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Entrepreneurs, business owners, investors: here is the rare, no-nonsense advice you haven’t

heard—straight from Paychex founder and billionaire philanthropist Tom Golisano—to

overcome the most common (and some not so common) obstacles to live a successful

life.Watching his father struggle to support his family through bigotry and other challenges in

being an Italian immigrant, Tom Golisano learned early on the value of thinking outside the box

and not letting perception sway your view of reality.Now, for the first time, Golisano shares the

political shenanigans, behind the scenes stories, significant characters from his remarkable

life, and key insights to thrive in your career. Filled with humor and wisdom, The Italian Kid Did

It!:Reveals the secrets behind much of Golisano’s success and teaches you how to apply those

same success-hacks to your own life.Emboldens you to see the world differently in terms of

what’s possible despite what others may have you believe.Entertains and enlightens you along

the way, with Golisano’s stories of running for Governor two times, purchasing a failing NHL

franchise, the Buffalo Sabres, and dry sense of humor throughout.The American Dream is

possible to all of us if we are willing to take risks and work for it. The stories, wisdom, and

insight in The Italian Kid Did It! just might be the shortcut you need to get there faster.

About the AuthorTom Golisano founded what is now Paychex with $3000 and built it to the

current worth of $24 billion. Paychex now has more than 600,000 customers, and more than

12,000 employees working out of 100 locations. In fact, 1 in every 12 private-sector employees

in America receives their paycheck from Paychex. Golisano has been challenging the status

quo for a long time—and not only in the world of business. In 1991, he co-founded a political

party called the Independence Party, and ran three times for Governor of New York. Tens of

millions of people know of him because of this, many of whom have no special interest in

business but who appreciate his championing getting things done more intelligently and

effectively. He bought the bankrupt and losing Buffalo Sabres hockey team in 2003 and turned

around the franchise, both in terms of financial health and by transforming them into a winning

team. He is a frequent guest on Fox, CNN, and other news channel broadcasts.--This text

refers to the hardcover edition.
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AuthorsPhotosINTRODUCTIONA close friend suggested I start the introduction to my

autobiography with a short list of the highlights of my long and successful life. So here goes.I

founded a multibillion-dollar corporation. I owned a major sports franchise. I launched a political

party. I ran for governor of New York State. I was invited to the White House to play golf with

the President of the United States—he won. I was, at one point, asked to consider running for

president—I didn’t. Individually and through my family foundation I’ve given $300 million to

good causes. What a life—and it isn’t over yet!For the past two years I’ve worked with a

professional writer to help me pull the story of my life together. I suppose when you’ve been

involved in so many things and affected so many lives across more than seven decades,

colleagues, friends, and family expect you to pull it all together in a book, for posterity—

whatever the heck that is. Also, after writing the bestselling book Built Not Born, which was

published in February 2020, my literary agent said that people would want to know more about

my life. Well, maybe—we’ll see.My ancestral roots lie in the sulfur mines of Sicily. My American

roots lie in upstate New York. I grew up in Irondequoit, the son of an immigrant family. We

weren’t poor, but we struggled at times. My brother died a war hero in the Korean War when I

was ten years old, which accounts for my poor opinion of politicians. I’ve been quoted as

saying, “Every time a politician mentions war, they should be shot because politicians wage

war, citizens don’t wage war.” My early life was eventful, and I was the sort of kid who learned

lessons well—lessons that stood me in good stead for all that was to come in my adult life.The

Italian Kid Did It tells my personal story of course, but it’s also a business story full of lessons

and advice, I’ll show you how I turned $3,000, a maxed-out credit card, and a business concept

that no one thought would work, into a $30 billion company. I founded Paychex forty-nine years

ago and am proud to say that I am still chairman of the board, even after taking the company

public in 1983—a point in a corporation’s life at which Wall Street often chooses to replace

incumbent CEOs. Who would have thought an Italian kid from Irondequoit would have ended



up building a business that today employs 15,500 people and services 670,000 customers?If

political intrigue is your thing, the story of how I started the Independence Party in New York

State and the political shenanigans that followed are fascinating, and sometimes almost

unbelievable. At times, it reads like an HBO television drama series (I’m open to offers, by the

way). It follows my many attempts to bring a business perspective to politics and to make

politicians more accountable—basically, to put people ahead of policy. Along the way, several

major name politicians got in the way. Spoiler alert—they didn’t fare well!I give sports fans a

behind-the-scenes look at my purchase and management of the Buffalo Sabres hockey

franchise, and how I saved the team from having to move out of upstate New York. When I

arrived, the franchise was bankrupt and toward the bottom of the league. Within a few years it

was rated as the best-run sports franchise in professional sports by ESPN, ahead of 122 major

professional sports teams in North America. At the same time, we managed to make hockey

affordable for local fans. My secret? Unlike many owners, I ran it as a business, not a

hobby.I’ve been recognized for many things, but I’m most proud of being known as a

philanthropist. Over the past twenty years I have donated more than $300 million to worthy

causes personally and through the Golisano Foundation. People often ask me why I am such

an active philanthropist. I suppose the simple answer is that you can’t take it with you, or

perhaps it’s because I applied for immortality, but didn’t get it. My family foundation focuses

solely on helping people with developmental disabilities, including being the largest-ever

individual donor to the Special Olympics. To date we have given the organization $37 million.

Personally, I have had the pleasure of donating to hospitals, universities and colleges, and

even a children’s museum. I was asked by President Clinton if I would consider becoming a

founding sponsor of the Clinton Global Initiative. I agreed and gave him $3 million to get the

initiative off the ground. I continued as the major underwriter and sponsor for eight years,

during which time the organization did some amazing good around the world.Over the years,

I’ve been intimately involved with about twenty-five companies as a result of entrepreneurs

coming to me with intriguing business concepts. Although I’m now in my seventies, I am far

from retired and continue to invest in new businesses that excite me. Like Paychex, the

businesses that appeal to me are those that have recurring revenue.Some people have called

me a contrarian, and throughout this book you will see ample evidence to support that view. I

do see things differently and my opinions are not always popular. Throughout The Italian Kid

Did It, you will see me side with both Democrats and Republicans, which may lead you to

question where I stand politically. Let me explain. I’m a fiscally conservative Republican, who is

a middle-of-the-road moderate on social issues.Want more? I give my honest opinion on some

of the pressing issues of our time, including social welfare, education, congressional term

limits, race relations, substance abuse, and gambling. I’m confident that my views will be a

source of satisfaction to some and will madly infuriate others. And, you know what? That’s

good.I hope you enjoy this book. If it makes you smile, laugh, shout, scream, cry, get angry,

agree or disagree with me, have an aha moment, or make you feel anything in life is possible,

then it was worth writing.ONEI DO THINGS FOR PEOPLEWord on the street at one time was

that I was in the mob. Maybe it was my name. Maybe it was my background, or the way I acted.

Like most things said about me, it was completely false. It was said because people made

assumptions. Wrong assumptions—about me, about what I was doing, and what I really did for

people.You see, a long time ago, when Paychex was in its tenth year and just beginning to

thrive, I moved into a suburban house in Rochester, New York. It was well before the company

would become one of the largest payroll processors in America, but the company and I were

getting some media attention.Shortly after my arrival in this suburban oasis, a rumor started to



spread around the neighborhood. As virtually all rumors are, this one was spawned out of

ignorance—largely because no one in the area knew what I did for a living.One day I’m outside

sweeping the driveway of my new home when the next-door neighbor woman comes dancing

over and starts making small talk. I’m cordial but reserved. Finally, she gets to her true mission,

asking bluntly, “What do you do for a living?”I know where this is coming from, so I look at her

with a serious expression, pause as if formulating a socially appropriate response, and then I

deadpan, “I do things for people.” She stared back at me blankly and speechless. As she

walked away I kept sweeping my driveway, but now I had a big smile on my face.A few months

later, an article about Paychex appeared in the local newspaper accompanied by a photograph

of me, featured prominently on the front page. It was only a few days later that the same

neighbor woman came sauntering over to my property once again. At first she bore a stern

expression, but as she approached, she started to smirk and it was apparent she was fighting

back a grin. She laughed and said, “You son of a bitch!”You might imagine I was initially

offended by this woman’s stereotypical assumption that, because I’m of Italian descent (even

more incriminating, I have Sicilian roots), I must be a member of the Mafia. Though I can claim

no links to the mob, I am fiercely proud of my Sicilian heritage. When I was growing up, I

always thought we were just as normal as anyone else. Naturally, I often resented what people

said, did, and appeared to think about us. But hell, all I knew was that we had the best food in

the world! In some ways, I actually took an even greater sense of pride specifically because

people criticized our heritage. To this day I’ve always felt that stereotypical assumptions about

others, as well as resentments held toward those who do the assuming, are nothing but a

colossal waste of time and energy.I would, however, like to point out that there is a much

broader and more meaningful aspect to “I do things for people,” in that my entire career has

been devoted to serving the needs of people and businesses. My early entrepreneurship

activities, my business ventures, my runs for governor, my philanthropy, and even my time

owning a professional sports team have all been focused, not quite on “doing” things for

people, but more accurately on enabling people to do things for themselves and helping them

reach their full potential. My basic philosophy is, if I can help them along the way, that’s better

for all concerned. So yes, I do things for people—it’s what I do.Though I was often ridiculed for

it as a child, my Italian heritage is an important part of my story: from how my paternal

grandmother and the Golisanos ended up escaping poverty in Sicily by emigrating to America

and settling in Rochester, to my own upbringing as a Sicilian kid in a quintessentially American

town. My personality and character along with my philosophies, especially as they relate to

business, politics, and philanthropy, not to mention why people say I think differently compared

to most other businesspeople, were forged during those formative years. I wouldn’t be who I

am today without them. And I don’t think others can understand fully where I am coming from,

until they hear the stories of my family and growing up as a “dago” in Rochester, New York.TO

AMERICA OR BUST—MY FAMILY’S BEGINNING IN SICILYI was baptized Blase Golisano

after my maternal grandfather—an Italian tradition that my unconventional father tried to avoid,

before eventually bowing to my very conventional and traditional mother’s wishes. She insisted

on me being given an Italian family name.My father, unhappy with the name Blase, suggested

everyone call me Sonny. Like many immigrants of his day, my father was more interested in

embracing the culture of his new country than he was in retaining the traditions of his old one,

though he certainly would never forget, nor fail to revere, his Italian ancestral roots. Tom, the

name I use today, was the name I chose at my Catholic confirmation when I was twelve. I

chose it because my sister’s husband Tom Graham was my sponsor. I also took his name as

my middle name from that point forward. However, I never used it until I was in college and met



Gloria, who became my first wife. I felt that Blase and Golisano was too much for people to

handle, so, when I met Gloria I introduced myself as Tom, rather than Blase.As I mentioned

earlier, my father was Sicilian; his name was Salvatore and he was the final member of the

Golisano family to escape the extreme poverty of Sicily at the beginning of the twentieth

century. His father, Calogero, my grandfather, was a sulfur miner and for many years managed

to survive the dozens of ways a miner can lose his life in one of the world’s most horrendous

occupations. Interestingly, the other name for sulfur is brimstone, from the Middle English for

“burning stone,” the substance that was thought to fuel the fires of hell.Sulfur mining was work

for the poorest of the poor in Sicily. It was terrifying and dangerous. My grandfather did not

want any of his sons to have to endure life as a miner, so he came up with a plan to gradually

send his five children to America. It was a simple plan, an unofficial version of what we today

call chain-migration.He labored six, sometimes seven days a week in the mine to save enough

to provide passage for his eldest son to “escape” Sicily in the dark steerage hold of any ship

voyaging to the United States. Once there, the eldest was instructed to find work and send

money home to help save enough to send the next eldest son to join him, who in turn found

work, and also sent money home. This continued until all four sons and daughter Carmela

were safe in America. Calogero, Maria, and my father, the not-yet-born Salvatore, would follow

last.At forty years of age, Calogero was still remarkably healthy and Maria was pregnant with

my father. Outwardly my grandfather showed no signs of silicosis (though chronic silicosis

symptoms often do not manifest until years later), he had eluded cancer, and he didn’t suffer

from miner’s disease (otherwise known as ancylostomiasis), or hookworm. He had survived

years of inhaling hydrogen sulfide gas and endured heat so extreme many miners worked

naked.It’s impossible to imagine working conditions like this. It’s hard for me to imagine how

anything good at all could have come out of those mines. In fact, my grandfather never did.

Despite surviving most of the numerous perils that confront miners, my grandfather’s fate was

to die in a catastrophic cave-in along with thirty-eight of his fellow miners, just four months

before the birth of my father. His body was never recovered.In 1907, nine years after my

grandfather’s death, my grandmother had at last saved enough, with the help of her four sons

and daughter overseas, to make the journey with my father to join them in America. My

grandfather’s plan had worked, just not quickly enough to save himself.And so, my father and

grandmother were reunited with the rest of the Golisano family in Rochester. Today, only 5

million Sicilians live in Sicily, compared to the 17 million presently living in the United States.

Talk about a mass migration—it appears my family wasn’t the only one who came to the United

States for a better life.It was not long before my father became Americanized enough to adopt

the name Sam, despite living in the enclave of Rochester’s Little Italy with his extended Sicilian

family. Sam and Maria lived in an apartment behind a grocery store owned by his sister, my

Aunt Carmela and her husband, my Uncle Peppinio. Living in Rochester, close to his four

brothers and his sister, was good for my father. He went to school and learned to speak

English, read, write, and do basic arithmetic.My father worked in the small grocery store,

sweeping floors, cleaning, stacking shelves, packaging fresh pasta, and learning to record

purchases made on credit in the store’s ledger. Like me, my father enjoyed arithmetic—he was

always happy working with numbers—especially later in life when he would work out his

potential winnings on the parlay bets that he placed on baseball games. The Golisanos were

close and my father would see his siblings regularly; in true Italian tradition there was always a

place for him at any of their dinner tables.My father’s schooling for all intents and purposes was

finished by the time he was fourteen. By nineteen he had worked in the grocery store for ten

years. His brothers were all much older: Tony and Charlie were laborers, Joseph was a baker,



and Frank also worked at the grocery store.It was Frank who came up with the idea of starting

a wholesale grocery business, importing olive oil in bulk along with other products such as

Italian-made macaroni by the barrel. The entrepreneurial gene is strong in the Golisano line.

The five Golisano brothers went into business together; they had a truck, bought fresh produce

from the wholesale markets to sell to their customers, and my father became the company’s

salesman.My father met my mother Anna shortly after her parents opened a retail grocery

store opposite Golisano Brothers Wholesale Grocers Emporium—a grand word for a storefront.

Traditional Italian propriety was heavily involved, but her father liked my father and to cut a long

story short, Anna and Sam courted and married in an appropriate amount of time and

subsequently moved into a rented apartment in Little Italy.It was 1925, and my mother

continued to work at her parents’ grocery store while my father sold imported Italian products

along with local produce to retailers. Life was good: My father even had a car. But things began

to change. Italians started leaving Little Italy and moving to non-Italian neighborhoods. Worse,

they started eating more American food. It wasn’t long before Golisano Brothers Wholesale

Grocers could no longer financially support my father and his four brothers.As a result, my

father got a job selling life insurance for Prudential Insurance. Once again, he showed his

ability to think differently. For example, the people of Little Italy had no money to buy “life”

insurance. But my father knew Italians, especially his fellow Roman Catholics. They took their

responsibility to bury their dead with honor and dignity seriously. It was their duty to hold a

wake, a mass, have a decent casket, and an upright headstone, no matter the cost or the

sacrifices that had to be made. So, my father took a different tack, he would ask prospects

about their plans for when the inevitable happened to an elderly relative. How did they envision

the funeral, how were they going to pay for it? And, then he sold them “burial” insurance. He

may have been the first Golisano to identify an unmet need and find a way to fulfill

it.WORKING THE AMERICAN DREAMMy parents worked hard and in 1936 they bought their

first home in West Irondequoit: a modest three-bedroom house with one bathroom and a two-

car garage, a few blocks from the Genesee River. This was home for the first five years of my

life.At the time, my sister Marie was eight, my brother Charlie six, and things were going well.

My mother was a seamstress and my father continued selling insurance. But Sam always had

his eyes open for a business opportunity. In this case he recognized potential in the furnace in

his own basement. He loved the fact it was fueled by oil, not coal, a refinement that the majority

of homes did not enjoy in those days. He didn’t have to constantly stoke it, and it burned much

cleaner than coal. Converting a coal furnace to oil was expensive and beyond the means of

most people, but he discovered a small company that had developed a conversion kit, basically

an insert, that quickly and easily converted a coal furnace to oil. It was significantly less

expensive than purchasing and installing a new furnace. More importantly, it was within the

reach of many local homeowners. So, he started a furnace-conversion business and things

went well as the business grew steadily.Once again, it was an example of finding a solution to

a need. He too could have easily said, if asked by a neighbor what he did for a living, “I do

things for people”—from importing high-quality Italian olive oil, to selling burial insurance, to

removing the hassle of hauling and shoveling coal in Little Italy. The Golisano family was doing

well considering the United States was working its way through the Great Depression.WAR

CASTS ITS SHADOWWorld War II broke out in Europe in 1939 and everything was about to

change. For a while the war seemed a long way away, life went on much as it had before, and

sales of the York Conversion Burner were on target. On November 14, 1941, another Sicilian-

American Golisano was born: me.Less than a month later, Japan bombed Pearl Harbor. War

cast its shadow over the Golisano family for the first, but by no means for the last, time. This



unpromising start to my life, however, was not the cause of my subsequent, often contrary,

beliefs and theories on war and politicians. All that would come later.War was not good for my

father’s furnace-conversion business, because it made consumers nervous about investing in

their homes. Things got far worse when the government put a stop to the production of the kit

he was selling, as part of the redirection of raw materials to the war effort. My father was forced

to take a job as a timekeeper at the Sampson Naval Base and for a while I only saw him on

weekends.AN EARLY TRAGEDYIn 1943, the first of what were to be several tragedies

occurred. Each would test our family’s resilience in its own way. My then fifteen-yearold sister

was working part-time at a supermarket and caught her hand in a meat-grinding machine in a

horrific accident. Her right hand had to be amputated at the wrist. I was too young to grasp the

full measure of the calamity, or to be affected by it at the time. But I grew up recognizing that

she was an amazingly strong person who never once allowed her missing hand to become a

disability, or to define her. I’ve always been very close to Marie; when she was courting her

future husband Tom some years later, they would take me with them to the movies, to a

restaurant, roller skating, or bowling. Over the years she has always been there for me and

remains to this day one of my biggest supporters.Later in life she would be instrumental in

helping Paychex survive a financial crisis, but we’ll come to the full Paychex story a little

later.SLOW TO TALK, BUT QUICK ON MY FEET (SOME THINGS NEVER CHANGE)I don’t

like small talk. Never have. I guess even when I was little, I wasn’t a big fan of it. In fact, I never

talked at all. By the age of four, my parents were getting concerned that I wasn’t talking. I was

taken to a doctor who assured them I would talk when I was ready. In this he was correct.

Apparently, the formative moment came when the family drove past a closed hot-dog stand

and I uttered the immortal words, “Hot dog sleep.” It should be noted that not speaking didn’t

mean I wasn’t thinking. I’ve always been someone who listens and watches. I also value

speaking only when it counts, when you’re making a point or have something meaningful to

say. And, over the years, I’ve also learned how to leverage silence.Though I was slow to talk,

one thing that I did well was take risks. I wasn’t afraid of much. My sister Marie loves to tell the

story of the day I climbed into the family car at about the age of four, released the emergency

brake, and took a seconds-long joyride the length of the driveway, in reverse, finally smashing

into a neighbor’s car. Apparently, I had the presence of mind to jump out, run into the house,

and lock myself in the bathroom, presumably until I figured it would be safe to come out.EARLY

EDUCATION: IN SCHOOL AND AT HOMEI started school two months before my fifth birthday;

in those days, you had to take an aptitude test if you were under five before being allowed to

start school. They were different times: My mother took me to school for the first few days, but

within a week I was walking to school on my own. I wasn’t, however, allowed to take the family

car.I was good in math at school. But where I learned most of my skills was watching my

mother and father—at work and at home. They were both entrepreneurs in their own right. It

was about this time that oil prices started falling and the manufacturing of the coal-to-oil

conversion kits my father specialized in recommenced. My father opened a storefront,

advertised, and attracted new business. Sales were good and he soon had three employees,

one of them my brother-in-law Tom. My mother, not to be outdone in entrepreneurial ventures,

supplemented her day job as a seamstress in a clothing factory by making drapes in the

evenings and on weekends. As this side business took off, she started her own small drapery

enterprise in our basement. I grew up watching her sew drapes all day and all evening while

my father was enthusiastically growing his business. Examples of a strong work ethic were not

hard to find in my formative years.My mother could save money, like every Italian mother. I

remember, many years later after my father died, I visited her and sat in an armchair. My hands



found their way between the cushion and the arm, where I found roll after roll of $100 bills

stuffed into the depths of the chair. “Put them back, put them back,” she yelled. Yes, she could

certainly save, though clearly she did not grasp the nuances of sound financial investment.

Although I’ve never stuffed my money down the back of chairs, I have been accused of being

overly frugal.I also learned from her mistakes. One day she announced she was going to buy a

house in the city, which she then rented out. Her mistake was buying a house on the edge of a

transitional neighborhood. The area around the house declined rapidly; collecting rents

became a challenge. One day she decided to sell it and two characters gave her a minimum

down payment; unfortunately, she never received another payment. When she visited the

house a short time later with my father, she discovered it had been completely gutted. All the

copper wiring, plumbing—everything that could be fenced or sold as scrap had been ripped

out. She ended up just walking away from it and lost every penny she had invested.Over the

course of my business career, I have always carried out extensive research and gathered

inside knowledge of the particular industry I am venturing into, whether that entailed launching

a new business of my own or investing in an existing or startup business. Yet I, too, have made

a mistake or two along the way, as we will also see.LESSONS OVER PASTADinners in Italian

households are a big deal. We all sat down together, and we were all expected to be there—no

excuses. My mother was an excellent cook and we ate traditional Italian food, made from

recipes passed down from my grandmother: macaroni, pizza, fresh mozzarella, pasta, soup,

and a medley of roasted vegetables. Good rustic food. Sundays were feast days and often we’d

be joined by family. After dinner, the cards would come out and there would be poker at ten

cents a hand, or sometimes gin rummy.On weekdays, when I was in fourth and fifth grade, my

mother would get out a deck of flash cards after dinner and rigorously test my math skills. She

would show me a question and I had to work out the answer in my head. Math was my favorite

subject, so I enjoyed this time with my mother. It certainly helped develop a level of mental

acuity that has served me well throughout my careers in business and politics. She was a

tough lady, but a great deal of what she taught me, either directly or by example, has played a

part in my success.Four years later I remember completing an algebra final exam before

anyone else in class. My teacher suggested I recheck my answers. I told her I already had. I did

miss one question, but my 98 percent score, achieved in record time, still amazed my

teacher.This is where my love of puzzle-solving may have originated. To this day, my

grandchildren love to give me two three-digit numbers and challenge me to multiply them in my

head. The ability to understand numbers and their meaning is a critical skill for any

businessperson.A SICILIAN MOTHER’S SHARP TONGUEI am a pretty disciplined individual.

Some might say I’m set in my ways. But I think having a disciplined approach to life is what got

me to where I am today. Of course, it wasn’t accidental; my mother was the disciplinarian in the

house and used my father’s shaving strap on Marie’s and Charlie’s backsides on occasion

when they misbehaved. She was very Sicilian, in that she was adversarial with people—no

demure pushover—and tough on me, too. She would confront me aggressively on anything I

hadn’t done that I should have, and I often ended up running up to my bedroom in tears. My

father, however, would come and console me and bring me back downstairs.My father never

spanked me, but he did show me his belt on occasion—a warning I never ignored. He was a

handsome, athletic, soft-spoken man. He was always friendly, and women were drawn to him—

something that did not go unnoticed by my mother who was often jealous of the attention he

received. I remember fondly the way he dressed. His everyday attire was a suit and tie, with a

Windsor knot, and his shirt collars were always fastened. This must have rubbed off on me,

because I dressed similarly every day I went to work at Paychex and expected all my



employees to dress professionally as well. Paychex had an official dress code for the longest

time, even when casual dress had become popular in many business offices.Although my

father was mild mannered to a fault, there was one occasion where he did stand up to my

mother. On Saturday mornings, it was a tradition that he would go to the public market and

bring back assorted Italian delicacies such as salami, ricotta cheese, mozzarella, black olives,

and crusty Italian bread for lunch. My brother, sister, and I would wait in anticipation for him to

return home with our Italian feast. My mother didn’t feel the same. She would instead berate

him; “Sam, can’t you get something different? You get the same old stuff all the time.” He

suffered this tirade almost every week, though I’m not sure what he could have done much

different. On one particular Saturday, he was laying the food out on the kitchen table and my

mother started in on him again about buying the same old stuff every week. My father didn’t

respond but quietly picked up the ricotta cheese, which was in a small paper dish, and pushed

it right into her face and mushed it in a little for good effect. Marie, Charlie, and I were laughing

and crying at the same time because we didn’t know what was going to happen next. My

mother didn’t say a word; she got up, wiped her face, and left the room. She never bothered

him again after that day, at least not on that issue. And it taught me something else altogether:

Sometimes the best way to deal with a complaint is not to say a damn thing. It’s actions that

count.SOMEONE ELSE’S WAR TEARS OUR FAMILY APARTBy the spring of 1950 you could

say we were doing okay as a family. We had a lot of good times and my parents were

managing financially, which is to say they were paying the bills. We weren’t rich, but this Sicilian

family had come a long way from the sulfur mines. My parents even gathered the resources to

build their own house on Daley Boulevard, just three blocks north of where we were living. For

a time, it seemed we had achieved my grandfather’s dream for his family—I would go so far as

to say, the American Dream. My parents had jobs, brought home steady money, and the family

was growing and prospering. But all that was about to change dramatically.On June 25, 1950,

North Korean tanks crossed into South Korea; two days later President Truman ordered US

forces to give the Korean government troops cover and support. The summer of 1950 saw 10

million young men register for the draft. My brother was one of them.For Charlie, it was a case

of either waiting to be drafted or enlisting and be able to choose which armed service he

wished to serve in. Another advantage (if one may call it that) of volunteering was that his

military service would be reduced by one year. My mother’s brothers, Uncle Patrick (Patsy) and

Uncle Anthony (Red) Liberti had both tried to persuade Charlie to choose to go into the navy.

Anthony had served in the army in World War II driving an ambulance in the European theater:

He spent the war at the front line retrieving wounded infantrymen and taking them to field

hospitals. Patsy served during World War II as a ship’s cook in the Navy. His ship was the USS

DuPage, a Bayfield-class attack transport that carried infantrymen in the Western Pacific to

various assaults throughout the region. The DuPage was hit by a Kamikaze aircraft in January

1945; he survived but 35 of his comrades were killed and 157 were injured. The aircraft left a

500pound bomb lodged in the deck, which the brave seamen managed to dislodge and push

into the ocean. According to the ship’s official website, Uncle Patsy’s ship received six Battle

Stars, the most for its type of ship in the Pacific Fleet. Despite their harrowing experiences, the

uncles felt Charlie would still be safer in the navy than the army during the Korean War.Their

sage advice, however, fell on deaf ears when an Army recruiter told Charlie that given his

successful amateur baseball career, choosing the army might give him a chance to play

baseball. The army had the best baseball teams; in fact, over a hundred Major League

professionals were either drafted or enlisted during the war. The gentleman omitted the fact

that in the army he also had a greater chance of seeing action—especially in the infantry, to



which he was assigned.By the end of the war, the infantry had suffered 70 percent of the

casualties, while only accounting for 10 percent of army personnel. Friends and family did their

best to convince Charlie to enlist in the Navy or Air Force. However, the appeal of swinging a

bat and serving a one-year shorter stint was simply too great.On January 2, 1951, my brother

took his oath of enlistment and became a private in the US Army. His first posting was to Fort

Dix in New Jersey for training. I went with my family and Charlie’s sweetheart Donna to see him

off at the railway station; Dad gave him his signet ring bearing the initials SG. It was an

emotional scene: As we watched Charlie leave, we had no idea whether we would ever see

him again. Charlie, looking distressed, turned back once more before boarding the train. Had

this been a movie, that iconic moment would have dissolved in a prophetic fade to black.He got

to play baseball for the Fort Monmouth Signaleers and, for a while at least, it looked like he

might spend the war playing the game he loved so much. In May, Donna and Charlie’s

engagement announcement appeared in the Rochester Democrat and Chronicle.By July, it

looked like the war might be coming to an end, but in August peace talks broke down.

September and October saw a succession of battles, resulting in a staggering number of

casualties. More soldiers were needed, and Charlie was reassigned to Korea.On October 31,

1951, he arrived at a hilltop outpost overlooking the Samichon Valley and began learning about

trench warfare and bunker life firsthand. He never got an opportunity to learn much, though.

Just two days later he was killed in an attack on the station by a battalion of approximately a

thousand Chinese soldiers. My brother died a hero; he remained on the front line to assist a

comrade, Private E. Duncan, who had refused to fall back with the rest of their platoon. The two

of them continued to inflict as many casualties on the attacking forces as possible with their

machine gun, until Private Duncan was mortally wounded. My brother Charlie took his place

and provided cover while his fellow infantrymen withdraw. Before he too could fall back, a stick

grenade was lobbed into his foxhole and he succumbed to multiple shrapnel wounds.It was

from that remote hillside station overlooking the Samichon Valley that Charlie Golisano wrote

his last letter home. It arrived more than a week after his death, but of course we had no

knowledge of his passing. We continued to wait every day for another letter from him. At 9:00

p.m. on November 20, 1951, the doorbell rang. I was upstairs in my bedroom. I heard my father

answer the door and a few seconds later my mother let out a howling shriek of despair. The

news had arrived, coldly in my view, by telegram via Western Union. It took more than three

months for my brother’s remains to arrive home in a sealed casket.During this terrible period

the question of Marie’s wedding to her fiancé, Tom Graham, hung in the air; it had been

planned for the middle of February. My mother felt it should be postponed, but my father

insisted it should take place as scheduled. By this time the invitations had been sent, the hall

had been rented, Marie had purchased her wedding gown, and there was a sense of urgency

as Tom, who was in the Army, was slotted to go to Camp Indian Town Gap in Pennsylvania.The

wedding went ahead as planned on the morning of Saturday, February 16, 1952. Family and

friends attended, but there were few young people. My mother was dressed in black; she cried

continuously. The reception after the wedding was a muted affair, as one would expect.There

was talk of there not being a honeymoon, but my father insisted, and the “happy” couple went

to Niagara Falls. The honeymoon was cut short when a telegram arrived back in Irondequoit

announcing that Charlie’s remains were to arrive in a few days. By Wednesday, Marie and Tom

were back home in time for Charlie’s funerals (Catholic and military).The effect on my family

was catastrophic on multiple levels. My father had difficulty accepting that Charlie was dead.

He held out hope that it wasn’t Charlie inside that casket, that there was some colossal

mistake. This was in spite of having had Charlie’s personal belongings returned, including his



dog tags and the signet ring my father had given him at the railway station the day he left. My

father demanded the casket be unsealed, so he could be sure it was his son. He tried to

convince the owner of the funeral home, who had known Charlie well, to unseal the casket. But

he told my father he had no authority to do so and suggested he talk to our family doctor. He

told my father that because Charlie had died three months prior, and had been killed by a

grenade, he could not support my father’s plea to view his son’s body. He tried to explain to my

father that it was for the best; that seeing Charlie’s corpse now would likely haunt him for the

rest of his days. Finally, my father acquiesced.Charlie received both a solemn Roman Catholic

mass and a military funeral with honors. At the cemetery, there were many fresh graves—it

was an area reserved for soldiers. There was a bugler playing taps, a three-volley salute, and

an honor guard. My father looked like a beaten man; I don’t think I’ve ever seen a someone

look so sad. My mother and sister wept. At ten years of age, I simply couldn’t believe I wouldn’t

see my brother ever again.For leadership and valor, Charlie was awarded the Bronze Star

Medal with V device (denoting special acts of heroism in a combat zone). He also received the

Purple Heart, the Combat Infantryman’s Badge, the Korean Service Medal, the United Nations

Service Medal, the National Defense Service Medal, and the Korean War Service Medal. The

commendation cited Charlie for his heroism in action while determinedly and courageously

defending the outpost and for his selfless devotion to duty. Later, my family was given Charlie’s

medals. They were meaningless to us.I was just ten years old when my big brother died. To this

day I still have the signet ring my father gave to Charlie.It didn’t help our family to consider that

Charlie died a hero. In our opinion, he was a victim in what amounted to someone else’s civil

war. The US government sent increasing numbers of young Americans to the front, where they

were slaughtered in an attempt to wear down the North Koreans and Chinese. It was as simple

as that.Why is all this important to my life story? Well first of all, I saw firsthand what my family

went through. The effect it had on my parent’s marriage. There was plenty of guilt and grief to

be shared.It also taught me that the difference between politicians and businesspeople is that

you can have several companies in the same industry and all of them can be successful. But in

politics there’s only one winner. Because of this, politicians do bizarre things to get into office

and to maintain their positions of power. It almost seems they lose their ability to have a

conscience.Winning becomes paramount because that is the only way they can maintain their

jobs and their power over people. Nobody wants to be an electorally defeated president,

senator, congressman. Ultimately, I have the highest regard for businesspeople and little to

none for politicians. Yet it may have been these formative influences that drove me to consider,

later in life, a political course myself. I thought I could do better.Some forty years later, Marie

and I were invited to a ceremony at White Haven Memorial Park, Rochester, to honor those

who lost their lives in the Korean War. Several residents of South Korea spoke and reflected on

how thankful they were that the United States had entered the war to protect them and save

their democracy. It gave me a better understanding, and perspective, as to what we were doing

in that war, and it made my sister Marie and I feel a little better about our family’s ultimate

sacrifice.At the end of the Vietnam War there were a little over 2,000 soldiers missing in action

(MIA), all of whom were eventually released or accounted for. What’s interesting about the

Korean War was that there were about 8,000 MIAs and we never heard from any of them

again.A FAMILY IN CRISISMy father never recovered from Charlie’s death. It not only

devastated him psychologically, it also affected his business. Although Marie’s husband Tom

was working for him as an installer and the company seemed to be doing okay, the reality was

far different. The business was just coasting without my father’s full energy and attention that

had been the company’s driving force. It’s often said of business that if you are not growing you



are falling behind; there is no such thing as standing still. True to that adage, competitors

entered the market as the business languished. The future of his company looked doubtful.My

mother’s home-based drapery business, however, was doing well. During this period it was she

who managed to catch up with missed mortgage payments and put food on the table. She was

a very hard worker and a tough negotiator.The next few years were rough for our family. With

Charlie’s death and Marie’s marriage to Tom, the house was quieter, even somber, and my

parents were not as content with each other. They had lots of friends, and family came by often

for meals or to play poker, gin rummy, or pinochle. It was only when the house was full of

people that my father seemed to come alive. Most of the time, he just seemed troubled and

unfocused. Tom got a job with the Rochester Telephone Company as a mechanic maintaining

the installer’s fleet of Ford vehicles. He had run motor pools in the Army, and this was a great

opportunity for him. My father wished him well, but it was the last straw for the company:

Shortly after Tom left, he closed his shop. By that time business was very slow and the debt

load had become unmanageable. He declared bankruptcy in the fall of 1954; in early 1955 he

watched his vehicles and everything else vanish in a court-ordered sale. I watched it all, too.

Though too young to understand what it meant or what actually led to his business’s demise, I

did take away something invaluable from this tragedy. I vowed it would never, ever happen to

me. No one was going to break me. No one was ever going to take my cars or my money from

me.Eventually, with my mother’s hard work, the family rallied. Somehow my father managed to

get himself a new car not so long after filing for bankruptcy. And not just any old car: It was a

brand-new, black-and-white Oldsmobile Super 88 hardtop. To this day I don’t know how or

where he got it from, but I suspect it was either charm or a bet that was responsible.It reminds

me of the time my friend Gary Muxworthy and I drove the Sea Breeze Expressway. His father

had bought him the same model car but in maroon with a continental kit. I was in the death

seat and he was lighting cherry bombs and throwing them out of the car. I remember telling

him that I’d be more comfortable if he was actually driving on the road. But that was Gary, he

loved having a good time.By the time I was a freshman in high school, my parents bought a

small ranch house on Long Acre Road, only about ten blocks from our old house. They had

wanted to move for some time; there were just too many bad memories.This was the house I

most remember as my childhood home. It evokes memories of my high school years, of playing

baseball and dating girls, and most importantly growing up with my two best friends, Gene

Polisseni and Gary Muxworthy. We remained lifelong friends and many acquaintances referred

to us as the three musketeers.BASEBALLI’ve always loved baseball; I started in Little League

and made the high school varsity team as a sophomore. In Little League I was the first batter of

the first game in the first year it was offered in the Rochester area. The damn pitcher hit me in

the side of the head; luckily I was wearing a helmet.Just like he had done with my brother, my

father would take me outside and hit me ground balls and fly balls; he even put me through

some batting practice. He came to every one of my games all the way through high school.

One thing I remember was that he never yelled at a coach or criticized an umpire’s decision.

He just sat there and enjoyed the game. After the game we’d talk about the plays and such. He

never put any pressure on me. He was a great parent and a wonderful baseball father. I

remember he took me to three or four World Series, and we used to go and watch the

Rochester Red Wings (a local minor league team) occasionally.In high school, I played the

outfield and was an above-average hitter. I got the winning hit for my team, the Irondequoit

Indians, in the Monroe County championship, which made me a bit of a celebrity in high

school. I credit baseball for building my self-confidence.Our coach in those days made an

impact on me. On the first day of practice he told us how to stand at the plate, how to swing at



the ball, and then told us to run laps, after which we did infield practice. Some of the team

disliked him for leaving us to find our own way, but his attitude was that we should go out and

have fun. We ended up with a terrific team; in fact, five of the nine starters signed professional

contracts.One story from those days. We were playing East Rochester; I was about sixteen or

seventeen, it was an away game, and I was in the outfield. One of the opposing team was on

first base and somebody hit a ground ball to the shortstop. He flipped it to our second baseman

and the runner came flying into second base with his spikes up, maliciously sliding into our guy.

I saw it all. As luck would have it, two innings later I was on first base and someone hit a

ground ball to the left side of the infield that was flipped over to the second baseman. It

happened to be the kid that went in high. I didn’t slide into base—I ran right through him. It

started a fight, which was broken up quickly. The funny thing is, we became lifelong friends.I

had a strong arm and I was fast. I actually got invited to a Cleveland Indians tryout camp, but I

couldn’t hit with enough power. I was only 150 pounds in those days.I continued to play

semipro for many years and then went on to play fast pitch softball until I was fifty-three. I’m

glad I never made it as a pro baseball player; it’s a short career and I would not have

appreciated the pay cut.My brother Charlie was a far better baseball player. He could hit the

long ball where I couldn’t. At one point the scouts were chasing him, but in the end, no one

ever signed him. He was an outfielder but at five-foot-seven, he was too short.STEALING

FROM THE CHURCHIn the summer of my senior year, a friend called and asked me what my

plans were that evening. He suggested I join him at Christ the King Church. They were having

a fundraising festival and he had been assigned to work the hotdog stand. In a break between

serving people, he showed me how he diverted some of the money he was taking into his own

pocket. This bothered me but peer pressure won out and I found myself doing the same thing.

It wasn’t a lot of money, maybe $5 or $6, but it bothered me for many years. Some time ago,

when I was in a better financial position, the guilt came flooding back. I finally got up the

gumption to own up to my childhood thievery and sent a check for $1,000 to Christ the King

Church. I thought nothing more of it until the priest at the church called me to find out why I’d

sent him a check out of the blue. I confessed my adolescent transgression, and luckily, he saw

the funny side of my story. I think he felt the guilt I had carried all those years was penance

enough.I remember the kid that led me astray. He was good-looking, tough, had a ducktail

haircut, and looked like the Fonz from the sitcom Happy Days. I remember when we won the

county baseball championship, me and three other team members held him down and cut off

his hair. Kids can be cruel.TOM GOLISANO—HOUSECLEANERAs I got older, I took over

responsibility for cleaning the house; my mother’s work consistently meant there were threads

and lint everywhere and these would make their way into my bedroom, which annoyed me to

distraction. No one asked me to do this—it just seemed a natural thing to do, since I hated

living in a mess. As my mother and father were always working, I started taking it on myself to

not only vacuum and mop floors, but to clean bathrooms and generally keep the place tidy. I

started baking, mostly cookies and brownies, and all in all I became quite domesticated.

Friends and colleagues know well that I’ve never seen a cookie I didn’t like.I was never

obsessive about hygiene and neatness, but to this day I like both home and office to be clean

and tidy. Even as CEO of Paychex, my desk was always clear to the polished surface—not a

paper clip out of place—and if after hours I happened to see a messy desk anywhere in our

offices, I would take everything and move it to a trash bin. To me, a cluttered desk is the sign of

a cluttered mind. Okay; there may be some folks of my acquaintance who would tell you I am

obsessive about neatness.OF COURSE, THE ITALIAN KID DID ITBeing born and brought up

in America didn’t make me any less Italian, or more precisely Sicilian—a fact I was reminded of



frequently growing up. During high school, in West Irondequoit, I was often called greaseball,

wop, dago, or guinea. I remember one occasion in gym class, a kid a year older than me was

harassing me relentlessly, throwing out insult after insult. So, one day I told him I’d had enough

and that although he was probably going to beat the crap out of me I was going to hurt him,

too. But when I finally said, “Let’s take it outside,” surprisingly he backed off. Later he saw me

walking along the road and offered me a lift; we ended up becoming friends.I learned early on I

had to fight for respect—a revelation that gave me empathy for the underdog. This has become

integral to everything I have done in my life, whether in business, politics, or with my

philanthropic activities.Racial profiling (as it has only lately come to be called) was not only

prevalent at school, it affected my family life, too. During high school we lived in a WASPy

middle-class neighborhood—and they weren’t overly fond of Italians.I remember we had a

neighbor across the street who owned a Chevrolet dealership, and there were always a couple

of brand-new shiny cars in his driveway. One Friday night I went over to a friend’s house. The

next morning, I went out someplace on my bike and when I got back, there was a police car in

my driveway and my father said, “They want to talk to you.” I was sixteen; they took me outside

and told me that one of the neighbor’s cars had been stolen and taken for a joyride the

previous evening. The owner had told them he saw me getting into it. Fortunately, the mother of

the friend I visited was at home and the police were able to verify my alibi: I was at her house

at the time I was alleged to be stealing the car. At that time, it was not unusual for people to

automatically think, “Of course the Italian kid did it. Who else?”THE MACARONI TRUCK

DRIVERPeople often ask me about defining moments in my life, the moments that made me

who I am today. Maybe, they are looking for secrets to success hidden among my Sicilian

roots: an immigrant family upbringing haunted as it was by financial struggles and more than its

fair share of tragedy.Many successful people built their success on the foundation of inherited

money, or an existing business. I had no such help. I built everything I have from the ground up

through hard work and resourcefulness. Often simply because there was no other choice. I

didn’t do it completely alone though; early on in my life I came to recognize the inherent value

of showing people respect and working closely with them.In many ways we are the result of the

things that happen to us and how we handle the situations that challenge us. More importantly,

what did we learn? I remember one pivotal moment when I was sixteen. It was during the

summer recess and my father, after he was forced to close his furnace-conversion business,

had taken a job as a truck driver. He was delivering macaroni products for a local company and

I accompanied him in his large panel truck to help carry boxes. I have clear memories of feeling

sad that my sixty-year-old father had gone from running his own business to working for

someone else. The company he worked for was owned by Italian immigrants from Sicily, like

our family. This should have meant that there would be a sense of respect between the owners

and my father, but sadly this was not the case.
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anyway.Tom did a lot of good for a lot of people. Countless careers. Philanthropic beyond many

billionaires today. And always has been.Built a highly successful company (Paychex) from

nothing, saved a sports team, built childrens’ hospitals.A great human being!”

Brian, “Interesting Assessment of Billionaire. This was an interesting read. It is a good look at

Tom Golisano's life, from growing up, to starting Paychex, to running for governor of NY. I wish

it was a bit longer with added details, but it was still well worth reading.”

Karen Baird, “Thinking differently almost always pays off. “The lesson here is that there is huge

value in looking at things from new perspective.” Tom Golisano sits across the table from the

reader sharing his journey and the moments that defined his direction and choices in life . After

reading this autobiography, one walks away with an understanding of the power of pausing and

exploring possibilities in not only the business world but in one’s own life . As Tom states,

“Thinking differently almost always pays off. “”

Marian in New York, “Excellent memoir on entrpreneurism. Terrific journey of finding your way

in the world and growing up with all the right instincts to succeed by giving everyone a fair deal.

Good life lessons.”

Joe, “A Riveting True Story of Earning Success. Very interesting…a true American success

story…how through creativity, imagination and hard work led to going from rags to riches…the

American dream comes true…”

K.A., “Powerful Rags-to-Riches Story. I loved this book from beginning to end. What a life! Tom

has so much wisdom to share about so many facets of life, from business to politics to sports.

He made the American Dream happen for himself through hard work, thinking outside the box,

and making the most out of his opportunities. Great read, especially for New Yorkers or any

entrepreneur who wants to see how the mind of a self-made billionaire works. Strongly

recommended.”
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