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Rother Baron: 
The Dignity of the Producer  
Third Conversation with Paula:  

Talk about the Globalisation  

 

On Paula's small South Sea island there are 
no prisons and no army, no parties and no 
property. She looks at what we take for 
granted with the astonished eyes of a child.  
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"With her wrap-around dress on which exotic 

birds screamed in bright colours, her face 

that seemed to be carved like out of ebony, 

her thick black hair, in which the sunlight 

sparkled, and her supple feet whose smooth-

ness formed a striking contrast to the 

cracked asphalt, Paula looked so alien to me 

that I stared at her as if she were a halluci -

nation."  

 

from: How I got to know Paula (Conversa-

tions with Paula, Introduction) 
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Marian Apparition in the Urban Jungle  

 

When you live in the city, you are always in 

danger of adopting the attitude of a slave 

who ducks from the blows of his master. 

Traffic lights are constantly threatening to 

turn red, buses that you desperately want to 

catch are driving away, or cars are speeding 

towards you from side streets. So over time 

you automatically get used to an attitude of 

being ready to flee and defend yourself. 

Paula, in contrast, experiences the urban 

jungle from the perspective of an ethnolo-

gist who ventures into the strange labyrinth 

in the protective care of a native. So here, 

too, she moves with the serene grace of a 

human being who is not yet aware of the 
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expulsion from paradise. This ensures her 

the attention of passers-by, who turn to her 

again and again with the unbelieving longing 

of an atheist who has a Marian vision. 

While Paula does not even notice the reve-

rent amazement, I feel like a member of a 

royal entourage in her radiant glow. My per-

sonal acquaintance with her is then like a 

distinction that I proudly present to every-

one. 

 

"Did you sew the trousers yourself?" 

 

Sometimes, however, the acquaintance with 

Paula can also be quite embarrassing – es-

pecially when she openly addresses others, 

assuming the conditions on her South Sea 

island. This was the case, for example, when 

Paula accompanied me to buy a pair of trou-

sers and said appreciatively to the sales-

woman at the checkout: "Really an excel-

lently designed pair - did you sew the trou-

sers yourself?" 



6 
 

The woman at the checkout looked at Paula 

in consternation and then carefully looked 

around for a hidden camera. Finally she re-

plied dryly: "The name of the fashion label is 

stitched on the inside of the waistband." 

Paula looked at me helpfully: "Fashion la-

bel?" 

"I'll explain it to you when we are outside," I 

hissed to her between my teeth. With that, I 

put the credit card back in my wallet and 

paid in cash to get away from the checkout 

more quickly. 

"Did I say something wrong?" Paula asked 

me when we stood on the escalator. 

I sighed. "In any case, you really embar-

rassed the shop assistant". 

"I just thought ... because the name of the 

producer was nowhere to be found ...", 

Paula justified herself hesitantly. 

"But you couldn't actually miss the name of 

the fashion label!" I contradicted her. 



7 
 

"If you mean the 

lettering on the 

waistband, I no-

ticed that too, of 

course. But it's 

sewn into so many 

trousers that it 

can't possibly be 

the manufacturer's 

signature." 

"But that's exactly 

how it is!" I insisted as we left the depart-

ment store and turned into the pedestrian 

zone in front of it. 

"Do you seriously want me to believe that all 

these clothes were sewn by one and the 

same person?" protested Paula. "That would 

be a whole life's work!" 

"No," I clarified, "of course one person alone 

didn't make all these clothes. The fashion 

label is simply the name of the company 

that sells the clothes." 
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"You see!" triumphed Paula. "But my ques-

tion was about the person who sewed the 

trousers – the concrete maker's signature, 

something like the names on the paintings in 

your museums." 

I shook my head in disagreement.  "Trousers 

are not a work of art!" 

"Maybe not," Paula admitted. "But every 

piece of clothing expresses the individuality 

of the person who made it. That's why re-

spect for the producers demands that their 

individuality be respected by paying tribute 

to their signature." 

I laughed sarcastically. "We haven't had in-

dividuality expressed in clothes for a long 

time! The production process has long since 

been controlled automatically. Moreover, 

the process is subject to strict guidelines to 

ensure uniformity of design. Differences can 

only be found between the individual fa-

shion labels and their designers, who are 

responsible for the development of the new 
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products. Other names are therefore not 

mentioned on the garments. 

"But the saleswoman, she at least knows the  

real producers - the ones who sewed the 

single pieces?" Paula asked in an almost 

desperate attempt to preserve her South 

Sea world view. 

"The least of all!" I groaned. "The sales-

woman only sells the products on behalf of 

her employer. Even the company from 

which the trader gets the goods doesn't 

necessarily know who exactly made the dif-

ferent garments – because nowadays many 

companies use foreign subcontractors or 

even transfer their production entirely 

abroad." 

 

"Why don't you sew your clothes your-

selves?" 

 

Paula glanced briefly at a poodle that was 

straining to steer its mistress in the direction 

of a black and white spotted pug. While the 
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pug only had a bored look for his fellow dog, 

the poodle and his mistress almost tripped 

over the taut leash.  

 As the poodle listened guiltily to his mis-

tress' rebuke, Paula 

asked me: "Isn't it 

uncomfortable for 

you to be so 

dependent on 

someone else's 

sewing skills? Don't 

you have anyone 

here who can sew 

well enough?" 

"Of course we 

have," I laughed. "But it's much cheaper to 

produce abroad." 

"Well, I don't understand that," Paula con-

fessed. "If you have the goods made abroad, 

production should actually be more expen-

sive. After all, you still have to transport the 

goods all the way here!" 
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"You're right, transport is an additional cost 

factor," I agreed with her. "But the produc-

tion costs abroad are much lower: the rent 

for the production facilities, the energy 

costs, but above all the labour costs - all of 

that amounts to only a fraction of what the 

company would have to spend for it here in 

our country." 

Paula frowned. "How can labour costs be 

lower abroad? After all, the work is the 

same!" 

"You mustn't forget that the cost of living is 

usually much lower at production sites 

abroad," I pointed out. 

"Does that mean that you can buy the same 

things there with less money as you can 

here with a higher salary?" 

I weighed my head. "Well ... it's not quite 

that simple. There are a few black sheep in 

the industry who take advantage of exploi-

tative structures in other countries. That's 

how it goes in the era of globalisation: if you 

improve workers' rights in one country, the 
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companies simply move to another country 

where they have to pay people less." 

"But then the workers could also migrate to 

countries where their rights are better pro-

tected and they can earn more," Paula ob-

jected. 

"The fact that the borders are open to com-

panies does not mean that individual wor-

kers can easily cross them as well," I clari-

fied. "Companies bring money into a coun-

try, whereas additional workers only in-

crease the pressure on the domestic labour 

market." 
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The Zombies of Globalisation 

 

A brief silence fell. We stopped in front of a 

fashion shop and stared at the goods on dis-

play while we continued to think. 

"Do you know what I'm thinking about?" 

Paula asked after a while. "About the zom-

bies – those undead creatures who have to 

serve the living as working slaves. Somehow 

your globalisation reminds me of that. To 

me, it has something eerie about it." 

"Now you' re exaggerating!" I reproached 

her, although I had to smile at the compari-

son. "After all, globalisation also offers a lot 

of opportunities - and this is especially true 

for those countries that might have to suffer 

from it at the beginning. After all, foreign 

companies also bring a certain know-how 

and investments into the country, helping 

the economy to build modern, internatio-

nally competitive structures. In many coun-

tries that were initially the workbench of the 

world, new globally operating companies 
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have later emerged, which today have their 

own production abroad. Seen in this light, 

globalisation is a powerful driving force of 

economic development." 

"That means, if I'm lucky, I'll be the doormat 

for the next generation?" Paula sneered. 

"The foundation on which they will build 

their house? And what about my own life? 

Doesn't that count for anything?" 

"You really shouldn't look at this so nega-

tively," I admonished her. "Just think of the 

poor people here - after all, they also benefit 

from globalisation! Lower-cost production 

abroad is not necessarily a guarantee that 

the corresponding goods will be offered 

cheaper here. But it is in any case the pre-

requisite for this. And we have a lot of un-

employed people here who are dependent 

on such cheap products." 

Paula flashed me a challenging look. "You 

mean, in order to enable your own citizens 

to afford things that you don't let them pro-
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duce themselves, people in other countries 

have to work under inhumane conditions?" 

 

Shopping and Robbing 

 

I breathed out exhaustedly. It was one of 

Paula's pointed remarks that did not allow 

for any contradiction. However, I didn't feel 

like discussing it any more and preferred to 

enjoy the fresh evening breeze that was just 

about to dispel the stuffy air of the summer 

day from the city. So once again I left the 

final chord of our conversation to Paula. Af-

ter all, even the most valid arguments were 

shattered by her South Sea logic. 

Shortly afterwards, we passed a shop that 

had specialised in small fashion accessories. 

My eyes fell on a colourful scarf with exotic 

birds on it. It was like made for Paula! 

However, when I suggested buying her the 

scarf, I was disappointed to see none of the 

childlike joy on her face that usually ap-

peared on such occasions. Instead, she just 
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declined wearily. "Thank you," she declined 

my offer, "but what you call 'shopping' 

sounds too much like 'robbing' in my ears." 
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