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Western Wall so a relative in France can say
a prayer at the holy site (Photograph by
Menahem Kahana, Agence France-Presse)

nce you recognize that globalization is the international system
that has replaced the Cold War system, is this all you need to
know to explain world affairs today? Not quite. Globalization is
what is new. And if the world were made of just microchips and markets,
you could probably rely on globalization to explain almost everything.
But, alas, the world is made of microchips and markets and men and
women, with all their peculiar habits, traditions, longings and unpre-
dictable aspirations. So world affairs today can only be explained as the
interaction between what is as new as an Internet Web site and what is as
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old as a gnarled olive tree on the banks of the river Jordan. I first startedd
thinking about this while riding on a train in J. apan in May 1992, eating g
sushi box dinner and traveling at 180 miles per hour. 4
I was in Tokyo on a reporting assignment and had arranged to visif}
the Lexus luxury car factory outside Toyota City, south of Tokyo. It wa s
one of the most memorable tours Ive ever taken. At that time, the facto:
was producing 300 Lexus sedans each day, made by 66 human beingn
and 310 robots. From what I could tell, the human beings were the e
mostly for quality control. Only a few of them were actually screwing i _{‘
bolts or soldering parts together. The robots were doing all the work]
There were even robotic trucks that hauled materials around the floor an
~could sense when a human was in their path and would “beep, beep "
beep” at them to move. I was fascinated watching the robot that applie *
the rubber seal that held in place the front windshield of each Lexus. T -5
robot arm would neatly paint the hot molten rubber in a perfect rectang]
around the window. But what I liked most was that when it finished i y
application there was always a tiny drop of rubber left hanging from
tip of the robot’s finger—like the drop of toothpaste that might be left
the top of the tube after you’ve squeezed it onto your toothbrush. At
Lexus factory, though, this robot arm would swing around in a wide log )
until the tip met a tiny, almost invisible metal wire that would perfectl
slice off that last small drop of hot black rubber—leaving nothing lef§
over. I kept staring at this process, thinking to myself how much pla
ning, design and technology it must have taken to get that robot arm to dey
its job and then swing around each time, at the precise angle, so that 9
little thumbnail-size wire could snip off the last drop of hot rubber for th
robot to start clean on the next window. I'was impressed. «;f
After touring the factory, I went back to Toyota City and boarded thel
bullet train for the ride back to Tokyo. The bullet train is aptly named, f e
it has both the look and fee] of a speeding bullet. As I nibbled away
_one of those sushi dinner boxes you can buy in any Japanese train statio :,:
I was reading that day’s International Herald Tribune, and a story caugly
my eye on the top right corner of page 3. It was about the daily Stat}
Department briefing. State Department spokeswoman Margaret b
Tutwiler had given a controversial interpretation of a 1948 Uni ;,‘
Nations resolution, relating to the right of return for Palestinian refuge e

A

to Israel. I don’t remember al] the details, but wh,
was, it had clearly agitated both the Arabs and
furor in the Middle East, which this story was

So there I was speeding alohg at 180 miles
ern train in the world

atever her interpretation
the Israelis and sparked a
reporting.

, identifies ug and locates us in this world—whether it be
belonging to a family, a community, a tribe, a nation, a religion of, most
of all, a place called home. Olive trees are what give us the warmth of
family, the joy of individuality, the intimacy of personal rituals, the depth

of private relationships, as well as the confidence and security to reach

ovel One Hundred Years of Solitude:
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Mirquez tells of a village where people were afflicted with a strange §
plague of forgetfulness, a kind of contagious amnesia. Starting with _
the oldest inhabitants and working its way through the population,
the plague causes people to forget the names of even the most com- §
mon everyday objects. One young man, still unaffected, tries to limit §
the damage by putting labels on everything, “This is a table,” “ This is
a window,” “This is a cow; it has to be milked every morning.” And at 3
the entrance to the town, on the main road, he puts up two large signs. '
One reads “The name of our village is Macondo,” and the larger one )
reads “God exists.” The message I get from that story is that we can,
and probably will, forget most of what we have learned in life—the 4
math, the history, the chemical formulas, the address and phone num- -
ber of the first house we lived in when we got married—and all that 4
forgetting will do us no harm. But if we forget whom we belong to,
and if we forget that there is a God, something profoundly human in
us will be lost.

. 4]
But while olive trees are essential to our very being, an attachment
one’s olive trees, when taken to excess, can lead us into forging identi
ties, bonds and communities based on the exclusion of others. And wheif
these obsessions really run amok, as with the Nazis in Germany, or th'
murderous Aum Shinrikyo cult in Japan or the Serbs in Yugoslavia, theg
lead to the extermination of others. ffj
Conflicts between Serbs and Muslims, Jews and Palestinians, Arm
nians and Azeris over who owns which olive tree are so venomous pr‘e'
cisely because they are about who will be at home and anchored in
local world and who will not be. Their underlying logic is: I must controf
this olive tree, because if the other controls it, not only will I be econo ",
ically and politically under his thumb, but my whole sense of home wi ?
be lost. I'll never be able to take my shoes off and relax. Few things a
more enraging to people than to have their identity or their sense of homé
stripped away. They will die for it, kill for it, sing for it, write poetry for i
and novelize about it. Because without a sense of home and belonging;
life becomes barren and rootless. And life as a tumbleweed is no life at ;

{o then what does the Lexus represent? It represents an equallyj
fundamental, age-old human drive—the drive for sustenance
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jmprovement, prosperity and modernization—as it is played out in
today’s globalization system. The Lexus represents all the burgeoning
global markets, financial institutions and computer technologies with
which we pursue higher living standards today.

Of course, for millions of people in developing countries, the quest
for material improvement still involves walking to a well, subsisting on a
dollar a day, plowing a field barefoot behind an ox or gathering wood and
carrying it on their heads for five miles. These people still upload for a
living, not download. But for millions of others in developed countries,
this quest for material betterment and modernization is increasingly con-
ducted in Nike shoes, shopping in integrated markets and using the new
network technologies. The point is that while different people have dif-
ferent access to the new markets and technologies that characterize the
globalization system, and derive highly unequal benefits from them, this
doesn’t change the fact that these markets and technologies are the defin-
ing economic tools of the day and everyone is either directly or indirectly
affected by them.

The Lexus versus the olive tree, though, is just a modern version of a
very old story—indeed one of the oldest stories in recorded history—the
story of why Cain slew Abel. The Hebrew Bible says in Genesis: “Cain
said to his brother Abel; And when they were in the field, Cain rose up
against his brother Abel and killed him. Then the Lord said to Cain,
‘Where is your brother Abel?” And he said, ‘I do not know. Am I my
brother’s keeper?’ And the Lord said, ‘What have you done? The voice of
your brother’s blood is crying to me from the ground.” ”

If you read this paragraph closely you notice that the Hebrew Bible
never tells us what Cain actually said to Abel. The sentence reads that
“Cain said to his brother Abel,” and then it just stops. We are not privy to
the conversation. What happened in the conversation between them that
got Cain so angry that he would actually kill his brother Abel? My theol-
ogy teacher, Rabbi Tzvi Marx, taught me that the rabbinic sages in Gene-
sis Rabbah, one of the fundamental rabbinic commentaries on the Bible,
give three basic explanations of what was said. One is that the two broth-
€rs were arguing about a woman—Eve. After all, there was only one
woman on earth at the time, their mother, and they were arguing over
which brother would get to marry her. They were arguing over sexual
fulfillment and procreation. Another interpretation posits that Cain and
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Abel had basically divided up the world between them. Cain had all v
real estate—or as the Bible says, “Cain became a tiller of the soil”— )
Abel had all the movables and livestock—*“Abel became a keeper o
sheep.” And according to this interpretation, Cain told Abel to get 4
sheep off Cain’s property and this triggered a fight over territory
eventually ended with Cain slaying Abel in the heat of the argume
They were fighting over economic development and material fulﬁllme
The third interpretation is that the two brothers had already nea
divided everything in the world between them, except one critical th1
that was still up for grabs: Where would the Temple be built that wou
reflect their particular religious and cultural identity? Each wanted &
control that Temple and have it reflect his identity. Each wanted 'E
Temple in his olive grove. They were fighting over the issue of 1dent1
and which of them would be the keeper of their family’s source of legx
macy. So, the rabbis noted, all the basic elements of human motlvant
are potentially there in one story: the need for sexual intimacy, the neey
for sustenance and the need for a sense of identity and community. I b
leave matters of sex for somebody else. This book is about the other twig
That’s why I like to say that information arbitrage provides the lens ;
we need to look into today’s world, but lenses alone are not enough. ;
also need to know what we are looking at and for. And what we are loo
ing at and for is how the age-old quests for material betterment and fol A
individual and communal identity—which go all the way back to Gen
sis—play themselves out in today’s dominant international system A
globalization. This is the drama of the Lexus and the olive tree. A

n the Cold War system, the most likely threat to your olive tree .

from another olive tree. It was from your neighbor coming over, Vi
lently digging up your olive tree and planting his in its place. That ‘-"
has not been eliminated today, but, for the moment, it has been dimi d
ished in many parts of the world. The biggest threat today to your olid
tree is likely to come from the Lexus—from all the anonymous, trans "’
tional, homogenizing, standardizing market forces and technologies thi
make up today’s globalizing economic system. There are some thin, :
about this system that can make the Lexus so overpowering it can ovel
run and overwhelm every olive tree in sight—breaking down commu s
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ties, steamrolling environments and crowding out traditions—and this
can produce a real olive tree backlash. But there are other things about
this system that empower even the smallest, weakest political commu-
nity to actually use the new technologies and markets to preserve their
olive trees, their culture and identity. Traveling the world in recent years,
again and again I have come on this simultaneous wrestling match, tug-
of-war, balancing act between the Lexus and the olive tree.

The Lexus and olive tree wrestling with each other in the new system
of globalization was reflected in Norway’s 1994 referendum about
whether or not to join the European Union. That should have been a slam
dunk for Norwegians. After all, Norway is in Europe. It is a rich, devel-
oped country and it has a significant amount of intra-European trade.
Joining the EU made all the economic sense in the world for Norway in a
world of increasing globalization. But the referendum failed, because too
many Norwegians felt joining the EU would mean uprooting too much
of their own Norwegian identity and way of life, which, thanks to Nor-
wegian North Sea oil (sold into a global economy), the Norwegians
could still afford to preserve—without EU membership. Many Norwe-
gians looked at the EU and said to themselves, “Now let me get this
straight. T am supposed to take my Norwegian identity and deposit it into
a Euro-Cuisinart, where it will be turned into Euromush by Eurobureau-
crats paid in Eurodollars at the Euro-Parliament in the Eurocapital cov-
ered by Eurojournalists? Hey, no, thanks. I'd rather be Sten from
Norway. I’d rather cling to my own unique olive tree identity and be a lit-
tle less efficient economically.”

The olive tree backlashing against the Lexus is the August 1999 story
from France, by The Washington Post’s Anne Swardson, about Philippe
Folliot, the mayor of the southwestern French village of St. Pierre-
de-Trivisy—population 610. Folliot and the St. Pierre-de-Trivisy town
council slapped a 100-percent tax on bottles of Coca-Cola sold at the
town’s camp ground, in retaliation for a tariff that the United States had
slapped on Roquefort cheese, which is produced only in the southwest-
em French region around St. Pierre-de-Trivisy. As he applied some
Roquefort to a piece of crusty bread, Folliot told Swardson, “Roquefort
1 made from the milk of only one breed of sheep, it is made in only one
Place in France, and it is made in only one special way. It is the opposite
of globalization. Coca-Cola you can buy anywhere in the world and it is
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exactly the same. [Coke] is a symbol of the American multinational that
wants to uniformize taste all over the planet. That’s what we are against.}

4

The Lexus and the olive tree in a healthy balance was the story

related to me by Glenn Prickett, a senior vice president at the environ-|

mental group Conservation International, about when he visited thej

Kayapo Indian village of Aukre, which is located in a remote corner ok
the Brazilian Amazon rain forest reached only by small-engine plane;
“Touching down on the grass landing strip we were met by the entire vil-§

lage in traditional dress—and undress—and painted faces, with a smat#
tering of American baseball caps bearing random logos,” recalled

Prickett. “I was there with Conservation International to inspect
progress of a biological research station we were running upriver witl
the Kayapo. The Kayapo have defended a large chunk of intact Amazos

for centuries through sheer force. Now they are learning to protect i
through alliances with international scientists, conservationists and§
socially conscious businesspeople. Their village has a little main stred
with a Conservation International store and a branch of the Body Shop
the ecoconscious soap makers. So after a two-day stay at the biologic#
research station, we came back to the village to do a final bit of busines

We had arranged for an open-air market of Kayapo culture, artifacts, basy

kets, war clubs, spears and bows and arrows to be set up. Then our grow
proceeded to buy all of it for very steep prices in U.S. dollars. We thef
went and sat in the men’s hut in the center of this Kayapo village, whi eh
could have come out of prehistory. While sitting in this hut with the lea 4
ing men of the village, I noticed that they were all watching a single -;
connected to a large satellite dish. The men were flipping the chann e}
back and forth between a Brazilian soccer match and a business chan
that carried the running price of gold on world markets. The Kayapo (
wanted to be sure that they were charging the small miners, whom th ',
let dig on the edges of their rain-forest property, the going internation
rate for whatever gold they found. They then used these profits earned
the world gold market to protect their own unique lifestyle in the midd
of the Amazon rain forest.”
The Lexus struggling with the olive tree was a scene I witnessed!
NATO headquarters in Brussels. I was sitting on a couch in the lob¥
waiting for an appointment. Nearby was a lady Russian journalf
speaking Russian into her cell phone. But what struck me most was
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fact tha't §he was walking in circles next to the Coke machine, underneath
a tele.v1s1on tuned to CNN that was broadcasting the surp;ise entrya f
RUSSIaI'l troops into Pristina, Kosovo—ahead of NATO forces. A Russi N
joum.ahst? circling the Coke machine, under the CNN screer.l s aki::n
Russian into a cell phone, in NATO headquarters whil;: II)(eosovcg)
burned—my mind couldn’t contain all the contradiction,s.

The .Lexus being exploited by the olive tree was the report in Th
Eco.nomzst (?f August 14, 1999, entitled “Cyberthugs.” It stated that “The
National Criminal Intelligence Service blamed the increasingly so hjst'e
cated nature of football hooligans for the organized violence last[v)v l:
end between fans of Millwall and Cardiff City. Rival bands of thu se e
apparently prepared to cooperate by fixing venues for fights via the%ntalre
net. Information is exchanged in closed or open Websites. Some o
report the violence as it happens: ‘It’s kicking off right nov&; asls :Z]il’]
wrote Ifaul Dodd, a particularly dopey hooligan known to cyberlilerd’
and .pohce alike. The police now say they surf for such Websites, hopi .
to discover other planned attacks.” P

West Side Story meets the World Wide Web.

The olive tree exploiting the Lexus is the story that came to light i
the.sur.nmer of 1?99 about Adolf Hitler’s racist manifesto Mein Kimpjrrl
:atvti;cl;rl]s bacl;med in Germany by the German government. You cannot seli
L hy erman bookstore, or publish it in Germany. But Germans

un. that they could order the book over the Internet from Amazon.c
and it would come in the mail in a way that the German govemmen£ vtl)::s1
ior::Zr(l)iss to stop. I'ndeed, so many Germans ordered Mein Kampf from
o .com that .m the summer of 1999 Hitler made Amazon.com’s

P-ten bestseller list for Germany. Amazon.com at first refused to stop

shion: . .
. Shipping Mein Kampf to Germany, insisting that the English translation

l‘:]aSSinne(;ts cofv;refi Py censo?ship, and that it was not going to get in the
ton o o eadmg What 1ts customers were allowed to read. However,
er 1s was publicized, Amazon.com was so bombarded with an ,
II};}IIIS f?)m all over theT world that it stopped selling Hitler’s works. =
feht ;.az klvte;) tr;z trumping .the Lexus, and then the Lexus then coming
oldeg 1ot r.np the olive tree, was the nuclear-testing saga that
clected mi ;a in the laFe 1990s. In the spring of 1998 India’s newly
World apn nalist Bharat'lya Janata Party (BJP) decided to defy the
resume testing 1its nuclear weapons. Asserting India’s right to
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test had been a key plank in the BJP’s election campaign. I visited India

shortly after the tests, where I talked to rich and poor, government and
nongovernment types, villagers and city slickers. I kept waiting to meet }

the Indian who would say to me, “You know, these nuclear tests were f
really stupid. We didn’t get any additional security out of them and §

they’ve really cost us with sanctions.” I am sure that sentiment was 1

floor of his living room in his simple Delhi home, I thought, “Surely he ]
will disavow this test.” But no sooner did we start talking than he‘_,
declared to me: “We are India, the second-largest country in the world£
You can’t just take us for granted. India doesn’t feel threatened by P: &
istan, but in the whole international game India is being marginalized by
the China-U.S. axis.” The next day I went out to Dasna, a village north of{
New Delhi, where I randomly stopped shopkeepers to talk. Dasna is o :
of the poorest places I have ever seen. Nobody seemed to have shoe:
Everyone seemed to be skin and bones. There were more water buffaloy
and bicycles than cars on the road. The air was heavy with the smell o
cow dung used for energy. But they loved their government’s nucle
sound-and-light show. “We are nine hundred million people. We will no '
die from these sanctions,” pronounced Pramod Batra, the forty-two-ye
old village doctor in Dasna. “This nuclear test was about self-respectif
and self-respect is more important than roads, electricity and water. Any#
way, what did we do? We exploded our bomb. It was like shooting a g o
off into the air. We didn’t hurt anybody.”

But while India’s olive tree impulse seemed to have prevailed over it§
needs for a Lexus, when this happens in today’s globalization syste: i
there is always a hidden long-term price. While in New Delhi, I stayed a§
the Oberoi Hotel, where I swam laps in the pool at the end of each day
recover from the sweltering 100-degree heat. My first day there, while"
was doing my breaststrokes, there was an Indian woman also swimmi -
laps in the lane next to me. During a rest stop we started talking and s: 3_‘

campaigner, Swami Agnivesh. As the two of us sat cross-legged on the '}
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told me she ran the India office of Salomon Brothers-Smith Barney, the

major American investment bank. I told her I was a columnist who had

come over to write about the fallout from the Indian nuclear tests.

“Have you heard who’s in town?” she asked me as we each trod
water. “No,” I said, shaking my head. “Who’s in town?”

“Moody’s,” she said. Moody’s Investors Service is the international
credit-rating agency which rates economies, with grades of A, B and C,
so that global investors know who is pursuing sound economics and who
is not, and if your economy gets a lower rating it means you will have to
pay higher interest rates for international loans. “Moody’s has sent a
team over to re-rate the Indian economy,” she said.

“Have you heard anything about what they decided?”

No, I hadn’t, I replied.

“You might want to check,” she said, and swam away.

I did check. It turned out that the Moody’s team had moved around
New Delhi almost as quietly and secretly as India’s nuclear scientists had
prepared their bomb. I couldn’t find out anything about their decisions,
but the night I left India, I was listening to the evening news when the
fourth item caught my ear. It said that in reaction to the Indian govern-
ment’s new bloated, directionless budget, and in the wake of the Indian
nuclear tests and the U.S. sanctions imposed on India for blowing off
some nukes, Moody’s had downgraded India’s economy from “invest-
ment grade,” which meant it was safe for global investors, to “speculative
grade,” which meant it was risky. The Standard & Poor’s rating agency
a.1s0 changed its outlook on the Indian economy from “stable” to “nega-
.tlve.” This meant that any Indian company trying to borrow money from
International markets would have to pay higher interest. And because
India has a low savings rate, those foreign funds are crucial for a country
that needs $500 billion in new infrastructure over the next decade in

order to be competitive.

. So yes, the olive tree had had its day in India. But when it pushes out
like that in the system of globalization, there is always a price to pay. You
Ca'n’t escape the system. Sooner or later the Lexus always catches up
with you. A year and a half after India’s nuclear test, I picked up The Wall
Streef Journal (Oct. 7, 1999) to read the following headline: “India’s BJP
:(S) Shifting Priority to the Economy.” The story noted that the BJP came

power some Ewo years earlier “calling for India to assert its nuclear
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capability—a pledge it fulfilled two months later with a series off

weapons tests that sparked global sanctions and stalled investment.%

Upon its reelection, though, Prime Minister Atal Bihari Vajpayee wasn ly
even waiting for the votes to be counted before signaling his new prlor- )
ity: economic reform. “The priority is to build a national consensus onj
the acceptance of global capital, market norms and whatever goes with}
it. You have to go out and compete for investments, ” Vajpayee told thes
Indian Express newspaper.

An example of the Lexus and olive tree forces in balance was
Gulf Air flight I took from Bahrain to London, on which the televisiong
monitor on my Business Class seat included a channel which, using 4§
global positioning satellite (GPS) linked into the airplane’s antenn !
showed passengers exactly where the plane was in relation to the Musli
holy city of Mecca at all times. The screen displayed a diagram of the air:
craft with a white dot that moved around the diagram as the plan
changed directions. This enabled Muslim passengers, who are enjoin
to pray five times a day facing toward Mecca, to always know which w.
to face inside the plane when they unrolied their prayer rugs. During thé§
flight, I saw several passengers near me wedge into the galley to perfo :
their prayer rituals, and thanks to the GPS system, they knew just whicli
way to aim. {:

The Lexus 1gnor1ng the olive tree in the era of globalization was; ’
computer part that a friend of mine sent me. On the back was wrltte
“This part was made in Malaysia, Singapore, the Philippines, Ching
Mexico, Germany, the U.S., Thailand, Canada and Japan. It was made
so many different places that we cannot specify a country of origin.” !

The Lexus trumping the olive tree in the era of globalization was
small item that appeared in the August 11, 1997, edition of Sports Illus
trated. 1t said: “The 38-year-old Welsh soccer club Llansantffraid h "
changed its name to “Total Network Solutions’ in exchange for $400,0 i ‘
from a cellular phone company.” :-:

The Lexus and olive tree working together in the era of globahzau
was on display in a rather unusual Washington Times story of Septembd
21, 1997, which reported that Russian counterintelligence officers werg
complaining about having to pay twice as much to recruit a CIA spy as§
double agent than the other way around. An official of Russia’s Fede
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Security Service (the successor to the KGB), speaking on condition of
anonymity, told the Itar-Tass news agency that a Russian spy could be
bought for a mere $1 million, while CIA operatives held out for $2 mil-
lion to work for the other side.

At roughly the same time that this report appeared, Israel’s Yediot
Aharonot newspaper published what seemed to me to be the first-ever
totally free-market intelligence scoop. Yedior editors went to Moscow
and bought some Russian spy satellite photographs of new Scud missile
bases in Syria. Then Yediot hired a private U.S. expert on satellite photos
to analyze the pictures. Then Yediot published the whole package as a
scoop about Syria’s new missile threat, without ever having once quoted
a government official. Who needs Deep Throat when you have deep
pockets?

Finally, my favorite “Lexus trumps olive tree in the era of globalization”
story is about Abu Jihad’s son. I was attending the Middle East Economic-
Summit in Amman, Jordan, in 1995, and was having lunch by myself on
the balcony of the Amman Marriott. Out of the blue, a young Arab man
approached my table and asked, “Are you Tom Friedman?” I said yes.

“Mr. Friedman,” the young man continued politely, “you knew my
father.”

“Who was your father?” I asked.

“My father was Abu Jihad.”

Abu Jihad, whose real name was Khalil al-Wazir, was one of the
Palestinians who, with Yasser Arafat, founded el-Fatah and later took
over the Palestine Liberation Organization. Abu Jihad, meaning “father
of struggle,” was his nom de guerre, and he was the overall commander
of Palestinian military operations in Lebanon and the West Bank in the
days when I was the New York Times correspondent in Beirut. I got to
know him in Beirut. Palestinians considered him a military hero; Israelis
considered him one of the most dangerous Palestinian terrorists. An
Isras:]i hit team assassinated Abu Jihad in his living room in Tunis on
April 16, 1988, pumping a hundred bullets into his body.

“Yes, I knew your father very well—I once visited your home in Da-
Mascus,” I told the young man. “What do you do?”

. He handed me his business card. It read: “Jihad al-Wazir, Managing
Director, World Trade Center, Gaza, Palestine.” -
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I read that card and thought to myself, “That’s amazing. From Jess
James to Michael Milken in one generation.”

he challenge in this era of globalization—for countries and indivi
vals—is to find a healthy balance between preserving a sense »""
identity, home and community and doing what it takes to survive withig
the globalization system. Any society that wants to thrive economica
today must constantly be trying to build a better Lexus and driving it '
into the world. But no one should have any illusions that merely parti ?‘,
pating in this global economy will make a society healthy. If that parti "
pation comes at the price of a country’s identity, if individuals feel the 3
olive tree roots crushed, or washed out, by this global system, those oli
tree roots will rebel. They will rise up and strangle the process. Therefog
the survival of globalization as a system will depend, in part, on how we
all of us strike this balance. A country without healthy olive trees
never feel rooted or secure enough to open up fully to the world a ':
reach out into it. But a country that is only olive trees, that is only rootf§
and has no Lexus, will never go, or grow, very far. Keeping the two ?
balance is a constant struggle.
Maybe that’s why of the many stories you will read in this book :
favorite comes from my old college friend Victor Friedman, who teach#
business management at the Ruppin Institute in Israel. I telephoned h
one day to say hello and he told me he was glad that I called because: :
no longer had my phone numbers. When I asked why, he explained "
he no longer had his handheld computer, in which he kept everything
his friends’ addresses, E-mail addresses, phone numbers and his sc
ule for the next two years. He then told me what happened to it. lt
“We had a [desktop] computer at home that broke down. I took it, ‘
be repaired at a computer shop in Hadera [a town in central Israel]§
couple weeks later the shop called and said my PC was repaired. | ~f
tossed my palm computer into my leather briefcase and drove overj '
Hadera to pick up my repaired PC. I left the shop carrying the bigk‘;‘ ‘
computer and my briefcase, which had my palm computer inside. ‘
I got to the car, I put my briefcase down on the sidewalk, opened !
trunk of my car and very carefully placed my repaired PC in the trun
make sure that it was secure. Then I got in the car and drove off, lea ,'
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my briefcase on the sidewalk. Well, as soon as I got to my office and
looked for my briefcase I realized what had happened—and what was
going to happen next—and I immediately called the Hadera police to tell
them ‘Don’t blow up my briefcase.’ [It is standard Israeli police practice
to blow apart any package, briefcase or suspicious object left on a side-
walk, because this is how many Palestinian bombs against Israeli civil-
jans have been set off. Israelis are so well trained to protect against this
that if you leave a package for a minute, the police will already have been
called.] I knew no one would steal the briefcase. In Israel, a thief
wouldn’t touch such an object left on the sidewalk. But I was ,too Iate

The police dispatcher told me that the bomb squad was already on the

scene and had ‘dealt with it.” When I got to the police station they handed
me back my beautiful leather briefcase with a nice neat bullet hole right
‘through the middle. The only thing it hurt was my handheld computger
My Genius OP9300 took a direct hit. My whole life was in that thing an(i
I had never made a backup. I told the police I felt terrible for causin
such a problem, and they said, ‘Don’t feel bad, it happens to ewaryonez(’g
For vT/eeks I walked around campus with my briefcase with the bullf;t
hole in it to remind myself to stop and think more often. Most of m
m?nagement students are in the Israeli Army and as soon as they saw ch
briefcase and that bullet hole they would immediately crack up laughin
because they knew Just what had happened” e

After Victor finished telling me this story, he said, “By the way, send
me your E-mail address. I need to start a new address book.” g




