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Advance Praise for Selling the Wheel

“What a fantastic read! This book will make you laugh, think, and by the time you are done, you will thoroughly understand the fundamentals of building a world-class organization.”

—Jerry Marterella, Vice-President, Computer Sciences Corporation, Consulting and Systems Integration


“The Wheel in the story is symbolic of every product and service in the world today. In my twenty-five-plus years of sales management, I have to say this book is without a doubt the easiest to read and the most enjoyable—yet it delivers concepts that are essential to salespeople everywhere. I highly recommend it.”

—Don Herring, Vice-President, Standard Motor Products, Inc.


“Selling the Wheel is fast-paced and a lot of fun to read—even as it offers a wealth of information about choosing the right way to sell for your kind of customers. If you’re in business today, you’ve got to read Wheel.”

—Jake J. Antonio III, Vice-President of Sales, Hill-Rom /A Hillenbrand Company


“Selling the Wheel is a clever story about sales, a story that teaches concepts better than a standard textbook could ever do. The plot rolls along—as if on wheels!—gathering speed all the way to the end. You won’t want to put it down. Wheel would be a discussion-provoking text for marketing classes at any level.”

—Lois Herr, Marketing & Public Affairs, Elizabethtown College


“Selling the Wheel offers a clear, concise, fun-to-read understanding of how to approach your customer and your market. It is a crucial tool for anyone in sales, a roadmap for a rookie and a fresh perspective for even the most seasoned rep! The story is so good that I recommend it to anyone who wants to sell more, quicker.”

—Charlie Alvarez, Vice-President, Corporate Development, Physicians Sales & Service, World Medical


“This book makes solid business sense. It is based on extensive research, is customer-focused, and has excellent insights. As a bonus, Selling the Wheel is cleverly written, humorous, and easy to understand. Everyone who reads it will come away with a better understanding of what makes a successful sales strategy for a particular type of customer.”

—Gerald J. Bauer, Sales Competency Leader, Dupont (Retired); Partner, Atlantic Marketing Workshops


“Selling the Wheel has it all. It’s immensely entertaining, yet it delivers clear lessons that we need to sell effectively as we continuously strive to deliver the world-class performance that the market demands. I highly recommend it.”

—Edgar H. Smith, General Sales Manager, General Motors Parts


“The mountain of empirical research on which Wheels is based is very impressive. Just as amazing is how accessible this is when conveyed through the book’s story.”

—John Folkerth, Chairman and President, Shopsmith, Inc.


“The Wheel in the story is symbolic of every product or service on the market. This book covers it all . . . tells you how to sell and what kind of salesperson should be handling the sale.”

—Duane Miller, AC Delco (General Motors)


“Selling the Wheel is a very insightful perspective on the selling process. It is cleverly written in a way that is thought-provoking, challenging, and entertaining.”

—Tom Weisenbach, Group Vice-President, xpedx, division of International Paper


“Selling the Wheel is a story that’s a valuable learning tool for accelerating positive change within your sales force. It will help your salespeople focus on what’s really important and identify the best ways for them to serve their customers.”

—Steve Roehrich, Vice-President, Quality Management, Johnson & Johnson
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SELLING THE WHEEL





Introduction

Selling the Wheel is written as a story. Yet everything said in these pages about salespeople and customers is derived from empirical research conducted over more than twenty-five years.

Our research began in the mid-1970s, and it continues today. It’s comprised of data collected on 250,000 salespeople, more than 8,500 corporate sales forces, and interviews with over 100,000 actual customers who rated the quality of the salespeople and sales forces serving them.

As our firm analyzed the data, we made some interesting discoveries. For one thing, we learned that there is no such thing as the perfect salesperson who is universally effective with all customers. Indeed, we found that most so-called sales superstars are typically very ineffective when it comes to the nuts-and-bolts selling that is the essence of many business-to-business sales. In fact, the strengths that make one salesperson successful in one selling situation might turn into weaknesses if that salesperson is placed in a different situation, dealing with different customer needs.

Customers are, of course, the key to everything in sales. So we decided that in order to make sense of our growing mountain of data, we would sort it according to the two most critical criteria relevant to customers.

First, the complexity of the purchase decision (that is, whether the sale can be made in one or two contacts with the customer, or whether the sale requires an involved effort over an extended period of time).

Second, the experience and expertise of the customer in making the purchase of the item being sold (that is, whether the customer is familiar with the product or service and can competently buy it and use it without much support, or whether the customer needs a lot of help from the seller’s salespeople).

Sorted in such fashion, the data revealed profiles of four specific types of salespeople—who have different personal career drives, different personalities, and who need different kinds of skills because they must use different approaches to finding customers and making sales. Each type could be effective, but only when matched to customers’ needs.

We further observed a broad range of implications affecting practically all aspects of market strategy—from market entry and withdrawal to pricing and profitability, new product development, corporate image, sales force compensation, and just about everything else.

In 1998, we teamed up with Jeff Cox—a writer with whom we have worked on several occasions and the coauthor of some well-known, best-selling business books—to present the essence of this material simply and creatively, yet accurately. The result is Selling the Wheel.

We hope you enjoy the book, because it is written to be enjoyable. More important, we hope you identify yourself and your company in this story, because every salesperson and every company has a place on the Wheel of Sales. And understanding that place is critical to your success and that of your company.

As the business world enters a new millennium, competition has never been more intense—yet the tools for waging the competitive struggle are becoming fewer rather than more plentiful. Consider the changes that have taken place in the last three decades.

In the 1970s, when our firm, the H. R. Chally Group, was founded, many long-held tenets of American management were being challenged and overturned. Japanese corporations in particular were gaining share with products that were of higher quality, as perceived by the customer, and were also lower in cost. Quality improvement, then, became the means to a competitive advantage.

Similarly, in the 1980s, the spread of powerful computer technologies made it possible to engineer, introduce, and distribute new products in less time. Technology also made it possible to provide those products with higher-quality service and support. And, defensively, if a competitor introduced a superior product, you could reverse-engineer it and bring a comparable offering to the market much more quickly. So a product offering quality and lower cost was no longer enough to gain a competitive edge. You also needed excellent service.

In the 1990s, the spread of computer networks, the rise of global manufacturing, and automated or outsourced service improvements made it possible to downsize workforces and create leaner, more-efficient corporate organizations. This also meant that buyers could lower their own overhead expenses, which enabled them to offer lower prices to their own customers . . . but to do so required outsourcing back to their vendors much of the added values that can only be provided by a vendor’s sales and service people.

But now, none of these—not quality, technology, or a lean organization—is a competitive advantage. They are now merely the qualifications for entry into the marketplace. If you have them, you’re a contender; if you don’t, you’re history.

Today, the single most potent resource for gaining a competitive edge is not the product being sold or the guarantees you attach: it is the quality of the sales force selling that product. In fact, we are now seeing that the closer products in the marketplace move toward parity with one another, the better the sales force has to become if the seller’s company is to succeed.

On that note, enjoy the book, learn from it—and if you’d like to learn more or apply our principles and services to your company, look up www.chally.com on the Net.

Howard Stevens

Dayton, Ohio     

A.D. 2000          





Part One: The Wheel Revolution
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O nce upon a time, a long, long time ago, way back in the days of the Pharaohs of ancient Egypt, there lived a guy named Max.

One day, Max was traveling on business, and he had a layover between caravans. Stuck with time on his hands, Max got to talking to a few of the locals, and they told him all about this big Pyramid that was under construction—it was the largest stone structure ever attempted in the history of the world.

“Where is it?” Max asked them.

“It’s right on the edge of town,” they said. “You can’t miss it.”

“What the heck,” said Max, “maybe I’ll go have a look.”

So he rented a camel, rode it to the edge of town, and sure enough, there in the distance were the sloping foundations of what would someday be the very first Pyramid. And everywhere Max looked, he saw thousands of sweaty workers cutting big, heavy stones with hammers and chisels, and then dragging the huge stones into place. To move the heaviest of stones, they had elephants, dozens of them, but even with the help of elephants the work was hot, backbreaking, and slow.

Man, it’s going to take them forever to build this thing, thought Max.

Impressed though he was with what he saw, he was very glad that he wasn’t working there.



When Max got home, he couldn’t stop thinking about that huge Pyramid and all those workers dragging the stones around. He even had a dream one night that he was one of the stone-dragging team, toiling in the sun, and after tossing and turning for half the night, he awakened with a terrible thirst.

He got out of bed to get a drink of water—and lo! He had the most brilliant idea he’d ever had in his life.

As he sipped his drink of water, he thought about his idea. He went back to bed, thought about it some more, and the more he thought, the more he was convinced that his idea was really something.

At last, Max nodded off to dreamland, but in the morning when he woke up, his idea was still with him. And it still seemed brilliant to him. So he went downstairs to the workshop he had in a spare room at the back of his house and he set to it.



Years later, after many disappointments and failures, Max had done it. He had turned his idea into a real thing. Very proud of his accomplishment, he rolled it out of the workshop and into the kitchen to show his wife.

“Look, Minnie!” he said. “Look what I’ve invented!”

“What the heck is that?” his wife asked.

“It’s the Wheel!” said Max.

“It’s the what?”

“The Wheel. This is what I’ve been working on all these years.”

“Yeah? What’s it do?”

“What’s it do? You just watch!” And Max rolled the Wheel across the kitchen floor. “See, it goes ’round and ’round!”

“That’s . . . interesting. Does it do anything else?”

“Well, no, that’s pretty much it. But, Minnie, I think the Wheel could turn out to be a very useful thing.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Because people won’t have to drag things the way they always have. With the aid of the Wheel, you see, heavy objects can be made to roll.”

“So?” asked his wife.

“Don’t you get it? The Wheel is going to make it possible to move things much more quickly—and with far less effort! People will get more work done in less time!”

“Well, it sounds good,” said Minnie, trying not to look skeptical.

“And you know what else?” said Max. “The Wheel is going to make us lots of money!”

“Oh?”

“Someday, millions of people all over the world will use the Wheel. And we will own the patent!”

“Uh-huh. Well, that’s nice, dear. You keep at it, and let me know when we’re rich.”



Max did keep at it. He built more and more Wheels. He filled his whole workshop with them—and each Wheel he built was better and more refined.

One evening, Minnie came into the workshop. She stood perplexed amidst Max’s vast inventory of Wheels, and asked, “So, um, how’s it going?”

“Not bad,” said Max. “Take a look at this one. See? It’s rounder!”

“Very nice, dear.”

“And take a look at this!” said Max, holding up a thick wooden pole. “I call it the Axle.”

“Oh? And what does an Axle do?”

“Well, you see, Minnie, with an Axle, I can join together two Wheels, one on each end, and place the object to be moved in the middle! This is eminently more practical than using one Wheel by itself—and just think of it—I can sell twice as many Wheels!”

“I’m glad you brought that up,” said his wife.

“Brought what up?”

“Selling these things. It seems to me that if we’re going to get rich, you’re going to have to go out and sell these Wheels of yours, aren’t you?”

“Sell? Me? Minnie, the Wheel is a brilliant invention! One does not have to sell brilliant inventions; brilliant inventions sell themselves!”

“Uh-huh. Well, I haven’t been seeing the Wheels rolling out the door on their own. I don’t think they know how to sell themselves. I think you’re going to have to do it for them.”

This suggestion gave Max a modest anxiety attack. Because while he now knew a great deal about Wheels, he knew almost nothing about selling.

“You just wait, Minnie. When word of the Wheel gets around, and the idea catches on, there’ll be people lined up outside our door begging me to sell them a Wheel.”

Weeks went by, but nobody lined up outside Max’s door.

Finally, Max could not fit any more Wheels into the workshop. He wanted to start storing them in the living room, but Minnie laid down the law.

“Absolutely not!” his wife said. “You’ve got to get rid of some of these Wheels. Either start selling them or roll them into the river!”

At last Max had to face reality. After grumping about the house for a few hours, he picked out his two roundest Wheels, rolled them into the street, attached them to his best Axle, and pushed his contraption through the neighborhood.

“Look,” Max would say to anyone who would give him the time, “aren’t these terrific? I call them ‘Wheels.’ They’re my own invention. You see, with Wheels, you don’t have to drag things, you can—hey, wait a minute! Come back!”

Unfortunately for Max, no one was interested. After weeks of pushing his Wheels up one street and down the next, knocking on doors, introducing himself, explaining these great things called Wheels—nothing! Nobody wanted them.

Some even laughed at Max’s suggestion that they might want to purchase Wheels of their own.

“You want money? For those? Ha! Ha! Ha-ha-ha!”



It was embarrassing, even humiliating, for poor Max. He began to doubt that he could even give away his Wheels. Finally, very depressed and disappointed, he turned and rolled them toward home.

“All that time and effort I put in! And for what?” he asked aloud as he removed the Wheels from their Axle.

Disgusted, he gave one of the Wheels a kick. It rolled to the wall, bumped it hard enough to make a crack in the plaster, and toppled over. Plop.

Minnie looked at her husband and felt bad. She sat down with him on the sofa, put her hand on his arm.

“I can’t believe it!” Max lamented. “Here I come up with what might possibly be one of the greatest inventions ever, and nobody wants it!”

“Max, there are millions of people in the world. Surely some of them must have a use for the Wheel.”

“But how do I find them? And if I find them, how do I sell it to them?”

Minnie slowly shook her head. “I don’t know.”

They both thought for a moment.

Then Minnie said, “Hey, what about the Oracle?”

“What, you mean Ozzie the Oracle? What about him?”

“He knows everything about everything—politics, history, the mysteries of the universe. He must know something about marketing and sales. Why don’t we go talk to him?”

“Aw, Minnie, come on! It’s a pain in the neck getting out to see him. He lives in the middle of nowhere, and you’ve got to bring him a burnt offering, and . . . I’m not so sure he really knows everything.”

“Well, he does know a lot,” said Minnie. “Surely he can give you a few tips on how to sell your invention. Besides, I’m not sure what else to do.”

In truth, Max did not know what to do either. Finally, he got to his feet. “All right, all right. Let’s go hear what the old codger has to say.”
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I n those days, if you wanted to know something beyond the realm of everyday experience, you went to see the Oracle. Every town had one. For the price of a burnt offering, you could ask any question and the Oracle would tune in to the infinite and tell you what was what.

So Max packed up some Wheels and Axles, put them on a donkey, and he and Minnie made the tortuous journey to visit the Oracle. They left the city and followed the narrow path along a river, up through a winding canyon of sheer cliffs, and into some arid mountains where nothing grew except bugs and snakes. They kept going until they came to the yawning mouth of a dark and forbidding cave.

Max and Minnie peered inside but saw nobody. Finally, summoning their courage, they stepped into the cave. When their eyes adjusted, they detected a pile of sticks off to one side and, in the center of the cave, the cold ashes of a fire.

Going on what others had said, Max built a fire from the sticks while Minnie skewered their offering. They put it over the fire and waited. Slowly the cave filled with the smoke of burning meat that drifted back into its farthest reaches—and suddenly there appeared, as if from thin air, an old bald man with a long white beard.

The old man snatched the skewer from the fire, blew on it, then took a little nibble.

“Mmmm. Not bad. What is this?”

“Roasted goat,” said Minnie.

“Tasty.”

The old man sat down on a rock, polished off the remainder of the burnt offering, then sighed and announced in a rather bored, official tone, “Greetings and welcome to my cave. I am Ozzie the Oracle, knower of all things knowable and some that are not.And you are . . .?”

“This is my wife, Minnie. And my name is Max. I’m the inventor the Wheel.”

“The what?”

“The Wheel. One of these round things I brought with me.”

“Those? You’re kidding. I thought they were giant bagels.”

“No, they’re made of stone, and they roll back and forth like . . . well, here, let me show you.”

Max removed the Wheels and Axles from the donkey, assembled them, and proceeded to demonstrate. But the Oracle, though initially curious, soon began to watch with growing impatience.

“Okay, okay,” said the Oracle, “I get the idea. What’s your problem?”

“See, I’m convinced that Wheels have a great future,” said Max, “but I haven’t been able to sell them to anyone.”

As Max went on to explain the ordeal of going around the neighborhood and having everyone either laugh at him or run away, the Oracle stroked his beard and thought. Minnie took out paper, ink, and a quill in case he said something worth writing down.

At last, the Oracle said, “Max, you’ve got to keep in mind that people have been getting along just fine without the Wheel for millions of years.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“The world does not know that it needs the Wheel. Just because you’ve invented it doesn’t mean the world wants it.”

“So you think I should give up?” asked Max. “You think I should throw the Wheel on the scrap heap of history?”

“No, no,” said the Oracle. “In fact, I predict that the Wheel will indeed have a bright future. But to find the right way to sell it, you have to start by answering the basic, bedrock questions.”

“What are those?”

“Well, the first one is: Who are your customers?”

“That’s the problem,” said Max. “I don’t have any customers yet.”

“But who is a potential customer for the Wheel?”

“Why . . . everyone!”

“No, not really. Maybe someday everyone will own a Wheel—or even three or four of them. But not today. So think, in the next few months, who is most likely to become a customer?”

“Beats me,” said Max.

“Okay, if you don’t know who your customers are, let me ask you the second bedrock question: Who are your competitors?”

“My competitors? I don’t have any of those either,” said Max. “The Wheel is unique, the first product of its kind. We have no competitors.”

“Oh, yes you do,” said the Oracle. “Your competition is the existing technology—technology that is already in place. I’m talking about all of the different ways of moving things from one place to another.”

Max thought for a moment. “You mean like camels. Horses. Elephants. Big sweaty guys with strong backs. And sledges.”

You have to understand that in those days, B.W. (before the Wheel), people would use a sledge to move the very heaviest objects. A sledge was a platform on top of a couple of skids or runners—kind of like a sled, even though they did not have much snow in Max’s part of the world. Anyway, they would put the big, heavy object to be moved onto a sledge, hitch up some kind of beast to pull it, and they would drag it to wherever they needed this huge, heavy thing to be.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” said Max. “The Wheel does have competitors. It even has a number of them.”

“All right, here’s the third question: Why do your customers—or your potential customers—want what you are selling? That is, what does the Wheel do better than the competitive alternatives?”

“Well, with a Wheel you can move things a lot faster and with a lot less work,” said Minnie.

“And you can move them cheaper, too, because you don’t need as many camels or elephants or workers to pull things using a Wheel,” said Max.

“Ah, but there’s something else you’re selling,” said the Oracle.

“What’s that?”

“Opportunity. You’re conceivably selling the opportunity to move things and do things that could never have been moved or done before the Wheel.”

“True,” said Max.

“Okay,” said the Oracle, “now let’s go back to the first question: Who are your customers?”

“People who need to move heavy stuff faster, easier, and cheaper,” said Max.

“Yes,” said the Oracle, “but especially people who are forward-thinking enough take advantage of the Wheel’s potential. So when you say ‘people,’ bear in mind you’re not talking about average folks.”

“You know, maybe we are talking about business people,” said Minnie. “Maybe they’re more likely to be the first buyers.”

“Excellent,” said the Oracle. “Your first buyers—indeed, the first buyers of any truly new technology—are very likely to be people of means who can envision the Wheel as a way to make themselves more successful, to make their businesses more successful, to do things that have never been done before, to make life better.”

“I get the sense you’re talking about a fairly small number of people here,” said Max.

“Yes, I am,” said the Oracle. “In the early going, all new technology begins with a very small base of customers who have surplus wealth to risk on it. But a small customer base, for you, is not such a bad thing. Because when you’re first starting out, you don’t have the resources to sell this to the whole world. You have to focus your attentions on only the best prospects.”

“Yes,” said Max, “but who might those prospects be? Specifically? Do you know anybody?”

“Sorry, we who deal in the oracular don’t divulge specifics. It’s against our code. That’s for you two to figure out.”

Max and Minnie looked askance at him.

“However,” said the Oracle, “by answering the bedrock questions, you know pretty well who your first customers are likely to be. And you know who your competitors are. Now, my bedrock question number four: Why are those first customers going to buy from you?”

“From us?” asked Minnie. “They have no choice. We are the only ones who make the Wheel.”

“But they do have a choice. You do have competitors. Which takes us to bedrock question number five: Why might they prefer to continue buying from your competitors—and not from you?”

“I don’t know,” said Minnie. “Because they’re dolts?”

“Right, because they’re locked into the past,” said Max. “Because they have no vision.”

“Arrogant,” said the Oracle. “Very arrogant on your part—but also very typical of inventors, entrepreneurs, and anyone with new ideas. Actually, there are good reasons why potential customers would keep on buying elephants and sledges from your competition.”

“Why is that?” asked Minnie.

“Your competitors offer proven, reliable, affordable, low-tech methods that are well understood and don’t require vision. Even a complete dolt can use them. And there are a lot of dolts in this world. That’s why you should not underestimate your competition’s strength.”

Somewhat insulted, Max said to Minnie, “Well, I think I’ve heard enough.”

At that moment the Oracle was covering a yawn with the palm of his hand. “Good,” he said. “It’s time for my power nap.”

“But wait,” said Minnie. “Can’t you tell us more?”

“What do you expect for a skewer of roasted goat?” The old man got up to leave but, seeing the expression on Minnie’s face, he relented. “All right, I’ll give you the sixth bedrock question: Given everything we’ve just talked about, what added values do your salespeople have to supply in order for customers to buy from you rather than from your competitors?”

In unison, Max and Minnie shrugged.

“That’s it,” said the Oracle. “You’re on your own. Nice meeting both of you. Good luck with the Wheel.”

And with that, the Oracle faded back into the nether reaches of the gloomy cave.







Minnie's Notes . . .

Ozzie the Oracle’s 6 Bedrock Questions


	Who are our customers?



	Who are our competitors?

	Why do customers want what we are selling?

	What would make them prefer to buy from us?

	Why might they prefer to buy from our competitors?

	What added values does our salesperson have to offer to make a sale?
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M ax and Minnie packed up and went back down the mountain. They returned the way they had come, through the bugs and snakes, through the long winding canyon, along the river, and into town.

Wiping the sweat from his forehead as he went through the door when they got home, Max began to vent. “What a waste of time that was!”

“Oh, now, now,” said Minnie. “He might not have given us many clear answers, but he did give us some great questions.”

Max rumbled and grumbled into the kitchen to get himself some cool refreshment.

“Listen,” said his wife, “why don’t we just sit down and go over those questions again, just to see where we stand?”

So they did.

After a while, they had written out the answers to five out of the six bedrock questions.




Minnie's Notes . . .

Bedrock Question #1:

Who are our customers?

	Those who need to move big, heavy stuff faster, easier, and cheaper.


Bedrock Question #2:

Who are our competitors?

	Everyone who sells established methods of moving heavy loads (for example, elephant and camel dealers,sledge makers).


Bedrock Question #3:

Why do customers want what we are selling?


	They’re looking for the big performance gain promised by new technology.

	The Wheel offers the opportunity to do things that could not be done before.



Bedrock Question #4:

What would make them prefer to buy from us?

	We are the Wheel’s only provider.


Bedrock Question #5:

Why might they prefer to buy from our competitors?


	Competitors offer proven, affordable methods.

	Customers don’t understand our technology.



Bedrock Question #6:

What added values does our salesperson have to offer to make a sale?

	????????





“If we could just answer that sixth question,” said Minnie,“maybe we could really figure this out.”

“Why? I don’t see what’s so important about that,” said Max. “I just want to know who’s going to buy my Wheels.”

“Well . . . who needs to move lots of heavy things faster, easier, and cheaper than they do now?”

Max thought a moment. “What about farmers? They always have to move dirt and produce and that kind of thing.”

“True. But the farmers around here don’t have much money. What about selling your Wheels to caravans? Moving lots of stuff is their whole business.”

Max nodded. “It’s a possibility . . . but caravans have to go over mountains and across deserts. Wheels work best on roads and hard, level ground.”

“Okay, then . . . what about builders? What about the construction business?”

At this, Max’s eyes widened. “That’s it! Why didn’t I think of this before?”

He jumped to his feet.

“Minnie, I am going back to Egypt.”

“Egypt? But, Max, that’s such a long trip. Why do you want to go there?”

“Because that’s where they’re building the Pyramid. That’s where I’m going to sell my Wheels. I’ll sell them all to the Pyramid builders and make a fortune!”



Early the next morning, Max packed his Wheels and Axles onto some donkeys and set off for Egypt.

Weeks later, he arrived at the construction site of the first Pyramid. Surveying the scene, Max saw thousands of sweaty bodies laboring in the sun. He saw lots of big cut stones waiting to be moved. Dozens of expensive elephants were slowly dragging the heaviest of loads. And off in the distance was the Pyramid itself, which was actually starting to look like a pyramid after so many years of work.

“This is it,” said Max. “These people are my customers. And they are going to make me a wealthy man when I ease their burdens.”

Max set to it. He went right up to a group of workers struggling to move a huge, heavy stone and said, “Excuse me, but I’ve got something that would make your jobs a heck of a lot easier. It’s called the Wheel. And if you will give me a few minutes of your time, I will demonstrate how it works.”

The workers naturally were more than happy to take a break, and after persuading several of the quarry workers to assist him, Max assembled two sets of Wheels and Axles, and with a big heave-ho was able to get the humongous stone loaded onto this strange new device. After lashing the stone to the Axles so it wouldn’t fall off, Max proceeded to show the Pyramid workers how easy it was to move something big and heavy with the aid of this new technology. After rolling the huge stone back and forth a few times, several of the workers even applauded. It was like a miracle!

“So, how many Wheels would you guys like?”

“We’d like a bunch of them,” said one of the workers.

“Great!” said Max. “It’s only a thousand shekels a Wheel and five hundred per Axle—and I’ll be happy to accept a check.”

“Well, ah, that’s the problem,” said the worker. “We don’t have any money.”

“Yeah,” said another. “I mean, if it was up to us, and we had the money, we’d buy your Wheels. But it’s not up to us, and we can’t afford them.”

Just then the Pyramid workers’ supervisor came by.

“Hey! Let’s move those stones!” he yelled. “And you!” he called to Max. “What are you doing here?”

“Um . . . Hi! My name is Max, and I have this terrific labor-saving device called a Wheel. Allow me to demonstrate—”

“Get that stone down off that . . . that . . . whatever it is, get the stone off of it!”

“But you don’t understand,” said Max.

“No, I don’t,” said the supervisor. “They don’t pay me to understand, they pay me to keep these guys moving the stones!”

Befuddled and frustrated, Max put his Wheels and Axles back on the donkeys and wandered about the construction site looking for someone with the authority to make a buying decision.

Eventually, after asking about, Max found himself in front of a large tent with a sign in front of it that read PYRAMID PURCHASING AGENT.

Following a long wait, Max was shown in to see the top purchasing agent for the Pyramid project, Mr. Granite.

Well, Mr. Granite had neither the time nor the interest in a demonstration of the Wheel. Indeed, he was rather annoyed at this guy who had shown up without an appointment and was delivering this spiel about rolling things from place to place rather than dragging them.

“Wait a minute,” Mr. Granite interrupted. “What in the world are you talking about? We’ve got thousands of big, sweaty guys with strong backs to do our stone hauling.”

“Yes, but what about the really huge and heavy stones? My Wheel technology will do it better and faster!”

Mr. Granite shrugged. “We use elephants.”

“Excuse me?”

“When we need to move the truly humongous stones, we use elephants.”

“But don’t you see? The Wheel can save you lots of money and get the job done quicker!”

“Look,” said Mr. Granite, “our good Pharaoh has on the payroll the smartest and most technically advanced engineers and architects anywhere in the known world. If this Wheel thing were really worth anything, they’d have come up with it themselves—and they’d have given me a specification to buy it from somebody.”

Exasperated, Max sputtered, “But, but . . . ”

“Pardon me, but I do have an important meeting scheduled with my chisel vendor.”

“Mr. Granite, please! The Wheel is the wave of the future—”

“Sir, we don’t have time for that wave-of-the-future stuff. We’ve got a Pyramid to build.”

Back home again in Sumeria, Max told his wife his sad story.

“It was just what the Oracle predicted,” said Max. “Our competition is the established technology. The conventional ways of doing things. And the people who might be our customers don’t want to change! Here I thought all I had to do was just show them the Wheel and they’d line up to buy. I had no idea it would be this hard.”

“But there has to be a way,” said Minnie. For by now, these were not just Max’s Wheels, but hers as well.

Max stood up and paced. “You know what the big problem is? It’s me. I am just not a salesman. A real salesperson could have sold the Wheel. Would have found the right people to talk to. Would have said the magic words that would have made the sale. But that’s not me. Never will be.”

Minnie thought about this and said, “Then why don’t you hire someone to sell your Wheels for you? You know, someone with experience. A sales professional.”

Max considered this. “Yeah, but what are we going to use to pay this person? I spent all my spare cash on that trip to Egypt. All I’ve got left is tied up in Wheels!”

His wife, however, already had an answer. “Let’s talk to my parents. They have money. Maybe they’ll lend us some to get the business started.”

The following evening, Minnie invited her folks for dinner, and after a delicious meal of figs and a camel fricassee, Max proceeded to demonstrate the Wheel to his in-laws. Within a few hours it was settled: Minnie’s parents would finance the start-up of the Wheel business, but only under one condition.

“And what’s that?” asked Max.

“We want Minnie to handle the marketing,” said her parents. Now, you might find this hard to believe, but in the olden days, people were not as enlightened as we are now. Back then, women almost always did the marketing.

“All right,” said Max. “No problem. It’s a deal.”

So, the next day, Minnie’s parents went to the bank and got the money to get the Wheel business started.
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