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      Whenever I finished with an interesting, exciting, or educational experience in my life, I would often say, “This will go

         into the book I’ll never write.”

      


      I changed my mind.


      I knew why I wanted to write this book. It was for my grandchildren. The tough question was, why would anyone but those close

         to me want to read it? As I thought about it and made notes on where I’ve been and what I’ve been fortunate enough to be a

         part of, it occurred to me that with a bit of luck, I might say something of value to someone.

      


      We were always moving—on wheels, wings, or water— but we were never away from home. Home was us, a family, sharing experiences

         made both possible and unavoidable by a career path that led us through six countries, five industries, and eight companies

         whose annual sales ranged from $50 million to $50 billion. I don’t want to imply that that makes me unique, certainly not

         in this day of multinationals. What I believe, however, is that whatever made me different gave me a special perspective on

         what I saw.

      


      I’m still not sure why or how I came by this slightly skewed point of view. Maybe it was something I inherited from my father,

         who came to America via Ellis Island from what is known today as Ukraine. He survived the rough-and-tumble of Produce Row.

         After the death of my Polishborn mother when I was fourteen, my father gave his family not only the love we needed, but instilled

         in us his own love of work, his integrity, and the inner strength that comes from education leavened by experience.

      


      Then again, it could be that, though I didn’t know it at the time, earning a scholarship to Princeton helped broaden my outlook.

         In addition to filling my father’s eyes with the glow of pride, it gave me a chance to discover what it would be like to live

         and make friends among bright, talented, ambitious, strong-willed people who truly believe the future belongs to them. Frankly,

         I am content thinking it was a combination of all of the above; but what matters ultimately is that all of us play the hand

         dealt to us and come out of the game with something worth passing on, besides money.

      


      Nevertheless, writing the book required lots of encouragement, help, and time from others. It took patience from some folks

         to get me through first-book jitters as well. I so wanted this book to be fun and worthwhile.

      


      My heartfelt thanks go out to those who read some or all of the early drafts and gave me many great suggestions. They included

         John Kiker, vice president of communications at United Airlines and a great writer, Bill Hobgood and Fran Maher, senior vice

         presidents at United, and Lodene Spanola, my assistant, who managed to keep up with her regular duties and administrative

         work while helping me with the book.

      


      I want to thank for their great suggestions and advice Jason McManus, my schoolboy friend and recently retired chief editor

         of Time Inc.; Laurel Cutler, my marketing guru friend; Glenda, my dear wife, my trophy wife of forty-two years; and Carol

         Royer.

      


      I especially want to thank Larry Kirshbaum, my publisher at Warner Books, Rick Wolff, my editor, and Charlie Madigan, my collaborator,

         for their dedication to this book. And, of course, to all my teachers and mentors and bosses and colleagues, to whom I am

         indebted for my life’s experiences, which this book tries to pass on.

      


   

      ONE
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      Have the Courage to
 Admit You Don’t Know


      I don’t understand airplanes and how they fly.

      


      That probably sounds unusual coming from an executive who ran a huge airline. But I am amazed whenever I see one of United’s

         747s taking off. How could that much weight possibly climb so gracefully into the sky?

      


      I don’t understand computers, either.


      They are plastic boxes full of mystery to me.


      I could never build one, don’t have the foggiest notion of what is inside of one, and, I must reluctantly admit, I am a novice

         at using one, although I am determined now to learn.

      


      I never understood cars, either, at least not in the way that real car people understand cars.


      You get in, turn on the engine, and drive away. That must sound like quite a confession coming from a veteran of Ford Motor

         Co. and then Chrysler Corp.

      


      I have always believed it is important for an executive to understand how much he doesn’t know. It’s arrogant to think you

         know everything, and a little dangerous. It’s better to recognize what you need to learn.

      


      This is the story of my continuing education, an experience that began long before the day I walked into Ford in 1957, and,

         I would hope, will continue, now that I have said my formal farewells to the folks at United Airlines.

      


      From a business perspective, at one level it’s all about good and bad bosses, the ones I have had and what they taught me

         about my own leadership skills and how to use them. And on another level, the story is about people who worked hard, sometimes

         achieving goals that seemed impossible.

      


      At some points, it’s going to seem more like a wonderful romp than a formal process. But that is how my career went for me.

         It was a long extension of experiences that ran all the way from the silly to the splendid, sometimes both at the same time.

      


      I am the product of all of the places I have been, and to understand what that means, you need a road map. And for me, like

         most people, one has to start at the beginning.
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      I joined Ford Motor Co. fresh out of Princeton in 1957, back when cars had fins, no one ever thought the rest of the world

         would have much of an impact on the car business in America, and the thought of making $425 a month was magnetically attractive

         to a new grad from St. Louis.

      


      It was a young man’s game, and I was ready for whatever Ford presented. For three years, I was overseer of financial controls

         for Ford Latin America companies. At the Ford division of Ford North America, financial analysis was my specialty, but the

         job description didn’t begin to cover the responsibilities I took on.

      


      Research and development expenses, the aftermarket parts business, advertising and promotion, and labor relations were all

         part of that job. Then I served for two years as executive assistant to the product engineer who was responsible for compact

         car design. That was my baptism in the design and production of cars, an experience that brought me close to the heart of

         Ford’s real mission.

      


      In 1967, I was sent to Brazil to consider buying the Willys car company. After helping to negotiate the purchase from Kaiser

         and Renault in France, I was sent to São Paulo to be the controller. That was a challenging job that carried me deep into

         a different culture. We merged Willys and the smaller Ford of Brazil and developed a strong export program, all during a period

         of high inflation, a lesson that would prove invaluable later in my career.

      


      I moved back to the United States in 1970 to become controller of Ford North American Truck Operations. It was a healthy time

         for Ford trucks, and for me, too. Our market share increased 20 percent and our profits increased by 80 percent.

      


      I suppose it was wanderlust, and the siren call of a chance to run my own company, that carried me to France for Ford in 1972.

         The company had purchased Richier S.A., which made just about every machine involved in the construction business and had

         perfected the tower cranes that are so common on construction sites all over the world today.

      


      It was a tough job full of unusual demands, not the least of which involved functioning as an executive in the French language,

         because there were few people at Richier who spoke English. I put strong financial controls in place inside a company that

         was bleeding money and helped slim Richier down. This job involved a complicated mix of responsibilities that carried me into

         government affairs, bank relations, French union negotiations, and worldwide distribution.

      


      I moved to London to become director of all nonautomotive operations for Ford of Europe in 1974. That was another one of those

         titles that was just too small to describe the job. I ran power plants, constructed and managed housing for Ford workers,

         negotiated contracts, and even directed the renovation of a classic London guest house for Ford executives.

      


      I was responsible for truck fleets, telecommunications systems, security services, land acquisitions, and ten thousand cars

         for company workers. I found a way to cut costs in that mammoth operation by 25 percent annually without damaging company

         operations.

      


      In 1976, I was named president of Ford of Venezuela, an automotive subsidiary with sales of $600 million, 150 dealers, four

         hundred suppliers, and two assembly plants. Over three years, sales and markets doubled for Ford, employment tripled to five

         thousand, and profits increased tenfold.

      


      I was on the Ford fast track, having done very well at all of my assignments.


      That was when I returned a phone call that some people thought I should have ignored.


      Lee Iacocca.


      He had been chased out of Ford because of his success and aggressiveness and now headed the troubled Chrysler Corp. Returning

         that call changed my career, my address, and my life, all at the same time.

      


      Working for Lee was like playing basketball with Michael Jordan. He was that good. Iacocca’s presence allowed everybody on

         his team to play at a higher level. I think he invented his own management style, unlike anything anyone had ever attempted.

      


      I call it “managing by speechwriting,” and it was a scary process for anyone who wasn’t aware of what Iacocca was doing.


      Being Iacocca’s speechwriter was probably the worst job at Chrysler, or at least the hardest. I have seen Lee throw speeches

         back at his writers right up until the point Iacocca climbed into the limo to head off to deliver the address. That wasn’t

         because he was a bad guy. The marketing people were his best editors, because they understood where he was going along the

         managing by speechwriting course.

      


      He was not a natural at speech making, but everyone thought he was. There is an important lesson about diligence in that.

         I watched him build his skills even as he was building Chrysler, thinking out loud about everything from finance to auto design.

      


      He would watch, talk, listen, and most important of all, ask questions. And with every answer, he learned something new.


      Lee told me once that he had learned his own lesson about priorities many years before we worked together at Chrysler.


      He had asked one of his many Ford mentors for more people because he said he was overworked. His boss told him to write up

         a list of priorities. A month later, Lee and the boss reviewed the list. Most of his priorities had not been completed. The

         boss told Iacocca he didn’t need more people, he just needed to proceed with the unfinished business on his list of priorities.

      


      Lee had a downside, of course. He was just too powerful at meetings. He would overwhelm people with his own thoughts, his

         own process of managing by speechwriting. That was a valuable lesson for me, because I learned the importance of talking less

         and listening more. Putting people at ease is more than a courtesy for a CEO. It’s the only way to get people to tell you

         the truth.

      


      I joined Chrysler as corporate controller in 1979. It was my job to bring some financial control to a company that was going

         down in flames. My biggest job at Chrysler was to lobby in Washington, Canada, and five state capitals for the loan guarantees

         that would save the company, even as I helped Chrysler develop its business and build a plan for financial survival.

      


      I was in charge of twenty-two task forces that covered everything from improving cash flow to obtaining financial support

         from four hundred banks around the world. At the same time, I coordinated negotiations aimed at winning concessions from the

         United Auto Workers and the Canadian Auto Workers. I was also in charge of day-to-day relations with the federal Loan Guarantee

         Board in Washington.

      


      I became vice chairman of Chrysler in 1981 and took on responsibility for day-to-day operations of the $20 billion corporation.

         During this time, we paid off federal loan guarantees of $1.5 billion seven years before they were due, and that provided

         $300 million in profit to the federal government.

      


      We also launched the Chrysler K-car and developed the minivan.


      From 1985 to 1988, I was chairman of Chrysler Motors, a job that carried responsibility for all Chrysler North American automotive

         operations. During that time, Chrysler Motors reached peak earnings and cash flow, acquired American Motors, and had a five-year

         capital spending plan of $14 billion.

      


      By 1989, I had become one-half of the two-person office of the chairman at Chrysler. Lee was the other, “bigger” half.


      I shared full responsibility for operations of the company. I was directly responsible for Acustar, a $4 billion auto components

         business with 25,000 employees, and for Chrysler Financial Corp., a $40 billion financial services operation with 10,000 employees

         and four hundred offices. Chrysler Technologies, with its Gulfstream jet system, and defense contractor Electronic Systems,

         Inc., were also part of my watch.

      


      I was also in charge of Chrysler International, which had sales of 100,000 vehicles annually and key partnerships with Mitsubishi

         and other companies in China, Italy, and Austria.

      


      Even with all those responsibilities and all that success, it was clear to me it was time to move once again. It seemed as

         though Iacocca would remain chairman of Chrysler for eternity.

      


      I had achieved what I could achieve at Chrysler.


      An intriguing prospect presented itself in June 1990.


      I became chairman and chief executive officer of United Employees Acquisition Corp. My job was to direct the employee buyout

         of United Airlines. The pilot, machinist, and flight attendant union chiefs had asked me to lead the buyout and later become

         the CEO of what was to be an employee-owned airline. I was intrigued by the promise of employee ownership and the changes

         it could bring to the world of business. We created a complicated, but effective, financial plan to buying in the $4 billion

         necessary for the buyout. Then the Persian Gulf War killed the financing plans.

      


      I shifted in 1991 to Dillon Read & Co. as a managing director, where I sought acquisitions in the $100 million to $500 million

         range for the firm’s buyout fund. I also did some advisory work, which, for the most part, I did not like.

      


      I recall sitting with some other bankers at a meeting with Kmart chairman Joseph Antonini. We were giving him advice. It amounted

         to unloading everything that wasn’t directly connected to Kmart’s core business. I found myself sweating. It is unusual for

         a marathon runner to sit and sweat at a meeting. I realized at that point that I was sweating because I had absolutely no

         idea what I should be saying about retail sales at Kmart. It wasn’t my field. I was bad at selling an idea I knew nothing

         about. That feeling of dishonesty made me sweat.

      


      There was one part of my Dillon Read experience that I liked a lot. We would identify small companies that needed help to

         grow. I recall watching one of them grow from $80 million a year in business to $800 million a year. That part of investment

         banking was so compelling for me that now in retirement I am a partner with two others in an investment fund aimed at helping

         companies grow.

      


      There was another shift a year later, this time to Olympia & York Developments, Ltd., as president and deputy chief executive

         officer in the midst of the company’s liquidity crisis. We were trying to restructure $19 billion in debt with about one hundred

         creditors around the world to restore the company to financial health, a prospect, I quickly learned, that was doomed from

         the start.

      


      After O&Y, I spent a year in what amounted to a fascinating part-time job, working on the turnaround of Tatra, the Czech Republic

         truck company. It was a two-year contract that required about eight weeks of my time each year, but it gave me a close look

         at the difficulties of making the transition from state control to market competition after the collapse of communism.

      


      Communism had damaged the Czech Republic so deeply over four decades that Tatra simply didn’t know how to compete.
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      In 1994, the United Airlines deal we all thought had died proved to the world that it was only resting. I had dined at that

         banquet before, and I was still hungry for the United job. For years, I had longed for a company of my own, a company I could

         lead, and this was my chance.

      


      I became chairman and chief executive officer of United and held that job until my retirement a year ago. It was the largest

         employee-majority-owned company in the United States, and we set out to make it the biggest and best airline in the world.

      


      That’s quite a road map.


      United fell on some hard times in the wake of my departure as its pilots and management struggled to reach a new labor contract.

         Thousands of flights were canceled and many of its customers became angry. I can’t change that, but I remain convinced that

         employee ownership will prove its value over time. United’s employees will solve their problems and shift their focus where

         it belongs, back to the customers.

      


      From looking at my record, you might conclude: “This guy just can’t seem to hold a job.” But there is another way to look

         at it: “This guy just can’t pass up a challenge.”

      


      The important part about my work record is what it represents, what I learned along the way.
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      As I reflected on my life’s work when I was preparing this book, it struck me that I learned as much about business hiking

         up the sides of mountains as I learned sitting in board meetings or consulting, sometimes conspiring, with my co-workers.

      


      There is a simple clarity to mountain climbing that I think relates directly to what happens at the office every day.


      There is the mountain. Prepare yourself and go climb it. You face something that seems overwhelming, then you measure it carefully,

         put your team together, attack it diligently, and succeed.

      


      But before mapping out a strategy, I always knew that I had to do my homework. That meant educating myself on all sorts of

         topics.

      


      The truth is, I was never afraid to admit that I just didn’t have the foggiest notion of how something worked, or why it didn’t

         work. It was better for me to find someone who knew, and open myself to the knowledge they had to offer.

      


      Where did that lead?


      Well, I knew nothing about airplanes, but I knew where to go at United Airlines to find out exactly what it was that put a

         747 into the air. Now I know how many people it carries, how much fuel it uses, and where it fits into the grand design of

         our route and fleet plan, and how it can take anybody just about anyplace in the world.

      


      I was never shy about asking about any of that.


      Even though I knew nothing about the workings of computers, I knew exactly where they fit in the world of business, how they

         could bring efficiency, speed, and better service to our customers, how they could help us cope with the unyielding demands

         of change.

      


      I know where computers fit into the profit picture of companies, what technology can accomplish and what it cannot accomplish.

         I can tell right away when someone who knows everything about computers doesn’t understand anything about how they fit in

         a business.

      


      I know that because I asked.


      Early on during my years at Chrysler, I took on information technology as one of my responsibilities. It wasn’t something

         I knew a lot about at the time, so I went to Chrysler’s IT team and I asked them to tell me who knew more about information

         technology than anyone else. They came up with a list of four people, and I reached out and invited them to discuss information

         technology issues with the Chrysler team. I sat in on the meetings. I watched Chrysler’s people learning lessons from the

         best in the field, and I learned right along with them.

      


      Not knowing anything about cars at Ford was of great value.


      My quest to find out carried me into the company of engineers, mechanics, drivers, and designers who knew everything there

         was to know about automobiles and how to get them from the design board into the hands of customers.

      


      You can collect knowledge in unexpected places.


      Beyond what I had learned in high school civics and college, I didn’t know much about Washington.


      All of that changes when your mission is to convince a reluctant federal government that it is in the nation’s interest to

         help save one of its most important companies, not with handouts or grants, but by creating some conditions that would allow

         the company to survive.

      


      I had a marvelous education as part of the struggle to save Chrysler. I got to see government function from the inside, to

         know how political decisions were made and what impact they were likely to have on my company.

      


      I was not educated in the world of high finance, but I found out about it from people who were.


      The Chrysler experience amounted to a crash course in banking and finance at every level, from the U.S. Department of the

         Treasury to the last little bank that found itself at the center trying to decide whether Chrysler’s loan guarantees would

         be finally approved and the company saved.
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      Fortunately, I have never been much of a know-it-all or I doubt I would have succeeded at any of these jobs.


      If I had to label myself now at the other end of my career, I think the tag would say, “The Man Who Finds Out.”


      That has been my operating standard since the late 1950s.


      That is what this book is all about, a career-long quest to fill in my own gaps. Knowing you have gaps is a big asset for

         any modern executive. People are always willing to help fill them.

      


      I have seen plenty of folks who were convinced they had all of the answers and felt quite secure about slamming the door on

         knowledge and experience. That is one modern management style. I don’t think it works very well, because it doesn’t recognize

         that business has become so complicated that one mind simply can’t take it all in.

      


      [image: art]


      Some executives brag about their golf games. I can brag about why I don’t have a golf game to brag about.


      My wife and I tried to learn golf in Brazil, where we were living at the time. We weren’t all that interested anyway, but

         my attraction to the game declined even more when one of my Brazilian friends warned me never to search for missing golf balls

         in the rough, because there are dangerous snakes and spiders in there.

      


      We dropped golf.


      I won’t have much to say about golf, then.


      Mystical curses, however, I can talk about.


      I was the target of a voodoo curse in Brazil, where a spider fatally bit my dog and the tile came crashing off the kitchen

         wall in the middle of the night.

      


      A person with less experience might ascribe those incidents to the nature of Brazilian spiders and bad construction work.

         But the local interpretation was a lot more interesting and definitely made for better dinner stories.

      


      And what does a Jewish executive say about dining in an exclusive German club in Buenos Aires with the descendants of Germans

         who were trapped in South America midway through World War II?

      


      Where does sharing beer with Henry Ford II and an old fisherman one hot afternoon on a tiny isolated island in the Caribbean

         fit into a business history?

      


      Sometimes, it felt as though I were cast in the role of the lead actor in a movie.


      I have camped in the jungle, climbed magnificent mountains, and slept in an igloo in the Arctic with the sled dogs howling

         outside. One of my neighbors was kidnapped by terrorists, and somehow that led me to ponder whether it would be proper to

         make sandwiches for my bodyguard.

      


      I went on a picnic in the wilds once with some South American cowboys, big, tough men who were tickled at the fact that we

         had brought along one of those crank-up record players so they could listen to dance music.

      


      None of it happened in my office, but all of it was related to my work. I got to be an executive and an adventurer, too, a

         great privilege and an unusual combination in modern business.
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      I started out in a business world that was very narrowly defined by the economics and realities of mid-century America. I

         am finishing my formal career in a world in which boundaries are melting away and all the old assumptions about business are

         facing radical revision.

      


      If I were reading this book, I would have one big question.


      If I don’t know how to do any of this stuff, how did I get to the top of so many different corporations? The cynic’s conclusion

         would be that you don’t need much going for you to run a business.

      


      Wrong!


      Of course it might have been better if I had taken a different course early in life, perhaps studying engineering and getting

         comfortable with computers as I worked my way up in my career. But I believe I was able to compensate for this abundant lack

         of technical skill by using a set of talents that are of great value to anyone who plans to run a company.

      


      I am not afraid of work.


      Bless my father for giving that to me. He started his business life when he was fourteen, and was proud of it.


      These days in business, there are many views about what process, what strategy, a CEO might put into place to improve his

         situation. I have reached a surprising conclusion about that: It’s still just about hard work, and it always has been.

      


      An executive can put any idea he wants in place and it won’t go anywhere unless he understands his primary mission is to get

         the people all around him to embrace that notion: It’s all about hard work. Sometimes, people will lose sleep, miss meals,

         miss birthdays, miss just about everything, all in the interest of reaching a goal.

      


      A CEO’s obligation is to create the condition that encourages that kind of work, recognizing all the time that business, cut

         down to its most simple definition, is all about getting people to work well together to sell a product or a service.

      


      I wrote my own career study a little over a year ago as I was preparing to leave United Airlines, and every time I look at

         it I reach the same conclusion.

      


      My story is a collection of the success stories of other folks, the people I turned to for advice and counsel over the years.

         You take away great value from that kind of experience, not only the knowledge, but the pleasure of getting to know people

         who do their jobs well.

      


      My experience carried me from the command and control style that was so dominant in business after World War II to the era

         of empowerment, individual responsibility, and creativity that is emerging as a new century begins.

      


      What worked for me will work for managers in the twenty-first century, too. Keep an open mind. Learn how to ask the right

         questions. Surround yourself with people who know, befriend them, and recognize the value of what they have to offer.

      


      My roots go back to Eastern Europe, Poland, and Ukraine, to Jewish communities that disappeared during World War II. The names

         of those places are still on the map, Lida and Shepetovka, but the people are long since gone, most of them victims of the

         Holocaust.

      


      I know that is a common sadness for American Jews, that sense that their roots were clipped off and destroyed somewhere between

         1939 and 1945. So my story starts where so many American business stories start, right here at home in the United States.

      


      I was born in 1935 and raised in St. Louis, where my father, who had arrived in the U.S. from Ukraine at age fifteen, was

         in the wholesale chicken business. He bought the chickens from farmers and then sold them to retail stores. I went to a wonderful

         public school and lived the midcentury American teenager’s life, full of good buddies and girlfriends, heartbreaks, hamburgers,

         and sports. There was never a lot of money around, so I earned my own. Because I studied hard, got good grades, and was good

         at sports, I had some impressive options when the time came for college.

      


      I chose Princeton, although I had no idea what I wanted to be. I might have been a doctor. I might have been a diplomat. I

         might have been a labor leader. All of those fields were attractive to me, but mostly, I was experimenting, searching for

         something that felt right.

      


      I had a lot of jobs at Princeton. I was a pro at setting dining hall tables. My specialty was the left-handed fork. My friends

         and I had worked out a system in which each worker had a specialty and the tables were set with a regimentation and efficiency

         that would have impressed even the British army, with the placement of that fork being my job. Nine students cleaned and set

         a dining hall for 250 in twenty-four minutes flat!

      


      For a time, I felt a little out of place, the Jewish kid from St. Louis public school surrounded by a lot of academic prep

         school heavyweights, some of whom came from lots of old money. But I eventually met my crew, track jocks mostly, like me,

         and found my way of fitting in.

      


      Starting my junior year, I was in Princeton’s Woodrow Wilson School of Public and International Affairs and later graduated

         from Princeton with honors.

      


      My friends and family were surprised when I announced I would be going to work for Ford Motor in 1957. Because of Ford’s background,

         particularly old Henry Ford’s blatant anti-Semitism, the family worried whether it would be the right place for me. But I

         always thought prejudice was the other person’s problem, and anyway, what could have been more promising than a $425 a month

         job in the Edsel division?

      


      I thought it a princely sum at the time, and a job with a lot of opportunities.


      The Edsel didn’t last, but I did.


   

      TWO
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      In the Court of the
 Emperor Ford


      No one spends twenty-two years at Ford Motor without collecting an encyclopedia of management experiences.

      


      “How to Be a Boss” would be one whole book in the collection.


      From Henry Ford II to the people I worked with when I arrived at Ford in 1957, it adds up to more than two decades of hands-on

         managerial experience and a rich collection of stories that would fall under the vaguely Shakespearean heading: “How to Be.

         How Not to Be.”

      


      I learned a lot about the kind of boss a person needs during my years at Ford headquarters, the “Big Glass House” packed full

         of Ford history and, as important, Ford values.

      


      They weren’t always good values.


      Too much attention was paid to covering your backside and meeting the demands of a vast bureaucracy. And too much attention

         was paid to climbing the management ladder. That forced everyone to deal with internal political problems.

      


      I had two bosses who represented polar opposites in the world of management. They were both very successful by Ford’s measures,

         but it didn’t take me long to figure out which character I would want to emulate as my own career progressed.

      


      One was Phil Caldwell, who later as CEO of Ford sponsored the first serious push for real quality improvements at a critical

         juncture.

      


      He ran the truck business and I was his controller. He was all business. He would smile at the right time, but he was not

         into social fun.

      


      His whole method of operation was never to make a decision until you have to because, in the meantime, you can work eighty

         hours a week and collect more data and ask more questions than anybody else would ask.

      


      Therefore, you will make the best decision.


      I don’t think that is the way to make decisions. A lot of companies tend to study situations to death and then act long after

         the right time has passed. There is security in statistics. They provide a management team with the ammunition it needs to

         make sharp, timely decisions.

      


      But there is also a tendency to try to use statistics to take the risk out of decision making, and that doesn’t work. Understanding

         the balance between the need to do good research and the danger of researching an idea to death is important in a business

         world that moves at the speed of light.

      


      Decision making has built-in risks. Face it and live with them.


      Phil Caldwell had a peculiar management trait.


      He could sit in a meeting for ten hours without going to the bathroom. We would have to sit through these sessions. It was

         awkward if you excused yourself to go to the bathroom. He didn’t drink alcohol. He didn’t drink coffee. He didn’t smoke. And

         he didn’t seem to need to pee.

      


      He just worked.


      To his credit, he made a big difference at Ford. That is a lesson in judging people for what they do, not for how they seem.

         He may not have been a comfortable boss (it’s hard to be comfortable when you’re sitting in one of those marathon meetings

         and your bladder is about to burst) but he was the leader who glued the word “quality” onto Ford’s name, and that was important

         and valuable.

      


      Even given that accomplishment, making your fellow managers comfortable with your style is one of your most important responsibilities.


      A good boss has to be sensitive enough to recognize his role in the process and embrace what everyone else brings to the table.


      A good boss should have a sense of fun.


      Ed Molina, who was in charge of Latin American operations, was always either working or having a good time, and almost never

         sleeping. He accomplished as much as Phil Caldwell, but he had a great time doing it, and so did all the people around him.

      


      He worked for Phil for a while and he couldn’t stand it. He persuaded Henry Ford II that the perfect place for Ford’s Latin

         American headquarters was in Mexico. In fact, he would not have cared if it were anyplace but right there in Detroit.

      


      He had to get away.


      Molina was loyal to his people; he would risk his life for them. He slipped into Argentina during a time of terrorism against

         foreigners and organized a twenty-four-hour exodus of all of Ford’s people back to the U.S.

      


      He had a great gift. He knew how to celebrate.


      He took three lawyers, very conservative types, to a club in Paris once to celebrate a big acquisition. The club was called

         Le Sexy (only in Paris!). I wasn’t there, but I heard all about the event. They were all sitting there watching the floor

         show and having drinks. Ed stepped away to go to the men’s room. He was bored with the show.

      


      He stopped at the bar to have a drink. At that point, three Parisian call girls approached him. He asked if he could hire

         all three of them, and they said yes. Then he pointed to the lawyers at the table.

      


      “They are going to resist,” he said. “But I can assure you they are very interested.”


      Then he paid the call girls and left.


      For a whole year, there were debates about what happened that night, whether they had successfully resisted or not. It was

         all part of the Molina legend at Ford. Sadly, he passed away some years ago at age sixty-three. I still miss him. (And no,

         I still don’t know what happened that night.)

      


      If you look at the contrast between those two bosses, the conclusion about which style works best is clear to me.


      You have only so many days, weeks, and months to live and most of your time is spent working. A good boss owes it to himself

         and to the people around him to create an environment of excitement and fun, even while he is racking up high scores and improving

         the business.

      


      At Ford during my years there, and at a lot of other companies today, I realized it is too easy to be defined by your job.


      That is a mistake and it is one of the most important reasons why you always have to struggle to be a good boss. You can help

         people keep things in perspective.

      


      I was completely swept up by the atmosphere at Ford.


      I was representative of my generation. We were all a bunch of workaholics. We missed a lot of living because of that, our

         relationships with our families, our lives in the communities where we lived.

      


      Ford had become my identity.


      The atmosphere was overpowering in a lot of ways. I had a friend who came to work twenty minutes late one morning. His supervisor

         was standing there. He told him, “You’re late.” My friend told the supervisor he had worked until 2:00 A.M. the previous night.

      


      “Okay,” the supervisor said. “I’ll tell you what. Tonight, work until 1:30 A.M., but make sure you come to work on time tomorrow.”

      


      I think the problem was that we just didn’t have enough self-confidence. We were all Type A’s and we wanted to work hard and

         get promoted. It was a lot like competing in sports.

      


      Ford created that environment. People who were willing to give up some personal parts of their lives succeeded at the office.


      My jobs at Ford literally carried me all over the world and exposed me to world-class business experiences long before the

         phrase “world-class” worked its way into the language of business.

      


      But I don’t want to overlook what I found when I arrived at Ford, because the experience says so much about the way American

         companies used to be, and the way some of them still are today.

      


      All of my Ford lessons weren’t big ones.


      Some fall into a category of my business life that might best be filed under: “Unusual experiences that happened along the

         way.” Every CEO has enough of these stories to fill a filing cabinet.

      


      They don’t tell anyone how to turn a company around, how to create money from nothing, or how to solve the difficult challenges

         of company culture.

      


      But they are important, too, because they help to make us aware that before we are executives, we are humans, and being human

         means there will be some mistakes, and some silly times, too.

      


      Ed Molina understood that. Phil Caldwell did not.


      Ford was where I first learned that, even in big, successful businesses, everything doesn’t work out as planned. How about

         my first assignment to the Edsel division?

      


      I was a very small cog in a huge business, a vast bureaucracy with thousands upon thousands of executives and workers. To

         the outside world, Ford looked like one of those paragons of American business. Steel and money went in one end, and good

         cars came out the other.

      


      Building cars is a fantastic experience.


      It starts with imagination, a car idea, which is transformed by engineering into a solid design product. Then car building

         shifts to manufacturing, where mountains of parts of every description fall into place, guided by experienced hands and a

         meticulously planned procedure.

      


      There is nothing like the feeling you get when that first beautiful shiny new car you have been designing comes off the production

         line. It was almost like watching your baby being born. This is particularly true when you are the boss. At Ford and later

         at Chrysler, Lee Iacocca was in his glory when new cars were being born.

      


      He was the new-car boss of all new-car bosses.


      Car companies make a big deal of these birthing events. They make a big deal of every point along the process, too.


      Companies schedule major presentations to promote new cars, or new design elements when they are ready for introduction to

         the public.

      


      These days, the introduction of a new car is like a rock concert, complete with loud music, smoke machines, laser lights,

         and carefully scripted presentations.

      


      It wasn’t always that way.


      I remember one of Lee’s plans to emphasize Ford’s commitment to safety before the government began mandating such things.


      It was a very serious subject.


      Ford made its contribution with the padded dashboard.


      It doesn’t seem like a big deal now, but forty years ago, if you were in an auto accident, you might hit a solid metal dashboard.

         Padding the dash might not seem like a gigantic leap, but it was then and undoubtedly has saved many lives.

      


      Iacocca wanted to get his salesmen turned on about this new padded dashboard, so he scheduled a demonstration. He gathered

         a whole collection of salesmen in an auditorium. Up on the stage there was a table with some of the dashboard padding on it.

      


      His plan was to climb up on a ladder and prove that this development would change the world of car safety forever.


      He took a raw egg. He was going to drop it on the padding to show how effective it was. He let go of the egg and—splat!


      It splattered all over the padding and the stage around the table.


      He should have searched for a tougher egg.
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      I was really not in the mainstream when I started at Ford because I wanted to work in labor relations. Finance and manufacturing

         and engineering were the hot areas at Ford in the late 1950s. At best, I was working to support an engineering department.

      


      But even from a distance, I was able to watch the work of a group we called the Whiz Kids. The phenomenon still exists.


      Companies frequently turn to collections of young brilliants to help solve their problems, either bringing them on board or

         hiring them as consultants. Sometimes, an awareness of the value of the people who are already in place gets lost in that

         process.

      


      It is hard to believe that something like this could happen in modern business, but Ford actually hired ten people from the

         U.S. Air Force as a package. As they matured and gained experience, many of them later went on to important positions in industrial

         America.

      


      Bob McNamara was one of them, long before he headed into politics as secretary of defense and then moved on to the World Bank.

         Tex Thornton, who virtually created Litton Industries, was there, too, along with Ed Lundy, who later became financial chief

         of Ford Motor. They were important characters in my boss-watching years.

      


      Initially, they were bright but not too experienced.


      They were highly educated, highly energetic, and had a lot to do with the logistics of ordnance in World War II. We called

         them Whiz Kids because young Henry Ford II let them free to go where they wanted and question whatever they found.

      


      It was wonderful until these young men actually got power too soon.


      They awed the un-intellectuals at Ford. And they did some pretty crazy stuff in their early days.
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      Ford was in poor shape then.


      As such, it was an ideal work environment for the young brilliants. There were plenty of problems to address. Unfortunately,

         there were a lot of folks at Ford who already knew how to make the place work, who had found their own ways to accomplish

         goals.

      


      They were the veterans, and the Whiz Kids had no patience for them. Yes, the veterans had done some dumb things over the years,

         but they still had a tremendous amount of experience and a lot to offer.

      


      The Whiz Kids would just blow right past them.


      That experience left me with an important conclusion: Any successful enterprise needs bright, new people with new ideas. But

         it also needs the veterans who have been there and have learned from their own failures.

      


      When I was working on the 1960 Falcon program, I had the freedom to roam. I just loved listening to the older guys reminiscing.

         Some of them told stories about old Henry Ford, about what a tyrant he had been.

      


      My take from their stories: Beware of self-made, brilliant, very wealthy people. They do not believe they can make mistakes

         and they have very little sympathy or patience for anything, certainly not for the people who work for them.

      


      These vets told me that by the late 1930s, Ford employees were actually hiding from old Henry Ford for fear that he would

         be in a bad mood and fire them on the spot for no good reason.

      


      His goal was to try to get his grandsons into the business and trained in ways that would benefit the company.


      But they were just kids. And they acted like kids.


      One of the mechanics told me a story about teaching young Henry Ford II how to weld. The mechanic came into work a few days

         later and found that all of his tools had been welded together in his locker.

      


      Think about that.


      How do you complain at Ford Motor Co. about that kind of behavior from a teenager named Ford?


      You don’t.


      It was part of the atmosphere inside of a company that carried its founder’s name. Over time, Ford had become an empire. Even

         after the elder Ford had left the job, during World War II when the Defense Department convinced Henry Ford II he should take

         over because national security was closely tied to Ford’s success, Ford Motor was an empire.

      


      [image: art]


      I got my first real taste of the dark side of the culture at Ford back in the 1960s.


      Cultural change is one of the hot mantras of modern business. It is important, of course, but I know why it is so hard to

         create new cultures inside of old companies. One part of culture is a creation of the stories people tell about what they

         have experienced on the job.

      


      I have been struggling with cultural problems for most of my career. We worked to rebuild the culture at United Airlines for

         years. Folks are always telling stories about the bad old days, and tailoring their behavior to act as though they still exist.

      


      Distrust between management and the workers was planted years and years ago at United, but it still damages people on the

         job every day. A CEO can sense it when he listens to the stories people tell about their jobs. I would suggest that it has

         always been that way, and that the challenge of the modern CEO is to find a way to create strong, good stories that drive

         out the old bad ones.

      


      I learned all about that at Ford.


      What a collection of bad stories the Ford people had to tell.


      Ford was still making wood propellers for the trimotor airplanes in the 1940s, long after the trimotor plane was gone. They

         built the propellers and sent them to a warehouse, never to be used or seen again. There was no need for the propellers, but

         no one in that vast company told the propeller division. That was one of the price tags attached to being so big. No one really

         knew enough about the place.
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      Every empire has an emperor.


      Ford the First was the king in his era, and I think that role fell quite naturally to Henry Ford II when he took over.
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