CHAPTER 1

The Folder Nobody Wanted

Dana Reyes had been a program lead for exactly nine minutes when

she was handed a project that was already late.

It was a Monday, a little after eight, and Helen Marsh, the vice
president of operations at Alder & Finch, did not waste words.
“Project Lantern is yours as of today,” she said. “Graham has moved
to supply chain. The returns portal launches in forty-two days. The
holiday surge starts the week after that. If the portal is not live, we
process returns by hand, and last year that meant ninety agents

with spreadsheets and a lot of apologies.”

Alder & Finch sold cookware, bedding and the kind of candles that
smell like a forest that has never had a mosquito. Customers sent
back about one order in seven. Lantern was meant to replace a
tangle of emails, paper slips and phone calls with a single page
where a customer could start a return, print a label and track a

refund. It had been “nearly done” for four months.
“Can we make it?” Helen asked.

Dana heard her own voice answer before she had decided anything.
“We’ll make it.”

Helen studied her for a moment. “I need to know by Friday whether

that’s true. Not hope. Know.”
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Then she was gone, and Dana was alone in a glass meeting room
with - a laptop and a  shared folder  named
LANTERN_FINAL v7 REAL.

What was in the folder

It held a project tracker, a schedule, forty-one meeting notes, three
slide decks that disagreed with each other, and a handoff note from
Graham Pruitt that was kind, tired and eleven lines long. The last

line read: “Most of it is on track. Good luck, you’ll be great.”
The tracker had 212 open items.

Dana scrolled. Some entries were serious: connect the portal to the
refund system, finish the shipping-label integration, test the mobile
layout. Others were strange. Someone wanted a dark-mode setting.
Someone else wanted the portal to remember a customer’s favorite
return reason. One line, added in March, said only “think about
chatbot?”

She felt the old familiar surge, the one that had carried her through
nine years of deadlines. It said: start. Open the first item, fix it, open
the second. Work until it is done. She had always been the person

who simply handled things.

So she handled things. She answered sixty-one emails. She approved
a font change. She renamed files so they sorted properly, a small act
of order in a messy folder, and it felt wonderful. She closed
twenty-three tracker items before dinner, and she stopped only

because the cleaners turned off the lights.
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At 9:40 that night, sitting in her car in her own driveway, she tried
to answer the only question that mattered. Was the project in better
shape than it had been at eight o’clock?

She had no idea. She had been busy for thirteen hours and could not

say whether the launch date had moved one inch closer.

The three traps of day one

Almost everyone who inherits a troubled deadline falls into the

same three holes. Dana found all of them before lunch.

The hero reflex. Under pressure, many of us say yes before we
have looked. “We’ll make it” is a promise made with no information
behind it. It feels brave and it works like a loan with a terrible
interest rate, because you will pay it back later, in public, with a
worse conversation. A deadline you have promised without

checking is a debt, not a plan.

Small-task sugar. Closing easy items gives a quick hit of progress.
Each check mark is real, and each one tells your brain that things
are improving. But the easy items are rarely the ones holding up the
launch. Dana closed twenty-three tracker lines, and not one of them
was on the path that decided whether Lantern shipped. She had
cleaned the kitchen while the roof leaked.

The long-hours bet. The third trap is quieter. It sounds like, “T’ll
just put in more time.” There is a place for a short sprint, and later
in this book Dana will use one. But more hours as a default strategy
is a bad wager. A large joint study by the World Health Organization

and the International Labour Organization, published in 2021,
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estimated that people working 55 hours or more a week faced about
a 35 percent higher risk of stroke and a 17 percent higher risk of
dying from ischemic heart disease than people working 35 to 40
hours. That research tracked long working weeks sustained over
years, not one hard month, so it does not mean a single push will
hurt you. It does mean that “work more” cannot be your answer to
every deadline. A plan that only works if you stop sleeping is not a

plan.

All three traps share a root. They start motion before they establish

position. You cannot navigate from a point you cannot name.

The neighbor with the clipboard

Dana’s neighbor, Ines Calloway, was watering tomato plants in the
dusk when Dana’s car pulled in. Ines was seventy-one and had
spent thirty years as a supervisor in an air-traffic control tower
before retiring. She believed that most problems were scheduling

problems wearing a disguise.
“You look like someone who is circling,” Ines said.

Dana explained the day: the folder, the date, the promise she had
made. She was braced for advice. Ines did not give any. She asked

questions.

“When a controller takes over a sector, what is the first thing she

does?”

“I have no idea. Talk to the pilots?”
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“She looks at the screen. All of it. Every plane, where it is, where it is
headed, how much fuel it has. She does not talk to a single pilot
until she can see the whole picture. If she starts steering before she

sees, she will steer one plane straight into another.”
“I can’t just stare at a tracker for a day.”

“You have been staring at it for thirteen hours,” Ines said gently.
“You were looking at the wrong thing. You were looking at one

plane at a time.”

That was the moment Dana understood what her day had lacked. It
had no overview and no honest count. She had never asked what
the entire situation looked like, because looking felt like doing
nothing, and she had never in her life been comfortable doing

nothing.

Look before you move

The first twenty-four hours of a rescued project have one job: to
turn a feeling into a picture. Panic is a feeling. A list is a picture.
Until you have the picture, every decision is a guess made in a

hurry.
Here are the rules Dana wrote on a sticky note that night.

Make no promises until you can see the whole load. Helen had
asked for an answer by Friday, which gave Dana four days. She
decided to spend the first of them on finding out where things
stood. If Helen pushed for a number sooner, the honest answer was

“T'll have one by Friday, and I'll show you how I got it.”



