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Article Four 

Why Does It Work? Meet the People 

People who have worked in large corporations are usually 

taken aback when they first visit Nucor. Certainly I was.  

I imagined that people working beside unimaginably vast 

furnaces melting metal at 3000F would be tense and 

stressed, waiting endlessly for the shift to finish. I even 

pictured the work force aggressive, belligerent and spoiling 

for a strike, like some coal miners of the last century.    

I couldn’t have been more wrong.   

Whether you turn up by plan or informally, you’re 

welcome at Nucor as long as you are there without 

artifice or guile.  Everyone says hello and means it; 

speaks her or his mind, wants to be helpful, and is 

curious about life elsewhere.  The range of experience 

with warmth and welcome is astonishing and a delight. 

Here’s just a little story of kindness shown to me that reflects how people routinely 

treat one another as a matter of course at Nucor. 

In a steel mill that melts scrap metal it is 

dimly lit; there is a murky veil of fine dust, 

and a precarious groundcover of grit, 

pebbles, and bits of concrete.  There is an 

improbable bath of ubiquitous heat given off 

by a furnace melting metal at 3000F.   

However I hadn’t planned.  So on the first 

day at the first mill, for a tour of the mill,  

I arrived in closed shoes that nevertheless 

had a wedge.   

Of course I was a preposterous ingénue, unprepared and hugely embarrassed.  

The woman who greeted me for the tour asked if I wanted to change into my 

boots.  When I said I didn’t have any, she offered a broad grin and her own. Here, 

she said, Wear mine. I’ll get someone else to give you the tour.   
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I also got glasses, a coat and a hard hat - which I show you 

proudly here - whereupon someone nicknamed me Granny 

Steel.  Naturally the news travelled.  Next day at a mill hundreds 

of miles away, the receptionist welcomed me with a big grin:  

Hey there, Granny Steel, how’re you doin’ this mornin’? 

  

 So even at the very moment the arc descends to melt tons 

of scrap into a compelling fiery ball that for a moment 

seems to fill the mill and threaten to consume everyone in 

it – a terrifying sight inspiring deep humility and respect for 

those who make it happen and manage it – even those 

right next to it, were relaxed.    

Not one person I stopped to talk to, no matter how close 

he was to the furnace, looked tense.  Everyone smiled and 

shook my hand and said hello, and took just a moment to 

look at me and say, How are you? and mean it.   

One receptionist, delighted with the chance to sing Nucor’s praises, somes it up.  

Nucor sets you free. I am free to do the best job 

I can.  When I think of better ways to do my job I 

feel a sense of accomplishment and I earn a 

better bonus.  It’s the best place I’ve ever 

worked and I’ll never work anywhere else.  And 

that’s forever as far as I’m concerned.  
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