
































What in blazes is this business about
“luck?” I suppose the word has to be
in the dictionary, but let’s leave it
there. I never consider luck a true suc-
cess factor, and I've never seen other
than controllable factors at work in de-
termining a man’s success or failure.
Think about it. When a man starts
using a crutch like this, he’s had it! In
fact, no “crutch” can be useful in try-
ing to explain away a failure, or justify
it. On my desk I have a small clipping
from somewhere which states: “A man
can fail many times, but he isnt a
failure until he begins to blame some-
body else.”

Home and family environment is
perhaps the most important of all in
my formula for success. A man can-
not—I repeat—cannot normally succeed
without the assistance of his loved
ones—and I'm not talking about putting
the wife and kids to work in the ship-
ping department! I'm talking about
enthusiasm, approval, moral support,
cooperation, understanding; a recogni-
tion that Dad’s a hard-working guy
who deserves some credit, come what
may!

I've observed problems in this area
so often I find myself looking for
symptoms of trouble in a man’s home
life almost before 1 enter his place of
business.

If a man is a family man, he deserves

and must receive strong family loyalty.
If a wife does not believe in her hus-
band’s’ goals, she must be an “Academy
Award” caliber actress and make the
guy think she does! The kids need to
let Dad know he’s a great guy, too.
So many young people today don’t re-
alize, or plain don’t care, that their
modern attitude toward their parents is
contributing heavily toward the de-
mise of whatever business success their
fathers have previously enjoyed. This
type of trauma is most difficult for
even a very strong man to combat
successfully.

Rules: No hostility at the breakfast
table. No argument over Junior’s grades,
no heated family finance discussions,
no other troublesome problems before
the man of the house leaves for his
day in the marketplace.

There must be serenity, understand-
ing, and....what’s the matter with
some genuine, old-fashioned love? A
man who leaves home in a happy,
relaxed frame of mind has everything
going for him as he heads out to his
daily encounters. I know this ideal
situation is difficult to attain, but an
honest effort toward it will do wonders
toward making the success formula
work. Family and home life relates di-
rectly to a man’s achievement.

Honesty: This is a noun form of
“honest.” It's characterized as a com-
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bination of not lying, not deceiving,
not stealing or cheating; not showing
a look of deception; absence of fraud;
genuineness. '

A faijlure is almost categorically dis-
honest, with himself, if not with oth-
ers. He cheats and deceives and steals
from himself; he robs himself of his
abilities. He fails to look at himself
in a mirror and he hedges on form-
ing judgments of which he is honestly
capable.

Honesty, or the lack of it, is rated
high on my list of “Success Versus Fail-
ure” factors.

The whole ball of wax for success
must include a good sprinkling of other
things like initiative, intuition; together
with sufficient health and stamina to
handle the work load as required.

“Man, have you shot me down! I
guess I don’t have much in my favor.
Is there any hope for me to recover?”

“Yes, Jack, there is. As a matter of
fact, you have more going for you than
most. Work on a couple of problem
areas and I'll bet the Internal Revenue
Service will once again be glad to see
your tax return coming inl”

Jack has become a good friend. In-
cidentally, his real name is not “Jack.”
He’s a man of average appearance, in
his middle fifties, married. His kids
are growing up and about ready to go
on their own,

He’s alert, in reasonably good health,
qualified and trained in several pro-
fessional disciplines. He’s well edu-
cated, degreed, well above average in
rated intelligence, a good guy to know.
His profile is pretty standard for the
usual successful entrepreneur, at least
on the surface.

Jack is outgoing, a pretty good sales-
man, gregarious, a reasonable “joiner.”
He’s active in his church as a leader and
organizer. He attends services regu-
larly. For a long time he’s been active
as a Boy Scout leader. Jack can do well
any assigned job. He can organize him-
self and others, He’s a leader, but with
a tendency to take over jobs, rather
than assign them to others, He enjoys
speaking in public and he does a pretty
good job in this area.

By society’s standards, Jack’s a fail-
ure—a real business slob. He can’t earn
a fiecent living. His cardinal sin: In-
ability to sell his wares for a profit in
tht‘a marketplace! Why? 1 wonder . . . .

‘Good guy” Jack was even well re-
spected as a kid. He was never in
trouble. He could always earn a buck
somewhere. At the university, he
worked part time in business and pretty
well put himself through school. When
he later took a full-time position in in-
d}lstry, he enrolled in law school at
night. Nothing much wrong up to now,
is there?

(Continued on page 19)

































by Jerry Hulse

THERE ARE those who say never
return to a place of pleasant memories
—presumably for fear second encoun-
ters risk bittersweet endings. But it was
different with Rhodes. Those fragile
memories of another time survived,
and others were born of happy days
spent exploring this warm Greek island.
There was the day of the picnic at the
very ending; it occurred on a lonely
beach with bread and wine and the
gentle sigh of the Aegean close by—one
of those brief episodes one files away
in the memory bank for reliving an-
other time.

When I last saw Rhodes Swedes
were invading the island in unprece-
dented numbers. Long, leggy, sun-
tanned blondes. What with the cold of
home and the warmth of Rhodes no one
asked why they sacrificed Scandina-
via’s snows for the smile of Apollo.
While presently they are still arriving
in vast numbers, I discovered that now
—after five years—the No. 1 rating goes
to the Germans, followed by the Brit-
ish, the Danes and the Americans. Last
year nearly 5,000 scheduled and charter
flights delivered these visitors to the
island.

As a tourist destination Rhodes had
its awakening in the early 1960s with
fewer than 1,500 visitors. Ordinances
current at the time forbade the crea-
tion of hotels higher than five stories.
On the entire island there wasn’t a
single skyscraper. Not one. Now it is
different. There are many big hotels.
But somehow the relaxful mood of
Rhodes has survived. It has survived
even with 130 hotels which now pro-
vide shelter for nearly 20,000 tourists
at a time. Among the newest is the
Rodos Bay; it is owned by Nondras
Solounias, the pasta king of the Dode-
canese. Nondras Solounias is also presi-
dent of the Hotel Owners of Rhodes.
For his hotel he imported marble from
Epidaurus, loannina and Mt. Pendali
(which also provided for the magnifi-
cent Acropolis of Athens) and after
this he placed a swimming pool on the
roof. The Rodos Bay, facing the Aege-
an, rises 11 stories with a splendid view
all the way to Asia Minor, a dozen
miles away. The owner boasts that it is
taller even than the ancient Colossus
of Rhodes, one of the Seven Wonders

of the Ancient World. Rising directly
next door is an even loftier skyscraper,
the Intercontinental, which was topped
off at 21 stories.

The question being asked is whether
Rhodes is going the way of other re-
sorts or will the lovely Greek island sur-
vive the intrusion of the tourist? I like
to believe the people of Rhodes will
resist the temptation which has led to
such tragedies as Waikiki. For one
thing, its beaches are infinitely more
beautiful than Waikiki’s. Besides, the
island exudes a gentleness, a certain
sweetness. Also, the prices aren’t so
outrageous. At the Rodos Bay, for ex-
ample, a room with breakfast for two
costs $25 a day.

What with an abundance of sun and
such reasonable prices, last year Rhodes
earned more than $50 million courting
the tourist. This year it looks forward
to perhaps another 50 percent increase.
The result is that the island now ac-
counts for 25 percent of Greece’s total
visitors. With hotels full during the
busy July-August summer season, as
many as 2,000 visitors a day take up
residence in small private homes, plunk-
ing down a paltry $2 to $3 a day for
bed and breakfast. Others spread sleep-
ing bags on the beaches and beside
the tombstones in an ancient Turkish
cemetery near the ancient walled city.
Perhaps all this seems contrary to my
remarks about the gentleness of the
island. Indeed, the peacefulness. You
must understand that the resort area is
infinitesimal as compared with Rhodes’
great empty fields and its rolling, ver-
dant hills. Even the city is geared down
to a pace that’s not unnerving. The
new section was created after invading
Turks decreed that Greeks working in
the old city must scatter before sun-
down. Refusal meant death by hang-
ing, so the Greeks built their new city.

It is the old city, though, that lures
the tourists. Now, happily, traffic has
been banned. Perhaps the cab drivers
are angry, but the residents are happy.
A decree forbidding traffic in the old
city was handed down by Mayor George
Vrouchos. Not even a compact is al-
lowed through the narrow, cobbled
streets (although delivery trucks are
permitted in the early morning hours).
The decision to halt traffic came after
buildings began suffering under the vi-
brations af automobiles.

During the city’s golden years 3,000
statues lined its streets. One, an im-
mense bronze statue, called the Colos-
sus, represented, as I said, one of the
seven wonders of the old world. After
being felled by an earthquake the Co-
lossus was hauled off to Asia. Some-
where in the desert the caravan dis-
appeared. Now the Mayor of Rhodes
wishes to rebuild the Colossus. He pic-
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tures it standing out to sea, just as the
Statue of Liberty does in New York’s
harbor. It would cost $3 million to
build, he figures, but he has a plan
for raising the money. He would like to
launch a campaign in America, asking
each child to contribute a dime. He is
a promoter, this mayor. As a result of
the campaign Rhodes would become a
household word. Later, with the chil-
dren in America grown up, they would
wish to see the Colossus. This would
bring Rhodes more tourists, the mayor
smiled happily.

As it stands now, the city is a maze
of temples, shrines and excellent shops.
Facing down upon the ancient walls
are nearly half a dozen Turkish min-
arets and below them their mosques.
I wandered along the cobbled streets,
watching the jewelers at work and old
men sipping wine and exchanging bits
of gossip at sidewalk tables. Bevond
here dozens of tourists tour Rhodes’
famed Street of the Knights and the
Palace of the Grand Master.

Greeks who settled the island were
followed by Romans and Crusaders.
Later the city fell during an invasion
by Sutan Suleiman the Magnificent,
the Turkish conqueror. In a seige last-
ing six months, less than 600 knights
together with a small municipal army
faced the invaders. After occupying
the city, Suleiman granted free pardon
to the defenders, so great was his ad-
miration of their courage.

Today the old city’s ancient Turkish
baths continue to welcome visitors—ex-
actly as they did when the sultan, along
with his wives, luxuriated in the steam-
ing rooms. Only now men and women
must peel and boil in separate rooms,
the steam fed by the original log fire
system. Later, with darkness, the is-
land’s visitors relive the seige of Rhodes
in a nightly sound and light perform-
ance staged on the grounds of the Pal-
ace of the Grand Master. More than
400 performances are given between
April and the end of October. My friend
Caskie Stinnett, a sophisticated New
Yorker, called it “the greatest show of
its kind in the world.” The story is
told in five languages, including En-
glish, while lights play on the battle-
ments and walls of the old palace.

(Continued on page 26)
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