
      
      
         [image: Cover]


      
   
      Copyright

      Copyright © 1994 by Jaclyn Kostner

      
         All rights reserved.
      

      This Warner Books edition is published by arrangement with the author.

      Warner Books, Inc.,

      Hachette Book Group

      237 Park Avenue

      New York, NY 10017

      Visit our website at 
         www.HachetteBookGroup.com
      

      First eBook Edition: October 2009

      ISBN: 978-0-7595-2531-3

      
   
      
            To Jim and Jim, Jr.

   
      Acknowledgments

      
         For all of the superb and supportive friends, relatives, clients, professional associates, and others who have helped me along
         with this book, this is my chance to say thank you.
      

      To Jim Kutsko, Sr., who created the wonderful title Knights of the Tele-Round Table, and the fabulous last sentence. Your brilliant mind is like Lancelot’s and your character is like Arthur’s! Throughout the
         evolution of the book, your constant feedback on the story line, especially from the male perspective, helped me make the
         characters real. Your genuine excitement about the story as it evolved helped me know I was on the right track. Your encouragement
         and support were wonderful and very important to me.
      

      To Dr. Judith Briles, who has been not only a special friend, but also an incredible mentor and role model. 
         Thank you for connecting me with your network and opening doors that otherwise might have been closed.
      

      To Dr. Carl Larson, my esteemed professor and guide during my doctoral work at DU. Your fabulous research on high performance
         teamwork launched me into this exciting field. I am grateful for your friendship and support.
      

      To Robert Kriegel and Brian Tracy, respected and well-known authors who supported this book without knowing me personally.
         In your busy and successful careers you managed to find the time to extend a helping hand to a new business author. I am honored
         by your kindness.
      

      To Peggy Sagan, whose excellence in leading a dispersed team of authors, editors, and marketing experts on my first major
         book ten years ago sparked my interest in leadership across distance. You are a role model for women and all distributed leaders.
         You changed my life!
      

      To George Davis, Tom Schlegel, and Robert Vicek for sharing your wisdom, perspectives, and exceptional insight over the last
         several years. The discussions I have had with each of you about business and leadership have been intriguing. I am overjoyed
         with your reaction to the book!
      

      To Jamie Raab, my editor, whose cheerful support and unbridled enthusiasm for this book seem boundless. Thank you for welcoming
         me so warmly into the Warner family. It is a joy to work with you and your colleagues at Warner Books.
      

      To all of the additional people that offered to read and review the prepublication version of the book, thank you to Mal Cleland,
         Jim Decker, Ron Eckhardt, Michael Gianetti, Gail Hytner, Jessica Janovsky, Pat Keller, Suzanne 
         Mulvee, Betty Naglic, Dave Near, Bob Patti, Marquesa Pettway, Gordon Pierce, Sandra Poland, Ken Radziwanowski, Tamara Sheppard,
         Christy Strbiak, Karen Wainwright and Pat Whitelock, my dear friend, whose superb detailed feedback helped me crystallize
         my ideas.
      

      To Edward De Croce, whose talent with a camera is unsurpassed. You are the only professional photographer in my life that
         has taken pictures of me that I like.
      

      To friends and family who listened, encouraged, and otherwise supported this effort: Fran Buys, Judy Gardner, and Vicki Thomas
         Martin. And to you, Mom, for being so excited about my success. I’m happy, too!
      

   
      Introduction

      
         
         Imagine yourself faced with the greatest leadership challenge of your life—a geographically distributed team that’s failing.
         When one day, in a flash, you are connected across millennia to be personally mentored by the most legendary multi-site leader
         of all time—King Arthur of Camelot.
      

      In this business novel, you will meet a modern-day project leader, Jim Smith. He faces a modern-day leadership dilemma—getting results with a team where some members don’t report to him or don’t work at the same location.

      In an entertaining and engaging manner, Arthur shares his techniques for aligning and engaging the Knights of the Round Table.
         With all of the wisdom and finesse one would expect from a legendary king, Arthur shows Jim how to bridge the geographic distance that separates 
         his knights. King Arthur also shares his technique for bridging the interpersonal distance as well, so that, despite distance, the knights can act as one cohesive group.
      

      Arthur’s leadership techniques are relevant for Jim Smith, as well as all leaders of distributed work groups, including:

      
         	Alliances with customers, suppliers, and other vendors

         	Downsized staffs that must share resources across distance

         	Sales or service organizations that span multiple locations

         	Cross functional teams where team members don’t report to the leader

         	Remote manufacturing, internationally shared R&D, or other remote groups

         	Strategic partnerships and other virtual organizations

         	Telecommuters

      

      In the story, Jim wants to bridge the distance, but doesn’t know how to do it. The lessons he learns from King Arthur’s experience
         will engage your mind and change the way you view your role as a remote leader.
      

      As an intellectual overview, King Arthur mentors Jim using key symbols of the legend familiar to us all.

      Excalibur. To get high performance, the remote leader’s greatest people challenge is to develop trust. Remote teams have a uniquely hostile environment in which to develop trust. First, distant
         team members tend not to know each other well. Second, they have few opportunities to develop trust in the traditional way
         (at one location).
      

      
         Third, they tend to communicate poorly with one another across distance, which destroys trust. If these trust issues are ignored,
         performance will suffer and synergy across distance will never occur.
      

      Only through building high-level trust can a virtual (multi-site) leader expect to get high-performance results. Excalibur,
         the symbol for leadership, is a reminder of the virtual leader’s critical role to develop trust.

      The Round Table. Groups that work across distance tend not to see themselves as a team or a unified group. Instead, they are more drawn to
         people and events at the local level. The Round Table reminds the remote leader to create symbols and structures that solidify
         the unity of the dispersed work group.
      

      The Joust. Virtual work groups tend not to share information as equally or as effectively across distance as is typically needed. One
         reason why is they lose traditional forums to do that (such as informal meetings at lunch or around the coffee pot). The Joust
         helps the remote leader identify some ways to solve the problem.
      

      Camelot. Virtual work groups need clear structures to focus effort and energy across distance. Vision, mission, and goals are important
         for all groups, including those split by distance. Remote teams, however, need something more to align people and performance,
         despite distance. This chapter introduces the decision tool, which is used to streamline activity from distributed locations
         into one uniform direction.
      

      Lancelot. In virtual work groups, geographic separation tends to foster relationships with those on-site, while 
         inhibiting them with others off-site. Inequities in those relationships can pit those away from the leader’s location against
         those who are on-site with the leader. Lancelot reminds the virtual leader to attend to the unique needs of the people at
         distributed locations.
      

      Merlin. With distributed teams, people in each separate location have different information. Equally important, each location also
         has a different context from which they send and receive information. As a result, miscommunication is exacerbated because of the inequities of information
         and context. Merlin is the symbol for how to communicate more effectively across distance.
      

      This book is written to entertain you, yet alert you to critical success factors to bridge geographic and interpersonal distance.
         So, sit back and relax. And enjoy the story as each page unfolds the virtual leadership adventure.
      

      Jaclyn Kostner, Ph.D.

   
      The Coin

      
         “No one’s ever going to believe me,” Jim Smith  thought to himself. “Why should anyone believe me? At first, I didn’t believe any of it myself. Everything that happened was so strange I thought I had been
         dreaming. Now I know I wasn’t. It all really happened—to me! And it changed my life, forever.”
      

      The story began one crisp autumn evening at Heathrow Airport near London. Jim Smith, leader of a geographically distributed
         team, had just finished a week’s business in Europe. He was about to begin his return trip to his office in Atlanta.
      

      Jim lingered patiently in the crowded passenger waiting area until the departure gate for his flight was announced. As soon
         as the gate number was posted, he 
         began the long walk to his gate. Jim never noticed the heavy crowds of people that suddenly were no longer there as he entered
         the long concourse to his plane.
      

      A moving sidewalk made the long walk down the seemingly endless concourse seem not quite so long. Jim had always liked the
         sensation of walking briskly down a moving sidewalk. His rapid pace, combined with the speed of the moving sidewalk, created
         a light breeze that felt wonderful against his face. Jim had always enjoyed that sensation. In some strange, yet understandable
         way it made him feel like Superman.
      

      He gazed out the concourse windows at the sunset that was rapidly turning into nightfall. He could hear the low rumble of
         a jet just taking off in the distance. As he looked once again inside the concourse, he noticed a pay phone ahead. “I had
         better check my voice mail before I get on the plane,” he said to himself.
      

      Jim made the call by credit card. When he hung up, though, strangely, he heard a coin drop into the return slot. Almost instinctively,
         he reached inside. To his delight, he immediately found a coin.
      

      “That’s funny!” he said as he pulled out a strange-shaped, ancient-looking metal coin. It didn’t look like any of the other
         currency Jim had been using in the UK on his business trip there this past week.
      

      Glancing at it briefly, he thought, “Maybe this coin will bring me the luck I need to turn around my worldwide project team!
         I’m going to almost need a miracle to pull this team together.” He flipped the coin in the air and 
         caught it. Then he stuck the coin in his pocket, walked to the gate, and finally boarded the flight.
      

      Little did Jim know how the coin would change his life.

      Once the flight was airborne, the flight attendant came by. In a voice that reminded Jim of his college sweetheart, she asked,
         “Would you like a beverage before we serve dinner, Mr. Smith?”
      

      “Yes. Coffee, please… uh, Gwen,” he responded, as he read her name tag. After criss-crossing the globe, having a poor sleeping
         schedule, and handling all the stress—he was dragging. He was hoping a jolt from the caffeine would revive him so he could
         stay awake long enough to watch the in-flight movie.
      

      As she poured the coffee, Jim pulled the old coin out of his pocket. He was intrigued by its strange shape and wanted to take
         a closer look at it. One side of the coin showed a raised outline of a very simple royal crown. The other side showed some
         letters. Although some were worn totally away, Jim could read an X, C, A, [some space] and a P or R.
      

      When Gwen handed him the coffee, Jim was still examining the coin that now rested on his open palm.

      “That looks like a very old and very valuable coin,” said Gwen. Then, leaning her face closer to his, she said privately, yet firmly, “I would hold on tight to it, Mr. Smith. Coins like that can have magical powers.” As she cast him a mysterious, all-knowing glance, Jim’s hand closed itself around the coin.
      

      “Do you mean the three-wishes thing, like in Aladdin?” 
         Jim said teasingly, expecting her to laugh along with him. “Do you think I can use this coin to wish for a billion dollars
         or for world peace or something like that?”
      

      But Gwen didn’t laugh. Slowly, yet emphatically, she whispered into his ear, “Not three, Mr. Smith. One. Not anything in the world. One. The coin will give you the answer to one question you’ve been asking yourself a lot lately. When you want to know the answer, rub your thumb once over the letters. You’ll be connected to the answer you seek.”
      

      Jim felt like he was an unwilling actor in a sci-fi flick. Who was this woman? Did she have psychic powers? Could she read
         his mind? Or was she just off the wall?
      

      As her attention was diverted to other passengers, Jim gulped. One question had been on his mind a lot lately. “How do I pull the people on my worldwide project together into one cohesive partnership?” How did she know this one question had been haunting him for the past month?
      

      Jim had been a very successful leader with other projects, where everyone worked under one roof and everyone reported to him.
         It was easy to monitor the work, identify problems fast, and take spontaneous action.
      

      Jim was not having the same success, though, with his worldwide team. “I feel like I am leading six small teams rather than
         one cohesive unit,” he often lamented to himself. Leading a team with six different sites, five different functions, three
         different companies, and three overseas locations was the greatest leadership challenge he had ever faced.
      

      Jim knew that leading a distributed team was a whole 
         new challenge he had to tackle successfully. He knew the key to his success was to learn how to help the team bridge the geographic
         and interpersonal distance that separated the people.
      

      Jim wished he could find a mentor or coach who had successfully led a high performance partnership across distance. Every
         other remote leader he knew, however, struggled as Jim did.
      

      While he was thinking, Jim unconsciously brushed his thumb over the letters of the coin. Suddenly, for only a split second
         in time, a blast of brilliant light filled the cabin. The light was as quick as a flash on a camera, only much brighter. Then,
         in a nanosecond, all traces of it were gone.
      

      Jim suddenly looked about the cabin. The look on his face clearly asked, “What was that?”

      As he gazed at the people around him, though, no one else was reacting at all. They were still talking, reading, or watching
         the news video. No one appeared startled. And no one else was looking around the cabin questioning the sudden blast of light.
      

      Jim then opened his fist and looked at the coin. He wondered if the coin had something to do with the flash. His more rational
         side, though, told him that coins have no magic powers. He closed the coin back into his fist.
      

      He looked out the window to see if the flash was from lightning. All Jim could see, though, was complete darkness outside.
         In the glass, though, a faint reflection caught his eye. Jim noticed an old face with tired, yet sparkling eyes, looking back
         at him. “God, I look awful!” 
         he thought to himself, as he quickly took another sip of coffee.
      

      To sharpen the reflection in the window, Jim turned on the reading light above his seat. The image was only slightly clearer.
         “I need to get my beard trimmed, too,” he said as he reached his hand to rub the familiar hairs on his chin.
      

      But his hand didn’t find a beard. It found skin! At that second, Jim suddenly realized that something was wrong—very wrong! With his heart in his throat, he suddenly remembered: He had shaved his beard last week!
      

      Jim jerked his head back from the window as fast as a snapping turtle protects itself from its worst enemy. What was going
         on? He looked at the coin in his hand again, and then he quickly closed his fingers over it. Adrenaline was shooting through
         every limb of his body as Jim tried to comprehend something he knew was impossible.
      

      In automatic pilot mode, he walked up the aisle, opened the lavatory door, then closed and locked it. The palms of his clenched
         fists rested on the edge of the small sink counter. Jim’s arms supported his body.
      

      For a few moments, he stood there silently, eyes fixed on his hands. Was he dreaming? “Yes! Absolutely, this must be a dream!
         I can feel the reality of the floor under my feet, but I know this must be a dream!” he said quietly in a somewhat quivering voice.
      

      The hand without the coin threw some water on his face. The cool water felt refreshing on his skin. It made the tingling sensation
         from sensory overload seem to decline 
         to a more tolerable level. Jim let the water drip off his face to the sink and floor below.
      

      After he had calmed down, Jim made the mistake of looking up at the mirror. Before he could think, his reflexes kicked in
         again. The image in the mirror wasn’t Jim! It was someone else!

      In an instant, Jim and the image in the mirror each screamed simultaneously. Jim’s panic suppressed his scream to a sound
         barely more audible than a whisper.
      

      Never in the history of mankind did any human exit an airplane lavatory so quickly! With split second speed, Jim was out of
         there, slamming the door behind him.
      

      Gwen, having just changed an in-flight video tape, saw Jim’s almost cartoon-like instant exit. Jim stood trembling in front
         of the closed door, with all of his might, holding it closed. Like in some horror flick, the back of his body pressed so hard
         against the door it was as if his might alone would keep the monster inside. Jim’s knees were trembling so hard that he knew
         the slightest force would cause his legs to crumble like fine china dropped onto a marble floor.
      

      With words that sounded like an audio tape on fast forward speed, Jim blurted out, “It’s out of order! Don’t go in there!
         Don’t let anyone go in there!” Jim’s expression looked like he had just seen a ghost. He swallowed hard and looked to Gwen for comfort.
      

      “No pro-blem-o!” Gwen said calmly, in a pseudo-Spanish phrase. Gwen’s calm voice somehow seemed to reassure Jim he wasn’t
         really crazy. “I’ll put a sign up.”
      

      
         That sounded like a great idea to Jim, unaware of how tightly his fist grasped the coin.
      

      Gwen continued, “Here, use this other one. It’s working,” Gwen suggested, pointing to the adjacent lavatory. Jim wasn’t expecting that response.
      

      Jim’s first inclination was to say “Not on your life! Nada. Nyet. Not! You couldn’t pay me to go in there ever again for the rest of my life!” Something, though, was drawing him in there.
      

      He reluctantly opened the door to the adjacent lavatory ever so slowly. He creeped inside. His heart pounded so loudly he
         felt everyone on the plane could hear it.
      

      There he stood again, opposite the image he could not seem to escape.

   
      The Contact

      
         Jim closed the door and locked himself inside the airplane lavatory.
      

      “Who are you?” gasped Jim, now realizing the male image in the mirror was not his reflection. It was the same image he now knew had
         looked at him in the window earlier in the flight. In the shock of the moment, Jim’s only comfort was that the image seemed
         to be as surprised and frightened as he.
      

      In the background behind the man in the mirror, Jim could see a grassy meadow clearing, cradled by clusters of beautiful old
         trees. In the distance, Jim could see silhouettes of several horses grazing lazily. On another part of the field, Jim also
         saw a small group of people clustered in a circle around a bonfire. The scene seemed calm and 
         peaceful, in such contrast to the tension in the face of the male image that faced Jim.
      

      Jim could hear the crickets singing and the wind gently blowing in the dawn or dusk, Jim couldn’t tell which. He could see
         the glow of the fireflies illuminate the man’s distinctive facial features. The picture was so clear and so lifelike that
         Jim was tempted to reach through the mirror. But his shattered nerves kept his arms, legs, and body absolutely frozen.
      

      The man had a kind face. But his eyes seemed sad and tired, as if he had reached that point in time where he lost everything
         that was important to him. Those eyes reminded Jim of his friends who got the axe in corporate cutbacks. It reminded Jim of
         other leaders whose projects failed. It reminded Jim of the way he felt inside when his wife asked for a divorce. The man’s
         expression was one Jim knew well. It reflected a universal sadness that didn’t need words to express.
      

      The assistant who had been trimming the man’s beard was excused. After the assistant was some distance away, the man slowly
         responded to Jim’s question. “My name is Arthur… King Arthur.” With those words, Arthur gently reached down to his side, picked up his golden crown, and placed it regally on his
         head.
      

      Jim was surprised by the simplicity of the crown. It was not covered with diamonds and precious stones like the ones Jim had
         seen displayed at the Tower of London over the weekend. Arthur’s crown had no pouf of velvet underneath to highlight the glow
         of the gemstones. No, 
         instead, Arthur’s crown was magnificently simple. In fact, it looked just like the one drawn on the coin.
      

      “King Arthur!… of Camelot?” Jim said, with a gulp so huge he felt his Adam’s apple almost bounce off the floor. Then Jim said to himself, “King Arthur! Impossible! King Arthur supposedly lived centuries ago—if he ever lived at all! How can I be talking with someone that’s
         been dead or is only a legend?”
      

      Instantly, Arthur sat up straight, and his chest swelled with pride. “Of course… Camelot!” replied the mighty King, remembering all the while the magnificence of the Camelot he created and nurtured. The smile on
         Arthur’s face glowed like sunlight, radiating warmth from his heart and soul. His reflections of that moment in the sun held
         great meaning to him, as it did for all the others that basked in Camelot’s warmth.
      

      Lost in the moment of this incredible exchange, Jim was awestruck. Having exchanged only a handful of words with each other,
         Jim could feel the man’s depth of character and conviction. Jim was suddenly almost overpowered by a sense of peace and goodness,
         just like he felt when he was a small child enjoying stories of the Round Table.
      

      Then Jim said, “Why, yes! King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table is a legend known throughout the world! It was always my favorite story when
         I was a small child as it was for all of my brothers, sisters, cousins, and friends. Writers have kept your brave deeds alive
         for over a thousand years!”
      

      On hearing those words, Arthur was filled with such joy! He stood tall, and then threw both sides of his warm 
         cape behind his shoulders. In a tone of startled disbelief, he exclaimed, “People know the storythroughout the world!”

      The tears that came to him at that moment made his eyes sparkle. The sadness he showed earlier had vanished, replaced by pure,
         childlike happiness! Arthur’s whole life, his every breath, was committed to creating and living his dream—Camelot. Like all
         great leaders, he wanted to bequeath that beautiful dream to thrive in history. He wanted the human miracle of Camelot and
         the Knights of the Round Table to be known throughout the world. And now he knew it was.
      

      Suddenly Arthur’s mental dance of joy stopped as fast as a bullet smashing into a brick wall. “Did you say a thousand years?” After a few seconds of silence that seemed like an eternity, he forced out a few more words. “From what year do you
         speak, my friend?”
      

      Jim tried to respond, but the words came out of his mouth at a snail’s pace. “We are nearing the year 2000, Your Majesty!”
      

      “The year 2000? You live in the year 2000? How can that be true?” exclaimed Arthur, in a high pitched, excited voice fueled by his adrenaline-filled body. Suddenly,
         the king, too, found it difficult to speak. With all of his might, he finally forced out one sentence, one word at a time,
         “My… year… is… 597!”
      

      Arthur and Jim stood frozen at the reality that had just exploded in front of them. For the first time, both men realized
         they were somehow connected across time. In an instant, each of their faces reflected a world of emotions
          all at once. Their disbelief, yet their belief. Their fear, yet their excitement. Their confusion, yet their wonder.
      

      Arthur struggled through his next sentence. “Could it be that we are communicating across over 1400 years of time?” The king could barely force the words out above a whisper. The thought of a future so distant from his own took his breath
         away.
      

      The impact was no less dramatic for Jim. In some ways, it was good that Jim couldn’t see himself in the mirror, because his
         jaw was hanging open, in complete and total shock. Jim thought to himself, “At work, I’ve skipped over time zones with video
         conference technology. I’ve eliminated time zones with E-mail and voice mail. But, is it possible I’ve skipped through some
         kind of time warp to be able to talk with a royal legend?”
      

      “Fourteen hundred years!” Jim repeated out loud, slowly and almost robotically.

      After a moment of silence, the excitement of the encounter temporarily raised Arthur’s voice an octave. In a point of childlike
         discovery, he said, “Merlin has to be behind this.”
      

      Then, in his normal deep tone, Arthur shouted a message to the heavens. He wanted to say the words loud enough that his precious
         mentor and friend would hear it. “Oh, thank you, Merlin. What wonderful gifts of experience you bring me just as you did when
         I was a child!”
      

      Arthur’s eyes then looked straight at Jim. The king’s curiosity about his legacy suddenly overcame him. Here was someone who
         could tell Arthur about all that survived him. Here opposite him was a person who could hand 
         Arthur every answer he sought about the king’s future. Eagerly, Arthur asked, “What do you know about Camelot, friend? What
         has survived the centuries?”
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