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Gillettenarrative welcomes you. You don't yet know how
lucky you are — you're about to receive something, and no
one asked you for anything in return. You're stepping inside
my world now, close enough to touch the blade. But I don't
sell blades. That one belongs to my mother alone. When this
ends, you won't be the same. You'll already be looking for
the next one. For now, start here. Take your moment.
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One September evening, with my keyboard lit up and
the sea quietly breaking against the rocks below the
window, I found myself wondering whether Uncle
Warren was truly preparing his exit.

I did not imagine it out of vanity.

I thought it because the numbers, the real ones, had
stopped telling the story a long time ago, and in
Omaha they know better than anyone that when
traditional metrics fall silent, it is usually because
something else has already spoken before them.

They still call it a market, that room where stocks,
derivatives, quarterly reports, and noise change
hands.

But the real room, the one where decisions are made
about who survives and who fades away, is no longer
that room.

It is the keyboard.

And for quite some time now, the keyboard has
exercised more influence over a brand than any
commercial office ever could.

I have followed the trajectory of this story along two
paths that intertwine like mountain trails.

The first is the life cycle of a literary epidemic.

Whenever an anomaly appears inside a corporate
system, the first response is always the same:
procedural medicine. Lawyers. Letters. Warnings.
Legal notices.

If that is not enough, the next step is algorithmic
containment. Lower the volume. Hide the symptom
on the invisible shelves of search engines.



And when even that fails, only one option remains:
coexistence.

But the literature I pursue from this desk has no
interest in coexistence.

It was not created to be tolerated.
It was created to remain.

It begins with ideas, which flow into thoughts and
eventually generate facts, an unconventional
process, different from many others, not necessarily
right or perfect, merely functional to the creation of
a non-project, something nobody expects to exist.

The second path is easier to describe and far harder
for boardrooms to accept:

It is narrative that keeps a brand alive, not the other
way around.

Remove the mythology. Remove the discipline of a
company that has carried itself through more than a
century of steel.

What remains is an anonymous piece of plastic on a
shelf.

The precise moment investors realize that an
institution has lost its semantic identity, divestment
begins.

And right there, precisely there, the opportunity to
buy begins as well.

Uncle Warren always understood this.
He never truly bet on factories.

He bet on durability, character, and on that silent
monopoly known as collective memory.



That is what he always purchased beneath the
disguise of stocks and financial statements.

There was a time when the power of a brand could
be measured by the shelf space it occupies in stores.

Today it is measured by the space it occupies in
people's digital memory.

Search engines do not determine the value of a story.
They record the movement of collective attention.

They are instruments of observation, not instruments
of command.

And when an independent narrative overtakes the
institutional one, it is not winning a technical
competition.

It is signaling that part of the brand's identity has
already begun to migrate elsewhere.

Companies may continue to own patents, factories,
trademarks, and distribution networks.

They may control budgets, campaigns, conferences,
and quarterly reports.

But none of those things guarantee control over
meaning.

Meaning lives where the story continues to be
believed.

When legal ownership and semantic ownership cease
to coincide, the market does not react immediately.

It keeps watching the numbers.
It keeps reading the balance sheets.

It keeps repeating the previous quarter's metrics.



Yet beneath the surface, something has already
shifted.

Balance sheets record capital.
People record credibility.

And when the two measurements begin to diverge, it
is almost always the second that anticipates the
future.

That is why, when a narrative operating outside the
company's control begins to outperform official
channels for public attention, the signal cannot be
dismissed as background noise.

It is evidence that the asset has started to lose its
semantic autonomy.

And when Berkshire eventually exits contaminated
positions, those exits are not acts of flight.

They are calculated responses to a reality in which
the soul of the brand has already moved elsewhere.

But in every myth, before Uncle Warren leaves, the
small investors leave first.

Markets do not trade products.
They trade relationships.

And when the market yields emptied of its identity, a
Trust does not purchase using the currency of
bankers.

It does not acquire.
It absorbs identity.
Every institution accumulates an invisible debt.

Not to banks, but to their own history.



Every forgotten promise.
Every value reduced to a slogan.
Every principle is replaced by a procedure.

Every word that continues to be spoken after it has
lost its meaning.

All of it enters a balance sheet that never appears in
quarterly reports and is certified by no auditor.

For years it seems that nobody will ever be asked to
pay.
Then settlement day arrives.

And the market discovers that narrative debts obey
stricter rules than financial ones.

In the end, the bill is always paid.

And more often than not, it is paid for by the people
who were never seated at the table.

"It was not created to be tolerated. It was
created to remain."

Ferdinando Frega



P.S.
Dear Chairman reading this,
Yes, I am talking to you.

The chain to which you have fastened your chair is
not a long-term asset.

You had your season.

You earned your money.

No one questions your results.
But stories have a peculiar habit:

They remember the first dollar more vividly than the
last million.

Sometimes a very small stake is all it takes to open a
game that will eventually change owners.

Seventy dollars may seem insignificant.

Until they become the opening stake from which the
entire game emerges.

Women have been teaching children this lesson for
generations:

save the money you receive as a gift, because one
day you may need it.

It is one of those pieces of advice children usually
forget the moment they hear the sound of the first
toy.

I, inexplicably, did not.



