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The rest of the morning had been okay. Productive at least. Lynn had done her utmost possible to avoid me, which was fantastic. The less she was on my back, the more I got done. I’d mostly successfully hidden from Millie, who, as predicted, had tried to latch on after deciding that I was the mentor she needed or something. I was nobody’s mentor. I worked alone. I tolerated competent people around me, but that was it. 

And now, finally, it was time for a very late lunch break. Or break, without lunch. I wanted to do some shopping in town. And ideally go home after, but that was wishful thinking. I shrugged into my coat and checked the time. Later than I thought. I’d have to walk quickly if I wanted to get everything I needed before the shops closed. I hurried out the office and was at the top of the stairs when Peter, the senior finance consultant, stopped me.

“Abigail.” 

So close, and yet so far. I could kiss my crusty sourdough and my goat’s cheese Gouda goodbye. I plastered a smile on my face. “Peter, how lovely to see you. I was just on my way out; can it wait until I’m back?”

Peter made an impression of a goldfish breaking the water surface to kiss the air while the question wormed its way through his brain. “It’s about this meeting Millie set up, the one she sent an invite for this morning. If we’re talking training, I need to invite Jackie too. She’s one of our key stakeholders in the business, so we want to make sure she’s as involved as possible.”

I wondered why Peter had come to me instead of Millie, since she was the one who’d set up the meeting. I didn’t like his tone, I always felt like, to him, I was a secretary in the seventies. Nineteen-seventies.

I shook my head and tried to keep the contempt out of my voice. “This is just an exploratory meeting. We’re going to throw a bunch of ideas to the ceiling and see what sticks. Chances are everything will flop. You really don’t want Jackie in there for that, right?”

“You got Samira in there representing the Sales team in the business, so why not Jackie?”

I’d tried my best to be polite, but I had no idea why he was sounding so aggressive. “I get it Peter, but Samira is really good at generating ideas, and at working with us to improve on our ideas. For Jackie, I think it’s better if we go to her later, maybe next week, with a few ideas, let’s say five, for which we have implementation plans. Jackie doesn’t like the messy design process, she likes to have clean products.”

Peter retreated a couple of steps, back towards the office. “Fine, if you say so.”

“See you later,” I called out as I slowly walked down the stairs. No point in hurrying up, it was now 2:35 p.m., the bakery closed at three, and I was twenty-eight minutes’ walk from town. Goodbye cosy bread-and-cheese evening.

Why did people always do that, I wondered, catch you right when you’re leaving the office, and you’re in a hurry? Maybe it wouldn’t matter if I didn’t have the fresh fluffy bread. The cheese on its own would be nice too. It wasn’t like I’d needed the bread. I pushed the side door out to the car park, absent-mindedly keeping it open for an invisible person, out of habit, and Millie squeezed right behind me. 

“Bye Abigail, have a lovely evening.” 

Did that girl’s energy and enthusiasm know no limits?

“It’s barely mid-afternoon, I’m coming back,” I replied in what I thought was a pleasant enough tone, but Millie stopped mid-bound.

“What’s wrong? You sound all disappointed and flat.”

“Well, yes, I am. I had made some very unexciting plans for tonight, but Peter held me up and I’ve missed my window.” I shrugged. “I’ll survive, it’s not the end of the world.”

“Oh nooo.” Millie made a pretend sad face. “What were you going to do?”

I shook my head. I didn’t want to tell her, she’d think it was boring and unexciting, and then she’d tell everyone on the project how boring and unexciting I was.

“Go on, if it was important to you, then it has to be interesting.”

Maybe I’d dismissed Millie’s abilities too soon. The girl knew how to extricate information out of people. I gave her a half-smile. “I was going to go to the bakery and the cheesemonger in town to get some really nice foods and have a comfy evening at home, but, since I walked in this morning instead of taking the car, I won’t make it before the shops close.”

“Oh, is that it?” Millie exclaimed. No, my original assessment of the girl had been right. Airhead. “That’s no big deal, I’ll drop you off, just tell me the way.”

I cocked my head to the side, not sure I’d heard her right. “Excuse me?”

Millie beeped a little baby-blue car open. “I’ll drop you off,” she repeated, “get in, quick, then you’ll even have time to taste some new cheeses you’ve never tried before.” She paused, eyes slightly glazed over before coming back in focus. “I love cheese. Except the bland ones. What’s the point of bland cheese? And diet cheese. Same thing. What’s the point? If it doesn’t have fat in it, it’s not cheese,” she said vigorously. She opened the boot, threw her bag in unceremoniously and hopped in the car while I stood rooted to the spot. 

The girl liked cheese. The girl had opinions about cheese. Maybe I would let her ask me questions after all. 

I climbed in the passenger seat. 

“Right, you’ll need to tell me where I’m going,” Millie said as we waited for the car park barrier to raise, “I only know the bit between the dual carriageway and the car park entrance.”

“Just turn left instead of right here,” I said. “How long have you been on this project?”

“Since the beginning,” she said brightly, “so coming on three months now.”

“I can’t believe you’ve never explored the town,” I said, barely trying to mask my disapproval. 

“Never had the time or the opportunity really. You know how it is, work, go for dinner with colleagues, go to the hotel bar with colleagues, go to bed, repeat.”

“Sure, but you could try going for dinner in town, there are some cool restaurants there. Heck, there’s a pizzeria that’s run by an Italian guy who makes cheese-stuffed crust pizzas that will make you cry they’re so good.”

Millie eyed me from the side while taking on a roundabout a bit faster than I would have liked. “No pizza can be that good.” 

“Giuseppe’s Pizza is the best pizza restaurant I’ve ever been too, and you can bet that after ten years of being a consultant, I’ve been to a few.”

“Maybe we could all go on Thursday, blow off some steam at the end of the week, maybe go for drinks afterwards? I’m sure we can get taxis arranged.”

I hated team dinners, unless they were with a very select few people who didn’t make me feel like I had to play a role for the duration of the outing. “The place is quite small, we definitely wouldn’t all be able to fit there.” 

Millie didn’t respond. Her face was as neutral as I’d ever seen it. Maybe she was focused on the driving? Or maybe she’d interpreted my words as a criticism? That seemed to happen a lot with me. Maybe I should try to encourage her a little. “It was a good idea though.”

“Doesn’t matter. The dragon lady probably wouldn’t have approved the taxis anyway.”

“Turn left here. Dragon lady? Do you mean Lynn?”

“Yeah. I can’t stand that woman. I don’t think anyone can, really. It looks like she’s talking to you like a normal person, and the next minute you get burned from the fire she breathed on you.”

“Lynn? She’s a control freak, but I’d never have thought to compare her to a dragon. You can just drop me off anywhere around here,” I said.

“Over the summer she publicly humiliated me for wearing flip-flops. In front of the whole office. Including the client people.”

No idea why, but I pictured Millie turning up to the office in thick-foam-soled flip-flops topped with pink, sequined flowers. “Okay, maybe she could have been a bit more tactful, but flip-flops aren’t exactly office attire, are they?”

“They were brown leather,” Millie exclaimed, indignant. “Perfectly office-appropriate. No one had noticed them until she made a big show of pointing them out.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. And I was. Public humiliation for the sake of it was the kind of thing a deeply insecure or fundamentally mean person would do. I had made people cry before, but never on purpose, never out of malice. It hadn’t happened that often, but when it had, it was when I was giving carefully crafted constructive criticism, and the person had taken it like a personal attack on them. If people couldn’t separate personal attacks and professional development opportunities, there wasn’t much I could do about it. 

Millie stopped the car at a bus stop and I turned to her. “I’m sure she didn’t want to hurt your feelings. She probably views even the smallest toe cleavage as unprofessional. I’m not defending her, she should definitely have spoken to you privately about it, she didn’t handle it well.”

“Maybe, but that’s only one example. Everybody who’s ever worked with her has at least one. She’s pure evil.” 




* * *




The dashboard clock indicated it was already 2:52 p.m. “Thank you very much for dropping me off Millie, I really appreciate it.” I stepped out, and Millie shouted, “Let’s do it again soon!” as I slammed the door.

I rushed over to the bakery, run by the same family, the Bramptons, for five generations.

“Hi Abigail,” Alice greeted me. “Not working today?”

I liked Alice. We’d been to school together, so I’d known her practically my whole life. We were never friends, but never enemies either. Just people who were aware of each other’s existence and peacefully coexisted.

“Haha, I wish. No, I escaped from the office, a colleague was kind enough to give me a lift so I could get here before you closed.”

“Well, you made it, so what can I get you?”

I almost always got the same order, but Alice knew better than to assume anything with me. “A crispy baguette, a thick-crust sourdough, a half dozen cinnamon-and-raisin bagels and . . . let’s see.” I looked through the shelves, trying to see if Alice’s dad, the main baker, had come up with anything original. 

Alice knew the drill, having been through it enough times. “We’ve got olive-and-onion fougasses, chilli-cheese-crusted rye breads, wine-and-chorizo breads, cheddar-and-bacon Irish soda breads, and conchas, which are Mexican sweet rolls. Oh, and because it’s the season, pumpkin-and-sage buns.”

“Wow, you guys really went all out today! I’ll have four pumpkin-and-sage buns please. They’re so cute!”

Alice collected the breads and rang up the order. “You better hurry if you want to get to Black’s before Frank closes.”

My lips parted in surprise. “How did you know?”

“Because you never buy this much bread if you don’t plan to have a bread-and-cheese feast in front of a soapy movie.”

“I’ll have you know Legally Blonde is a feminist movie that makes people think,” I replied dryly. And I meant it, too. It genuinely was one of my favourite movies, and one I indeed intended to watch that night to remind myself that anything could be achieved if you put your mind to it. I’d been selected as some sort of private detective, it was time I started believing it myself, and Reese Witherspoon was going to help me achieve that. 

I waved goodbye to Alice and speed-walked to Blacks across the street, silently praying Frank didn’t have a date tonight and wouldn’t have closed early. 

He spotted me through the plate glass window as he handed a customer their bag of goodies, and his eyes widened. It didn’t take a mind-reader to know what he was thinking. Not her, please, no, she’ll be here forever. 

I always felt like I was a nightmarish customer for him, because I always wanted to try all the weird and wonderful cheeses he had, and I always took a tiny little bit longer than the average customer who just wanted Brie for six people or a whole Camembert for baking. 

“Hi Frank, how are you doing?”

“Same old, same old,” he replied morosely. I liked him, because underneath his grumpy outside, there was a real cheese expert, and I’d discovered some wonderful ones thanks to him. “What can I do you for?”

“I need half a pound of the salt crystal butter, and then some cheeses. Oh, and I’ll get a small box of eggs please.”

Frank nodded and set to cutting the butter. “Which eggs do you want? Organic? Omega-3? Cheapest?”

I did a quick mental review of what I’d eaten that week, decided I really should have eaten more oily fish, and settled on the Omega-3-enriched eggs. I didn’t know if they really were that different from the regular eggs, but, supposedly, Omega-3s boosted brain power, and I thought I would need all the extra power I could get. 

“And what cheeses?”

“Let’s see, I’ll start with a goat’s milk Gouda and the chilli Cheddar.”

“Sorry, I’m all out of that Gouda.”

A cloud of disappointment settled over my head. “Oh.” I’d been looking forward to it, and now, I was a bit flustered. I took a deep breath. No way was I going to have a meltdown at the cheesemonger’s. “What else do you recommend?”

Frank rolled his eyes, knowing I wouldn’t take offence, and started pointing at wheels and packaged cheeses in the glass refrigerated case. “I’ve got this new blue, a Cheddar from a small supplier, and an aged Parmesan.”

“I’ll have all three.” 

Frank froze in shock. I’d never been so quick to decide in my whole life, but I had to get back to the office, get all my work done, and hopefully get home at a decent time, where I would curl up on the sofa with Jasper, Legally Blonde, good bread, and good cheese. 

“Everything all right?” Frank asked.

“It’s been a long day, and it’s far from over yet, that’s all.”

“Aah. Well, I won’t complain, I’ve got a date with a smoking-hot brunette tonight, and I want to get out of here as soon as possible to get to the gym.”

I cocked my head in disbelief. Frank’s muscles were so well defined, he could have served as an anatomy model. Even with his clothes on. 

He lifted his sleeve all the way up to the shoulder and flexed his biceps. “I want to make sure she’s impressed.” 

I’d never been into muscles much, and thankfully very few women had dedicated their lives to have big muscles like that. Frank turned to let me admire the back of his biceps (or was it his triceps?), and my breath caught in my throat. A tattoo was peeking out of his rolled-up shirt sleeve, and what I could see of it matched the symbol on Lynn’s note exactly.

“Hey Frank, does Lynn James ever shop here?”

Frank cocked his head to the side, dumbfounded. “Who?”

“Lynn James. She’s black, early forties, a bit shorter than me, probably about five feet four, maybe five five, average figure, black hair cropped super short. Big boobs.”

“Oh, yeah, no, she’s never been in here, why?”

“She’s the project manager where I work, and I thought I could bring her a few of her favourite cheeses,” I lied. “I need a favour from her.”

Frank finished wrapping the cheeses and passed them over the counter. “Sorry love, can’t help you there. Maybe she’s one of those weirdos who’s allergic to dairy. Or maybe she’s on a no-fat diet.” He added up my order on his old-fashioned till and glanced blankly at me. “Who knows.”

“How much do I owe you,” I said brightly.

“That will be twenty-one pounds sixty, thank you very much.”

I winced a little. Yes, I’d added butter and eggs, but that was still quite a bit more than I usually spent. Hey, I thought, some people spent that much on steak, I had a good job, I was allowed to treat myself once in a blue moon. Or every week, a little voice in my head said. 

I hiked the grocery bag on my shoulder and was ready to leave when words came out of my mouth. “Hey Frank, the tattoo on your arm, what does it mean?” Damn you brain, you were supposed to filter this kind of stuff.

Frank frowned. “Which one?” 

“The left one.”

“No, I mean which tattoo? I have loads.”

“I just saw a bit of it when you were showing me your muscles, it looked like triangles going in circles.”

“Ha! I’m afraid it doesn’t mean anything love, except that you should never go to a tattoo studio after an all-day session in the pub with your mates. I’ll tell you what, I woke up the next morning wondering why my arm ached so much, then I looked in the mirror, and there it was. All my mates got it too, we looked like right pricks when we were lined up, I’ll tell you.”

I wished Frank a good date and left. Walking back to the office, I couldn’t help wondering if it was Frank’s tattoo that had looked familiar, or if it was someone else’s. Maybe I should go back tomorrow, and see if he could remember who else had had the tattoo. And maybe get some more cheese.
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The next day had started pretty well with a cancelled meeting, freeing up some time to do actual work. 

I was in a deep flow when the calendar icon on the taskbar flashed orange, reminding me Millie’s meeting was starting imminently. Crap. I’d forgotten about it, and could really do without. Still, she’d made the effort of doing it at a time when it didn’t clash with any other meeting in my calendar, the least I could do was show up on time. I grabbed my water bottle and notebook and headed off. 

I sat down with everybody else, and very quickly, my mind wandered, returning to Lynn, the note, and how I could figure out more about her life. This was one of the few instances when not being on social media hindered me. Most of the time, I was very happy with having closed all my accounts several years ago, but on days like these, it could have come in handy.

“What do you think Abigail?” Millie asked.

Shit. I hadn’t listened to a word. “I think it’s an interesting idea that’s worth more discussion.”

“So, you agree with Peter that we should train the users three months before go-live?”

From Millie’s tone, I could tell I was busted. Still, she’d given me an escape ladder, and I was going to climb my way out of the hole. 

“I don’t, actually, I think we should train them as close to go-live as humanly possible, but I would be interested to hear more from Peter about why he thinks that.” Fingers crossed he hadn’t already explained the whole thing. 

Peter straightened in his chair, as if to give himself more gravitas. “Well, near go-live, we have a lot of users on annual leave, and we wouldn’t want them to miss out, surely? So it would make sense to train them when they’re all available, then we can get them all in one room and be done with it.”

I blinked. How long had Peter been a consultant? He was older than me, and even if he hadn’t started as a graduate, chances were he’d been doing project work for at least fifteen years, though a more realistic figure was probably twenty years. Why would he be spewing such inanities? And how did I tell him while also being diplomatic? 

“I see your point Peter”—Millie made to interrupt, but I put my hand on her arm to stop her—“however, let me ask you a question. How many users do you have in the Finance space? In the Sales function, we have approximately seventy-five, if we include the external sales teams.” I glanced at Samira to make sure I hadn’t muddled up the numbers and she nodded in agreement.

“We have eighteen. So what?” Peter said.

“Right. Let me ask you. In your many years of consulting, when did you ever see every single user registered for a training actually show up? There’s always going to be someone off sick or having to cover childcare at the last minute. Plus, eighteen people in a training session is a bit much, ideally we keep them under ten people.”

“I don’t care, I don’t deal with training. That’s why we have trainers and change bunnies,” he said, gesturing at Millie. My hand was still on her arm, and I could feel her muscles tense so much I thought she was going to explode. 

Yes, we called them change bunnies, but not to their faces. 

Peter carried on. “We all know how she gets the users to adopt the new system anyway, short skirts, low cleavage, lots of makeup, a little touch here, a laugh there and boom . . . system is adopted. Change management is a joke.”

I wanted to punch him in the face. Nothing else would do. But I had Millie on my right, and Samira on my left, and I most definitely couldn’t lose it in front of Samira. She was after all, “the client,” and I couldn’t break the second rule of consulting again⁠—don’t fight in front of the kids client⁠—not after people had complained about me on this very same topic only two days ago. I’d do what I was supposed to: adjourn, then go somewhere else to fight.

“Let’s wrap up this meeting.”

Peter’s voice rose by an octave. “What? Why? We haven’t agreed on the training strategy yet?”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes and turned to Samira, who was frozen in her seat. “Samira, I’ll catch up with you later, thank you for coming, and I apologise, this behaviour from any of our consultants is absolutely unacceptable.”

Stiffly, she nodded, took her laptop, and fled the room. 

“Peter, please apologise to Millie, right now. And you should be glad Jackie wasn’t in this meeting, because your idea of giving users three months to forget their training on a new system would not have flown.”

Peter’s face had turned purple. “Who the hell do you think you are? You can’t talk to me like this!”

“Why not? Did you hear yourself talking about Millie?”

“But she’s just a⁠—”

I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t avoid challenging him. “A what, Peter?”

“I have twenty-two years of consulting behind me and I will not have some little hussy treat me with such disrespect.”

“Peter, I think it would be best to close this meeting. Be aware that I will be reporting your words to Lynn, and I expect you will be hearing from HR.” 

Peter rose so fast he threw his chair back. He strode across the room to the door and would have slammed it behind him if it hadn’t been equipped with a slow-close mechanism.

“Well, that’s that. Millie, I want to apologise, and remind you that not all consultants are arseholes.” As I said the words, I wondered if I was being hypocritical. I didn’t think I was an arsehole, but maybe people thought otherwise. 

Millie nodded, eyes glistening as if she was on the brink of tears. 

“I’m going to go catch Lynn before Peter has a chance to rewrite this meeting. I’ll come find you after. Why don’t you go get yourself a proper coffee in the cafeteria?” I seemed to always make it worse when I tried to deal with someone crying, so running away was the safer option.

Lynn was busy talking to someone when I got there, so I hovered near her desk until she was done. I’d learned a long time ago that desk-side conversations were almost always short, so it was often worth waiting.

“PDDs?” she asked when she was done. 

The last thing on my mind was the process design documents updates. I shook my head no and looked around. Just Jeff, the programme director and Lynn's big boss on the project, at his desk next to hers. No one lurking. “You have a problem, and it could blow up quite bad.” In a few words, I reported Peter’s words and behaviour.

Lynn leaned back in her chair, and I could tell she was reviewing potential scenarios. Have a stern word with Peter, replace him on the project, report him to his business unit line manager (since Lynn was only his manager on the project), and probably all sorts of combinations I, not being a people manager, couldn’t fathom. I really hoped one scenario she didn’t consider viable was do nothing.

“I was afraid this might happen again,” she said after a few minutes.

“What? Again?”

She nodded. “Keep it to yourself, but the project manager on his previous project gave him a warning after he lost it with a PMO girl.”

Jeff interrupted. “That’s how he ended up on this project, they reassigned him.”

“Oh.” As always when eavesdroppers jumped into a conversation uninvited, I was miffed, but since he was my boss’s boss, I was unsure how to react. I nodded and asked Lynn, “What are you going to do?” 

“I’ll have a word with the resourcing guy, see if we can get him reassigned again.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“Aren’t you going to report him to HR?”

Lynn suddenly looked very tired. “I see where you’re coming from, but that wouldn’t change anything.”

“Excuse me?”

Jeff rolled his chair closer to us and lowered his voice. “Peter is from the old guard. The world, and society’s attitude towards women changed, but he’s stuck in the past. If he’d been a smoker in the nineties, when he could have smoked in the office, I can almost guarantee he would still be trying to sneak up a smoke in here.”

I slid behind Lynn's chair so I was standing between the two of them. “Do me a favour, go on the intranet.” Jeff raised an eyebrow. “I have a point, I promise.” Jeff opened R&G’s internal homepage, and I directed him to the news section. “Read the first post at the top,” I said. “Please.” I had to be careful not to be too directive, Jeff was a big deal in the company, and I’d heard through the grapevine that he’d taken this assignment, which was two grades below him, for personal reasons. Point was, he could make my life hell if he chose to, and potentially terminate my career by blacklisting me with every consultancy firm in the country, and possibly around the world. 

Jeff started reading out loud. “Today, we launch our campaign to attract women of all ages to our company, as we recognise they are a mostly untapped talent pool⁠—” He looked up, glanced at Lynn and back to me, and I could tell he’d put two and two together. 

“What sort of message does it send if you don’t report him?” I asked gently.

Jeff leaned back in his chair and covered his face with his hand before dragging them down, reminding me of Munch’s Scream. “Argh.”

“I know, but it’s the right thing to do.”

Jeff looked at me. Or, more exactly, it felt like he was studying me, trying to see into my soul. He glanced over at Lynn before returning to me. “What do you think I should do?” An even tone, probably not a trap.

“Boot him off the project today. Report him to his line manager and to HR. Call the resourcing people to get a new consultant.” He looked at me horrified. “Don’t forget Samira, the woman from the client’s Sales team, was in there as well. She witnessed and heard the whole thing.”

“He said that in front of the client?” Lynn spluttered.

I nodded. I had a feeling I’d won this battle, but the feeling of power wasn’t pleasant, it was as if a wave submerging me, and I felt drowned, not drunk, with power.

Lynn pushed herself out of her chair. “I’ll go find him.”
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I couldn’t believe I’d had to fight Lynn and Jeff on this. Reporting Peter was such a no-brainer. And to think that the project manager on his previous project hadn’t reported him, had only given him a slap on the wrist? Unbelievable. I dropped my notebook on my desk and sat down before remembering Millie. She wasn’t back at her desk. Outside, the rain was falling in thick curtains. I didn’t really want to cross the car park to get to the cafeteria in this weather, if she wasn’t there. I pulled out my work phone and messaged her.

Me: Are you still in the cafeteria?

Millie: yes heading back in a sec

Me: Don’t, I’m on my way there now. 

The lack of punctuation burnt my eyes, but it was something I’d been told to not hold against people. To me, it displayed a lack of care, forcing my brain to work that little bit harder to figure out what the other person meant. Punctuation mattered. If someone texted me, “let’s eat children,” I’d call the police.

I walked out of the office, grabbing a first come, first served umbrella on the way. Those were really good, the huge golf umbrella kind, so much better than my little folding one. The difference being I could fit mine in my messenger bag, whereas I couldn’t fit a golf umbrella. Or I could, but there would be a fair chunk sticking out. 

I navigated the car park’s puddles as carefully as if they’d been land mines, and climbed the three steps up to the cafeteria. 

I set up the coffee machine to treat me to a deliciously foamy cappuccino, put a mug underneath the spout, and looked around for Millie while the espresso god did its job. I spotted her in a far corner, half hidden behind a tall palm plant, nursing a mug of something still steamy.

I sprinkled some cinnamon on my cappuccino and walked over to her table. 

I wasn’t sure what to say to her, now that I was there. I never knew what to say to people, in general. What was a normal thing to say to someone who’d just been verbally abused?

I sat down across from her at the little round table. “How are you?” She looked at me as if saying ‘were we not in the same room?’, and kept staring until I spoke. “Yeah, okay, you’re not fine.”

“You were in there, you heard what he said. It’s a miracle I didn’t burst out crying. I would have looked like a complete idiot.”

I patted her hand. “You wouldn’t have. We all would have understood.”

“I have to go back, I have meetings, but how am I supposed to face him?”

I debated telling her about my conversation with Lynn and decided not to. The whole thing might have been confidential, and I didn’t trust Millie to not blab about it. “The same way you behave every day. You take the high road, hold your head high, and do your job.”

“But nobody cares about my job,” Millie said in a small voice, and I worried she was going to cry.

I planted my hands on the table and towered over her as I rose from my chair. “Millie, you are absolutely right. People like me, functional consultants, don’t care about your job.” She opened her mouth in shock, but I didn’t give her a chance to interrupt. “Just like you don’t give a rat’s ass about our jobs. You don’t care when we have functional specs due, or if the client has changed their requirements again, or if data is falling apart faster than an ice-cream cake in summer.” Millie opened her mouth to contradict me, but quickly shut it. “See, I’m right. It’s all a question of perspective. So, go back in there, and go be your annoying self by doing the thing you’re paid to do.”

“You think I’m annoying?” Millie asked in a small but high-pitched voice. I grabbed my mug of cappuccino and prudently walked away. 
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