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1, *IACOCCA
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY

condensed from the book by

LEE TACOCCA |
with :

WILLIAM NOVAK

1 began life as the son of immigrants, and 1 worked my
way.up to the presidency of the *Ford Motor Company. When
1 finally got there, I was *on top of the world. But then fate
said to me: “Wait. We're not finished with you. Now you're
going to find out what it feels like to get kicked off Mount

Everest!”
On July 13, 1978, 1 was fired. I had been president of

Ford for eight years and a Ford employee for 32. I had never
worked anywhere else. And now, suddenly, I was out of a job.

Jacoccay An Autobiography WiEEE, 19844 K
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on top of the world; feeling pleased and happy;

feeling successful .



{t was *gut-wrenching.

On October 15, my final day at the office, my driver took
me 10 ¥Ford World Headquarters in Dearborn, *Mich., for the
las time. Before I Iaft the house, I kissed my wife, Mary, and
e two Jaughters, . Kathi and Lia. My family bad suffered
tremendously during my final, turbulent months at Ford, and

that filizd me with rpge. Perhaps 1 was respoasible for riy own
fate. 3ut what about Mary und the girls? Even today, their
poin is what stays with me.

Under the termns of my “regignation,” I was given the use
of an office uniil I found a mew job. It turned out :(; b 10 an
obscure warehouse — littie more than a cubjcle with a small
desk and .z telephone. My secretary, Dorothy Carr, was already
there, with tears in her eyes. Without saying a word, she pointed
to the cracked linoleum floor and the two plastic coffee Eups on
the desk. Yor ine, this was *Siberia.

Only yesterday, she and I had been working the Jap
of luxury. The office.of the president was the size of a grand-
hotel suite. I had iny own bathroom. I even had my own living
quarters. I was served by whitecoated waiters who were on
4:':_111 all day.

+ As vou go through life, there are thousands of little forks

zut-wrenching 0 Fmes

Yord World Headquarters @& FEI4akiiip
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in the road, and there are a few really big forks — moments
of reckoning, moments ol treth, This was miné. Should !
pack it all in and retire? 1 was 54 years old. I had alrcady
accomplished a great deal. I was financially secure. I could play
golf for the rest of my life; but that just didn’t feel right. I knew
I had to pick up the pieces and carry on,

The private pain I could have endured. But the deli-
berate public humiliation was too much for me. I was full of
anger, and I had a simple choice: I covld turn that anger against
myscl, with disastrous results. dr I could take some of that
energy and try to do something productive.

That morning at the wagechouse pushed me to take on
*the presidency of Chrysier only a couple of weeks later. s
it turned out, I went from the frying pan into the fire. But today
I'm a hero. With determination, with luck, :nd with help
from lots of good peapie, I was able *to rise fror1 the ashes.

Now let me tell you my story.

“The Sur’s Gonna Out”™

Nicola Iacoeca, my father, arrived in America in 1902
at the age of 12 — poor, alone and seared:— He used to say the
only thing he was sure of when he got here was that the world
-was round. And that was only because ﬁf' another Italian boy

the .presideney of Chrysler  EFRIPNELARLH
WElfr, Chrysler ['kraisle] RHEEE=ANFELT

to rise from the ashes REMEHRMNAE, FAFFEH
AAEH, NRBHRAIE, HAERARLER.



named Christopher Columbus who had preceded him by 410
years. As the boat sailed into New York Harbor, he looked
out and saw the Statue of Liberty, that great symbol of hope
for millions of immigrants. For Nicola, America was the land
of freedom — the freedom to beeome anything you wanted to
be. if yom wanted it bad enough and were willing to work for it.

This was the singlc lesson my father gave to his family.
1 hope I have done as well with my own.

When 1 was growing up in Allentown, *Pa., our family
was so close it sometimes felt as if we were one person with
four parts. My parents always made my sister, Delma, and
me {ecl important and special. My father might have been busy
with a dozen other things, but he always had time for us. My
mother, Antoinette, went out of her way to cook the foods
we loved.

Like many native Halians, my parents were open with
their feelings and their love — not only at home, but also in
public. Most of my friends would never hug their fathers. I
guess they were afraid of not appearing strong and independent.
But I hugged and kissed my dad at every opportunity — nothing
could havc felt more natural.

My father is probably responsible for my instinet for
marketing. At one time he owned a couple of movie houses,
Old-timers in Allentown have told me my father was such a

Pa, (%) Pennsylvania MIHES
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great promofer, that the kids who came down to the Saturday
matinées used to get more excitec over his special offers than
over the movies. People still talk about the day he announced
that the ten kids with the dirtiest faces would be admitted free.

Economically, our family bad its ups and downs. Like
many Americans, we did well during the 1920s. For a few
years we were actually wealthy. But then came the *Depress-
ion. No one who lived through it can ever forget. My father
lost zll his money, and we almost lost our house. I remomber
asking my sister, who was a couple of years older whether
we’d have to move out and how we'd find somewhere else to live.
T was only six or seven at the time, but the anxiety 1 felf about
the future is still vivid in my mind.

During those difficult years, my mother was very resource-
ful. She was a real immigrant mother, the -backhopne of- the
family. A nickel soup bone went a long way in our house, and
we always had enough to eat. As the Depression grew worse,
she went to work in a silk mill, sewing shirts. Whatever it took
to keep going, she did it gladly.

Our strong belief in God sustained us. 1 had to go to ¥masg
every Sunday and take ¥Holy Communion every week or two.

My father’s favorite theme was that life has its ups and

the Depression 3§ 1929-—19334F W E ¥ AT X EEHA
HREEFEN, S KHLN
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downs and that each person has to come to terms with-his own
share of nisery. “You've got to accept a little sorrow in life,”
te'd tell me when 1 was upset about some disappointment.
“Youwll never really know what happiness is unless you have
<ouiething to compare it te.” At the same time, he hated to see
us unhappy. “fust walt,” he'd tell me whensver things looked
blzak, -“The sun’s gonna come out, It always does.”

Fe was really a *bird abeut performing up-te your poten-
tial—, o .natter what youw did If we went out to a restaurant
and the waitress was rude, he’d call her over at the end of the
meal ard g've her his standard Little specch: “I'm going to give
yvou a el Ctip,” he'd say. “Why are you so unhappy in this job?
fs unyone forzing you to be a waitress? When you act surly,
vou're teliing everybody that you don’t like what you're doing.
We're out for a nice time and you're wreeking it. 1f you really
want to be a waitres., then you should work at being the best
darar waiiress in the world. OQtherwise find yourself another
*line of work.”

¥ was 31 before 1 learned we were Italian. Until then,
I knew we came from a real country but [ didn't know what it
was called—or even where it was. I remember actually looking
on a map of Evrope for places named Dago and Wop.

bird C4£) Rk, (K&, (KIB) FAHEBA
tip; a ( belpful ) piece of advices & & FtE (BB
FAG) TR
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In those days, especially if you lived in a small town, being
Italian was something you tried to hide, Allentown was mestly
Pennsylvania Dutch, and as a kid I took a lot of abuse for
being different.

I wasn’t the only victim of bigotry in my class. There
were also two Jewish kids; I was friendly with both of them.
Dorothy Warsaw was always first in the class and 1 was usually
second. The other Jewish kid, Benamie Sussman, was the son
of an *Qrthedox Jew who wore a black hat and a beard, In
Allemywn, the Sussmans were treated like 013}51_1:515.

Being exposed to bigotry as a kid left-its mark., Unfortun-
ately I witnessed a lot of prejudice even after I left Allentown.
This time it came not from schoolchildren but from men in
positions of great power and prestige in the auto indostry. In
1981, when 1 named SGerald Greenwald vice-chairman of
Chrysler, I learned that his appointmen was unprecedented.
Until -then, no Jew had ever reached the top ranks of the Big
Three automakers. I find it a little bard to believe that none
of them was qualified. : H

In ¢very other respect, however, school was a very happy
place for me. The most important thing I learned there was
how to communicate, Miss Raber, our ninth-grade teacher,

Orthodox: strictly observing the rites and tradi-

tions of Judaism



had us tuens-a *theme of 500 words every Monday morning.
In class she would quiz us on the Word Power game from
Reader’s Digest. Without any advance warning she'd rip it
out of the magazine and make us take the vocabulary test.
It became a powerful habit with me—to this day I still look
for the list of words in every issue of The Digest.

On the Way Up

In August [946, *after taking engincering degrees at
Tchigh and Princeton, I began working at Ford as a *student
engineer. Qnr programn was known as a loop training-conrse
because the trainces made a complete circuit of every stage of
manufacturing a--Eézr. I even spent four weeks on the final
assembly line, My mother and father came to visit one day, and
when my dad saw e in overalis, he smiled and said, “Seventeen
years you went to school. See what happens to dummies who
domn’t finish first in their class?”

I was nine months into the program when J decided that
engineering no longer interested me. 1 was eager to be where
the action was—marketing or sales. I liked working with pecple
more than with machines. So I left the program and took a

theme; short cssay (esp. ) by student
after taking engincering degrces at Lehigh and

Princeton FERRRFAFERMEHIMKRE, REIH
P, BMLFEME
student engineer 0,3 T F2I{

R



job in *sales in Chester, Pa. 1 was bgshful apd awkwand in
those days, and I nsed to *get the jitters every time I picked up
the phone. o

Some people think that good salesmen are born and not
made. But ¥ had no natural talent. Most of my colleagues.
were a lot more relaxed and outgoing than I was. For the first
year or two I was theoretical and stilted. Learning the skills of
salesmanship takes time and effort. H‘N‘Bt all young people under-
stand that. They look at a successful businessman and they
don’t stop to think about all the mistakes he might have made-
when he was younger. Mistakes are a part of life; you can’t
avoid them. All vou can hope is that they won’t be too ex-
pensive and that you don’t make the same mistake twice.

.Working in Chester, I came under the influence of a
remarkable man, who would have more impact on my life than
any person other than my father. Charlie Beacham, 2 warm and
briltiant Southerner, was Ford’s regional manager for the entire
East Coast. Like me, he was irained as an engineer but later
switched into sales and marketing. He was the closest thing T
ever had to a *mentor.

He accepted mistakes, provided you took responsibility

sales Z2458R1]
get the jittersy [ O ) get extremely nervous
the jitters==a very uneasy nervous feeling

mentor  RMMA (HERBELG CRBE>,
Mentor2 RIEB L RMAE, BWRRTHEN )
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for them. “Always remember,” he would say, “that everybody
makes mistakes, The trouble is that most people won’t own
up to them. When a guy *screws up, he will never admit it
was his fault. He will try to blame it on his wife, his mistress,
his kids, his dog, the weather — but never himself. So if you
screw up, don’t give me any excuses — go look at yourself in
the mirrer, Then come see me.”

As part of my job, I had to make a tot of long-distance
calls. In those days, there was no direst dialing, so that you
always had to go through operators. They’d ask for my name,
and I'd say “Iacocca.” Of course, they had no idea how to
spell it, so that was always a struggle to get that right. Then
they'd ask for my first name and when T said “Lido,” theyd
break out laughing. Finally I said to myself: “Who needs it?”
and I started calling myself Lee.

Unce, before my first trip to the South, Charlie cailed
me into his office. “Lee,” he said, “you’re going down to. my
part of the country, and [ want to give you a cotipie of tips.
First, you talk much toc fast for these guys—so slow it down.
Second, they won’t like your name. So here’s what I want you
to do. Tell them you. have a funny first name —JIacocca—~—and
that your family name is Lee. They ought to like that in the
South.”

T started every meeting with that fine, and they'd go wild.

SCTCW up:  miake an error
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They'd forget that T was an Italian Yankee. Suddenly I was
accepted as a good *ole boy. )

By 1953 I had worked my way up to assistant manager
of the Philadelphia district. Then in 1956 Ford decided to
promote auto safety rather than *performance and horsepower.

The safety campaign was a bust, Sales were poor, and our
district was the weakest in the entire country, Ldecided that any
customer who bought a new 1956 Ford shonld be able to do
so for a modest down payment of 20 percent, followed by three
years of monthly payments of $56. This was payment schednle
that aimost anyone could afford, and I hoped that it would
stimulate sales in our district, 1 called my idea *“56 for *56".

At that time, ﬁng_ngggﬁ for new cars was just coming into
its own, “36 for *56” took off like a rocket, Within a period of
only three months, my district moved from last place in the
ccuntry all the way to first. In Dearborn, Robert 8. McNamara,
vice president in charge of the Ford Division — he would
become Secretary of Defense in the Kennedy Administration —
admired the plan so much that he made it part of the company’s.
national marketing strategy. He later e:stimated it was respon~
sible for seliing 75,000 extra cars.

And so, after ten years of preparation, I became an over-

‘ ole (& ) =old, MTIEFR _
performance and horsepower _( & )r-BIFES TR
56 for’s6 “56—56” itRl: HALSERRBEN AR
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night success. Suddenly T was known and even talked about
in national headquarters. As a reward, 1 was promoted to
district manager of Washington, D.C.

P alvo got married. Mary McCleary has] been a reception-
ist in the Ford assembly plani in Chester. We had first met
eight ycars earlier. und dated on and off for several years. But
1 was constantly tru\seling—: ‘which made for un extended court-
ship. Finally, on September 29, 1956, we were marricd in
Chester at St. Robert's Catholic Church.

Mary and T spent several months leoking for a house in
Washington, but no sooner had we bought one than Charlic
Beacham culled me in and sajd. “You're getting moved.” He
had been promoted to head of car and truck <ales for the Ford
Division, and he brought me to Dearborn as his national truck-
marketing manager. Within a year T was head of car marketing,
and in March 1960 { tock over both functions.

Robert McNamara, my new boss, was a good businessman,
but he had *the mentality of a consumerist. He believed
strongly in the idea of a utilitarian car, which would meat
people’s basic needs. He looked upon most luxury models and
aptions as frivoloys and accepted them only because of the
higher profit margins they commanded. But McNamara was
so skillful a manager and so valuable to the company that he

continued to rise in the system despite his ideological indepen-

the mentality of a consumerist JHrr i —Ba
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