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To Alfredo, my grandson, who will live 

			in a better Argentina.

		


		
			




If—

			If you can keep your head when all about you

			Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

			If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

			But make allowance for their doubting too;

			If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

			Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

			Or being hated don’t give way to hating,

			And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise;

			If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;

			If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

			If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

			And treat those two impostors just the same;

			If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

			Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

			Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

			And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools;

			If you can make one heap of all your winnings

			And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

			And lose, and start again at your beginnings

			And never breathe a word about your loss;

			If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

			To serve your turn long after they are gone,

			And so hold on when there is nothing in you

			Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!”

			If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

			Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch;

			If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;

			If all men count with you, but none too much;

			If you can fill the unforgiving minute

			With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

			Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

			And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!

			RUDYARD KIPLING (1895)

		


		
			




Introduction

			When My Life Changed Forever

			It’s 1:30 a.m. on Saturday, August 24, 1991, and I find myself naked, blindfolded, gagged, and bound in a coffin. I try to understand why I am inside a windowless van, on my way to an unknown destination.

			Fifteen minutes earlier, I was coming back home after playing cards. Two well-built men jumped on me. My first reaction was to think I was being mugged. They hit me hard and I was left somewhat stunned. A few minutes later, I understood this was not a robbery as I had initially assumed. I was being kidnapped.

			Less than an hour later, I am stripped to my underwear in a larger, windowless box, barely six by six feet, made of wooden board walls, in a basement, both legs chained to the floor. There is an old mattress on the floor and a blanket. I can only stretch to reach a small chemical toilet. In the corner, there’s an old black-and-white TV set and a small ramshackle lamp.

			I experienced the most traumatic days of my life in that place.

			I spent long hours lying down, with my eyes set on a four-inch hole on the ceiling, through which my kidnappers would lower a small bag of food twice a day. Every now and then, they would replace the bag with a voice recorder and that day’s newspaper so I would record the headlines and thus show I was still alive. That hole and that TV set were my only link to the outside world.

			As I had seen in countless films, I was at the mercy of the good cop and the bad cop. I got the chance to hear them both. One voice would ask me time and again to stand exactly under the hole in the ceiling so he could shoot me in the head. The other one would come in the small hours. This man told me at the very beginning that to him, I would be Mario. I do not know why, but I gave him the same name. He was also Mario to me.

			Conversations with Mario would go on during the night, amid a terrifying silence. His voice would reach me through that small hole in the ceiling. We discovered our shared passion for Boca Juniors. During one of our chats, I told Mario that it had been my childhood dream to be the president of Boca. When I asked him about my chances to make it out of there alive, Mario always said he would never allow anyone to kill the future president of the club.

			The minute I was placed in that box, I discovered a bottle of pills next to the mattress. They told me they were sleeping pills and, as a pointless act of rebellion, I refused to take any. Every night, after talking to Mario, I would turn off the small lamp in an attempt to get some sleep. I was sure I would go crazy if I did not get any sleep, even if it was for a short while.

			Upon waking, after having slept for no more than four or five hours, I would spend long intervals still, silent, and in semidarkness. I had a very strange feeling; I tried to convince myself that I was still asleep and that everything around me was part of a dream. Despite feeling the chains around my ankles, I believed that the minute the lights went on, I would be lying in my bed, in my bedroom, at home.

			The newspaper headlines on August 1991 talked about the collapse of the Soviet Union; Ukraine’s declaration of independence; and Carlos Menem, who had been the president for two years by then. They discussed the recent convertibility plan, which since April had established that in Argentina a peso was worth one US dollar. The local soccer scene was going through a difficult conflict over TV broadcasting rights.

			During those days, I went through every imaginable emotion and state of mind. At times, I was certain they were going to kill me. I found out weeks later, that had been the outcome for seven people who had been kidnapped by the same gang of former police chiefs and oppressors who had taken part in the last military government. On TV I was able to take a peek into reality: people went about with their lives.

			However, the following Thursday, everything changed and I felt the squeeze of anguish within me. On the tiny TV screen, I watched how a swarm of reporters and TV cameras were posted at my father’s house in Barrio Parque. Shouting at the top of his voice, Dad tried to make himself heard by the reporters, addressing them from his balcony. In a matter of days—during which, due to safety reasons, only a handful of close people knew about my disappearance—my kidnapping had become the main headline across all media.

			I was only thirty-two years old. The images of my three children and every member of my family appeared on the screen and in my mind constantly. I missed them and was afraid I would never see them again. I was overwhelmed by a strong sense of guilt because of the suffering I was causing them. Every time I saw them, my anguish would become unbearable. I was desperate about the concern I saw outside, in that place that seemed unreachable.

			There, in that basement, I learned to spend long hours in silence, an old habit from Calabria that I had seen my paternal grandfather, Giorgio, practice many times during my childhood. Being kidnapped is an awful experience I do not even wish upon my worst enemy.

			Amid that silence, only seldom broken by a leaking faucet, the TV static, or the hum of a passing car—I still did not know I was being held below Juan de Garay Avenue, in the Constitución neighborhood—I would dive into my thoughts. Thinking was my way of surviving captivity.

			I wanted to live, but that did not depend on me. It was a decision beyond my capabilities. I would repeatedly ponder what my life would be like if I survived. By then, I was merely a “little fish,” a nickname given to me by my kidnappers. To them, I was the successor, the first born, Franco Macri’s heir. At that time, I worked beside my father at the helm of Sideco, his construction company.

			Rather paradoxically, I suddenly started to think big, out of the box, in this case, literally. I thought that if I made it out alive, my life would change completely. I remember a conversation I had with a friend of my father’s when I was fifteen. He said something that would stay with me forever: “There will come a moment in your life when you will have to choose between being or having.”

			I thought about doing things that would help people live better lives. I thought of fulfilling childhood dreams. I thought that life, which doesn’t give us second chances, just may grant me one. I thought about being free and independent. I thought about Boca, about the great city I lived in. I thought about Argentina and the many things that could be changed. I thought of something that I couldn’t quite put a name to at the time but which I later learned was vocation for service. I, who had been given everything, thought that if I made it out alive, I might come to the point when it would be time to start giving back. Likely for the first time in my life, I had the chance to choose my future. I had found my own what for, my purpose.

			Following the ransom payment, there was an interval without any contact with my family. I was certain my death was inevitable. At night, Mario would tell me how my captors would discuss what to do with me.

			Three days went by during which I could not establish who might be feeling worse, my family or me, until one night, they decided to let me go. A voice ordered me to face away from the door and, for the first time, I heard the creaking of the box door as it opened. “You are leaving. Put this sweat suit on.” It was Mario’s voice and I felt his hand on my shoulder. When they set me free, in the middle of nowhere, I felt I had been reborn. The time had come to choose another life. A new life that would lead me alongside thousands, then hundreds of thousands, and finally millions of people to places that had only existed in my wildest dreams.

			One never knows when you are going to find your true vocation, but if there is one thing I have learned, it is to not accept things as they are presented to us and to always be open. This is like love; it is a vibration you only feel in your heart. We should never resign ourselves to living without love or not finding our vocation. They are out there, waiting for us. It is about finding them. They are our what for.

			This book is about the mysterious road toward happiness. It is about my personal journey and what I have learned along the way. It is the what for behind so many things accomplished and lived, and the many yet to be conquered. Why be the president of a soccer club, why change a city, and, above all, why change a country.

			This is dedicated to those who worked with me during each stage and those who are now setting off on their own journeys, wherever these might take them. For all of you, here is my experience.

			MAURICIO MACRI

			September 2022

		


		
			





PART ONE

			Leadership

			From Sideco to Boca

		


		
			




1

			A New Quality

			Boom, boom, boom. The ball bounced against the wall of the bedroom I shared with my brother Gianfranco in the apartment overlooking Plaza Vicente López. Mom would tell me to cut it out, but I didn’t listen. I kept kicking it repeatedly. I was eleven or twelve years old and I would kick the ball, or rather tried to, with my right foot, my left foot, with the inside of the foot, instep, the toe, harder, slower, trying to curve the ball inward, outward.

			I suspect our neighbors must have come to our door to complain about this monotonous sound on more than one occasion. At that age, the one thing I wanted more than anything in the world was to master the technique of Boca Juniors’ greatest players. Famous names such as Rojas, Madurga, Curioni, and many others whose feats I read about every week in El Gráfico. I dreamed of becoming a skillful number nine. As was the case with so many boys, I could just see myself climbing the fence at La Bombonera, after having scored the goal that defined the championship. I believed that in order to achieve this, the only way was through hard practice. Kicking the ball time and time again. Assessing and trying to improve, even if it only a little.

			The constant ball kicking against the wall barely resulted in that boy becoming a discreet amateur player over the years. It also taught me a lesson that has stayed with me forever: Only by persisting do we accomplish our goals.

			The lessons we learn as young children are those that are forever most clearly imprinted in our minds. In my case, I decided to create a soccer team along with my classmates. I went to Cardenal Newman, a Catholic school with a strong Irish tradition, where rugby was above any other sport.

			My interest in creating the team was not without its purpose. I knew from the start that it was the way to secure a place in the team, given my poor skill as a player. Somehow, I learned to lead in order to be able to play. During my high school years, I was the one who put together the team, got the jerseys, looked for any tournament where we would be allowed to sign up, and called my classmates, one by one, to remind them of practice times. I devoted a sizeable portion of my time to logistics so that our soccer team would thrive. It was then that I realized I was starting to enjoy that solitary role I had set up for myself.

			During my teenage years in the seventies, the school exerted considerable pressure for all its students to play rugby. The rugby tradition at Cardenal Newman gave rise to one of the most important teams in the local tournament. To be able to play, it was necessary to attend rigorous and demanding training during the week. For many, the pace was too much and, despite pressure from their families and the school, they dropped out of the activity. It did not take me long to realize that it was among those who were no longer playing rugby that I would find my pool of new soccer players.

			The education we received at school was geared toward one recurring idea: the team is always above individualities. In this sense, rugby is an excellent vehicle for transmitting the Christian Brothers’ philosophy. Rugby has a very clear educational function: being part of a rugby team calls for a high degree of perseverance and discipline. The scrum is a metaphor for the importance of team coordination in pursuit of a great result.

			I played rugby at school despite being an even worse player with the oval ball than with the round one. I took it very seriously and trained every Tuesday and Thursday come rain or shine, in every temperature. Rugby taught me about the importance of teamwork. That idea of standing by and for one another is very strong. It means that in rugby, against all mathematical rules, one plus one may equal three.

			In the meantime, my duties as the head of the soccer team kept growing. I went into every class trying to convince other students to join our team. Gathering eleven teenagers to play on Sundays was a tall order. During that stage in life, the sense of responsibility is still forming; last minute absences were frequent and, to make matters worse, the best players used to be the most irresponsible. I was always running after everything and everyone.

			My dedication was explained by my desire to play on a soccer team and I quickly realized that if I did not lead the effort, there would be no soccer match. There was no other boy willing to take on the job. It was necessary for someone to roll up their sleeves and stand behind every detail. That someone, more out of necessity than anything else, ended up being me.

			At twenty-one, I took a huge leap forward and faced my first big personal project. It was bold, almost absurd. In a moment of utter oblivion, I decided to organize a tour for our team in the United States! I don’t exactly recall what it was that made me think we were remotely ready to take such a step; I only remember my profound conviction that something of this magnitude was feasible and my complete certainty that I would succeed.

			I started sending letters to different universities around Boston to try to secure an invitation for our unknown team. To everyone’s surprise, a few weeks later, we received the long-awaited invitation.

			From that moment on, I threw myself into organizing every possible kind of activity to raise the money we needed to pay for the trip. I organized a festival, rented a movie theater and sold tickets for a special showing, and printed a magazine and sold advertising space. We did well and reached our target, so much so that we even had enough extra money to organize a new tour the following year, this time, to Austin, Texas.

			I was the team’s manager, coach, captain, and a player. Among my many tasks, there was one almost impossible to achieve: I had to somehow contain a group of unruly and wildly excited twenty-year-old boys traveling abroad together to play soccer. God knows how I managed it, but I certainly did. I was starting to discover a new and mysterious quality: I could lead.

		


		
			




2

			A Cultural Change at Thirty

			I know. One thing is to lead a group of youngsters who want to play soccer and have fun and another is to lead an organization that carries the complexities of a company.

			Right after earning my engineering degree, I began to work alongside my father. Dad had started to involve me in his activities a long time before that. He enjoyed taking me to his business meetings. I would always sit by his side, barely a teenager, without really understanding what it was all about.

			That was a world away from being a twenty-five-year-old who was taking his place at Sideco, the great construction company that my father started in the sixties and, at the time, was one of the most important in the country. How did I get there?

			Dad was staunchly against giving me a position that carried such responsibility. In addition to this, the company was going through some difficult times. One the one hand, Sideco had accumulated great debts; on the other, the Argentine economy during the second half of the 1980s was rearing its ugly head again.

			It was me who insisted on it. I wanted to prove to myself and to my father that I was able to turn Sideco around. Dad held fast as long as he could and resorted to every means at his disposal to make me change my mind. But just like Mom with the ball, he couldn’t stop me. There was no doubt I would succeed.

			One of the managers approached me and asked, “Why are you so intent on working at Sideco? Don’t you see it is done for?” I remember my answer, “Look, I may turn it around. I hope I will, but if it does go bankrupt, I will have learned a lot.” The manager stared at me in disbelief probably thinking, This kid is insane, but turned around and left.

			Finally, and after many battles, I managed to convince Franco Macri and I arrived at Sideco. I would be in charge of the team he had had been forming over the years—a group of extraordinary engineers who had been with the company from the very beginning.

			The team at Sideco knew my Dad and his leadership style well. Franco could be brilliant and, at the same time, authoritarian. He was bold and dictatorial but his exuberant charisma was above any analysis of his qualities as a leader.

			My arrival at the construction company made me face a huge challenge. I knew I had some advantage as I had been appointed to the position by my father. The Sideco team had utter and unconditional admiration toward him. If he had decided I should take that position, they assumed Franco had his reasons. His aura protected me and I finally had the owner’s blessing. That team had the utmost respect for the Macri last name.

			Still, I could not ignore an enormous challenge. From the very beginning, I knew that comparisons between father and son would be inevitable. Faced with each decision, the same ghost, the same threat would appear. Dad had left a lasting imprint on the company he had founded and on the team that had grown alongside it.

			It was neither the first nor the last time that living in my father’s shadow would be a heavy burden to bear. Dad was my teacher and I admired him, but from an early age, I knew we were different. Paradoxically, that constant comparison forced me to follow my own path. I had known this since I was very young. As with all children, in order to be yourself, it is vital to build your own identity.

			The idea I had been considering, which I wanted to implement at Sideco, was the result of the times during that second half of the 1980s. The economy was plummeting, a consequence of its age-old problems: high inflation, high fiscal deficit, unpayable debt, and currency instability. The nation was once again bankrupt and therefore no longer able to provide the quality public services that Argentines had received in the past. The economic model that President Raúl Alfonsín had spearheaded was on the verge of collapse. Sooner rather than later, I believed the large state-owned public service companies would be privatized and the private sector would be called upon to manage the service concessions. I decided that Sideco should be prepared for when that happened.

			I remember perfectly well the moment I met with all the managers to formally tell them about the new strategic path ahead. They had all worked with my father. They looked at me somewhat condescendingly and suspiciously, as if they were thinking: “We have been a construction company for years and this young man is telling us we now need to be a service company?”

			The change I was proposing was based on a simple concept: If Sideco had a been a company that had given proof, along its history, of being able to build roads, highways, industrial facilities of every kind, and hydroelectric power plants, why would it not be able to manage them? I have always maintained that it is more difficult to embark on a construction than to administer a service. The time had come to prove it.

			Still, in order to succeed at this, I had to face the fears of the company’s old and dear engineers. My proposal had led several to think that their lifelong work was going to lose value. My reasoning was exactly the opposite: the idea of a new strategic challenge could mean an increase in their self-esteem and an opportunity for the development of new capabilities. What was clear at that time was that the logic that had led Sideco to the position it held corresponded to another model of the country. A model that was showing signs of exhaustion. The end of an era.

			This is how Sideco went from being the leading construction company in the market to becoming an important provider of public services. Those incipient ideas gave rise to great projects, such as the concession to Autopistas del Sol, the extraordinary transformation of Acceso Norte and General Paz Avenue, which surrounds the city of Buenos Aires. It was a job planned and designed from an engineering standpoint, in a completely different way from anything that had been done until then. Lanes, lighting, and accesses were expanded without ever interrupting the circulation of vehicles on their route. It was the first case in which the private sector carried out a job without receiving public funds. Financing was provided by the winning company, which would only begin to recover its investment once the work was completed, through toll collection. However, this was not the only project. The gas distributor in Córdoba and Cuyo was another success case. We also developed a highway concessionaire and a water concessionaire in Corrientes, among others.

			At Sideco, I grew a lot. Above all, I began to increasingly understand what lies behind the mystery of leadership, which I had discovered when putting together the school team. In the business world, my management experience at Sideco was my first success.

			It was not just about changing a strategy. I changed a corporate mentality. That young man in his early thirties had achieved, for the first time, a cultural change.

		


		
			




3

			First Lessons

			In those early days at Sideco, I made a somewhat absurd decision, stemming from my own fears. I decided to grow a mustache to appear older. The suit, the strict tie, and of course, the mustache sought to disguise my inexperience. Over the years, I knew it was silly, but at that time, it seemed like a valid resource to stand in front of those managers who were twice my age.

			However, I also resorted to another resource. One that I still hold, value, and recommend to those who are beginning to take leadership positions in any field. It always works. It is about leading by example. There is no possible leadership if there is no coherence between the values that are expressed and one’s personal conduct. Leading others necessitates exemplary behavior. It is the first requirement and it is unavoidable. It was the first lesson I learned when I took a leadership position.

			I still found it difficult to assume the position of boss. I needed people to trust me, to believe in me. My first idea was, therefore, to work harder than everyone else, to be the first to arrive and the last to leave the office. At that time, it was a simple way to convey my commitment to the task. If you’re there, I reasoned, it’s because you care, it’s because the goals are shared. I never understood absent bosses. Physical presence is part of leading by example.

			Work culture was one of the best legacies I received from my father. When we are children, we learn from what we see in those around us. Dad was like that. When it came to him, work came above all else. He knew it was essential to roll up one’s sleeves and “carry the team on one’s shoulders,” as they say in the world of soccer, a world that, paradoxically, Dad was not very familiar with.

			But while leading by example is always necessary, it is not enough to lead teams. Before teams, there are people. You lead with very different people, personalities, ways of working and relating. Over the years, I learned to get to know people better and understand their enormous diversity.

			Sometime after Sideco, I arrived at Sevel, the automaker that Dad had acquired in the early 1980s and had the license to manufacture Fiat and Peugeot cars. The automotive sector represented a real quantum leap in terms of experience after my time at the construction company. I had barely sat down in my new office when I found out that the director of purchasing and the director of production had not spoken to each other in five years. In an industrial facility, these are two positions that must function under extreme coordination and work almost like Siamese twins because the production line is supplied by the purchasing department. This is where the famous “just in time” concept comes from. According to this concept, it is essential to have the necessary parts at the exact moment, neither before nor after, to avoid shortages but also not to immobilize capital with a larger stock than strictly necessary. This calls for enormous efficiency so that the production line never stops. This was a key development for the success of the Japanese automotive industry in gaining competitiveness against its North American counterparts.

			But at Sevel, I immediately discovered that exactly the opposite was happening. The two directors, of Italian origin, had decided to stop talking to each other for reasons unknown to everybody. Resolving this conflict was one of my first tasks. I remember deciding to hire the services of an international consultancy that offered a customer-centered quality program and had experience in this type of problem related to interpersonal relationships. The program lasted three days and consisted of a series of talks with the consultancy experts. I tried to see if the relationship between the two directors improved, but they continued to show indifference toward each other.

			At the end of the presentations, on the last day, the organizers of the program proposed a series of recreational activities. Among them was the “three-legged race,” where pairs are formed, one person’s right leg is tied to the other person’s left leg, and they must move forward in sync to avoid falling. Naturally, they chose the two directors who were not on speaking terms. They were mortified when they found out that they would have to do the race together. After a few yards, they fell to the ground. They laughed heartily, along with everyone else. Problem solved. From that moment on, the factory began to work in perfect harmony again, without any tension between the two and, of course, the quality standards improved greatly. That’s where I discovered something that I would later use on countless occasions. The best way to resolve conflicts between people is to spend time together outside office hours, in spaces for play and fun, where you can leave the work environment behind to build stronger and more resilient relationships, reduce distance, and eliminate prejudices. Consolidating a team requires this type of shared experiences. Soccer at the Olivos presidential residence during my administration and the retreats we did with the cabinet ministers on more than one occasion are examples of this idea. Teams need to develop strong personal ties. If they don’t, success is not possible.

			The objective of a leader is always to bring the best out of those around them. We are not all the same, we do not all act in the same way. It took me a long time to better understand the characteristics of different types of personalities and styles.

			There are those who need less pressure to fully commit to the task, and there are others who function better when pressure increases. There are those who need to be assured a leading role within a project, while others need to preserve their personal spaces. Some need

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

cover.jpeg
MAURICIO

MACRI
WHAT

FOR

LESSONS ON LEADERSHIP
AND POWER TO WIN THE
SECOND HALF OF THE GAME

Splaneta














OEBPS/image/portadilla.png
Mauricio MacRr1

WHAT FOR

& Planeta






