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For God is not unrighteous to forget your work and labour of love, which ye have shown toward his name, in that ye have ministered to the saints, and do minister. 
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Think upon me. My God, for good, according to all that I have done for this people. 

~ Nehemiah 5:19

Estella bent over her ledger as she jotted down figures, and tapped out equations on her calculator. She was in a medieval looking castle, so the sight of the calculator would surprise most observers. But there were airships rising in the background outside her window, and electric lights in the room, cleverly disguised to look like candles and torches. Yes, Estella was no doubt part of an advanced society, despite the initial appearance of her surroundings. She was still somewhat old fashioned though. Her ledger, though electronic, was being used like a pad of paper. She also had paper copies of books, in addition to digital volumes. She liked old fashioned paper and ink, even if the resulting tomes took up more room than their virtual counterparts. 

Estella leaned back for a moment, and sighed with satisfaction. She glanced around with a smile, pleased with the sight of the tomes. She was in her element. Her sister Roxanna, Queen of Oreias, and now Queen of Achlys by marriage, had given Estella her own study. Estella could now manage the household, and pursue any other projects she wanted, without having to disturb anyone by the constant use of their office. Estella had rather expected that she and Roxanna would have an argument in the near future, about Estella hogging one of the desks in the library for too long. But Roxanna had preempted this by that keen foresight she was known for. All the castles that Roxanna and her husband owned, were now equipped with a study like this one, so Estella could be useful to her sister and her brother-in-law, without causing disagreements. 

Estella had been delighted with the gift. She hadn’t expected it, which was saying something for someone as smart and orderly as herself. Details rarely slipped past her. But Estella suspected she had more than Roxanna to thank. Roxanna had been so busy with her wedding to Vasilis of Achlys, her rule over Oreias, her assistance in Achlys, and the war that was always in the forefront of their minds. It wasn’t likely she would have foreseen this source of discontent. It wasn’t that Roxanna was careless or coldhearted. No, Roxanna was actually a very caring sister, and had shown great love to Estella when they were children. But now, Roxanna was so preoccupied attending to her duties, which were by no means easy, since both Oreias and Achlys had only just been freed from foreign occupation, and were still under threat of it now, that she really didn’t have time to pay much attention to anything else outside of the war. 

No, Estella was certain she had her younger sister, Celena, to thank for Roxanna’s present. Celena was much like Roxanna, and often was the caretaker of her two older sisters. Shy and timid, Celena was what Roxanna would have been, had Roxanna not been forced to assume the role of heir, and later Queen of Oreias. But Celena had her faults too. She was too fearful, and lacked self-confidence. She needed to learn to not be so frightened of those she didn’t know. She had it in her, as Roxanna clearly did. But it would be some time before either sister would be able to coax this trait out of Celena. The war kept them too busy to be able to devote enough time to this project. 

But for now, Estella was content. The conflict with their enemy, the Kalarian Empire, was progressing well, and it was a lovely day outside her open window. The sun was shining and the birds were singing. Nothing could be better under the circumstances. 

But those circumstances soon changed. Estella heard the knob on her door click, and Roxanna came in holding several sheets of paper. Estella had to restrain herself from glaring at her sister. She didn’t like being interrupted from her solitude, even if she wasn’t doing anything important at the moment. She was more willing to let the matter go when the interruption was over something she deemed important, but Estella could tell that would not be the case this time. She guessed that Roxanna had come in hopes of receiving advice for a speech she was working on. Roxanna planned to give one in a few days to encourage the people of Oreias and Achlys. As long as the advice was only needed for numbers and measurements, this wouldn’t be an issue, for Estella was better at mathematics than her sister. But Estella highly suspected that Roxanna wanted help with the words and tone of the speech, not just the numbers. This was not an area Estella considered to be a strength, for she was not one to give orations, as she tended to be too blunt. Pleasantries were an unnecessary waste of time in her opinion, and she felt so much more could be accomplished if that time was spent in conveying useful information. Roxanna would be better off asking an advisor, or even her new husband what he thought, rather than seeking out Estella. But for some reason, Roxanna felt the need to come to her. 

Estella did her best not to show her irritation. It would only cause trouble, and she might get Roxanna out faster if she kept the peace. 

“Estella, what do you think of my speech?” Roxanna asked, taking a deep breath as she prepared to give it. 

“I think, you would better off giving asking Vasilis rather than me,” said Estella. “You know I have no talent for inspiring others.” 

Roxanna looked hurt at first, and then angry. But she concealed her feelings, and even seemed to see the reasonableness of her sister’s words. 

“Very well, but could you at least check the figures,” said Roxanna, holding the papers toward her sister. “I don’t want to get those wrong.” 

Estella took the document and looked it over. She noticed a few new figures were added. 

“Why is the army’s budget higher?” she asked. “That wasn’t the number I gave you.” 

“I know, but the Kalarian spies have caught on to the locations of our supply trains, and we had to reroute,” said Roxanna. “The extra money is needed to cover the added transport expenses.” 

“Where are going to get that from?” asked Estella, surprised she hadn’t heard of this change, and angry that she hadn’t been told sooner.” 

“I don’t know, but I’m sure you will find a way,” said Roxanna. “Do the rest of the figures look right?” 

“Yes, they do,” said Estella, irritated that her sister so easily glossed over all the work it would take to rework the budget. 

“Thank you, now I must see that my gown the occasion looks right,” said Roxanna, not noticing her sister’s irritation. 

Estella grumbled to herself as her sister left the room. As much as she liked doing calculations, she hated having to do them again, and hated even more being required to do them without a second thought. Roxanna really ought to be more grateful for the amount of work she put in. But no, Estella was the forgotten princess once again. It seemed she was always the forgotten princess. 
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Remember me, O my God, concerning this, and wipe not out my good deeds that I have done for the house of my God, and for the offices thereof. 

~ Nehemiah 13:14

Theodoros closed his own ledgers as the sun sank on the horizon. It cast an orange glow, that would soon turn magenta and purple as the sun descended lower and lower. Theodoros sighed with satisfaction. It had been a productive day. There had been much to calculate concerning Achlys’s budget. His brother’s advisors were close to despairing at being able to balance it all out. But Theodoros took control and the issues were resolved, and quite well he might add. It was good to have such a hard job done. Theodoros liked doing figures. He enjoyed the challenge. But he was relieved to have these finished. Now he could relax and enjoy himself. 

He began to consider how he would spend his evening. He had been so wrapped up in accounting, he hadn’t really made any plans. There wasn’t much going on at Achlysian Castle. Roxanna, his new sister-in-law, had thought it best to keep parties to a minimum except on the most important occasions. Even then, the festivities were small and modest compared to what they normally would have been. Theodoros agreed with her in this matter, both as an accountant, and as someone who thought that the people of Achlys and Oreias, would prefer that their money be used to defend their nations rather than on pointless balls. Theodoros never much cared for parties, but at least now, he had more reason to enjoy them. 

He had proposed to Roxanna’s younger sister, Estella, many months ago. Roxanna had been reluctant to grant him her sister’s hand, but she had agreed when she saw that Theodoros was willing to work for it. Ironically, it had been Roxanna and his brother, Vasilis, who married first, despite becoming engaged at a later date. It was for the best though. Oreias and Achlys needed to be united as closely as possible in order to drive off the Kalarian Empire. By having their respective monarchs marry, that closeness was achieved. Sure, the inhabitants still considered themselves to be citizens of two separate nations, but that wasn’t likely to last long. In a generation or two, Oreias and Achlys would simply be names for particular regions or administrative areas, rather than names for separate kingdoms. Neither would probably ever lose their distinct cultural quirks, but at least they would be stronger than if they had remained separate. 

Theodoros and Estella’s marriage would only strengthen that unity, whenever it occurred that is. The two hoped to wed soon, though it was difficult to find the time for an official ceremony. Theodoros and Estella didn’t really care about the pomp and grandeur that usually surrounded weddings. Both being practical people, they wished only to be married. But they needed at least an official ceremony of sufficient grandeur, so everything was legal, and no doubt could be thrown on their union. The Kalarians would gladly try to force a marriage between Estella and a suitable Kalarian nobleman, if it meant being able to overthrow Roxanna. No one in Oreias or Achlys wanted that to happen, so the marriage was delayed until sufficient time could be found for it to take place. 

But the time would soon come, thought Theodoros. He didn’t know when, but it would come soon. It must. 

In the meantime, it occurred to him that there was something he could do with Estella that would allow them to spend time together, while helping their respective nations. When driving off the Kalarians, Achlysian and Oreiasan soldiers had found communicators that had had been wiped, but not completely. Still within the communicators’ circuits, were fragments of message that were most intriguing. They seemed to be written in threatening language, but the words chosen were not ones Theodoros would have expected to be used by Emperor Nikolos of Kalare, or any other Kalarian for that matter. The phrases were strangely structured, as if the person who wrote them wasn’t as familiar with the language the Kalarians, Achlysians, and Oreiasans as someone native to the planet would be. These messages might perhaps mean nothing. Kalare was known to have contact with nations outside the planet, since it had extraterrestrial colonies. It was reasonable to assume that there was some cultural exchange between them, and the messages were merely from some kind of entertainment, like a novel. But considering the communicators were found to belong to high-ranking members of the Kalarian military, Theodoros had his doubts. It would be good to get Estella’s opinion on them, to see if she thought there might be something useful to be found here. 

He was interrupted from this train of thought by the sound of his study door being opened. It didn’t squeak, for Theodoros prided himself on keeping his apartments’ neat. But the click of the doorhandle was audible. He turned to see his brother come in. 

“Theodoros, I have a job for you,” said Vasilis. 

“What is it?” asked Theodoros. He hoped it wasn’t something to do with the budget, but he had a sinking feeling that it was. 

“I need you to find money for a battle,” said Vasilis. “The Kalarians found a foothold when they started attacking our supply trains. We need to drive them out.” 

Theodoros was silent, trying to think of where he could get the money from. 

“Can the battle wait?” asked Theodoros “Is it really so important to drive them out of that area.” 

“It is if we wish to keep them out of Panemorfi Lake,” said Vasilis. “You know how it’s the symbol of our nation.” 

Theodoros knew this, but he also knew the loss of the fog covered lake, would be much of an issue strategically speaking. There were many other routes that could be taken that didn’t involve sailing through the lake. 

“It’s not that important,” said Theodoros. 

“Not that important? Theodoros, what would happen to the people’s morale if the lake was back in Kalarian hands?” demanded Vasilis. 

“I imagine they would be upset at first, but they would get over it,” said Theodoros. “This is war. We must be practical.” 

“It would hurt their spirits, and we have to keep their spirits up if we wish to win,” said Vasilis. “Cut my own expenses if you must, but we must protect Lake Panemorfi.” 

Vasilis then left before Theodoros could say more. That decided the matter, though Theodoros was resentful about it. He understood where his brother was coming from, but he still felt Vasilis was overestimating the lake’s worth to Achlysian morale. Vasilis was a good leader, and could encourage the people through other means. But Vasilis chose not to do that, and Theodoros lacked his brother’s talent for inspiring others. So Theodoros had to go along with what his brother said, no matter how much work it cost him. 

Speaking of work, Theodoros glance wearily at his ledgers. So much for thinking he was done. He would have to keep working if he wished to get the budget balanced by morning. It was going to be a long night, and he could already feel his eyelids sagging closed. He hoped his brother was aware of how much trouble he went through to keep Achlys out of debt, but he suspected his efforts were taken for granted. 
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Be not hasty in thy spirit to be angry: for anger resteth in the bosom of fools. 

~ Ecclesiastes 7:9

Estella was a reluctant attendant to Roxanna’s speech. She had considered not showing up at all. She didn’t mind the trip to Oreias from Achlys. It was good to see her home whenever possible, and to keep tabs on what needed to be done there. She suspected that was one of the reasons why Roxanna gave so many speeches. It was an excuse to be in Oreias in person, since reports from others didn’t usually give all the information that was needed. It wasn’t due to any dishonesty on their part. The stewards just didn’t have the knack for seeing everything that would later prove important. So, the occasional journey to Oreias was necessary. 

There was also the matter that Vasilis preferred to keep Roxanna by his side. Despite his easygoing temper, Vasilis was protective of Roxanna, after nearly losing her to Nikolos, the Emperor of the Kalarian Empire. He didn’t want her going anywhere without his being there to defend her. Vasilis, however, wasn’t always available for the trips, and Roxanna occasionally needed a break from his company, as all married couples did eventually. Roxanna still loved him deeply, but her quieter nature required more time alone compared to Vasilis’s exuberant one. 

Estella didn’t need a break from Theodoros at the time, nor did she need to be inspired to keep fighting the war. She knew they had to keep fighting if they wished for Oreias and Achlys to remain independent. It was something she just accepted as par for the course. But Celena pointed out that it would look odd for Estella, the current heir to the Oreiasan throne, until Roxanna had children that is, not to be present. 

“It might make people wonder why you are not present,” said Celena. “I know you feel like Roxanna doesn’t appreciate you as much as she should. In truth, she should give you more credit than she does. But it isn’t out of malice. She just doesn’t have time to see everything you do. She knows you put in a lot of effort. Once the war winds down, I think she will show you how much it means to her. She just can’t do it now.” 

Estella sighed. Leave it to Celena to cause her relent. 

“You are right,” Estella admitted. “This war has cost all of us something.” 

Attending the speech actually turned out to be a good thing. Estella went, expecting to be bored out of her mind, but was genuinely surprised how well her sister did. Roxanna had always been good at public speaking, though admittedly she excelled more in the area of prepared speeches, rather than impromptu ones. That was more Vasilis’s strong point. But her oration was given with such hope, such genuineness, even Estella couldn’t help but feel inspired, in spite of knowing in general what was going to be said. She felt all the weight of keeping Oreias’s finances afloat, fall away from her, in the pride and encouragement that her sister’s words stirred. 

She continued to feel this feeling until she saw all the acclaim her sister was getting. 

“I don’t know what Oreias would do without you, my Queen,” said one of the Oreiasan generals. “You have brought hope to its citizens, despite all their hardship.” 

“They’d probably win much sooner,” Estella grumbled to herself. 

She knew this statement wasn’t entirely fair. Roxanna was better at managing the kingdom as a whole than she was. In her most reasonable moments, Estella was even willing to admit that Oreias probably would have remained in Kalarian hands had she been in charge, rather than Roxanna. But Estella wasn’t in a reasonable mood. She was angry that she wasn’t getting congratulations for all the effort she went through to keep Oreias’s budget balanced, which was how this speech, and this war, were still possible. 

Estella did her best to hide her resentment, for though she was angry, she knew it wouldn’t look good to show it at such a time as this. Celena was right to think that it was unwise to let on that there was any rift between the three of them. What was more, the Kalarians might use her discontent to spread propaganda that would hurt the war effort, even though Roxanna and Estella were on the same side. But apparently, she wasn’t able to conceal her feelings from Celena. Celena came over and gave her hug. Though Estella wasn’t much of a touchy-feely person, the gesture was appreciated. Still, Estella wished she wasn’t so easily forgotten. 

“For God is not unrighteous to forget your work and labour of love, which ye have shown toward his name, in that ye have ministered to the saints, and do minister,” quoted Celena. 

“Yes, but I would like some human acknowledgement too,” said Estella. “It’s hard to bear when the lack of thanks is so immediately before oneself.” 

Celena wasn’t the only one to notice Estella’s darkening mood. Theodoros tried to comfort her later. 

“Don’t mind them, Estella,” he said. “Your contributions are important, even if they don’t see it.” 

Estella sighed in frustration. “I know, but I would still like at least a little recognition.” 

It was Theodoros’s turn to sigh. “I know what you mean. We were only spared one of my brother’s impromptu speeches after Roxanna’s, because he is off getting ready to fight the Kalarians near Lake Paneformi. You know how he likes to get the people stirred up before a battle. But he never remembers to acknowledge my labor in his speeches. It’s always about the soldiers and him, the showier aspects of the war, rather than the deskwork we do. I know their jobs are more dangerous, but ours are no walk in the park.” 

“Yes, they should still thank us publicly,” said Estella. “I wonder if their successes would even be possible without us.” 

Theodoros shrugged, but said nothing. 

Despite their similar temperaments, Estella had noticed that Theodoros was generally the cooler headed of the two of them. It was the same with Roxanna and Vasilis. They were like their respective nations. Estella and Roxanna were as stubborn and as steady as the mountain from which Oreias took its name. Vasilis and Theodoros were more fluid like the misty lake after which their own nation was named, less stubborn, but at the same time, less predictable. It was what made them good couples, but also what made Roxanna and Vasilis disagree sometimes, and Roxanna and Estella argue. Somehow, Celena had gotten Oreias’s fortitude when it came down to it, without the ready temper. It said a lot however, that Theodoros didn’t disagree with Estella. The same resentment that had been festering in her, probably had been rankling him too. 

“Let’s not think of them,” he said. “A professor came to me just before the speech took place, to talk to me about some equations he was working on. I thought you might be interested in hearing what he had to say.” 

Estella grinned. This was one of the reasons why she was going to marry Theodoros. He understood what she liked. 

“Of course, I am!” she exclaimed. “Lead the way!” 
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For where envying and strife is, there is confusion and every evil work. 

~ James 3:16

Theodoros, Estella, Roxanna, and Celena returned to Achlysian Castle a few days later. Vasilis, who had been off fighting a battle against the Kalarians, was anxious for their return to the safety of its four walls. This was perhaps a strange assessment to some, for Achlysian Castle was closer to enemy lines than Oreiasan Castle was. But Vasilis and his army were closer too, and could come to the defense of his wife, brother, and her sisters much faster in Achlys than in Oreias. 

Vasilis met them upon their return, flush with the pride of victory. He had good reason to be proud of himself. Emperor Nikolos had sent a large number of soldiers to Lake Paneformi, fully intent on taking the lake. But with some unusual tactics, and clever ingenuity, Vasilis was able to outsmart Nikolos, and win the day. The Kalarians had been driven back to their old position and then some. The soldiers who returned with him, were exclaiming over the plan still. 

“To take our transports and turn them into speedboats was genius!” exclaimed one. “The Kalarians never saw it coming!” 

“I didn’t think it was possible to do that without a lot of time and effort,” said another. 

Theodoros was glad for the victory, but he quickly grew worried about the transports that had been converted into speedboats. His brother had used similar methods before, and while the results worked, they usually proved expensive to reverse. 

Sure enough, Theodoros’s concerns proved well founded. He looked at the transports and felt his heart sink into his stomach. The bottoms of the vehicles were heavily damaged by the water, and the hasty job that had been performed to alter them. What was especially upsetting was that those transports had been new when Vasilis left, and had been one of the items that Theodoros had struggled to fit into the budget. Now they would only serve as speedboats at best, and not very stable ones, until the money came in to have them repaired. 

“Yeah, sorry about the transports,” said Vasilis to his brother, apparently seeing Theodoros’s face. “But I’m sure you will find the money to get them fixed.” 

Theodoros turned to glare at his brother, but the act proved useless. Vasilis had already walked off, laughing and joking with his men. Theodoros turned back to stare at the transports, unable to draw his gaze away because he was so angry. He wanted to better master his emotions before leaving, for it wouldn’t do to let the men see how angry he was. They had to stay united, even if Vasilis’s behavior was vexatious. Theodoros couldn’t let any Kalarian spies that might be nearby, use his anger as a way to divide the people between himself and his brother. Division was something they simply couldn’t afford right now, nor did Theodoros wish for there to be any after the war was over. He had no desire to be king, whether of his brother’s kingdom, or his own. He was content with what he was. He just wished his brother was more grateful for what he did do. 

“I’m sorry about the transports,” said Estella. 

Theodoros turned. He hadn’t heard her coming, but was glad she was there. 

“Your brother can be so careless sometimes,” she continued, placing her hand on his shoulder. “I bet you grow tired of it sometimes.” 

“I do,” he admitted. “But they did the job. Lake Paneformi is safe again.” 

“But at what cost? How are you going to find the money to get them fixed?” asked Estella. 

Theodoros shook his head. “I don’t know, but I’ll find a way, somehow.” 

“You shouldn’t have to!” said Estella with a fire that Theodoros appreciated. “Your brother should be more considerate of all the work you do. He wouldn’t have been able to come up with the funds for even half of what that battle took.” 

“True,” admitted Theodoros, “but our kingdoms must be saved, and I think we are both willing to put up with a great deal to make sure that happens.” 

That took the fire out Estella. She knew he was right. 

“Still, they should be more grateful for what we do,” she said. “Did Vasilis give you any public acknowledgment for all the trouble you went through to get the transports, or anything for the battle?” 

“No, not that I’m aware,” admitted Theodoros. 

“I wish there was a way for them to see just how fortunate they are to have us,” said Estella, as they walked toward the gardens, the safest place to have a conversation like this. “I bet they would treat us better if there was.” 

“No doubt,” agreed Theodoros, “but I don’t see what that would be just now. If we weren’t fighting a war, I would suggest leaving our work and simply enjoying ourselves until they come to their senses, but that isn’t really an option right now. There is too much at stake for us to pull off such a scheme without serious consequences.” 

“True,” admitted Estella. “Still, I wish there was a way. There just has to be!” 

“I wish there were,” said Theodoros. “I think the worst part is the jealousy I feel for my brother, not because if his success, but because of the credit he gets for it.” 

“I feel the same way toward Roxanna,” admitted Estella. “Just because our jobs aren’t glamorous or dangerous doesn’t mean we don’t deserve credit. Their tasks wouldn’t be nearly as easy if it weren’t for us.” 

“No, they wouldn’t,” agreed Theodoros. “I question if some of them would even be possible. But we are not alone in our lack of thanks. There are others who feel the same way we do. No tailor gets a standing ovation when he makes a good uniform for a soldier. No farmer receives a medal because he brought in the crops that feed the army. Yet somehow, they keep going. I wonder how they do it? For that matter, how people like Celena, who are similarly situated, do it? 

Estella shrugged. Neither of them knew, or really wished to know. 
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And whatsoever ye do, in word or deed, do all in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God and the Father by him. 

~ Colossians 3:17

With the victory at Lake Paneformi, a small celebration was in order. It wasn’t a ball exactly, for no one felt that was appropriate at this time. Lavish spending was insensitive when some of their countrymen were suffering. But an inexpensive party was decided to be a good thing, in order to keep everyone’s spirits up. Estella and Theodoros would have forgone the party, for they didn’t care much for celebrations. But they didn’t object when their elder siblings arranging one this time. It was modest enough, and such events had already been budgeted for. Stores of good food and drink had been set aside, and those who were musical were more than happy to bring out their instruments. The performance was a pleasure for them that didn’t require additional payment. 

There were other benefits that the Estella and Theodoros enjoyed, that allowed them to accept the celebrations. They didn’t usually care much for dancing, but they liked to do it with each other. They were also left to converse with one another for as long as the party continued, with very little chance of interruption. They weren’t ones for small talk. In fact, the only one in the family who seemed to have a good tolerance for it was Vasilis, and even he preferred deeper conversations. But Estella and Theodoros’s conversations were often of such a detailed nature, that they needed lots of time to explain their subject. Theodoros favored scientific discoveries and theories, while Estella preferred domestic matters such as the increased production of food or cloth. But they found a mutual interest in whatever they discussed, for they both saw usefulness in the other’s interests, and often used what they heard in these conversations, to improve results in their own hobbies. 

But the time they had to discuss these pursuits was sadly limited. They often lived in the same castle, since their elder siblings were married, but they weren’t together as often as they would have liked, for they were busy with their own duties, and were frequently interrupted even when they were in each other’s company. Given the choice, they would have preferred to spend their time in a library uninterrupted, where they could do figures, discuss books, or simply read in comfortable silence. But those moments were rare these days, so they took the party as an opportunity to talk together, without annoying disruptions. Roxanna and Vasilis, the worst offenders when it came to these intrusions, were often so busy enjoying themselves, they didn’t bother to pay attention to their younger siblings unless they had to. Estella highly suspected it wouldn’t be long before Roxanna and Vasilis had another person to pay attention to as well. 

But that wasn’t the main subject of Estella and Theodoros’s conversations. They mainly continued to talk about the lack of appreciation they received from their siblings and others. 

“I know she is busy, but would it kill Roxanna to mention that I’m the one who comes up with most of the budgets?” asked Estella. 

They were near the musicians, so they were sure of not being overheard. Therefore, they could each speak their minds freely without threat of offending anyone. 

“I don’t think it would,” said Theodoros. “I wish Vasilis would do the same for me. He would still win battles without me, but I question how many when he doesn’t have much of a turn for finance.” 

Estella laughed. “How much debt do you think he would get himself into before he realized he needed to balance his books?” 

“Before he married Roxanna, quite a lot,” Theodoros said with a cheeky smile. “Once the creditors showed up, he would think they worried too much, but then begin to realize what he had gotten himself into. After a period of being upset, and feeling like he could never get out the hole he dug himself into, he would buckle down and pay his debts. But I think Roxanna would notice before things got too bad, and pull them out before he could do much damage. She is a better manager than he is in that way.” 

“Yes, but it’s the fact she isn’t so easygoing, that makes her so much more irritating
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