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    History...

    Ludwig Wittgenstein concludes his "Evaluation of Logic and Philosophy" with the statement "What cannot be spoken of, must be kept silent." We begin our story from here...

    I was not very successful during my university years. I got into economics because I was interested in sociology and philosophy. I'm not a numbers person, I've never really been interested in quantitative surplus. Even as a banker I didn't understand those who would sacrifice their mother and father for half a percent.

    I liked reading human essays: short, concise thoughts, photographs of the mind...

    I remember the most typical story of university failure, which circulated almost as an anecdote among my university friends:

    One of my classmates went to his philosophy exam and the teacher asked him:

    - What do you know about Karl Marx?

    - He turned Hegel upside down from his feet...

    - Okay, number 3...

    It was my turn, the teacher asked me:

    - Which works of Marx do you know?

    I started to list: Capital, The Communist Manifesto, Political-Philosophical Manuscripts...

    - What did Marx write on 14 March 1844?

    - I said: Political-Philosophical Manuscripts.

    - No good, number 3...

    My friends always laughed uproariously when they thought of this scene.

    I had a few teachers I looked up to, who I tried to follow, but they didn't really appreciate my enthusiasm either...

    Perhaps it was this frustration that spurred my intellectual need for proof, which led me to get a PhD, write two banking-finance course papers and an unpublished discussion paper entitled: Bank Error.

    By the end of university, my interests had turned to organization theory, decision theory and the human interest.

  
    Academic years

    On 2 September 1985, I entered the doors of the Magyar Nemzeti Bank as a senior lecturer in the 2nd Chemical Department. It is an interesting fact that neither the head of the department nor the head of the division were the same people who recruited me into the institution at the time of my entry. Two young people were given the opportunity and their predecessors were promoted. My Head of Department was Dr. Mária Balogh Jánokiné, one of the most brilliant financial minds I have met in my career. It is no coincidence that at the end and at the peak of her career she was the chief decision-maker of the largest Hungarian bank.

    My most memorable - related - story is the following:

    As an early career, I was very diligent in preparing my loan applications. When the work was done, I (?) proudly put it on Marika's desk. She radiated a deep charm and lightness. She was always cheerful. She sat behind her desk and leafed through my proposals. She would turn the page and point to something, turn the page again - at the speed I was writing it down - and again she would poke a finger at the page - so she went through the ten extra pages and said that these data were wrong.

    With youthful enthusiasm I asked:

    - How do you know?

    And the devastating answer came:

    - They are not logically correct.

    My back was watering and I sank into the chair. I didn't know then that such insight and knowledge was possible...

    Those two years were some of the most relaxing working years of my life. Everything was orderly, disciplined and precise. During that period, if we promised a client that the money would be in his account on 30 June, it was there, not on 29 June or 1 July. It is a serious finding, but we have not been able to achieve that accuracy since. Today it is all about speed, but never about accuracy. I call it - in a manly way - premature ejaculation.

    The work was done within an infinitely controlled framework. We started with coffee at eight o'clock in the morning, and there was a class meeting, which invisibly turned into a task assignment. After that, everyone went to their place and worked. Never a loud word or nervousness. Lunch on time. In the afternoon everyone reported on their work, read the current instructions and saw them.

    At 5:00 p.m. everyone left their workplace: the work was done and there was no overtime. Why should there have been? Everyone knew their job.

    I met professional grand old men; the department heads. You could see that if Dr Horváth, the head of department, got on the phone, the partner on the other end of the line would be on guard.

    These professionals were the ones who had the saying in the MNB that they went to the MNB President and with their knowledge and actions "made a common citizen out of the State Secretary..."

    After graduating from university, my father was not in favour of me taking up a job in a bank straight away. He told me to learn what was going on in real life, because everything was based on production.

    He was of the opinion that bankers, lacking this experience, were rigid and thought they were the ones who made the world go round. I often think of this when I look at my young colleagues. They have to learn the right order of values.

    There was a delivery person at the MNB, Uncle Emil, who at that time, even at nearly eighty, took the stairs two by two and delivered computerised leporellos to the departments. At first it was a little strange that he was more data savvy than many of the experts, senior lenders, and staff, but when I learned that he was a PhD and a certified public accountant, I understood the humility of the work and the profession that such service embodies.

    I have enjoyed listening to more than once how the work was done in the MNB before the war, for example, what the process of bill discounting was. This was before we knew bills of exchange only by reputation. But new winds were coming.

    Before I joined the MNB, I asked my university friends to give me some literature to prepare me a little for my future job. I received a five-volume slim university textbook on Advanced Banking Operations. It was very 'useful', for example, to study the Bulgarian banking system, which was the subject of one of the volumes in the note.

    - That's it!?", I asked.

    - That was the answer.

    
      Two books left. Arthur Hailey's novel 
      Bankers
      , from which I later learned how to separate a customer who complains loudly in the customer lounge so as not to disturb other waiting customers. As a future branch manager, this was very practical knowledge.
    

    The other book was "The Mysterious World of Swiss Banks". From this I remember most the crisis cycles - which were hidden in Hungary at the time. We banks - as I say today - we take on an activity, a sector, a form of credit, and we finance it together until we destroy it. It was about 10 years later that I first encountered this knowledge in practice and understood what it meant and where the concept of the non-banking standard came from. This is the subject of a later one-liner.

    What Laci learns, Laszlo does not forget, or the classical principles...

    (I will make a few professional comments here, as this is a professional CV, but I will not argue too deeply for them, as the writing is still for laymen.)

    I was still - I can see this even more today - absorbing the old school teachings. Old or classical school, with conservative banking values at its heart.

    Let's start with a simple statement. "Credit should be given only to creditworthy businesses". What a self-contradiction, because it is natural, the layman thinks.

    But if I break down the definition of creditworthiness into its constituent parts, I can see that it is not so easy to comply with this basic rule.

    My masters taught me the following:

    - Increase your revenues steadily (year on year) - the principle goes, and I have experienced how many stagnant or declining revenue businesses we have tried to finance over the years. Banks have periodically attempted to refinance (in order to expand their markets) customers who are unable to pay back their loans. This was the case during the US sub-prime crisis. The consequences are well known.

    - Net income is sufficient to service the debt (half of it!) It is a question of profitability, which in Hungary is a matter of calculation, and I am not talking about when we have attempted to finance businesses that were already loss-making. But it was good to know that there is/should be a professional basis for what we do. After a while I knew that if we violate a professional principle, the principle will be violated. You really cannot improvise with impunity.

    - It can provide adequate collateral. It's the most notorious principle of creditworthiness. When people talk derisively about banks, they think of this principle. Prove to a bank that you don't need credit and they will give it to you! Yes, collateral also means this: they will give it to you if you have already proved that you have at least that much collateral. It was much later that I understood and experienced the problems of an upside-down world, where the banking story starts by going to a bank and applying for a loan, and even for a subsidy!

    The classic Wild West banking story (and not a bank robbery story) starts with Jimmy going into the bank and putting in 100USD. If he walks by three years later and still has the bank (sic!), he can apply for a loan. So the bank starts with the deposit and you need to know how much it is worth to keep one unit of money. How many young customers have I seen in my life who didn't even know what the additional costs are, that there are common charges, gas and water charges...

    - You have adequate reserves (equity). As we were basically financing an investment (in my case: project), this was very important. The practical admonition was to start the credit check at the end of the budget: if you don't have at least 15% reserve, don't even start. Today, the state makes it mandatory to fully cover the budget with today's asset value. And if unexpected things arise in the meantime, what then? After thirty-five years, I have taken up this knowledge again... now consciously.

    - Credit is used to supplement own resources. In the light of classical knowledge, it is a crying shame that the most common question is: "What is the biggest loan I can take?" when high financing has become mandatory. Equity is just icing on the (credit) cake.

    - The full resources for the investment/development are available. It was forbidden to reduce development funds or give less. The "bank" decided: either the full resources were made available or nothing at all. The basic question was whether or not the investment could be expected to be realised with this amount of funds. In today's system, the phenomenon of pre/post-financing has emerged: when an investment is made, the state decides whether or not to support the investment. But once the investment has been made, the question arises: if it is ready, what do we need the money for? Either afterwards a state bureaucrat says "I didn't mean it like that", or the bank was stupid, or it misinterpreted the law. This is not a conspiracy theory, it is years of experience of how the state shirks its obligations by blaming the bank that disbursed the money.

    So the classic principle works/would work... if they would let it.

    It is part of this circle that the bank has no say in the commercial/sales contract. It decides whether or not to join it - that's the phrase my masters used - but not modify it. By comparison, today the bank is drafting mandatory content. The pinnacle is the modification of the sales contract, where the modification is imposed because the sales contract is not for the bank. Pointless bureaucratic overload.

    It was all just a little colour, as my teachers told me in my first week; forget the black pen and correction ink. At the time I took this admonition as a bit of a joke, but today, when I can see it being signed in black pen without being able to tell whether it is an original or a photocopy, I understand this little teaching. When I see colleagues erasing a document with a proof-reader's pen, my hair stands on end.

    I learnt, fell asleep, then woke up and understood the importance of classical banking principles.

  
    My father's death

    On 3 November 1986, my father died. He settled my fate and passed away. The day before, we had been walking around the cemetery - it was the Day of the Dead - looking for a grave. I saw the graves of many people in their 40s and I spoke:

    - How good that you are over it!

    Since then, I have never said that I am over something: one way or another, something will happen in the future.

    The next day my father returned my custody to the Creator.

    Before that I had not experienced the presence of the Almighty. I believed because my upbringing had told me so.

    I later experienced the supremacy in Turin. Until then I had not believed in the power of the stars, but as a bank scholarship student I was thrown into the city of bulls. I was born under the sign of the bull, so it was a shocking realisation that a whole city symbolises those under the sign of the bull. Wealth and superiority as reflected in the architecture of the street. The praise of grandeur as exuded by the ornamentation of the buildings. The aloofness of the wide avenues that characterise Turin instead of the narrow alleys of Italian streets. The inhabitants of this city were at once familiar and alien, as identical poles repelled each other. I was also confronted with myself on a human level.

    Cities have a soul. By the end of my career, I was consciously watching the fate of the houses. I went to other ticket cities, such as Lviv, the city of lions. "The strength of the walls is not in the stones, but in the soul of the defenders", as Gárdonyi put it in the mouth of István Dobó.

    The world opened up.

    The two-tier banking system: by the beginning of 1987, the two-tier banking system had been established. I write this because Budapest Bank was established at the end of 1986.

    The Bank of Banks and the commercial banks were separated. I was transferred to the largest commercial bank at that time, the Hungarian Credit Bank, to the Chemical Department of the Heavy Industry Directorate. Everybody took a step forward: the head of the department became managing director, the head of the department became head of the department. I stayed put, even though I was swollen with ambition.

    On 1 January, two basic rules were abolished: the obligation to comply with the 33% rule on the repayment of the instalment in proportion to income was abolished, and the compulsory collateral test was abolished. Bankers were champing at the bit for the liberating measure. I didn't feel the weight of the measure, but the fact of the celebration lives in my memory to this day.

    Deregulation had begun. I didn't know then that deregulation was the harbinger of crises, that every crisis begins with the lifting of restrictions.

    The bank's first CEO was Sándor Demján, who became famous for founding and making a success of the Skála chain of department stores.

    When he started out, he said that there were two important people in a bank: the CEO and the lending officer - the latter because he knew all about the customers. That's how it happened that on our first visit to , the two of us went to Taurus Rubber Company in a car. He asked me all along the way what I needed to know about the company. You can imagine the surprise at the company when I got out of the car and my drivers were not present. From that moment on, my prestige increased in the eyes of the company's managers. I don't remember much of the meeting, only that the powerful CEO answered the bank CEO's questions like a schoolboy. It was then that I was confronted with the fact that even among powerful people, hierarchies can be perceived, and they can also come under psychological pressure.

    I remember one piece of advice from Sándor Demján, a banker, which I often mentioned later. "You should not finance seasonal activities", meaning that you can only lend against a steady income. I later benefited from this advice. I suppose his conviction came from the trade. His other memorable measure was the introduction of executive summaries at the beginning of loan presentations. He said that 'the main facts had to be summarised in a professionally demanding but brief way (one and a half pages maximum). We used to joke and struggle with this a lot. As a start-up financier, this was a tall order. Only as a mature manager did I learn the importance of this, but I still see it as a hassle today, summarizing the gist for the lending staff/associate to whom every detail is important.

    The opening of the world to commercial banks was the launch of World Bank lending. The big development projects were launched. The Hungarian investment methodology was supplemented by the World Bank's analytical methodology and financial ratio analysis. In the case of Taurus, I remember two big projects, one was the development of steel radial tyre production in Budapest, the other was the renewal of agricultural tyre production in Nyíregyháza.

    The first official trip I made was to West Germany, as a banker I was monitoring these acquisitions. It was a truly rewarding trip. I was sad to learn that the soot transport tower we are now purchasing was once a Hungarian milling patent. Now we have "bought it back".

    The following story is an example of how a decision maker can always have an intuition that can be fundamental to implementation.

    Of course, bankers do not understand technical issues as deeply as the technical-production people in companies.

    My head of department at the time, with long experience in finance, was a strong layman on technical issues. We were sitting in a loan negotiation in the big conference room at Taurus; the two of us on the banking side, facing a row of highly respected production and investment department heads. We took our prepared questions one by one, and finally my manager asked the following question lightly, almost off the cuff:

    - Will the soot transport tower fit into the existing plant hall?

    This is very "embarrassing", I thought to myself.

    And then the miracle happened. The negotiators sitting opposite each other almost sank behind the table; there was a confused silence, they blushed, and then the head of the investment department said the final word:

    - Yes, we need to expand the factory hall.

    We left the meeting in triumph.

    We had not only been given an example of finance in World Bank lending, but also of decision-making skills and how to behave with our staff.

    
      The programme negotiations were coming to an end, which meant determining the budget available for each part of the programme. A budget of 300 EUSD was subsequently included by the powerful Indian negotiator Sethi. The following day, Mr Sethi publicly apologised to his subordinate, who was responsible for the relevant credit amount. That was when I learned: 
      you should not step into another person's competence, even if my competence is superior.
    

    I think that even 33 years after the event, many people in Hungary still do not understand why this could be a problem. The general view is that if I have a higher competence, I can do anything, I can step into the circle of a less competent colleague with impunity. In other words, most people don't understand what respect for personality really means. I sharpened my nails back then and demanded respect for my personality.

    Once they reached over my head and agreed with my managers what the approvable credit limit would be. I got angry and made a proposal for a ten percent (80 million forints) less loan approval. I knew that they would never approve in writing more than what the request was for. The lesser amount was approved. The lesson was learned: the competent executives at Taurus understood that no one could look at me. I used this method later when someone wanted to be invisible.

    Another method of manipulating decisions was to find out that one of the two group leaders was stricter than the other - so I would play around with who I presented the loan to, depending on the condition I wanted to get approved.

    Years later, when I explained the essence of my method, I was not praised for it.

    I also used this method at the peak of my career, when I was living with the belief that finding/selecting the right decision-maker would produce the desired result.

    I had children during this period. While they were on holiday at Lake Balaton, I was writing my university doctorate.

    For the first time, I experienced that there are receptive phases and creative phases in one's life.

    I summarised the organisational knowledge I had acquired at Taurus in my thesis on whether the development of an organisation can be measured in quantitative terms. The theoretical background of the topic was the corporate life cycle theory, which was the most valuable part of the thesis through the review of the Anglo-American literature.

    As I write these lines - I say it - I have been studying English for 47 years and I have the feeling that I still do not know it. My closest contact with English was during my university years. I read what was closest to me in Hungarian: the literature of organisation theory. During my last year at university , we had to translate ten pages of English literature every week. There was no paraphrasing or summarising, we had to reproduce the text one by one. It was on the basis of these years that my doctoral thesis was written.

    I will come back to the question "who knows the best English" when I discuss my years in GE.

    Construction of the Suzuki factory in Esztergom starts. I was offered to be the coordinator of the bank financing, directly under the Managing Director. I was selective: I made it a condition - as I often did later, I chose who I wanted to belong to - that I wanted to be under Marika's direction. That was not possible, was the laconic answer. Perhaps that was what I hoped they would say no to. Who knows?Maybe I felt very one-way and closed on this path.

    It was then that Demján decided to launch the István Széchenyi Small Business Directorate. I applied to the head of the directorate with the question of how many bosses I would have. (I already hated it when I received contradictory instructions.)

    - "Just me," he said.

    This was not true later, but I wanted to make a change. Many times during my career I felt that I was a development type of person, I liked to start organisations, but I was no longer bound by the controlled way of running them, in fact I was bored. Perhaps this is why I started or ran up four bank branches on my journey, and then when it was time to run them as usual, I left.

  

The age of dreams, or amnesia on the square


Sándor Demján was a true innovator, which is why he set up the board of directors. His name was associated with crazy inventors, entrepreneurs, pathfinders, new beginners and adventurers. Most of these people landed up with us looking for solutions.


We were a minute after the political regime change, with almost no economic pattern before us, and we were also discouraged by old values. We closed our eyes and tried to dream. The Small Business World Bank loan was launched, of which I became the programme coordinator. It was basically a small loan - I didn't think it could be any smaller, but it was - and it was a loan to support production. However, it was rare at that time for anyone to want to set up production, and the maximum amount of credit available was then too small. Everyone wanted to trade and live (well) - consume.


I was Branch No. 3 - the fabled Hungarian role - that is, I was put in charge of Branch No. 3. My 'two sisters' were no longer looking for new avenues, given their age.


So, with the most extreme ideas, the managers referred the applicants to me. Until my Account was completed, we were holed up in an office space on Academy Street. Here we received clients. It was then that it dawned on me that a Bank is nothing more than two signatories and a seal.


What did that mean?


I was the lender - and in many cases the decision-maker - and after the loan application had been processed, I wrote the contract myself, and then I and my accountant colleague signed and sealed it and initiated the loan disbursement at the head office.


Two actors, one seal and the organisation that accepted our signature. To today's eyes, this is dizzying.


That's how our first client came to us. Feri - who became a friend of mine many years later - was then a small-scale nailer, and his dream was to set up a nail factory. And he did. First he started to work for the Deputy Prime Minister; he - he spoke to him - sent him on to the CEO, and then he was referred to us from the secretariat. Never in all my years have I met a man of such natural emotional intelligence. He had eight years of primary school education, but he was excellent with everyone, from the CEO to the secretary to the last bank clerk. His basic value was to offend no one, everyone doing their job.


I learned his life story at the end of our friendship - before his death. His adored mother served in Rákóczi Square (because their little restaurant in Tabán was bombed during the war) and he was constantly in foster care. He was most proud of the way he had a whole class of inmates dined at the „House of Lords”- self service restaurant - on Móricz Square. It was through her mother that I came to understand how, 50-60 years after the war, our lives are still shaped by the history we never lived.


It was a pleasure to meet her.




I also slowly completed my Branch, which stood on the corner of Wesselényi Street, opposite the National Theatre. It was a small branch, but it met the needs of the time - and to the annoyance of the customers: it was decorated with marble slabs and lots of brass, and had a gallery layout. The branch manager's room was no more than 3m2 

m2 in 

the gallery, with a small window opening onto the client area. When I ordered artificial flowers for the window (nothing else lived there), the purchasing department said: artificial flowers... shouldn't they?




We hadn't officially opened when I hear an elderly gentleman in the customer area shouting, "Everything here is bankrupt, you're going bankrupt too." The gentleman turned out to be a good fortune teller, because shortly after I left, the branch was handed over to the post office, after which they left the place and the premises sat empty for a long time. I now know that every property has its destiny.


On 16 June 1989, I watched the funeral of Imre Nagy on television in the branch.


A young man with a beard - who we didn't know who he was - shouted into the microphone: 'Ruszkik, home!


I thought to myself, what a row this is going to make, and how this man craves power. I didn't think I was right.


Demján had another prohibition: 'We don't play politics in the bank. If you find out that he is politicking, you fire him'. How right he was! He was also the one who assessed that the new banking system would need a lot of new staff, so he had a financial training course set up. More than a hundred young people graduated within a short time. As the first two branches had run out of old specialists when they opened, I selected half of the branches' staff from the "Demján students", the other half of the staff came from the OTP, where they had gained their branch experience.


Fire and water were the two groups. An enthusiastic new force, inexperienced, inexperienced and careless on one side, the other part a closed, conservative and somewhat jaded group on the other.


I had an experiment. I think I was the first person in Hungary to employ a gyisy employee in a bank, and as a customer officer . I got it from HR - sorry, the labour department at the time.


It will be good here, in „Chicago”! She will handle the non-banking like customers coming in, I thought to myself. He served clients with infinite emotional intelligence. No one could so kindly say to a customer who made a mistake, "I've told you a hundred times, Mr. Kovaks, that's how you fill out a withdrawal slip!" And Mr Kovács was even grateful to be scolded.


The acknowledgement came after the first family off-site, when the colleague's husband made the employment manager dance.


- How intelligent! - she said, confirming that hiring the colleague was a good decision.


The drawer was overflowing with mad inventors, budding entrepreneurs and better-hopeful adventurers. I tried to keep it bankable, but...


One day, my colleagues appeared: look out of the window of the Branch! An old-timer car so big it took up the entire length of the branch was parked outside the Branch. The client came in and dumped twenty or so registration certificates on the table. Let's select as many cars as we want as collateral, he needs 3 million forints. We selected three registration certificates and implemented one of the first car finance (of course, my colleagues were eager to visit the premises where the cars were stored). There was endless trust and naivety behind these transactions, but this one, for example, was a success.


I have met the inventor of oxygenated mineral water, but we have also been approached by the inventor of a special wood-splitting device and many others. One thing they all had in common was that they had very poor experience of doing business. They were jealous of their inventions, they could not let go of them, and most of the time they failed to put their invention into production. And we were ill-equipped: little capital and little practice to help them implement it.


I met, for example, the president of the Radical Party, who had only one cover: a picture of him shaking hands with US President Ronald Reagan. This collateral proved insufficient and the deal did not go through.


After the World Bank loans, the following credit lines were opened: the German Start-up Loan and the New Start Loan. The latter was only 300,000 HUF per person: starving was too much, doing something with it proved too little.


My first experience of the court of contract’s nullity was linked to this. Restart loans could be organised in groups, and the coordinating person could receive the amounts in one lump sum. We naively gave the loan contracts to the organiser, who had the borrowers sign and had the contracts signed and signed off. Of course, half of the witnesses were fake. It was when they tried to collect from the debtors that this fraud was discovered. I can still see it today when the judge says: Mr Branch Manager, these contracts are null and void! It was a lesson learned and an eternal experience.


The revolving loan was the first form of the pyramid scheme, and the typical example was the production of bio-worms.




I was the 

Benjamin 

Leader on the Board: if there was a task to be done or a special negotiation to be negotiated, the my Director gave the order: " Let Balyó go!




As a result, when I left I was given a badge as a present, with the inscription: " Let Balyó go!"


A colourful episode in my life, and a typical example of my work as a branch manager, is the following recurring event.


Several nights at around eleven o'clock a siren police car arrived in front of our house. At the time we lived in an apartment in a ten-storey block of flats. The policemen rang the doorbell and shouted into it for all to hear:


"Do you have a 'boutique' in Wesselényi Street? Come on, it was alerted ".




[image: a building with a lot of windows]




I usually put on my pyjama trousers, quickly got dressed and was taken away by the siren of the police car.


The mother of my children used to joke about it in front of her friends.("Mr. Balyó was taken away by the police again", she quoted the neighbours as saying.)


It took us a while to find out the real reason for the alarm. From morning to evening, traffic on Wesselényi Street was moving at a walk, and at 9 o'clock the queue of cars stopped and the trolleybus "galloped" along the street. This set off the vibration sensors. It took another two hours before the signal reached us at the end of the alarm chain.


The shopkeeper analogy was really true at the time: I was a small shopkeeper in the jumbo shop.


The first management training took us to Eisenstadt and Vienna in early November 1989. We got an insight into the Austrian banking system and branch operations in just a few days. There was some surprising information, such as the fact that the Credit Protection Association was a Hungarian institution in the 1860s (and the Central Credit Information System only came back to us years later).


We learned about a scoring system in Bank Austria, which I used to make a customer assessment for car loans in IBUSZ Bank in the early 1990s.


The most memorable experience, however, was when we saw the mass of cars on the way back across the border, each with a fridge on top, except for our cars. The previous week the finance minister said that inflation would not get out of hand. The majority of Hungarians did not believe this and went shopping. Inflation like we have not seen in a long time followed


A good example of the Hungarians' distrust of the State officers. As the following example shows, not only was the finance minister unaware of or in denial about the expected consequences, but the terms of a credit line, for example, were out of touch with reality.


Another typical example is the following event, which surprised us.


The World Bank's small business lending rules prohibited the financing of transport equipment, lorries and trucks.


When we subsequently 'opened the package', we found that half of the financing had been used to purchase trucks. As programme officer, I was subsequently informed of what each loan had been used for.


This is a good example of the kuruc – resistant- attitude and of the fact that it is difficult to move away from the actual needs. During this period there was an increasing demand for transport equipment.


A large number of pallets were needed to make the deliveries.


My young colleagues visited a woodworking company in Heves. They came back and told me that they had found a complete line of Brazilian machinery, and then silence followed. I wondered why there was a need for development if there was a Brazilian production line (Brazil was one of the countries with the most advanced   machinery industry, especially in the wood processing).


I looked at them meaninglessly and perplexed.


- What Brazilian production line? - I asked.


They burst out laughing.


The „Brazilian assembly line”, I learned, was „twelve gipsy men with twelve hammers” They produced the pallets extremely efficiently.


We were young and clowns. They were also „Demján boys” talented and ambitious.


Their most successful intellectual "creation" was their loan proposal to finance the search for the Holy Grail (in the style of The Pawn Gallop). We laughed gurgled at the jokes for days.


We got to visit a lot of sites (we loved the site visits).


A visit to a wallpaper factory in Nógrád is still memorable for me. The applicant took me to the site in an old Wartburg car. We entered the Szendehely bend on the main road 2 at 90 km/h. I vowed then never to get into a client's car. I was scared to death. On the spot, I finally understood that he was a mad patenter: he only wanted to develop, but he would never produce and sell.


I refused the loan application.


And then came the "forever remembered" sentence: It's not enough that he gave me a ride and even coffee, what am I thinking, that I rejected his application?


As customers came and went, so did the managers. More and more managers were given the opportunity to tame this wild horse that was the Small Business Administration.


And so, overnight, György Marosán was appointed to head the board. There was no time to announce this change. Gyuri, with his own directness, started to go around the branches to get to know the staff. He showed up at my account unannounced. My secretary, who was by then extremely experienced at cutting off unsolicited customers, asked him if he had an appointment with Mr Balyó. Gyuri replied that he did not. There was a small exchange: then she could not help, said the colleague. Gyuri agreed to play the game. Maybe he will tell me that he is here. The persuasion was successful. I could hardly resist apologising for not knowing who he was.


We went to lunch at a small famous restaurant nearby . We talked about everything; the clients, the management. I knew he was very well connected in the top echelons of state management, but I never sensed any pretension from him. He analysed our broader economic environment with a gentle and quiet humour. (In recent years, his analyses have been my favourite in the pages of newspapers.)


He was a very good observer, a good listener. We quickly found common ground.


What do I need from him? - he asked me, and that was the first time I uttered the phrase that I later used in almost all my first meetings with my leaders:




- "Gyuri, don't offer credit!

", I replied very succinctly.




He looked at me inquiringly as to what this request meant.


- I know that many people seek and find you. Feel free to refer them to us, but please don't promise anything in advance. You can trust us to give them the best possible advice, but we can't help saying "but Mr Marosan has already promised ".


He always respected my request and was very fair. But good people leave quickly, unfortunately.


I have met not only the strange circle of entrepreneurs I have already mentioned, or the very good clientele who are referred to us for protection, but also the very good clientele who just drop in.


I will mention three really good clients who are still thriving today.


One day, the Ziegler brothers came to us with the intention of buying back and restoring their grandfather's bakery (they produced one of the most famous and delicious waffles in Pest). It was the first time I met real citizens. They were proud to tell me that their grandfather was the biggest taxpayer in the town of Angelville. What a high value system, where one is proud to be at the forefront of public spending!




With the help of a loan, they bought back and restored Grandfather's premises. It was great to see the old kilns being rebuilt, seeing them dilapidated at first and rebuilt later. I attended the opening ceremony, and the head of the family told me that in the old days(again, citizenship) there were three really important people to the family: the lawyer, the gynaecologist and the banker. Perhaps first - 

and last 

- I was the banker.
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