beira, and Moatize in the years before the map 

changed. 

On other days I rode DETA flights to visit family across Beira and Moatize; sometimes 

we drove through Gorongosa – red dirt, long views, adults who still believed the future 

could be scheduled. And there were the summers in Portugal – the Algarve especially, 

my father and I on the beach at Praia da Rocha in Portimão, photographs I still keep. 

We were on the very first 747 to fly out of Lourenço Marques to Lisbon, my family in 

first class on the inaugural flight. By the time I was nine I had crossed Portugal north to 

south and east to west. Those were the postcards of a boyhood that ended in a week. 
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The last Sunday in August 1974 felt like all the others – prawns, gossip, willow branches 

stirring the heat – except the air had changed notes. We didn’t yet understand that the 

night had grown teeth. A week later, it bit down. 
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CHAPTER 2: The Country That Worked (and the Room That 
Emptied) 

When the people who knew how to run the machines walked out the door, the 

machines kept their shape and forgot their purpose. 

I need to step outside the eleven-year-old’s eyes for a moment. 

The boy in the last chapter did not know any of what follows. He knew mango trees, 

brass bells, and the clink of sovereigns in a felt tray. He did not know that the country 

grilling sardines on a Sunday was, by the numbers, one of the real industrial economies 

of Africa. I only learned the true size of what we left after I had spent a lifetime building 

things myself – and could finally read the ledger of a whole nation the way I read the 

ledger of a single building. 

So let me read it to you now, as the man and not the boy. Fact first, drama later. My 

children should know this. The second generation – the ones born in Lisbon and 

Johannesburg and Toronto who only ever heard ‘we lost everything’ – should know 

exactly what the ‘everything’ was, and why the people who stayed have had to be so 

unbelievably strong. 

What Mozambique actually was 

Before 1975, Mozambique was not a blank space waiting to be developed. It was a 

working factory floor the size of a country. 

In the year of independence, it ranked among the most industrialized economies in sub-

Saharan Africa – by some accounts the eighth-largest industrial producer on the 

subcontinent, with manufacturing running north of ten percent of the whole economy. 

That is not a rounding error. That is a real industrial base: textiles, cashew processing, 

sugar, tobacco, refined oil, soap, cement, tires, glass, batteries, metalwork, sweets, and 

beer. 

Names that meant something. Textáfrica in Chimoio – one of the largest textile mills in 

southern Africa, thousands of people through its gates. Mabor making tires. Cashew 

plants that made Mozambique a world leader in the processed nut. Riopele, Texlom, 

Texmanta, Texmoque. Monapo pressing cooking oil and stamping out Sabão Monapo. 

The Sena Sugar Estates – one of the largest sugar operations in Africa, running its mills 

at Luabo and Marromeu on the Zambezi since before independence, employing 

thousands, feeding the country and exporting the surplus. The SONAREP refinery at 
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Matola. And DETA in the sky – the airline I rode as a boy to visit family in Beira and 

Moatize, the one that later became LAM. 

I will be honest about what this base was and what it was not, because I refuse to sell 

you a fairy tale about the colony. This industry was not built for everyone. It was 

protected, it leaned on Portuguese and South African and Asian capital and 

management, and in 1974 the African majority was still early on the ladder into the 

technical trades and the management floor – a ladder that needed another generation of 

deliberate climbing and never got it. That is the truth. But it produced. It employed. It 

made the things a country needs so it does not have to buy them from strangers. 

The map changed in Lisbon first 

Before I tell you how the room emptied, I have to tell you who opened the door – 

because the day the map changed did not begin in Lourenço Marques. It began five 

months earlier and ten thousand kilometers away, on April 25, 1974, in Lisbon. 

The Portugal of my childhood was the state Dr. António de Oliveira Salazar built. 

Whatever the world has decided to remember about him, the ledger he kept ran on rules 

I would recognize decades later in my own: spend less than you earn, owe no one, keep 

the currency hard, and build – the dams, the roads, the schools, the great bridge over 

the Tejo. He inherited a bankrupt republic and gave it order, a currency people trusted, 

and the strongest sustained growth Portugal had ever recorded. In our house his name 

was spoken with respect, and I will not launder that respect out of my story now to make 

modern readers comfortable. History, for what it is worth, is having its second look: 

three decades after his death, when national television asked the country to name the 

greatest Portuguese who ever lived, the country chose him. 

On April 25, captains overthrew that state in a single morning. They put carnations in 

the rifle barrels and the world applauded the flowers. What the world did not watch as 

closely was what followed: two years of turmoil in which men who had never met a 

payroll set about undoing, in months, what had taken generations to build – and the 

colonies were not decolonized so much as dropped. There was no referendum in 

Mozambique. No transition worth the name. An accord signed in Lusaka on September 

7, 1974, simply handed the country over. 

Then came the week that no history book I have read tells honestly, so I will write it as 

one who lived it. When the Accord was announced, the Portuguese of Mozambique rose 

up to say no – and the Portuguese army, the men whose one duty on that soil was to 

protect their own people, turned their guns on us instead. That is not something I read 

somewhere. That is what happened. And in that one week, the country emptied before 

our eyes – the great exodus began, families rooted for three generations gone between 
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one Sunday and the next, the airport and the border at Ressano Garcia swallowing a 

whole world. The government in Lisbon watched its people flee and did not lift a hand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Portuguese Revolution of 1974 

Its foreign minister was Mário Soares. When the question was put to him of what should 

be done with the Portuguese of Mozambique – a quarter of a million people whose 

passports said he was their minister – his answer, printed as far away as the Brazilian 
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papers and never forgotten by a single one of us, was: throw them to the sharks. Lisbon 

may argue about the man’s legacy; it is entitled to. In our houses, the argument was 

settled that day, and it has never been reopened. 

Not everyone could run. My Painho and Mainha stayed – at their age, starting again on 

strange ground was a harder sentence than staying on dangerous ground. So, the state 

that Lisbon abandoned us to took its time with them. On the 14th of September, 1975 – 

one year and one week after the ink dried in Lusaka – the soldiers came for my uncle, 

marched him to the bank, and made him open his own safes. A lifetime’s gold 

confiscated; a green slip with a scribbled weight left in exchange; no ride home. Mark 

the dates, because dates are the only honest witnesses: a signature in a conference room 

on the 7th of September; the guns turned on us within the week; the safe emptied a year 

later to the day, plus seven. The hands that redrew our map never set foot on our soil. 

The room that emptied in Lourenço Marques was emptied from Lisbon first. 

What the carnations cost Lisbon 

And since I have brought you to Lisbon, let me read you that ledger too, because the 

revolution did not only cost us a colony. It cost Portugal itself, and almost nobody totals 

that bill honestly. 

The Portugal the captains overthrew was, by its own history’s standard, a country on the 

way up. In the decade before 1974, real growth ran at roughly six to seven percent a year 

- some years better. Private groups had built integrated industrial complexes the way a 

family builds a house it intends to keep: shipbuilding and repair, steel, cement, 

chemicals, pulp, electrical equipment, rolling stock. Ownership was concentrated, which 

the modern reader is trained to hear as a sin - but concentrated ownership meant long 

horizons and patient capital. A man who owns the yard thinks in decades. The budget 

was disciplined, the currency hard, the gold reserves real. Say what you like about the 

old regime; the books balanced. 

Then came 1974, and within two years the new men nationalized the banks, the insurers, 

and the principal industrial groups - took them from the families and managers who had 

built them, with compensation delayed or never made whole. And here is the part you 

already know from Mozambique, because it is the same disease: the people who 

understood the operations left or withdrew, and the state entities that replaced them ran 

on different incentives - preserve the jobs, please the party, never mind the ledger. At 

the same stroke the overseas territories were gone, and with them the markets and 

materials that had been woven into the metropolitan machine. The great complexes 

were restructured, and restructured again, and never recovered their scale or their 
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coherence. The shipyards shrank to a fraction. Lisbon’s room emptied too. It just 

emptied slowly enough that nobody filmed it. 

Now, fairness - because fairness is the method. Portugal today is far richer in absolute 

terms than in 1973. Living standards, schools, roads, market access: all better, and I will 

not pretend otherwise. The pre-1974 growth started from a low base; the colonial wars 

were eating a brutal share of the budget; emigrants were leaving in the hundreds of 

thousands; the economy was never closed or fully self-financing. And after the chaos of 

the mid-seventies, Europe’s money and Europe’s market genuinely helped rebuild. The 

oil shocks, the global retreat of heavy industry, open competition - all of that swung the 

hammer too. Anyone who blames the carnations alone is selling you a slogan. 

But look at what kind of rich the country became. The great indigenous industrial 

houses - the ones that concentrated thousands of workers under stable national 

ownership - are largely gone, or reduced to fractions run from somewhere else. 

Productivity sits below the richer economies of Europe. A meaningful share of what 

industry remains is foreign-owned plant that can, in principle, pack up and leave. For 

decades Portugal has been a net recipient of European transfers - money it did not have 

to earn, financing infrastructure it could not otherwise afford - and in exchange it takes 

its rules from a larger framework: competition policy, state-aid limits, fiscal ceilings, 

even who may fish its own waters, with no currency of its own to adjust. Public debt 

runs higher than the old orthodoxy would ever have tolerated. 

The old man had a word for that condition. Salazar warned, again and again, against the 

paths that would reduce a proud nation to a dependent one - servants in someone else’s 

arrangement, he said, sovereignty dissolved politely, by membership rather than by 

conquest. You do not have to share his politics to check his arithmetic. If the measure is 

comfort, Portugal won. If the measure is what my whole life has taught me to measure - 

who owns the machines, who writes the rules, whose signature the budget answers to - 

then the country that emptied our room in 1974 spent the next fifty years quietly 

emptying its own. Nobody put a gun to anyone at a bank vault in Lisbon. They just sold 

the vault, and the key came with conditions. 

Same lesson, larger scale, softer hands: never confuse being looked after with being in 

control. 

The room that emptied 

Here is the part that is easy to say wrong, so I am going to say it slowly. 
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On the day the map changed, the people who ran the plants – who kept the books, held 

the technical tickets, knew which valve to close when the pressure spiked, knew the 

supplier in Lisbon by his first name – were, almost to a person, Portuguese settlers. 

Somewhere between two and three hundred thousand of them left in a rush, out of a 

country of maybe nine million. A thin layer. A handful, if you want the honest word. 

And when that thin layer walked out the door, it did not only take suitcases. It took the 

operating manual of an entire economy – in its head. 

Now, why was the manual only in their heads, and not also in the heads of the men who 

stayed? Because building that class of men takes a generation, and the country was 

never given the generation. In 1974 the technical ladder – school, apprenticeship, the 

engineering ticket, the seat in the control room – was still climbing through its first 

flights. A transition done properly would have used that ladder on purpose: ten to 

twenty years, staged and scheduled, moving Black, white, and Indian Mozambicans up 

through the trades and into management together, with dates beside promises, until the 

men who stayed held the manual as firmly as the men who left. That is how you hand 

over a running machine. It is the only way. 

That is the cruelty of the abrupt handover. Lisbon did not stage a transition; it dropped 

one. The recklessness of Soares and the men of 1974 – and I am being polite with that 

word – compressed what should have been a twenty-year succession plan into a single 

signature at Lusaka. When the settlers ran for the border with the know-how packed 

between their ears, the country did not just lose its owners. It was handed a machine 

with no handover period, no overlap, no apprenticeship – the one thing every factory I 

ever ran treats as non-negotiable: you do not hand over a shift, let alone a country, 

without training your relief. 

I have never once blamed my Mozambican brothers for what came next. I blame the 

men who held the pen in Lisbon and refused to read a calendar. I felt then, and I feel 

now, that they were my brothers – regardless of color, regardless of religion – and that 

they were left holding someone else’s beautiful, complicated machine with the manual 

on fire, because the people responsible for the handover could not be bothered to 

schedule one. 

Some of the settlers, on their way out, made it worse. They smashed the machines they 

could not carry. Poured sand in the gearboxes. Burned the records. I will not pretend 

that did not happen, because it did, and it was shameful. A man who destroys a plant on 

his way out the door is telling you he never believed in the work – only in the owning. 
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The Great EXODUS, 1974 
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Then it got harder, not easier 

What followed was not one blow. It was several, over fifteen years, each one landing on a 

country already down. 

The new FRELIMO government took the Marxist road and nationalized almost 

everything. By 1982, something like seventy-three percent of firms in industry, 

commerce, and agriculture were state-owned or state-run. A planned economy, run 

from the center, with a currency that could not buy foreign spare parts and managers 

who – through no fault of their own – had never been allowed to learn the trade. 

Factories that survived the exodus slowed to a crawl for the dumbest, saddest reason in 

engineering: no spare parts, and nobody trained to improvise them. 

Then the civil war. From 1977 to 1992, FRELIMO against RENAMO, and the economy 

itself became a target. Power lines cut on purpose. Roads that could not be driven. 

Supply chains severed. The national budget swallowed by the fight. A factory does not 

need to be bombed to die; it only needs its road, its power, and its parts taken away long 

enough. Most of them got all three. 

The reforms – necessary, and badly executed 

By the late 1980s the centrally planned economy was simply bankrupt. Hunger. 

Hyperinflation. There was no clever option left. President Chissano opened the door to 

the IMF and the World Bank in 1987 with the Economic Rehabilitation Program and 

later brought the peace in 1992. I will give him that: the peace was real, and without the 

reforms it would have been worse – total famine, not partial ruin. 

But I will not pretend the reforms were done well, because they were not. 

The price of the bailout was fast privatization, austerity, and the removal of the tariffs 

that had been protecting local industry. In the 1990s the state sold off something like 

fourteen hundred companies – one of the largest privatization waves anywhere in 

Africa, and by many honest accounts a murky one. Assets were stripped. Some plants 

were bought to be scrapped, not run. And with the tariffs gone, cheap imports and bales 

of donated second-hand clothing – the ‘calamidades’/calamities – buried the textile 

mills that had survived everything else. 

The sharpest example, the one I want my children to remember, is cashew. Mozambique 

had been a world leader in processing the nut. The World Bank pushed the country to 

drop the export tax on raw cashews so they could be shipped out unprocessed. The local 

factories could no longer afford to buy the raw nut against foreign bidders. More than a 

dozen plants closed. Roughly ten thousand people lost the work. The country that had 
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led the world in finishing the cashew was reduced to shipping it away raw for someone 

else to finish – and then buying it back with the value added somewhere else. 

That is the whole tragedy in one nut. A place that made things was talked into becoming 

a place that only sends away raw material and prays. 

I want to be fair, because fairness is the whole point of my method. The collapse did not 

have one father. It had many: the exodus, the sabotage, the ideology, the war, a brutal 

global market, and reforms that were needed but handled without the safeguards that 

Vietnam and China used when they opened up and industrialized on purpose. Anyone 

who tells you it was ‘just Chissano’ or ‘just the IMF’ is selling you a slogan. The map had 

already caught fire before either of them picked up a pen. But the men who held the 

pens could have done far less damage than they did. 

Factories into churches 

Here is the image that stays with me, and the reason I wanted this chapter in the book at 

all. 

Drive through Matola, Machava, Chimoio, or Beira today and you will find the great 

industrial sheds still standing – the ones that once held looms and furnaces and 

assembly lines. Many of them are empty. And many of the empty ones have been taken 

over by churches. Big evangelical congregations that need a hall the size of a factory and 

now have one going cheap. 

So, on a Sunday, in a building that used to make tires or cloth or cooking oil, a thousand 

people gather to pray. And a lot of what they are praying for is work. 

Read that again. A building that once was work is now a place where people pray for 

work. 

I am not mocking the faith. The faith is often all that is left, and it is holding people up. 

But as a builder, that picture breaks something in me, because I know what that shed 

was designed to do, and it is not doing it. An economy that stops making things and 

starts praying for the making – that is the most honest, most heartbreaking measure of 

what fifty years cost. 

Even the giant 

You could say all of that is old history – the colonial plants, the war, the messy nineties. 

So let me bring it right up to now, to prove the pattern did not die with my childhood. 

The one great modern success was MOZAL: an aluminum smelter near Maputo, built at 

the turn of the century on a two-billion-dollar investment – the largest private 
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investment the country had ever seen, and its first serious foreign vote of confidence 

after the war. For twenty-five years it worked. It exported. It employed. It was, finally, 

proof that a big industrial thing could be built in Mozambique again and could run. 

In March 2026 they switched it off. 

Not bombed. Not nationalized. Not sabotaged. Switched off – put into what the owners 

politely call ‘care and maintenance’ – because after six years of negotiation nobody 

could agree on a price for the electricity it needed, made worse by a drought that dried 

up the country’s own hydropower. A smelter runs on cheap, steady power the way a 

body runs on blood, and the power deal simply died on the table. 

Same disease, new decade. Not a lack of will, not a lack of workers, not a lack of ore. A 

lack of the boring, unglamorous system underneath – this time the power grid and a 

signed contract – that lets the impressive thing on top keep running. It is the exact 

lesson of my whole life, written at national scale: the machine on the surface is never the 

point. The system under the floor is the point. When the system fails, even the giant goes 

quiet. 

Why I am telling you this 

I am telling my children and the second generation this for one reason. 

When people hear our family’s story – jewels in a candy bag, the crossing at Ressano 

Garcia, the two-star hotel in Pretoria, the door-to-door newspaper route – they 

sometimes hear a story about luck, or about being white, or about starting with more 

than everyone else. I want to kill that idea in this chapter. 

We did not walk out of a lucky place. We walked out of a country that had a working 

economy, and then watched, from a distance, over the following decades, as that 

economy was hollowed out by a chain of forces – some ours to answer for, some not. 

The resilience in this family is not a gift. It is a scar. It is what is left after you have 

watched a system get deleted by force and you decide, quietly, that you will never again 

let your life depend on a system you cannot verify, hold, or carry. 

That is where ‘cash first, pride later’ comes from. That is why I trust liens, dates, and 

documents more than speeches. That is why I keep Simeon’s brass bell on a shelf in 

Canada and my memories of that country unspoiled – because I know exactly what 

happened to the real thing. 

And to my Mozambican brothers, of every color and every faith: I have never seen you as 

anything but family. You were handed a burning manual and told to run the plant. That 

so many of you are still standing, still building, still finding work in the informal cracks 

the formal economy left behind – that is a strength I respect more than any balance 
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sheet I have ever signed. Mozambique made things once. It can make things again. But 

it will take the boring miracles: stable power, honest contracts, real training for 

everyone this time, and a flat refusal to keep repeating the mistakes that emptied those 

halls. 

The map changed on us in a week. It has taken the country fifty years to begin redrawing 

it. I hope my grandchildren live to see it finished. 

Cash first. Pride later. And never, ever build your life on a floor you have 

not checked yourself. 

 

PART II: LEAVING 

CHAPTER 3: The Road to Pretoria 

We crossed at Ressano Garcia with the smell of petrol still in our clothes and a to-do list 

bigger than our luggage. The air turned drier, thinner, less certain. Pretoria had a 

different sky and a quieter panic. The plan was ‘two weeks.’ We repeated it often enough 

to make it sound like a contract. 

Leaving Mozambique didn’t just strip us of property; it stripped us of the illusion that 

property alone was security. When the system changes, the deeds in your drawer are 

worth less than the paper they’re printed on. 

That’s why, in Pretoria, I started caring more about liquidity than about appearances. 

The illusion of safety had cost my family a fortune. Cash would have to help me rebuild 

one. 

Everything we carried into South Africa had to be small, dense, and liquid. Gold became 

cash, cash became survival, survival became a method. Later in life, that method would 

look like contract discipline, delivery dates, and balance sheets that could withstand a 

storm – but here, in a two-star room with thin walls and a hotter sun than I was used to, 

it was much simpler: pay today, owe no one, don’t bluff about money, make only short 

promises you can keep. 

I didn’t have the vocabulary yet, but I was already learning the adult version of the 

lesson Mozambique had carved into me: the system you live under matters more than 

the assets you hold. 
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Pretoria became my first classroom in that new operating system. When you’ve watched 

a government erase your father’s life’s work with a sentence, you stop confusing comfort 

with safety. Safety comes from method. And method comes from rules that don’t change 

when someone gives a speech. 

The first shock was a two-star hotel. After a childhood of five-star lobbies, this wasn’t a 

fall; it was a choice. My mother ran the numbers and made the rule I’ve lived by since: 

cash first, pride later. My father carried the cases like a man signing a promise with 

himself. Thin beds, thinner towels, a ceiling fan that hummed like a tired metronome – 

and resolve thick enough to stand on. 

The second shock was silence. LM had always sounded like radios and roosters, engines 

and laughter. Pretoria was measured. Streets wide, faces guarded, language a new 

puzzle. Even the light felt Protestant – clean, unforgiving, without the humidity that 

softened Mozambique’s edges. Our hotel sat on Paul Kruger Street between the station 

and Church Square, a corridor of echoes and diesel. We were grateful. We were not yet 

home. 

We went looking for our people and found them at the Portuguese club, a switchboard 

more than a building. Phones rang, names moved, rooms appeared, jobs were 

whispered. Children played between chairs while adults built lifeboats out of paperwork 

and kindness. Within hours, the club became our map and our embassy. 

Then reputation paid out as infrastructure. A friend of my father’s – his family supplied 

bananas across South Africa – handed us keys to a fully furnished apartment: no rent, 

utilities covered. Not charity; reciprocity for years of paying on time and telling the early 

truth. That is how a good name behaves when the map changes. 

We slept twelve hours. Morning opened onto a skyline of red roofs and telephone wires 

– no sea, no mango trees, no family. My mother stood at the window and said what we 

were all thinking: ‘We begin again.’ Pretoria wasn’t LM, but it had one advantage the old 

world had lost – safety. We learned new words, new prices, new manners. Exile turned 

into routine. Cash first, pride later. It carried us farther than any luggage. 
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CHAPTER 4: The Two-Star Lesson (Cash First, Pride Later) 

School first. I spoke no English and no Afrikaans. The registrar dropped me two grades. 

Pride wanted a fight; the two-star rule said accept and advance. 

Hamilton Primary became my lab. The first weeks were sandpaper – teasing, small 

shoves, the smell of difference. Math and science didn’t care about accents; they cared 

about answers. I won on the scoreboard that mattered and ended up Scholar Patrol 

Captain and a Prefect. 

After class I put on a different uniform: salesman. From five to seven I worked door-to-

door for Pretoria News. Every doorstep was an A/B test; every sentence improved the 

next. Soon I was the top seller. Selling turned out not to be mystical; it was repetition 

and honest feedback. 

Central Tech followed. At fifteen I lied about my age and got hired at OK Bazaars. 

Weekends meant manual inventory – aisle by aisle, count by count – because theft 

prevention is just counting with purpose. By sixteen I was Student Supervisor. 

At seventeen, with a little cash saved, I did the obvious: start a business. I fitted out a 

large convenience store at Esselen and Beatrix Streets – the whole store, floor to 

shelving – rented a garage, and discovered I am a catastrophe with tools. We delivered 

on time; shelves sagged; profit was zero. 

I remember standing in that garage after the last job, looking at equipment I’d paid for 

with newspaper money and stock-room weekends. The tools were fine. I was the wrong 

operator. There was no lesson to extract that made it feel better. I had simply been 

wrong about what I was good at. The cash was gone. The garage was empty. The only 

honest next move was to sell the equipment, close the door, and not pretend the 

experience was secretly valuable. 

It wasn’t valuable. It was expensive. What survived it was a rule I’ve never broken: 

method beats charisma. If you can’t systematize the work, you have no business doing 

the work. 
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CHAPTER 5: Falling Two Grades, Rising Two Levels 

Before Pretoria, my uniforms were Christian Brothers: pressed shirts, table-clothed 

lunches, soup, fish, meat, dessert – as if manners could organize the future. I preferred 

numbers to nouns, history to adjectives. My mother once tried to install a musical bone 

– piano, teacher, months of plink-plink-plink. Mercy prevailed. 

Evenings pulled us to the Portuguese club. My father taught Portuguese to children who 

would one day thank him. He auditioned into the South African Air Force band; we 

moved to Sunnyside. He shaved reeds, played golf and tennis, brought home a paycheck 

that arrived when it said it would. My mother, who had gone to English boarding school 

in Swaziland and spoke perfect English, landed in two weeks as Executive Secretary to 

the CEO of ASEA. Calendars exhaled. Lines moved. 

Years later, when Sweden showed me a factory where Order → Build → Cash ran like a 

conveyor belt, it didn’t feel foreign. It felt like the clean, grown-up version of what 

Mozambique had taught me brutally and Pretoria had taught me practically: that life 

works better when effort, risk, and reward stay in the same room. 
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PART III: BECOMING 

CHAPTER 6: The Company That Behaved Like a University 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The factory where the system was born. 

ASEA took me in straight from high school and made the deal simple: work by day, 

study by night, and get paid for both. Each block of credits I passed came with a raise; 

by graduation I was already paid like an engineer with two years’ experience. If 

Mozambique had shown me what happens when a system fails, ASEA showed me what 

it looks like when a system behaves: dates beside promises, numbers that matched the 

floor, and pay that moved with progress. The Training Center and the Pretoria West 

Power Transformer division treated the factory like a classroom: sales engineering, 

drafting on boards, planning, purchasing, production control, cost accounting, stores, 

quality, service, shipping. The mantra on every whiteboard was a river: Order → Build 

→ Cash. If you can’t see that river, you can’t save a plant. 

A janitor gave me the best rule in management I’ve ever learned: ask the person who 

cleans the place. He knew which lines ran honestly and which clocks were ‘adjusted’ for 

visitors. That cemented the habit that shows up in every chapter of my life: early truth 
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beats late theater. We paid vendors on time, delivered bad news with a date, and 

discovered that people forgive almost anything except surprise. 

SHOP NOTE: Discipline = alpha. Standardize the work so a buyer can 

one day pay for the pattern, not just the asset. (Portfolio premium is just 

trust in a repeatable system.) 

Then geography changed the script. ASEA announced its disinvestment from South 

Africa just as I finished my program. Because I spoke Portuguese and they’d invested in 

me, they offered a transfer. I said yes. That move would teach me the operating system 

I’ve used ever since. 
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CHAPTER 7: Lisbon: Making a Big System Breathe in a Small 
Factory 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ASEA Head Office – Västerås, Sweden 
 

In Lisbon, my country manager Hans Henning Hjort sent me to Västerås, Sweden for 

seasoning. Sweden in those years was a finishing school for people marked for 

leadership. The Controller taught me the discipline of numbers that do not lie; the 

Central Planning Manager, Gunnar Hallström, taught me to make a factory repeatable. 

When I returned to Portugal, he flew down and stood next to me while we installed the 

scaled-down system. I use that word on purpose. Not software: a management system 

that holds engineering, purchasing, fabrication, sub-assembly, final assembly, test, and 

shipping in one rhythm. 

One priority signal. Every order received a sequence ID that appeared on drawings, 

travelers, purchase orders, queue boards, test lists, and ship docs. If a job was #014, it 

was #014 for everyone. Departments stopped inventing ‘hot lists,’ and WIP (work in 

progress) stopped piling up like driftwood. Flow beat drama. 

Hard WIP limits and staging caps. Fast areas were forbidden to outrun the plant. 

When the downstream zone was full, work stopped, and bodies moved to the bottleneck. 
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That single rule – flow before output – raised throughput faster than any overtime plan 

and killed the myth that ‘busy means progress.’ 

Control at engineering release. Version-stamped drawings, tight lock windows for 

changes, and kits for the few chronic blockers. Travelers carried the same sequence ID 

as drawings and POs, so the office and the floor finally spoke one language. 

Capacity to the mix you actually have. We measured throughput, process times, 

and – most important – variation. Averages hide lies; spread is where schedules go to 

die. We planned capacity against the current product mix, so we could see where 

tomorrow’s constraint would move as the mix shifted. 

We documented the plant as loading diagrams by checkpoint so anyone could run it 

with a clipboard. The full checkpoint framework is detailed in The Builder Manual – our 

internal operating document. 

At night I rebuilt the shop in Lotus 1-2-3 until the spreadsheet began to breathe like a 

floor: queues, first-pass yield, supplier reliability, cash timing. The sheet didn’t run the 

factory – just made the truth faster to teach and harder to lie about. We pulled ‘hot jobs’ 

off the hero board and put them back into earned sequence. Expediting is a tax on 

tomorrow. 

Daily cadence was short and relentless: stand-up at the bottleneck, fifteen minutes, 

verbs and dates only – yesterday’s throughput, today’s constraint, which travelers move 

and why. Supplier promises were tied to our sequence IDs with real dock times, not 

generic weeks. Problems older than 48 hours were either fixed or escalated. Within 

weeks, trucks arrived when the plan said now, overtime dropped, quality rose. Later I 

read The Goal and TPS and laughed at the parallels. We’d just called it common sense 

and written it on the wall. 

SHOP NOTE: Audit-clean files and disciplined releases aren’t theater; they’re 

a pricing factor when portfolios trade. Pattern beats pitch. 
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CHAPTER 8: Sweden: The System in Practice (What I Wrote 
on the Inside Cover) 

By the time I left Västerås, the inside cover of my notebook carried eleven lines in thick 

pen. They’ve run every factory, house, and finance structure I’ve touched since. 

1. Earn the date, then keep it. Promises are calculations, not wishes. 

2. One priority signal. Same sequence ID on drawings, travelers, POs, boards, tests, and 

ship docs. No departmental hot lists. 

3. Flow before output. Hard WIP limits; staging caps; when downstream is full, stop and 

help the constraint. 

4. Control starts at release. Version-stamp; lock change windows; kit the chronic 

blockers. 

5. Measure time honestly. Track throughput and process times; plan to variation, not 

means. 

6. Capacity to the mix you actually have. Yesterday’s constraint isn’t tomorrow’s. 

7. Supplier promises are part of the schedule. Dates tied to our sequence IDs, with 

consequences. 

8. Run the day at the constraint. Fifteen-minute stand-up; verbs and dates only. 

9. Write it so a pencil can run it. Binder first; software second. 

10. Finance must read the floor. Physical truth turns into cash on a lag – plan for the lag. 

11. Leadership is what stands when you leave. Rules on walls; meetings cut to decisions; 

no personality propping up the plant. 

Lisbon proved the list. Trucks kept their dates. People got their afternoons back. The 

system didn’t need speeches; it needed discipline a crew could trust. That same spine 

would show up again when I landed in Canada and a plant that’s stopped breathing 

needed a calendar that told the truth. 

Looking back, Sweden didn’t give me a new personality; it gave my instincts a language. 

Mozambique had shown me what happens when a system collapses; Pretoria had taught 

me how to survive one; Lisbon and Västerås taught me how to build one on purpose. 

From then on, every factory, street, and structure in this book would be a test of the 

same spine: dates beside promises, numbers that match the floor, and leadership that 

leaves something standing when you walk away. 
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By the time I left Sweden, I knew the system worked. I had seen it breathe in factories 

that mattered, under deadlines that punished mistakes, with capital on the line and no 

patience for theory. 

What took longer to understand was this: the system was not personal. I had applied the 

same logic in different countries, different industries, and under very different 

conditions. The surface details changed. The outcomes did not. 

Failure did not occur during work. It occurred at irreversible transitions – where proof 

was assumed rather than verified. 

Years later, after factories, streets, buildings, and capital structures, I formalized that 

logic into a doctrine now referred to as The Jardino Logic. 

It is not a philosophy. It is not a belief system. It is a rule-based engineering framework 

designed for environments where capital is large, steps are irreversible, time compounds 

risk, and optimism is expensive. 

The rules themselves are indifferent to personality, politics, or geography. They exist to 

control transitions, not effort; to compress uncertainty, not debate; and to ensure 

systems survive long enough for optionality to appear. 

This book shows why those rules exist. The next book shows how they are enforced. 
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PART IV: BUILDING 

CHAPTER 9: Canada (The Drawer Test) 

 

Toronto, 1944. The housing shortage is not new. 

After eighteen months in Portugal, I knew I would leave. I loved the coast and the food, 

but the country was too small for my cadence. I tested three maps – United States, 

Australia, Canada – and waited to see who answered like a partner. Canada replied first. 

I flew over to see whether the process matched the promise. 

I crossed the country like a reconnaissance patrol: Montréal → Toronto → Vancouver → 

Banff → Kamloops → Calgary → back to Toronto. Everywhere, the feeling was the same: 

counters with numbers, forms that explained themselves, phones answered, instructions 

clear. It felt like opening a chest of drawers. Portugal was one big messy drawer with 

good things inside, hard to find; Canada was a tidy drawer, labeled and measurable. In 

three days, I had a social insurance number, health coverage, and a driver’s license. A 

country that behaves like a well-run meeting lets you exhale. 

Decision made, I activated the permit, flew back to Lisbon to close my loops, and packed 

what matters: methods, relationships, a notebook of dates. When we returned for good, 

I wasn’t betting on luck. I was betting on a process I could earn. ‘Estou a caminho’ – on 

my way. 
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CHAPTER 10: Algarve: Three Words, Forty Years 

I had been in Portugal a year and a half by then, working for ASEA. Alexandra flew in 

from South Africa, and I picked her up at the airport after nearly two years apart. We fell 

straight back into talking as if we had seen each other two hours ago, not two years. We 

drove to Praia da Rocha in the Algarve – the same beach my father had walked me along 

as a boy, in the years before the map changed – and it was there, over one weekend, that 

the three words happened. Another weekend that changed the map. 

‘I’m moving to Canada, come with me.’ 

‘I won’t live with some guy.’ 

‘I’m not some guy. I’m Carlos.’ 

‘Then marry me.’ 

That was the whole contract: three words, one decision. We didn’t agree to a wedding so 

much as we agreed to a method – we both already lived by the same respect for work, 

same rule that pride comes after payment. 

Back in Lisbon I took the honest test of leadership: leave a system that stands without 

you. The one-signal schedule, WIP limits, release rules, and daily cadence were on the 

walls and in a binder. Supervisors ran the stand-up at the constraint, not in a 

boardroom. The Controller’s numbers matched the floor. A foreman slipped me a note I 

kept longer than my first car: ‘Thanks for giving us back our afternoons.’ We packed no 

furniture – only the habits that make calendars behave. 

At the gate, I repeated the words from my scouting trip: Estou a caminho (on my way). 

This time they were permanent. 
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CHAPTER 11: The Plant That Forgot How to Breathe (ABB 
Guelph) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I had left Portugal and severed my ties with ASEA – by then ABB – on purpose. I 

wanted a clean break and a clean test of the method without the safety net of old badges. 

Canada changed that plan. Within a few months the phone found me: a large power-

transformer plant in Guelph was losing money and breath. I drove down uninvited and 

asked for fifteen minutes – no speeches, just system. I sketched the spine I had learned 

in Västerås and proven in Lisbon: one priority signal, an earned schedule, hard WIP 

limits and staging caps, capacity planned to the mix you actually have, supplier promises 

tied to our sequence IDs, and a daily cadence at the bottleneck. It wasn’t exotic – just 

Swedish common sense baked into a factory. It was a language Lars Nilsson (the 

president) and Jan-Olof ‘Joppen’ already spoke. ‘Give me a few weeks,’ I said. ‘If the 

floor doesn’t exhale, I’ll leave and it costs you nothing.’ A few weeks later, the plant had 

a pulse. 

I rebuilt planning on Excel. After mainframes and Lotus 1-2-3, Excel did the same job – 

just faster and wider for a larger factory. The workbook became a cockpit: mix and 

demand, buffers from variation, capacity by work center, release plan, supplier dock 

dates, and finance lag. We still ran the factory from whitewalls, travelers, and the 

binder; the sheet only made the system faster to teach and harder to lie to. Software 

makes it quicker; it doesn’t make it true. 

The daily cadence stayed short and relentless: stand-up at the bottleneck, fifteen 

minutes, verbs and dates only. Problems older than 48 hours were either fixed or 

escalated. Suppliers learned to speak our sequence IDs. Trucks began arriving when the 
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plan said now. Overtime dropped because we stopped paying to produce the wrong 

things. Quality rose because the right work met the right people at the right time. 

Factories breathe when calendars tell the truth. Guelph began to breathe. 
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CHAPTER 12: The Flagship Years (Ludvika – not a farewell) 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was offered a senior post in Spain. I chose Sweden. ‘Joppen’ had already gone back; the 

center of gravity – and the work that mattered – was in Ludvika. After the mergers, too 

many layers sat on top of basics. We took the plant back to what it already knew. 

We put up one priority signal for the whole factory. We earned schedules instead of 

announcing them. We capped WIP and staging so fast areas couldn’t outrun the plant. 

We planned capacity to the mix we actually had, not to the mix we wished for. Supplier 

promises were tied to our sequence IDs with real dock times. The day ran at the 

constraint with a fifteen-minute stand-up, verbs and dates only. Under a leader who 

could steer without noise, performance returned. 

By then the Excel cockpit wasn’t enough. I packaged the method end-to-end – slides, 

handbooks, checkpoint diagrams, loading charts, and the binder you can run with a 

pencil first and software later. The rule was simple: keep the system invariant, let the 

manners adapt. Ludvika became the showcase. I lived on airplanes training teams from 

Brazil to China. You could land the binder anywhere and, if people followed it, the floor 

would breathe. 

Between trips I left myself two unemployed weeks on purpose and registered the IP in 

Canada – methods, models, training – under my own name. Not ego. Order. If you’re 

going to teach a system, make it auditable and portable. 

After about three and a half years, I hit the optics ceiling – ‘come back when you’ve 

got more gray hair.’ No drama. Then Piotr Cholewiński called from Portugal: a large 
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German competitor wanted help with a factory that had forgotten how to breathe. I flew 

down, did a $75,000 opportunity analysis, showed the top-down play – one priority 

signal, earned dates, constraint-first leadership, finance tied to buffers – and priced the 

engagement by results: if it didn’t work, they owed me nothing. It worked. That contract 

became my first million dollars, in Portugal, of all places. 

Meanwhile, Alexandra had moved to Canada. I was in Portugal three weekends a month 

with nothing to do. I started a construction ‘hobby’ by building two luxury homes in a 

gated community that, at the time, had become a magnet for professional soccer players. 

Back home, the ‘construction hobby’ became two lots in Lorne Park, and a street that 

would learn our dates. 
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CHAPTER 13: Two Lots in Lorne Park (Starting the Street 
Work) 

I came back from Ludvika to Canada for family, not for a title. Work still found me. I 

bought two lots in Lorne Park and told the first client the simple truth. 

‘How many houses have you built in Canada?’ 

‘None. If you’re unhappy, I’ll take the house back.’ 

Risk on me; dates beside promises. Pre-Sold Only. No drawings on Day One. Budget → 

design → schedule → build. The budget dictates the design, not the other way around. I 

kept the binder from the factory days: one priority signal, earned start, staging caps, 

trades tied to our sequence IDs. We ran the site with a stand-up at the constraint – 

fifteen minutes, verbs and dates only. Architects learned the cadence, suppliers got dates 

that meant something, and neighbors got Friday-noon letters instead of excuses. 

SHOP NOTE: Method before marble. If the numbers don’t stand up, the stone 

won’t save you. 

Those first two houses did their real job quietly: they taught the street we would keep 

short promises, and they proved we could run a Canadian build like a factory that 

breathes. 
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CHAPTER 14: Method Before Marble (Indian Road & 
Birchview Drive) 

I bought a house on Indian Road to sell with a promise: two independent appraisals; we 

would credit the midpoint $675,000 into the new build. I put about $30,000 into tight, 

targeted work on Indian Road using leftover materials – no theater, just value. Then I 

priced both houses decisively: Birchview ≈ $2.5M; Indian Road $1.2M. 

The chorus called it reckless. The market called it unconditional – $1.1M two weeks later 

on Indian Road. The ledger called it what it was: clean paper + real sequence + the right 

week. 

What made it work wasn’t style. It was rules: numbers before nouns; pre-sold or 

productive; capacity to the mix you actually have; finance that reads the floor. 

Those two Lorne Park homes and the Indian Road/Birchview play did what I hired them 

to do: pay for the next promise. Next came a corner designed to sell everything else. 
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CHAPTER 15: 370 Maple Grove (The Corner That Solidified 
the PCM Brand) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The standard: every house delivered as if the client were watching. 

It started with a broken word. A seller in Lorne Park backed out of a promise, and I 

decided anger would pay for itself. I called Alexandra from the car: ‘I must buy 

something today. Land.’ I drove the streets that always felt serious – South-East and 

South-West Oakville – and found an old house on a busy corner: 370 Maple Grove. Not 

a place to live – a model home to sell everything else. High exposure, easy parking, close 

to the lots I wanted. 

I built the model and opened the doors on weekends. No agents. No middlemen. Plans 

on the table, budgets that matched drawings, dates beside promises. In short order I 

pre-sold three custom homes organically, zero commissions. The corner had already 

paid for itself. Then came the question: what do you do with a beautiful house on a bad 

living corner once it’s done selling the brand? 

Answer #1: At the end of 2006, a major national supermarket chain offered 

$12,500/month. The cap math smiled; we started paper. 

Answer #2: Two strangers walked in two hours before I was due to sign the lease. They 

said they were from a lottery and wanted the house as a grand prize. I showed them the 

rental offer to prove the value. They didn’t blink – they paid it. That’s how 370 Maple 
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A Typical Grand Prize Home in Oakville 

Grove became the first lottery home – I didn’t even know the charity’s name on day one; 

I just knew the numbers worked and the cause was real. Sell it right, and the work 

becomes its own signal. 

Answer #3: The second year, their consultants decided I was too expensive and gave the 

home to another builder. I said nothing and kept building. The following spring, the 

same consultants asked me to lunch and offered five hundred thousand dollars over my 

original number to come back. I came back – and the program ran for seventeen homes. 

When your work is the benchmark, you never argue price. You let the market finish the 

argument for you. 

Even a model home has three doors if you design it right: the user who lives in it, the 

retail buyer when price-per-key spikes, and the platform that pays for a row of identical, 

well-run proofs. We chose the best door and kept moving. 

Anger turned into an address; the address turned into three houses; the houses turned 

into a reputation. Sometimes the best location is not where you live – it’s where you 

prove the promise. 
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Blower door test. 

In this business, anyone with enough capital can build big. Very few can build big and 
build right. 

When we delivered the 2022 Fall Grand Prize Home at 297 Pinehurst Drive in Oakville, 
we didn’t just hand over a luxury estate. We handed over a precisely engineered 
machine. 

The industry gave it a trophy. It won the West End Home Builders’ Association 2022 
Award of Distinction for Best Custom Home $5,000,000 & Over. But the metric that 
actually matters - the one that proves the discipline of the build-is the energy 
performance. 

The EnerGuide rating on that home came in at a staggering 35 GJ/year. For context, a 
typical new house consumes 191 GJ/year. We built a massive, award-winning estate that 
operates on less than a fifth of the energy of a standard subdivision house. 

We don’t compromise on standards, and we don’t build inefficient monuments. The 
performance is undeniable, and as always, the documents govern. 
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This is a blower door test. We set this equipment up in the entryways of our completed 
builds to depressurize the building envelope and measure exactly how much air is 
leaking through the framing, windows, and insulation. 

A lot of builders hate this machine because it exposes every single shortcut taken on the 
job site. We demand it. You don’t hit an EnerGuide rating of 35 GJ/year on a massive 
luxury estate by guessing, and you don’t achieve high-performance energy efficiency 
with glossy marketing brochures. You get there by engineering a tight envelope and 
auditing the work under pressure. 

Rule 3 of our operating system states: Proof shall precede commitment. The blower 
door is the proof. The machine does not lie. 

 

The Proof is in the Math 

Look at the document. The EnerGuide 
label for our Grand Prize Home at 297 
Pinehurst Drive is not a marketing 
brochure; it is an engineering audit. 

When most builders talk about ‘quality’ or 
‘green building,’ they are selling 
adjectives. We sell physics. The industry 
benchmark – what the government 
defines as a typical new house – 
consumes 191 gigajoules (GJ) of energy a 
year. We delivered a massive, luxury 
estate that operates at just 35 GJ/year. 

But the true measure of this system is the 
carbon footprint. According to the audit, 
the rated greenhouse gas emissions for 
this entire estate are 0.7 tonnes per 
year. That is just 700 kilograms of carbon 
for the entire house. 

Let’s put that into perspective. If a family 
of six lives in this home, that is roughly 
117 kg of carbon per person, per year – 
from an estate the government’s own 
benchmark says should be burning more 
than five times the energy. The label is the 
audit, and the audit is on the table. 

This is what it means to build way above 
industry standards. You do not achieve this level of high-performance efficiency by 
meeting the minimum building code. You achieve it through rigorous standardization, a 
tightly engineered building envelope, and systems designed to perform indefinitely. 

We don’t guess. We engineer, we execute, and we let the documents prove the 
performance. 
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In this industry, it is easy to spot a builder 
who only cares about the margin. The work 
has no soul, and the standards stop exactly 
where the building code ends. 

We have never operated that way. When we 
commit our capital and our hands to a 
project, we build it as if our own family will 
live in it. We do not just build for profit; we 
build because we are fiercely passionate 
about the craft, the engineering, and the 
legacy we leave behind in the dirt. 

When we stepped up to build the lottery 
homes, we didn’t treat them as a charitable 
write-off or a mere marketing exercise. We 
built them to the absolute highest tier of 
luxury and performance. We brought the 
same uncompromising discipline to a charity 
build as we do to an ultra-luxury private 
estate. 

The proof is sitting on the table. You do not 
win an award in that tier by cutting corners or rushing a schedule. 

You win it by obsessing over every detail, every transition, and every square foot. We 
build with passion, we engineer for permanence, and we let the awards and the 
documents prove the standard. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Day the Map Changed 

The Day the Map Changed | Page 56 

CHAPTER 16: I Never Built on Speculation. Pre-sold only. 
No Drawings on Day One. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1809 Lawrence Avenue West, Toronto 
 

Budget → design → schedule → build. The budget dictates the design, not the other way 

around. That discipline scaled from single homes to multifamily turnarounds and 

entitlement engines. 

1809 Lawrence Avenue West – ‘cockroaches & corridors’ to cash flow 

We triaged safety first (egress, alarms, full-building IPM (integrated pest 

management)), rebuilt lobbies and corridors bright and durable, and funded only capex 

that earns (water, LED, boiler controls, each under a 36-month payback). With a posted 

tenant code and a daily maintenance stand-up at the constraint, NOI (net operating 

income) lifted from ≈$135K to ≈$450K in Year One. Bought March 2015 for $3.7M, 

invested $1.75M, exited June 2019 at $9.45M. Implied exit cap ≈4.8%; levered IRR 

≈40% over ~4.25 years. Not magic. Method. 
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2346 Weston Road – two houses into 15 stories / 126 units 

Acquired February 2017 for 

$4.5M all-in; we pre-

consulted immediately and 

solved shadows, traffic, and 

services on paper. Rezoning 

approved; appraisers 

marked the site at $8.75M 

(as affordable housing) in 

February 2020 (or ≈$14M 

as condo). We chose the 

affordable path to lock a 

CMHC cornerstone. 

Interim (unrealized) 

disclosure: entitlement 

uplift ≈ +$4.25M (≈1.94× 

basis) from February 2017 

→ February 2020; paper 

IRR (internal rate of 

return) to appraisal ≈ 

24.8% p.a. over ~36 

months (illustrative; 

unrealized; not guidance). 

That’s how regulatory 

friction becomes bankable 

currency. The method: 

choreograph policy; don’t 

fight it. 

No speculation, either pre-

sold homes or paper that 

already earns. Numbers 

before nouns. Finance that 

reads the floor. Decisive 

pricing backed by 

paperwork, not vibes.                                               2346 Weston Road, Toronto 
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Shop Note: The IRR Trap vs. The NPV Engine 

(Or: Why We Don’t Eat Percentages) 

In the boardroom, they ask for IRR. On the job site, we build for NPV (net present 

value). The difference isn’t just academic. It is the difference between looking smart for 

eighteen months and being wealthy for eighteen years. 

Case 1: 1809 Lawrence (The Time-Value Lever). Imagine we ran this deal 

through a standard Private Equity model that demanded a 25% IRR and a forced exit in 

Year 3. Year 1: bleeding cash – fumigating, evicting, replacing risers. Year 2: systems 

fixed but rent roll hasn’t turned yet. The PE verdict: ‘Sell it and move the capital.’ The 

reality: if you sell in Year 2, you walk away just as the engine starts. You paid all the 

friction costs and captured none of the compounding. Because we weren’t forced to sell, 

the equity wedge opened up. By Year 5, the IRR didn’t matter. We didn’t need to be fast; 

we just needed to be right and hold the lever. 

Case 2: 2346 Weston Road (The Approval Arbitrage). If you judged 2346 by 

IRR during the zoning battle, you would have fired everyone. Month 12: money out, zero 

revenue. Month 24: city delays, still spending. A time-driven fund would panic and sell 

the land at raw value just to stop the clock. We ignored the clock and focused on the 

Hard Deck. We knew that if we secured the density, the value would step up vertically. 

The ‘cost’ of the delay was trivial compared to the value of the entitlement. 

Sidebar: The Anomaly in the Algorithm 

Years ago, the CRA audited me. Not because I was late, and not because I was messy. 

They audited me because their software flagged my margins as ‘impossible.’ 

In the standard construction industry, net margins are thin – single digits. When their 

computers saw our returns, they assumed we were hiding costs or inflating value. They 

sent an auditor to find the mistake. 

He sat in my office for days. He went through every invoice, every check, every draw. At 

the end, he looked frustrated. ‘I can’t find the missing costs,’ he said. 

‘There are no missing costs,’ I told him. ‘There is just missing time.’ 

I explained that standard builders pay in 60 to 90 days. I pay on inspection day. 

Standard builders fight trades for 5%; I pay them 25% above market to finish 50% 

faster. The auditor was looking for a construction company. I was running a 

manufacturing plant that happened to be outdoors. He signed off on the audit. He didn’t 

understand the model, but he couldn’t argue with the math. 
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CHAPTER 17: The Street Where Policy Became a Floor Plan 

I exited legacy multifamily and put full weight behind the Missing Middle – the small, 

low-rise housing that fills the gap between single homes and high-rise towers: walk-ups, 

townhomes, and mid-density dwellings built for families who are priced out of both 

extremes. 

Under the City of Toronto’s practical leadership, we invested just over C$20 million of 

our own unencumbered capital to prove a system, not a brochure. Policy only works 

when dates sit next to promises; they ran it that way, and we matched their discipline 

with our wallet. 

The system (street edition): top-down sequence from lot selection through massing, 

services, and traffic – solved pre-politics. Design freeze before procurement. One 

priority signal for trades. Kit-of-parts at seven-unit scale. Record time from rhythm, not 

rushing: we delete re-work and idle overlaps; we don’t squeeze quality. 

Proof points: 12 Batavia Avenue → 21 Batavia Avenue → 50 Castleton Avenue: same 

bones, faster rhythm; inspections that stick; zero drama at occupancy. 

5 Knight Street: first site with the full ground-floor specification, and home to ‘Joe & 

Maria’ – our partner-resident model that addresses gentrification, where seniors share 

upside by formula, without exposure to construction risk, and keep the right to stay. 

Short promises, kept. 

System means optionality by design: boutique scale, transit and school adjacency, and 

finished service layers that plug-and-play into larger platforms. Scarcity isn’t a slogan, 

it’s zoning, cost, and time working in your favor while income carries the land. 

City got dignified density, predictable sites, fewer complaints, buildings that perform – 

not just pass. Neighbors got tidy jobs, visible dates, crew cars gone when promised. We 

got: a repeatable product – seven homes at a time – that a manager can run on Day One. 

After five years, the system was built. The next step was finance that matches the build 

discipline – protect the floor, then share the lift. That is where the investment platform 

begins, and where this book hands off to the structures detailed elsewhere. 

But before the finance, one more discipline was added to the system: the machine had to 

be able to build the same building twice. Not approximately the same. Exactly the same. 

Same width, same length, same two staircases, same twelve-meter height. The envelope 

frozen to the dimensions proven at 5 Knight Street, so that every component ordered 

from China or Georgia fits without a tape measure on site. The structure arrives like a 

numbered kit – every piece marked, every joint documented, every assembly sequence 
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known before the first truck arrives. Not because we are lazy. Because reinventing the 

building on every address is where the money goes and the schedule dies. 

The industrialized system behind that kit is engineered by a partner in Tel Aviv – and I 

take quiet satisfaction in the fact that, fifty years after the Jewish community of 

Johannesburg took in a displaced family with nothing, it is Israeli engineering that now 

sits at the heart of what that family built.  

The lot serves the product. Not the reverse. A candidate lot that needs the building bent 

to fit is a lot we pass on. That single rule – which sounds obvious and almost never gets 

followed in this industry – is worth more than any procurement saving on any 

individual project. It keeps the kit a kit. 

SIDEBAR: The Data Engine (No Guessing on Dirt) 

If you are going to freeze the building envelope, you cannot guess on the dirt. You need 

to know exactly which coordinates in the city will accept the kit-of-parts without friction, 

without variances, and without political battles. 

We don't wait for the market to bring us deals. We built our own proprietary software to 

tie directly into the municipal database. 

We feed the system our non-negotiable geometric minimums- 

in this case, exactly 32 feet of frontage and 135 feet of depth. We cross-reference the City 

Wards, the property boundaries, and the zoning bylaws, all synced in real-time. 

Look at the screen. Out of the entire city of Toronto, the system strips away the noise 

and instantly isolates exactly 10,804 eligible lots that can legally hold our six-plex, 

laneway, and garden suite configurations. It categorizes them down to the parcel ID and 

the decimal point of the lot line. 

No driving around. No emotional attachments to a neighborhood. No hoping the city 

will bend the rules for us. We just query the math, find the coordinates that work, and 

deploy the capital. We industrialized the search before we even bought the land. 

One exception only: the street-facing front elevation. That face is always local – local 

materials, local character, neighborhood-appropriate. The other three sides stay 

standardized. The building earns its place on the street without costing the savings that 

pay for it. 

We are chasing the bill, not the label. Low operating cost for the life of the hold – that 

is the target. Not a certification. Not a press release. The tenant’s monthly utility bill is 

the scorecard. If it is low, the building passed. If it is not, no label saves it. 
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The institutional track record behind this pivot didn’t start with the Missing Middle 

program. As early as 2017, CMHC issued a Letter of Intent for up to $4.0 million under 

the Affordable Rental Housing Innovation Fund to support an 80-unit 

modular/container-based affordable rental project. The approval was structured as 

subordinate capital at 0.5% fixed, restricted to post-construction refinancing – 

consistent with the ‘build first, institutional capital later’ approach that governs 

everything we do today. 

Praia da Rocha - numas das nossas férias vindos de Moçambique - impressão Kodak 
desbotada. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Caption: Screen shot of our proprietary screening tool 
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SIDEBAR: The ‘Blood and Mud’ Version 

In this chapter, I made the Missing Middle sound clean. I talked about systems, 

checklists, and kit-of-parts. But you need to know something: before it was a system, it 

was a war. We paid millions of dollars in ‘tuition’ – fighting with zoning, arguing with 

utilities, and fixing mistakes in the mud – so that we could eventually write the rules you 

see here. 

If you want the romance, stay here. If you want the reality, read: Missing Middle, 

No BS by Carlos Jardino. 
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CHAPTER 18: Philanthropy, With Standards 

For years we built grand-prize homes for a major cancer foundation. We kept tight 

schedules, delivered quietly, and focused on the mission – health wins over headlines. 

Through one of our companies, we pledged $2 million, and about $1.8 million of it was 

donated, real money, paid, receipted, and put to work. What follows is the story of what 

the institution did with the rest of the relationship.  

As costs rose, design expectations drifted away from budgets we can stand behind. We 

will compromise on ego; we will not compromise on standards. We chose to step back 

from future lottery builds while completing our pledge. Gratitude remains; we simply 

prefer formats where our quality rules and the mission can travel together. During early 

2025 the institution clarified how participants may appear in marketing or promotional 

material. We appreciate the clarity and the confirmation that we may reference what is 

already public.  

On the night we made the decision to step back, we drove home in silence. Some decisions 

don’t need speeches. Integrity is not a performance; it is a sequence you can audit. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

What you have just read, I wrote in the spring of 2025, when the arrangement was 

ending but the world was still quiet.  

I wrote those words before the map changed again. 

A map is only a promise that the ground will stay where it is, and I learned as a boy that 

the promise is written in pencil. One year you have a country, a house, a garden your 

mother planted; the next year men who never asked you redraw the line, and everything 

you thought was fixed is gone. I have spent the rest of my life proving that a man who has 

lost his ground once is not afraid to lose it again. You do not argue with the mapmakers. 

You pick up your tools, and you build on whatever land is left. 

So, when it came, it did not come as an army or a revolution. It came as an email. The 

relationship I have just described to you – years of work, real money, real homes, a 

children’s space that carried my family’s name – was declared over. The name would come 

down. The partnership was at an end. Goodwill built across many years was closed in a 

single afternoon by people I had never met. 

I will not pretend it did not sting. Anyone who tells you that kind of severance rolls off a 

proud man is selling you something. It stung. I had given gladly, and giving gladly makes 
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the ending sharper, not softer. For a few days I wanted to answer it the loud way – the 

interviews, the outrage, the megaphone answered with a bigger megaphone. Most men in 

my position reach for that, and I understand why. It feels like justice. It is almost never 

wise. 

Here is the truth I made myself sit with, and it is the reason these pages exist. I have never 

been a quiet man in public. I say what I think, in my own name, in language that has edges 

on it. Those words were mine – I chose them, I posted them – and they collided with an 

institution that decided it could not keep standing beside them. I can hold my own 

convictions and still be honest about a plain mechanic of the world: when you bolt your 

name and your business to your loudest self, out where everyone can see, the people 

standing next to you get a vote on whether they keep standing there. That is not a 

conspiracy against me. It is a consequence, and consequences are the price of a free 

mouth. Freedom of speech was never freedom from the freedom of other people to walk 

away from you. 

When the story broke, I gave the newspaper a short statement. I said that I had expressed 

views that I understood had been offensive to others, and that for that, I apologized. I 

want to put on this page, permanently, what those words meant – because I will not spend 

the rest of my life re-explaining twenty-four words. I never intended hurt to patients, to 

families, to anyone fighting the hardest fight there is – and where my words landed as 

hurt, I am sorry for it. That stands. What I did not apologize for – and never will – is 

having opinions and saying them plainly, in my own name. Read the statement again: it 

is not in there. A man can regret the bruise without regretting the arm. I have paid a real 

price for a free mouth. I would rather pay it than give up the mouth. No one has to agree 

with me. That was always the point of a free country: agreement is optional. 

As for what was promised and what was owed – their commitment made in writing does 

not stop being a commitment because the weather changed. Those questions have dates 

and signatures on them, and paper answers paper. This book is not the place I argue them. 

It is the place I record that they exist. 

Understanding that did not make me spend my life on it. There is a version of me that 

lives in the comment sections for two years, litigating every slight, feeding a fight that only 

grows the more oxygen it gets. That man wins nothing; he only gets smaller. I decided I 

would not become him. Anyone can throw a punch in public. It takes a harder discipline 

to close your mouth, protect your position, and let the record be the record. Cash first, 

pride later, documents govern – this was simply the day those words were tested on me 

instead of by me. 
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And then I did the only thing I have ever really known how to do when the ground moves. 

I went back to building. The work did not stop for a single week. Footings were poured 

and framing raised. Homes took shape that will hold families who will never know or care 

about any of this. The patient machine I have spent years assembling kept running – a 

way to put roofs over people at a price that is becoming impossible everywhere else. There 

was the work in Portugal, and the work in Georgia, where I am not a name on a plaque 

but a partner putting real capital and real engineering into the ground. A man is not what 

an institution says about him on its website. A man is what he leaves standing when he is 

gone. I intend to leave a great deal standing. 

By the time the relationship ended, the record was substantial: years of Grand Prize 

Homes, seven-figure support already paid or formally credited, and a signed agreement 

granting naming recognition for a fixed ten-year term – not a courtesy, a contract, with 

a signature on it. Everything I say here about that agreement, the paper says first. As for 

the unpaid remainder of the pledge, the institution has made no claim to it - and 

everything that passed between the lawyers on that subject sits in a file, dated and kept. 

I note all of this not as a complaint but as a fact, because facts are the only currency I 

have ever trusted. 

That money now goes where I choose to send it: to causes I trust and respect. To the 

Jewish community – whose instinctive solidarity with the displaced changed my 

family’s life in Johannesburg, and whose contribution to medicine, science, law, culture, 

and human dignity I have never stopped admiring. And to Georgia – a country of 

ancient traditions, fierce loyalty, and a dignity that does not require the approval of 

institutions to remain intact. Both communities understand what it means to be 

removed from a wall and keep building anyway. I could not think of better homes for the 

money. 

There was more. Separately from the original pledge, FoxyHome by PCM had 

committed $1,000 for every new apartment we complete – an ongoing contribution tied 

directly to the affordable housing we build, apartment by apartment, for as long as we 

keep building. In September 2025, with three complexes completed, we brought the first 

installment of that program to the same institution:  $15,000. We asked for a simple 

photo at the facility that bears the name of the program we helped fund - standard 

donor acknowledgement, nothing more. 

They declined that too. 

The houses keep getting built. The giving keeps going. It simply found a new address. 
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I have had my name taken off the ground I stood on before – as a boy, when a whole life 

was crossed off a map. I know the answer to it, because I have lived the answer for fifty 

years. The answer is not to beg the mapmakers to redraw the line. The answer is to find 

new ground and build so well, so undeniably, that eventually the map has to bend around 

what you have made. 

They can take a name off a wall. 

They cannot take the builder out of the man. 

I have spent forty years in a culture where words are cheap and concrete is not. On a 

construction site, nobody protects your feelings – the beam holds or it doesn’t, the pour 

cures or it fails, and the man who softens bad news gets someone hurt. 

I came up in that world. I built my companies in that world. And I speak the way that 

world taught me to speak: plainly, sometimes bluntly, occasionally more bluntly than I 

should. I have made jokes that landed wrong. Any man who has spent forty years 

speaking unguarded has said things he’d phrase differently today. I’m no exception, and 

I don’t pretend to be. 

But here is what I will not accept: the idea that a handful of blunt words outweighs a 

lifetime of kept ones. I have signed my name to warranties, to pledges, to buildings 

people live in – and I have honored every one. Weigh a man by his documents, not his 

punchlines. 
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Understand this: seventeen times this institution came to me to build its lottery homes. 

Seventeen homes. Seventeen deliveries. Years of site visits, handshakes, and champagne 

at the reveals. After seventeen homes, there are no surprises left in a man. They knew 

exactly how I talk, because they 

had heard me talk for years – and 

they kept coming back, because the 

homes were delivered and the 

standard never slipped. 

Then one newspaper ran the story, 

and they discovered – apparently 

for the first time – that I speak like 

a builder. A society that punishes 

rough speech more severely than 

broken promises has its priorities 

exactly backwards. The difference 

between me and my critics is 

simple: my mistakes are sentences. 

I can point to theirs in the land 

registry of a broken commitment. 

I won’t be re-arguing any 

particular joke here. Not because I 

can’t – because it’s beneath the 

record. The record is over one billion 

dollars of delivered construction, three CMHC exits, a ten-year warranty, and a family 

that still eats dinner together. Judge that.   

My father passed away at the very early age of fifty-two. Colon cancer. He and I were 

close – the kind of close where a boy measures himself against his father and keeps 

measuring long after the man is gone. I was young enough when I lost him that I have 

spent the rest of my life trying to make his death mean something, and old enough now 

to know how you do that: with a check, a building, and a promise kept. That is why I 

gave to a cancer foundation in the first place. Not for a wall with my name on it. For 

him.  

So, understand what happened here, because I want it stated exactly. I did not step 

back. Not from the cause – never from the cause – and not from what we built together, 

which I remain proud of, and always will be. An institution stepped back from a 

recognition it had granted to me, over a headline. I remain what I have been for years – 

Praia da Rocha - on one of our holidays from 
Mozambique - faded Kodak print. 
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a donor, loyal to the fight against the disease that took my father. That has not changed. 

What changed is my understanding of where that loyalty is best invested. 

Let me be plain about why I gave, because it was never business. My work speaks for 

itself; it always has. I did not need anyone’s lottery homes to build a reputation, and I 

did not give to earn them – those builds were never the point, and never where the 

reward was. I gave because of my father. Because I loved him, and because giving to 

fight the thing that took him was the only way I knew to keep him close. That is the 

whole of it. There was no calculation in it. And knowing what I know now, I understand 

the giving I should have been part of all along – the kind not far from here, where a 

man’s name still stands because he built the wall himself. There is a name every 

Portuguese knows: António Champalimaud. Born in Lisbon, he took over his family’s 

construction company at nineteen and built it into cement, steel, banking, insurance – 

the largest fortune in Portugal, with plants running from the mainland to Angola and 

Mozambique. His cement was in the same colonial economy my family lived in. We 

never met. But in 1974, the same revolution that put my family on the road took 

everything he had built. His companies were nationalized. He left for Brazil with 

nothing but the method in his head. 

Seven years later he came back. He rebuilt, company by company, until he was once 

again the richest man in the country. And when he died in 2004 – blind, at the end – he 

did not leave his fortune to a name on a wall. He built the wall himself. Five hundred 

million euros to create a foundation for cancer and neuroscience research, in a building 

on the Lisbon waterfront. No committee decided how he would be remembered. No 

board could take it back. The documents governed, because he wrote them. 

I know that building from the inside. I go there for my own care, and I pay for it gladly – 

full price, no assistance asked or wanted. Which means the man whose empire fell in the 

same year as my family’s built the kind of place a man like me chooses to walk into and 

pay for – decades after he was gone, still quietly looking after people he would never 

meet. He never knew my name. He didn’t need to. 

There are two kinds of institution in this world. One is managed to survive the next 

board meeting; the other is built to outlast the founder’s generation. When I walk into 

Champalimaud, I am walking into the second kind – a structure raised by a man who 

understood that if you want to solve a problem like cancer, you don’t build a 

department. You build a foundation that cannot be dismantled by a headline. 

The lesson was never just in the building. It was in the architecture of the trust. I have 

no more interest in giving that sits on someone’s books as a line item – funding that an 

institution can carry for years and then quietly delete. From now on, my giving works 
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the way a structural beam works: permanent, load-bearing, and governed by the intent 

of the builder. A beam does not care who sits on the board this year. It holds. 

That is the tradition my giving belongs to now. Not pledges and plaques and terms 

honored only until they become inconvenient – but builders who lost everything in 

1974, rebuilt without permission, and gave on their own terms. I cannot imagine what 

happened here happening in Portugal. When I think of Belém, I don’t see a monument 

to a rich man. I see what recognition looks like when the donor holds the pen. 

A man is not judged by one article or one institution’s reaction. He is judged 

by what he builds, what he pays for, who he helps, and whether his word 

survives pressure.  

WHY THE STORY BECOMES A SYSTEM 

(A note before the method chapters) 

Everything you have read to this point happened to a person. Everything that follows 

was built so it could never happen again. 

That is the architecture of this book, and I want you to see the seam before you cross it. 

Up to here: a boy on a train at Ressano Garcia, a safe emptied on a schedule, a notebook 

filled in Sweden, streets in Oakville with dates beside promises. From here: the rules 

those years wrote – scarcity, governance, the Hard Deck, the endgame. 

Some readers came for the story. Some came for the system. I built the book the way I 

build everything else: bones first, then the finish. The story is the bones. If you skip it, 

the rules that follow will read like accounting. If you stop here, you will know what 

happened to me and nothing about what I did with it – and I did not lose a country to 

end up as an anecdote. 

Without the why, the what is noise. My uncle had assets and no system; soldiers 

emptied his safe in an afternoon. I have spent fifty years making sure mine cannot be 

emptied in anyone’s afternoon. The next chapters are that system, one wall at a time. 

At the gate in Lisbon I said ‘Estou a caminho’ – on my way. I still am. Come with me the 

rest of the road. 
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CHAPTER 19: The Builder’s Eye: Safety, Scarcity, and the 
Sleeping Years 

Why We Pay Up for Scarcity 

If you’re sitting outside Canada reading the headlines, Toronto looks like a mess. ‘Condo 

market collapsing.’ ‘Investors underwater.’ ‘Projects canceled, developers bleeding.’ 

Most people see that and think: good, I’ll buy the bottom when it hits. That sounds 

clever until you actually look at what goes on sale in a panic. It’s never the best dirt. 

In every cycle, the first things to get marked down are the generic pieces: small investor 

boxes in commodity buildings, fringe locations that only made sense when money was 

free, projects that needed 80% pre-sales just to get funded. Those are the people now 

trying to dump assignments, walk from deposits, or hand the keys to the lender. 

The owners of true trophy coordinates – big lots on the right streets, walkable to the real 

economic magnets of a city – behave very differently. They don’t slash 25% off the price 

because five articles said ‘bubble.’ They simply stop answering calls. They refinance. 

They wait. 

So no, you do not get Yorkville, the Annex, or Dufferin Grove land at fifty cents on the 

dollar. You are lucky if you get the privilege of paying full price while everyone else is 

hiding under the table. 

Scarcity Has a Postmark 

Scarcity is not a headline. It has been the through line of this city since before most of its 

current residents were born. Eighty years later, the warning still stands, rewritten in 

rezoning delays, missing-middle shortfalls, and cranes that never seem to deliver 

enough. The shortage is not a cycle. It is a condition. 

A builder who has survived displacement does not buy the cheapest thing on the screen. 

He buys irreplaceable coordinates at a moment when the entire development machine is 

broken. That is what I do, and what I have taught partners who have come to think the 

same way. 

The headlines say crash. We see an air pocket. In Toronto, a high-rise tower is a five-

year promise. When a developer cancels a launch in 2025 – and they are cancelling 

them by the dozen – that building doesn’t vanish from today; it vanishes from the 

supply of 2029. By pausing construction now, the market is guaranteeing a violent 

shortage five years down the road. 
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That is the arbitrage. We are buying today’s fear to sell into tomorrow’s mathematical 

certainty. The coordinates are what survive the next two or three cycles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Toronto Telegram, July 29, 1944. The Municipality warns families not to come                   
because there is no housing accommodation available. 

The ‘Sleeping Years’ Strategy 

What makes this interesting is what happens between buying and selling. We don’t buy 

great dirt and then pray. We buy great dirt and then put it to work. 

While the condo market digests its hangover, Toronto itself is dealing with a completely 

different problem: not enough beds. Vacancy is structurally low. Universities don’t have 

enough student housing. The city is begging for more purpose-built rentals. 

During what I call the sleeping years – the period when the market is too shocked to 

build anything new – our assets are not asleep. We run high-yield, well-managed 

product: student and co-living on university-adjacent sites, furnished mid-term 

apartments for professionals on urban sites. The result: strong, steady cash flow; no 

forced sales; the development pipeline starves while our pipeline of rents stays full. 
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The Five-Level Moat 

We operate in the Missing Middle niche. Our competition is not the giant REITs; it is 

the small, local builder. This gives us an unfair advantage at five levels: 

1. The Capital Moat: Our competition borrows at hard-money rates and scrambles for 

draws. We deploy our own capital at secured rates. We are the bank. 

2. The Velocity Moat: They pay trades in 60 days. We pay on inspection day. We get 

the best crews; they get the leftovers. 

3. The Win/Win Arbitrage: Our client (the project) gets instant financing, allowing 

them to build faster. We (the fund) get instant yield. Speed creates margin for both 

sides. 

4. The Complexity Moat: Building a tower is engineering; building a multiplex in an 

old neighborhood is politics. Most small builders cannot navigate the variances and the 

acoustic engineering. We industrialized the complexity. 

5. The Governance Moat: They run on a founder’s instinct. We run on encoded 

governance – trustee-controlled, independently audited.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Day the Map Changed 

The Day the Map Changed | Page 74 

CHAPTER 20: The Governance Room 

(Rails That Don’t Move) 

I built 52 Chartwell for myself. But once you have built something worth real money, 

you learn a hard lesson fast: you cannot hold it in your own name. Your own name is a 

target – for lawsuits, for the taxman, for the mess that probate makes of a family when 

someone dies. So, I built what I call a governance room: a set of rules that hold the 

family’s assets steady no matter who is standing in the room on any given day. 

In Mozambique, the rules changed overnight, with soldiers and a green slip. In Canada, 

I did the opposite. I wrote the rules down, locked them in place, and made them 

impossible to change on a whim – including my own. 

I did not build this to raise money from strangers. I built it to protect my own family’s 

work. That is the whole point, and it changes everything about how it is designed. 

How it works, in plain words 

We don’t own things in our own names. The assets sit inside a partnership structure 

that holds the title. Income flows to the family. Liability stays walled off from any one 

person. If someone sues, they are suing a structure with rules, not a man with a house. 

The land is always protected first. Whatever capital goes into a project is secured 

against the land and the building itself – real property you can stand on, not a promise 

on paper. If a project ever failed, the asset would still be there. That is the floor, and I 

learned as a boy never to build on a floor I have not checked. 

Money is not allowed to sleep. Between projects, the family’s cash goes to work – 

lending short-term against construction we understand, earning while it waits, never 

sitting idle, and never risked at a size the family could not afford to lose. A builder’s 

money should behave like a builder: useful on every shift. 

Someone independent holds the reserve. We keep a reserve account, and it is controlled 

by a trustee, not by me. There is a simple rule: when the reserve is full, the family can 

take distributions. When it drops too low, everything stops – no payouts to anyone, 

including me – until it is filled back up. Nobody gets to override that in a good mood or 

a bad one. The rule is the rule. 

Who runs this when I am gone 

By the time you read this, it is not a one-man show, and that is by design. 

My son Alexandre, as Acting CEO of PCMnow, runs the building side – the streets, the 

houses, the projects, the growth. That is the part that makes things. 
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The money side is run by partners who think the way I was raised to think, with the 

trustee watching over all of it. Their job is not to be clever with the family’s capital. Their 

job is to follow the rules I wrote down: protect the land first, keep the reserve full, stop 

when it runs low, and never make an exception that isn’t already written into the 

documents. 

My own job now is smaller than it used to be, on purpose. I guard the rules. I do not run 

the calendar. If I disappeared tomorrow, nothing would fall apart, because the discipline 

does not live in my head anymore – it lives in the structure. 

That is the difference between my uncle’s safe and mine. His protection was a lock and a 

hope. Mine is a set of rules that outlives the man who wrote them. Soldiers emptied his 

in an afternoon. Nobody empties this in an afternoon – not a market panic, not a 

moment of family weakness, not any single hand, including mine. The rules don’t move. 

That was always the point. 
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CHAPTER 21: Position First, Optionality Always (How the 
Premium Exit Really Works) 

We never sell cap rates. We sell position – the kind of one-of-one coordinate you can’t 

reprint – and we monetize optionality the day we buy it. 

But we also stopped waiting for the exit to make money. With a disciplined 

construction-loan model, patience is not dead capital – it is working capital, earning a 

spread while the building completes. The floor earns. The ceiling lifts. Neither waits for 

the other. 

The Big Idea (in two lines) 

For the Flagship Assets (Equity): Income carries the land while we wait. When the 

window is right, we take the best bid from the best door. 

For the Treasury Cash (Debt): We don’t let capital sleep. We lend it into secured 

construction with a substantiated government take-out. We don’t guess the exit; we 

underwrite it before we wire the first dollar. 

The Three Doors (for the Equity Portfolio) 

Developer take-out (covered land logic). Income today buys time; when 

entitlements make skyline math undeniable, a developer pays for the future. 

Condominium sell-down (retail optionality). On select assets, when price-per-

foot rewards design, we pivot to retail sales. 

Portfolio premium (real estate investment trusts, funds, ultra-high-net-

worth platforms). Audit-ready, ESG-clean (environmental, social, governance), plug-

and-play operations trade at a pattern premium. 

■  The Fourth Door: Construction Lending 

The Substantiated Government Take-Out. For capital deployed into construction 

loans, we do not rely on a market sale. We lend against a pre-approved government-

backed refinance. The exit is substantiated before funding. 

Scarcity pays twice: once while you hold the position, again when the world realizes it 

cannot recreate what you already control. 
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CHAPTER 22: True North: The Hard Deck 

In my life, I have learned that the market lies, but the ledger does not. 

When a realtor tells you a building is worth $20 million because ‘replacement costs are 

compressing,’ that is an opinion. When a Quantity Surveyor tells you it costs $16 million 

to buy the land and pour the concrete, that is a fact. 

I do not value assets based on the mood of the market. I value them based on what I 

actually paid to put them in the ground. That is the Hard Deck. It is not a conservative 

accounting choice. It is a survival instinct from a boy whose family’s full safe became a 

green slip. 

The Hard Deck (Book Value = Cost) 

We carry our assets at Replacement Cost: the land and the hard construction – the dirt, 

the steel, the glass, and the labor – valued at what it would cost to put them there today, 

tracked against published land and construction-cost indices, never at what a hot 

market says they might fetch. 

We do not mark up the value just because we got a zoning approval. We do not inflate 

the price just because a neighbor sold high. We hold the value at cost until the day we 

sell or refinance. 

Why? Because cost is gravity. If the market crashes, it crashes down to the replacement 

cost. By booking our assets at the cost to build, we have already priced in the worst-case 

scenario. We don’t have ‘air’ in our balance sheet; we have inventory. 

The Discipline 

Amateurs get rich on spreadsheets by lowering the cap rate. Professionals get rich on the 

ground by controlling the cost. 

I live on the Hard Deck. Everything else – market signals, comparable transactions, 

institutional benchmarks – is context. The floor never moves. The ceiling can do 

whatever it likes. 
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PART V: LESSONS FROM PORTUGAL 

CHAPTER 23: Portugal, the Beautiful Trap 

Affection can be expensive. Portugal gave me food, light, and family; it also taught me 

what a court can do to a calendar. Two stories, one rule: live there, yes; invest there with 

your eyes open and your wallet shut. And most importantly: never run a treasury on 

hope. 

a) Madlobos Rent-a-Car: How to lose money with affection 

A friend-of-family story became a loan. I advanced €500,000 at 10% interest-only for 

ten years, secured by 25% of the company and mortgages over homes. Within a year the 

plan on paper became a showroom of leased Mercedes and Lexus, missing statements, 

and vanishing cash. Interest stopped after twelve months. I called the loan. 

The trap: courts called our loan a ‘shareholder loan’ because of the 25% security. Before 

we could act on the mortgages, the company entered protection and a restructuring 

order. Under that regime: no more interest, and up to eighteen years for principal 

repayment at the debtor’s convenience. 

b) Two cars and a judge 

Two of our cars were stolen. Insurance paid for one. The other, a nearly new Mercedes 

E350 Cabriolet, was recovered in Paris. A buyer had purchased it ‘in good faith.’ The 

French court let the buyer keep the car. We appealed in Portugal; the decision stood. I 

kept my paperwork; a stranger kept my car. 

I am not going to dress that up. It was not a tuition payment. It was a loss. The car was 

mine, the law was not, and no amount of retrospective wisdom makes the outcome fair. 

Some lessons do not come with a silver lining. They just come with a bill. 

That lesson fits on a napkin: hospitality is not the same as partner protection. One is a 

feeling. The other is a lien. 

What I changed because of Portugal 

I learned that a high yield is worthless if the principal is trapped in a polite court. This 

experience is exactly why I structure every capital deployment today the way I do. 
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Compare the Portugal experience to how I structure deployments in Canada: first-

position security, repayment from completed and stabilized buildings, interest pre-

funded into the reserve before the first draw. In Portugal, I waited for monthly checks 

that stopped coming. In Canada, the check is already in escrow before the shovel moves. 

The rule: separate where you live from where you deploy risk capital. Never rely on 

‘common sense’ in a jurisdiction; underwrite the process, not the pitch. If enforcement 

is slow or uncertain, don’t lend. Kindness is not diligence. Write the rule down before 

you wire. 

That is why I deploy risk capital only in Canada today, only in first position, and only 

against assets I built or understand down to the last inspection. Affection is not a lien. I 

learned that the expensive way. 
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CHAPTER 24: Live Where You Love, Build Where You’re 
Respected 

I split the map. Live where your nervous system relaxes. Build, and lend, where the rules 

respect work. 

For me: Cascais to live; Toronto and Old Oakville – and sometimes Georgia – to build. 

Georgia is investment grade, home to our FoxyHome.ge buying office, and a market we 

watch as a future investment hub in its own right. That split kept us happy and solvent. 

People ask if this system works outside Toronto. In Europe, if you drive 20 kilometers, 

the language changes, the law changes, and the way a bricklayer thinks changes. North 

America is different. From Toronto to Chicago, from Oakville to Austin, a 2x4 is a 2x4. 

Common Law is Common Law. The shortage of Missing Middle housing is identical. 

Our system is not a ‘Toronto trick.’ It is a manufacturing process. Because the inputs are 

homogeneous across the continent, the factory is portable. 

Four tests I now apply before committing capital: 

1. Does the jurisdiction prize speed and clarity over ritual? 

2. Do small promises keep their dates? 

3. Do courts price time honestly? 

4. Am I confusing hospitality with accountability? 

If a market passes those tests, it rewards you twice – on equity (optionality, developer 

bids, platform buyers) and on debt (high-velocity lending with government-backed 

exits). 

If a market fails these tests, it’s a postcard. Visit often; don’t deploy. 

I’ll take my family to Portugal for sardines and sunsets. But I’ll keep the construction 

lending in Canada, in first position, against assets I built myself. That is not a 

preference. That is a rule. 
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CHAPTER 25: The Endgame – The Patient Hand 

In Mozambique, I learned that a safe full of gold is only as good as the system that 

protects it. In Canada, I realized that a premium exit is only as good as the machine 

that replaces the capital. 

For years, I talked about the ‘Three Doors’ of optionality – Developer, Retail, and 

Portfolio. But as the platform evolved from a builder’s method into a permanent capital 

structure, a fourth principle emerged: design the system so that capital returns early, 

and the most irreplaceable positions are held indefinitely. 

The Design Principle: Return Capital Early 

The governing idea is simple: sequence exits so that invested capital comes back first, 

and the long-term holds become free optionality. Return the capital early, and patience 

becomes an asset rather than a cost. 

Early exits: Stabilized assets are sold into the liquid retail market when the window is right. 

The proceeds, combined with accumulated income, are designed to return the original capital 

basis. 

The Principle: Once the original capital is returned, every dollar that follows is surplus. The 

system is designed to reach that point as early as the asset cycle allows. 

Why it matters: A system that returns capital early turns patience from a cost into an asset. 

The long-term holds become free options on irreplaceable coordinates. 

The Long Hold: Positions You Never Sell 

Some assets are not meant to be sold. The most irreplaceable coordinates – the ones where 

supply can never be recreated – are designed to be held permanently, generating income across 

multiple layers while the land itself compounds in value. 

The preferred exit for these positions is not a sale – it is a structure that retains 

ownership of the land while monetizing the air above it. The goal is perpetual income on 

zero remaining capital. The geometry changes; the asset stays. 

1. The Ground Lease: Escalating land income. 

2. Student Rents: Demand that never disappears. 
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3. Inflation-Linked Income: Payments that grow with the cost of building. 

The Kill-Switch: Protecting the Patient Hand 

A system is only as strong as its weakest hand. This is why the Hard Deck is encoded as 

more than a cost floor – it is a governance mechanism: if the asset falls below 

replacement cost in any scenario, the structure requires an exit rather than a defense. 

No hero moves. No averaging down. Just the rule. 

Why We Are Not Forced Sellers 

In Mozambique, soldiers emptied my uncle’s safe and handed him a green slip. That was 

a regime change. In Weimar Germany, a wheelbarrow of marks could not buy bread. In 

1930s America, families who owned buildings free and clear watched leveraged 

landlords lose everything – not because shelter stopped being needed, but because debt 

was called faster than rent could cover it. 

The lesson across every one of these episodes is the same: in systemic monetary stress, 

asset destruction is rarely caused by loss of utility. It is caused by forced liquidation. 

• Tenants default. 

• Landlords cannot service short-term bank debt. 

• Construction lenders pull funding mid-build. 

• Assets are sold below intrinsic value to satisfy external leverage. 

• Equity is wiped not because the asset failed – but because the capital stack failed. 

The structural advantage of building this way is not the absence of leverage. It is the 

control and sequencing of leverage. 

During construction – the highest-risk phase in real estate – the system is designed so 

that no external lender can pull the plug mid-build. Self-finance the riskiest phase; use 

government-backed exits for completed buildings. That sequence eliminates the most 

common cause of project failure: the capital stack collapsing before the building 

finishes. 

In a 1930s-style deflation or a 2008-on-steroids credit freeze, bank-financed projects 

stall and collapse. Self-financed projects complete. Completion alone creates survival. 
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Once construction completes and a building stabilizes, the exit is a government-backed 

refinance – not a market sale. That mortgage sits on the completed building, not on the 

platform. The core equity positions carry no external leverage. Nothing to foreclose. 

The principle is straightforward: self-finance the riskiest phase, use government-backed 

exits for completed buildings, and carry zero leverage on the positions you intend to 

hold permanently. That is a fundamentally different risk profile than borrowing from a 

bank and hoping markets cooperate. 

The long-hold structure makes this argument generational. Urban land in a supply-

constrained city is the one asset class that survives every currency reset, every credit 

cycle, every political system I have observed in fifty years. You do not trade it. You 

encode it into a structure that outlives the founder and serves the family. 

Historically, in every major currency collapse, highly leveraged buildings failed. Prime 

land survived. Unencumbered land compounded post-crisis. That is not theory. That is 

recorded financial history. It is the structure by which aristocratic European land capital 

survived centuries of wars, revolutions, and currency resets. 

Real estate is not gold. Gold has zero counterparty risk, no tenants, no maintenance. 

Urban land has operating friction, political risk, and tenant risk. But unencumbered 

urban land in a supply-constrained city behaves more like productive farmland than like 

paper assets. During crisis, yield compresses and growth stalls. But if liquidation is 

avoided, replacement cost eventually reasserts, construction halts, supply shrinks, and 

demand returns before supply does. Prime land reprices violently. 

The pattern is consistent: 1930s America, post-war Europe, Weimar Germany, Latin 

American currency resets, cash buyers in the post-2008 distress. Leverage destroys. 

Necessity preserves. Unleveraged necessity recovers first. 

This is not a collapse prediction. It is defensive architecture: we structure capital so that if 

collapse comes, forced liquidation does not occur. We do not optimize for peak IRR. We 

optimize for survivability across regimes. That is family-office thinking. That is why the system 

was built this way. 

The Transition: From Founder to Factory 
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Finally, this system was built to survive its inventor. I spent decades paying the tuition 

so that the rules could be written in ink, not memory. My son Alexandre leads the build 

and operations arm. Partners who think the way I was raised to think run the capital 

side. My role is now narrower by design: I protect the rules and the rail, not the 

calendar. If I disappeared tomorrow, the machine keeps running. That is what it was 

always supposed to do. 

I am no longer the operator of a calendar; I am the steward of the rules. The machine runs on 

code, not charisma. 
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EPILOGUE: THE SOVEREIGN HORIZON 

As I look back on the map that changed my life – from being forced out of Lourenço 

Marques to the last great coordinates of Toronto, Portugal, and Georgia – the through 

line is not ambition. It is the refusal to build on a floor I have not checked myself. 

The system I built is not an idea. It is encoded governance: cash first, pride later, with 

timelines enforced by documents and not by personalities. Every rule in it came from a 

scar. Every scar came from a moment where someone trusted the speech instead of the 

lien. 

For our family, this platform is a sovereign instrument – designed to hold wealth across 

generations without depending on any single institution, government, or market cycle to 

behave. We have seen what happens when they don’t. We built accordingly. 

Underneath all the structure sits one simple test I care about more than any stress 

model: does the cash coming out of the buildings comfortably cover the obligations 

going out? If yes, hold. If no, fix it before the market notices. That is the whole system in 

two sentences. 

The work in this book was about how we got here: the exile, the factory scars, the 

construction systems, the discipline that came from losing everything and rebuilding 

from zero. If you want to see how the rules become structure, the other books in this 

series open the hood. But this book is the one that matters most – because without the 

why, the what is just paperwork. 

This epilogue is simply the bridge between the two: from story to structure; from a boy 

pushed out of Mozambique to a man who decided his family would never again be at the 

mercy of other people’s maps; from surviving regimes to building a private, sovereign 

one of our own – with rules carved in advance, in ink we can live with. 

If, after reading this book, you still think it’s all snake oil, that’s fine. Close it, walk away, 

and find a better trick. 

If, on the other hand, you recognize your own scars in these pages, then you already 

understand the core idea: sovereignty is not a slogan; it is a set of rules you are willing to 

obey even when nobody is watching. 

This system is mine. You are welcome to judge it, test it, and decide whether the logic 

holds. If it does, you already know where to find me. If it doesn’t, go build your own. I 

have always respected people who know their own mind. 
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The operating rules implied in this book are formally codified in The Jardino Logic, 

which governs all subsequent works. 

 

Carlos Jardino, December 2025, updated July 2026 
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THE FORK IN THE ROAD 

(A Reader’s Guide to What Comes Next) 

Luck is not a plan; resilience must be encoded. 

The same spine that made factories breathe and houses arrive on time has to live in the 

finance as well. The platform I built alongside like-minded partners runs construction 

loans the same way I run a build: one priority signal, earned draws, hard buffers, and no 

external lender who can pull the plug mid-pour. 

The rules that now govern this platform are not in my memory. They are encoded in 

covenants, enforced by structure, and documented for anyone who wants to read them – 

not because I am selling something, but because a rule that lives only in the founder’s 

head dies with the founder. I have seen too many safes emptied to leave it that way. 

Leadership – encoded, not improvised 

Today the platform has two visible hands and one invisible spine. 

My son Alexandre, Acting CEO of PCMnow, leads our build and operations arm. His job 

is position and execution: taking the method you’ve just read and turning it into new 

streets, buildings, and partnerships without bending the rules. He leads growth, 

expansion, and the execution of the Missing Middle projects. His mandate is simple: 

keep quality non-negotiable, keep dates beside promises, and keep the system teachable 

to the next person in line. 

Partners who think the way I was raised to think manage the capital side: deployment, 

compliance, reporting. They are not named here because this book is not about them. It 

is about the rules. The rules are what protect everyone, including the partners. 

My role is now narrower by design: I protect the rules and the rail, not the calendar. If I 

disappeared tomorrow, Alexandre, the fund manager, and the trustee could keep the 

system breathing because the governance is encoded in contracts, not in a founder’s 

instinct. 

This book is the manual; the system is the defense. 

 

 

Now, you have a choice. The map has changed. Here is how to read what 

comes next. 
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First: The Jardino Logic (The Rules) 

You have just read where every rule came from. Now read the rules themselves, stripped of 

story, encoded for governance. The Jardino Logic is the spine. Everything that follows is built on 

it. 

For Those Who Think the Way I Was Raised to Think 

If you recognized your own scars in these pages – if the boy at Ressano Garcia made 

sense to you, if the Hard Deck feels like common sense and not accounting jargon – then 

the other books in this series are written for you. They open the hood without selling you 

the car. 

If you want to go further: the other books are listed below. Everything else can be found 

at www.CarlosJardino.com. 

The Corner Enclave (For the Homeowner) 

If you are a homeowner who looks at their empty nest and sees a liability, and you want to 

replicate what we did at 52 Chartwell Road, this is the blueprint. 

Missing Middle, No BS (For Joe & Maria Homeowners) 

Don’t leave the neighborhood you love. Turn your property into six new homes, move into 

one, and let the rest pay for everything. That is the Joe & Maria model. 

Joe and Maria should not have to sell the house, leave the street, and watch someone else take 

the upside. The point of the model is simple: keep them in the neighborhood, protect the family 

asset, build the new homes properly, and let the value under their feet finally work for them. 

This book is not where I explain every clause of that arrangement. It is where I explain why the 

arrangement exists. If you are Joe and Maria – or the adult children of Joe and Maria – the right 

questions are simple: Can we stay? Do we share the upside? Who carries the construction risk? 

What happens if costs rise? What do the children inherit? What is written down? What can go 

wrong? 

Seven questions, seven straight answers. 

Nothing below is an offer, and nothing below replaces the documents you would sign – the paper 

always governs, and I insist you read that paper with your own lawyer. But you should not have 

to buy a book to get straight answers to the seven questions that matter. Here they are. 

Can we stay? Yes. That is not a feature of the model; it is the reason the model exists. You 

move into one of the new homes on your own land, on your own street. If an arrangement 

requires you to leave the neighborhood, it is not this arrangement. 

Do we share the upside? Yes – by a formula fixed in writing before anything is signed, not 

negotiated after the building is up. Your land is your contribution, and it earns like a 

contribution, not like a favor. 

http://www.carlosjardino.com/
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Who carries the construction risk? We do. The build runs under a fixed-price contract, and my 

company signs it. You are a partner, not a developer, and you are never the one holding the tools 

or the overruns. 

What happens if costs rise? The same answer, because it deserves its own line: the price is 

fixed by contract before a shovel moves. If concrete gets more expensive, that is my problem. 

Your position does not change because the weather changed. I have some experience with 

weather. 

What do the children inherit? Your family's interest in the partnership – a share of a 

completed, income-producing building standing on the family's land – instead of one aging 

house and a property-tax bill. The structure is built to pass down, not to be unwound. 

What is written down? Everything that matters: the partnership agreement, the fixed-price 

construction contract, the warranty, the formula. In my world, a promise without a signature and 

a date does not exist. Yours should live by the same rule – which is why the first thing we hand 

you is paper, not a pitch. 

What can go wrong? I will not tell you nothing, because that would be a sales brochure and this 

is a ledger. Construction can be delayed. Markets move. People pass away – the structure is 

designed to survive that, on both sides of the table. What the design does not permit is the 

disaster you are actually afraid of: your family being asked to write a cheque for a construction 

problem, or being pushed out of the arrangement because the build got hard. Those risks sit with 

us, on purpose, in writing. Ask us to show you where. We will point to the clause, not to our 

reputation. 

If you own a standard house on a good street and you’re thinking about becoming a developer on 

your own, stop. Before you sign a loan or hire an architect, read Missing Middle, No BS, and a 

Safer Path for Your Home. If this book is the hopeful version, that one is the unfiltered version: 

the shoring bills, the 3 a.m. wakeups, the permit traps, the financing mistakes, and the 

$5,000,000 we burned learning what not to do. 

A note on this copy: we give this book away, free, to qualifying homeowners. Qualifying is 

simple – if you own your house, on its own lot, on a street in a neighborhood where the city now 

allows multiple homes on one property, you qualify. If you are reading a copy we gave you, you 

already do. The next step costs nothing either: ask us what your exact lot can hold, and we will 

put the answer on one page, in writing. 

The Builder Manual (For the Operator): The standard build and finish specification. 

Same frozen envelope every time. China and Georgia container packages. A structural 

kit that arrives numbered and assembles without field improvisation. One local front 

elevation per address. The other three sides standardized, cost-efficient, permanent. 

Bones built once to condo standard. Finish staged – rental grade now, premium upgrade 

later without ever opening a wall. If you want to see how the houses actually get built, 

this is the manual. Written for the people on the ground, not the people in the 

boardroom. Cash first. Pride later. Build the bones once. The Builder Manual is an 



The Day the Map Changed 

The Day the Map Changed | Page 90 

internal document. It is not for sale; it is available only to our team and to future 

licensees of the model. 

The Ten-Year Industry-First Full Warranty 

An industry first: one full warranty, ten years, from the underside of the footing to the 

tip of the roof. Not the statutory minimum stitched together in fine print – everything 

we build, covered as one piece. That is how confident we are in the quality of our work. 
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SPECIAL THANKS 

This book was carried by more hands than mine. If I have kept my short promises, it is 

because of you. 

Family 

Alexandra – your steadiness made ambition livable. To our children and our extended 

family – Odete, Estela (Mainha), Augusto (Painho), and the memory of Mina and Zé – 

thank you for the values that traveled better than furniture. And to Simeon, ‘My Man,’ 

whose bell still reminds me what respect sounds like. 

Teachers & early allies 

At ASEA/ABB: Hans Henning Hjort, Lars Nilsson, Jan-Olof ‘Joppen’ – thank you for 

the Swedish common sense that became my system. To Gunnar Hallström, Central 

Planning Manager, Västerås – your lessons on cadence and clarity made the floor 

breathe. To the teams in Pretoria, Lisbon, Västerås, Guelph, and Ludvika – your floors 

breathed because your calendars told the truth. 

Colleagues & companies 

The people of PCM, FoxyHome, and FoxySuites – thank you for turning rules on a wall 

into keys in a hand. To Volker Müller and the German engineering tradition that taught 

me what ‘finished’ actually means. 

City builders 

In Toronto, the city leaders and municipal teams who put dates beside promises – thank 

you for making policy a floor plan and not a speech. 

Friends, Clients & Partners 

Rob and Denise Nella, Jorge and Carmen Sardina, David (Bud) Johnson and Laurie 

Simpson, Dan and Jill Devlin, Roderic and Rita Prat, Peter and Lucia Cook, and many 

more – too many to mention – thank you for trust that behaved like friendship and 

friendship that behaved like trust. 
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Finance & governance partners 

Anna Balinsky and Sebastian Rusin of KPMG, Irvin Schein and Andrea Rush of Blaney, 

thank you for steady counsel and discipline without noise. 
 

 

Trades & neighbors 

To Victor Rebelo, Paulo Oliveira, Alexandre Kelati, José (Joe ‘the Plumber’) Miguel, 

Darek Krowiak, Augusto ‘the Painter’, Penco Drywall, Salome and Nika, Claudio 

Fernandes (VESCOM), and the many, many crews who kept rhythm on sites – and to 

neighbors who judged us by Friday-noon letters and clean perimeters, ‘obrigado.’ 

Craft & cover 

Anthony Hall (author photo) and Robert Duncan (cover design) – thank you for helping 

the outside match the inside. 

 

Any errors or exaggerations are mine alone. The good parts belong to the people 

named above. 

The map will change again.  

Build so well that when it does, you don’t have to. 
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THE LEDGER, ILLUSTRATED. 
The story of this book in a few frames. 
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