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This book is dedicated to the Fabulous, Fantastic Fox Family: Marlene, Erin, Damian, Brenna Rose, Luca Modesto, Ella, Heather, Chris, and more on the way. All the other Foxes and Flahertys can also consider themselves dedicatees. Given!






 




FOREWORD





 


 


The kitchen table is the iconic American center of the family household. It is where boys and girls learn, get ambition, get confidence, get ready, get the spunk to make it to the top. The kitchen table, or its equivalent, has been the center of families of all cultures in all places since the cavemen discovered fire.


Dinner at home is spring training for dinners of importance conducted elsewhere. It is at dinner where blessings are offered, toasts made, manners learned, issues discussed. It is at the dinner table where business and life lessons are learned by millions of boys and girls that will get them to the top in all possible careers. It is at the dinner table where business is learned, conducted, completed. It is during dinner that wisdom, experience, and the history of elders is passed.


This book is based on the life-forming remembrances of people who made it to the top.


Now raise a glass to parents, grandparents, dinner partners everywhere: “To your health and happiness . . . and thank you.”






• I •


When Thomas Jefferson Dined Alone
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There are two times when you must have perfect table manners: when you dine with others and when you dine alone. Be it a family meal, a business meeting, a campfire roast, dining with others is a linchpin of civilization. The table is where partnerships begin, plans are laid, decisions made, information exchanged, deals struck. A person’s natural conduct at the table is often a window into the persona. Is he or she well-taught, polite, attentive, funny, observant, disciplined? Or indulgent, sloppy, avaricious, uncouth, rude, inappropriate?


Poor table manners are a sign of self-absorption and an insensitivity to others. There is nothing gained by poor table manners. Thus, it is always a social sin to eat like a hog. The same is true when dining alone. Show yourself the same respect and dignity you show others. During World War II, while in prisoner-of-war camps, British army officers insisted that soldiers of all rank, despite deplorable conditions, maintain acceptable table manners. Such rigor reminded the men of their humanity and superiority of spirit.


Dining alone reminds everyone of President John F. Kennedy’s 1962 speech honoring America’s Nobel Prize winners. Kennedy welcomed the Nobel winners, members of Congress, and esteemed guests noting, “This is the most extraordinary collection of talent, of human knowledge, that has ever been gathered together at the White House, with the possible exception of when Thomas Jefferson dined alone.”


Be assured that when the great Thomas Jefferson dined alone, civility was not in peril.






• II •


Hire a Helicopter
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It was Saturday. The offices were closed for the weekend. The only person in the building was Guiseppe Italo, whose job was sorting and delivering the company mail. Guiseppe did not have to be in the building that Saturday afternoon and he had little in his life but the mailroom job. But he loved his company and just liked being in the offices. He had worked for his company for over thirty years in such jobs as driver, gofer, landscaping, office cleaning, maintenance. The only employee who wore a company work shirt, which he proudly wore with his name stenciled on a pocket, Joe was full of company lore and stories. He had heard a lot, seen a lot, and he never spoke a disloyal word. Joe had seen people come and go, and he’d seen young, eager, hardworking people progress from trainee to president. In fact, he now worked a few layers of management below one of those eager hotshots. Joe liked this hotshot, who always addressed him by name, always sincerely asked how he was doing, and had arranged a surprise $500 bonus with a note that read, “Joe: You don’t have to, but thanks for always putting your company’s interests before yours. Signature.” That framed note hung in the mailroom.


It was late that Saturday afternoon when Joe heard a phone ringing somewhere in the building. At first, Joe ignored the ringing. Then he realized the call had somehow bypassed the switchboard and was ringing on someone’s direct line. Joe went to find the ringing phone. The phone kept ringing. Joe later said, “That ringing phone sounded real desperate.” Joe found the phone after twenty-five or thirty rings.


“How may I help you?” asked Joe.


“I’m so glad you’re there. I was just about to hang up. We need some help,” said the caller.


“Okay, what’s up?” asked Joe.


“We will run out of your product in about three hours. If we run out, our production line will shut down. If the line shuts down, it will cost us hundreds of thousands of dollars an hour, and my boss and I will be in big trouble. The product we need is your BRF1984. Can we get some?” asked the caller.


“I think we might have some trade show samples, stuff used for training, that kind of thing. I can’t promise, but maybe we can find something.”


Joe got the caller’s name, number, address, approximate amount of product needed. Joe told the caller he would see what he could do and get back to him.


“We will be grateful,” said the caller. “By the way, what’s your name?”


Joe called the hotshot at home. He explained the problem. He told the exec that he had prowled the building and had scavenged product from the product manager’s office, from the lab, from the packaging department.


“Joe, I’ve never heard of Factory Town, New York. Where is it?”


“It is about a hundred seventy miles as the crow flies from the office,” answered Joe. “Real far by car.”


“We’ll never get the stuff there in time,” said the hotshot.


“I have a suggestion,” said Joe.


“Hit me!”


“We could hire a private plane or a helicopter,” said Joe.


Two hours later a helicopter landed in front of a factory in Factory Town, New York.


Joe was a talker. By nine o’clock Monday morning the helicopter story had made its way to the company’s CEO and chairman. The chairman was a decent guy, but a notorious tightfisted skinflint. He hated to spend money, let alone spend money profligately. At 9:10 a.m. the hotshot was on his way to the chairman’s office.


“Is it true you told Joe it was okay to order a helicopter to fly from here to someplace in upstate New York?” asked the chairman.


“Yes,” answered the hotshot.


“How much did it cost?” asked the chairman.


“I don’t know.”


“You don’t know? What do you mean you don’t know?”


“I told Joe to have them bill us,” said the hotshot.


“Bill us?” blurted the chairman.


At that moment, the chairman’s longtime assistant walked in and told him there was an important caller on the line and he should take it. The chairman picked up the phone and listened in astonishment as the caller said: “Mr. Chairman. My name is [withheld]. I am president of [a U.S. automobile manufacturer]. I was told that you have a guy working there who saved my company maybe millions of dollars. I think his name is Joe Italo, or something like that. Please bill us for the helicopter, and be assured we will never forget what you did for us.”


“Thank you very much,” said the chairman.


“No, we thank you,” said the customer.


The chairman looked at the ceiling, asking no one, “Guiseppe, why on earth were you here on Saturday afternoon?” He turned to his assistant. “Ask Joe if he would please come up here.” He looked at the hotshot. “Knowing Joe, he’ll be here in a heartbeat. Any suggestions?”


“Ask him about the helicopter. He flew back and forth in it,” said the hotshot.


The chairman stared in dismay.


Hiring a helicopter to save a customer can make a career. (Hiring a helicopter to visit the casinos can sink a career.) Hire a helicopter if you want to fly high.






• III •


Juggle Like Mom
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Moms who work have a tough job—actually two tough jobs. Single moms have two super-tough jobs. Just like the Richter scale of escalating earthquake magnitudes, the more kids in the family, the tougher the job. Whatever their title or responsibilities at work, single moms are always the CEO, at the top of their families. (Actually in 98 percent plus of all families, single or not, moms are the CEO.) As CEO of their families, moms do more tasks, make more decisions, solve more problems, deal with more crises in one week than even the hardest-working, most hands-on corporate CEO will handle in a Galapagos tortoise’s lifetime. (And every single CEO or CMO or president or C of anything who was raised by a single mom will so attest.)


Growing up with a single mom, observing a single mom, remembering with hindsight a single mom is worth 100 credits at every one of the best graduate business schools on terra firma. A single mom’s typical weekly “to do” list (each “to do” multiplied by the number of kids) would minimally include: money earning, bill paying, meal planning, grocery shopping, meal making, lunch packing, clothes selection, clothes cleaning, homework checking, bath taking, teeth brushing, schedule meshing, bed making, chore assigning, teacher meetings, after-school pickups, latchkey hiding, babysitter interviewing and reference checking and hiring and training and paying and monitoring and firing, story reading, house cleaning, juggling, juggling, and too much more.


Single moms are more than the CEO of their families. They are saleswomen, selling their kids on washing the dishes, taking out the trash, doing their homework. On kids cleaning their rooms, smart moms backpedal. Bad ROT (see Chapter XVII). Like sales managers holding up Kevlar umbrellas shielding the salespeople from the nonsense thrown from above, moms struggling financially protect their kids from the scary reality of their plight. They are chief financial officers, balancing the checkbook, juggling which bill to pay when. They are the human resources directors, helping their kids cope with middle school, with taunters and teasers, with braces, with college applications. They are operations managers, getting each kid to soccer, or piano, or gymnastics on time every time.


Moms have every job at home that exists in every good organization. Single moms are an ever-onstage, no-day-off, all-star ensemble cast of provider, ringmaster, nurturer, doctor, nurse, example setter, bar raiser, coach, mentor, teacher, shielder, protector, corrector, applauder, chef, chauffer, pain duller, smile maker, hugger.


Moms are always valuable employees. They work extra hard because they know that sometimes they have to put a sick child first, and they don’t want such occasions to threaten their job. Single moms are valuable employees because they are experts at getting things done, moving things along, making compromises, making decisions.


To get to the top, juggle like Mom. Meticulously manage your time. Keep a list. Stay organized. Be relentless. Get a lot done every day. Plan. Be on time. Stay healthy. Don’t complain. 


Be like Mom: No matter the pain, don’t complain. As one at the top puts it: “In all the years, over forty, that my mother was a single mom, despite poverty, crippling ailments, heartbreaking setbacks, the one thing my mother never once did was to complain. Not once.”






• IV •


Be Both Mr. Inside and Mr. Outside
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1944, 1945, and 1946 were glory years for Army, the U.S. Military Academy’s football team. Army was undefeated: twenty-seven wins and one tie. Army was a powerhouse. Providing the power were Felix “Doc” Blanchard and Glenn Davis, both great running backs. Both players won the Heisman Trophy given to college football’s best player. The media nicknamed Blanchard and Davis Mr. Inside and Mr. Outside. Doc Blanchard, Mr. Inside, was a fullback. He was a bruising, powerful fellow who ran inside, up the middle, through the line. Glenn Davis, Mr. Outside, was a lightning-fast halfback who broke long touchdowns by getting to the outside, outside the line, and outrunning the defense. These two men were leaders: They led their teams to victory, and later had leadership careers in the military and in business.


Leaders of companies, of organizations, must be both Mr. (or Ms.) Inside and Mr. (or Ms.) Outside. You are Mr. Inside when you are inside the company working with colleagues. You are Mr. Outside when you are outside the company meeting with customers, with distributors, with retailers, with shareholders, suppliers, and the media.


As Mr. Inside, you are modest, humble, collegial, courteous, calm, controlled (not controlling), questioning, inspecting, helpful. You help others solve problems. You remove barriers and frustrations that hinder people in doing their jobs. You give credit and recognition and thank-yous.


When you are Mr. Outside, you are a flag-waving company patriot. You promote your company, your products, services, and values. You do not promote yourself (unless you are the product or a spokesperson for the product). You do not get your picture on the cover of a magazine; you get your product’s picture on the cover. You are a tireless, fearless, enthusiastic, positive seller of your company. You sell, ask for the business, attract investors, get and keep customers, influence influencers.


Inside, you lead from the middle. You are the hub of the wheel. You sell inside, persuading employees to change, to innovate, to improve, to learn, to serve customers better.


Outside, you lead in front. You are in touch with customers. You set the example for other employees. You are the way. You show the way . . . for customers and employees.


When you are both Mr. Inside and Mr. Outside, you are leading and motivating.


You can start running hard and fast the day you join a company. Be Mr. Inside/Mr. Outside now. You can run inside and outside in your organization no matter your job or rank or seniority. Don’t wait until you get the big job, the big promotion. If you wait to run, you may be waiting for your entire career.






• V •


“What I Would Do in the First 100 Days”
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Someday you want to be CEO, or president, or global director of this or that, or vice president of sales, or head of manufacturing. For whatever legitimate reasons, you are not a realistic candidate for that job. That’s okay. You are ambitious, but you are a realist. In addition to doing your job as well as it can be done, you are always thinking about how your company can be better. You don’t publicly criticize management. You don’t participate in bitch sessions. You stay out of office politics. You are a worker. You are a thinker. You keep a file or a notebook or an “Alive Sea Scroll” of your ideas. You are always thinking: “If I were CEO, what would I do to increase revenues, increase profits, cut costs, slaughter competition?” You have ideas on what you would do, why you would do it, a thoughtful consideration of all possible consequences, facts, numbers, data.
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