

[image: ]




The Wisdom of Oz




The Wisdom of Oz


Ruben Turienzo


[image: Image]















	LONDON

	 
	MADRID





	NEW YORK

	 
	MEXICO CITY





	BARCELONA

	 
	MONTERREY









Published by
LID Publishing Ltd.
6-8 Underwood Street
London N1 7JQ (United Kingdom)
Ph. +44 (0)20 7831 8883
info@lidpublishing.com
LIDPUBLISHING.COM


[image: ]


All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owners and the publisher of this book.


© Ruben Turienzo 2008
© LID Publishing Ltd. 2011


Printed in Great Britain by T J International Ltd.


ISBN: 978-1-907794-26-1
Collection editor: Jeanne Bracken
Translation: Don Topley
Cover design: Laura Pérez Reyes


First edition: June 2011




To Freckles, my inspiration.
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Foreword














The Wisdom of Oz is a business book like no other. At a time when the words ‘wisdom’ and ‘business’ rarely inhabit the same sentence, Rubén Turienzo has written a business fable that excites and entertains the reader as much as it provides guidance with issues of personal effectiveness and success. Drawing on a classic, timeless story, Rubén Turienzo shows how to get people engaged and focused, how to inspire trust and create a winning team, how to be self-confident, and how to develop as a successful leader. Based on The Wizard of Oz, the story and characters are familiar and more relevant today than ever.


Sadly, the business world is often depicted as being cold, selfish, fixated on finance and utterly soulless. In the early years of the twenty-first century the reputation of business in general, and business leaders in particular, has never been lower. This portrayal, however, is only a small, distorted fraction of reality, and Rubén Turienzo shows us the other, larger part. Business is a noble enterprise and leadership is a courageous, exciting and fulfilling activity. The road to leadership and personal success may at times be tough, but it is always worthwhile and ultimately rewarding.


And if you don’t believe me, just ask Dorothy. Dorothy’s life-changing adventure begins when she joins the Oz Company, New York’s largest and best-known advertising agency. There she learns the power of teamwork, the role of communication, the need for drive and determination, and she discovers the values and vital skills that will help bring her success.


Dorothy’s journey to motivation and courage is one that will be instantly recognizable to many people around the world. Along the way, she encounters Miss Toto, Frank Wizard, Mrs East and Heidi North and other characters who either help or hinder her. With the characters and morals of The Wizard of Oz combined with the glamour and seduction of The Devil Wears Prada, Rubén Turienzo shows us that the challenges Dorothy faces are the ones we all face in our careers. These include: dealing with fear and uncertainty and finding inner strength, motivating and inspiring the people around us, doing the right thing, making the best decisions, overcoming challenges and making progress. Personal growth is the destination and this elegantly-written fable provides important lessons on how to take control of your life and career and move forward.


The Wisdom of Oz, which brings a well-known story to a modern office setting, is a fable written for anyone who is looking for insight and guidance on how to advance their career. Stories that excite and entertain provide a great way for us to learn. They help us understand and reflect on our situation, challenges and priorities.


Perhaps that’s the greatest lesson from The Wisdom of Oz: find learning and opportunity in unexpected places, view life and career as two parts of the same whole, and remember, above all, it’s about you and the journey as much as the destination.


Jeremy Kourdi
Business Coach and Managing Director
Kourdi Ltd.
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Dorothy














“Put your life and your future in the best hands there are – your own”


Frank Baum


People tend to remember me because of my hair. It isn’t something I’m particularly pleased about, but I have to accept that it’s my most noticeable physical feature. The rest of the way I look is what you might call normal. My height is average, my eyes look like everybody else’s, even my weight and physical make up are just normal. Every day you’ll see hundreds of people who’re just like me. To tell the truth, when you look in the mirror in the morning, the person you’re looking at looks pretty much like me. That’s why I like my hair, and not just because it’s long or soft, which it certainly is. I like my hair because that’s why people notice me, remember me and take notice of what I have to say at any given moment. It gives power to my words and helps me to get my message across. There’s no doubt about it, it’s the first thing people see of me, and the last thing they forget about me.


Everybody says that I’m a nice person, hard working and quite excellent at my work. I’m very focussed, and if it should happen that I lose motivation, I can always think of a reason to get right back into the job and concentrate on achieving my goals. But they also say I’m too easy going, and sometimes I let people get me down. Until today, that is.


My name is Dorothy. I’ve been living in New York for nearly a year, and today I’m going to take a decision that is certain to change my whole life and the lives of everyone around me. Today I’m going back to Kansas.


Of course, if you hadn’t already guessed it, my hair is red.
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The Tornado














“Opportunities are like sunrises. If you wait too long, you miss them”


William George Ward


I can still remember how it all began. I’d only been back in Kansas a few months, in the town where I’d lived since I was very young. I loved the hot summers, liked to have an ice cream while I waited in Wyandotte Park for my father, who would have just finished working at the General Motors plant. I liked to watch the ducks splashing about on the lake, and then at five in the afternoon scores of men wearing their blue factory overalls would pour into the park with kisses and hugs for their wives and children. Dad loved to fool around with me, counting my freckles, and we would always end up laughing. He always used to tell me that since I spent my days jumping and running, my freckles would get bounced off and the number would change from one day to the next. We’d talk for ages about how I felt and what I’d done in school that day. But he never talked about his working day in the factory, even when I grew up and was mature enough to have understood what he could have told me. When I realised how hard the work was, I admired him all the more because he was always so happy with me.


Every afternoon when we strolled home we would find my mother waiting with a smile on her lips. And every day she gave my father a big hug and a passionate kiss on the lips. I now understand that, even though when I was just a child this would make me blush, it was important for them to show the regard they had for each other, and how much it matters that we show our affection for people whom we love every chance we get. Just as they do.


My mother was a history teacher at Piper High School. She loved showing off about the marks I got and how imaginative my stories were in the literature class. Although she never stopped believing that my head was always too full of dreams, she was really proud when I decided to study advertising at Kansas University. You could tell how delighted she was when she was combing her lovely auburn hair that first morning of class, watching me with new eyes and telling me how I should behave to make an excellent first impression.


Slowly my school years passed by, marked by the usual questions and mysteries that fill the head of a young girl. My parents, always concerned for my education, did their best to answer my questions as quickly as possible with simple and understandable arguments. I loved to think that they knew everything, and to test them I used to find harder and harder questions to answer.


So it happened that I ended up at university, almost without noticing. My time as a student was almost the same as anybody else’s. A lot of studying, a lot of time spent in the parks that surrounded the campus and long afternoons of exchanging confidences and laughing with my classmates. I recall that when it came to exam time I always had a tiny wound on my lower lip, because, as everyone who knows me is aware, I tend to bite it when I’m feeling nervous. If my family or friends saw that little wound they would know that I was having a hard time, and that I had something on my mind that was out of the ordinary. But I always wanted to be there for them if any of them needed me.


Thanks to good grades and a really good end-of-course project, when I finished my degree I was lucky enough to be taken on by a big local company, Uncle Henry’s Farm. It was strange for a marketing firm to have a name like that, but it did the trick; none of the customers who used its services ever forgot the name. Everybody knew that Henry Baum was a perfect boss, and that’s how he got to be called Uncle Henry. The first thing I remember about him was how he looked at you. He had these blue-grey eyes that, when they settled on you, made you feel as though you were resting on a comfortable cloud. The fact that he was extremely thin, and his long greying hair, gave you the feeling that he could be a very delicate individual, but that illusion vanished as soon as he spoke. His voice was deep and serious, and made you feel that he was full of understanding and wisdom. He liked to stare out of his window, and watch people walking up and down the broad space of Washington Avenue. He always used to say, “If you watch them carefully, you can work out exactly what it is they want, and don’t you forget it, Freckles”. Of course, he had to travel a lot, and he was away from the office very often, but when he was around, I really learned fast. He lived his profession as though it were actually a part of his being. He once confessed to me that he intended never to retire, because “what am I going to do with my time? Retirement is for old people”. It made me smile, because the first time he said it he was already over sixty-five.


From my very first day in the job he took me under his wing, and he always called me by his pet name for me, Freckles. Henry Baum led his team with affection and understanding. He always made sure you had the time you needed to understand your duties, and when he got you to do anything, you felt that he was right there, watching you and supporting you in your work. I loved the way he delegated what had to be done. Before he did it, you could see him at his desk preparing the situation, deciding whether it was right or not to pass that job down, and who would be the best person to do it. Then he used to come up really casually, and explain clearly and accurately what you needed to know: what the job was, when it should be ready, and what were the guidelines you should work within. Then he’d go over it a few more times to make sure you’d clearly understood and that you were quite sure about it. Even when he was giving you a few suggestions about how you could do the job more efficiently, he would still stay by to listen, and if you weren’t convinced, he’d
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explain the reasoning. It was a fact that, even though the company was small, it was very busy, and meant that Henry was very often obliged to delegate important work, but work that others could take charge of. He never stopped working, and if he did delegate something, it was because it was physically impossible for him to handle everything. One thing used to surprise me, which was that he always managed to find a minute to help and supervise if the job was going well. As he used to put it, “it’s irritating to find a worm in an apple, but it’s even more irritating to find half a worm”.


The ten years that I worked for Uncle Henry’s Farm in Kansas were ten really happy years. Even though I had my degree, I experienced almost all the departments in the business, starting as a work-experience student, then passing through the commercial and production departments until I finally got the job I wanted so much: creative manager. That was what Henry wanted.


In that job I was learning more and more every day, and thanks to the famous, albeit rare, comments from Uncle Henry, I became an advertising professional. One of his quotes that I liked best was “the best works of art in the world can never be seen if the doorman doesn’t put the lights on”. On the first day I thought I’d understood that what he was talking about was the importance of team work. Later on I thought he was referring to the need to understand the value of all the functions and participants in a project, since without their collaboration you could never see the job from the point of view of its full potential. Whatever he really meant, I always understood that if you don’t work you can never achieve what you want to, and that it’s crucial to factor in even the most obvious details.


One morning Uncle Henry called me into his office, gave me a seat and than sat down at my side, not in his usual place behind the desk. He looked at me affectionately and said:


“Good morning, Freckles. How did you sleep?”


“Like a log. The job we’re working on at the moment means I’m pretty tired when I get home.”


“I can imagine!” he chuckled. “What I’m sure about it that your work has been excellent. Anyway, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”


“Has there been some problem?” I was a bit worried.


“No, nothing on that score. Anyway, you know that I’m really happy with your work. But as Ralph Nader said, the job of a good leader is to create more leaders, not more followers. A couple of hours ago I got a call from Oz Company wanting to know about your availability”. He calmly looked into my eyes.


“My availability? I don’t get you”.


“Sure Freckles, let me explain. You know that Oz Company is an advertising and marketing multinational based in New York. The President, Frank Wizard, is an old pupil of mine, and when I found out that they were looking for someone new to take over the position of creative manager, I had no hesitation in giving him a ring and mentioning you”. “But, Henry, I’m really happy right here”, I said, slightly piqued. “I know that, but this is a unique opportunity. I’m not in a position to give you the status you deserve. You’ve worked really hard, and your team can’t speak too highly of you. When I look at you, I see enormous potential, and I don’t want you to be hidden down here. You’ll never be able to show your real brilliance with us. In my opinion Oz Company is a new adventure, and if you keep on working with them as you have done here, you can reach heights you could never have dreamed of. And think how proud of you I’ll be”.


“I’m really touched, Henry, but you can understand my hesitation. Why me? What will I do there? Where will I live? What’s going to happen at the Farm?”


“Dorothy. You arrived here in my company ten years ago with the training that you get from university, good on theory but a little out of touch with reality. But you grew and you’ve shown on many occasions what you can really do. Do you remember in the car campaign when we suggested we could marry precision and technology with the flexibility and adaptability of oriental wisdom? Or when you suggested the advert ‘For all’ for the drinks campaign? The question isn’t ‘why you?’. It should be, ‘how have we managed to take advantage of you for so long?’As regards working conditions and any other doubts you may have, I’m sure I can solve all that. But first, let me tell you a story…”


Henry Baum loved stories and anecdotes. Most of them were made up by him on the spot, but they all left you with the impression he intended. They illuminated his explanations, and according to him, they kept his mind young.


That morning, he looked me in the eyes, and began:


“I would have been barely fourteen years of age when a circus came to our town, the great Maslow circus. A few days before, all the streets had been plastered with posters advertising the incredible spectacle of the tigon, an animal that was half lion, half tiger. There was the giantess and the amazing human cannon ball, too. It was a unique show. You would never be able to see all these amazing prodigies of nature together anywhere else.


All the children in the town were extremely excited about the arrival of the Maslow circus and we missed no opportunities to persuade our parents to take us to see it. My parents, who didn’t have much money, promised to take me to see it along with my three elder brothers.


The day that the big top went up I ran home from school to tell my parents, but when I got home I found my father with his head in his hands on the living room table with a very sad look on his face. He said that he hadn’t been able to get together enough money, and that he only had enough for three tickets. I did some mental arithmetic and worked out that including my mother and father, we were going to need six tickets.


Without hesitation I grabbed my bike and pedalled off to the town centre. I remembered that in the antique shop window there had been a notice stating that they needed an apprentice. Naturally, I would have like to keep playing with my friends in the street and down by the river bank in the afternoons, but at least, if I got this job I would be able to get together the money we were short of.


I talked with the antique dealer, and not only did he give me the job, but he promised to advance me the first three weeks wages so that I could go to the circus with my family.
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I was so thankful and happy because I’d fixed it so that the whole family could go to the circus. Although my father was a little disappointed because he hadn’t been able to keep his word, nevertheless he looked at my delighted face and said “You’ll always get what you want whenever you remember the tigon.”


It turned out that the show was amazing, Freckles. I could barely believe my eyes.


That was why, when the show ended, I asked my Dad if we could go over to the caravans and meet the artists, and see these amazing things close up.


But that was a bad mistake. The human cannon ball turned out to be two twins wearing identical clothes, so that one got into the cannon, then there was a bang, and the other appeared at the other side of the big top. The giantess was nothing more than a dress made out of bread paste with a plump lady inside, and the tigon was just a huge lion on which someone had painted some stripes with boot polish. When my father realised this, he felt he had to cheer me up, but when he saw my face he asked me:


“Hey, son, why the smile?”


“The whole thing has been incredible,” I replied, delighted.


“Explain,” said my father, who didn’t understand.


“It really would have been amazing if there had been a tigon, a giantess and a human cannon ball, but what’s more incredible is that these are just ordinary people who’ve managed to persuade the world that they’re real prodigies of nature. That’s something that none of the kids know”.


For a long time this was my second big secret, and it taught me that it’s the work of a genius to persuade people to believe what we want them to believe. I think that this is the reason why, many years later, I decided to go into advertising.


During the following weeks I was completely happy working for the antique dealer, and I recall that, because of the stories that attached themselves to the objects, sales went through the roof. You didn’t sell a hat, you sold the hat that a young man from the outskirts of Liverpool had been wearing the day that he first kissed his girlfriend, a young lady from Bristol who was devoted to the music of the cello. Because of the emotion of the moment they couldn’t do anything about that gust of wind that carried the hat away to our own times, after floating on the breeze for years, kept aloft by the spirit of that first kiss.


In the end the antique dealer offered me a permanent job in the shop, and when I became a student I kept on working for him and helping him to become the top antique business in the city”.


“Now you’re face to face with this circus, Freckles. Mine taught me how to become what I am today, a successful businessman. What’s yours going to teach you?”


It was a known fact that Henry’s stories almost always succeeded in inspiring you and giving you a fresh injection of energy.


“What I do know now is that having heard your story I don’t need to think it over. And since I know you’re behind me, I’ll do it – I’ll go to Oz Company. Many thanks for having got me this chance,” I told him, feeling really excited.


“Forget it, I’m certain I’ll feel really proud that I did,” he replied with a huge smile.


“Just one thing, Henry,” I said as he led me to the door, “You said that the story of the circus was the second big secret of your life. May I ask what was the first?”


I knew perfectly well that Henry added these elements into his stories to create expectation, so I gave him the pleasure of answering me:


“Dorothy, when you achieve a great deed, I shall be only too pleased to tell you the story of the invisible magician.”


I smiled and noticed that his eyes had begun to look misty as he said goodbye to me. As I left the office, I understood. Henry Baum had made a great sacrifice to help me achieve my success and that I now had to be strong and become the special person he said I was. I was not going to let him down, but more important, I was not going to let myself down.


Ladies and Gentlemen of Oz Company, you’ve just hired a woman who knows what she wants and what’s more important, she’s going to get it.
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The Welcoming Committee














“I’m a great believer in luck and I’ve discovered that the harder the job, the luckier I get”


Stephen Leacock


The next two weeks flew by. Long telephone conversations with the personnel staff at Oz Company; closing down the projects I was working on with Uncle Henry; explanations to family and friends; more phone calls… I now realised how much this change was going to mean for all those close to me, but I’d decided to take the step, and I held my ground.


The first thing I realised when the taxi I’d taken from La Guardia airport was moving through Manhattan was that this was nothing like Kansas.


There were huge avenues the like of which I’d never seen before, buildings which disappeared into the clouds, and people in their hundreds and thousands. If they weren’t hanging onto their briefcases, they were talking on their cell phones. Some even had the phone in one hand and the briefcase in the other. And cars, cars, cars. There was a tide of yellow taxis, almost like a huge yellow snake crawling through the city. Then the Cuban taxi driver stopped the car and snapped:


“Thirty-five dollars.”


“What?” I said, coming back to earth.


“Oz Company, thirty-five dollars,” he repeated.


“I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”


The speed with which he spoke was so fast that I couldn’t catch what he meant.


“First time in the city, right?” he smiled.


“Yes… yes. Is it so obvious?” I said, slightly put out.


“Okay, listen, I’ll give you a word of advice that you’ll never forget. In the city everything can have another meaning. Keep your eyes open, and never trust first impressions. Always try to find out if something else is going on,” he said, trying to sound mysterious.


“Thanks, I’ll bear that in mind,” I replied.


“That’ll be thirty-five dollars, please.”


“For the advice?” I said, amazed.


“No, honey, for the ride!”


I felt like a complete idiot and my cheeks were burning. I paid the bill, thanked him and got out of the cab.


And there I was, right in front of the Oz Company offices, one of the biggest advertising and marketing multinationals in the world. The building said it very clearly: fifty-eight floors of emerald glass crowned by the letters OZ. The story goes that Frank Wizard, the owner, managed to build himself this empire thanks to the new technologies market. When he arrived in New York from Kansas he presented himself to the Singular Globe Company and offered them this deal: he would design a campaign for them and would only charge for each new client that the company won.


Naturally, the company, specialising in services for the single, thought that it was signing the business deal of the century: a marketing campaign which, if it failed, would lose them nothing. But Frank had it all worked out. On his computer he designed a campaign focusing on the sole idea of the pleasure of getting something better and the need to register to find out what it was. He started to distribute it through his lists of email addresses, internet forums and blogs. And in just a few days he had managed to get the product to take off as an advert to hundreds of thousands of users. In a month millions of notices were up and running and new customer registrations had reached two hundred thousand.


In the wake of this operation there were many who copied the format, but Frank kept on making innovations using the possibilities which technology made available to him. The search for new products, the desire to always keep on creating new markets meant that in the end he had created an empire which today is practically invulnerable. Many people claim that Frank Wizard actually doesn’t exist. Others think he can get you to buy everything you never needed, as though by magic. The only thing I know is that Henry had been his teacher long before all this happened, and that right now I’m walking through the doors of his imposing building, crossing the huge entrance hall under the letters of his famous slogan “Greatness lies in simple ideas”. If Frank could achieve all this, coming from Kansas, surely that means that there ought to be plenty of chances for me to do something big in New York, doesn’t it?


I fantasised for a few seconds as I crossed the hall, imagining that this could all be mine. The interior of the building was amazing. The white walls which were showing dozens of screens with the weather, the news and Oz Company’s latest advertisements woke me from my reverie and I began to try to imagine who all the people crossing the hall were. A giant screen was showing corporate videos and informing us that in the next few days the arrangements for the annual company trip would be finalised. This year they were going to Honolulu. My face must have been radiating bliss when a friendly woman came up to me. She was dark in complexion, with high cheekbones and a smile that split her face in two. Her suit jacket was white and she was wearing a golden name badge.
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