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WHEN ARE LEADERS AT THEIR BEST? 

The Only Magic 
At the 1983 Faculty Convocation at the University of Santa 

Clara , the president , Father William). Rewak, S.). , spoke elo
quently about the anticipated changes in the campus. Near 
the end of his speech , he said: "Vision needs management , 
electricity, and concrete." Grand dreams, he reminds us, can
not become significant realities with elan and spirit alone. 
Leaders also must have detailed plans. They must steer 
projects along the course, measure performance and take cor
rective action. The conventional management tools are cer
tainly essential. 

Yet, there is an even more demanding leadership task if a 
person is to direct the course of action. The leader must lead 
by example. 

Irwin Federman puts it this way: "Your job gives you 
authority-your behavior earns you respect." While managers 
appraise their subordinates, subordinates also appraise their 
managers. The test used is a simple one : "Does my boss prac
tice what he or she preaches?" Managers may speak eloquent
ly about vision and values, but if their behavior is not con
sistent with their stated beliefs, people ultimately will lose 
respect for them. It may be best to take the advice of Frank 
Ruck , formerly an officer at Chicago Title and Trust and now 
an entrepreneur, who says of his leadership style: "I began 
by adopting a role model that exemplifies the organizational 
and management values I believe are important." 

Being a role model means paying attention to what you 
believe is important. It means showing others through your 
behavior that you live your values. Tom Melohn, for instance, 
believes he should "share whatever wealth was created" at 
his company. So, he and his partner, Garner Beckett, give each 
employee shares of NATD stock each year, according to these 
simple criteria: the employee must be at least 24 years old , 
work a minimum of 1,000 hours a year, and be on the payroll 
at the end of the year. 

Tom Peters, coauthor of In Sem·cb of Excellence, sum
marizes this practice superbly when he says, "The only magic 
is brute consistence, persistence, and attention to detail." 
Leaders are consistent with their beliefs, persistent in pur
suit of their visions, and always vigilant about the little things 
that make a big difference. 

Trust and the Golden Rule 
Each spring at Versatec, a medium-sized manufacturer of 

electrostatic printers and plotters, about 2000 non-managerial 
employees come together to r~ceive annual bonuses. In 1983 , 
Renn Zaphiropoulos, the company president , arrived at the 
celebration dressed in a satin costume, riding atop an 
elephant, and accompanied by the Stanford Marching Band. 
The previous spring, Renn had made the profit-over
achievement announcement somewhat less dramatically: He 
sang a country and western song which he composed himself. 

The climb to the top is arduous and long. People become 
exhausted , frustrated, and disenchanted . They often are temp
ted to give up. Leaders must encow·age the heart of their 
followers to carry on. With elephants and songs, Renn gives 
heart to his people so they will continue the journey. 

Of course, it is not necessary to be that dramatic to offer 
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encouragement. Simple things can create similar reactions. 
Larry Frost, senior vice president of Crocker Bank, put a bell 
in the middle of the office. Every time someone made a loan , 
he or she got to ring it. Soon, he says, the bell was ringing 
all the time. Sue Cook, manager of employee development 
at Apple Computer, gives out stickers, T-shirts, apples, and 
buttons when people make an extra effort. At Mervyn's, 
Chairman Jack Kilmartin and all other executives send out 
note cards that have " I heard something good about you " 
printed at the top. They are sent not just to other officers, 
but to clerks, buyers, trainers, and other line employees. Tom 
Melohn , a crusader-president , wears pink, yellow, and green 
golf pants to work. His people love it! 

Mel Bosch , a general manager at Dataproducts, sums it up 
well: "People just want to be winners." People don't begin 
each day with a desire to lose. It is part of the leader 's job 
to show them they can win. 

These actions come from the heart when the person is be
ing consistent with his or her beliefs . The examples are not 
just new tricks in a game to get others to produce slavishly. 
They are genuine acts of caring. 

The message is simple. "We preach trust and the Golden 
Rule," says Bob Swiggett . "We create an atmosphere of com
plete trust ," declares Tom Melohn. Irwin Federman offers this 
description of the climate a leader creates: "By trusting some
one you invest in him a dignity, a self-esteem, which cannot 
be purchased with money." 

It is perhaps ironic in this high-technology world that low
technology practices such as trust , respect , caring, and the 
Golden Rule are what enable people to make extraordinary 
things happen . 

Love 
There is one final element of encouragement , though , that 

may be the key to it all. Over and over again in our study 
we heard phrases like this one from Jim Pinto, president and 
founder of Action Instruments: "The whole ethos is based 
on the idea that love is a better motivator than compulsion ." 
Bill Gore, chairman of W.L. Gore and Associates, says, " It's 
better to use friendship and love, than slavery and whips. The 
results will always be much better." 

In response to our question about why he works as hard 
as he does, George Gannanian, owner of Star Graphics in Palo 
Alto, says, " I love to turn the key in the door and put on the 
coffee pot." Wayne Rosing describes one of the development 
projects he worked on at Apple as ''a labor of love.'' And Edna 
Larsen says of her Avon sales people, "I love every one of 
them. They're just beautiful people." Love! It may just be the 
best kept secret of successful leaders . 

james M. Kouzes is tbe directm- of tbe Executive 
Development Center at tbe university and Barry 
Z. Posne1; is an associate professor of manage
ment in tbe Leavey School of Business and 
Adm.inistration and academ.ic director for tbe 
Executive Development Centet: 
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A MEDITATION IN 
ST. IVES 

l 

BY WILLIAM J. REWAK, S.J. 

A chance encounter prompts some thoughts on the essence of work. 

(Excerpt from a travel journal) 

Saturday, July 22, 1984 

When the train chugs into St . Ives, on the north 
coast of Cornwall a few miles east of Land 's End 
you see first a crescent-shaped white beach , filled 

with vacationers from York and Durham and the chillier parts 
of the Scottish Highlands. Not your usual English scene: there 
are hibiscus and bougainvillea; "chemist shops" selling 
Coppertone; bikinis of both sexes lying in a baking sun. It 's 
July in southwestern England. 

Around the western tip of the crescent is yet another cres
cent , this one filled with fishing boats and outlined by a busy 
boardwalk. And out at the end of the boardwalk, on the top 
of the hill, is an ancient stone chapel , dedicated to St . Michael 
and commemorating a spot of ground that has been sacred 
to the fishermen since the early Dark Ages. 

And between and behind those two crescents, on a steep 
hillside, are winding, narrow streets with San Francisco-like 
Victorian homes, hugging one another as if in delight and 
pride. 

This is going to be a nice three days, I thought. A lot of walk
ing, a lot of sun-worshipping. And several forays into those 
streets to look at the small art galleries scattered and hiding, 
afraid of pretension, in the shadowed alleys behind the more 
garish restaurants and jewelry stores. Barbara Hepworth 's 
gallery, once her studio and now part of the Tate Gallery, is 
stuck in one of the more picturesque corners, its white 
painted walls covered with a purple-blooming ivy. 

A good break from the reading schedule I had arranged at 
the Jesuit house in London. (As if I needed a break from 
London!) 

After a quick shower in the hotel , I wandered down to the 
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waterfront for an early dinner and found a small restaurant 
that didn't look too crowded . But as soon as I sat down a 
number of people came in and took all the other tables· 'so 
that a young lady, about twenty-three years old and wander
ing in a few minutes later, had no place to sit. The waitress 
asked if she could sit across from me. I tend to be somewhat 
hesitant in such matters, but I said , sure, why not. 

I said hello, but she seemed preoccupied. She fidgeted a lot: 
leaning over the table, leaning back, sighing. She ordered her 
fish and chips as if she didn't really care what she ate. 

She finally looked at me and said , "So, you 're an American. 
Are you on holiday? " 

I said it was partly business, partly pleasure, that this par
ticular leg of the journey was pleasure. 

Well, the ice had been broken , and now she clearly wanted 
to talk. So I got the whole story, in fits and starts, with a few 
questions from me here and there-for as the story devel 
oped , I didn't know how to respond except through 
questions . 

She had just been released from the Bristol prison for women: 
"Packed in there tight , they are." 

I asked her the obvious question: " \Vhy were you there?" 

"The coppers picked me up for drugs, but I had no drugs, 
I was just drunk, coming home from the disco, I was. I hate 
the coppers, I do." 

" But if you had no drugs , why were you in prison? " 

" I hit two of them , right there in the courtroom. They lied 
about me, and I wasn't going to take that. Knocked a tooth 
out , I did . And gave one a black eye." 
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I began to feel a certain amount of sympathy-though 
somewhat unconsciously, I think, I edged my chair back an 
inch or two. She smiled easily, and beautifully. And told the 
rest of her story. 

She never knew her father-her mother probably didn't , 
either-and her mother was thrown from a hotel window 
by some man just two years before. "Murdered, she was . Yes , 
life is hard sometimes. But you have to keep going, don't 
you?" 

She spoke of her personal tragedies as if they were run-of
the-mill events everyone has to put up with. She lived in an 
orphanage until she was eighteen, so she knew her mother 
only from visiting hours. She has a boyfriend she sees once 
or twice a year when he comes into Plymouth port from 
Canada. He's married, but he's going to divorce his wife and 
marry her. She says . 

She paints; she showed me some of the watercolors she had 
folded in her purse, watercolors she had done in prison. They 
were pretty bad, but she was proud of them . They were all 
of birds . 

Then I asked her what kind of job she has . 

"Oh, I don't work. I haven't worked for five or six years. No, 
it doesn't pay. I can only earn fifty pounds a week if I work , 
but on the dole I get sixty-three pounds a week." 

That surprised me. I asked her if many people do the same 
thing . She said yes, of course. She has to pay thirty-five 
pounds for her flat , the rest is for food and expenses. Not 
much , but she seemed content with that amount and certainly 
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had no intention of going to work for less . 

We had our tea and biscuits and she left , waving her hand 
and saying , "Ta." 

I left the restaurant myself and walked up past the old St . 
Michael's chapel onto the path that leads along the Cornwall 
cliffs all the way to Land 's End . I walked for about a mile, 
watching the sun setting, slowly, in a bank of red clouds. It 
was a winding , narrow path, with deep cliffs and gorges on 
my right and pastureland on my left . No trees, just short 
shrubbery or ferns , and grass that grows only about half an 
inch-like a soft carpet, covering , it seemed , the whole 
world. 

(I couldn't help thinking of Walt Whitman's "Song of Myself," 
in which the image of grass is used to show the eternal 
freshness of the world: no matter what horrors civilization 
witnesses, no matter how much blood is absorbed into the 
ground, all is transmuted by nature's energy into the new 
" leaves of grass": "I am the grass./Let me work." ) 

Everything was green and lush. Seagulls flying around and 
screaming like hurt puppies. A late fisherman here and there 
standing out on the rocks far below, and a few young people 
camping out on convenient, grassy and secret ledges. Not a 
bad place for a free night's lodging. 

I sat down on a slope and watched the birds circling around 
the bright, clear green surf as it broke against the cliffs. A 
good testimony to God 's first six days of labor. 

Interesting , this business of the dole. It 's one aspect of the 
socialization of Britain. We in America have welfare, of course, 
·and we have unemployment , but we've set conditions. And 
a job usually pays more than either unemployment relief or 
a welfare subsidy. In Britain , however, the government pro
vides a financially acceptable substitute for work. 
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But doesn't this destroy the desire to work? And if we don't 
work, we're aimless-nothing to run toward, nothing to fight 
for, nothing to build or create. Nothing by which to define 
ourselves as part of that creation which is laboring, as St. Paul 
says, toward the one great act of giving birth to the Spirit . 

For work really is sacred. Genesis might imply it is a punish
ment , but doesn't the more traditional Christian attitude con
sider work a way both of humanizing one's environment and 
of directing one's energies toward a goal? Isn't St. Joseph the 
Worker someone to be emulated? 

Work should provide fulfillment , a sense of purpose, a way 
to accomplish one's dreams. It is an avenue toward self
assurance and self-identity. It encourages self-respect. 

Work done in concert with others creates community; it 
enables us to make contact by means of our sweat and our 
imagination and builds an ever-expanding network of per
manent , human endeavor. It builds a world that , in Teilhard's 
vision, is becoming increasingly more complex and increas
ingly more human . A dynamic world reaching out in its 
energy toward Christ. 

But it also enhances the feeling of individual self-worth
and that is essential if we're not to lose ourselves in a mass 
society. How unfortunate that much of the work in our 
society is accomplished through the mechanization of human 
effort and human creativity. The de-sacralization of work is 
one of the constant temptations of mankind and , I think , one 
of the most obvious and pervasive proofs for the existence 
of what has theologically been called original sin. 

Work should be the glory of mankind-seen clearly, but too 
briefly, in the liquid marble of Michaelangelo's Moses or here, 
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"Everything was green and lush. 
Seagulls flying around and 
screaming like hurt puppies." 

in St. Ives , in the heavy, rectangular, but soaring stones of 
Barbara Hepworth. 

But it's not often so glorious. For not everyone who works 
is doing so out of a sense of commitment or fulfillment. Some 
must work simply for survival. Some work merely from habit. 

I thought: I'm fortunate. And so is everyone else at the Univer
sity. As a community, I do believe we have a sense of pur
pose. We know we're at Santa Clara for a specific reason , the 
education of young men and women, and all our paper
shuffling and impassioned rhetorical flashes in the classroom, 
all our daily judgments and long-range plans-it's all to create 
an environment where consciences can grow and minds can 
wander and jump with ease. 

And within the community that is created by our work , there 
is a deep, grateful satisfaction that defines the individual. The 
secret of freedom: to be an individual in possession of oneself, 
but working within and for a community. 

I hope that 's what we teach the students; I hope we try to 
communicate to them that they're at Santa Clara not simply 
to acquire skills for a job but to learn how to make their work 
an integral part of their lives and of their community. Work 
should make them happy, creative and generous. 

I'm reminded of what Garson Kanin said once: "The best part 
of one's life is the working part , the creative part. Believe 
me, I love to succeed . . . However, the real spiritual and emo
tional excitement is in the doing." 

I got up and walked back along the path toward the town. 
The grass looked almost black, curling in on itself as the fog 
rolled in to give it moisture and the night rolled in to give 
it rest-("! am the grass./Let me work"). St. Michael 's chapel , 
standing sentinel there on the point, had a small red flame 
burning in its single window as an ancient guide for the tired 
but relaxed fishing boats that were moving through the waves 
toward the harbor. 

And the lights up ahead were brighter now against the dark 
sky; they formed ribbons of blue and yellow and red , 
stretched back and forth across the hillside. Music was com
ing out of the pubs and large crowds of vacationers were out
side on the boardwalk, lifting the evening's first pint of bitters. 

The young woman I had met in the restaurant was probably 
in that crowd, looking around for a disco partner. I hoped 
she was getting something out of life-if only a few days in 
the sun and sea at St . Ives. 

William]. Rewak, 5.]., p1·esident of tbe university, 
visited St. Ives during a trip to England last sum
mm: Tbis article is exempted from a travel jour
nal be kept during tbat trip. 
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